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A Word
to Mothers

The beauty and freshness of a
child largely depends upon the
condition of its skin, which is
so tender and sensitive that only
constant and unremitting care can
keep it free from irritation.

The first necessity and safe-
guard in these matters is a soap

that will act like balm upon the

The fair skin dainty skin, that soothes while it
i cleanses, is kind to the skin, and

of a Child of a gentle emollient daintiness.
is the No soap answers to this description

) so completely as
foundation

womanty Pears’
Beauty SOap

No soap is so comforting, so
pure or so perfect in its hygienic
influence. Bad soaps injure the

K> skin and worry the child. Pears
softens, preserves and beautifies.

( & MMM The skin of a child is kept sweet,

wholesome and healthy, and retains
its softness and beauty to later
years by the regular use of Pears,

&0 lished O The Great English Complexion Soap

“Allrights secured”
OF ALL SCEMTED SOAPS PEARS* OTTO OF ROSE IS THE BEST
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Three new styles

Victor-'VictrolaHi X, $75

. . Mahogany mm or oak
Victor-Victrola X1, $100 Victor-Victrola X1V, $150

Other styles $15 to $200
Mahogany or oak Y Mahogany or oak

Ihe greatest feature about these new instruments is the
unequaled tone which has given the Victor-Victrola its
supremacy among musical instruments.

There’s nothing new about that of course, for this
wonderful tone characterizes every Victor-Victrola.

The newness of these three instruments is in the design,
and the improvements are really astonishing.

More beautiful, more artistic, more complete—and with
Nno increase in price.

The greatest values ever offered in this
greatest of all musical instruments.

Any Victor dealer in any city in the world will gladly show
yon these instruments and play any music you wish to hear.

Victor Talking Machine Co., Camden, N. J., U. s. A.

Berliner Gramophone Co., Montreal, Canadian Distributors

Always use Victor Machines with Victor Records
and Victor Needles—the combination. There is
no other way to get the unequaled Victor tone.

1IC O 1c Io

New Victor Records are now on sale at all dealers on the 28th of each month
In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE
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Onyx H osiery

Silk

ZYNE of New York’s best-known department stores recently
~ announced a special offering of “Onyx” Silk Hosiery. <JThis
store has had many years’ experience with every make of
hosiery. Here is what they said about the “ONY X” Trade Mark.
“On the toes of every pair of hose in this offering is a little gold medallion
inscribed ‘'ONY X." That is the highest coinage in the currency of silk hose

values. It symbolizes quality, durability and workmanship of the highest
kind. Itisaguarantee of hose satisfaction and aproof of money well spent.”

The millions of people who wear “ONY X” hosiery endorse this
statement. So when buying your hosiery, be sure it bea** the
“ONYX” trake mark.

Some of the best “ONY X” numbers for Autumn and Winter are:

No. 215

Men's “ONY X” Pure Thread
Silk with Lisle Heel and Toe,
in Black and the following
colors: Tan, White, Gray,
Navy, Purple, Helio, Suede,
Green, Burgundy and Cadet.
Best pure silk sock made at
the price
SOc. per pair

No. 515
Men’'s “ONYY” Pure Thread
Silk; medium weight; Lisle
Sole; Black and all colors.

$1.00

No. 251

Women's
“ONYX”
Pure Thread
Silk with
Lisle Sole
and Lisle
GarterTop—
Black and all
colors. A
wonderful
value,the ut-
most obtain-
able, at

$1.00

No. 498

An “ONYX" Pure
Thread Silk in Black
and all colors.
Twenty-nine inches
long. Extra wide and
Elastic at top, while
the “Garter Top”
and SOLE of SILK
LISLE give extra
strengthat the points
of wear, preventing
Garters from cutting
and toes from going
through.

$1.50

Sold at the quailty shops.
direct you to the nearest dealer.

Lord & Taylor

If your dealer cannot supply you we will
Write to Dept. RB.

Wholesale

Distributors New York
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IHE Flemish renaissance in furni-

ture designing and making de-

veloped a sheer beauty and a charm of

line and treatment which is faithfully
retained in Berkey & Gay pieces studied from
that period.

Berkey & Gay furniture has been aptly termed the
“American renaissance.” It marks the turning from the
crude, cheap, garish modes to the best thought not only
of the past centuries but of today. In furniture it brings
to you the beauty that endures and the quality that
satisfies. When you purchase Berkey & Gay furniture
you are not buying for temporary use, but

For Your Children’s Heirlooms

UR furniture is the standard of com-
parison. Our shopmark is as full
of meaning on a piece of furniture
as the word “ sterling” on pure silver.

Our period pieces are wonderful studies
from the best work of the master designers
of the old days.

Our dealers, with the displays on their
floors and our wonderful portfolio of direct
photogravures, are able to give you the
privilege of choice from our entire line.

OU will enjoy reading our de luxe
book, “ Character in Furniture,”
the demand for which has been so
great that we have prepared asecond large
edition. It is a treatise on worthy fur-
niture and its uses. We will mail it to
you at once for fifteen
two-cent stamps. With
it we will send “ The
Story of Berkey & Gay”
—an inspiring book for CD
boys, if you have any.

W

Berkey & Gay Furniture Co.

165 Monroe Ave., Grand Rapids, Michigan

This inlaid mark of
honor identifies to you each
‘Berkey & Gay piece.
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IS the standard /or

Fine Quality <Delicious Flavot]
eAbsolute PuFity =

"N view of the fact that there are
on the market at the present
\\ time many cocoa and chocolate
preparations of inferior quality,
some ofthem put up in imitation
ofour brands, consumers should
be sure that they get the genu-
ine Baker goods with our trade-
mark on the packages.

The high quality of Baker’s
Cocoa and Baker’s Chocolate
has been maintained for over
132 years.

Reg. U. S. Pat. Office

Handsomely illustrated booklet of Choice Recipes sentfree

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE
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The
Right Shortening

for any pastry is

Silver-Leal
Lard

Gives a delicious crispness
and makes the baking brown
perfectly. Famous with
good cooks everywhere.

U. S. Government Inspected
At all Dealers and Passed.

Swift & Company, U. S A.
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FREDERICK R BECHDOLT
Author of “ Lighthouse Tom," etc.
S

O T H E R peared in this country; but Mother
MONOHAN'S Monohan’s Place survives. Seamen find
SALOON, lodging upstairs, and loaf down in the
L the sign says; bar, yarning about past voyages. For the

Unit sailormen always say “ Mother
Monohan’s place.” A dingy, wooden
building, hard by the city front. Just
across the street, San Francisco Bay
hisses against the prows of vessels as
they come from the Seven Seas. Before
the door a procession is always passing,
made up of men from foreign parts.

Sailors’ boarding houses have disap-

most part Mother Monohan’s trade
comes from deep-water vessels.

Like the men, the barroom bears
marks of forecastle, deck and ocean. Up-
on its walls you will see various quaint
adornments, each carrying its suggestion
of wild adventure or ancient marine tra-
dition : a life buoy from a lost ship; the
skin of an albatross, wings outstretched,;
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a square-rigged vessel under full sail in
a bottle; and an old-style harpoon, all
rusty and encrusted with salt. These and
divers others sailors’ treasures— gifts of
steady customers returning from distant
shores—flavor the atmosphere with ro-
mance, the romance of the deep and of
the coasts that lie beyond the sky's rim.

Hither | wandered often. | gossiped
sedately with Mother Monohan, who
always passed me a pleasant word and
then resumed her knitting in her chair
behind the bar. | drank with bronze-
skinned habitues—who labored faithful-
ly to make me, a landsman, understand
their technical accounts of shipwrecks
wherein they had been frost-numbed and
brine-drenched participants, or freely
told of hot feuds and hotter loves in
tropic ports and Arctic settlements. Thus
in time 1 came to own a group of inti-
mate acquaintances, composed, for the
most part, of those to whom the years
had given ability in the art of story-
telling.

By the time December came, with its
long rainy evenings, we fell into the
habit of gathering about the round-bel-
lied coal stove in the back of the room.
And January found us looking forward
to such sessions—four or five of us,
pipes alight, a fog of smoke around us.
The spirit of emulation did its work;
each adventurer strove to do his best
with what material he had in mind. And
he who lied had to be skillful, for his
audience knew just what each man was
talking about. As a consequence the
truth got no more than proper adorn-
ment.

One wet and windy night, when cus-
tomers were few and far between, | sat
with several of these grizzled, hard faced
men of the sea; and | listened while
each produced the choicest of his long-
gathered store of yarns. We started, odd-
ly enough, by discussing Monohan.

Monohan appeared in his wife's bar
by day and in the early evening. A
quiet man, grey-haired, and curiously
tattooed on his hands and wrists; a
well-built man, and his walk was that
of an old sailor. His bearing here was
more like that of an old customer who
had the freedom of the sacred space be-
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hind the bar, than like that of an owner.
But what was most peculiar about him
was his evident repression. He showed
it in voice and look. Yet his eyes were
those of one who would be a hard man
in action. Every evening at eight o’clock
Mother Monohan would say, *“Come,
Jack,” and Monohan would follow her
upstairs.

We had just begun to settle ourselves
around the stove, this night, when she
went through that brief and time-worn
formula.

Duffy, the night bartender— flannel-
shirted and clad as he used to be when
he was mate on a windjammer, for they
never wear white aprons in Mother Mon-
ohan’s Place—came to take his chair as
a member of our circle. He winked and
jerked his head in the direction of the
door through which the pair had gone,
saying,

“Answers to the helm first rate, don’t
he?”

Rose, who got his captain’'s papers
when | was neglecting my geography
lessons for dreams of running away to
sea, looked up and smiled quizzically.
He was sitting astride of his chair with
the back in front of him and his arms
crossed over the top.

“1 knew Monohan when he was wilder
than the run o’ men.”

This was Rose’s manner of introduc-
ing a yarn—a bit of comment, then si-
lence once more.

“Yes?” said I, striving to hide my
eagerness; and “Aye,” said Duffy in a
matter of fact manner. Rose smoked on.
Then:

“l mind,” he went on slowly, “the
manner of a two-handed fighter that he
was; and always lookin’ for it. He's
quiet now, is Monohan. And | am telling
you there is no better sailor in this port
to-day.” He stopped, and he gave no
sign of intending to resume.

“How in blazes did he settle down
in this berth?" demanded Duffy at last.

Rose was lighting his pipe. In the
flare of the match his face showed
thrusting forward over the chair back,
all reddened by wind and weather; and
little lines of laughter were chasing one
another across it.



THE CLUBHAULING OF

“Well,” he said, “1 seen that. It come
of a bit of good seamanship. Did you
ever hear of clubhauling?” He looked
around from one of us to another.

To me the word sounded vaguely

familiar; somehow it suggested
pirates and wild storms. |
said as much. The others
owned ignorance as to
method, but claimed some
general understanding of
this nautical procedure.
They embarked on tech-
nical discussion. Rose
lifted his hand.

“Belay,” said he;
“you’re only mixing up
the lad, here, him being
a landsman. And you
don’t know any more
than | did when
Monohan showed me

“ Monohan was a
swamper and gen-
eral bouncer. He
done all the
rough work.”

how to club-

haul a ship. Give me

way and I'll spin the

yarn, and I'll try and make it

plain enough so all hands will see.
For, after all is said, it is simple enough.

MONOHAN
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What | was headed for is this: Mono-
han did what there is not ten men on
this city front to-day knows how to do.
And, doing that, he steered himself into
this snug harbor.”

“1'll draw a round of steam beers,”
said Duffy. “ 'Tis a good night to be
inside, and the chances is nobody will
bother us. We'll take it comfortable.”

The sounds of rain and heavy weather
came to us from East Street while Duffy
was busy at the taps. When he had come
back and we had wet our throats, Rose
began. He talked over his chair's back;
and with an even-toned deliberation.

“First | clapped my eyes on Mono-
han,” said he, “was in Montevidio, in
Harry the Greek’s boardin’ house. 1 was
with the Tamerlane and she was a-taking
on a cargo of hides for New York. I'd
come ashore for an hour or two and was
taking a turn about the place. | dropped
into the Greek's to see a
sailor that wanted to
sell a set of blue-
backs cheap.”

“Blue-backs?”
| interrupted.

“Aye,” said
Rose, “admiral-
tv charts. Well, | did not get them. The
reason was one hell of a fight that
had started before | went in. | seen all
hands a-surging around; and | sort of
stood by in a quiet corner. It was one
man against a dozen. And the one was
Monohan. He was holding down one
end o' the barroom with a bit of timber.

“1 had no more than got in when they
tried to rush him. He took it cool
enough, picking out his men before he
clouted them, as fast as they come in
reach. He got three that first rush.

“Well, they tried it twice more, but
they was not so anxious as the first time.

“Then the police come a-busting in
and | did not wait for fear o' being
arrested along with the others. | dug
out without my blue-backs. When 1 left,
Monohan was taking all hands as they
come, showing no favors, police and
runners alike. It was that free-for-all
with him by himself that made me re-
member the face of Monohan.

“The next time | run acrost him was
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on the bark Lily Moore. | was first mate.
We sailed from Baltimore for Puget
Sound.

“1 found out, that voyage, that he was
as good a sailor as he was a fighter. And
I got acquainted with the Lily Moore,
as fine a ship as ever sailed into the wind.

“It was off the West Indies that I
got to size up Monohan. The hurricane
season was on; and one of them sudden
squalls come up—a cloud, white and
harmless looking enough, but a few7
minutes later down on top of us as
black as night, with wind that took all
before it. Monohan was at the wheel.

“Before we could shorten sail, things
was a-roaring. And an awful sea! As
quick almost as | can tell it—Bang,
Bang, Bang, Bang—away went what
canvas she had on. The sails whipped
loose with a noise like cannons and
flew7 out of sight in the smother to lee-
ward. She shipped a sea that filled her

main deck as high as the top of
the rail. Man! She trembled
in every timber, like a

scared horse, and she give one big, slow7
groan.

“1 seen Monohan, his eyes as quiet
and stiddy as they ever was, a-liolding
her up into the wind. It was a nasty
minute, it was. Six of one and half a
dozen of the other, whether she’d weath-
er it. And a greener hand, or one that
was not all sand would most likely've
eased her off a point and then she would
of foundered. But not Monohan! He
knowed his business and he was a-doing
it. He held her up into it. She stood
there a-shaking; and then the weight of
the water busted out her bulwarks and
she freed herself.

“Later on, the day before we crossed
the line, the skipper died, and | was
left in command. It was my first voyage
around the Horn. We had a crew that
was pretty nigh half o them green
hands. That made it harder on the able
seamen.

“Cornin’ round, we found a lot of
heavy weather and head winds. First it
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looked like we would never weather
the Cape; and then it looked like we
was going to be carried down into the
ice. We had to sail the Lily Moore right
into the wind almost, or get nowheres.
Which takes a good ship and good men.
We did it all right; but by the time we
found ourselves headed north’ard with a
fair wind, all hands was nursing frosted
fingers.

“During them days | saw two things.
One was Monohan, one of them old time
sailors that has learned his business on
the windjammers and knows that a sea-
man'’s duty is by the ship he sails in, and
to hell with himself. The other was the
Lily Moore. Man! | did like her.
She was willin’, she was; and 1
honestly  be-
lieve she would
answer her »
helm a little
quicker and do

‘As 1 come, Monohan hove that big beer mug into the

middle of them.”

a little more for it than any ship | ever
handled.

“Well, | left her later on, and | sailed
with other ships. The years went by. |
knocked about the world. At last | come
to Frisco again. | was older and | had
seen much more than when | took that
first voyage around the Horn.
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“1 fetched up here in Mother Mon-
ohan’s Place. Only she was not Mother
Monohan then. A widow woman, a-keep-
ing this here saloon with lodgings up-
stairs, the same as there is now. In them
times the laws had not changed to what
they are to-day; and the whole city front
was full of sailors’ boarding houses. The
crimps owned the port. But there was
no robbing of sailors here nor the like
o' that. You could come and buy your
drink or hire a room, and pay for it;
and if you was stiddy, you could get
trusted reasonable. Of course that there
did not make a big hit with the run of
deep-sea sailors; and the bulk of the

lodgers here was holding their mate's
or master's papers. But there was a
good lively trade downstairs; and
it took a man to handle things

sometimes.
“Well, here was Monohan, a-
handling it. He was a swamper and
general bouncer. Pie done all the
rough work. 1 knew him the minute |
set eyes on him; but he was not the
Monohan he had been when we
sailed on the Lily Moore years be-
fore. Pie had bucked up against
one fight that was too big for him.
'he whiskey was a-getting the best

of him.

“Of course the years had been a-do-

ing their work too. His hair was
good and grey now, and the spring
was gone from him. But in the
main it was the drink that had
done the harm. It makes you
feel had when you lay your
eyes on a good, capable
man like that headed for
the boneyard before his

time.

“We had a word together,
him and me, about the old
Lily Moore. | mind now how
he spoke of the ship as if she

was a friend of his—that fond like. It
was when we took a drink and | got a
look at his hand a-shakin’ as he held the
glass, that | seen how things was with
him. His fingers a-fidging! And | had
seen him hold a ship into the teeth of
God’s hurricane and never bat an eye!
“1 had a bit of money laid by and I
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aimed to spend the winter in port, and
to go north with the fishing fleet in the
spring. So | took my room upstairs; and
I loafed about. Every evening | would
go out to some show like a gentleman;
and every afternoon | would have a
walk if the weather was pleasant. In
the morning | would come downstairs
and drink a pint of English ale before
breakfast, a habit | had then. 1 would
see Monohan a-sweeping out the place.
Always he would look a little worse than
he had looked the morning before. His
back would bend a little further, and
his hand would be a little shakier.

“1 was a-speaking of him one day to
the old woman, a-telling her the manner
of a man he used to be when he was on
the Lily Moore. She told me how she had
give him this berth, because she felt the
same way as | did about him. It seems
like he had been on the beach for six
months or so, down and out from too
much drinking. It was the beginning of
the steamship days, and smaller crews
on sailing vessels. He did not fancy the
steamers, and it was not so easy to ship
as it used to be on a windjammer. That
and the drink was ailing Monohan.
When she had picked him up, he was
in the gutter. Now, he managed to hold
himself together for a month or two at
a time; then he would go under and
fetch up in jail. Still, she hung onto him.

“‘If only,” says she, ‘he would sort of
straighten up. Then he would be as good
as he ever was.’

“Matter of fact, the thing that was
bothering her was the waste of a fine
able-bodied seaman. It seemed wrong to
see a sailor like him become a common
bum. That was the way she used to put
it to me. You see, she was a thrifty wom-
an, she was, and capable herself. She
was a woman that was made to run
things, to be in command of the ship,
ye might say. She had that way with her.
And | think she had sort of set her mind
on this job of getting Monohan back to
where he used to be, and she had found
it a little too big for her; and she would
not own that she was beat.

“The winter went along and Mono-
han made out to hold his job between
two or three spells in jail for fighting or
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drunkenness. The old woman was both-
ering more than ever over it. He was
worrying her, having got on her mind
like.

“Now, along in the month of Feb-
ruary, | begun to see that | had over-
played my hand when it come to money.
It was a case of heave to; and even then
the chances was | was not a-going to
weather out the winter. | seen that I
had better look for a chance to earn a
few more dollars. Just as 1 got to cast-
ing up accounts and figgering on day’'s
allowance, | got a chance at a job.
It was to take one of the coal barges
between this port and Puget Sound. Six
men in the crew and one in command.
There is not much to do in ordinary
weather, the old hulk bein’ in tow. No
berth for a navigator to be proud of;
but I am not one of them that lets a
bit of pride stand between me and a
bit of money if | need it. So | took it. |
was to leave inside of the week.”

Rose paused. Duffy caught my eye and
went to fill the glasses. While we were
waiting for him, the old narrator smiled
at me. “l1 was jest figuring,” said he,
“how | could put things simple like, so
you can get the lay of them. Sea-faring
talk is hard for a landsman to get, and
this yarn comes to a matter of ship
handling.”

With which he fell to musing; and
was silent until after he had slaked his
thirst along with the rest of us. Then:

“1 was coming down East Street from
the barge office,* he went on slowly,
“when | heard a fracas in a saloon down
near the end of Clay Street. | am not
one of those that pokes his nose into
other men’s troubles; but something or
other made me go to see what it was. It
makes me laugh now when 1| think of it.

“There was old Monohan, standing
nigh the door at the end 0’ the bar, with
one of them heavy glass beer mugs helt
up over his shoulder, ready to let fly.
The back of the room was packed tight
with longshoremen and coal heavers and
stokers, all trying to get behind each
other at once. As | come, he hove that
big mug into the middle of them, and I
heard it crack again’ the ribs_of some
unlucky devil. He did not stop at that;
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he picked up another glass and started
to throw it at the mirror behind the b”r.
But | made out to grab his arm in time
to spoil his aim. | dragged him out.

“It seems like the gang of them had
got to abusing him—him looking smal-
ler than he really is—and when he had
stood it as long as he thought he ought
to, he had started after them. There was
a long line of them thick glasses on the
bar, and before any o’ them bullies had
knowed what his intentions really was,
Monohan had turned loose with the first
that come to hand. They had tried to
rush him and he had let fly again. Then
they give way; but he kept on.

“Well, | dragged him down East
Street. He fought me half the way down
and cursed the other half, so that | was
afraid the police would take him away
from me. | got him here and | told the
old woman what had happened. The two
of us stowed him away upstairs and
locked the door on him. Then we laid
our heads together. A bit of a sea voy-
age would do him no harm, and it might
be the makin's of him. Anyhow we
would try it; | was to take him on the
coal barge. Better that, than he should
go to jail again.

“We kept Monohan under hatches for
the balance of the week. | signed him
for the voyage as mate. You know the
way it is on them barges; only the cap-
tain has to have papers.

“Well, sir, until the day we was to
sail, 1 never went nigh the barge. One
of them is the same as another—old
hulks with the masts cut down to stumps.
Nothing in a craft like that, and it in
tow, to make a skipper proud.

“That morning | took Monohan with
me to the bunkers. | had sent my dun-
nage on down ahead; he went with his
bag over his shoulder, not saying much
to me. When we got down to the slip,
the tug had her lines fast. | took one
look at my ship.

“1 did not know her at first. But I
heard Monohan rip out a curse and |
seen his eyes a-hanging onto her. Then
I reckonized her. Her poor old hull was
black and the coal dust was thick upon
her decks. Her hawseholes had been
patched over with planks and new ones
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pierced higher above waterline, making
her look like some poor blind thing. Her
lofty masts was gone, and all her spars.
Only three short stumps stuck up, ugly
and thick. But no eyes could mistake the
lines of her; as pretty yet—and in that
greasy water—as the lines of any rich
man’s yacht. For all that her bowspirit
was cut down to a stub, | seen her grace-
ful shape. It was the Lily Moore!

“Monohan was quiet now after that
curse. But his eyes was a-hanging on her
and he swallered sort of hard. Then, says
he, ‘Same with ships as men these days.
They do not want the good ones any
more, with their pot-bellied steam
tramps.’ 1 knew how he felt, for | have
always stuck to the windjammers myself.

“We went aboard. The crew was there
already. Good men, | will say that for
them, and most of them knew what was
what, being old men. Broken down sail-
ors, you might say. And so, away we
went to sea, the poor old Lily Moore
a-pegging away in the wake of a dirty
sea-going tug. Monohan seemed to wake
up a bit as soon as we had passed the
heads and he felt the move of the ocean
under his feet. The lead color went away
from him and his face became more
fresh like.

“But, for all that he had picked up
in his body, Monohan was troubled in
his mind. He used to walk the deck—
and not the quarterdeck either. But he
got a habit of going for’ard and taking a
turn up and down amidships; or most
frequent, he would stand, taking his turn
at the wheel like any sailor; and then
I would see a curious thing.

“He would stand there, a-looking
aloft—way up beyond them stumps,
where aloft used to be. |1 seen that many
times. It would start with him a-taking
a glance in that direction; and then his
eyes would hang there, like he could see
the old lofty masts and the rigging of
the Lily Moore. Do you know—it seems
funny to be a-telling it—but 1 often
think that Monohan did see them in his
mind.

“He had not much to say to me. Only
once did he do any talking to amount to
anything. We was three days out and |
made some remark about the ship, a-
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speaking of her for what she was now—
‘Old hulk,” says 1. He turned as red as
fire and he looked me in the eye. ‘They
cut down the masts of her,’ says he, ‘but
they can't spile her lines. She'll out-
handle one of them pot-bellied steam
tramps to-day.’

“Well that was crazy talk, and so |
did not misname the poor old girl again
when Monohan was standing by. No use
o' talking, he was a-taking it to heart,
the way they had dismantled her. | could
not help feeling bad myself when |
thought of that first voyage of mine
around the Horn and her a-behaving
like a lady, that true and willing.

“As | said, we come up the Straits
and up Puget Sound and we took on
cargo in Seattle. There was a shortage
of coal in Frisco that winter and we
did not waste any time about it. It was
a case of getting what you could and
being thankful for it, so far as the com-
pany was concerned; and so we went to
sea again, the only tow that the tug had.

“Now, while we laid over in port, |
was afraid of Monohan’s going ashore
and finding some old shipmates in the
saloons. But he did not set foot on shore.

“We sailed one mornin’, with the glass
a-falling. We was plugging along down
the Sound, with the Lily Moore low in
the water, when Monohan come on deck,
and the two of us had a word together.
I was grumbling a bit at the idee of
towing down the coast with weather
brewing; for the big storm of the winter
was due now.

“ ‘Aye,” says Monohan, ‘there’ll be a
blow. | hope to God there is.

“‘And whv,” savs |, ‘do you want
that?’

“ ‘Well, sir,” says he, ‘I would like to
hold the old girl into the wind once
more.’

“Which made me mad, because it was
crazy talk; and, ‘Monohan,” says I, ‘ye
forget her sticks is gone and her canvas;
and she is only an old hulk.’

“He give me a look between the eyes.
‘Do ye mind the old days in her?' says
he.

“1 told him that | had thought of
them a-many times.

“ ‘Well,” he says, not looking at me

THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE

now, but with his eyes way aloft where
her royals used to be. ‘so have I. It's
with her like it is with me,’ he says. ‘But,
for all we're both headed for the bone-
yard. we're better than we look to-day.’

“We went down the Straits and out to
sea with the glass a-falling steady. And
yet the wind did not come up. Only a
sort of sticky puff now and again, with
the sea all greasy like.

“What is more, it kept up this way all
the next day; and then the storm begun
to come. | was a-cursing the tugboat
captain pretty constant, for we was hug-
ging the coast as if he had fell in love
with it. When the blow started, he paid
out more line, and that was all. That
night it blowed great guns and the sea
begun to rise. Right out of the south-
west it come, too. | was on deck with
Monohan, and the two of us a-watching
the tugboat's lights—a-showing now,
then going out of sight behind a sea.
And | said to him that I did not like the
looks of the weather and the course we
was a-taking along a lee shore. He give
a nasty sort of laugh.

“ ‘Tug boat captain has got to be a
saving man,’ says he, ‘if he wants to hold
his job. Sea room burns too much coal.’
And that was true.

“So the wind kept coming and the
seas kept coming in front of it; and the
poor old Lily Moore, she kept a-taking
them in a manner which made me feel
sorry for her. A-rolling along, with her
hold jam full of coal and low in the
water: and getting no show at all, but
being dragged—broadside on to the
weather sometimes.

“And what was more, now and again,
when the murk would lift off to the east-
'ard, | could make out the line o' the
coast. That all the next day.

“ ‘Monohan,” says |, ‘if that lubber
ahead of us does not fetch up with him
and us on a lee shore, I'm mistaken.’

“ ‘Don’t bother your head about him,
Captain,’ says Monohan. ‘He’ll cut loose
in time. Company'’s rule, ye know ; save
the tugboat and forget the tow when it
gets down to cases. If only she had what
she used to have! She would laugh at
this bit of a breeze’

“1 wont string this out too long, men.
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The trouble begun to come when we was
down off Cape Blanco. A dirty aft-
ernoon, and the tugboat was a-
trving to get us out to sea
But he’d waited too long.
We was having one big
time, if 1 do say it my-
self. And the worst of
it was that we was a
doing nothing be-
cause there was noth-

ing for us to do.
“Line a-trying to
jerk the bitts out
of her; and every
now and again a
slackening away in
way that made you
sick to see it, before
taking a new jerk.
" And the poor old
Lily Moore a-tak-
ing the seas so that
there was minutes
when all we could see
up for’ard was water
and the stumps of
her a-sticking up
out of it. Aye, men;
that is God'’s truth.
“And we was a-
making no headway.
We had no mortal
chance. All the wind
and water in the old
Pacific a-belting us
and holding us to
that lee shore. A-
holding us; and,
what is more, a-
driving us bit by
bit torards the

land.

“As near as we
could make it we was
a matter of six or
seven miles off shore ;
and a half an hour
later we seen that
we had drifted
further in. Then

“Monohan, at the wheel,

stood a-looking far aloft—

where her sticks used to be—
and | seen his lips a moving as if
he was a-talking to her.”

we heard what |
had looked to
hear all that
day: ‘Toot-toot-



1002

toot-toot-toot,” come from the tugboat.

“ ‘Aye, damn you,’ says I. ‘Let us go
now that you've got us here.’

“And | had not much more than got
the words out before the signal come
and the tug cast off. We was adrift.

“We got all hands to work and had
sail on those stumps of masts as quick as
possible. And then we began to try and
do the best we could with her. There
was one thing: to bring her around on
the other tack.

“You see, we was headed almost par-
allel with the coast; and the wind was
coming over the starboard bow driving
us shorewards. And if we could turn the
ship against the wind, a-getting <her
around so that she got on the other tack,'
we would be sailing off shore.

“That is what we tried to do—and
knew we could not do it when we made
the trv. For she was heavy-laden and
she had only them- stumps for masts. And
when she headed up into the wind she
hung there for a minute, a-trembling
like a tired old horse, with them big seas
a-thundering against the bows of her.

“‘No use,’ says | to Monohan, who
was at the wheel. ‘We lose the old hulk,
| guess.’

“ ‘It is not fair by her,” he yelled. ‘I'd
sooner die than pile her up.’

“1 knew things was beyond me now,
and all my seamanship. So, ‘What do
you make of it?” | yelled. ‘Do you see

any show?’

“He shook his head like a bull and he
yelled back: ‘Clubhaul her. It is the
only chanst.’

“1 had heard the word, but | was like
you men when | started this yarn: | had
only an idea, and no real knowledge. It
is an old-time trick. So, ‘If ye can claw
offshore,” says I, ‘ye are a better sailor
than | am. Go to it. Take command and
give me the wheel.’

“1 grabbed it from his hands and he
made a leap for’ard, a-yelling for me to
hold her up into the wind. Then | heard
him bellow at the crew. And here is what
they done:

“They slipped a hawser around the
bitts just abaft the mainmast; then they
dragged it aft and passed it through the
lee hawsepipe. And in a jiffy two of
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them was on the lee rail with the head
of the line in their arms. They started
for'ard with it; and as it went with
them, the others took holds and passed
it along behind them. They carried it
outside of everything.

“That sounds easy to you, lad, but
remember that lee rail was buried half
the time in the sea, and if a man would
miss his hold—which he was a-getting by
his teeth and eyebrows—he would be
carried straight away from the ship.
And them hands was wrestling with a
ten inch line, too!

“They got the hawser up to the bows,
clear of everything. They made it fast to
the lee anchor. | stood there a-sinking
my fingers into the wheel, a-trying to
keep my eyes on them and do my work
at the same time. To the windward the
howling of that storm and the roar of
the sea ; and to the leeward the growling
of the surf on Oxford reef. Time was
getting mighty short.

“As soon as they had made the line
fast to the lee anchor, ‘Hard a-lee,’ sung
out Monohan. | jammed the wheel hard
down and the old Lily Moore done the
best she could do come up into the wind.
At the same minute they let go the an-
chor and the chain roared through the
hawsepipe. Down and down.

“Now the bottom off Cape Blanco is
rocky and there is no holding ground
and we was a-putting our last bet on a
scratch, as the saying goes. But that
scratch was all there was; and we had
to take it. Well, luck was with us. The
anchor found something and it held.

“The Lily Moore got the tug of it
and she did what a ship always does:
she pulled against her anchor chain. And
that brought her up a little further into
the wind. Still she was in irons.

“The sails was fluttering something
awful, and things was all a-bang. | held
the wheel hard down and hoped.

“Monohan was amidships now. He
give a yell. And | seen two of the crew
a-pounding at the chain, driving the
pin out of the shackle. It come; the
chain parted. And now the hawser
through the after pipe was a-holding
her by the stern, the anchor hanging
to the bottom near her bow.
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“Monohan and two of the men had
hold of the hawser at the bitts, a-paying
it out very slowly. It pulled her stern to
the leeward. | hung onto the wheel, a-
holding her up into the wind. Now she
begun to come around. For a few sec-
onds it was like a fight; it was that.
The line a-pulling that whole ship and
cargo against the strength of the sea
and the storm.

“But the sails filled! We was on the
off-shore tack!

“Monohan give the two men a word.
They let go the hawser; and it flickered
away, a-giving the deck a bang for luck.
I held her up into the wind as dost as
she would stand it, and the growling of
the breakers went away.

“ ‘Well,” says | to Monohan, ‘ye saved
her and it was good seamanship.’

“‘Aye,’ says he; ‘all she needed was
a bit of help.’

“We sailed the old Lily Moore all
night; and the next morning the tug
picked us up again. And we got into
Frisco bay without any further trouble.

“1 told the story to the old woman
here, the day we got ashore. | had got
through with the yarn, not making so
much of it as | have to-night, when
Monohan come in. He was a-drink-
ing once more.. He swaggered up to the
bar and he banged a dollar down onto it.
and called for whiskey. The old woman,
she took one look at him. Then:

“ ‘Clubhauled,” says she, quiet as if
she was a-thinking. ‘Humph?!’

“She sort of nodded, and Monohan
was beginning to pour out his drink up
there at the end of the bar. She looked
me in the eye. ‘I'll try it she says. ‘Oh,
Monohan!

“She barked out his name like a mate
giving an order; and he did not wait to
drink but come on over. Says she:

“‘Mr. Rose tells me ye clubhauled
the Lily Moore.’

« ‘Aye,” says Monohan, and | seen
how his fingers was a-shaking again.
'All she needed was a little help. Give
her wot is coming to her and she is a
good ship yet, she is.’

“ ‘Just so,’ says she. ‘Like enough.
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How much money have ye, Monohan?’

“He grinned and pulled it out of his
pocket. She did not say anything but
she took it from him and give it to the
bartender. ‘Put it in the safe,” says she.

“When she come back Monohan was
starting to make a kick. She gave him
a look between the eyes. ‘Listen to me,
says she. ‘No use of bothering with many
words. You know where you are headed
for if you keep on. | tell you what you
do. You go with Rose, here, to the county
clerk’s office, and he will help you get a
license all ship-shape. Then you will
come back here to the place, and 1 will
look out for a preacher.’

“ ‘A license,’ says Monohan, sort of
dreamy like, and holding his mouth half
open. ‘Wot would that be for?’

“ ‘What for?’ says she, and she was
talking snappy. ‘Why, to marry. Do you
get the meaning? To marry me. I'm at
the helm now, and | aim to do a bit of
clubhauling myself. See to it, Mr. Rose,
that he is back within the hour.’

“Monohan walked out with me, like
he was half asleep. He did not talk until
we was half way back; then he says: ‘I
guess she means it. What do you think?

“ ‘Mean it!" says I. ‘Of course, she
means it. Do you think she would be
fooling? Haven't you got the license?

“That seemed to wake him up. Then
he stopped. ‘I don’'t aim to marry, says
he. ‘Why, she’ll cut off the whiskey!

“ ‘Come on,” says l. ‘You are wasting
time. I'm here to fetch you. What's more,
you are in luck to get that woman.’

“He come on without any more words,
only shaking his head as if it bothered
him. And when we got back, here was a
preacher man. We had the wedding all
ship-shape, and | am a-telling you, men,
Monohan went through it like a man
that is walking in his sleep, or dreaming
—that dazed. And since that day, he has
gone on allowance. Three steam beers a
day, no more. Every night at eight
o’clock, ‘Come, Jack,” she says, like you
have heard her; and he goes upstairs to
home with her. That was the manner of
Monohan'’s clubhauling the Lily Moore,
and then being clubhauled himself.”
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Yrieux Fire Opal

An Adventure of the Hon. Derek
Tredgold, one of the three great-
est diamond thieves in the world

by

L. J0 BEESTON

Author of “ Pauline March,” “The Black Bag,” “ Red Diamonds,” etc.

ILLUSTRATED

i JHEN | purchased for Lady

J Crevering that curiously-beau-

I tiful green diamond which
- 1 once flashed in excellent com-
pany on a European crown, | accom-
plished for her the desire of her heart,
and added a failure to my somewhat
short list.

In plain words, | had made up my
mind to “acquire” the gem in transit;
but it couldn’t be done. The European
crown in question had been permanently
removed from the brow of a deposed
monarch of a petty kingdom. Its lus-
trous adornments passed into a strictly
private market. Lady Crevering begged
me to use my expert knowledge on her
behalf and to purchase the green dia-
mond. | returned from abroad success-
ful in a difficult transaction. Lady Cre-
vering received the jewel from my
hands. If she had but suspected the re-
luctance with which | released it!

Lady Crevering had not stopped at
verbal thanks. Her written letter of
gratitude was spread out before me, in
her delicate hand-writing, emanating a
perfume of verbena. | lighted the last
of a box of cigarettes and stared gloom-
ily at the graceful epistle.

BY M.

L EONE B RACKEHR

If Pauline March, the American girl,
who with Armand Duverne, a Parisian
poet and writer of lyrics, and myself,
formed a trio of the cleverest jewel
thieves in the world, had been available
throughout the transaction, we would
have brought off a coup between us. |
had tried in vain to find her. She might
he in any country in Europe.

It is not an easy matter to pur-
chase a royal diamond of historic in-
terest. The arduous and diplomatic
business had left me little opportunity
for seeking inspiration. Inspiration? It
is as needful to the diamond crook who
is not a sneak thief as to the novelist;
to the short-story writer who waits for a
scintillating idea; to the counsel who
probes for the daring suggestion that
saves his client's neck; to the baffled sur-
geon who sees his patient sinking mys-
teriously.

Disgusted, | chewed a rag of disap-
pointment. Where the deuce had Pau-
line March hidden herself? 1 had
thought of Armand Duverne, who was
in his beloved Paris; but though | had
been told that he bore no malice for
those two good fist-blows to which |
had treated him, yet | hadn't cared to
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“ How can any one breathe in snch smoke?” she cried brightly. How many cigarettes does
it represent?”
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approach him since that affair of Mrs.
Lyall-Bodiska’'s diamonds.

Unreflectively f looked again at Lady
Crevering'’s letter:

| am perfectly well aware, my dear
Mr. Tredgold, that no one save
yourself could have been successful
in this most delicate matter of the
buying of the green diamond. You
utilized your name, your influence,
your knowledge of precious stones,
to splendid purpose on my behalf. |
am charmed to have this jewel on
which | had indeed set my heart.
And now | am going to ask another
great favor of you. Will you—

“How anyone can breathe in such
smoke!”

But one voice in the world possesses
such a musical tremor. | looked through
the dim blue haze of Turkish tobacco
and saw Pauline March at the open
door.

“How many cigarettes does it repre-
sent?” she cried brightly.

I flung up the window and drew a
chair forward.

“Ah, in one of your grey, glum
moods!” railed my visitor. “Not even a
‘How are you?' And three months since
we met!”

“How do you do?”

“Oh, admirable! So genuine,” she ex-
claimed with a rippling laugh that was
like sunshine breaking through a dun
cloud. “Very well, thank you, in spite
of the fact that | have come straight
from Paris, without a stop, to see you.”

“Of course, I am glad to see you,” |
grunted. “But | have been searching
everywhere for you.” | opened the door
to see if Williams, my man, was listen-
ing—thereby doing him a grave injus-
tice ; and then |1 got my grouch off my
chest by a recital of the trouble. Pau-
line listened with head prettily averted,
looking down at the late-afternoon traf-
fic in Oxford Street, mostly women
shopping. When | had finished she said:

“It is a pity, Derek. But why waste a
sigh? Now | have come with a little
piece of news for you which, by the
"way, concerns Lady Crevering. Armand,
in Paris, has met an American who, like
Lady Crevering, is fond of gems to
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which any exceptional interest is at-
tached. We know that Lady Crevering
is very nervous about the Yrieux fire
opal—why do you start?”

“Did 1? It must have been your men-
tion of the Yrieux. That is a terrible, a
forbidding stone. Pray continue.”

“Armand awoke this American’s in-
terest in the opal. Like most of his
countrymen he has no foolish supersti-
tion regarding such stones—which are
far more valuable in America than here.
He—"

“His name?”

“Jarvis Crabtree. He became keen on
buying the opal. Of course Armand told
him that it was not for sale. That Lady
Crevering had an objection to turning
her diamonds into commercial transac-
tions; and that, in any case, she has a
strong prejudice about rich Americans
walking off with English treasures. But
he promised to do his best. He gave Mr.
Crabtree your name; told him that you
would use your good offices to persuade
Lady Crevering to part with her opal;
and that, if such a transaction could be
managed, it would be through your as-
sistance as a medium. The American
understood, and was grateful.”

“Duverne did that? He bears me no
grudge, then?”

“1 told you that he has a singularly
forgiving disposition. Malice is foreign
to him. He is too true a poet to harbor
petty animosities.”

“H'm.”

“You are not nice to me this after-
noon. Here is the idea, which is sim-
plicity itself. Although Lady Crevering
really is afraid of the Yrieux, | don't
think she would sell it. Well, | borrow
it to wear at a dance. It is not the first
time | shall have incurred an obligation
of the kind from her, for she is most
good-natured. 1 have the misfortune to
lose the opal. That will not greatly
distress her, since she regards it with
fear, and since | shall insist oh paying
her its monetary value. That is essential,
for in my position | must never be sus-
pected of being suspected.”

“Where will the money come from?”

“From Mr. Ciabt/ee, to whom you
will sell the stone, expressly stipulating
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that he does not abuse your good help,
for Lady Crevering would never forgive
you if she knew that you let the opal go
to America. The sale, in fact, is a favor
—for which he will pay.”

“But where is our advantage?”

“1 shall give Lady Crevering the
money equivalent of the opal; but this
American has got to pay over and above
for the special historic value attached to
this most uncanny jewel. He will part
with a handsome check. We keep the
‘over and beyond.” A very ordinary,
humdrum transaction, with little or no
risk to it. But then we ought not to
sneeze at a few hundred pounds so light-
ly earned. Lady Crevering, really glad
to see the last of her opal, will be satis-
fied in having its equivalent. Mr. Crab-
tree, who can afford to pay a fancy price,
will also be happy. We ourselves shall
have nothing to grumble about.”

“One moment! When Crabtree crosses
the Atlantic he will be free to talk about
his prize. This will reach Lady Cover-
ing's ears.”

“What of it? One does not believe
everything that is spoken in America.
Then why should not her lost jewel have
found its way there?”

“H’'m. Is that all?”

“AllL”

“You are sure?”

“What do you mean?”

“1 think it an excellent plan.”

“Yet you wear a cryptic smile?”

“Forgive me. | was not aware of it
You know that Lady Crevering, who
really is afraid of the Yrieux fire opal,
keeps it at her bank?”

“True. She might as well be without
it. There it went the moment she re-
ceived it, as if it was a deadly thing.
Some of her friends, never having
glimpsed it, doubt its existence.”

“Have you asked for the opal?”

“Oh, yes.”

“And what did she say?”

“She wrote me a line on her bankers’
for the stone.”

“Indeed?”

“Well? Why should she not?”

Whenever that tiny frown comes be-
tween Pauline’s eyes, T ilways want to
laugh.
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“And the bank handed it to you?”

“Here it is,” said Pauline.

“What?”

“Does it astonish you? Really, my
dear Derek, you are a trifle enigmatical.”

“No, no; only surprised that—that
you cared to handle the opal.”

“l do not like it; but | hand it to
you. Quite soon Mr. Crabtree will call
upon you. Have | made myself clear?”

| bowed over her tiny gloved hand

and closed the door after her. The stone
was in a brooch case. Lady Crevering
had never worn it; nor, indeed, had she
exhibited it to anyone after her purchase
of it. She was not particularly super-
stitious in the matter of opals; but then
the story ran that this jewel had rested
for a century in the tomb of Henriette
S. Yrieux, a.duchess of France; that
during a battle in the Franco-German
war the chapel vault had been wrecked
in a bombardment, and the opal stolen
from the smashed stone tomb which held
the dust of its long-dead tenant.

Since then it had passed from one
hand to another, and wherever it went
tragedy followed. Possibly there was not
much truth m the yam; anyhow, Lady
Crevering believed it, and undoubtedly
it had imparted a strong, if rather for-
bidding, fame to the notorious Yrieux.

Pauline had been gone but a minute
when a telegram came from Jarvis Crab-
tree requesting my company at lunch on
the following day. He had arrived in
London and was staying at the Ritz.

I waited upon him at the time ap-
pointed. The first sound that beat upon
my ears was the clacking of a typewriter,
and | saw a girl working the machine in
a corner of the room, her back towards
me. Crabtree came forward with a kind-
ly smile and hearty greeting. He was a
little man, with a few wisps of hair, a
high, thin nose, and eyes that might
bear the term piggish.

“This is certainly very courteous of
you, Mr. Tredgold,” said he. “Pray take
a chair. We have five minutes before
lunch. Having some business on hand |
engaged a room here which | use as an
office. Expensive, but convenient. | be-
lieve that Monsieur Duverne has com-
municated with you. It was more than
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kind of him to take any interest in my
little hobby of acquiring precious stones
to which a unique value is attached. If
you ever find yourself in Boston | shall
be charmed to show you my somewhat
extraordinary assortment.”

I bowed and took a proffered cigar.
He continued—

“Concerning the Yrieux opal: Of
course | had heard of it. Mention of the
gem arose in a talk between M. Duverne
and me in Paris. He assured me that the
present owner, Lady Crevering, might
possibly be induced under pressure to
part -with it, but that most emphatically
she would never consent to its crossing
the Atlantic. | appreciate a natural
prejudice in a lady of title who has seen
so many British treasures absorbed by
as. But M. Duverne whispered that you
might most obligingly act as a medium;
that you might tell her ladyship that
you have a good buyer for her opal,
keeping my name and nationality among
the undiscovered things. In short, that |
might hope to rely on you to bring off
a secret transaction.”

“A strictly private one,” | modified
with a smile. “1 am proud to do my best
for any friend of Armand Duverne’s. |
acted promptly. So promptly that Lady
Crevering, more than afraid of the jew-
el, willingly, if not eagerly, entrusted me
with the sale of it.”

Lie rubbed his thin hands. “Good!
Excellent! Is it possible that you have
it with you?”

“More than possible.” | produced the
black leather case. Murmuring delighted
thanks, Crabtree pressed the simple
spring and fixed fascinated eyes on the
jewel.

“A true fire opal,” he exclaimed wdth
enthusiasm. “The genuine hyacinth red.
So this is the fatal Yrieux! The thought
of its long concealment in a woman’s
grave has its sinister aspect, Mr. Tred-
gold.” He turned his head towards the
typist and called—* Miss Johnson, come
and tell me what you think of this little
sparkler.”

The girl was apparently so buried in
her work that she failed to hear.

“Come here, Miss Johnson,” he re-
peated.
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The typist rose and came towards us.
She looked at me; | at her.

She was Pauline!

| gave a violent start of astonishment.
The emotion lasted but a fraction of a
second. | flashed a glance at Crabtree to
see if he had observed it, but he wbs
feasting his eyes upon the fiery opal. He
held it up for his typist's inspection, re-
marking—“ Isn’'t he a fine fellow'?”

“May 1?” asked Pauline, taking the
jewel with the utmost coolness. “Yes,
indeed, it is a lovely opal, but | wouldn’t
wear it for a fortune.”

The American burst out laughing as
he resumed possession. “Miss Johnson”
returned to her work, and her employer
faced me.

“1 will offer five thousand dollars
for the stone,” said he tersely.

I could have jumped. The price was
miles ahead of what | had expected. |
stroked my chin reflectively.

“Naturally, it is not the intrinsic
value under consideration,” 1 murmured,
“but the peculiar reputation of the gem.
Still, 1 venture to think that Lady Crev-
ering would part with so unique a treas-
ure for five thousand dollars—and a
thousand on top of that.”

A smile puckered his features, and he
looked at me shrewdly, w'agging his
head. | could read his thought—“A
thousand as commission for yourself’—
quite plainly. Then he said, aloud : “The
unusual nature of the transaction bars
any haggling, Mr. Tredgold. | have my
obligation to you to bear in mind. I will
pay six thousand for the Yrieux. There,
take the gem. | will call on you this
evening and pay in cash. No, no; |
insist that you keep it until then—just
as | insist on not giving you a check.
We shall be no worse friends for treat-
ing the matter on hard, business lines.
And now come down to lunch.”

The lunch, like Mr. Crabtree's offer,
was excellent. He was dining out that
evening. So was |. Would ten o’clock
be too late an hour for him to call upon
me? | assured him that | was quite at
his service and would call upon him. No,
he would prefer to look me up, and
spend a subsequent hour over a chat and
a bottle of wine. And so | left him.
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I made no effort to see Pauline. In
the first place | did not feel in the best
humor towards her. In the second, |
needed no explanation of the mystery.
Behind her manner when she came with
the opal was a suggestion of some want
of frankness. Of course, the whole mat-
ter was simplicity itself. Duverne had
chosen me to sell the Yrieux; he and
Pauline—or Pauline alone, apparently
—would see that Jarvis Crabtree was re-
lieved of it speedily. With that plain
idea in view, Pauline had secured a
position as temporary typist to the
American.

I had felt surprised that Duverne
should have evolved a scheme to bring
in just a few hundred dollars—our
share on the sale of the jewel to Crab-
tree. Now | saw the plot in completion.
That was all right, but | did feel a bit
piqued that the latter half had been
kept a secret from me. And a secret it
would have remained had not the Amer-
ican, instead of paying the proposed vis-
it to me, sent me the wire inviting me to
his hotel to lunch.

Disgusted, 1 had a mind to throw up
the job, for I believed that Duverne and
Pauline still regarded me as somewhat
of a tyro. However, a second impulse
prevailed, and after dining out | ar-
rived at my flat at ten o’clock precisely.

Williams, my man, informed me that
Jarvis Crabtree was waiting, having ar-
rived fifteen to twenty minutes ago. |
found his little figure literally curled
in the deeps of my favorite divan chair.

“Sooner too early than half a second
late,” he chirped. “This is my idea of
comfort, Mr. Tredgold, which makes
one forget the English moisture out-
side.”

Williams brought in the champagne,
and | produced my most fragrant weeds.
Six thousand forthcoming dollars for
an opal. Truly an event deserving a good
environment.

“You keep your cigars a long while,”
said my guest, biting the end off. “We
prefer them damp over yonder. But
then a cigar dried out like this would
bum as a flare in our dry climate. We
will settle business first, shall we?”

“As you please.” With an assumption
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of casual absent-mindedness | reflected
before remembering that the Yrieux was
in a side pocket of my topcoat. | tossed
it to him.

He regarded the stone meditatively.

“1 have been thinking,” said he.

Ominous!

“You are quite sure that Lady Crever-
ing wishes to dispose of the opal?”

The question, you will admit, was not
altogether nice.

“1 beg your pardon?”

He stood the cold stare remarkably
well.

“Of course, | am aware that she
would not wish it to go to America,” he
continued, the cigar between his teeth as
he talked. “The point, however, is—
does she wish it to be sold at all ?”

“Merely a repetition of a question to
which | take exception,” | replied, not
quite liking the look in his piggish eyes.

“1 am sorry. You read in my words
doubt as to whether she really did com-
mission you to sell her opal?”

I sprang to my feet, suddenly mad.

“That is just what | do read,” | an-
swered, calmly enough despite a boiling
rage.

“Then | congratulate you on a clear
perception.” He removed his cigar to
flick off the ash, then stuck it between
his jaws again.

I had more than sense enough to hide
what | felt. “In which case the matter
ends,” | retorted. “Oblige me by going
before I am tempted into an offensive-
ness as extreme as your own.” And |
reached out a hand for the opal.

“1 owe you a brief explanation,” said
he steadily, keeping his eyes fixed upon
my face. “lI have not been a private
buyer of diamonds for twenty years
without learning that some sellers are
not what they might be. Do you blame
me for a constant suspicion? Well, there
was something about your friend M.
Duverne which | did not altogether ad-
mire. At first 1 put it down to the fact
that he is a poet. | detest poets. They
make me sick. | prefer concrete ideas to
moon-struck visions.

“But when he began to talk to me of
diamonds and hinted that |I might like
to purchase the Yrieux opal, my natural
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suspicion pointed another cause of dis-
like. 1 appeared to fall in with his sug-
gestion, and kept an eye skinned for de-
velopments. One soon came. My typist
left me abruptly with an inadequate
reason. Duverne recommended another.
| suspected that he had bribed the first
to leave. |1 am afraid of no man. | cer-
tainly am not afraid of a French poet!
So | engaged this suggested typist of
his and kept my other eye skinned for
still further developments.”

He paused, looking at me wickedly. |
confess that my feelings began to be of
no pleasant order; that something akin
to dismay killed my rage and sent a cold
shiver down my spine. For the moment |
realized that the one thing to do was to
present the most unruffled aspect. |
watched him with a mocking smile,
hands plunged in my trouser pockets, as
I answered:

“Only curiosity in perceiving to what
ridiculous conclusions a highly suspi-
cious and morbid imagination will pro-
pel itself, induces me to hear you to the
end before having you shown—or
thrown—out.”

“Say it again. It has a fine, rolling
flavor,” he scoffed. “1 will satisfy your
curiosity to the full. Feeling pretty cer-
tain that there was some sort of link
between Duverne and my new typist, |
wanted to ascertain if you were included
in it. It was easily done by inviting you
to my hotel. When | called my typist to
have a look at the opal she wasn't in-
clined to come. I insisted. You two came
face to face. Oh, you thought | didn’t
see the start you gave? But | did—per-
fectly well, 1 assure you. That was good
enough for Jarvis Crabtree. The three
of you are in a conspiracy against me. |
have proved it. A darned fine conspir-
acy !”

Pardon me for not dwelling at length
on the condition of my emotions at that
moment. It hurts me to recall just how
| did feel. 1 saw a deep and ugly hole
yawning at my feet, and it gave me the
cold shivers.

“Do you deny it— Honorable Tred-
gold ?” he snarled.

“1 answer that before twenty hours
have passed you will apologize to me
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like the gentleman you are—for all your
mad suspiciousness.”

“So that's how you are going to take
it?” said he in the same wicked, snarling
tone. “1 don’t blame you. Apologize? I'll
go down on my bended knees and lick
your shoes if | find I'm wrong. But I'm
not wrong. You three have tried to wind
some rascally web round me. Three
scoundrels! You hear that? Scoundrels!”
He fairly spat the word, transformed
into a hissing little mass of venom.
“Liars! Rascals! Thieves!”

Nice terms to listen to! Sweet morsels
to be compelled to swallow! But they
didn’t hurt much, because all the time |
was racking my wits to find some way
out of this hideous mess. Yet not a loop-
hole could I see. All I could do was to
answer, still quite composedly: “What
do you propose to do?”

“D0?” he shouted. “1'm going to see
Lady Crevering at once—this very hour,
to ask her if she is aware that the Hon-
orable Derek Tredgold is trying to sell
her opal!”

“No, you wont!”

“And 1I'm going to take the stone with
me!”

| felt a terrible rush of blood stream
to my head. I had need of all my self-
control to prevent myself from throt-
tling the little beast. He saw something
of it and leaped towards the door.

“Put that jewel down!” |
manded, almost stifling.

“1 shall do nothing of the sort. Look
here, | didn't put my nose in this den
without being ready for a bite. I'm
armed—see. It's loaded in every hole.
Now what are you going to do?”

Do? There was but one answer to
his question: let him go his way and
show him a cool fearlessness. | flung
open the door.

“When you return to apologize, Mr.
Crabtree, we will open another bottle of
wine and smoke another cigar together.
In the meanwhile— au revoir.”

The next instant 1 was alone and up
against a situation ugly enough to turn
my hair grey.

We were lost—the three of us!

The fellow was scurrying to Lady
Crevering as fast as a taxi could bowl

com-
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him along. He would find her indoors,
for 1 happened to know that she was
giving a small card party. He would
denounce me, and Pauline March, and
Duverne. The story that he had to tell
was too straight and clear for Lady
Crevering to doubt it.

And if Crabtree, who certainly was
in a most terrible passion, decided to go
not to Lady Crevering, but to the po-
lice. ...

| sweated big drops. Yes, | was in a
fearful funk, | admit, for it dawned
upon me that | ought to be throwing a
few things in a bag and making a bolt
across the sea.

But | didn't act that way, for | felt
that first 1 had to warn Pauline that we
were dished by this infernally crafty
Yank. Where could | find her? She had
left me without any address, and there
existed but a slim chance of my finding
her at the hotel. | had to grasp at it, and
I was whirled round at express speed.
It was a grain of comfort when | was
told that “Miss Johnson,” Mr. Crab-
tree’s typist, was in the hotel. | raced to
the room where | had met the American
a few hours earlier.

Pauline had a frown for my entry,
but it vanished as she saw trouble ahead.

“A nice mess you and Duverne have
made of it!” | burst out. “Crabtree has
summed us all up and has gone to Lady
Crevering—or the police—with the
whole bag of tricks!”

Pauline gasped.

“What the deuce are we to do?” |
continued savagely.

She took a rose from a vase and held
it to her delicate nostrils. “What has
happened, Derek?” she asked softly. “Be
nice.”

I got it off my chest in a dozen sen-
tences.

“Perhaps he repented and did not go
to Lady Crevering after all,” said Paul-
ine. “1 will ring her up.”

She made the connection almost at
once.

“Is that you speaking,
Crevering?”

“Yes. Who is it?” something of the
gurgled reply reached me.

“1 am Pauline. | only rung up to—

dear Lady
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to say how sorry | was not to be able
to join your card party to-night. Is any-
one with you—anyone special?”

“Yes; an American gentleman has
just sent up his card. A Mr. Jarvis Crab-
tree. He is coming up the stairs now. A
fellow-country-man of yours. Do you
know him, then?”

Pauline hung up the receiver, leaving
that question eternally un-answered. She
looked at me with the prettiest pout.

“You are right, Derek. This is an ex-
ceedingly warm corner. He is telling
Lady Crevering now.”

“Then we are done for,” | snapped.

Pauline tore the rose to pieces. “I
suppose we are.”

“What are you going to do? It seems
to me that we have not a moment to
lose if—"

“An hour—to waste,” said an unex-
pected voice.

Armand Duverne stood smiling upon
the threshold.

At that serene, soft smile, the high-
tide of my fears sank a full inch. Du-
verne closed the door, came forward and
dropped with his customary grace upon
a sofa. “Oblige me with a cigarette, my
dear Tredgold. merci. A full hour—two
—three, if you like. Jarvis Crabtree will
not appear in this hotel again. Be per-
fectly assured. Also you need not be
under the smallest jarring apprehen-
sion. The man is a third-rate diamond
crook himself. Take that from me. It is
the truth. Ah, you really ought to pur-
chase your cigarettes in Paris, mon ami.”

Pauline rippled with laughter. Du-
verne had chased away her fears. She
regarded him with that admiration that
always annoyed me.

“That is all very fine,” | cut in hotly.
“But the fellow is with Lady Crevering
at this very moment, telling her—”

“Nothing distasteful to us. He dare
not. More, he is too good a sportsman.
He has simply ventured to introduce
himself to her as a fellow-lover of
precious stones. She will regard it as
cheek and soon get rid of him. He knew
you would 'phone to see if he was there.
It is part of the scare to which he has
treated you. Not without humor is our
American friend. 1 gather from what |
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overheard of your remarks that he has
seen through us and knows us for—for
what we are. That is a pity; but he is
going to America and will hold his
tongue.”

Now that | was no longer afraid I
felt angry again; and my rage was not
abated by Pauline’s smiling admiration
for Duverne’s blase composure.

“You have been playing with me!” |
flashed out. “What was vyour little
game ?”

“Playing? Well, in a way, | admit it.
I met Crabtree—a singularly un-poetic
name—in Paris. A somewhat rash en-
deavor on his part convinced me of a
previous surmise that he was a diamond
crook. | told him about the Yrieux, that
Lady Crevering might sell it. His eyes
gleamed and | knew he would try to
get it. | enlisted your assistance, feeling
certain that he would get the better of
you. He did. Now, do not look so terri-
bly fierce. It was a little revenge on my
part to make us quits over the matter
of your rough treatment of me at our
first meeting. Come, you owed me a
knock in return. 1 wished to prove to you
that a third-rate diamond crook could
beat you. He did. Your own fault.”

I choked with annoyance.

“Pauline was no party to my scheme,”
went on Duverne, stretching himself at
full length. “Her mission was to get
back the Yrieux from Jarvis—I prefer
to use his Christian name. True, | asked
her to keep quiet regarding that part of
it.”

“But she didn't get it back.” 1 al-
most chuckled. “The fellow kept away
from here after leaving me. Your prac-
tical joke at my expense has recoiled on
yourself. You will have to find the value
of the opal.”

“Ma foi, by no means. If, by way of
revenge, | have shown you in the light
of a bungler—keep still, you annoy me—
I have made use of the same opportunity
to instruct you how I, Armand Duverne,
fish with more than one hook on my line.
Anticipating that Jarvis would come
away from you with the opal, that he
would manage it either at his own hotel
or your flat, 1 watched him.

“At his first meeting with you he did
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not strike; after his second he came
away in the devil of a hurry. | knew
then that he had it. If he had returned
here Pauline would have beaten him;
but he didn't | had foreseen it. |
played a common, but exceedingly use-
ful trick where a third-class crook is
concerned.

“1 was slightly disguised, and | gave
chase. He lost his nerve, taking me for
a detective. He dropped the prize pretty
skillfully, but 1 saw the move, all the
same. | let him go, of course. As for the
Yrieux opal, | picked it up almost the
moment it fell. Here it is.”

The black leather case was in his long
fingers.

“Come, mon clier Derek,” he contin-
ued placidly. “Don’t bear malice. Con-
fess that | have shown you that you are
not invulnerable; and add, for justice’s
sake, that | managed the trick remark-
ably—s

Suddenly he leaped to an upright pos-
ture.

“Ten thousand fiends!” he exclaimed.

The brooch case was empty, save for
a fragment of paper on which were the
significant words—in French for his
special benefit: “Tente encore

The American had subtracted the opal
and left this simple message to “try
again.”

I glanced at Pauline, and saw that the
admiration had faded from her face like
the passing of a sunset gleam. As for
Duverne, he wore an expression of comic
despair and humiliation, and he kept
turning the brooch case over and over as
if he held some faint hope of finding
the missing treasure stuck somewhere
upon the leather.

“Most remarkably well,” 1 assured
him philosophically. “An excellent ob-
ject lesson, my dear fellow. It seems that
your third-rate crook was, shall we say,
of the second-class order?”

“Ah, bah!” said he with a shrug. He
lighted another cigarette. “We shall
have to raise the money equivalent be-
tween us, that is all.”

“Us!” | echoed mockingly.

“Wait! It is my turn to talk,” inter-
rupted Pauline.

The quiver of triumph in her voice
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drew our eyes. She was half-sitting upon
the arm of a chair, holding another of
the roses, and from behind the shelter-
ing petals she looked at us bewitchingly.

“The situation is saved, my friends,”
she continued in her musical murmur.
“Who saved it? Pauline. The object les-
son in astuteness is mine, | do assure
you. Jarvis has not got the Yrieux;
never did have it.”

She paused, watching us provokingly,
her eyes flashing like a sunlight stream.
“Enough,” cried Duverne joyously.
“Where is the opal?”

“With Lady Crevering. It never left
her possession. You look skeptical,
Derek?”

“Not at all.”

“Oh, but you do; and | will compel
your reluctant congratulations. It is true
that | tried to borrow it from Lady
Crevering, but for some reason she
begged me to choose another ornament.
Of course, that did not suit our purpose.
| came away disappointed; but a little
reflection showed me that since we in-
tended to relieve Jarvis Crabtree of his
purchase, the subject of that purchase
was not so very yital.

“It was too late to communicate with
you, Armand, for | believed that you
had not left Paris; and you had asked
me to say nothing to Derek about the
subsequent intention of getting the stone
back after selling it. | could not, there-
fore, tell you, Derek, that the opal I
brought to you was not the Yrieux, for
you would very rightly have objected on
the grounds that the buyer—whom we
both believed genuine—would be bound
to learn sooner or later that Lady Crev-
ering had not parted with the jewel,
and that he had a spurious one.

“In the circumstances, | resolved to
keep my secret—which is simply that |
borrowed another opal of a much infer-
ior kind from one of my jeweler friends,
and it is this stone which we have lost.
It is of little value.

“Acknowledge, now, that it is 1 who
am mistress of the situation.”

“A moment, truly charming Pauline,”
cut in Duverne. “Your scheme has the
genius of simplicity, but you ran a risk.
| bear out your statement that you be-
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lieved Jarvis to be a rich American col-
lector. And you knew that we did not
intend him to retain his purchase. But
you should have put this question to
yourself: ‘Some time he will talk about
his having once bought the Yrieux, and
that it was stolen from him. This will
reach Lady Crevering's ears. Now, since
she never did part with the jewel, what
will she say?”

Pauline arched her eyebrows.

“Oh, Lady Crevering would have lent
it to me sooner or later, and | should
have ‘lost’ it then.”

“Tres bien,” exclaimed Duverne.
“You have saved us. Permit me to kiss
your hands. The fellow has got away
with the wrong stone, and a poor one at
that. He is perfectly willing to call it
the Yrieux. Bah, | was right, after all.
He is but a third rate—"

A knock at the door interrupted us. A
servant of the hotel had a small package
addressed io “Miss Johnson,” marked
“urgent and immediate,” which had just
been delivered by messenger. Pauline
showed a touch of nervousness as she cut
the string. Inside a small pasteboard box
was the opal, with a card scrawled
across with the words—“Wear this in
remembrance of me.—J. C.”

Duverne cursed under his breath.

Pauline threw the thing down. She
seemed inclined to stamp upon it.

“Too bad,” I commented soothingly.
“He was not deceived at all,* presuma-
bly. Only a really smart man can beat
this chap.”

Pauline flashed out: “He could not
have known that | obtained this opal

“No, that was beyond him,” groaned
Duverne. “He was merely aware that
you were one of us, and he sent you the
mock Yrieux as a gift. Certainly he is
not without humor.”

Pauline bit her pretty lip. “But—
but—" she stammered, when | insisted
on my turn.

“Now hear me. Permit me a share in
so much self-gratulation. Our friend
the enemy has beaten two of us; there
is a third, however.”

| sat on the edge of the table and
beamed upon them. Their eyes opened
wider and wider.
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| went on, in blandest tones:

“The American has licked you, Ar-
mand. Admit it. Pauline, he has had the
bad grace to laugh at you. Confess it.
Your classification was faulty, for this
fellow is undoubtedly a star of the first
magnitude, not the third. Fortunately
for you both, he has suffered a total
eclipse. | invite your admiration.”

With slow deliberation | produced a
sheet of crested note-paper, verbena-
scented, from my letter-case. | contin-
ued, with unction:

“In this letter, which | received yes-
terday morning, Lady Crevering thanks
me for obtaining for her a certain green
diamond. She goes on to say: ‘I am
charmed to have this jewel on which |
had indeed set my heart. And now | am
going to ask another favor of you. Will
you accept from me, as a small souvenir
of my gratitude, my Yrieux Opal?
Please make me happy by doing so. |
am sending it with this letter.. . ”

| stopped and looked at them. It was
a moment of ecstasy, | assure you. Du-
verne showed a sulky face. Pauline
flashed in:

“Why did not Lady Crevering tell
me when | asked for the loan of it?”

“Why? No doubt because she thought
her gift might not have quite reached
me, and she did not want to tell a third
person who might in turn tell me and
rather spoil her pleasant little surprise.”

Pauline stamped her foot. “And you
had it when | came to you, and said
nothing! You let me show you a substi-
tute, and allowed me to go on talking,
and—and—"

“That was unkind, truly, but in the
circumstances natural enough. You were
telling me what was not quite true; a
charming faux, my dear Pauline, but a
falsehood all the same. And simply be-
cause | knew that you were keeping
something back | permitted you to go
on. Ah, if you had been perfectly, per-
fectly open! I wanted to see just what
was in the wind.”

“1 shall never forgive you! Derek!”

“Then 1 shall never forgive myself.
You will ask me why | was so genuinely
scared when our client rushed off to
Lady Crevering with a spurious stone?
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Well, what would Lady Crevering
think of me when she saw the stone
and realized that | was endeavoring to
sell it to a rich American for the true
Yrieux? That frightened me. And then
he was going to blab about you two.

“There you have it all, my friends, in
a nutshell. The object lesson has come
off, after all, but it is I who am the
instructor. In future—"

Duverne threw away his cigarette
with an excited gesture. “Wait!” he
cried. “Do not ring the curtain down
yet. You know that to-night | waited
outside your flat for this confounded
American. | followed him there, and
you arrived twenty minutes later. Ah,
ah, look here! I have an idea! He was
aware that you, like himself, were in-
terested in other people’s diamonds.
True, he could have had no suspicion
that the genuine Yrieux had been pre-
sented to you, but he might hope to lay
his fingers on some other jewel of value.
That was why he got there twenty min-
utes before time. He—"

It was like a bucket of ice water in
my face. | rushed to the telephone. The
ten seconds before | got Williams on
the wire seemed a decade.

“Is that you, Williams? The second
right-hand drawer of my desk under the
‘phone! Is it locked?”

He had only to reach down, so he
answered in a flash.

“The lock’s been forced, sir!”

“Is there anything inside?”

“Only some papers, sir.”

“Not a brooch-case?”

“No, sir.”

I looked around. Pauline had her
handkerchief to her face. Duverne was
on his back on the sofa, puffing rings of
cigarette smoke to the ceiling.

If the Yrieux had but justified its
sinister repute and drowned Jarvis Crab-
tree in mid-Atlantic on his way across!
But it didn't

We never saw him again; never heard
of him more. Well, | take off my hat to
him. He glided into our sphere like a
shooting star, like one of those glitter-
ing meteors which swim out of darkness,
out of mystery, and—vanish!
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ilILLY, quitting after a hard
night's work, met Old Man
Brannigan, just going on, at
the entrance to the mill yard.

“You'll have to get your own break-
fast,” the old man said. “Nellie went
away last night to a dance and she
'phoned me about ten o’clock that she
was going to stay

with some qgirl
friends.”

“All right,”
Billy said.

He passed
through the gate,
paused as a
thought  struck
him, half turned,
decided against
speaking, and
went up the nar-
row street with-
out looking back.

When he
reached the Bran-
nigan home, in
which he was a
boarder, he did
not at once set
about getting his
own  breakfast.
Instead he started
in the parlor and
made a careful
search of each
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Billy looked the priest in the eyes.
the young crook’s gizzard out, if he has brought
any harm to that girl,” he said to himself.
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room, ending in the neat kitchen. But he
did not seem to find what he was seek-
ing. He went upstairs and stopped be-
fore the door of Nellie Brannigan's
room, his hand on the knob. Then he
shook his head.

“No, | couldn’t do that,” he said.
“Even if | was sure something had gone
wrong, that be-

longs to her.”

In spite of the
doubt which had
come to him he
ate a hearty
breakfast and
went to bed. He
slept soundly till
four o'clock in
the afternoon.
He hoped that
Nellie was down-

stairs, but she
was not there.
He found the

lower part of the
house just as he
had left it in the
morning.

Billy sat down
to ponder the
situation. He was
not a man to
whom thought
came quickly. He
had to go over

“ 1will choke
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every step of the way laboriously. But
when he reached a conclusion, it was
pretty likely to be sound. And the con-
clusion now was that Nellie Brannigan
had run away from home. Who, then,
had she run away with? With a sinking
heart Billy recognized the pitiful fact
that there could be but one person.

He went to the telephone and called
the mill office. He asked to speak to
“Mr. McKillip.” Mr. McKillip, he was
told, was not working; he had taken a
vacation.

Billy sank into a chair and for a mo-
ment abandoned himself to the grief
which only a big man knows. He sat so
till it was time for him to go to work.
Then, supperless, he walked slowly
toward the mill. He and the old man
met at the gate as they had met in the
morning. Billy had only one way of im-
parting news.

“Nellie didn't come home,” he said,
“and that young McKillip is gone from
the mill office.”

Old Man Brannigan's eyes glazed
swiftly, and the fingers of his right hand
sought his beard. The stoop of his shoul-
ders became for the moment a little more
pronounced.

“But | kicked young McKillip out of
the front gate,” he said at last.

“1 know you did, but I think they've
run away together.”

“And got married?”

"l don't know. | hope so. You said the
lad was no good.”

Old Man Brannigan swallowed hard,
and his lips trembled.

“ Get off to-night, Billy, and help me,”
he said.

“Yes,” Billy agreed, “but you've got
to buck up. This is not time for breakin’
down. You eat some supper and then
scurry around and get somebody to re-
lieve me. We'll see what we can do.”

The old man went unsteadily up the
street and Billy entered the mill yard.
None who met him could have told now
what was going on in his mind. Billy at
first struck the casual observer as a very
fat man. And yet he was imposing. Men
of meaner girth had an impulse in his
presence to lift their shoulders, and pull
at their belt straps. But Billy was no
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object of envy in his own eyes. He was
a steel-mill puddler and day and night
he presented that mass of flesh to with-
ering heat. He tried going on the water
wagon and splashing off. He punished
himself with diets of every kind. He
lived on nothing but meat; then nothing
but vegetables. But the scales never
showed more than an ounce or so of
difference.

As he went through the yard he tried
to remember all he knew about young
McKillip. It was little. He recalled that
the lad was slight of build—not much
bigger than the fair-haired Nellie her-
self ; that he dressed outrageously well
in clothing that was an offense to Bil-
ly’s eyes; that he smoked cigarettes; that
—oh, he was no good. That was all there
was to it. If he had been any good, kind-
hearted old Brannigan would never have
resorted to violence to get rid of him.

What Nellie found to like in the boy
Billy could not see. She was so sweet
and kind and clean herself that a man
would have expected her to look higher,
but Billy supposed that you couldn’t tell
what a woman would do in a love affair.

Old Man Brannigan came to the mill
at nine o’clock. He said he had got a
relief for Billy. The man would come
in an hour or so, as soon as he had got
a little sleep.

“You better go home and get some
rest,” Billy said.

“No, I'll stay here,” the old man said.
“I'll stay where you are, Billy.”

Billy turned away, his throat con-
tracted with pity. The old man had been
hard hit. The way he leaned on a young-
er man was pitiful. Billy ground his
teeth. If young McKillip hadn't married
Nellie, he— And yet suppose he had mar-
ried her? Whichever way Billy looked at
the situation it seemed hopeless for him.

The old man went out and sat down
on a pile of rails in the yard. Despite
the heat of the July night, he had put
on his Prince Albert coat, white starched
shirt and high, old-fashioned derby hat.

The old man bent his head in bitter
grief. This was what life had come to
for him. Why did his women treat him
so? Nellie’'s own mother had gone away
in the night, and now Nellie had fol-
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lowed in her footsteps. At
the time he had said that he
would rather have seen Nel-
lie's mother dead, but he
could not say that of Nellie.
The years had burned a good
deal of the spirit out of him.
Where in the past he had
raged, now he could only
suffer.

Presently a tired, red-eyed
man came into the mill yard,
lirannigan rose to meet him.
lie was Billy’s relief.

“What's the matter?” he
asked at the sight of Branni-
gan. “Going to a funeral?”

“My daughter has run
away,” the old man said
simply.

“Run away? Why, she was
over to see my sister night
before last. Where did she
run away to?”

“That's what I'm trying to
find out.”

“Has she got married?”

“1 can't tell.”

The man took off his cap
and spat meditatively on the
dusty ground.

“Why don't you go and
see my sister?” he asked.
“They say a woman can't
keep a secret. Maybe she
knows something.”

“1 will,” Brannigan said.

Billy came out in a few minutes.
“Where now?” he asked, when they
had gained the street.

“To Father Kelly’'s. Maybe he can tell
us what to do.”

They paused a moment before the old
stone church which Brannigan had at-
tended for twenty years. Then they went
around to the front door of the little
house which nestled in the lee of the
church. The face of the man who opened
the door for them was as plain as the
front of his church, but his voice, when
he spoke, was immensely kind.

They went in and Brannigan told him
the few facts they had.

“And why do you object to the lad as
a son-in-law?” the aged priest asked, as

1019

The old man went unsteadily up the street.

one would ask who has gone to the heart
of many a neighborhood dispute.

Old Man Brannigan ran his old-fash-
ioned hat around through his work-worn
fingers. He studied the pattern in the
aged priest's carpet for a moment.

“1 didn't think he was the proper
man for her,” he said at last.

“He was honest and steady-going?”

“Yes,” the old man admitted, but he
thought of the ridiculous cuffs which
McKillip wore on his “pants.” “But |
wanted her to marry a man | knew—a
man of my own kind.”

The priest turned to look at Billy.

“Was this the man?” he asked.

Billy's big face was suffused till it
looked apoplectic.

“Who. me?” he asked. “That's fool-
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ishness, father. Would a little girl like
that look twice at a big fat guy like me?
No, indeed.”

“Had you any objection to this boy,
then?”

Billy looked the priest in the eye. He
was not so beef-witted but that he could
get a man’s drift swiftly enough.

“1 had no objection to him,” he said.

“You do not seek him in revenge?”

“1 do not,” Billy said, and again he
looked the priest in the eye. “Except,”
he added to himself, “1 will choke the
young crook’s gizzard out if he has
brought any harm to that girl.”

“The thing to do is to seek the chil-
dren in a spirit of loving-kindness,” the
priest said at his door as they left. “Be
prepared to receive them into your heart
when you find them.”

“That's what | must do,” Old Man
Brannigan said. “But it's hard.”

“Uh-huh,” said Billy.

To keep the old man calm, he had
tried to repress any emotion he had had,
but now he had to run his finger be-
tween his throat and his collar. He felt
as if he were going to choke.

I'm going up there to see her,” the old man announced
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They sought out the girl whom Billy’s
relief had spoken of. She was a red-
lipped, dark-eyed girl who flirted with
Billy—or tried to—as the old man ques-
tioned her. She talked a good deal in a
vague way, but in the end it all came
to her repeated assertion that she didn't
know “a thing, rilly.”

Then they got files of the newspapers
and went over the marriage licenses. The
names of the missing ones were not there.
On a chance they visited the morgue and
police headquarters, but got no informa-
tion. They beat a hasty retreat from the
latter place when the blue-coated man in
charge began to question them.

Dawn was coming into the clear east
when they reached home. The old man,
tired out, sank into a chair.

“] don’'t know what to do,” he whis-
pered.

“You can only wait now, | guess,”
Billy said.

They waited for a week, but there was
no word. They went back to work. The
old man came home each night ex-
hausted. He reverted to his past, and he
began to express the opinion that he had

been unfairly dealt with.
This led to a bitterness of
spirit which caused him
constantly to complain, and
that at last crystalized into

decision.

“Well, she took her
choice,” he said. “No mat-
ter what happens now,
she’ll cross my door no
more. .. .You'll stick by
me, Billy?”

The appeal in his voice
as he asked the question
was pathetic.

“I'll stick by you till the
cows come home,” Billy
said. And to himself, again,
he added: “l wish they'd
hurry up and come back,
or let the old man hear
from them. | want to talk
to that lad for just a min-
ute or two. He’s got to sat-
isfy me that everything is
all right.”

At the end of two weeks
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a postal card came from the
girl. It was postmarked
from a neighboring town
on Lake Erie. Nellie vouch-
safed no information be-
yond the statement that she
was “all right.” She did not
mention McKillip, nor say
whether she was still single
or married. The absence of
that information broke the
old man’'s resolution. He
got out his black suit and
derby hat again.
“I'm going up there to
see her,” he announced.
“Let me go in your place,
or with you?” Billy said.
But the old man wanted
to go alone. A harder look
had come into his eyes. He
seemed to be angry that the
girl had not left him in his
bitter abandonment to the
situation as it stood.
“Supposing McKillip is
there? ” Billy asked.
“What'll you do?”
“Leave him to me,” the
old man ground out.
“But you're in no shape
to handle a young man like
that,” Billy objected.
“So?” Brannigan
straightened his bent fig-
ure till he was his full six feet. He
lifted a right hand that was like the
metal it had worked for thirty-five years.
“1 guess | can take care of myself.”
“Oh, you can in that way,” Billy ad-
mitted. “But what'll it get you?”
“What would you do if you went and
found him there?” Brannigan demanded.
“Well, I'm younger—and free.”
“1’'m going anyhow,” the old man said.
He left on the evening train and Billy
went to work. It was an excessively hot
night outside; in the mill the air was as
if drawn from a well of fire. The work-
ers moved about listlessly. The sweat
which ran from them drained their bod-
ies of moisture. The water which they
drank guardedly did little to assuage
their thirst.
Billy had a sense of oppression. He
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wished he had got off for the night. He
wondered what the old man was doing.
He hoped Brannigan would not get into
a scrape of any sort. The old man was
slow enough to anger, but when he was
angry he was madly so.

About ten o’clock he dragged himself
to the open door and stood blinking into
the still, hot night. For a moment he
could see nothing, his eyes being half-
closed and smarting from the sweat
which had been running into them,

Then, as his gaze cleared, he saw
McK:illip standing not ten feet from him
in the yard. The boy was as motionless
as if he had been a statue. Only his
burning eyes made him alive to Billy's
perception. For a moment the mill man
could not speak. Then he took a step
forward. The boy retreated that far.
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“Stay where you are,” McKillip said
in a voice husky with emotion. “1 want
to talk to you a minute and then I'm
going.”

“l wont touch you,”
“Where's Nellie?”

“Don’t you call her Nellie, you big
skunk,” the boy hissed. “Mrs. McKillip,
she is for you—and all the rest of you.”

“You're married, then?” Billy
breathed.

“Yes, we're married safe and sound.”

“Nellie— Mrs. McKillip's father went
to Kingston to find her—He got a
card.”

“Certainly, he got a card,” McKillip
sneered. “1 sent it. | thought he'd come.
I wanted him out of the way. | wanted
to see you. | don't bear the old man any
grudge.”

“What have you got against me?” Bil-
ly asked wonderingly.

“As if you didn't know.... Well, 1
didn’t come here to chew the rag with
you. | want to see you to-morrow morn-
ing. 1 came here to make sure you'd be
at home, so that | could telephone.”

“I'll be there. What time?”

“Seven o’clock.”

“All right.... How’s Mrs.
lip?”

“You're a bigger fool than | thought
you were,” McKillip sneered again. “ Do
vou suppose I'd be here if she wasn't
all right?”

With that he was gone, leaving Billy
staring after him. Billy’s mind was in a
whirl. He couldn’t understand what he
had done to injure McKillip. That ac-
count, he thought, was on the other side
of the ledger.

The telephone bell rang next morning
promptly at seven o’clock. Billy, dressed
and waiting, answered the call. McKil-
lip gave him an address a dozen blocks
from the Brannigan home. It was a
place of mean streets.

“You aint living in that hunkey neigh-
borhood, are you?” Billy asked.

“Yes, | am.”

“And Nellie’s there, too?”

“My wife is here with me, certainly.”

“Well, I'll be there in half an hour,”
Billy said.

He was so bewildered by this newest

said Billy.

McKil-
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revelation that he stopped at the corner
saloon and got a drink of whiskey. What
in the world had happened to the boy’s
fortunes that he was living in squalor?
How could Nellie stand that? He lost
any notion he had had of punishing the
boy. The two seemed obviously in need
of assistance.

The house was an old ramshackle af-
fair. Billy knocked on the front door and
a woman opened it. Without waiting for
Billy to speak, she opened another door
at her right and Billy walked through
that. The woman closed the door behind
him. For a moment the big man stood
in the half light gazing about him. Then
he made out McKillip.

“Well, son,” Billy said, not harshly,
“you seem to be up against it.”

McKillip came swiftly toward him.
For an instant he stood in front of Billy
and then he raised his right hand and
struck Billy on the mouth. Billy fell
back a step, his hands at his sides. He
was too amazed to make other movement.
He stared at the boy incredulously. Mc-
Killip made no move to strike him
again.

“Why, you struck me,” Billy said at
last.

“Yes, | struck you. What are you
going to do about it? We're alone in this
room.”

Billy seemed to sense the grotesque-
ness of the little man's attitude and of
his attack. He smiled rather grimly.

“1 can't do anything about it,” he said.
“What can a man of my size do when a
kid like you smashes him?”

McKillip went to the door and threw
it open.

“Oh, Nellie!” he cried. “Nellie!”

There was a patter of light feet on
the stair and Billy turned to see Nellie
at the door. She was like a flower “in
a tenement casement set.”

“Look at him,” McKillip cried pas-
sionately. “That's what | wanted to see
him for—to show him that you've mar-
ried a man that wbsn't afraid of him.
| told you I didn't care if he was as big
as a house.”

“You struck him?” Nellie asked.

“1 struck him,” her young husband
repeated.
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“You shouldn’'t have done that,” Nel-
lie said in gentle remonstrance. “Does
it hurt, Billy?”

At her use of his first name in her
soft, sweet tones Billy flushed.

“No,” he said slowly; “it's all right.
I've had many a harder knock than that,
though | generally paid 'em back with
interest. I'll let this go, though. .. .But
I would like to know why he did it.”

“As if you didn't know,” said McKil-
lip scornfully.

“What have | done to you or to—to
your wife?” Billy asked helplessly.

“1 suppose you didn’t try to get her
to marry you through her father. You
didn’t try to work on an old man’'s sym-
pathy. You haven't been knocking me to
him all the time.”

“Who? Me?” Billy asked, his heavy
shoulders drooping in his astonishment.
“Why, | got a girl of my own up in
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Schenectady, New York state. | never
thought about Nellie except as a sister.
I never said nothing to her old man.”

Husband and wife looked at each
other in dismay.

“Why,” Nellie said slowly, “the night
before 1 went away, father came to me
and practically said that | must marry
you. He said that he was getting old and
he knew he could trust me to you. | told
him I didn’t love you, Billy. Then he was
very angry and wanted to know if |

loved Mr. McKillip.” She lifted her
head proudly. “I said | did. | couldn't
say anything else, because it was true.
Father wanted to know if | had been
meeting Mr. McKillip and | said | had
been. There was a terrible scene.”

“Well, what do you think of that?”
Billy mused. “ He didn’t say an thing to
me about that. So that's why Tm banged
me over the mouth, young f dow?”
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“Yes,” McKillip said a little sheepish-
ly. “Maybe | was too hasty.”

“Oh, it's all right,” Billy returned. “I
suppose you had to bang someone and it
might as well be me. What | don’'t un-
derstand—" He paused and looked at
McKillip. “You're a mighty proud kid,”
he went on, “but just hold yourself in
a bit if you don’t like what | say. This
is no place to bring a nice girl like
Nellie.”

McKillip opened his lips to speak but
his wife interposed.

“Let me tell that, dear,” she said.
“Our marriage was hastened by what
father said, Billy. We expected to wait
a year at least. That is, in the last two
months we had been expecting to wait
a year. Before that we had hoped to be
married this summer. Well, Mr. McKil-
lip had saved about enough money and
his salary had been increased, when his
mother was taken sick with typhoid
fever. She's been sick for two months.
All the expense has fallen on Mr. Mc-
Killip. His bank account has been used
up, and it took all he was earning.

“At first, when father acted that way,
we didn’t know what to do. We couldn’t
see our way clear to get married. We
talked it over for a while and then—"

“And then,” said Billy, “you just went
and got married anyhow, and you came
back here to lick the man that made you
do it.”

The girl threw back her head and
laughed and the two men grinned.

“How’s your mother?” Billy asked.

“Better,” McKillip answered. “I'll
soon be on my feet now.”

“1 think you'd better come home,”

said Billy.
“Home?” they echoed.
“1 never will,” McKillip declared.

“Brannigan’s getting old,” said Billy
evenly. “He’s showing It. We all come
to that sooner or later if we live long
enough.”

“But he kicked me through the front
gate,” McKillip said.

“That was because you wore cuffs on
your pants,” Billy said. “You can live
without them, | guess. And you can tone
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down your dress a little. You wont need
to dress quite so well as you have been.
You've won the girl. Seriously—well,
look at your wife.”

Nellie’'s eyes had filled with tears.
Through them she looked at her hus-
band, not trying to hide them. He went
to her and put his arms about her.

“You want to go?” he asked.

She nodded.

“Son,” said Billy, “you were game to
take a chance on poverty with her. |
guess you can swallow your pride for
her, can't you?”

“But perhaps her father wont see it

that way.”
“But,” said Billy with a wave of his
mighty arm, “1 will be there. | don't

think he will make much of a ruction
when he finds everything is straightened
out. | shouldn’'t be surprised if he began
calling you ‘son’ in a day or two. | think
he just wants to know his child is safe.”

“Well, I'll try it,” McKillip said.

“Come along then,” Billy said.

He waited while they got their hats
and their few belongings. When they
came to the plain, old brick church, Bil-
ly stopped.

“You children run along,” he said.
“I'll step in and see Father Kelly a
minute.”

The old priest opened the door for
him.

“I've a confession to make as man to
man,” Billy said when they had seated
themselves. “1 was going after that boy.
I was seeking him in a spirit of revenge.
But they beat me to it.”

And he told the story. The priest only
smiled.

“You have done a good work so far,”

he said. “1 hope you can complete it
with Mr. Brannigan.”

“Oh, I'll complete it,” Billy said
buoyantly.

In the street he walked half a block
and then he suddenly stopped.

“What beats me,” he said aloud, “is
how 1 ever happened to pick out Sche-
nectady, New York state. I've never been
in the place. | hardly knew it was on the
map.”
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T - 'HE recent member of the Stock
Exchange had not the gam-
bler's last hope when he came
into his bedroom after mid-
night. He had conviction and he had
courage. Courage was as his digestive
equipment, in that both served him with-
out his being conscious of them..But
what he did not have was money enough
to go on with the game.

Protecting a margin for even just
one more point was, after much repi-
tition, no casual matter. True, it only
required a spreading of currency as thin
as the paper on which the currency is
printed, but nowhere could the recent
member of the Stock Exchange rake to-
gether quite enough for another such
layering.

Securities, bank balance, daily com-
missions, seat on the Exchange, salary
roll, offices, except an alcove desk room ;
apartment, except a cell bedroom under
the roof; even the season’'s renewal of
wardrobe, all chattels and appurte-
nances that were his own, were already
spread, thinly and successively, over
that sinking area of the earth’'s crust
initialed on the tape as S. A. P. pfd.

Merely the physical valuation of this
area, apart from its normal profit-sus-
taining capacities, was greater than the
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price that might now buy every scrap
of its stock. But a man of diamond
mines had jumped into the sea. A man
of political preferment had plunged into
rhetoric. And the inevitable consequence.
Panic, was on; on pocket books and
nerves; very much on; and had been on,
like a scrunching car of Juggernaut, for
weeks and months.

The recent member, beneath the
wheels, waited for the procession to
pass. He was quite sure that the pro-
cession would pass. In fact, this was his
conviction already mentioned; and he
had the courage of it. He had simply
happened to become a bull too soon. But
that was not his fault; at least, not a
fault in his judgment. It is, however,
this story.

The stock broker was not an old man.
On the contrary he was a very marriage-
able man. He was on the crest of life,
He was such a one, of youth welded
close into manhood’'s coat of mail, as
the throng at the church likes to see
come down the aisle with the June bride.
He was still young enough to be a com-
panion for a June bride. He was already
capable enough for an October one. His
tussle with the Panic dragon is not
exactly a criterion. Wait, though! Yes,
it is, too, as you shall see.
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His was a thin, intent, hard face, ex-
cept for the forehead, which was broad
and generous; and the eyes were dry,
laughing eyes, with a habit of half clos-
ing. But once in an epoch or thereabouts
the laughter in the eyes chilled to cold
steel, as befitted the lean, seasoned jaws,
and then he was what someone called
him during the Northern Pacific frenzy:
a hard, wintry, concentrated nut, what-
ever that means.

He was somewhat that kind of man
when he came out of the February slush
into his lofty bedroom and had not the
gambler’s last hope. A fellow broker,
who carried his S. A. P. holdings for
him, had that day called on him for
more margin. More margin! A man’s
master has different names. Through half
the night he sought, the scourge always
over him. Only chicken feed was he
throwing into the hopper now. But even
of chicken feed there was an end. He
had not found enough.

“Stripped—" in lugubrious humor he
tapped his empty watch pocket—*“to the
bone! Not eighty-seven dollars left on
the carcass.”

From his bill-case he drew Treasury
notes and checks, and ran them through
with expert fingers. He tossed the silver
in his pockets on the bed, and with a
forefinger flipped the coins one by one
into a pile.

“Total, $9,913, and car-fare down-

town,” he murmured. “Still eighty-seven
dollars lacking to weather another
point.”

A bitter thought—he ought to have
used his credit while he still had credit.
At this eleventh hour his credit was not
good for the eighty-seven. He had been
making sure that it was not; since three
o'clock in the afternoon he had been
making sure. On this, his first blood-
trail after credit, he went to his old
clubs, from which he had resigned. He
entered oaken and golden lobbies, which
he no longer frequented. And men who
knew him looked on him as a parriah.
He vaguely remembered that once they
had seemed to be his friends. But he
understood. They thought him a dead
one. He thought so himself.

“I'll throw over one block of a hun-
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dred,” he decided, as though a hundred
shares of S. A. P. pfd. were a dearly
beloved, “and hang onto the balance
for another point. She’ll drop the point,
naturally, and then I'm wiped out.
Whereupon—"

He would vanish, saying nothing. Nor
would a soul, excepting his fellow brok-
er, ever knew of the lone, silent fight
he had been making through the
months. In another world than the
Street he would begin over again, would
buoyantly come to the top again, but—
with that prize for which he was now
risking everything definitely lost to him
during all time.

He went to his dresser, drawing out
his cravat pin, and then on the dresser
he saw a large square envelope, and
knew from its paper lace fringing and
his school boy sweethearting days that
it was a valentine. Festive, mocking, sil-
ly, and because he was very grim and
despairing, it made him laugh. He knew
that Nan had never sent the thing.
Nan’s heart glowed with steadfast
warmth. Nan’s heart did not splutter.
Contemptuously he ripped open the en-
velope.

The valentine was a “sentimental,”
not a “comic,” as the trade and the
stationer at the corner would say. Re-
leased from the crush of the envelope,
it puffed out on its paper hinges in all
the flimsy white purity of the *“senti-
mentals.” The ruined stock broker to
whom this sickly missive had come
looked— automatically, as one looks for
the bursting of a rocket—for the flam-
ing heart at the bottom of the oval de-
pression in the centre. What he saw
made his own heart flame, for it was
yellow, it was the color of money. He
plucked it out. A hundred-dollar bill!

“Somebody,” he laughed on the high
key of strained nerves, “knows how to
frame up a real love message.” But at
once he was shamed of his cynical mirth.
It must—yes, it must have come from
Nan. She had heard of his need, say
from a tale bearer coming to her from
one of his old clubs that he had visited
like a beggar that evening. A hundred
dollars represented toil and parsimony
to Nan at this time. Still, he could not
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He plucked it out. A hundred-dollar bill!
"Somebody,” he laughed, "knows how to
frame up a real love message.”

help the tender hope that it was really
Nan who had sent it.

Eagerly, more eagerly than he had
snatched at the “real love message”—

reverently eager would
best describe his man-
ner now—he caught
up the valentine to
surprise, if he could,
the secret of the sender.
Beneath the fluffiness
ness of paper lace the
thing opened, like the
cover of a book, and
within he saw writing.
With the gloriously
/ welcome hundred-dol-
/ lar bill still crumpled
in one hand, in the
other he held the val-
entine under the gas
jet and read:

How much for your
self respect, your claims
to decency, your pride of
ﬂersonallty, your man-

ood?

The writer assures
himself that the enclosed
is about the right figure
for_the job lot.

Though aware that
these articles must be a
drug on his hands, the
writer desires to justify
his antipathy for you,
and considers that serv-
ice cheap at one hundred
dollars.

Before your present
mysterious reverses
brought to light your
shameless lack of pride,
men and women gave
you their esteem, and it
irked the writer that
human society should be
so deluded, lie rated you
then, as he does now, as
a spineless creature at
bottom, who for a con-
sideration would accept
insult, so only that the
insult was not too pub-
lic. He rated your god-
like disdain of weakness
as a sham, while blinded
fools wondered at you.
He knew that for money,,

once you needed money, a man might
slap your face, providing that it was
done in the dark and no one saw.

Now this valentine meets those con-

ditions. No one but the writer and
yourself shall know that herewith
you, in consideration of one hundred
dollars ($100.00), accept the appela-
tion of CUR that the writer now ap-
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plies to you. It is understood that
your acceptance of the money is ac-
ceptance of the above description of
ourself as correct. Otherwise, to
eep the money is to steal it
he offer of this bargain, however,
honorably includes the chance to re-
ject it Return the hundred dollars by
mail to Jno. Richard Doe. Genl. De-
livery, and the writer will acknowl-
edge his theory of your character un-
proven and place himself in his own
erson at your orders. The writer
eels perfectly safe in saying this.
Yet as a matter of form he will take
care to send for any mail for Jno.
Richard Doe.

The writer in conclusion begs to
remind you that, by accepting the en-
closed bid for your manhood, you
will know there is one living person,
unknown to you, who has duly
bought the right to call you in his
own heart—nay, who has bought the
proof that you are—beneath con-
tempt.

Furthermore, such proof must in-
evitably put on the writer, as a man
of honor, the obligation to protect
any good woman from the contam-
ination of your approach.

The stock broker read this stuff over
a second time. We all read the utterly
incredible over a second time, while our
souls stare big out of our smarting eyes.
As he read, his face went slowly white.

He did not call the writer of the val-
entine a snake in the grass. “This man,”
he said, yet judiciously in his cold rage,
“is—an artist.”

The more he thought, the more the
word fitted.

“One living person!” As well say all
the world, since in all the world he
would see the one living person. “1 can
never shake hands with a fellow man
again,” he thought, “for that man might
be the one.”

“Any good woman!” Indeed? Was
not the honorable writer thinking of one
woman, perhaps? Little wonder that
here was an artist, for none can be in-
spired like unto a fiend of jealousy.

At last the stock broker grew afraid
that, since his manhood was in question,
he would not have the terrible manhood
required to—keep—the hundred-dollar
bill. He became aware of it crumpled in
his hand, and became aware of its burn-
ing like a hot coal.
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Very quietly he tucked the bill into
his vest pocket. The gambler of true
steel is quiet, nonchalant, unconcerned,
when he stakes that which means most
to him. 'File stock broker could not have
been more quiet, nonchalant, uncon-
cerned, if he had just swallowed one of
two pills, one being sugar, the other ar-
senic.

“It's a good game,” he told himself,
“though 1'm sure to lose.”

By ten o’'clock in the morning he had
margined his holdings of S. A. P. ten
thousand shares, for one more point,
which cost him ten thousand dollars.
This left him with thirteen dollars out
of the hundred-dollar bill, all that he
had in the world, which he folded into
an envelope. He addressed the envelope
to “The Hon. Jno. Richard Doe, Gen-
eral Delivery,” and dropped it into the
letter box at the corner of Broad and
Wall Streets. Watching S. A. P.’s in-
teresting performances, he thought no
more about it.

The world moves. Another man had
come to be preferred politically, and
capital began to suspect that there were
as good men out of the sea as those who
had jumped into it. Inevitable conse-
guence: the Great Slump hit bottom:
Panic was transformed into Returning
Confidence.

At first it took multiple power lenses
to detect return through the haze. But
stocks hovered, like a dubious spider in
midair, and hesitated about dropping
further lest there be some mistake about
it. They dangled, easing themselves by a
microscopic eighth up or down.

Then one morning—it seemed the
German emperor had bestowed a kind
word on his grandmother—a stock fal-
teringly climbed an entire point to test
the beneficial potency of altitude. In
three seconds fourteen others moved, and
several did not stop under three and
seven-eighths points. On one range the
uplift developed into a dizzy stampede.
Grandmother's reply proved slightly
tart, and there was an acrobatic pause
among the danglers. But altitude was
already waxing into a fad.

This bright day when the sun shone
was the fifteenth of February on ordi-
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narv calendars, following the slushy day
of St. Valentine; and S. A. P. rose with
the list, responding to the signs of an
early spring.

Now, the ticker and Miss Nancy
Warner had their dwellings far apart.
The farther apart the better, Miss Nan-
cy would say, loyal daughter though
she was to her father's memory. Yet the
clean child of a drunkard must loathe
the smell of whiskey, and Nan’s father
had been an inebriate when it came to
the intoxication of taking fliers from the
Curb, despite oft and solemnly repeated
vows that never again would he look
on the tape when it was ticking.

Very naturally, therefore, when he
died his estate had dwindled to the life
insurance, and Miss Nancy and her
mother moved from their own home, no
longer theirs, to an apartment house up
in the Nineties that just barely fell
within the elevator category. The ele-
vator made Miss Nancy much nearer
down-town, as did also the Subway ex-
press station, for Miss Nancy had phe-
nominally learned to take dictation from
Fate and stenographer-employing busi-
ness men, and like a real nice girl she
was her mother’s chief support, and
wondered how a person went about get-
ting a raise before her trunk-full of
party gowns were all worn out.

One evening, several days after St
Valentine's day, Miss Nancy was receiv-
ing a call from her second cousin. Oth-
er men rather thought this cousin as-
sumed too much on his cousinship in
the earnest handicap for his kinswom-
an's very desirable little hand. Miss
Nancy entertained a glimmering of the
same thought. A second cousinship does
not constitute guardianship, censorship,
nor any manner of zealous protectorate.
Fate and Business were horrid enough,
Heaven knew, without the gentle, insin-
uating, immaculately high-principled
dictatorship of Harold Villard.

“1 tell you, Boy,” said she, humoT-
ouslv yet gravely, “if you wouldn't take
it so as a personal affront if another
man presumes to bow to me, being duly
introduced, or smile, or say it's a pleas-
ant day—"

“l never,” protested Mr. Villard
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righteously, “say a word against a man
before giving him a chance first to prove
it untrue. You know, Nan, I'm incap-
able of anything so far from upright.”
A fugitive exaltation, peculiar to this
serious, punctilious and wealthy young
man, was evident on his brow.“You
know, too,” he went on boldly, because
the sweetness of her made sweet the
usurpation of protectorates, “whether
you like it or not, that as almost a broth-
er | need to warn you—"

She interrupted, and he knew from
the fading of her maddeningly tolerant
smile that the real, loyal, Nan girl's
stubbornness was setting in like a strong
flood tide. “Not against Tom, remem-
ber,” and her tone let him understand
that she was doing the warning just at
present. “Never mind; | know you a~
conscientious and all that, but—well,
just the same, not another word, please.”

“Why do you let him come here—"

“1 am glad to. That is enough.”

“But, Nan, he goes nowhere else. He
has dropped, or has been dropoed, from
everywhere else. Surely it is no compli-
ment to you when the only place he
visits, here, is the only place where it
doesn’'t cost him anything. He was
posted at the Club a month—"

“1 know. Before he paid up and re-
signed.” She drew heavily on her pa-
tience. “Wait, Hal, let me say all that
you mean to say. Perhaps that will save
me from being ashamed of you.”

She wrinkled her brows, and en-
throned her mind, sceptred with the
ponderous responsibility of a judge.

“Yes,” she said, “it does look as if
he'd turned miser, and the very word
miser is—oh, | don’'t know—somehow
disgusting, uncanny. Why, he’s actually
on the verge of being shabby. Yet he
has always made money, and he’s never
been known to speculate on his own ac-
count. Don't | know, Hal, that he raf-
fled off his automobile at the Club,
which under the circumstances smacked
of—of accepting charity? That he auc-
tioned off his locker at the Fencers'?”

“And sold his face,” interjected Mr.
Villard.

“You mean the magazine advertise-
ment, that safety razor thing?”
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“ It would take a keen edge to make an
impression on a sphinx like him,” said
Villard, frowning irritably as he recalled
the stony indifference, for himself, that
he had seen on that visage. “I don't
blame the razor people. | can see the
whole Stock Exchange standing in line
to buy 'em. But go on, Nan. Yes, he
makes even his face an asset. Go on.”

She hardly heard. She was thinking
deeply. She raised troubled eyes.

He noted her abstraction, her look,
and it made him suddenly restive. “See
here, Nan, do you realize that you're
mighty well informed—in any other girl
I'd think immodestly well informed—
about this—stock broker?”

The charge was insidious but direct.
A faint wave of pink slowly flooded her
cheeks, but left her brow white and
grave. “Tom is in trouble,” she said
quietly. “A good friend is in trouble. Of
course | have tried to learn what |
could, since he never mentions a word
about himself.”

“There,” exclaimed Villard, “you hit
true there. He's altogether too myster-
ious, and what's mysterious is black, un-
less,” he added, remembering his own
fondly nurtured ideals, “it's a light un-
der a bushel. I say, Nan, you know,
don’t you, that he’s got trust funds, the
bonds and things that old Van Dusen
left those orphan grandchildren—”

He paused to take stock of Nan. He
was venturing pretty far on inference,
and it might not be safe to go far. But
to his surprise Nan was unmoved. She
was looking at her watch. There was a
small key on the chain, which was not a
watch key. “Well?” she said, in a cool
tone that routed his daring advance.
“Well?” she repeated with placid, dan-
gerously placid insistence.

“Oh, nothing,” -he said, “only it's a
perilous season for trust funds. Lots of
‘'em have vanished lately in all the big
and little failures happening every day.”

“Tom hasn't failed,” she reminded
him.

“Exactly, he hasn't. He hasn't be-
cause he’s got no liabilities, visible ones,
I mean. Yet he's sold everything, even
his seat on the Exchange. Why, Nan?”

Her lips parted in exasperation.
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“Wont your scruples let you talk straight
out against a man, Hal ? Why don’t you
say once for all that Tom speculated
with those orphans’ money, and that now
he’s trying to pay it back?”

“Because,” retorted Villard triumph-
antly, “1 knew you’'d say it yourself.”

She looked again at her watch, toying
with the little key. “ My own father,” she
said musingly, as if to herself, “trusted
Tom again and again with all he had,
and I'm sure that more than once Tom
saved father from ruin. So you see,” she
said more quickly, with snapping eyes,
“an—almost-brother—is superfluous. |
still have my own father’s better judg-
ment to go on.”

“And your own father,” Villard took
her up, “used to say that if Tom ever
should gamble, he’d turn to a block of
ice, and he'd stay a block of ice, down
to the last melting drop of his con-
gealed blood. Your father meant he'd
frigidly risk everything, to the clothes on
his back.”

Nan’s glance warmed gratefully on
her cousin. To her that sounded like her
own, wondering, admiring description of
the stock broker.

“Everything,” repeated Villard. “Of
course that includes trust funds.”

“No,” said the girl, “it does not in-
clude trust funds, nor battle ships, nor
the Constitution, nor the rattle of your
great-great grandchild, Hal Villard. It
couldn’t. Those things don’t belong to
Tom.”

“Oh, wouldn't it? What? Not even
for a—woman?”

Now she really looked at her watch,
rather than at the key. “When | am
ashamed of. you, Hal,” she said rising,
“my watch marks marching time. Quick,
Boy, good-night.”

It was that last insinuation about a
woman in the mystery that she could
not finally abide.

As many as six months after this
cousinly skirmish, the former member of
the Stock Exchange, who was again a
member of the Stock Exchange, himself
was received by Miss Nancy Warner in
the little flat up in the Nineties.

It is true that he had been coming de-
votedly to the little flat all along, and
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had been welcome there, too, and the
more whole-heartedly because he was
seen rarely in his old haunts elsewhere.
Of course she would not let herself sur-
mise aught of the true inwardness of
his company. In fact she could not sur-
mise that, while the cloud over him
would not let him speak, he was playing
for her the more resolutely, unflinching-
ly, remorselessly.

She could not know that, with delib-
erate calculation, he utilized the sight of
her, the sound of her voice, the sympathy
in her honest eyes, to harden him to the
daily sacrifice of that species of pride
that human society confounds with the
only true pride. She could not know that
the gambler—meaning stout champion
in the lists—needed to indulge his vision
with the prize he played for, lest he fal-
ter in playing to the limit. Nor did she
know, after an evening of monosyl-
lables, when he seemed only to gaze
at the furniture—the furniture was
massive, and pathetically too large for
the rooms of the little flat; they were a
few cherished pieces of salvage from
the big house of other days—that he
went forth each time with this ever re-
newing realization of her poverty as an
incentive of iron in his soul to play, play,
though he were sure to lose.

And we do not know, of course we
cannot know, if Miss Nancy Warner
would have been pleased to know these
things, or if she would have said, strug-
gling with sobs of happiness: “Tom,
Tom, you mustn't. You don't—don’t
need to, Tom.”

The call that the stock broker was
making now on Miss Nancy was differ-
ent from all those other calls during the
panic’s dark days. It began differently.
His gaze barely swept the furniture, and
that glance as much as said: “Only a
little longer, old chaps, and we'll have
you out.” The laughter was in his eyes.
It was tugging at the corners of his
mouth of marble. At once he said: “Mat-
ter of business with your mother, Nan.
Wont you call her?”

Nan called her, greatly wondering.

“Mrs. Warner,” he said, reminding
them of the family lawyer as he drew
a document-size envelope from his pock-
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et, “you don’'t know, | imagine, when
the Commodore took his last flier on the
Street?”

The Commodore was Miss Nancy's
father. It was his yachting title.

Mrs. Warner shuddered at the word
“flier.” Was there to be still another
troubled echo of the old curse? “Each
one,” she sighed, “was always his last.”
She smiled, though, fondly, remembering
the frequent swearing-off of the gentle
old Commodore.

“It's like the last drink,” said the
stock broker; “the last one is just before
you die.”

“You mean,” exclaimed the widow,
“that he kept it up till the last?”

“Mrs. Warner,” the stock broker
chided her, “you don't suppose he
stopped then, do you?”

“What, when he died?”

“Yes.”

“Mercy on us, wasn't it time to stop?”

“Mrs. Warner,” the stock broker
stated gently, “you didn’'t know him.”

“1— 1 almost thought | did,” she said.
“But what is your news, Tom? | am not
afraid. You never bring bad news.”

“He makes it good news
mother,” said Nan.

“1t's no news,” said the broker, “that
I did know him. And yet | tried to stop
him, this last time. The deal was against
my judgment. Now I'm glad | did not
stop him. He’'s been having his last flier
all this time. His instructions being to
hold for ten above par, | could not close
his account before to-day. Here's a
memo, in his own handwriting, which |
practically had to force him to give me.
It shows the margin he put up from time
to time, until he—until the last. He
wouldn't give me checks. He drew the
cash himself. Didn't want you to know,
you know. That was the Commodore;
he didn’'t want to have to swear off until
it was over. And here,” said the stock
broker, taking another paper from the
long envelope, “is the result.” He hand-
ed the widow a certified check for $518,-
750. “That's less broker's commission,
necessarily,” he added, “or you'd get
five-twenty even.”

The widow took the check, mechani-
cally seemed to read the script on it

first,
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vanced $130,000 to carry this deal.
He must have used those trust funds*
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The giri stared at the man. It was im-
possible that the simple rectangle of
thin, crisp paper should tell to them at
once the story—of their lives changed
henceforth—that lay in six numerals
written with a pellet of ink during a
heartbeat of eternity spaced between
three seconds.

“Tell us—about it.” breathed the girl.

“You ought to guess. Nan,” said the
broker - “it's got a foreign name.”

“Not that South American Cotton
Trust that father made his third—no.
his fourth— fortune out of?”

“Correct. The same old Socicdad An-
omina dr Patios again.”

“But—" began the widow.

“But he lost it all, you're going to
say, trying to manipulate the stock. Yes,
that's true. The poor Commodore was
reduced to his little tiddle-de-winks
game of margins again, and when the
Panic struck and his old pet, the Socic-
dad—S. A. P., you know—began to cave,
he just couldn’t keep out. When the Pre-
ferred got down from 90 odd to 69 last
November, he took his cane and a taxi
and thundered into my office as though
I'd done it. He was sure S. A. P. had hit
bottom at last, and he planked down
$50,000 for ten thousand shares on a
five point margin. | couldn’'t stop him.

“S. A. P. went dropping just as usual,
and he put up $40,000 more within two
weeks, and a few days later he gave me
all the cash he could raise by notes and
mortgages, just $10,000, and went home
and gave up the ghost. | mean that lit-
erally, Mrs. Warner, for the Commo-
dore wasn’'t one to give up ghosts figura-
tively. When he was dying, he got all
of you out of the room, and reminded
me that | was to hold on till S. A. P.
pfd. went to 110. So,” added the broker
apologetically, “what else was | to do?”

Nan closed her eyes, her lips parted,
in utter bewilderment.

“I'm off,” said the broker, a little
hastily. “But you two can study out that
memo for yourselves. It's all there.
There—" he pointed hastily—“ten thou-
sand at 69. Same sold at average of 111.
Profit, $420,000. To protecting margin,
total, $100,000. Add the two. $520,000.
Subtract $1,250 for commission. Check
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for $518,750. Back to your arithmetic,
Miss Nancy. Good-night, I'm—"

“Wait,” she cried, “1—"

But he was gone.

Thereafter entered Mr. Harold Vil-
lard, and found his cousin’s eyes as soft
and deep as mountain lakes. Her breast
rose and fell as though she had been
running, and her first words of the great
news and the sight of the check put Mr.
Villard into a state of dismay and au-
stere frowning. He groped indignantly
for an antidote to this Olympian lover’'s
strategy. He was shocked, wrathful, be-
cause Nan did not perceive the lack of
scruple in the whole business. The Com-
modore having died, it was the broker's
duty, then and there, to turn over every
cent of the Commodore’s money to the
impoverished widow and daughter. To
keep it, to gamble with it. .. .Mr. Vil-
lard had not the words to fit the oppro-
brium of such an act.

“1 will bring you the quotations of
this S. A. P. through the whole trans-
action,” vigorously declared Mr. Villard.
“Then we will see how much he owed
your poor mother the day your father
died. We'll check up this fellow, Nan.
We'll check him up.”

“Yes, do, Hal,” said Nan, and very
oddly, as she was thinking of the oppro-
brious stock broker, the glory of her eyes
deepened even more. “And hurry, Hal,
for Tom is a sly one. He needs—check-
ing up.”

Mr. Villard was back within an hour
with the nefarious record of the S. A.
P.’s fluctuations. “Now that memoran-
dum, Nan. Here we are. Nov. 21, $50,-
000.”—he looked to the quotations—
“Nov. 21, S. A. P. opened 70% ; lowest,
68% - highest, 70.% ; closed, 68%. Yes,”
admitted Mr. Villard, “he did pretty
well to buy it at 69.”

He referred again to the broker’s
memorandum. “Dec. 9, $40,000.” The
quotations showed him that S. A. P. that
day touched 65%. It was time for more .
margin. The next date, Dec. 11, $10.-
000, was the day the Commodore died
“How's this,” exllaimed Villard, “on
Dec. 11, S. A. P. closed at 58!” '

“What?” asked the girl, for she un-
derstood nothing of the figures. But Vil-
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lard was staring at them as though they
were spectres—spectres of lost hope.
“Why, what is the matter?” she cried.

Villard knew then the temptation to
lie. But the habit of haughtily nurtured
ideals made him recoil.

“Nan,” he said, bringing the words
from a parched throat, “the day your
father died, he was—what they call it—
cleaned out, wiped, for all the hundred
thousand he’d put in. Your broker per-
son didn't have a cent of his. On the
contrary—+#

“On the contrary?”
breathlessly.

“—the broker person must have put
his own money in to protect that margin.
Certainly $20,000. Maybe more.”

“1 told you Tom needed checking up,”
Nan barely whispered.

And then the wonderful story that the
humbled Mr. Villard read, by gulps,
from the dry, double column of dates
and quotations.

“Here she drops again,” he said.
“Dec. 23, lowest, 54J4- To be protecting
safety, by several points, he must have
put in—he must have put in $50,000
more! Now here, Jan. 19, she's down to
53.—Wait, it was a day or so before
that when Tom sold his seat on the Ex-
change.—Then here she is down an-
other point, needing another $10,000.
And here—at last—here’'s the bottom,
47. The date is—”

He did not read that date. A flush of
hottest crimson was spreading over his
clean shaved face to the roots of his
hair.

“February 15
over his shoulder.

“The day after St. Valentine’'s day!”

repeated Nan

Nan read the date
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murmured Nan's second cousin.

Nan’s second cousin went over it
again, in a trembling of unbelief, in an
agony because he must believe. At a
mere figure here, another there, he saw
treasure thrown into a sinking chasm,
and more treasure thrown, and more
than treasure thrown, all, everything,
for the sake of a woman. The reckless-
ness, the splendor of it! It was abso-
lutely dazzling.

“Nan,” said Mr. Villard, abruptly,
clutching at a straw, “your broker friend
must have advanced $130,000 to carry
this deal. Nan—the—he must have used
those trust funds. Of course, he paid
them back, since S. A. P. went up and
won it all back, yet—"

Nan snatched the little key, which was
not a watch key, from her watch chain,
and held it under his eyes. “That, Hal
Villard,” she said, “is the key to Tom'’s
safe deposit box at the Knickerbocker
Trust Company. He gave it to me to
keep for him. He might have said it was
his honor in my keeping. Every day,
coming home from my work, | stopped
at the Trust Company’s and opened the
deposit box. He made me promise to.
Now, maybe you can guess that those
trust funds, the money of those Van
Dusen orphans—only they're bonds—
were in that box. Guess that, Hal, and
for once, in spite of your mean, sus-
picious nature, you have guessed
right.”

“And | thank you, Nan,” said Mr.
Harold Villard, “for the chance.” His
lips twisting ruefully. “And it's march-
ing time,” he added.

“Good-night,” she said, looking, not
at her watch, but at the key.

DWIN BALMER was the first writer to see the dramatic

story possibilities in the “wireless.”

His stories in the Sat-

urday Evening Post several years ago opened this field in lit-

erature.

Mr. Balmer passed on from the subject, but recently

he conceived a plot so vivid and thrilling that he immediately set it on

paper.

It is a really great story, with a big thought behind it.

Natu-

rally, therefore, it will appear in the RED BOOK MAGAZINE. You'll

find it in the November issue.



Pump s

And the part they
played in a love affair

By GEORGE VAUX BACON

Author of “Shall Women Vote?” etc.

I most peculiar thing about

pair of pumps is this: you

ver can tell which part of

em will hurt the next time
you put them on. Why men will trust
the solution of their romances to those
occasions when they wear pumps no one
knows.

The first time Jimmy Middleton wore
his pumps they hurt the big toe on his
left foot. The second time, they hurt
the cord of Achilles on his right foot.

That was the night he had chosen to
propose definitely and finally to Cicely,
to determine whether his life was to be-
come one long dream of exquisite bliss
with her, or a barren desert of blasted
hopes.

Down about three or four dances from
the end, when the agony in that pump
began to be something fearful, he man-
aged to get her to suggest sitting out a
dance.

He brought her out into the moonlit
and vine-entwined loggia of the dancing
pavilion overlooking the sea, sat her
down in the beauty of it all, and in a
voice rendered thrice calfish by the
agony in his nether limb, leaned mushily
toward her and cooed hoarsely:

“Cicely, dear, will you marry me?”

“Certainly not!” replied Cicely
promptly, fixing him with a round-eyed
stare.

And, racked with agony, poor Jimmy
blurted forth:

“You needn’'t be so cattish about it!”

Before he could think, she rose to her
feet and left him.

Dazed from the suddenness of the
shipwreck of his hopes and fond de-
sires, Jimmy’'s mind was a blank, till
mechanically, he removed the biting de-
mon on his foot. Then over his face
beamed a gentle look of radiant jov, a
strange expression for a heart-stricken
swain. We are all the slaves of worn
out livers and new shoes.

Cicely had really meant to jolly him;
but as she, unfortunately, had begun to
smile just a second too late, and he had
said what he had said in a very abrupt
and nasty way, they parted for evermore
in a huff.

Of course, that is merely a manner of
speaking. People never really part for
evermore in real life. They are sure to
meet somewhere, some time, in a Tur-
kish bath, jail, at a tea somewhere, a
train-wreck, a bridge party or a funeral.
With the exact technical definition of
parting forever in a huff, however, this
story does not concern itself in the least.
Suffice it to say that to all appearances
their young hearts were forever sepa-
rated that night.

Jimmy called up a few times and
asked to call. She assured him in a cold,
dignified young voice, that he really
could not, as she had a series of engage-
ments stretching over the major part of
her life, beginning with that evening,
uninterruptedly on to the day when she
should breathe her last.
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Here we have a hiatus of a few weeks,
after which we find Jimmy doggedly
selling hosiery to the trade in lowa, and
Cicely and her mother on their way to
Europe. Mother had told Cicely that
she thought a European trip would do
her good, as her digestion appeared to
be poor. (Older people are so infernally
unromantic and so tryingly often right!)
Cicely went.

She started in by being tragically re-
served; but by the time she arrived in
London she was having just as good a
time as any other young person who had
not had Cupid’s dart snapped off short
and left to fester and torment a broken
heart. Mother was as adroit and astute a
person in the ways of the social world as
Father was in the intricacies of the
world of finance. Cicely had a “perfect-
ly dandy time” in London and a “gor-
geous time” in Paris. (Who doesn’'t?)

Followed, a motor trip down the Ri-
viera and an invitation upon the yacht
of a Very Distinguished Personage.

On the yacht was a real live German
Baron with a bloody pedigree and an
awful accent. He was short, and thick
through the chest, with a sword scar on
his left cheek. He had a bristling blond
mustache that stuck up ferociously at
the ends like the Kaiser's, a very red
face, very pale blue eyes and simply
oceans and oceans of manner.

The glory of a June evening lay upon
the Mediterranean. Ashore winked the
lights of the Casino on Monte Carlo.
The stars twinkled gently, little will-o’-
the-wisps, far up in a velvet sky. Even
the Baron’s impossible voice took on a
slight shade of softness. He and Cicely
were alone on the after-deck. The rest
of the party were discussing other
peoples’ private affairs out of sight.

The Baron was a good talker. Also,
he was very impressive. Also he was very
much in debt. Cicely, all dressed in
white, her Titian locks bound with a
simple bandeau, listened. He told of
the student combats of his youth, and
Romance woke within her soul. He told
of the grandeur of his mighty castle in
the Black Forest, and she yearned for the
mystery and the silent, whispering pas-
sion of the great woods.
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In America the idea of political mag-
nificence is to don an ugly badge on a
Prince Albert coat and march in a dusty
street behind a blatant band, shouting
for a candidate who is drinking mint
juleps with his friends in a cool corner
of the biggest hotel in town.

Politics in Europe is stupendous. One
lives in palaces, one dines in magnificent
cafes, one wears wonderful gowns. The
glitter and tramp of armies take the
place of the dusty street and the noisy
and discordant band. Society is engross-
ing, men are interesting, women fasci-
nating. One sincerely enjoys life there.
(Especially if one has plenty of good
American dollars with which to enjoy.)

That night she dreamed of the Bar-
on’s courtierlike kiss upon her hand as
she left him. She dreamed of London,
Paris, the Riviera, of cuirassiers and
croupiers and counts: but she did not
dream of Jimmy, unromantically and
industriously selling hosiery in lowa.

It came to pass that the engagement
of Cicely to the Baron Hamilcar was
announced. The social world, the people
and the press made comments according
to their lights.

After all the fuss and feathers had
drifted back to earth, Cicely and her
Baron were married, tied up with all the
pomp and ceremony of the Episcopal
Church, banged into a liner and sent
back to Europe.

The Baron had been well paid for
marrying Cicely, so he didn’'t have to
hang around her and beg for half dol-
lars to tip the waiters. All he had to do
was to be pleasant.

But it became hard for the Baron to
be pleasant. The Baron was a disgusting
brute, as poor Cicely very soon found
out. There are some things that a girl
of a clean race will not tolerate. It was
not long before Reality flung her dream
of romance four ways.

Listening to the Baron telling of his
exploits under a beautiful Mediterran-
ean sky was one thing. Listening to
them, knowing what he really was, and
knowing that her life was linked and
shamed with his, was another.

The afternoon before the ship reached
Hamburg, she lay upon the couch in
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their stateroom, her head in her arms,
sobbing. The Baron entered. He had
been drinking champagne with some
quickly made friends. He did not look
at all romantic. Leaving the door open,
he advanced towards the couch and
looked down at Cicely.

“Why are you crying?” he asked, sud-
denly, lurching slightly as he spoke and
clutching at the open door. He missed
the door and fell sprawling upon the
floor.

Cicely sat up on the edge of the couch
and watched him crawl to his feet. He
had not been able to afford such good
champagne before his marriage with her,
and now he seemed to be trying to make
up for lost time. He regained his feet
and stood leaning against the side of
the stateroom. Still she gazed at him,
silently, without moving.

“Well!” he managed to gulp forth
after a minute or two of such amazing
and unlooked-for scrutiny.

“Well!” she answered, a cold fury in
her voice.

“Wha' do you mean?” he demanded.
An evil look came into his eyes. If
one could imagine a pig with blue eyes,
one would say that such a pig would
have looked like the Baron at that mo-
ment.

Stepping deliberately forward, she
slapped his face so thoroughly that he
staggered back through the open door.
She slammed it after him and locked it.
He pounded on it once or twice. Pres-
ently she heard him slouching away.

“My husband!” The thought seared
her brain like a hot iron; but this time
she did not sob.

Instead, with a gasp of relief, she re-
moved her left pump, which had been
clinching her left little toe in a pair of
white hot nippers, powdered her nose,
and began to pack things into various
portmanteaux.

The mysterious disappearance of the
Baroness Hamilcar, on the docks at
Hamburg, was the sensation of the year.
It held front page space for three whole
days. Then it moved in two pages. Then
it went into the waste-basket.

The Baron Hamilcar spent his time
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happily and aristocratically drunk. The
ripples of curiosity faded and disap-
peared ; there was the hint of a scandal;
then society forgot.

In his mahogany furnished offices in
New York, James Middleton, President
of the Hosiery Trust, gazed through
his gold-mounted pince-nez upon the
morning paper, which he had not had
time to finish during his trip down town
in his limousine.

A headline caught his eye. It read:

“BARON HAMILCAR DEAD OF
THE D. T.'S”

From that it went on to elucidate:

Baron Hamilcar of Germany, hus-
band of the heiress Cicely Turner,
who mysteriously disappeared while
they were on their honeymoon trip
across the Atlantic a few years ago,
died to-day of delirium tremens. It is
said that his drinking was caused by
depression following the disappear-
ance of his beautiful young wife, and
the_it_dhe has once or twice attempted
suicide.

Even the press was kind to the Baron.
It credited him with being capable of
entertaining the idea of suicide!

James Middleton remembered dimly
that he had known Cicely Turner when
he was a young fellow. The remem-
brance of the silly ass he made of
himself with her on the moonlit loggia
came back to him. He smiled upon the
startled stenographer, who happened to
glance around at him at that moment,
but immediately caught himself and
started to dictate to her the answers to
the letters on his desk for which she had
been waiting. He enjoyed the plunge
into his affairs after the hiatus of the
night immensely. The affairs of the
Trust were in splendid shape. Every-
body was making money, including the
President. The President was happy.

Five friends invited him to a box par-
ty that night. After a roaring musical
Comedy, they adjourned to the cafe of
the season for a midnight spread.

The six men, three young and three,
like James Middleton, gray-haired and
with impressive paunches, had a glorious
time. In the midst of it, some one en-
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tered who was greeted with a lull in
the conversation, and the craning of
necks.

It was a woman, perfect— stunning.
Her hair, like burnished copper, was
done in a great coil on a head as shape-
ly as was beautiful the column of the
neck and the shoulders below it. Her
skin was like milk. Her eyes were won-
derful, daring grey stars.

A breathlessness became apparent
among the diners by whom she moved.
Gracefully, graciously, she permitted
her escort to remove her wraps.

“The tall fellow with her, is a lawyer,
Arthur Hawkins,” whispered one of the
younger men to Middleton, and paused
in astonishment. Middleton was staring
at the woman, his face unusually pale,
a strange look in his eyes.

The other four, catching the young
man’s eye, became silent, watching Mid-
dleton. There was something uncanny
at the way he stared at the unconscious
woman, who was engaged in chatting
gaily with the man sitting across from
her.

As they watched however, she stopped
talking suddenly, appeared preoccupied
for a moment or two, then, turning her
head slowly, looked straight into Mid-
dleton’s eyes. The six men forgot the
crowd about them, or that they were in
a brilliantly lighted cafe in the midst of
a noisily chatting theatre crowd. There
seemed to be nothing in the world but
Middleton, his face oddly pale, and the
woman with the wonderful Titian hair,
scarlet lips and wide grey eyes, looking
at each other, not across the space be-
tween two tables, but through the empti-
ness of wasted years.

“Cicely I” murmured Middleton under
his breath.

The tension was over. Middleton
arose, excused himself to the others and
went over to her table. She welcomed
him with a smile that had in it all the
sweetness and tenderness of friendly
womankind.

She introduced him to the young law-
yer, her counsel, with whom she was
dining. The three chatted pleasantly, the
lawyer, an acute man, gradually disen-
tangling himself from the conversation.

1039

To Middleton, it was as though the
Heavens had opened and he were look-
ing in on Paradise. This beautiful crea-
ture was Cicely Turner—little Cicely
Turner, who used to wear light frocks
and run around at lawn parties!

His head was in a whirl. He saw noth-
ing but the light in the grey eyes that
looked at him so graciously. To some,
l.ove comes in gold caparisoned splen-
dor, with all the fluttering pennons and
gonfalons of Royal Progress; to some,
he steals quietly into the unwatched
heart without a word or a knock. Love
struck Middleton straight between the
eyes with a full-armed punch from the
shoulder.

James Middleton had gone through
life forgetting everything except the
making of a great industry out of the
business of which he was President.
Every power of his mind, every atom of
his will, every iota of the iron stamina
within him had gone into the building
up of the great interest of which he was
now the head.

To such a man, the abrupt awakening
of a mighty passion was like a tremen-
dous volcano hurling itself through the
crust of the earth under a populous city.

The roots of his being were torn up
and hurled upward. The vast energies
which he had cultivated and trained to
egrasp a hundred different lines of activ-
ity at once, concentrated into the tre-
mendous power of his loving.

That evening was the beginning of
many days that saw Cicely and James
Middleton together. The strength of the
man’s terrific mentality held Cicely as
in a spell, while the wonderful beauty of
her, and the soul-sweetness that made
the beauty of her body a mere tinkling
echo of her own real loveliness, gripped
him with bands stronger than steel.

The love of a long-starved soul is a
terrible thing, and a soul starved on
money is very hungry for its proper
nourishment.

Although the power of Middleton's
personality, the cleanness of him, swept
Cicely off her feet, so that many and
many a time, a word from him would
have made her his forever, yet she held
him off from speaking that word, with
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the woman'’s love of being courted. She
played with him, gently, graciously, and
both of them were very happy.

But a man of the caliber of James
Middleton is used to getting what he
wants. He was used to the long road
and the hard road. He had won in the
battle of money because he was a fight-
er: and a fighter is the greatest wooer
in the world.

As he loved Cicely madly, savagely,
blindly, so he courted her with the soft-
ness of the tiger's paw whose ugly claws
are well-hidden. And what woman but
secretly loves the knowledge that, hidden
in the tenderness of the man who loves
her, is that hidden depth of cruelty?

One place they both liked more than
all the others. It was a loggia overlook-
ing the sea, vine covered, and filled at
evening with a gale of music from a
dancing pavilion within an old, old
place, filled with the ghosts of many
loves, and sweet to those two with the
memories of the past.

As he had frequently planned the ruin
of a rival factory or the wrecking of a
recalcitrant bank, James Middleton
planned the evening when he should
have from Cicely the final whispered
“Yes” to his wooing, which her alter-
nating fits of tenderness and coldness
foreshadowed to the mind astute in hu-
man nature.

They sat under the vines in the moon-
light, hand in hand, like two young lov-
ers. Cicely had been strangely silent all
the evening, had preferred sitting down
to going anywhere or walking about.
Middleton had been somewhat puzzled
at her. Never before had she been so
silent with him.

They talked. Her preoccupation
seemed to vanish. She was again the
tenderness that was the sweet whole of
her. His love swept over Middleton in
a wave. Turning on a seat, he pulled her
to him, burying his lips on hers and in
the perfume of her hair.

Footsteps sounded. They quickly dis-
engaged themselves. Middleton had not
yet asked the question.

“Come, dear,” he said.
down by the water and walk.”

With somewhat laggard step, she fol-

“Let's go
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lowed him. They walked by the murmur-
ing waves, Again she was very silent. If
one had looked closely in the moonlight,
one would have seen a strange, deep line
creasing her forehead between her brows.

Middleton took her hand tenderly.

“Cicely, dear, wont you answer mt
finally and for good? | love you sin-
cerely—truly. You know that | do. Wont
you saw now that you will marry me?”

Clinging to her hand with one of his,
with the other he began fishing in his
vest pocket for the solitaire to put on
her finger.

His hand began to perspire.
jerked hers away.

She watched him awkwardly fishing
for the ring. Suddenly, not knowing why,
without having, apparently, any reason
for it, her whole soul rose up in revolt
against Middleton, against the sea,
against the sky, against herself, against
the sand she was standing on, against
the whole world. With her teeth set, she
said with dangerous sweetness:

“Don’t be so anxious to get that ring,
James. Perhaps you wont be able to use
it when you find it.”

A look of ludicrous dismay swept over
Middleton’s face. It seemed to inspire
Cicely with fury. She stamped her foot,
stared at him a moment, walked back to
the ball room, peremptorily ordered her
car and drove home.

That night Cicely lay in bed after her
maid had pulled off the pump which had
been sending shooting pangs of exquisite
anguish through her left instep all even-
ing, and laughed. Getting rid of a pain-
ing pump is more intoxicating than a
case of wines.

She

The Imp of The Little Thingsfasten-
ed a large tag marked "Exhibit B" on
a lady's pair ofpumps and hung them
on a hook in a room behind the Court
where the Almighty tries the damage
suits ofhuman lives and loves. Beside
the hook on which the Imp hung the
lady's pumps, was a pair of man’'s
pumps to which were attached a large
tag reading “Exhibit A ."

The Imp regarded the pumps for a
few minutes with interest, then, with a
happy smile, lighted a cigarette and
walked out.

He wasgoing to have dinner with the
man who invented collar-buttons.



Disposing
of Miss Zack

- by -
EDWIN L. SABIN

Author of “Young Mrs. Anderson,” etc.
Il LLUSTRATETD BY ROBERT A GRAEF

"S, tilted back in his chair upon of the most successful capitalist whom
the hotel veranda, he perused Danny knew; therefore, as the house
the first letter in his morning’s might be considered the same as money,

1mail, Danny Nidiver was per- it had shamed him by its idleness.

vaded with a feeling of relief. The house But his agents now wrote:
to which the letter referred had been We think that h tis

' i e thin at we have a satisfac-
vaca?é oer Ion_ghto Su'? ayoung m.::}r}]({or tory tenant for that Bond Street
an old man, either) of property. *Keep roperty;, and have accordingly
your money working,” was the advice eased it for a year to Miss A. Zack,
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at $18 a month. Miss Zack, .who is a
maiden lady, engages, in consequence
of the low rent, to be a fixture, and
to keep the premises in good repair.
We trust that this will meet with
your approval. Etc., etc.

Eighteen dollars did seem a low rental
for a six-room house. On the other hand,
the house was old-fashioned and so was
the neighborhood. Possibly Miss A. Zack
(Jove, what a name ! Betokening a wash-
erwoman’s knot or equally severe cork-
screw curls!) counted upon taking in
roomers and making this her work. At
any rate, she could have the house for
the $18, and she would find it an $18
house, as she should expect.

However, this A. Zack seemed to have
expected that for the $18 a month she
was entitled to a $40 a month house. At
least, this was indicated by the report of
the agents when Danny ill-advisedly
dropped in. They said it with a smile,
but they said it ruefully.

“That tenant of the Bond Street
house is giving us more trouble than all
our other tenants put together. Of
course, we don't complain, please under-
stand, Mr. Nidiver; it's all in the day’s
routine; that's what we're on earth for.
But, 'pon my soul, I'd rather have a
whole apartment building to care for
than one Miss A. Zack. We've always
found it more agreeable to lease to men
than to women; but for that property
we're lucky to get anybody. So pray
don’t think we're kicking.”

“What's the matter with her?”
manded Danny.

“She just wants us to build the house
over again for her, is about all,”
laughed Jepson—who was the spokes-
man. “She hasn't ferreted you out yet,
has she?”

“No.”

“Well, that's a wonder. She's been
trying to get past us to you, although we
assure her that the property is entirely
in our hands, and that you would only
refer her to us again.”

“Certainly,” said Danny. “But what
does she want?”

“What doesn’'t she want! Now she
threatens to vacate, if we don’'t give her
new plumbing.”

de-
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“Thought she'd promised to be per-
manent, for the rent.”

“She did. We have the lease, besides.
But she says she’ll break the lease!
Bah!”

“I'll go out there,” vouchsafed Danny.

“You needn’'t, Mr. Nidiver. Don't
trouble yourself; we’ll handle her.”

“No, I'll go. I want to look at the
house, anyway. Maybe we can do some-
thing else with it.”

“Fine old property, Mr. Nidiver; but
of course not modern. She understood
that before she went in.”

“Well, I'll see about it,”
Danny.

This being his first and only property,
although indeed it was, as stated, in that
dubious condition “fine” and “old,” and
rented at only $18, the sense of posses-
sion and of landlordship weighted him
with a pleasurable responsibility. He
knew it was against the ethics of the
renting business for an owner to emerge
from behind his agents; but he had the
amateur’s curiosity to see to whom he
was renting. Besides, this Bond Street
cottage (it was advertised as a cottage)
had long been the habitation of Danny’s
maiden aunt; thus through the maiden
aunt had he succeeded to the title of it,
and the maiden aunt had been a very
particular (and cantankerous) person.
He felt that ordinarily his curiosity was
unprofessional; but in this case, who
was Miss A. Zack, and of what was she
complaining ?

The Bond Street cottage was set well
back, in the midst of an old-fashioned
yard, where flowers struggled with grass,
and where sunshine alternated with
shade. The premises looked familiar;
but a change was evidenced when a large
dog of the yellow St. Bernard pattern
(at least, so Danny catalogued him)
rushed violently forth, and at the bel-
lowing challenge of the guardian there
appeared upon the front porch a slim
woman. The slim woman called back the
yellow dog, shut him inside the house,
and awaited Danny’s further approach.

“Miss Zack?”

“l am Miss Zack.”

“I'm Mr. Nidiver, the owner of this
house.”

repeated



“ Beg your pardon,” said Danny. “ | came out to see that the pipes were all right. Are they? * Splendid,
thank you,” said Miss Zack, hopelessly endeavoring to pin her blouse at the throat
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The slim woman extended her hand,
promptly.

“I'm very glad to see you, Mr. Nidi-
ver. Will you come inside, or sit out
here?”

“Perhaps out here would be better, if
agreeable to you.” \

Yes, she was Miss Zack— Miss A.
Zack, the “A.” probably standing for
Ann. There was no doubt about her
spinsterhood. He had about decided that
the name fitted, when her laugh discon-
certed him. It did not sound at all like
her name. In connection with the laugh
she said :

“Are you afraid of Bruno? | don’t
blame you. But he scarcely ever really
bites. He might, though.”

An uncertain female was Miss A.
Zack. However, not pretty; no, not pret-

“1 called,” proffered Danny, as he
seated himself upon the pleasant porch
where in time agone he had been priv-
ileged to sit with his estimable maiden
aunt, “because my agents state that you
do not seem satisfied with your bargain.”

“What bargain, Mr. Nidiver?” And
Miss A. Zack, pushing back a lock of
paly brown hair, opened upon him two
eyes which struck him as being either
blue or slaty green. They were wide,
straight eyes.

“'Phis house.”

“But | don't call it a bargain, Mr.
Nidiver.”

“We do. You have a lease upon it,
very cheaply.”

“Why cheaply?”

“Because you pay only $18, | believe.”

“It would be a reasonable rent if the
house were in good condition, Mr. Nidi-
ver. As it is, | can't live here—and |
wont.”

Miss A. Zack asserted this with a
calm, dispassionate tone of finality. He
observed that her smooth skin was nev-
ertheless minutely wrinkled, with a
satiny meshwork as fine as the finest
silk. So she was not young.

“But vou have signed a lease, Miss
Zack.”

“1 shall break it.”

“That would be very awkward, and
give you a great deal of trouble,” he
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instructed. “Breaking leases is a serious
matter. Furthermore, in consideration of
the low rent you agreed, did you not, to
be a permanent tenant? So my agents
wrote me.”

“Your agents
place. They said—"

“But, my dear woman, it is rather late
to talk of that now. You should have
considered before you signed the lease
and agreed to come in.”

misrepresented  the

“Really, Mr. Nidiver, if you paid
this call to lecture me, I—1 must let
Bruno out,” reminded Miss A. Zack,

with beautiful color.

“Beg your pardon,” accepted Danny,
meekly. “1 was only talking business. It
is a business matter. But we can't let you
off, 1 fear, Miss Zack; you must abide
by the agreement.”

“Not at all.” Miss Zack was firm.
“And | shouldn’t think you'd want me if
I don't want to stay.” The argument was
essentially feminine; and whereas the
tone had been (as said) firm, now the
eyes had a supiciously feminine dewiness
in them. Yes, they were blue eyes—tur-
quoise blue, perhaps by contrast with the
high color of the cheeks.

“What's the matter, then, please? My
aunt, who lived here fifteen years and
more, thought it a very comfortable
home. The place is old, of course; but,
er—for a single—or—for anybody who
likes quiet, you know—"

“The place isn't what | expected. It's,
—it's too far out.”

“It's no further out than when you

leased it, is it, Miss Zack?” ventured
Danny.
“N-no,” acknowledged Miss Zack,

vaguely, “but even my cook has left
me:“

“We're not to blame for that. Cooks
are quite apt to leave, are they not? Do
you—er—then live alone here?”

“l do now. But | have Bruno. It's
—so far out, you see. And,” she added,
irrelevantly, with a troubled expression,
gazing upon him inquiringly, “the drain-
pipes from the roof to the cistern have
all rusted out and | don't get a bit of
soft water. Your agents say they wont
fix them.”

“lIs that all—besides being so far
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out?” invited Danny. “We really can-
not annihilate distance.”

“N-no,” mused Miss Zack. “ But you
can fix the gutter-pipes.”

“Let me look at them,” said Danny.

“Certainly. I'll show you.” Accord-
ingly Miss Zack conducted him.

Danny knew very well the way to the
pipes conducting from eaves to cistern ;
therefore he was not required to apply
his mind to the direction; he might
apply it to Miss Zack. his guide. She was
slim, but not thin with spinster-ish thin-
ness. Rather, he observed, the slimness

Would you eat a cookie.

Do take one.
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was of the rounded-corner type, and
filled perfectly a blue gingham dress.

“See?” bade Miss Zack. “ The water
all leaks out through those holes before
it ever gets to the cistern. And | don't
have any soft water.”

“But you are supplied with the city
water,” suggested Danny.

“1 must have the soft water. | really
must. I'm paying for the cistern, with
the house, am | not? It's a part of the
premises, isn't it?”

“Very well. I'll send a man up to fix
it,” declared Danny, briskly.
“Thank you,” replied Miss Zack.

“That will help me very much. But the
agents were horrid about it.”

Danny was glad that the bill from the
tin-man came to him direct instead
of coming through his agents, for
it amounted to more than a month’s rent,
and he felt certain that his agent would
not approve of such extravagance upon
doubtful property. On the whole, he
decided that it would be better not to
report to his agents in detail; so he re-
ported with the general statement that

he had seen Miss A. Zack, and

that he had placated her.

However, in order to see

for himself that the

pipes had been prop-

erly adjusted, he

went out again.

This was only

business prudence,

you appreciate. As

long as the work

had been done, it

should have been

done so as to leave

Miss A. Zack no
complaint.

Bruno was quies-

cent; but Miss

Zack was deep in

a washing, and

the embarrassment

over the failure of

her Cerberus was

mutual. She was
on the side porch,
whither Danny

had followed the

There!” drain-pipes.



1046

“Beg your pardon,” stammered Dan-
ny. “l came out to see that the pipes
were all right. Are they?”

“Splendid, thank vou,” assured Miss
Zack, rallying from tub and wash-board,
and with soapy pink fingers hopelessly
endeavoring to pin her blouse at the
throat.

Unavoidably Danny glimpsed the
softness which the pin threatened; and
his eyes discreetly wandering, passed off
by way of the two pink, soft arms up-
lifted. Who might have guessed that
underneath those gingham sleeves of the
other day were these singularly round
arms!

“1 beg your pardon,” stammered Dan-
ny, vacuously, again.

“Not at all. Only, | didn't hear you
coming,” explained Miss Zack.

“The pipes are all right, then?”

“They seem to be, Mr. Nidiver. The
cistern’s almost half full. I'm— 1 might
as well tell you—I'm using the water
now.”

“Are you?” accepted Danny, politely.
“That's what it's for, isn't it? To wash
—er—hair, and clothes, and things?”

“Yes. But I'm washing other people’s
clothes, and things—not their hair, how-
ever; although maybe | will. You see,
Mr. Nidiver, I've got to make a living.”

“Have you?” murmured Danny, awk-
wardly. “1 didn't know.”

“Yes,” continued Miss Zack, in a de-
termined manner. “At first | tried board-
ers; but it's so far here, and it isn't a
very good neighborhood, and they all
left and my cook left, too. But | can
do lovely washing of fine clothes in this
soft water,” she added, triumphant. “I

never washed so, before; | think,
though, it will be a big success. Don't
you?”

“1 hope so,” assured Danny.

But he didn't. As he painstakingly
withdrew, his emotions’ were mingled—
his gratification at having replaced the
useless old pipes warring with a strong
inclination to shoot holes in the useful
new ones ! Ought a—er—young woman,
like Miss Zack, be doing regular wash-
ing? His maiden aunt never did any
such thing, at the house.

Like any circumspect landlord, Danny
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absented himself from the vicinity of
his property for fully seventeen days.
He must leave his rentals to his agents;
certainly. Therefore, as seemed to him,
it was only by accident that next he
heard from Miss Zack, his tenant on
Bond Street. His agents beckoned him
in, as he was casually passing and glanc-
ing their way.

“Hate to bother you, Mr. Nidiver,”
asserted Jepson. “But we've received an
ultimatum from that Miss Zack, in your
Bond Street house. She threatens to
vacate, again. Thought you'd pacified
her.”

“So did 1,” faltered Danny. “What's
the matter now?”

“She wants gas put in.”

“Oh!” received Danny. “Uh-huh.”

“We've told her, by letter, that it is
out of the question, at the present rent.
That is your judgment too, isn't it?”

“Why—er, | should think so,”
mitted Danny. “Wont she stay?”

“She will, or find another tenant, or
pay the rent anyway,” decreed Jepson.

“That's right,” supported Danny.
“That's right. Er—the house ought to
have gas, 1 suppose; oughtn’'t it? Most
houses do; don't they?”

“When they do, the tenant pays for
it,” corrected Jepson. “In this case, the
tenant took the house as it was. If the
gas is put in, then she should pay more,
whereas, Mr. Nidiver, she's behind al-
ready.”

“Is she?” asked Danny, startled.

“Yes; two weeks overdue. So | should
think that gas and increased rent would
be a mistaken kindness. Let us 'tend to
her, Mr. Nidiver.”

“Well—er—thank you,” said Danny.
“You're right, no doubt. You've had
more experience. If | should want gas in
there, for myself, sometime—but that
would be a different matter.”

“Very different,” concurred Jepson.

It did strike Danny that a house—a
city house, without gas, was an anomaly ;
and if, eventually, he could get more rent
from his property by a comparatively
small outlay, why, why not? At any rate,
he could talk the matter over with the
gas company; which he did.

Then to see for himself that the work

ad-
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had been performed thoroughly was
again only prudent business manage-
ment. Out he went. To his relief the side
porch was empty, the day evidently not
being wash-day; and to his relief Bruno
met him only at the kitchen door. Some-
thing else, also, met him at the kitchen
door: a delicious fragrance, a spicy,
crusty fragrance, a fragrance most ap-
pealing, reminiscent, comforting. Envel-
oped in, and forming a part of it, Miss
Zack met him.

Miss Zack was friendly ; friendly like-
wise (though, as judged by his saliva-
ting, greedy chops, for purely physical
reasons) was Bruno.

“1 have come to inspect,” explained
Danny, weakly apologetic. “The gas is
in?”

“Yes, thank you; and I'm using it,”
answered Miss Zack. “Do you want to
see my stove?”

“1 beg your pardon for—er, making
approach by the kitchen, you know,”
proffered Danny, abashed. “1 was fol-
lowing the ditch around, this time.”

“I'm cooking,” declared Miss Zack,
with enthusiasm. “Could you guess?”

He could. There was the fragrance;
and then Miss Zack’'s cheeks were in-
tensely rosy, and her arms (free to the
elbows) were pinker than before.

“1 didn't ask you for a gas stove. |
bought this,” elucidated Miss Zack,
ushering him into the familiar kitchen
rendered unfamiliar by the advent of a
modern appliance. “Would you eat a
cookie? Do take one. There. They're
pretty good, | think. Of course, I'm not
used to the stove, yet. You see, Mr.
Nidiver, 1 really ought to have had
gas to wash by. Only, I'm not doing
washing any more. | didn’'t get enough,
and people didn't seem to appreciate
how lovely the soft water made their
clothes, and | had to compete with the
laundries, and | found | wasn't cover-
ing the cost of soap and fuel. So | gave
that up. But now I'm cooking. I'm cook-
ing things for the Woman’s Exchange,
and | hope to sell to private patrons, too.
To do much cooking | must have gas,
though, and that's why 1 asked for it
Was that a good cookie? Please tell me
truly.”
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“Fine!” asserted Danny.

The taste of the cookies lingered long,
and brought up Miss Zack; and the fra-
grance lingered long, and brought up
Miss Zack; whereas, really, the taste
and the fragrance might just as well,
and even more naturally, have brought
to mind the late and estimable maiden
aunt, whose culinary prodigies, per-
formed without any gas, were fully as
extraordinary and pronounced as those
of her successor.

Nevertheless, and apropos of nothing,
Miss A. Zac.ks' eyes certainly were tur-
quoise. And what did that first initial
stand for? Perhaps not Ann; perhaps
Alice. However—

Danny’s omniscient agents (drat 'em!)
guessed at that gas deal; and sedulously
though he kept away from them, and
from Miss Zack, that they all might
pursue their businesses while he pursued
his, only the ninth or tenth time that
he inadvertently passed the office they
accosted him—that is, the observant Jep-
son did.

“You've got Miss Zack on your hands
again,” accused Jepson.

“1I" retorted Danny, brazenly aston-
ished. “Why?”

“You've spoiled her, Mr. Nidiver.
You know, you can’t cater to tenants that
way, without spoiling them. She's two
months behind on her rent and now she
wants the house wired for electric light-
ing, or she'll vacate.”

“Pshaw,” mused Danny, blankly com-
miserative. “That's too bad.”

“We'd have settled her long ago,”
asserted Jepson, “if—” The pause was
significant. “We have such cases to deal
with right along. We do, Mr. Nidiver.
They don’t fool us.”

“Pshaw,” mused Danny. “Maybe 1'd
better see her. What do you think?”

“Humph!” grunted Jepson. “Let her
go. There are others. At that figure the
house wont stand vacant long.”

Danny’'s “too bad” had been misin-
terpreted by astute Mr. Jepson. If Miss
Zack was two months behind in her rent?
then she had not been making a success
out of the cooking, just as she had not
made it out of the washing. This oc-
curred first to Danny; and it next oc-



Judging by the commotion, he arrived opportunely, Bruno was bellowing impotently, Miss Zack was
impotently gesticulating and weeping, and three men were removing from the kitchen the gas stove
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curred that the loss of $18 a month
would not be the only loss when Miss
Zack make good her threat. Um-ra-m—
no. She was, it seemed to him, a very
fitting tenant, for such a property—very
fitting. Would it not he wisdom to
conciliate her a little, and have her stay
on? There was something in having a
tenant who took the interest in the prop-
erty that Miss Zack took—was there not?

“I've got to go up that way in a day

or two,” he ventured, tentatively. “It
might do some good if | stopped in—"
“Oh, yes,” snorted Jepson. “Then

she'll get the wiring.”

Was this his property, reflected Dan-
ny, as he walked on. And had he a right
to improve his family estate, nr not?
Zounds! He waxed indignant, and more
indignant.

A house without electricity was a
shameful thing, and to foist such a house
upon any self-respecting person (partic-
ularly a maiden person) was another
shameful thing. The veriest laborers’ ter-
race, nowadays, was equipped with elec-
tricity. It wouldn’t be much of a job to
run a fewTwires through the walls, and
along the floors—or ceilings—or some-
where; would it? No. At least, the gas
and electric company agreed that it
wouldn't.

The job may not have amounted to
much, as jobs go; but the bill did.
However, no matter. A property owner
must expect to be put to some expense of
maintenance. And Miss Zack was beam-
ingly appreciative.

When, necessarily, he must inspect,
again, she received him by the front
door, as if she might have been watching
for him.

“See?” invited Miss Zack—who had
changed to a pink dress, as pleasing as
the blue had been. “This is my office. I'm
not a cook any more. Catering isn't
what | expected— that is, home catering.
People seem just as satisfied with com-
mon baker stuff as with home-cooked.
There's so much offered to the Woman'’s
Exchange; and we all have our goods
there only on commission, and what isn’t
sold comes back to us—so | found that
I couldn’t make it pay. But see? This is
my office. 1'm going to do copying, and
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stenography, and things, at home! I'm
sure that will pay. I've quite a lot of
work promised, already. Here's my type-
writer. That's why | asked for electric
light, Mr. Nidiver. It's so hard to do
typing at night, with a lamp, and there’s
no gas except in the kitchen; and gas is
too hot too. But | can suspend a light
over my machine—see?”

“Excellent!” agreed Danny.

“Of course,” explained Miss Zack,
“all these things you've done are only
customary, for houses; and they're per-
manent improvements; they're fixtures,
and they're part of the property, for-
ever.”

“1 hope—er, you're safely launched,
now,” suggested Danny. “If | can turn
any work your way—"

“I'll have plenty, I'm sure,” answered
Miss A. Zack, instantly.

One would have thought so; for when
later Danny drove past, at night, in his
car, a raised curtain and window dis-
closed Miss Zack at work in her “office.”
He could see chiefly her head, as she
bent forward at her machine; and the
light metamorphosed her hair into a
golden-brown aureole. He had not
considered her as having so much hair,
of that beautiful color; and he had not
considered her as being obliged to work
at twelve o'clock at night. But, now
considering over again as he drove
homeward, he recalled that such was
her hair, and that Jepson et al, had not,
since the first month, remitted to him
any rent. He took the bull by the horns.

“Certainly not,” replied Jepson. “She
hasn't paid. She's three months behind.
Now, if you'll give us free hand, we'll
find a way, very quickly. We have the
lease back of us, you know, and it's an
easy thing to levy on her furniture—in
case she has enough to make it worth
while.”

“Well,” faltered Danny, perplexed,
“I'll—see her. It's—very unfortunate.”

“Very,” concurred Jepson, grimly.
“But, thank Heaven, we're not to
blame.”

Heavy-hearted (as he should be, thus
loaded with such guilty responsibility)
Danny wended his way to interview his
tenant again. Her stenographic career
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must have failed her ; she would leave ;
and he would lose— Miss Zack!

Judging by the commotion which was
disturbing the erstwhile peaceful (and
sometimes fragrant) atmosphere of the
Bond Street cottage, he arrived oppor-
tunely. Bruno was bellowing impotently,
Miss Zack was as impotently gesticulat-
ing and weeping, and three men were
removing from the kitchen the gas stove.

“1 tell them they can’'t—they can't,”
sobbed Miss Zack, appealing to- Danny,
bewildered and militant. “I'll pay for
it, as soon as | can. And it's yours, any-
way ; it belongs in the house. They took
my typewriter—other men did. That
was different. But this is a fixture. They
can't take fixtures. It's fastened to the
house, that makes it a fixture.”

The men laughed.

“That's something new, eh, Jim?”
grunted one.

“Yes, Missy,” averred another. “You
ought to be a she lawyer. S'pose you tell
that to the company. \Ye aint got noth-
ing to say about it.”

"1 have, though,” interrupted Danny,
with great and astounding boldness.
“The young lady is right. I'm a lawyer,
although not a ‘she lawyer,” as you see
fit to term it. Fixtures—er, are the prop-
erty of the owner of the house; and be-
ing installed here, as it is, this stove may
be called a fixture. You can't remove a
door, can you? Welll And anyway, the
stove is mine, because I'm going to buy
it. Is there anything due on it, by mis-
take? And how much?”

“We were sent to take this stove out.
We aint collectin’,” protested one of the
men, surlily.

“How much?” demanded Danny.

“T-twelve dollars,” sobbed Miss Zack.
“But you mustn't, Mr. Nidiver. I'll pay
it, if they'll give me a little more t-time.”

“Certainly,” agreed Danny, in all par-
ticulars. “Now, you men take my card—
here it is—down to your headquarters,
and you tell whoever is boss there that
I'll be responsible for this stove. See?
We'll quit this nonsense on the spot.”

“Don’'t know you, Mister; but I'll
telephone and get orders,” yielded the
leader in the band of oppressors.

He strode out in search of the 'phone;
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and the two others, his pals in villainy,
wandered forth, to the back porch.

“You mustn't; no, you mustn't,” pro-
tested Miss Zack, still weepy. “L-let
them t-take it. 1 can’t stay here, any-
wa-ay. I've tried—everything. But |
can't seem to succee-eed. My cop-copy-
ing didn’t pa-ay expenses—and they took
my machine—and I'm going, anyway.”

“You can't,” corrected Danny.

“1 will. You can rent to somebody
else. It's been improved so much.”

“1 might—Ilike to live here myself,”
ventured Danny, with caution.

“It's a nice house,” declared Miss
Zack, drying her eyes. “1'll pay you the
back rent as soon as I can. I'll go.”

“You can't,” corrected Danny.

“Is it that old lease?” demanded Miss
Zack, weepy again. “Shall you try to
hold me to that old lease?”

“We won't talk about the lease. But
there’'s that law about fixtures, re-
member,” instructed Danny, very care-
fully. “You see—the house has been im-
proved—as you say; and to remove any
of the fixtures would lessen the value—
exceedingly, Miss Zack. That is why I
might want to live here, myself—on ac-
count of the improvements—in the fix-
tures. And we— 1 understood—that
when you took the house, you were—er,
to be a fixture. | think you so led my
agents to infer—and, in fact, Miss Zack,
vou are the biggest improvement of all.
Er—?”

“Oh!” uttered Miss Zack, lifting star-
tled turquoise eyes set amidst enchanting
pinkness. “Am 1?”

History may be made with much rap-
idity—as witness Darius Green, and the
rush to California in '49, and other
events of world-moment. So by the
time when the telephone seeker had re-
turned from across the street, Danny
had discovered that the name was neither
Anna nor Alice, but the charming com-
bination Anice; that Zack was readily
solvent in Nidiver, resulting in Anice
Nidiver; and that—but the fellow did

return, and in brusque tone shouted
through the doorwav:

“It's all right!”

“Certainly it's all right,” answered
Danny.



Painted
Horse

Dan Waghorn’s story of
trotting races in Six Bars

RE you interested in horses,
mister?” asked Dan Waghorn.
Dan is the raconteur of Six
Bars, and my very good

friend, so | pricked up my ears.
“1 don’t mean are you sucker sufficient
to play the races,” Dan added medita-

tively.
“No, you may acquit me of that, Mr.
Waghorn,” | said. “But | am very keen

on the noble animals, quite outside of
their money-making capabilities.”

“Know anything about trotting?” he
went on, eyeing me absently.

I reflected. “Nothing technical, but
I've seen a few.”

Dan's voice took an argumentative
tone. “P’raps, you don't care to hear
about the trotting racket that started
once in Six Bars here!”

“Try me!” | said, enthusiastically.

Dan smiled slowly, pondered for a
few moments, and began:

Well, there's some fellers- aint ever
content. Put some of them in little old
New York, and they can't sleep f'r
thinking of the alkali dust and gener’l
barrenness of some place they come from
out back. Throw others into the blue-
grass country, and they're busy all the
time letting on that blue grass isn’t scen-

By= -
JOHN HASLETTE

Author of “ The Sanitary Sheriff,” etc

A TED BY

I'LLUSTR
L AS DUER

D O U G

ery in the same fine way pavements is.

Now, to my mind, Six Bars is a heap
in its little self. S'long’s there’s some-
thing to set on, and to smoke, and a
view where your eye'd hit the Rockies
first, if it happened that the Rockies was
near enough, well, that's good enough
for me every time. But a while back,
when the pichter show hadn't butted in,
and a dance hall a hundred miles off
kept folks entertained, some of the
people in Six Bars reckoned that they
must have some play or bust.

This feeling, sir, got so stamping out-
rageous, that me and other citizens al-
lowed that something oughter be done.
So we calls a meeting, and talks it over.
Some wanted to import a circus from
the East, but that wouldn’t have kept us
long, seeing that most of the punchers
could have done the ordinary circus
stunt on their heads, and might have
shot up the show when they saw there
was nothing reely doing.

Then some reckons that a sports meet-
ing would whoop things up a bit. But
you can't hold sports meetings more’'n
once a month, and most of the folks was
so used to setting astride that the muscles
of their running limbs had naturally
froze up some. Then we was up against
an impassy, and it seemed that the
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meeting was going to end in some one
getting gay with a gun. So | up and
says. “Boys, what's the matter with
horses?”

Old Marner, of the Gum 'Free ranche,
seems to be hit by this notion, and reck-
ons that we might have races pretty
often. But some of the punchers we'd
let in to look on gets mighty mad
at this. Well, they were right
enough. When a feller is racing
and tearing on a cayuse most
part of the day for a living,
he doesn't always find any
rare amusement in seeing
other fellers doing the same.

Marner didn't like to be

talked to by common punch-

ers, and the punchers wasn't
going to be rid over by any
ranchers in play time. So some
words passed, and the meeting was
like to breaking up uncere-moniously,
when | shoved my tongue in to oil
the troubled waters.

| put it to them right there that
ordinary racing wasn’'t the game
we wanted at Sir Bars. But
what about trotting? We could
get over some worth-while
animals, and a few sulkies,
make out a kind of race
track, and hold Saturday
afternoon meetings. This hit
them. They howled for it
They allowed that | was the
orator of the day.

Well, sir, we froze onto that proposi-
tion. Marner and a small committee
were to make all the arrangements for
getting trotting implements, and having
a place selected for the meetings. We
put up a sum to cover expenses, and
every feller that had sufficient dough
bought some kind of a little horse for
the trotting stunt—see. Then there was
the question of prizes—for we hadn't
got to direct stakes between owners yet
—and some public spirited dive and
store keepers put up those. It took quite
a while to get things ready, but present-
ly everything was O. K., and we fixed a
meeting for the follering Saturday.

That meeting, sir, was immense.
Hours before the play was to start, the

THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE

folks were turning up from miles
around. Buckboards, buggies, spiders,
horse an’ foot—they came ripping into
Six Bars to see. We had a fair show of
entries. Marner had three nice little
horses, and Stevens

had a goer, and

five or six others

turned up with

one or two

Even the old miser,

Colonel Pinch, got so

excited he put fifty dol-

lars on a nag that had

growed somehow, and he

1 had two spasms when his

fancy “ broke” six times coming home.

apiece. The track wasn't quite a billiard
green, but it did. The sulkies wasn't all
of the ball bearing, blown-air-wheel
variety, but they did also. When Bill
Stevens' “Big Feet” ran Marner’'s “ Gum
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Tree” to a standstill, you'd have thought
the punchers would have et the horses
right there—they hated old Marner
worse’ll snakes.

Then a tame-looking little bay showed
us one of the finest finishes alive against
Dave Brogden’'s “Karno,” and the en-
thusiasm was intense. Most everybody
had a wad on him, and was taking or
laying the odds with uncommon fervor.
Even the old miser. Colonel Pinch, he
got so excited* he put fifty dollars by
accident on a nag that had growed
somehow, and had two spasms on the
track when his fancy “broke” six times
coming home.

A success? By Jimmy, Six Bars
hadn’t seen anything like it before. The
town fairly cut loose, and a feller, who'd
strayed over from Kudo, got so mad
jealous he tried to suicide himself with
his gun—and only that it wasn't loaded,
and the hammer was off work, he'd have
done it, too!

The last sprint of the day wound
things up in a blaze of glory. The tame-
looking little horse was put out to run
against Bill Stevens’ “Big Feet.” Most
of the layers got busy. Dollars was hum-
ming in the air mighty frequent, and a
city feller, turning up by chanst, might
have thought Six Bars had made a big
strike somewhere. The bay was a sure-
enough good thing, bought for three
hundred dollars somewhere from a
man who didn't know all he might
have; but Stevens' “Big Feet” had won
at some meetings further East, and had
a natural trotting gait that made him
look like a pretty safe speculation.

Well, these two were let go, and
more’n one of the folks got eye trouble
for life, they kept their optics so busy
follering the pair. First “Big Feet” took
the lead, and his legs was passing each
other so swift and frequent that he near
burned all the hair off'n the inside of
his hocks. Old Bill, who was steering
him, had a Number One large-size smile,
and thought he was coming in alone.

But the little horse behind felt kind er
encouraged by looking at “Big Feet”
striding it so easy, and he says to himself
that shorely this trotting stunt was no
labor. He begins to pull up then, and as

1053

he pulls up to the fore sulky, Stevens’
smile went down to Number Two size,
and growed gradually smaller, till we
weren't sure whether it were a smile or
a kind of angry expression.

Neither of them “broke,” and the
winning post was coming in quick. Stev-
ens shook up “Big Feet” but couldn’t
get another rattle out'n him anyhow.
The bay began to get his muscles un-
stretched some, and put his nose on a
line with “Big Feet's.”

My! You should have heard the all-
fired noise that was coming down along
from the crowd, when the bay began to
walk into the air faster'n ever. He shook
“Big Feet” easy, going like a train, and
pulled up at the end with two lengths to
spare.

Then the money changers got busy,
and there was some row, when several
folks didn’'t seem to remember the odds
they'd laid. But, barrin’ one gun acci-
dent, they calmed down, and it was
generally allowed that Six Bars had
struck the greatest game since the foun-
dation. The bay was owned by Steve
Oster, and he had ten offers for the good
little animal before he could speak back.
But Steve wasn't selling. He reckoned
he’d got a good thing, and was hoping
to clean out Six Bars on the follering
Saturday.

Dan paused for a moment. “Did the
meetings go on?” | asked; and he pro-
ceeded.

Sure, they did. The bay won again
under a handicap, and Steve was so filled
up with the victory that he got shooting
off his mouth about it when he went over
on business to Kudo. Well, sir, Kudo
was hit where it lived, and reckoned that
something must be done. Steve got pretty
full that day, and was soon firing off
challenges to all the world and under, to
beat any horse they could show against
his bay.

Then one of the Kudo City folks rose
up, and inquired if Steve was likely to
be back in Kudo the following week, as
a friend of his would like to make a
match. And Steve said he would,' and
allowed that he was game to put up
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three hundred dollars on his little horse
against any Kudo quadruped, for three,
half-mile dashes.

Well, that was the way things lay, and
sure mnough, Steve went over to Kudo
the follering week, and met the man who
was anxious to make a match of it. They
hit off the terms right away. The Kudo
guy was to run his horse “Kudo Cham-
pion,” lately bought an’ named, against
the little bay on the Saturday after next,
ten days off, for three hundred dollars a
side; Steve to put up his stakes with
the sheriff of Kudo, and the other feller
to leave his with the sheriff at Six Bars.

Steve came back, pretty jubilant, and
let it out to us the treat that was in store,
and the whaling we were going to give
Kudo. Some of us was a bit suspicious.
Maybe the Kudo crack had been bought
from one of the swell trotter owners
East, and might lick the bay into shav-
ings. We thought it was some pity that
we didn’t see the little horse Kudo was
going to run against us.

But that soon evened out. The Kudo
man had the gall to bring his crack over
to Six Bars a week before the race, and
he was put in the hands of the sheriff
to see that there was no cross work. And
every day the Kudo guy would fit him
into a sulky, and take easy exercise along
our race track. He never put him to it
good, so we couldn’'t well figger out the
chances, but the animal moved nicely,
and seemed to know the game.

Well, that went on till four days be-
fore the match, when the sheriff came
round to the race committee in a pretty
red rage, and said he reckoned that the
Kudo guy was going to get us, he hav-
ing apparently imported a first-notch
trotter from the East. He guessed this,
he said, because he'd looked at the ani-
mal on the quiet and found that a star
on the forehead, and a half stocking on
the horse’s off-hind had been painted out.
Then he asks us why the Kudo guy
shouldn’t be booted out'n Six Bars, and
his horse thrown after him.

We were all mad at first, till old Mar-
ner gets up. He was as cunning as a
wagon-load of monkeys, and his smile
told us that he had something pretty
good to get off'n his chest.
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“1 tells you what we’ll do, boys,” he
says. “First we'll telegraph around and
try to see if this guy has been buying any
horse lately in the East. Then we'll all
pay off Steve's share of the three hun-
dred stake—our part of it, and then
Steve wont lose anything. Now, if the
Kudo fellers are working this fake,
they'll come over in a crowd. But only a
few will know the game, so’s to keep the
profits to themselves. All of us is to
bet free and heavy on the Kudo hoss,
and only put a dollar or two each on the
crack Steve owns, which is running on
behalf of this city—see? Knowing they
have an out-and-outer, Kudo will be
backing it, and mayn't want to take our
bets, but some of them wont know any
better, and there’s bound to be some
bookmaker fellers from further East.
So between our own people who don’t
know the lay, and the ignorant Kudo
crowd, and the money sharps, we oughter
be able to pull off a few.”

“They'll think there’s some cross work,
ef we lays agin our own horse,” says
Steve.

“They shorely know there wont be any
pulling of the horses before a crowd
heeled with the latest things in guns,”
says Marner.

Well, arter that we naturally keeps
the telegraph wires buzzing some, to see
if we could trace where the Kudo crack
come from. The wires didn't put us
wise, but a newspaper we had sent us
did, sure. A paragraph says:

We hear Mr. Bullecker has sold
his famous crack “Diamond Star” to
a rancher not a hundred miles from
Kudo, who hopes to sweep his coun-
ty from end to end.

Now this paper came from the far
East, where the Kudo guy had been
visiting on business a week before. | sup-
poses that they reckoned a copy wouldn't
hit Six Bars, or else some blamed press-
man put it in indiscreet.

Marner was very joyful. He informs
us that we has Kudo on the hip. They
expects their faked crack to win out. We
just have to back the Eastern “Diamond
Star” and only put on a little for our
own horse. Naturally the imported crack
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scin us put us wise to
where the Kudo horse
come from.

was going to eat up the bay, and we
were going to handle Kudo money. Well,
we were banking on Marner, and we
didn't ask any rude questions to the
Kudo guy about the painted parts of
his horse—see. We just waited and
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laughed. We heard there was a crowd
coming from that neglected city to see
the match, and we prepared for them.
1 guess the day came along slow
enough, but when it was breaking
out'n the sky, the trail between
Kudo and Six Bars was just
alive with folks coming in to
look on. There was a couple of
bookmakers, too, from a
neighboring state, who ex-
pected to draw all the rubes in
the location. By noon the side of the
track was six deep, and folks was selling
pies and rye whiskey f'r famine prices
along the line.
Then out came the two sulkies; Steve
driving his good little bay, and
the Kudo guy steering the
painted horse. When the bet-
ting whooped up, some
of the Kudo folks looked
puzzled. Most of us were
crowding the bookies with bets
on the Kudo crack, and our
bay wasn't hardly having any
support. So it seemed to them
generally that our bay was a
dead-beat, and after a little we
couldn’t get the ordinary peo-
ple to take bets that way.
Only a small crowd seemed
m to have changed their
views, and those were will-
ing to lay against their own horse every
time.
Then the bookmakers turned against
it. and we soon got a consider-
able pile on the bay being beat-
en out of the field. The fellows
who bet against their own Kudo
crack seemed to have more
money than anyone else around,
and Marner said we would simply
handle the dough in bucketsful when
the famous painted *“Diamond Star”
showed his 2.10 gait. Now, sir, you'll
allow that was a curious situation. Both
of the crowds was betting on the oppo-
site horse, and if one of the trotters
had been pulled an inch there'd have
been shots flying.
Then off they went, and the yells and
the shouting fairly turned the grass
brown. The bay didn't get off so quick
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into his gait as the painted horse, but in
forty yards he was going well, and mov-
ing pretty rapid. Then he got alongside,
and we waited to see the Kudo flyer start
in to butt the universe. Both were doing
their best, for there was going to be
trouble if one quit too easy. Old Marner
says to me that “Diamond Star” would
come away at the finish like an eagle
after a jack rabbit. He would just flatter
the bay for a bit, and then leave him
standing. But he didn't!

By jiminy! sir, the bay was a flier.
She got a length ahead, though the Kudo
guy was shaking up his horse every min-
ute, and doing it honest. There was
about a hundred yards to go when the
bay just gripped the bit, and ripped into
it like a cyclone. She finished two blocks
ahead, and the silence could have been
felt, sure.

But Marner wasn't down in the lip.
No—sir. He says to me that the match is
three dashes, and the crack is just going
to make it look like sporting by letting
the bay win onst. So we put a bit more
on “Diamond Star,” with the crowd
willing to be against him, and watched
for more. Well, sir, instead of the crack
polishing off our bay, the bay fairly
wiped the floor with him. The second
heat was a procession; the third saw
Steve’s horse a street ahead. You oughta
have seen Steve's face. Here was all his
money on the other horse, and his own
whipping it easy! You get me?

“So the bay won the match, Mr. Wag-
horn?” 1 ventured, when he paused.

Yes. sir, she did. But when it was over
you could see trouble marching quick
along that field. The sheriff of Six Bars
goes up to the Kudo sheriff, and he
reckons most polite that the Kudo crack
has been pulled. The other feller doesn’t
get mad at this, but asks what our
sheriff has to say about it; and ours
says that he knows the Kudo trotter has
had a star and half stocking painted
out. He also knows that the owner has
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bought up the Eastern crack, “Diamond
Star” and has run him under false pre-
tences. Well, the Kudo guy comes up
and a crowd gathers around.

“What's this all?” he asks, looking
some belligerent.

“You pulled that horse, because we
know ‘Diamond Star’ can do, and has
done a 2.10 gait, and the mare only done
2.30 to-day, and yet she licked him all
hollow,” says our sheriff, wrathy.

The Kudo guy only laughed. “This
horse is no more ‘Diamond Star’ than |
am,” he says. “But | do own ‘Diamond
Star’ and I'll run him against your bay
for a thousand a side, any day. Just come
over to Kudo right away, and I'll show
you the Eastern crack in my stable. The
horse | steered to-day was bought from
a wrangler out Thomson way. He never
ran on a track till I brought him here.”

Then, sir, we saw just what rubes
we'd been. This guy had painted his old
deadbeat, clumsy, so that we'd reckon
he was some Eastern crack who could
whip the bay easy. Then he'd sent a
paper with the news about “Diamond
Star” and made us sure we had the
cinch on his crowd. And the worst of it
was we couldn’'t say anything without
giving our own show away. | tell you
we could have beat up old Marner for
being too smart with his advice, but
the old man streaked it for home when
he saw the way things were going.

Our sheriff had to apologize for his
talk, and eating mud that way got his
goat, sure. Just as he was turning away,
he speaks to the Kudo guy very sharp.
“Anyway, you painted that horse!” he
says. He feels absolutely safe in mak-
ing that assertion, because he can prove
it, if he has to.

The other feller smiled sweet and
cheerful. “Will you tell me, Mr. Sher-
iff,” he says gently, “tell me ef there's
any law in this state against any man
having his horse the color he chooses?
Some folks likes horses with spots, and
some don't—I'm shorely one of the
crowd that don’t!”
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about a hundred yards to go when the bay just gripped the bit and ripped into it like a cyclone.
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ilHE private detective agency of

James Tierney, sheeringly re-

T ferred to by the police as

' —— “Bonehead Tierney, Incorpo-

rated,” came upon anxious days when

there stepped from the Mauretania one
Arthur Evelyn Forrester.

Mr. Forrester, of course, came over
first class, with abundant luggage and a
man servant whom he called Jorkins.

Those who have kept close track of
criminal history for the past fifteen years
will recall that it was Mr. Forrester
who negotiated the return of a certain
stolen Gainsborough to its original own-
er, who was glad to pay the large ran-
som demanded and keep silent over the
transaction.

Tall, with a drooping blonde mus-
tache, square shoulders, and dressed in
the prevailing baggy style of the day
in London, Mr. Forrester passed easily
as the typical, well-to-do, well-fed Eng-
lish gentleman. His blue eyes were, how-
ever, unusually cold and keen in their
glint. Coming over, he managed to fill
his purse with winnings from the bridge
game in the smoking room.

Scotland Yard had flashed the news
of Mr. Forrester's departure from Eng-
land to police headquarters in New York,
and headquarters had informed those
private detective agencies employed
downtown to guard the great wealth of

LLIAM OBERHARDT

money and art treasures gathered by
the prosperous of Wall Street.

The visitor from England had never
been charged with crime abroad or in
this country. There was no evidence tan-
gible enough to warrant an effort being
made to have the immigration authori-
ties exclude him as an undesirable citi-
zen. All that the police of London and
New York could do was to follow him
wherever he went and be prepared to
close in on him should he ever become
mixed up in another affair such as the
Gainsborough return.

Mr. Forrester made a straight and
honest declaration of all the dutiable
goods in his possession, tipped the stew-
ards handsomely, and ordered Jorkins
to look after his bags and trunks.

Detective James Tierney was on the
pier when the giant liner was warped
into her berth. In his own picturesque
language, he was there to “lamp” Mr.
Forrester. Kelley and Ryan, of his staff,
also were on the reception committee.
They would shadow Mr. Forrester, tak-
ing turns at the task. Also, installed at
the Plaza Hotel, were two very able
sleuths who wore the hotel livery and
who would accept Mr. Forrester's tips
as they kept their eyes upon him.

Jim Tierney looked over his man and
whispered the one expressive word to
Ryan, “Class.”
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Mr. Forrester certainly had class. If
his keen blue eyes picked out the de-
tectives in the crowd he did not
seem to be either annoyed or wor-
ried thereby. One of the pier
attendants hailed a taxicab for
<him It was a mellow day and
Mr. Forrester ordered the
chauffeur to drop the front
and top of the machine so
that he might have a glimpse
of the city and the people on
his way uptown.

“Stop by the Ambrose Na-
tional Bank, Wall and Wil-
liam Streets,” Tierney heard
him direct his chauffeur.

A whispered word from Tier-
ney, and Kelley darted through
the crowd on the pier to West
Street, jumped into a machine
and made a good start on the
Forrester taxi for the bank
named. Tierney and Ryan took
another machine and followed
their “subject,” as the person un-
der investigation is called these
days.

Tierney's mind was busy con-
jecturing the reason for this trip to
New York by Forrester.

No trace had ever been secured of the
famous Mona Lisa by Leonardo da Vin-
ci, stolen from the Louvre. Remember-
ing the skill with which Forrester had
brought about the discovery of the stolen
Gainsborough and the payment of the
ransom, Tierney thought it not improb-
able that Forrester had come to New
York to negotiate for the sale of the
stolen Mona Lisa.

But that was only a theory. Jim Tier-
ney’s business was to keep in touch with
the gentleman from England, and,
whether he came to steal or to sell stol-
en goods, it was Tierney's duty to be
ready to pounce on him when he made
a move that smacked of the criminal.
A man of the gentleman type and clever
enough to run through the last fifteen
years without Scotland Yard closing in
on him, Forrester was the sort of quarry
that makes the detective sleep uneasily.
His type is hard to get. The high-class
crook uses his brains and makes the low-
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" Pon my word,” said Mr. Forrester “what silly
fellows they must be, these American chaps.
The idea of people allowing themselves to be
taken in so easily. The dictagraph! 'Pon my
word, | say. It is ridiculous. Hal Ha!”

brow of his profession do the drudgery.

Tierney was thus racking his noggin
when the cab ahead stopped at the Am-
brose National Bank.

Kelley was already there. Tierney and
Ryan joined him in the little throng of
patrons and the three kept close to their
man.

Forrester asked for the cashier and
presented a letter of introduction. He
then opened an account with a fat letter
of credit and five hundred pounds ster-
ling. He asked for and received three
hundred dollars in crisp, clean Ameri-
can certificates, bowed pleasantly,
slipped his deposit book in his pocket,
said “Fine weathaw,” and returned to
his taxi.

He paused beside the machine, strok-
ing his mustache and looking with in-
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terest at the crowds and then up at the
tall buildings.

“Take me to the Hotel
said, stepping into the taxi.

His gloved hands resting on the silver
handle of his walking stick, Mr. For-
rester continued to stare as he was
bowled along swiftly in the sunlight.

At Twenty-third Street the chauffeur
made his course up Fifth Avenue,
crowded with splendid motors and car-
riages. The forenoon shopping parade
of the rich was in full swing. The
warmth and brightness of the day
brought the women out in their richest
costumes. Even the gray old beaux of
the Union League, the Metropolitan, the
New York Yacht and the college clubs
managed to tear themselves from their
corners of gossip and tipple and reach
the sidewalks of the Avenue for a stroll.

If Mr. Forrester knew that his taxi
was being followed, he did not bother
himself about the matter. He seemed to
enjoy the parade of the rich immensely
and frequently turned to take a second
glance at some more than ordinarily
handsome woman.

At the Plaza he waited until the door
of the taxi was thrown open by the
chauffeur, paid the man and tipped him
and entered, going directly to the reg-
istry desk.

“I'm Mr. Forrester, London, y'know,”
he said in a pleasant drawl to the chief
clerk. “1 ordered bedroom, reception
room and bawth by wireless. Has my
man, Jorkins, appeared with the lug-
gage? Yes? Thank you, go
directly to my rooms.”

A boy fairly plastered with brass
buttons escorted Mr. Forrester to
his rooms on the twelfth floor,
as James Tierney and his
assistants, Kelley and
Ryan, took another
elevator to the elev-
enth floor and en-
tered a room.

In the center of
this room two men
were seated at a table
with their ears cupped
with little circles of
gutta-percha connected

Plaza,” he
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to green covered telephone wires. Be-
fore each was a pad of paper and many
pencils well sharpened.

There were two other receivers idle.
Tierney picked up one and handed the
other to Kelley.

They listened in silence to the record
of the dictagraph.

The stenographers employed by Tier-
ney to take down the record of his
dictagraph picked up their pencils as
they heard through the instrument the
opening and closing of a door in the
suite above.

“Well, Jorkins,” they heard a voice
speak.

“Yes, sir.”

“The luggage all right?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Have they given you a comfortable
room ?”

“Very good, sir.”

“You may unpack my afternoon
clothes; | shall dress for lunch.”

“Very well, sir,”

The telephone
suite above rang.

Voice at telephone:

in the

“Well? Yes, this is
Mr. Forrester. What
did you say, please?

Just repeat it. Oh,
yes. Ha, Ha. Very
good. Just as you

Tierney’s wrath grew gradually to the point of explosion. He

that might be in
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say. Yes, that's quite satisfactory to me,
y'know. Jolly day, isn't it? Thanks;
good-by.”

Tierney signaled to Kelley.

““Hop downstairs and get the number
that called up. Quick. If the girl lis-
tened to the conversation, get it out of
her. Find out whether it was a man or
woman talking to Forrester.”

Kelley was out of the room in a flash.

Voices from dictagraph:

“You asked me to get you a Times,
sir. Here it is.”

“Thanks.”

Through the wires, Jorkins could be
heard opening and closing drawers and
doors as he arranged his employer's
wardrobe.

Forrester must have taken a seat very
close to the dictagraph plate, for the
listeners below heard him click a silver
cigarette case tight and then scratch a
match. They heard the newspaper rattle
as he straightened it.

The men around the table below
waited patiently. They heard a chuckle
of laughter and then another. Something
in the Times had amused Mr. Forrester.

“’'Pon my word, what silly fellows
they must be, these American chaps,”
they heard him say finally. “The idea of
people allowing themselves to be taken
in so easily. The dictagraph! 'Pon my
word, | say. It is ridiculous. Ha. ha!”

Tierney grinned as he listened.

Forrester stifled his mirth, and the
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waited in vain for a word of the conversation
progress above
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absence of voices from the suite above
told Tierney and his associates that he
was interested in the day’s news.

Kelley returned from the telephone
operator's board.

“The call was from a booth in the
hotel,” he told his chief. “A handsomely
dressed woman was the party. She came
in a machine and went away immediate-
ly.”

“Did you get a chance to lamp her?”
asked Tierney.

“No; she was gone. The girl says
she is a stunner; young, beautiful, big
picture hat, hobble, diamonds and all
that.”

Voices from dictagraph:

“Jorkins, go over my linen carefully
and see that my evening clothes are all
right.”

“There’s plenty of linen, sir.”

“And Jorkins.”

“Yes, guv’'nor.”

“ Beware of the dictagraph. Ha, ha!
Be-e-e-ware of the dictagraph, Jorkins.”

“Is that guy joshing us?” Tierney
demanded of his lieutenant, Kelley.

Kelley held up a warning finger.

“1 heard the door open and close.”

They held the gutta-percha cups close
to their skulls.

“D’'yuh get that?” whispered Tierney.
“There’s a third party in the room.
Listen.” The door clicked again. “Some
one else has entered.”

But the dictagraph recorded no voices.

That the instrument was working and
working finely was evident from the fact
that the noises made by those moving
about the suite above were distinct.

Occasionally would come in the most
tantalizing manner possible the dry,
cynical laughter of Forrester, but not a
word was spoken.

Tierney’'s wrath grew gradually to
the point of explosion. He waited in
vain for a word of the conversation that
might be in progress above.

Finally he tore pff the receiver and
left the table.

“Come,” he said to Kelley.

In the corridor he whispered to his
aide:

“We gotta see what kind of steer we're
up against. That guy is putting one over
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on us. | feel it in my bones. He's either
got some device putting the dictagraph
on the bum or he’s doing all his talking
with pencil and paper. Now, when we
pass his rooms, you jump on my shoul-
ders and get a quick glimpse, slide down
and we'll mosey for the stairs and back
down here. Yuh got me?”

“Right.”

They hurried over the heavily-car-
peted floor of the corridor and slipped
upstairs.

Tierney clasped his hands stirrup-
wise behind him and Kelley mounted
his shoulders for a swift glance at the
reception room of Mr. Forrester.

In a second or two he was back on
the soft carpet of the corridor. The two
detectives hurried to the floor below.

“Well, what did you see?” demanded
Tierney when they were safe in their
own apartment.

“Nothing.”

“What?”

“Either the inside of the transom glass
is covered with a white curtain or it is
soaped.”

Tierney’'s men were able to get trace
of the two male visitors to the suite of
Mr. Forrester in the Plaza. The woman
who had called at the hotel, but who
had contented herself with telephoning
Forrester from one of the public booths,
was still to be found.

Kelley and Ryan entered Tierney's
office in a downtown skyscraper to re-
port personally.

“We got the two Forrester callers
shadowed,” said Kelley, who spoke for
himself and Ryan. “One of 'em lives at
the Cumberland and the other one at
the Allcroft. One seems to be a Cana-
dian and maybe the other one is from
Australia. They're both English, any-
how, and we can't place 'em as crooks.”

“What do they do for their living?
How do they get the kale?” asked Tier-
ney.
“Both work downtown in banks,” re-
plied Kelley.

“Huh,” grunted Tierney.

“One of 'em's a bank messenger for
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the Ambrose National,” added Ryan.

“Vow!” exclaimed Tierney. “That's
the bank Forrester put his money in the
day he arrived.”

“We're keeping a shadow on Forres-
ter, too,” reported Kelley. “He hangs
around the stock brokers’ offices and
seems to be gambling in the Street. He
goes to the bank every day and puts in
or draws out, according to the way his
luck runs.”

“Gimme the last dictagraph report,”
ordered Tierney.

Kelley handed him a dozen sheets of
typewritten manuscript.

“Bonehead” Tierney read every line
with gathering disgust and scorn.

“It's a grand report and a great help
to Jim Tierney,” he said with a snort of
anger. “Here it says that Mr. Forrester
asks Jorkins for his gray vest and his
striped pants and that Mr. Forrester
would like to have his walking stick of
English ash. My word, | guess he would
have died of heart disease if the English
ash cane was lost! And here again Mr.
Forrester tells his man Jorkins that he
will dress for dinner—just as if he
would eat dinner naked.”

Tierney laid the sheets of paper on his
desk and threw his heels up beside them.
He pulled savagely at the butt of a ci-
gar.

“If 1 have to read that kind of rot
every day, Kelley,” he sneered, “1’'m go-
ing to quit the detective business and
spend me time writing a book on
the ‘Passing of the Idle Rich, like
Jimmie Townsend Martin wrote. This
pink-tea report says that from three
o’clock in the afternoon yesterday until
five, the only records given by the dicta-
graph was laughter. Laughter! Think of
that! The modern first aid of the de-
tective can record laughter, but when it
comes to words with something behind
the words that will help, it merely re-
ports—silence!”

“If he knows there’'s a dictagraph
transmitter in his rooms, why don't he
just cut the wires and let it go at that?”
asked Kelley of his chief.

“Because he aint any ordinary crook,”
replied Tierney. “He is a regular gen-
tleman and he's got brains. If he mon-



SILENT MR.

keyed with the dictagraph we'd know it
and it would be evidence that he had
something to hide. As it is, he acts just
as innocent as a Presidential candidate.”

“l1 can't dope it,” said Kelley, wag-
ging his head sadly.

“If he's clever enough to get along
without cutting the dictagraph wires,”
Tierney declared, “I'm pretty sure he
wouldn’t carry on a conversation by us-
ing pencil and paper. That would be
dangerous.”

“They might pass each other notes
and then burn 'em up when they've fin-
ished,” suggested Ryan.

“What chance would they have if we
walked in in the middle of one of these
handwriting conversations?” demanded
Tierney. “We'd get 'em with evidence
in their own handwriting. They aint
running any chance like that.”

Forrester had been in New York two
weeks when this report was made to
Tierney. He had done nothing that
would give the detectives reason to be-
lieve that he was planning a criminal
operation or that he was endeavoring
to negotiate for the return of the stolen
Mona Lisa. He had approached none of
the big art collectors; and Tierney's two
men in the livery of the Plaza could only
report that he was living the usual life
of a man with money, who killed time
by playing the market in the day and
loafing about in the evenings.

By means of a pass key they had en-
tered the Forrester suite a number of
times, while Jorkins and his master were
away, and they had found no scrap of
paper that gave any clue as to the occa-
sion for Forrester’'s visit to New York;
nor did they find any trace of paper
having been burned.

The transmitter, a round disk three
inches in diameter by a half inch in
thickness, was found within the clock
on the mantel where it had been original-
ly placed by Tierney. It had not been
tampered with and worked perfectly un-
der every test.

Tierney pondered the mystery of the
unreliable dictagraph until he finally
admitted himself beaten.

“Kelley,” he said, pulling himself to
bis feet, “you and Ryan just keep
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shadowing Forrester. Keep them two
men in the hotel close to the job also,
and have another man assigned to
shadow Jorkins. I'm gonna go back to
old detective methods. What's the name
of this guy who works in the Ambrose
National Bank?”

“James Harrison,” replied Kelley.

Tierney straightened out his coat,
picked up his derby and started for the
door.

“Get back to your job,” he ordered
the two men as he departed for the
street. “1I'm gonna get busy.”

In ten minutes he was in the private
office of President Harding of the bank
where Harrison was employed.

“Well, Tierney?” inquired Mr. Hard-
ing, pleasantly.

“You gotta a man employed by the
name of Harrison?” asked Tierney
promptly.

“Yes.”

“What's his job?”

“He is both clerk and messenger. We
use him to accompany Mr. Bronson
when the latter is sent to other banks
to get cash for us. Mr. Bronson has been
with us a quarter of a century and is
getting on in years. We can trust him
with any amount—millions—but we
send Harrison along as a guard in case
of trouble or in case he should fall ill.”

“How long have you had Harrison?”

“About a year. He seems all right
and had good recommendations.”

“Does old man Bronson carry very
large sums between banks?”

“Next week he will probably be sent
for $100,000 in cash for us in the matter
of the purchase of some first class bonds
we want,” said Mr. Harding.

“One hundred thousand
cash?” asked Tierney.

“Yes.”

“What day next week?”

“Wednesday.”

dollars

v

Ryan, Kelley, Maxwell and Martin,
four of Tierney's huskies, entered his
office, hat in hand.

Tierney left his chair and sat on the
edge of his desk, swinging one leg and



Harrison's new chauffeur was as skillful as he was bold. His machine jumped into the tangle of traffic and fairly

leaning over with his elbow on his thigh
as he looked them over.

“1f the old man aint mistaken there’s
going to be something doing in a little
while,” he said slowly, twisting his ci-
gar far into a corner of his mouth.
“Now, | want yuh to listen.”

The four men nodded.

“This aint no case for fooling around
with a dictagraph what wont work when
you want it to work,” he said. “We want
old fashioned strong-arm work. This
guy Forrester is a regular fellow in the
crook line. He aint going to do any of
the coarse work in this job, but he's
going to have his thick-necks do that
and turn over the money to him for the
split. D’yuh get me?”

The four nodded.

“There’s an old Methuselah going out
from the Ambrose National Bank to-day
to collect $100,000 in cold cash,” he went
on. “ The gent what is the president of
the bank sends along with him a younger
man to protect him. That young man
knows Forrester. When the old whiskers
has got all this money in his handbag
the young gent is going to choke the
gizzard out of him, grab the coin and
hop into a taxi that will run alongside
the one the bank hires. Got me?”

“1 gotcher,” said the four in chorus.

“The young guy has a confederate for
a chauffeur,” Tierney resumed. “There
aint been a big taxicab robbery pulled
off in six months, but the last one was
so easy that | feel sure somebody is going
to take a chance for this big wad to-day.
Now, I've got all the lines laid to land
the bunch that tries to pull off this one,
and we want to be sure to get Forrester.
He's the one we want most, for he
plans the big jobs. When the young guy
sticks a gag in the face of old whis-
kers and makes a break for the get-away
with the money, we'll be around with a
sixty-horse power closed car to follow.”

Tierney reached into a drawer of his
desk, picked up a billy and pistol, and
stuck them in handy corners of his
clothes.

“You fellows heeled?” he asked.

They smiled as if the question were
superfluous, and then the five men left
the office and piled into a machine at
the curb.

It was eleven o’clock when old Bron-
son, with his empty grip, stepped into a
taxi in front of his bank, with Harrison
following. As the taxi got away, a long,
low-hooded, underslung machine swung
behind it from William Street and fol-
lowed west on Wall.

The taxi pulled up at the Eagle Na-
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tional Bank and Bronson and his young
escort entered the institution; in a few
minutes they returned to proceed to the
Acme National Bank. In a radius of five
blocks, making up the heart of the busi-
ness section of New York, the old bank
messenger collected $100,000 and or-
dered the chauffeur to return to the Am-
brose National.

The taxi was then traveling south on
West Broadway, where the Ninth and
Sixth Avenue elevated trains close in
as the island of Manhattan narrows, and
where the din above the surface, on the
surface and in the tunnels, is loudest.

At Barclay Street, the taxi stopped for
a second and Harrison jumped from it,
carrying a big handbag. He hopped into
a machine alongside, as the low-hooded
car moved up.

In the taxi, old man Bronson lay
stunned by a blow on the head.

Harrison’'s new chauffeur was as skill-
ful as he was bold. His machine jumped
into the tangle of traffic and fairly
ripped through it. He jockeyed clear of
the heavy vehicular traffic until he
reached West Street, when he turned
north. In a few minutes this car and the
low-hooded car following were coursing
up West Street at dangerous speed.

In a few minutes it and the pursuing cars were coursing up West street at dangerous speed.

Mounted policemen were easily dis-
tanced and record time was made to the
new Pennsylvania station.

As the machines pulled up, five men
piled from the pursuing automobile. One
of them, Ryan, jumped to the running
board of the first car as Harrison left
it. Ryan flashed a pistol and held the
chauffeur helpless in his seat, with his
hands up.

Tierney, Kelley, Maxwell and Martin
joined the throng entering the station,
almost elbowing Harrison as he pushed
ahead with the handbag.

An express train was due to start for
Philadelphia in three minutes. Harrison
turned to one of the gates leading to the
trains. Forrester was waiting for him.
He held in his right hand two tickets.
He signaled to Harrison and extended
tire tickets so that the gateman might
punch them.

Not stopping to show their badges,
Tierney and his men bowled over the
gateman and fell upon Forrester and
Harrison. When the two thieves got to
their feet, the bracelets were on their
wrists and Jim Tierney, panting, was in
charge of the money bag.

“l got yuh, Mr. Forrester,” he
blurted out. “And I got yuh right.”
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When Messrs. Forrester and Harri-
son and their chauffeur had submitted to
the camera and measurements and finger-
prints of the Bertillion system at police
headquarters, they were placed in the
“Barrel,” the same being a cell where
prisoners are not afforded the usual
station house or Tombs privilege of talk-
ing with counsel or friends.

Tierney, once the stolen money was
safe in charge of the police and counted,
sat down for a little chat with the in-
spector in command of the plain clothes
men of New York’s police department.

“This guy Forrester has given me a
lot to worry over,” he explained to the
successor of his old chief, Jim McCaffer-
ty. “I'd like to know just what he’s tell-
ing the other two down in the Barrel.”

“There'll be no trouble about that,”
the inspector informed him. “Since you
left the force we have adopted many new
and valuable modern aids in detection.”

“Har?” inquired Tierney, as if half
bored.

“Oh, yes,” the inspector went on with
an indulgent smile. “Just take this and
listen.” He held out a dictagraph re-
ceiver.

“Nothing doing on the dictagraph,”
said Tierney. “D’yuh know yuh might
sit here for two weeks and yuh wouldn’t
pick up nothing from them guys in the
Barrel.”

“Are they wise to the dictagraph?”
the inspector asked.

“Yep,” replied Tierney. “Soon as
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anyone finds a way to catch a thief, he
gets to work to find a way to beat you at
it. 1 want to get a place where | can
watch Forrester and his two pals with-
out being seen.”

“There's a peep hole in the side of the
cell,” replied the inspector.

“Lead me to it,” said Tierney. “I got
something on my mind | got to get off
or I'll go bug pretty soon.”

Tierney went down to the Barrel,
found the peep hole and glued his eyes
to it.

For a minute he watched patiently.
Not a sound came from him. He stuck
to his point of vantage over the crooks
for another and for a third minute.
Beads of perspiration spangled his knob-
by brow.

At last he drew away and tiptoed up
the iron, winding stairs to the inspec-
tor’s office.

The inspector was at his desk holding
the dictagraph receiver to his right ear.

“Put that thing in the junk pile,” sug-
gested Tierney with a broad grin.

“What's"troubling you, Tierney?” the
inspector asked.

“Into the junk pile for the dicta-
graph,” replied the Bonehead. “Them
crooks is doing all their talking in the
deaf and dumb language—wid their dig-
its. D'yuh get me? They're using their
fingers. If yuh got a cop what's deaf and
dumb and understands this finger talk,
make him beat it to the peep hole and
we'll get what we're after, if he keeps
his eyes sharp.”

POLLY RIPPLE BECOMES A DIPLOMAT.

little character, Polly Ripple, whose desire for an electric automo-

I F you read the July RED BOOK, you remember that fascinating

bile brought on “The Ripple Case.”

If you didn't, you missed a

treat, for it surely was a pippin of a story. Ernest L. Starr, its author,
has described another adventure of Polly Ripple in “A Diluted Diplo-

mat.”

It is scheduled for the November RED BOOK, out October
23rd, and it's as clever a story as its predecessor.

Remember the date.
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HE last
T tormented

strain of

Schubert's
serenade had been
done to death by
the red-haired
O’'Shaughnessy
twin; the black-
haired O’Shaugh-
nessy twin, on the
platform, was de-
claiming the an-
cient formula:

Author of "Clay
Feet,” “Cupid and a
Graveyard,” etc.

gleam in her eyes
boded ill for the
offending Billy
when once he
should appear.

T here was a
final clapping of
hands—most pat-
ently signifying re-
lief; then every-
body rose and ex-
pressed polite sur-
prise and pleasure
at meeting- every-

wypr | \ -

I'm , mad! I'm Billy was speaking..... "And say, about that body else. Little
mad!”—her ges- shirt.... it was a case of wear it or groups gathered,
tures fully sub- not show up at all.” chairs were whisk-

stantiating her as-

sertion; “Dancing,” the last, word on
the program, had been reached—and
still there was no sign of Billy O’Farrell.

Marie Elizabeth, all in white, her
head propped up at a torturing angle
by a whale-boned, orange colored stock,
was in her element. She was seated be-
tween two young men, each of whom
she was endeavoring to convince that he,
and he alone, was the recipient of her
interest. But Isabel, dainty in pink dimi-
ty, was conspicuous by the absence of
any cavalier.

In spite of Miss Cartwright's haughty
and unconscious air, it was evident from
the deepening pink of her cheeks that
she was fully mindful of the humiliation
of her neglected state; and a certain

ed to the walls.

Isabel stood hesitating, undecided
whether to risk trespassing upon Marie
Elizabeth’'s preserves, or to get her
wraps and go home, when her delin-
guent admirer stood beside her.

“Where in the world have you been?
I've been waiting for hours. Why didn’t
you come earlier?” Her voice expressed
relief, tinctured with a hint of some-
thing less pleasant to come.

“I've been outside with a bunch of
fellows.” Billy spoke with a careless con-
fidence that was not quite assured. “I
was late getting away from the store
and | didn’'t want to come in while they
were doing their acts. What do you think
of Mary Liz's neckpiece? Lucky it aint
St. Patrick’s day—there’d be a riot.”
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Isabel gave him a withering glance.
He need not think by any light persi-
flage to escape the grilling so richly due
him. As if anticipating it, Billy took her
elbow, and steered her toward a corner
with such speed that she sat down,
breathless. As he faced her, she received
her first full view of him.

He had on a blue shirt! Not a pale,
aesthetic, delicately tinted azure, but a
blue a little lighter than indigo, a deep,
rich, solid color, slightly tinged with
green, a blue that would have harmo-
nized perfectly with a coal wagon or a
plumbing shop, but not—oh, not with a
quarterly “affair” of the G. C. C.’s. He
had managed, by a lavish arrangement
of white tie, to conceal a portion of his
bosom; but Billy was broad as well as
tall, and on either side of the strait of
tie emerged, brazenly, the plebeian hue.

Isabel felt stunned. For a minute it
seemed to her that every eye in the room
was riveted on that unspeakable shirt.
She turned her head away and the color
flooded her face to her hair.

Even the pink dimity that had given
her so much pleasure now added to her
discomfiture; she realized that her own
prettiness would only serve to call at-
tention to the shocking disregard of con-
ventionality shown by her companion.
Stealthily she searched the room with
her eyes—there was no hope. Though
the great majority of the gentlemen
present appeared in business suits, the
linen of all, with the exception of Billy,
was of white.

The lecture she had intended to be-
stow upon him for his tardiness passed
out of her mind, erased by this greater
humiliation. Then she observed that Bil-
ly’s face was redder than usual, and that
he looked uncomfortable, even awkward.
With an effort so great that it nearly
strangled her she choked back her first
caustic comment regarding his choice of
an essential garment. It came to her sud-
denly that this was a matter that could
not be lightly disposed o f; for the pres-
ent, she must appear oblivious to it. As
the courtship between herself and Billy
had reached the stage when she picked
lint from his clothes, regulated the angle
at which he wore his hat and reproved
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him for toeing in, her forbearance was
something akin to heroic.

Strange it is that by captious criticism
does a woman evidence her tenderest
love; stranger yet is a man's sheepish,
but instant and delighted acceptance;
and strangest of all is the Heaven-born
instinct that warns him not to return
the attention in kind. But perhaps the
woman'’s part of it is identical with the
impulse that makes her fasten up a little
sagging stocking, or tie back with a
ribbon her baby’s tumbled curls.

But when it comes to vital things,
things that may affect her destiny, then,
and then only, is a woman dumb. There
are no words for that which will make
or mar her life—it must be understood.
And so simple a thing as the presence
of a blue shirt on Billy O'Farrell roused
in Isabel's mind an acutely distressing
train of thought, and caused her heart to
ache in a way that seemed all out of
proportion to the event.

In order to get an insight into the
girl’s jumbled emotions, it will be neces-
sary to dig a little beneath the surface,
disregard light dialogue, and stick to
plain narrative for a while.

Perhaps in no other modern institu-
tion is there so great and so intimate a
mingling of people drawn from different
classes of society as in a mammoth de-
partment store. Its employees meet on
a common level, but the traditions and
methods of existence of their ancestors
may have been as far apart as the two
great oceans. Sarah Slavinsky, born in
the steerage, may win the heart of a
blue-eyed boy whose great, great, great
grandfather signed the Declaration of
Independence. The .son of a European
peasant may possess qualities that appeal
to a girl of the keenest sensibility, whose
active mind is a century ahead of his—
and she may work nine hours a day
within three feet of him. Amalgamation
is inevitable. The results are problemat-
ical—and whether they are harmonious
depends entirely upon the individual.

Isabel did not know that certain stand-
ards were inherent in her. She never
had had a chance to learn what an
inherent standard was—her bread-and-
butter problem had prevented. But as
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she danced through the
evening, her trouble grew.

If Billy O'Farrell
hadn't any more sense of
the eternal fitness of
tilings than to wear such
a shirt to such a place,
would she not, from this
time on, live in constant
fear of his committing
some fairly criminal
breach of etiquette?
Could she endure having
to blush for him again?
Could she be proud of
him at the end of twenty
years to come? Could he
—would he, perhaps, go
unshaven and collarless?
Could she love him, if he
did? She began to doubt
and wonder.

Might it not be that she
had made a mistake—in
spite of this horrible pain
at her heart at the thought
of lo'sing him? She must
be honest with herself:
did she, even now, relish
the thought of introducing him to her
college-bred cousins and her finical
great-aunt Julia, whose arrival, on their
yearly shopping expedition, was daily
expected? Undoubtedly, Isabel was su-
per-sensitive and imaginative; but she
had chanced to stumble over some rocks
of truth.

It was a relief when Billy left her to
Eddie Bingham and promenaded away
with Marie Elizabeth. Mr. Bingham
held a position of some responsibilty at
Barnhardt and Son’s; he was acquainted
with the intricacies of their foreign in-
voices. He was a gentleman of the high-
est character; he neither smoked nor
drank; and his conversation was at all
times as innocuous as an antiseptic dress-
ing. Isabel detested him—she was just
at that perfectly innocent, perfectly ig-
norant, perfectly natural period of her
existence when she loathed a “good”
young man. Your normal young woman
wants no callow lover, and it is certain
that Billy’s seven years of seniority and
his—usually—confident, slightly blase
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Isabel was conspicuous by the absence of any cavalier.

air of experience, held a powerful at-
traction for Isabel.

But to-night the tables were turned.
There was something very soothing and
restful about Eddie Bingham's immacu-
late linen, his nicely creased trousers,
and his coat that so cleverly disguised his
sloping shoulders. The ready-made coats
that Billy was obliged to wear insisted
on wrinkling at the neck; there was no
disguising his shoulders. One knew, in-
stinctively, that Eddie Bingham could
be relied upon, so far as outside appear-
ances went. For the sake of this security.
Isabel felt that she could almost over-
look his prominent eyes, his timid chin,
and his lukewarm laugh. Besides— Isa-
bel’'s thoughts kept time to the music—
Eddie’s salary was larger than Billy's;
Eddie didn’'t have to divide it into so
many parts; Eddie didn't have a mother
and a semi-dependent sister or two, with
their incumbrances, who looked upon
him as their prop and stay. The material
advantage was decidedly with Eddie. It
was possible that she had been unreas-
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onably prejudiced; Eddie wasn't to
blame for the unequal distribution of
his eyes and chin.

So she warmed toward him; she bent
upon him the favor of unusual smiles
and interest; his drooping hopes revived
and he outdid himself in his attentions
to her.

She observed Billy gliding across the
floor with Marie Elizabeth, and she ex-
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glance, half-amused, half-pitiful, from
Marie Elizabeth. Isabel was shaken with
a new emotion, maddening in its com-
plexity, sickening in its intensity. How
dared they pity her! It was no one's
affair but her own. It made no difference
what Billy did—she would die on the
rack'before she let them see that it hurt
her. Her heart smote her for her disloyal
thoughts; her pride flamed up for his

As he faced her, she had her first full view of him. He had on a blue shirt!

perienced a faint twinge of jealousy.
Isabel had not yet qualified as a prize
waltzer and Billy was far too fine a
dancer to receive a snubbing. Besides,
what mattered it to the other girls what
he wore? Theirs was not the responsi-
bility—he was the acknowledged prop-
erty of Isabel.

The sudden realization of this aspect
of the situation came with a passing

protection, and, at the same time, she
took half of his abasement on her shoul-
ders and felt herself shamed thereby.
This was the most terrible of all. She
no longer was able to resent his offense:
she shared it. It was as if she had
helped him commit some crime and was
bound to brazen it out before the world.
And for some unreasonable reason, this
seemed to bind her to him. She saw
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that, by the laws of fate, his humiliations
must be hers, and that, even as they
smirched her pride, she would cling the
closer. Tears of self-pity came to her
eyes; she was so miserable—and she
must suffer in silence.

All evening she had been prickly
toward him, now she changed her tactics.
Billy had never seen his sweetheart in
such a mood. When anyone was hear,
her manner was angelic in its sweetness,
but when they were alone, his descriptive
word, “devilish,” was only just.

At last Billy’s temper grew ruffled
and his gray eyes dark with anger; he
delivered himself of some terse remarks,
and amenities between them ceased.
They left early, Billy glowering sullenly
over a thick cigar and lIsabel with a
white and determined face.

The presence of Eddie Bingham in
the car with them relieved the situation
a little. Neither desired him to know
that they had quarreled, and he made a
splendid medium of conversation. After
a while Isabel’'s tense nerves relaxed;
she was conscious of a growing tender-
ness toward Billy, like a mother’s toward
an erring child. She would be good to
him to-night; to-morrow would be time
enough to reckon with herself. When
he spoke to her again, through Eddie,
she would answer him directly; she
would make the first concession and they
need not part in anger.

The car stopped, and an old, bent
woman, draped voluminously with a
shawl, her gray hair topped by a rusty,
beaded bonnet, entered. There was no
empty seat, and Billy rose with the
promptness of a Jack-in-the-box, and
surrendered his. Isabel moved a little
away from the figure in the shawl. It
had none of the sweet dignity of old age,
and to the girl's ft tidious nose was
wafted the faint, unpleasant, odor that
comes from insanitary surroundings and
stuffy rooms. She thought, petulantly,
that if Billy had only waited a minute,
some one else might have given up his
seat.

The car bumped along; Billy hung
onto a strap and conversation lan-
guished. Eddie Bingham, having ex-
pressed one by one the opinions and
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ideas that he kept for public use, started
to use them over again. Presently the
woman peered out of the window, rose
hesitatingly and signaled the conductor.

As she did so, Billy saw what the
others did not: that tears were creeping
down her seamed, unlovely face.

He stood irresolute for a minute, then
leaned toward Isabel.

“Say, 'Bel, I'm going to get off and
see what's the matter with that woman. |
think she’s in trouble. Eddie’'ll see that
you get home all right, wont you, Ed?”

“What!” lIsabel’s eyes blazed. “You'll
do nothing of the sort. What do you
know about her?”

“Nothing. But she’s been crying.” He
spoke impatiently. “Ed’ll be tickled to
death to take you home. Why, for all we
know she might be going to Kill herself!
'Phis aint a sweet locality this time of
night, either. 1've got to go and see.”

“She’ll probably thank you for 'tend-
ing to your own affairs.” Isabel set her
teeth together hard. All her wrongs of
the evening rushed over her, destroying
her sense of proportion. “If you go, I'll
never speak to you again !”

The excitement died out of Billy's
eyes and they grew steady.

“That's up to you, of course, Isabel,”
he said quietly. “Good night, Ed. See
you later.” He was gone.

Two bright crimson spots glowed high
on Isabel’s cheeks. This was the climax;
this was the end! That he should dare
to leave her in the face of her ultima-
tum! That he should turn her over to
Eddie Bingham with as little ceremony
as if she were a sack of flour. To Eddie
Bingham!

There was a faint, half-nervous giggle
from the person considered. “O’Farrell
certainly does make some awful breaks,”
he observed.

Isabel sat turned to stone.

Mr. Bingham twisted his slender,
book-keeper's hands together. “Now,
such a notion would never enter my
head. 1 wouldn’t think it was the proper
thing to leave the lady | was with and
inquire into somebody else’s troubles.”

A sudden, great weariness settled over
Isabel. “No, | don’t suppose you would,”
she said in a colorless voice.
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“/ don't do things that way.” Eddie’s
words were fat with self-satisfaction.
“Not that I've got any objections to
present arrangements.” He gave a mean-
ing smirk, “liut ((’ Farrell's a queer one.
Always trying to get somebody out of a
scrape. That's why he gets into so many
himself. Just
hand him a hard
luck story and
lie's ready to dig.

That's why he's

always broke.
Now me, I'm dif-
ferent. | look

after myself and
I expect others
to do the same. 1
don’'t ask favors
and | don't grant
em.”

“Yes?” said
Isabel. It was im
possible, of
course, to choke
this maundering
thing at her side.
How ugly his
straight, stiff hair
was beside the

soft, brown
waves of Billy's|
Mr. Bingham

had struck a sub-
ject upon which
he was eloguent
—more eloguent
than he knew.

“l say a man’'s
got enough to do
if he looks after
himself. You
know Ordwayv,
the senior C. ().
D. bookkeeper?
Well, if it hadn't
been for O’Far-
rell, he’d have
lost his job long ago. He's been down
three times in the last six months—well,
in no condition to work. And O’Farrell’s
took him down in the freight elevator
and out the alley entrance and put him
on a car and sent him home.”

Mr. Bingham's better judgment
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should have warned him, but he ended,
sneeringly: “1 suppose it's natural for
O’Farrell to have a fellow feeling.”
Isabel turned with a jerk.
“Billy doesn't drink,” she said.
Bingham perceived his blunder.
“Oh, | didn't mean that! Er—er—of

“Say, 'Bel,” said Billy, “ I'm going to get off the car and see what's the
matter with that woman."

course not. | only meant that he, he al-
ways seems to have so much sympathy—"

Isabel rose, rigid.

“We have reached my street. No, you
needn’t get off the car. | only have to go
a block. But | prefer to go alone.” She
was filled with a large indifference to
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the attention she was attracting. He
followed her to the door, protesting. “It
doesn’t make any difference ; | don't care
what Billy told you.” She turned to the
conductor. “Keep him here. Please keep
him here. If he follows me, I'll—I'll
hit him I

And as the car sped on, she had a
glimpse of Eddie Bingham, expostula-.
ting and amazed, being held back by one
willing pugilistic arm.

It was such a hollow victory. Every
poisoned word that little reptile had
uttered was true. The vein of hard com-
mon-sense that was in her told her so.
And sobbing, she was consumed with
fierce regret that she was unable to do
bodily injury to Eddie Bingham.

She let herself in with her latch key
and stole quietly to bed. Billy could not
get to his home for hours. But the fact
that he lived at one end of the city and
she at the other never made any differ-
ence to him ; he waited for her when she
worked late; he saw that she went
wherever he could take her.

She was awakened by a peal from the
telephone which an obliging roomer had
allowed to be placed in the dining room
—providing Isabel's mother would at-
tend to it for him. A faint, pink lighten-
ing of dawn was on the horizon. Sit-
ting in her night dress, she took down
the receiver and her “Hello” was an-
swered by Billy’s voice.

“Say, kiddie, | just got home. Wanted
to know if you were all right.”

“You just got home?”

There was a laugh from the other end.
“l thought you'd change your mind
about speaking to me! No, wait a min-
ute ; that wasn't why | called you up.
I wanted to know if you were O. K.
The cars were slow—it took me a long
time. It's a mighty good job | left you,
'Bel. That poor old thing was hunting
some friends—and they’d moved. It's
straight that she was heading for the
river. She’d been put out—kicked out!
By her son-in-law, too. Say, a man like
that ought to be—"

“What did you do with her?” asked
Isabel.

Billy’'s tones grew apologetic. “Well,
T brought her home with me. There
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wasn't anything else to do. The old lady
—the mother—was fixing her up with a
cup of hot tea when | rushed over here
to telephone.” (“Old lady” had caused
more than one altercation between them,
Isabel insisting that it was disrespectful,
Billy maintaining that it was a term of
the highest filial regard.)

Isabel laughed hysterically. Where,
among Billy's various responsibilities,
was there room for another? What could
one do with a man like him? But queerly
enough, her heart was filled with pas-
sionate thanksgiving that life was long
and she was young.

“But what are you going to do with
her then, Billy?”

“Oh, something will probably turn up.
Maybe we can get after that scamp of
a son-in-law. But at the worst we can
keep her here. We wont turn her out,
that's sure. Never mind her. It'syou I'm
thinking of.”

Oh, Billy O’Farrell, scion of a child-
like race that never has stopped to count
the cost of a generous deed! To such as
you it has been given to be loved beyond
belief and understanding.

In those few shivering minutes Isabel
saw the price and held it little—for so
long as breath was in her lover’'s body
she knew that she would have the shelter
of his arms; and though she might sleep
beneath the stars, his breast should never
fail her as a pillow.

Billy was speaking, his voice more
deeply apologetic: “And say, little girl,
about that (word muffled) shirt! The
old lady had mine laid out on the bed
when the sister's little Bill daubed it
with shoeblacking. | hope to die if there
was another, my size, this side of Mad-
ison Street—the old lady went four
blocks each way. | was expecting you to
brace me about it all evening. | got
nervous, waiting for you to open up. It
was a case of either wear the calico or
not show up at all.”

There was an eloquent pause; then
Isabel:

“1—1 don’t know what you're talking
about. My—my voice shakes because I'm
cold. Yes, I'll go right to b—bed. Shirt?
Why, I—1 didn't see anything wrong
with your shirt— Billy, dear.”
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HERE are very few unmixed

evils or unmixed blessings.

Mosquitoes and good tobac-

co seem to deny this, but it is
an open question.

Outside a small town in one of the
states of the Middle West there is a
small, brick factory building where they
make ammunition. It is a small plant
which does not employ many men; nei-
ther does it manufacture very good am-
munition. Discriminating people who
use firearms do not buy the product of
this particular factory. They know the
brown boxes with the green lettering in
which this ammunition is packed, and
they pass it by and warn their friends
against it.

But not all people are discriminating,
and many who use firearms are not. To
many, a deadly weapon is a deadly
weapon, and the ammunition with which
it is loaded is a minor consideration, to
be given no more careful thought than
the sugar with which one sweetens one’s
coffee at breakfast.

Moreover, the cartridges in the brown
boxes with the green letters upon them
may be purchased at several cents less
a box than the standard brands. This, in
the eyes of many, is a great advantage
and not to be winked at. It is the thing
which makes it possible for the little
factory to continue in business in spite
of the efforts of its great adversaries.

Y

M O NTE CREWS

The cartridges and shells are cheap, be-
cause the best of materials do not go
into them, and because the best class of
labor has nothing to do with their mak-
ing.
It was this last fact which allowed
John Forsythe to keep his job at the lit-
tle brick factory and so become an instru-
ment of destiny in rather a large way.
He had no business among deadly ele-
ments or places where doctrines of preci-
sion should rule, because he was care-
less and thoughtless—and deeply in love.
Had he been only careless and thought-
less he might only have blown up the
factory. Being in love, he took to look-
ing out of the window near the bench
where he worked, and so wrought havoc
with history and the lives of men.

It happened to be a Tuesday morning.
John was loading .45 caliber cartridges
with smokeless powder and bullets. In
working with this stuff, one should be
careful. John was clever with his fingers
in a small way, and he did the work rap-
idly. Ordinarily, expensive machinery
does this work, but John was cheaper
than the machinery.

‘The night before, he had quarreled
with the sallow-faced girl who would one
day be Mrs. Forsythe, and the thoughts
of the quarrel and of another man who
had been the cause of it were hot in his
mind. So it fell out that he omitted the
powder and loaded one hundred and
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forty-nine out of one lot of one hundred
and fifty cartridges with nothing but the
ugly leaden bullets. In the one hundred
and fiftieth, for some strange
reason not to be ex-
plained, he put powder
as well as ball.
In the little fac-
tory the methods
are lax; they
are painfully,
criminally lax.
The one hun-
dred and fif-
ty cartridges

Being in love, he took
to looking out of the window near the bench where he worked.

were packed in three boxes and sealed.
The boxes were somewhat lighter than
they should have been, but they were
not rigidly inspected, and they were
stripped out with the day’s output.

One box went to Africa. It contained
fifty utterly harmless “dummies.” A sec-
ond box went to a large city in the West.
It too was no deadlier than a box of
sugar-coated pills. The third box went
into the southwestern corner of the coun-
try. It contained forty-nine worthless
bits of metal and fulminate, and one
cartridge which would send its bullet
crashing through a fair-sized sapling, or
smash the shoulder of a moose.

BOXES

That night John Forsythe
and his girl made up and he
did not make another
serious blunder dur-
, ing the five years
that he continued to
work in the little

brick factory.
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THE BOX
THAT WENT
TO AFRICA

Perthwaite was
cornered but untrou-
bled. He had kept

away from his pur-

suers for eight

days and as

many nights,

and the goal of

his journeyings

was almost

within sight.

Indeed, the little

cluster of huts

with the red flag

floating from the

pole in the center

was just beyond the

saw-toothed hill which

crimped the edge of the

blue sky half a mile
away.

Between him and the
hill were five men who had
tracked and harried Perth-
waite through the jungle during those
eight days of his flight. The tongue that
they spoke was not Perthwaite’'s tongue,
and they knew that he had seen the col-
umn of soldiers in uniforms which had
no business in that part of Africa.

Left to itself that little expedition
which the young Englishman had spied
upon would accomplish no little bit, and
might even gain several rich miles of
unsurveyed and unmapped territory for
the men who spoke the strange tongue.
But if Perthwaite carried word of what
he had seen into the circle of huts with
the red flag in the center of them, cables
would carry disastrous tidings, there
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would be English troops, complications,
and much inconvenience to the men who
had caused the setting out of the expedi-
tion through the hot, fever-laden iungle.

All these things were known to Perth-
waite, but he was unflurried. When he
realized that they would very likely get
within gun-shot of him before he could
reach the village, he thought out his
plans carefully and weighed his chances.
Very deliberately he picked out his posi-
tion. It was in a tangle of rocks and
bushes at the top of a slight rise. Di-
rectly in front of him ran a stream,
swift, narrow and deep. The one ford
within a dozen miles lay straight in
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front of him, bare of cover, and he knew
that his pursuers were not good swim-
mers and shared a racial fear of snakes
and crocodiles. The sun was at his back
and he had fifty rounds of ammunition
for his .45 caliber revolver. He knew,
too, that the sounds of firing would
rouse the village, and in a very few min-
utes he would be rescued. He could hit
things very creditably with the revolver
he carried, and was perfectly confident
that he could stand off his pursuers until
help reached him.

“It'll really be quite a bang-up finish
to my little exploit!” he assured himself
as he spun the cylinder of the weapon.

At the same instant that one of the seven millimeter Mitnnlicher bullets cut through his leg,
Perthwaite saw several dots of men come over the saw-toothed hill.
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Everything worked out quite beauti-
fully. He had just got himself well into
his position when the first of his pur-
suers stuck his pith helmet out from be-
hind a tree trunk. Perthwaite was
minded to be charitable. He cherished
no animosity against the five who had
trailed him. He had fifty shells besides
the six in his revolver. He took a long
shot at the pith helmet that sent the mah
who wore it scuttling into the bushes
with a hole through his headgear.

Perthwaite chuckled.

“1 think 1 creased him!”
tered.

The five men knew the angles of the
situation as well as the man they had
followed. They knew they had no time
to spare. They closed in as rapidly as
they could and went to work with their
Mannlichers. Owing to the sparseness of
cover, they had to work in the open,
and Perthwaite made very fair practice
of it while he laughed at them. He shot
one through the fleshy part of the arm,
and sent a spatter of bark into the face
of another before he had to reload his
revolver. He stuffed in fresh cartridges,
rolled onto his side and leveled the
weapon at another pith helmet, support-
ing the heavy revolver on his left wrist
to steady his aim.

He pulled the trigger. There was a
tiny pop as the primer exploded. Perth-
waite paused a fraction of a second,
waiting for a possible “hang-fire,” then
pulled out the faulty cartridge and
looked at it.

“I'm glad they weren't any closer,”
he muttered as he put in another shell
and raised the hammer.

When two more shells missed fire he
swore. After the eighth one, he ceased
to swear and grew very pale. The five,
made confident by his long silence, had
worked closer, and their bullets were
searching him out pitilessly. His position
had one disadvantage which he had de-
liberately set aside in his confidence. He
could not retreat farther without cross-
ing open ground for three hundred
yards. There was no sign of anyone com-
ing from the village.

Patiently, but with the cold certainty
of death gripping at him, Perthwaite

he mut-
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worked all of the harmless cartridges
through his revolver. Then he threw
them, one by one, into the river and
wiped the sweat from his cold face.

At the same instant that one of the
seven millimeter Mannlicher bullets cut
through his leg, Perthwaite saw several
dots of men come over the saw-toothed
hill. He did not see the five men hurry
from their scant cover and spatter
through the shallow ford to his little
fortress, because another of the long-
pointed bullets had made a small hole
exactly between his eyes.

The few miles of territory—un-
mapped and unsurveyed—proved a very
rich bit of thievery for the men who had
sent out the little. expedition which
Perthwaite had spied upon.

THE BOX THAT
WENT SOUTHWEST

A human being can go without food
only a certain length of time. If he can
have water at some time during the
period of starvation, he may hang onto
life a little longer. Maxwell had drunk
that morning from a tiny stream. That
was the reason that he was staggering
on. Had his senses been a little clearer
he might have stayed by the little
stream; it was vastly better than the
burning, glaring, limitless stretch of
sand and heat into which he had wan-
dered.

It was his failure to get the trout that
had driven him from the brook in a fum-
ing, half-crazed spasm of rage. He had
seen the trout clearly; he knew this. It
had been no phantom fish born of his
hunger. The trout had been lying close
to a flat stone on which Maxwell had
leaned to drink. He had seen him as the
cold water gurgled and bubbled down
his parched throat. The fish seemed un-
afraid and allowed him to get close to
the bank. When he cautiously raised his
revolver it made no effort to escape, but
lay still, with slowly waving tail and
moving gills.

Maxwell had been worried when the
first cartridge missed fire. When he dis-
covered that all his ammunition was
worthless, he had almost gone mad. He
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had plunged head foremost into the wa-
ter and tried to catch the trout with his
bare hands—had even got his fingers on
its slippery body, only to have it slip
away from him and dart off into safety.

He had hunted for other trout until
he commenced to see things which he
knew did not exist outside his own mind ;
then he had wandered away and drifted
somehow into this limitless desert of
sand and desolation where death would
overtake him. He lay now on his back,
staring up into the sun and trying to
lick his lips with his swollen tongue. He
was very weak, unable to keep upright
longer, almost unable to crawl. If he
could only eat, he might make his way
back to the brook and have one more
drink—but he would not let his mind
dwell on thoughts of things to eat. They
maddened him and he desired now above
all other things to die sane.

He found that lying on his back this
way and staring into the brassy, burning
sky, while it tortured him physically,
yet eased his mind and cleared it of
those unreal shapes which spelled the
snapping in his brain. In a very short
time the thing would be over. Weak as
he was, he could not possibly endure
exposure to the sun—or anything else.
He rather hoped that he would fall to
sleep, easily, naturally, and not wake
up again. He tried to remember how
people were supposed to feel when they
died of starvation. He got it all mixed
up with the experiences of those who
had been rescued from death by
drowning, but he rather thought people
suffered horrible anguish before they
died as he was going to die.

At least, he comforted himself
vaguely, he had picked out a clean,
open place in which to die. It was far
better out here in the open than it would
have been back by the edge of that
brook where he had failed to catch the
trout. There was something about the
wide, free stretch of the hot sand that
he liked.

He rolled weakly over on his side to
look at it. A dozen feet away from him
he thought he saw a big jack-rabbit
watching him, its long ears straight up
in the air. He thought he had got rid
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of these things and closed his eyes des-
perately to shut out the vision of the
rabbit. After a time he opened his eyes.
The animal was exactly where he had
been before. Now he was scratching
himself behind the ear with one of his
abnormally long hind-legs.

None of the other creatures of Max-
well’s visions had acted in this way.
They had all been the wrong color, or
they had done something foolishly im-
possible that had made him know they
were not real. This jack-rabbit acted
uncannily as a rabbit should act, and
Maxwell clutched at hope. Then he
remembered the worthless ammunition
and his own weakness and laughed.

It was a laugh which might well
have made the rabbit jump. The fright-
ened animal hopped off a few paces
and then sat up and regarded the man
from his pop-eyes. Maxwell continued
to laugh until it hurt him, then made
himself stop. In some way he managed
to sit up. This made the rabbit hop a
few paces farther away. The ease with
which the animal moved filled the man
with senseless rage at the thought of
his own weakness.

“Curse the long-legged brute!” he
yelled shrilly.

He managed to drag the revolver
from its holster. He had stuffed the
cylinder full of the worthless shells
from force of habit, but he forgot this
as he held the weapon in his hand. It
was the only way he could vent his
rage on the animal—to snap the harm-
less Colt at him. He pulled the trigger
with feeble fingers. Five times he
pulled it and heard again the little
crack of the primer that had sickened
him the first time it happened.’

He pulled the trigger a sixth time.
There was a flash, and the strong, sharp
report of the full, powerful charge.
The weapon leaped from Maxwell’s fin-
gers and fell to the ground. If he had
only known that there was one good
shell! There might be another. Fever-
ishly he began hunting through his
pockets. The one good shell had been
his last!

A queer little noise made the' man
turn his head. A dozen yards away from



He pulled the trigger the sixth time.

There was a flash, and the strong, sharp report of the

full, powerful charge

him the rabbit lay, kicking feebly, its
head almost torn away by the heavy
bullet!

There were matches and a knife in
the man’s pocket, and the sudden con-
sciousness that he was going to live
after all gave him strength. He began
to crawl toward the body of the little
animal that had saved him.

THE BOX THAT
WENT TO THE CITY

Under the towering trunks of the
great pines the little hunting-lodge was

dwarfed to almost toy-like proportions.
The man who came out of the door and
stared out through the tree-trunks also
looked small and rather inadequate in
the midst of the forest of tremendous
trees.. Yet he went about the ordinary
occupations of human beings quite as
if he were among surroundings cut more
to his measure.

He stood in the doorway of the cabin
and consulted his watch.

“They ought to be coming back,” he
said, looking out again into the shad-
owy woods.

He lifted a silver whistle to his lips
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and blew a long, shrill blast, then stood
with the whistle still between his lips,
listening intently for a full minute.
There was no answering blast and the
man put away the whistle, picked up an
axe that leaned against the side of the
cabin and began splitting wood with
the careful, ineffective strokes of one
who has but lately learned that the axes
of the woods are not as the edgeless
weapons that stand in the woodsheds of
civilization.

“Maybe,” he said as he paused to
take breath, “they've shot a deer to-
day. That would be just my luck—to
stay at home the day they got one!”

He cut wood until the steady swinging
of the axe convinced him that he was
familiar enough with it to use it more
zealously. On the third stroke after he
had reached this conviction he chipped
off a piece of the extension sole and
scarred the leather of his hunting boot.
This thoroughly cured him of his zeal
and he put away the axe. He tried to
read, but the stillness of the tiny clearing
in which the cabin stood was too pro-
found ; it bore in on him and made him
nervous. He got up from his chair and
went to the door. Once more he sounded
his whistle and listened in vain for an
answer; again he consulted his watch.

“Half past four,” he muttered. “They
ought to be coming.”

He stood in the doorway a few seconds
longer, then turned back into the room.
From the wall he took down a heavy .45
caliber revolver that hung in a holster.
He examined the cylinder and found it
empty. He went to a shelf in the corner
and pottered about hunting for car-
tridges. He found two boxes of them.
One box was red; the other was brown
with green lettering on its cover.

The man chose the brown box and
filled the cylinder from its contents.
Then he walked out of the cabin and up
a narrow, well-beaten path which led
straight up the side of the mountain.

The man was a clerk named Fernwell.
He had been a clerk for a good many
years in the offices of Perthwaite, Max-
well and Briscoe. When Perthwaite went
to England and Maxwell moved west
and the firm continued simply as Briscoe
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& Co., Fernwell was still clerk. This
year, Mr. Briscoe had taken the clerk
with him into the woods, because the
consuming ambition of Fernwell’s life
seemed to be to shoot a deer. Thus far
both Briscoe and his clerk had failed
to shoot anything larger than par-
tridges and rabbits, and Fernwell’s dis-
appointment was profound. They were
only to stay a few days longer, and
Briscoe had taken both the guides with
him for a two days’ hunt of too strenu-
ous a nature for Fernwell's powers of
endurance.

It is not easy for a man unaccus-
tomed to the wilderness to stay alone
for two days. Fernwell was a great
reader, and he had been marooned for
the two days with plenty of books and
plenty of things to eat. But the stillness
and loneliness had commenced to irk
him, and he had decided to walk a bit
up the mountain, hoping that perhaps
the others would return during his ab-
sence. They had promised to be back
before nightfall.

It was partly timidity and partly the
vague hope that he might see something
to shoot that had made him thrust the
revolver into his pocket before starting
out. There were plenty of rifles in the
rack at the cabin, but Fernwell was
not overstrong, and the idea of carrying
an eight-pound rifle up the steep moun-
tain trail when he should probably have
no occasion to use it did not appeal to
him. By a strange inconsistency, Fern-
well could shoot passably well with the
revolver. He had surprised Briscoe and
the two guides by knocking three holes
in a tin can at twenty paces in Ssix
shots. Briscoe himself had only done
one better than this, while one of the
guides failed to hit the can at all. More-
over, Fernwell could not shoot a rifle
within six inches of what he wanted to
hit.

A mile or so up the trail a tiny brook
made a pool in a cup of the rock. One
of the guides had told him that the
place had once been a great resort for
deer in the cool of the evening, and the
fact had stuck in Fernwell's mind. He
decided that he would go up there and
hide in the bushes and wait perhaps half
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an hour. That would surely give the
others time to reach the cabin from the
other side.

Fernwell wore moccasins and walked
quietly. The path was thickly carpeted
with pine needles and his steps were
almost noiseless. When he got within a
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couple of hundred yards of the pool he
moved very cautiously. The feeling was
suddenly born in him that this time he
was going to find a deer at the pool.
The guides had told him that the ani-
mals never came there any more, but
Fernwell felt that his intuition was bet-

The primer exploded with a feeble snap. Then the revolver fell to the ground.
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ter than their knowledge born of long
experience. The whole atmosphere of
the afternoon, the intense stillness of
the woods—everything made him cer-
tain that he was at last to realize his
ambition, and he spared no pains to
make his approach as quiet and crafty
as possible.

He was not more than a hundred
yards from the pool, and had already
heard the spatter and murmur of the
brook as it tumbled among the rocks,
when his ear picked out another sound.
He distinctly heard the crashing of
bushes bent by some heavy body, and a
snort—very much the sort of a sound
the guides had described to him. He had
been right! A deer was even now com-
ing to the spring to drink!

Fernwell dropped to his hands and
knees and crawled. After a few seconds
he reached a spot from which he could
see the bushes which grew on the edge
of the pool. Their tops were waving,
while the branches of near by trees were
motionless. Carefully Fernwell got to
his feet and raised the hammer of the
heavy revolver. Through the green
leaves of the bushes he could see a
brown mass, moving slightly, at the
edge of the pool.

The clerk was too methodical, too
placid a creature to know excitement or
confusion. Once, when he made a mis-
take in his books and had thought for an
instant that he might be held responsible
for a shortage amounting to thousands,
he had not been worried. He had whis-
tled and hunted out the error. He was
not excited now. The hand which raised
the revolver did not tremble, and the
sights came into line without wavering.
Fernwell picked out the center of the
brown mass (he could not quite make
out the creature’s outlines) and brought
the black bead of the front sight against
it. Then his forefinger commenced to
crook on the trigger.

There is a certain point in the process
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of pulling the trigger of a weapon at
which one can stop the pressure and
hold his fire. Most weapons will “crawl”
the merest fraction of an inch before
the hammer is finally released and falls.
Unhappily, Fernwell had just passed
this point in the operation, when the
brown mass at the pool’s brink stirred,
a man’s figure stood up, and Briscoe
stood staring through the leaves of the
bushes at his clerk as the hammer fell.

The primer exploded with a sharp,
feeble snap; then the revolver fell to
the ground. Fernwell, deadly pale, was
leaning against a tree and trying to ex-
plain while Briscoe stood looking at
him with a strange mixture of expres-
sions on his keen face. It was a quarter
of an hour before Fernwell was able to
walk back to the cabin. As they got close
to the little clearing, Briscoe spoke.

“We don't need to say anything to
the guides,” he said kindly. “You've had
your lesson. You wont make another
mistake—ever, if you live to be a
million. We’'ll stay a couple of weeks
longer so you'll have a chance to for-
get—and 1 will.”

Fernwell stammered his thanks, and
his employer’'s hand fell comfortingly
on his shoulder.

“Say,” demanded Briscoe as they en-
tered the house, “where’d you get that
punk cartridge?”

Fernwell showed him the brown box
with the green lettering. Briscoe made
a short examination, then threw the box
into the bushes.

“Rotten cheap stuff,” he said. “It's a
crime to sell it!”

Within an hour of the time the brown
box crashed into the bushes, the notice
of Perthwaite’s death appeared in the
London papers. On the following day
Maxwell skinned and cooked the dead
rabbit and so saved his life.

Ten days later Fernwell shot his deer
—a fine buck with a spread of antlers
that made a record for the season.
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E was not a large man, and

neither did he look like a des-

perate one, but there was

something disquieting in his
gloating smile. It was the smile of a
vindictive man who has an enemy at his
mercy.

He reached the city editor of the
Gazette, after brief delay in an ante-
room, and to him he announced himself
as John Enderby, quite as if he expected
the name to create a decided impression.
If he had any such expectation, however,
he was disappointed, for the city editor
merely looked up with an inquiring
“Well?”

“1 am John Enderby, of Greenwood,”
explained the caller.

“Well?” said the city editor again.

“I'm a church deacon and a man of
excellent reputation in that suburb,”
asserted Enderby.

“Glad to hear it.”

“And no man can malign me with
impunity,” added Enderby.

“Has anybody been trying to?” asked
the city editor.

“You have!” declared Enderby with
sudden vehemence.

“Enderby!” reflected the city editor.
“John Enderby! Odd name, but | some-
how can't place it in the news of the day.
What did we say about you?”

A RTHUR E.

B ECHEHR

“You said, sir,” answered Enderby,
“that | was caught in a raid on a poker
game, and it has done me irreparable
harm. A man of my standing in the
community—a church deacon—a man of
acknowledged business probity—a mem-
ber' of the Greenwood Reform Club—
caught in a gambling raid! It's mon-
strous, sir!”

“Pretty tough!” admitted the city edi-
tor. “Why were you there?”

“Why was | there!” thundered Ender-
by. “1 wasn't there, sir! It's an insult
to even intimate that | was there! |
never played poker in my life, sir!”

“Better try it,” advised the city edi-
tor. “It's a good game, if you keep the
stakes low enough not to hurt.”

“That's a scandalous suggestion, sir!”
declared Enderby. “1 never play cards
at all. 1 wont have a card in my house.
And at the time of this raid | was
attending a vestry meeting at the
church.”

“Then the story can't have done you
very much harm,” observed the city
editor, “for your friends naturally know
where you were.”

“It has done me incalculable harm
sir, in both a social and a business way!”
asserted Enderby. “My close friends
would not believe such a story, of
course, but there are others—many
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others—who do not know me so well. It
hurts my standing with them! It makes
me out a canting hypocrite—a surrepti-
tious gambler—a scoundrel! | *shall
make you suffer for it, sir!”

Enderby’s gloating smile had given
place to an assumption of righteous
indignation when he entered the city
editor’'s room, and this unnecessary dis-
play of indignation had led the news-
paper man to assume a bantering tone,
but the latter now became more serious.
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Enderby, “or you will have to defend
a libel suit.”

“Well, it wont be the first time,”
remarked the city editor carelessly; “but
let's look into the matter a little.”

He sent for Lodge, the reporter who
had written the article, and asked that
young man where he had got his infor-
mation.

“Police station,” was the reply. “The
whole party was brought in and
booked.”

“Was anybody booked under the name
of John Enderby?” inquired the city
editor.

“No, sir,” answered Lodge; “they all
gave assumed names, but the police knew
most of them.”

“Was this gentleman one of them?”

pursued the city editor, indicating
Enderby.
“1 don't know,” replied Lodge. “I

"You said, sir, that I was caught in a raid on a poker game.”

“Threats will gain you nothing, Mr.
Enderby,” he said. “If the Gazette has
done you any injustice, it was altogether
unintentional, and we shall be very glad
to make what reparation lies in our
power.”

“You will retract, sir!” declared
Enderby. “You will print the retraction
that | dictate.”

“That depends entirely upon what you
dictate,” returned the city editor.

“You will do it, sir.” threatened

didn't see any of them. My information
came from the police.”

“1 can prove that | was not,” declared
Enderby.

“1 think it quite probable that there
has been a mistake,” decided the city
editor. “If so, we owe it to Mr. Enderby
to make a correction. Just take him out
to your desk, Lodge, and see what will
satisfy him in that line.”

“Nothing will satisfy me, sir,” put in
Enderby, “except the signature of your
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managing editor to a most abject apol-
ogy and a frank avowal that you lied
about me shamelessly, this to be printed
in a prominent place on the first page.”

“That is quite out of the question,
Mr. Enderby,” objected the city editor.
“Any mis-statement that may have been
made with regard to you was wholly
unintentional, and we are quite willing,
as soon as we have verified your asser-
tion, to make a correction and express
our regret at the occurrence, but we
can't do more than that.”

“You will do as | say, sir,” asserted
Enderby, “or you will stand a libel
suit.”

“Well, 1 guess we will have to stand
the suit, then,” returned the city editor.

Now was Enderby’s gloating smile in
evidence again. “I1 thought you would,”
he said; “I was quite sure you would,
and | am more than pleased, for now
I've got your malicious, scurrilous sheet
where | want it, and | intend to put the
screws on. | shall bring action for libel
at once. I'm going to teach you people
a lesson, and I'm going to have a good
lot of your money before 1 get through.
Good-day, sir.”

Once outside, the smile became
broader, and Enderby rubbed his hands
together as if anticipating much pleas-
ure.

The city editor turned to the reporter
with a rueful countenance.

“Now what do you make of that?” he
grumbled.

“If you ask me,” returned Lodge, “I
should say that he's out after the coin.
He doesn’'t want any apology; he wants
the long green.”

“And he has a good chance of getting
it,” reflected the city editor. “If what
he says of himself is true, we're up
against a mean proposition. To stick a
church vestryman into a poker game,
with police station accompaniment, is a
serious matter under our libel law, and
the average juryman rather likes to take
a whack at a newspaper. | think you'd
better look him up, Lodge. Perhaps he
hasn't been libeled as much as he tries
to make out. Find out all about him.”

The city editor, meanwhile, conveyed
to the managing editor the pleasing in-
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formation that they were facing a libel
suit. “But, of course,” he concluded, “we
couldn’t print any such retraction as he
demanded.”

“Of course not,” agreed the manag-
ing editor.

“He didn't expect it, and he didn't
want it,” pursued the city editor. “It
was a bluff, just to make the thing look
a little better. His purpose from the
beginning was to sue.”

“That is quite apparent,” acquiesced
the managing editor. “But how did
Lodge come to make such a mistake?”

“WAs it a mistake?” returned the
city editor. “May not the whole thing
be a bluff?”

The managing editor shook his head.
“He'd be reasonable if it were,” he
declared. “He wouldn't be asking the
impossible.”

“Then it was a police mistake,”
asserted the city editor. “Lodge is one
of our most reliable men.”

“Well, that doesn’'t let us out,” said
the managing editor. “Better send for
Kirkham.”

“Don’t you think,” suggested the city
editor, “that it would be just as well to
get Lodge’s report first? We'll know
more about Enderby when he gets back,
and we’'ll also know more about the raid
and how such a mistake, if it is one,
could have occurred.”

“Oh, | suppose it wont do any harm
to get all the facts we can before turn-
ing the matter over to Kirkham,” con-
ceded the managing editor, “but the
case will almost certainly have to go
to him in the end.”

“Perhaps not,” argued the city editor.
“This Enderby fellow didn’'t make much
of a hit with me, and it wouldn’'t sur-
prise me to find that there was a frame-
up somewhere.”

But the managing editor was right.
Lodge’s report made it a Kirkham case,
and a most mystifying one. Lodge him-
self was completely bewildered by his
discoveries.

“The desk sergeant at the Greenwood
police station,” he reported, *“asserts
positively that Enderby was one of the
bunch brought in and immediately
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bailed out. He says he knows him well
by sight and can’'t be mistaken. The
name he gave at the station was John
Jones.”

“Did he appear in court in the morn-
ing?” asked the city editor.

“Not in person,” answered Lodge.
“They all appeared by attorney, who
paid the fines assessed, and the justice
let it go at that.”

“Well, the desk sergeant’s identifica-
tion ought to be enough for us,” decided
the city editor; “if he's sure—"

“He's very positive,” interrupted
Lodge, “but unfortunately, the Rev.
Cyrus Delamater, rector of Enderby's
church, is equally positive that Enderby
was at the rectory, attending a vestry
meeting, at the very time that the ser-
geant saw him at the police station.”

“Has he got a double?” queried the
city editor.

“Not so far as | have been able to
discover,” replied Lodge. “Moreover,
he’s one of these strait-laced old fellows
who throws a fit at the mere mention of
cards. He has the reputation of being a
strict churchman—too strict to suit most
people. He's not over-popular in Green-
wood on that account, but his neighbors
would as soon think of accusing him of
murder as of playing poker.”

“Nothing for it,” grumbled the city
editor, “but to put the problem up to
Kirkham. It's too many for me. I'll
telephone for him to come over at once.”

So Lucas Kirkham, lawyer, who in
consideration of an annual retainer
undertook to solve the legal problems of
the Gazette, was brought into the case.

Kirkham listened to the story, and
frowned. “On the face of it,” he
declared, “he’s got you. He was not
the man arrested. The vestry meeting
alibi settles that, and his reputation
among his neighbors is further proof of
it. There are sanctimonious hypocrites,
and he may be one, but, even so, he
would not risk his reputation in a poker
game in his own neighborhood. And
your offense is the more serious because
of his reputation and pretensions. Of
course it was unintentional—a mistake
—but that doesn’'t let you out, if he
wants to be ugly about it, as he evidently
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does. We must find some way to dis-
courage him.”

“We'll have to be quick about it,”
suggested the city editor. “He may start
his suit to-day.”

“Oh, that's all right,” returned Kirk-
ham. “Let him start it if he wants to.
It only costs a few dollars to start a suit
and nothing at all to dismiss it. 1 want
to know more about him and more about
the raid itself. Lodge, with the help of
your friendly desk sergeant, you ought to
be able to discover the identity of this
mysterious John Jones who was mistaken
for Enderby. | don't know that it will
help any to find out who he is, but it
may.”

“l guess | can manage that,” said
Lodge, “although it may take a little
time. Some of the others were recog-
nized, and | may get one of them to
talk.”

“Go to it!” instructed Kirkham.
“And,” he added, “find out as much
more as you can about Enderby. What
business is he in?”

“Fire insurance.”

“Manager, solicitor, adjuster, clerk or
what ?”

“Chief clerk of the Vesuvius agency
here.”

“Been there long?”

“1 think so, but I'm not sure.”

“Well, find out, and also find out how
long he has lived in Greenwood. We
can't know too much about the gentle-
man.”

Lodge immediately departed on his
mission, and Kirkham rose to go.

“What next?” asked the city editor.

“Nothing, until the suit is started,”
replied Kirkham.

“And then?”
“I'm sure | don't know,” answered
Kirkham indifferently. “1 like to have

all the ascertainable facts in hand before
I make definite plans. Let's see what
Lodge discovers. It's too late for him
to do much to-day, but we ought to be
able to find out where we're at by to-
morrow. | suppose you've no objection
to lending Lodge to me for a day or
S0.”

“None at all.”

“All right. Send him over to me in
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the morning with whatever information
he has obtained, and let me know as
soon as the papers in the suit are served
on you. Then we'll see what's to be
done.”

The papers were served the following
forenoon. “Which shows,” observed the
city editor ruefully, “that the old man
means business.”

Lodge carried the information to
Kirkham, but Lodge was now as con-
fident, not to say jubilant, as he had
been troubled before.

“No need to worry about that suit,
Mr. Kirkham,” he declared. “It's as
good as settled right now.”

“Is it?” returned Kirkham dubiously.

“We can call old Enderby off in just
about two seconds whenever we wish,”
asserted Lodge. “1 had half a mind to
see him and do it myself.”

“Perhaps it's just as well that you
didn't,” remarked Kirkham, unim-
pressed. “These things don't always
work out as you expect.”

“Oh, of course | wouldn’t attempt to
do anything of that sort without con-
sulting you,” admitted Lodge, ‘somewhat
crestfallen, “but | could have settled
the whole business.”

“Indeed !” commented Kirkham. “ Well,
how would you have done it?”

“1 would have gone direct to Ender-
by,” explained Lodge, “and admitted
frankly that he was not the man. ‘Mr.
Enderby,” | would have said, ‘we were
mistaken when we said that you were
a member of that poker party. It was
not you, but your son. We shall make a
correction to that effect.’ ”

“Oho!” ejaculated Kirkham.
that's it, is it?”

“That's it,” Lodge assured him. “It
wasn't such a difficult thing to round up,
either. The son’s name is Joe, and the
father’s is John. Joe was in the bunch,
but the sergeant got the name wrong.
The rest of the crowd think it a great
joke. That made it easy for me when I
got next to one of them. They laugh
every time they think of the old man
figuring in a police report of a raid on a
poker room.”

“Does the old man know the boy was
there?” asked Kirkham.

“Sg
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“Probably not.”

“Well, that sounds pretty good,”
reflected Kirkham.

“Good!” exclaimed Lodge, recovering
his confidence. “Well, rather! He’s not
going to expose his son, is he? He
doesn’'t want that kind of a correction,
does he? And he can’'t go to trial now
without the whole story coming out,
either. Oh, he'll be mighty glad to drop
the whole business!”

“1 should imagine so,” agreed Kirk-
ham. “l guess we have got Mr. John
Enderby where we want him.”

“Shall | put it up to him, or will
you?” asked Lodge.

“Oh, there’s no hurry,” returned Kirk-
ham. “This little thing is good to spring
any time, and we might as well have all
the facts first. Did you find out how
long he has been with the Vesuvius
people?”

“About five years.”

“And where was he before that?”

“Oh, there’s nothing against him in
his business record,” replied Lodge.
“He's a long-distance job-holder and
has been in the employ of only two
concerns in the last twenty-five years.
He was with Ditmore & Company,
brokers, for twenty years before he went
to the Vesuvius company. He was book-
keeper and cashier when he left.”

“That’'s certainly a good record,”
admitted Kirkham. “You don't know
why he left, do you?”

“Resigned, to take a better job, |
understand. He's a wonderfully good
man with figures.”

Kirkham nodded. “Seems to be a val-
uable man,” he commented. “Did you
find out anything more about him?”

“Yes,” answered Lodge; “I think I
discovered the secret of his extraordinary
course in this libel matter. He has an
abiding hatred of newspapers, for some
reason.”

“All
paper?”

“All of them. He makes no exceptions,
Teviles no one paper more than the
others, but says they're all sensational,
meddling, scurrilous devices of the devil.
That's why he’s so glad to get the Ga-
zette in a tight place, |1 guess. Anyhow,

of them, or one particular
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his sentiments are well known in Green-
wood.”

“And how long has he lived in Green-
wood?” persisted Kirkham.

“Four or five years. | tell you, Mr.
Kirkham, he’s just a bigoted, intolerant
old back-number. That explains the
whole business.”

“Yes,” agreed Kirkham; “yes, very
likely it does. We'll have a talk with
him'in a day or so.”

“Why not now?” asked Lodge im-
patiently.

“Oh, there’s no hurry,” said Kirkham,
“and | rather like to be sure | haven't
overlooked anything before I move in a
matter of this kind.”

“Simple enough,
grumbled Lodge.

“Quite simple,” admitted Kirkham,
“but it's just as well to take the time to
do even the simple things in the best
way, especially when there is no need of
haste.”

And the impatient Lodge had to be
satisfied with that.

He had not long to wait for the next
move, however, for two days later Kirk-
ham appeared at the office of the Gazette
and informed the city editor that he had
told Mr. Enderby to meet him there.

“Do you think he'll come?” asked the
city editor.

“Oh, yes, he’'ll come,” replied Kirk-
ham. “He refused at first, but |1 dropped
a few remarks that got him a bit wor-
ried, | guess. So he'll come.”

“With his attorney?”

“No, | think not,” returned Kirkham.
“1 intimated that he might wish to con-
sider what we have to say privately, and,
if not, he could call his attorney in later.
I think he is somewhat anxious to find
out what we know before going further
in the matter. Meanwhile, you might
have this put in type and a proof taken
of it.”

Kirkham handed the city editor a
brief typewritten article, which the lat-
ter read with every, evidence of enjoy-
ment.

“You're wasted in the law, Kirkham!”
he exclaimed when he had finished it.
“You ought to be on a newspaper. That's
a gem.”

it seems to me,”
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“Let us hope that Enderby will be
properly impressed,” returned Kirkham.
“He'll be here at three o’clock, and
you might arrange to have Lodge here,
too.”

Enderby was punctual, and he came
alone. There were very excellent reasons
why he should do so. For one thing, he
had not given his attorney his full con-
fidence, and he could think of various
possible developments that he might
wish to eonsider privately. But he was
as defiantly uncompromising as ever.

“It's too late for an apology,” he
declared.

“Possibly,” conceded Kirkham, “but
we may decide to make a correction
anyway—merely in the interests of
truth.”

“1t will not affect the suit,” asserted
Enderby. “I've got one of these scoun-
drelly papers where | want it, and I'm
going to make it suffer!”

“That's for you to determine, of
course,” agreed Kirkham suavely. “The
Gazette, | believe, offered to make a
retraction. We know that you were not
one of the party arrested, that you do
not play cards, and we were willing then
to retract and express our sincere regret
that the mistake had occurred, but that
would not satisfy you.”

“And it wont now!” declared Ender-
by.
“Very good!” acquiesced Kirkham. “I
am merely explaining our position. We
were then ready merely to retract and
let it go at that. Now, if we print any-
thing, it will have to be more of a cor-
rection than a retraction. Just let me
have that proof, Mr. Price.” The city
editor handed it to him. “ Something like
that,” added Kirkham, passing the proof
to Enderby.

The city editor and Lodge smiled and
fixed their eyes on Enderby, but Kirk-
ham seemed to be rather indifferent to
the effect produced. It was an article
that should have disturbed the reader
not a little, and it may be admitted that
his face became very red during its
perusal, but in no other way did he show
that it even indirectly concerned him.
Yet, as prepared for publication, this
was the article:
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make that | could consider; but a mere
retraction even of the character | pre-
viously outlined, will no longer suffice. |
must have damages as well as an apol-
ogy, and unless you have some proposi-
tion of that sort to make there is no
use prolonging the interview. 1 will
consider nothing that does not assure me
substantial damages for the humiliation
and contumely | have endured.”

“Oh, thunder!” ejaculated the city
editor disgustedly. “1 don’'t mind a man
going out after the money when he sees
a chance, but | hate to have a cloak of
righteousness thrown over a hold-up.”

Enderby’s indignation rose. “1 don't
think there is anything more to be said,”
he announced, moving toward the door.
“1 believe | have made my position
clear. If you have anything more to say,
you can come to me or see my lawyer.”

“One moment!” interposed Kirkham.

Enderby paused. “Well?” he queried.

“You were with Ditmore & Company
for some years, | believe,” said Kirkham.

“Nineteen years, sir,” asserted Ender-
by complacently.

“And you left them about five years
ago?”

“To better myself—yes, sir.”

“About the same time,” pursued Kirk-
ham, “you changed your residence, |
understand.”

An observing person might have noted
a shade of anxiety—or perhaps it was
only mystification—creep into Enderby’s
expression, but he spoke as defiantly as
ever. “What has that got to do with it?”

“Oh, nothing, perhaps,” replied Kirk-
ham. “ 1 understand you moved to Green-
wood about that time.”

“Yes, | did, sir,” admitted Enderby.
“What of it? | didn't come here to be
catechised.”

“And was it not about the same time
that you acquired your great hatred of
newspapers?” persisted Kirkham.

Enderby was clearly troubled—or
mystified—now, but he was still defiant.
“What do you mean by that, sir?” he
demanded.

Kirkham laughed. “Nothing, nothing
at all, Mr. Enderby,” he replied pleas-
antly. “Just go home and think it over!
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It would make rather a good article,
don’t you think?”

Enderby stood for a moment irreso-
lute, studying Kirkham's face. Then he
moved to the door, paused and turned
back. “1 don't believe I want any more
notoriety in this matter, Mr. Price,” he
said, ignoring Kirkham and addressing
the city editor. “1 find it is rather hurt-
ful in a business way. | shall have the
suit dismissed.” And he faded through
the doorway into the hall.

The city editor and Lodge turned to
Kirkham.

“What was the trouble?” asked the
city editor.
“I'm sure | don't know,” laughed

Kirkham, “but | do know that the in-
fernal old hypocrite went to the Vesu-
vius company at a smaller salary than he
was getting from Ditmore & Company,
and | reasoned that a man does not make
that sort of a change from choice.
Wherefore, he was fired.

“Now a concern does not fire a man
who has been with it for twenty years
without good cause. It is a reasonable
presumption, therefore, that there were
irregularities of some kind— presumably
not serious enough to warrant a criminal
prosecution in view of his long and pre-
viously faithful service, but quite suffi-
cient to warrant separating him from
his job.

“He moved to a new neighborhood,
where he was unknown, about the same
time, from which | infer that the story
leaked out and made the old neighbor-
hood rather uncomfortable. 1 think if
you will search the local newspaper files
of about five years ago you will find
some mention of the circumstances under
which he left Ditmore & Company,
which may explain his hatred of the
press. Of course this is all mere surmise,
but—"

“But Enderby himself,” put in the
city editor, “proved the accuracy of your
deductions.”

“Why, yes | think he did,” agreed
Kirkham. “But,”—with a smile at
Lodge—“we needed all the ascertain-
able facts of this very simple case to get
him to do it.”
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The author provides a
happy ending to his story

JOHN BARTON OXFORD

Author of “ Purely Suppositional,” etc.

HIS is distinctly the day of
happy endings in short stories.
Gloom at the end of a story
is unqualifiedly taboo. You
see, there is quite enough gloom in real
life (and so on and so forth), so it be-
hooves you, if you happen to follow the
precarious vocation of fiction writing, to
leave your readers with a pleasant taste
in their mouths. Toy with their emotions
as you like in the body of the story; run
'em through the whole gamut of tears
and thrills and shivers and throbs; but
at any sacrifice of truth, construction,
logic or plain common sense, give ’em
a happy ending. So shall all your sins
and shortcomings be forgiven you.
After which brief but didactic dis-
sertation, it will require no particular
painful throes of the intellect to realize
that this story isko have a happy ending
with a capital H and the accent on the
hap.

Billy Crandall awoke with a most
unpleasant start. He awoke after a tran-
quil somnolence of some twenty-four
years. The place of his Rip Van Winkle
coming-to-consciousness was a down-
town lunch-room, where table cloths
were not and the red-bordered napkins
were piled on nickel standards in the
center of each table for the patrons to
grab—or ignore—as they saw fit.

It was a stuffy, noisy, steamy place.
The crockery and glassware was thick
and nicked; the ketchup bottles and the
vinegar cruets were dull with finger

marks; intermixed with the pungent
odor of coffee was the smell of things
being fried, and the staler, more haunt-
ing smell of the many things which had
been fried in the past.

In front of Billy Crandall was a
little platter of corned-beef hash with a
dropped egg draping itself ungracefully
over the top; beside the platter of hash
was a thick crockery cup of black coffee;
and beside the cup of coffee was the
Morning Advocate, opened to the col-
umn on page 3—the column headed
“Wise and Otherwise” —which for twen-
ty-four years Billy Crandall had written
daily.

Now just what brought Billy Cran-
dall out of his twenty-four years' doze
is uncertain. It may have been the
corned-beef hash with that sprawling egg
astride it, or the fact that he had in his
pockets as the sole result of his years
of labor just sixty-eight cents, or the
column on page 3 of the Morning Ad-
vocate, which was particularly bad that
morning; or maybe it was all three.

Anyway, Billy woke up. He awoke to
the realization that he was nearing fif-
ty; that he was getting bald; that he
felt rather tired, and that he had been
drifting along, drifting along, wasting
his opportunities and his chances until
it was too late. In short, Billy Crandall,
sitting there at the bare lunch-room
table, turning his eyes from the paper
to the egg on top of the corned-beef
hash and back again to the paper, real-
ized that life hadn't come out at all as
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he had planned it; that it never would
now; that his column was getting worse
and worse; that he was bald and lone-
some and a failure.

Now, there are some men who can
face a deplorable situation of this sort,
grin and never be harmed by it. They
can comfort themselves with a lot of
cheap platitudes. They can tell them-
selves that, anyway, they have managed
to make a living and keep out of debt
and get some little fun out of life, and,
the chances for continuing in the same
course being good, they really have no
kick coming.

Other men—men like Billy Crandall
—can't do that sort of thing. When the
awakening comes they grow pinched and
white-faced; they,survey with startled
eyes a strange world, out of which the
bottom has dropped with a sickening
suddenness, and wander off into hells of
misery and self-reproach and introspec-
tion.

No, it is eminently not good for the
Billy Crandalls when they wake up.
They get all that is coming to them—
and them some—in payment for their
tranquil years of dilatoriness and pro-
crastination.

Billy looked back to the time he had
first taken that column; it had looked
like a great proposition then; it would
be a stepping-stone to other and better
things, the things that he held secret in
the inmost recesses of his soul. It would
give him his daily bread and yet let him
grow into what he had mapped out for
himself. That was what he had told him-
self at the outset. And what had he
done? He had drifted, drifted, always
drifted, with to-day provided for and
to-morrow a roseate day that never came.
And that column, which had been a pret-
ty passable bit at first, if he did say it
that shouldn’t, had been growing worse,
rapidly worse, of late.

And, in addition, Billy realized that
there was no hope of bettering it. He
was squeezed dry; there was nothing
more in him; what he should have done
he had allowed to go to waste in futile
dreams. It was too late. He was nearly
fifty. They'd probably keep him on the
paper so long as the present manage-
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ment remained in control, which bade
fair to be for some time yet; they would
let him write his silly paragraphs for
“Wise and Otherwise,” and pay him his
stipend every Monday morning; he
wouldn't starve or anything like that;
but it was like eating the crusts of chari-
ty, he told himself with a sickening feel-
ing, as he ran his eye down that column
on page 3.

Although he did not know it, great
drops of perspiration had come out on
Billy's forehead and were trickling
down his temples. His face had gone
ashen; his pale lips took on a bluish
tinge. So evident was his distress that
one of the waitresses stepped over to
the table.

“Aren't you feeling well, Mr. Cran-
dall?” she asked, looking down pitying-

Iy-
y“Me?” said Billy, pulling himself to-
gether with an effort. “Oh, sure. Fine!
Nothing at all the matter with me! Only
I'm not hungry; not a bit hungry. Fun-
ny how you get off your feed when you
don’t exercise every day, especially when
you are getting on in years—like | am.”

Leaving his corned-beef hash and his
coffee untasted, Billy arose, picked up
the punched check and walked to the
door. He pushed the check and a quarter
through the cashier’s cage and went out.
His lips were still blue, and now the
under one was quivering slightly. At
the risk of repetition, we will say again
that it isn’'t a good thing for these Billy
Crandalls to wake up.

Straight down the street he went and
stopped before a hardware store. Then
he remembered something, or rather the
lack of something, and turned his steps
to the Advocate office, some two blocks
away.

“Let me have ten on next week’s sal-
ary, will you, Sam?” he asked the cashier
behind the brass screen.

“Sure thing, Billy,” said that busy
young man, pushing out a bill, and turn-
ing to make a memorandum of the ad-
vance.

Then Billy Crandall, with a queer
look in his eyes, marched back to the
hardware store.

“Yes, a thirty-eight automatic,” he
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heard a steady voice, which he finally
realized was his own, saying to the clerk
a few minutes later: “Yes, this one’s all
right. Put in a box of cartridges with
it”

At the moment Billy Crandall was
buying the automatic gun in the hard-
ware store, Uncle Ben Prosser sat on
the front steps of his house at Grant-
ville, impatiently awaiting the arrival
of the R. F. D.'with the morning mail.
Uncle Ben craned his skinny neck now
and again to look up the dusty road, and
each time he did so and saw the road
still empty, he muttered under his breath
and drew out his old silver watch.

“Late ag'in!” he complained. “My
sorrers! If / had the carryin’ of that
mail, seems to me 1I'd git round with it
once in a while on time, without keepin’
folks a-waitin’ all day.”

The truth of the matter was that one
morning the carrier happened to arrive
at Uncle Ben's place at 10:20 and after
that Uncle Ben considered 10:20 the
proper time for him to come, despite
the fact that his usual time was much
nearer eleven.

Presently, after much fidgeting on
Uncle Ben'’s part, the mail-wagon came
creaking into view, pulled up at the
front gate, deposited in the tin box the
morning paper, and went rattling on its
way.

Uncle Ben scrambled off the steps,
shuffled down to the box, and clutched
the paper with much eagerness. Fishing
out his steel-rimmed spectacles and ad-
justing them on his nose, Uncle Ben
unfolded the Morning Advocate, and,
turning to the “Wise and Otherwise”
column on page 3, he settled himself on
the steps again.

Uncle Ben always turned to that col-
umn on page 3 the first thing each
morning after the arrival of the mail. It
was a source of never ending joy and
wonder to him. Now he chuckled, and
now he wagged his head sagely as he
perused it.

“1 tell ye that feller knows what he’s
sayin’,” Uncle Ben was wont to reiter-
ate monotonously each day at the con-
clusion of his reading. “If he don't hit
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the nail plumb on the head each time,
then nobody does. My sorrers, if folks
would only see what there is in the ad-
vice he gives 'em, and most of it in a
foolin’ way, they wouldn't be half so
much trouble in this world.” Then he
would poke into the house to read aloud
the choicest excerpts to his wife, Aunt
Mary, who listened and chuckled, more
because it pleased the old man than from
any other motive.

As a contributor to the local paper,
Uncle Ben knew something of the diffi-
culties of creative work. He knew, too,
how rare is the right word at the right
time; and a man who could keep on put-
ting out the right words day after day
as did this W. E. Crandall, who signed
his name at the bottom of the “Wise and
Otherwise” column in the Advocate, had
Uncle Ben with him from start to fin-
ish.

The column that particular morning
struck Uncle Ben as being unusually
good; and in ten minutes he was shuf-
fling into the house calling “Mother!
Hey, Mother!” at the top of his voice.

“Yes, what is it?” came Aunt Mary's
voice from the front room, where she
was braiding rags for a rug.

“Jest you listen to what that feller
has got to say this mornin’,” said Uncle
Ben, sitting down and opening the pa-
per with much unction.

He read paragraph after paragraph,
bits of nonsense, snatches of verse, with
many gleeful haw-haws of appreciation
and much shaking of his grizzled old
head. Aunt Mary vented her usual gig-
gles at the right place, but, truth to tell,
her mind was too much engrossed with
the problem as to whether the blue or
the green would look best in the rug
next to the yellow to pay much attention
to what her husband was reading.

“My sorrers,” said Uncle Ben when
he had finished, “that feller is sure a
slick one. 1'd like to see him some time
and tell him jest how much good his
column has done me for the past years.
I might write him, | suppose, but that
wouldn't be like seein’ him and tellin’
him. 1'd like to talk to him. Bet it would
do a body good jest to listen to him for
a few minutes.”
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“Well, whyn't ye go and see him?”
asked Aunt Mary. “ 'Taint no dreadful
journey down to the city.”

Uncle Ben sat up, suddenly smitten
with an idea. “1've a mind to,” said he.
“My sorrers! | b’leeve | will. Say, | got
to go down sometime and see about git-
tin' that piece for the mowin’ machine
that's busted. Might jest as well go now
as ever.”

“Well, whyn't ye go?” Aunt Mary
asked again.

“l b’leeve | will, and this afternoon,
too,” said he. “l kin ketch the 1:03
train down and git there by half-past-
three. Say, you git out my shirt and help
me dress—will ye, Ma?”

Upstairs, where Aunt Mary fussed
about importantly and Uncle Ben grum-
bled loudly because he couldn’t find his
collar buttons, he paused in his com-
plaints to grin at her delightedly.

“Say, when | see him, that feller on
the paper, I'll tell him about the time
Asy Breed’s boy come home after servin’
out his sentence up to Concord, and how
he got it into his head that it wa'n't no
use, that everybody was ag’in him be-
cause he'd got into that mess and served
time. You remember, don’t ye, how | come
across that poem in the ‘Wise and Other-
wise’ column—the one called ‘Keep
Pluggin’'—and how | went over and
read it to young Asy and he broke down
and cried like a kid and says to me,
‘That’s right, Uncle Ben. That’s sure the
way to do.- Much obliged for readin’ me
that. You watch me from now on.' |
cal’late that poem saved him, Mary. I'm
gqin’ to tell that feller about that.”

Pleased and excited as a child on some
wonderfully promising excursion, Uncle
Ben kissed Aunt Mary good-by at half-
past twelve and swung sturdily down
the road towards the railroad station.

At that hour, on one of the benches
on the esplanade by the river, a bent fig-
ure sat staring at the water. Now and
then his right hand caressed the lump
in his coat pocket. Billy Crandall was
going over the past bit by bit, and the
past was not good to contemplate.

Why Billy Crandall, once his mind
was made up, went back to his little
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room in the Advocate office, he could
never have told. Perhaps, it was because
for twenty-four years he had been going
to that room every afternoon at half-past
three, and it was now half-past three.
Anyway, he went there, closed the door,
and wrote a few brief notes. Then he
took out his watch, set it on the desk
before him and laid the automatic re-
volver beside it.

“At four,” he muttered to himself. The
presses for the first afternoon edition—
the Advocate being a conservative sheet
—were started at four. Their rumble
would drown out many sounds, which
would be all too apparent when the
presses were still.

Therefore: “At four!”
Crandall again.

He had spent the day with his soul,
and the day thus spent had not been
profitable. He was white to the lips, but
withal possessed now of a strange feel-
ing of peace—the peace coming after a
bitter, futile struggle, the peace which
passeth all understanding.

Down at the terminal Uncle Ben
Prosser was haggling with a cabby.

“Yep, | want to git to the Advocate
building, but you aint goin’ to skin me

said Billy

none, young man. I'll give ye just fifty
cents to take me there. | know the
prices.”

“Git in!” said the cabby, yielding.

And now for that happy ending. Here
is Billy Crandall, sitting there at his
desk, watching the hands of the watch
close in on four. Here is Uncle Ben
Prosser, his disgusted cabby paid the fif-
ty cents, stalking into the business office
of the Advocate and saying to one of the
men at the classified ad. desk:

“I'm lookin' for Mr. W. E. Crandall,
if that's his name—the feller that does
the ‘Wise and Otherwise’ column.”

“Billy Crandall? Yep, he ought to be
in by this time. Take those stairs at the
right. Two flights; third door on your
left.”

Uncle Ben pokes up the stairs, asks
a man he meets at the top of the second
flight which door is Mr. Crandall’s, is
ushered to it, opens it and enters.

It is very close to four. Billy has
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closed his cold fingers over the butt of
the revolver. The presses in the basement
begin to shake the building.

As the eager old figure pushes its way
through the door, with no announcing
tap, Billy starts, hurriedly thrusts the
gun under a litter of papers below the
pigeon-holes of his desk and half-turns
in his chair.

“You Mr. Crandall?” quavers Uncle
Ben, all a-tremble with the thought that
here he is at last in the presence of
intellectual greatness.

“Yes,” says Billy dully. “What can |
do for you?”

Uncle Ben drops, nervously into a
chair and begins to fidget with his old
felt hat.

“1 aint a-goin’ to take up much of yer
time,” he begins humbly. “1 was in town
to-day and | somehow jest had to come
to see ye to let ye know how much I've
enj’yed that column of yourn for more’n
twenty year. | tell ye, there’s gospel
truth in it every day, and a lot of help
for folks, too. Why once—"

Here Uncle Ben, being fairly started
and having no sense of dramatic values,
bursts into the story of Asy Breed's son
and the little poem, “Keep Plugging.”

Billy Crandall listens, with a strange
tightening at his throat; a strange,
frightened, eager light in his eyes. And
when Uncle Ben has finished, he says:
“Tell me that again,” and there is some-
thing in the way he says it that would
make you catch your breath.

So Uncle Ben tells it all again, and
Billy Crandall, at the conclusion of the
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second recital, gets out of his chair and
goes and looks out the one little window
of the room—stands there staring out a
long time, although there is no vista at
all from that window—just a view of
dingy bricks on the opposite side of the
light shaft. And when Billy turns from
the window, his eyes are red, but he's
laughing.

“Look here, Mr. Prosser,” says he,
“you wait just a ipmute till 1 get my col-
umn ready for to-morrow; here’'s the
‘dope’ all here in the pigeon-holes. All 1
have to do is throw it together. Then |
want you to go out to dinner with me,
and I'm going to tell you a story, and |
hope it will make you feel as good as the
story you have just told has made me
feel?

“Oh, | dont want to put you out
none,” says the modest Uncle Ben.
“Though | would like to tell 'em back
to Grantville that | took supper with
ye,” he adds with childish eagerness.
“But if ye're goin’ to fix that column up
now, mebbe I'm in your way here.”

“In the way?” chokes Billy Crandall.
“God!” And then he swings feverishly
to his work, his eyes wet from sheer hap-
piness.

There you are. There’s the happy end-
ing. You see, we've worked it in, despite
the fact that, in reality, Uncle Ben
Prosser, of Grantville, walked from the
station to the Advocate office instead of
taking a cab, and opened the door of
that little room at just ten minutes after
four.

AUTO-SUGGESTION FOR POLICEMEN

on prisoners, and decided to try it himself.

Complications?

PATROLMAN saw how a magistrate used auto-suggestion

Well, rather.

There’s a hearty laugh to each five hundred

words------ and that's a big batting average----- in the story as
Charles R. Barnes tells it, under the title of “ Tinker's Star-Hitch-
ed Wagon--—- in the November RED BOOK MAGAZINE.
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- [[AS your nose humped in the be-
ginning, mebbe?” sympathet-
W ically suggested Katy, of the
----------- young woman who lay in one
of the leather chairs at The Hare's Foot
beauty parlor, taking a facial. “I see
it's a little tender still. We get lots of
ladies from Dr. Topping-Smith. He can
do anything!”

The young woman in the leather chair
made no comment. She continued to lie
with her eyes shut, her long, ring-heavy
hands crossed in the lap of her modish
gown.

The closing of “the windows of the
soul” empties some faces of expression
as completely as the drawing of blinds
in a house that is streaming light at all
its panes. But in the case of Agnes Rum-
bough it was not so: eyes shut or eyes
wide, her face conveyed its habitual ex-
pression, half-cynical, half petulant—
an expression which had created little
semi-circular lines in her cheeks near
the tight corners of the lips, tell-tale
crescents she now desired ardently to
have eliminated.

“Cold creams and massage aint goin’
to do her no good!” Katy observed to
herself, as she worked away deftly.
“There's some things you can rub out,
and some you can't, and a perpetual
case of peeve is one you can't.”
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Aloud she said: “Ever try this new
face-bleach? It's great. The proprietress
sent it across from Paris. She's there
now. Oh no, Miss Grey is only in charge
temporary. -Sweet girl. But she don't
know much about beauty parlors. Don't
want to, | guess. Would you like to try
the bleach?”

Miss Rumbough opened her eyes and,
after a critical examination of the article
under recommendation, signified her
willingness to submit to it, her manner
—in which ennui and eagerness were
curiously blended—conveying the im-
pression that all that could be done for
her must be done.

When the face-bleach had been fol-
lowed by a careful “touching up” of her
indeterminate features and a fine dust-
ing over with powder, she arose, yawned
without taking the trouble to pat it
back, allowed herself to be got into hat
and coat, and departed without even the
most careless nod toward Katy.

At the door of the little catacomb she
ran into one of the new girls at The
Hare’s Foot.

“Why, Marie, you here!” she ex-
claimed.
Marie, of mingled posterish and

French appearance, stood as one stupe-
fied, her hand moving gropingly toward
her own pert little nose while her eyes
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stared unbelievingly at Miss Rum-
bough's.

“What” whispered Marie, in pro-
found amazement, "have you done to
it?”

“Impudence!” snapped Miss Rum-
bough, and, treading firmly, passed

down the beauty-parlors (toward the
desk where Mary Grey sat by her little
green lattice-work. To that young wom-
an’'s courteous greeting she made no re-
sponse whatever, merely presenting her
ticket to be punched and departing, the
crescents fixed with new emphasis in her
cheeks.

At Miss Grey's half
humorous expression of
surprise, Marie ap-
proached the desk, sroil
ing a hot little smile.
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“She's sore because | noticed,” she
explained. “But how could | help it, I'd
like to know? Why, it used to be a regu-
lar hummock!”

“What used to be a regular hum-
mock?” inquired Mary Grey.

“Her nose. It was something awful.”

“ What," whispered Marie in amazement, “have you doneto it?” “ Impudence,” snapped Miss Rumbough.
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“Nonsense, Marie. A hummock is—"

“It's a protuberance raised upon any
plane of ice above the common level
unless I've forgotten my definitions,”
put in Marie saucily. “It was surely
raised, and as for ice—she’s that straight
through, and nothing will ever thaw
her. You may take my word for it.

“Her mother has always wanted her
to have her nose ‘corrected,” but she was
afraid of being hurt. 1 know all about
it, you see, having been ladies’ maid to
the Rumboughs for eight months just
before | came here. There's nothing
about Agnes Rumbough | couldn’t tell
you.”

“Please don’'t,” said Mary Grey,
softly, and busied herself with the col-
umns of figures which always awaited
her in the big ledger on her desk.

Marie went back to her work, but
she remained preoccupied, and once, as
she laid away the Psyche Biscuit coils
that had just arrived, she exclaimed un-
der her breath: “I'd give the eyes
straight out of my head to know what
made her do it.”

Then, as with an inspiration, she
went over to Jane Dake’s platform by
the windojv, where the little old wig-
maker was busy with one of her cele-
brated featherweight stemless switches.

“Have you noticed anything in the
papers lately about an Englishwoman
named Lady Guest?” she asked care-
lessly.

Jane Dake was one of those strange
souls—of whom there are many—who
care no more for their neighbors than
for their own overshoes, and take no
more interest in them; but who can tell
you all the smallest details that go to
make up the life of Society, which they
spell with no smaller an s than the R
with which they spell Royalty.

Without so much as glancing up,
Jane Dake spoke, around the strands of
reddish hair which she held tightly be-
tween her lips: “Lady Guest, of Water-
side, South Devonshire. Sister of Lady
North-Crimmins of London. She's corn-
in" to America next month to talk to
women. Anything more you want to
know about her?”

“Is her nephew coming with her?”
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“Mr. Cecil Guest? He's here now.
Oh, not in town, but in this country.
He is expected here any time now. His
aunt is to meet him here. He is her
secretary and heir.”

“Mm, vyes, | know,” murmured
Marie, and was gone.
“It's just as | thought,” she ex-

claimed excitedly, returning to the desk
by the green lattice work. “she had her
nose done over for Mr. Cecil Guest!”

“Who had her nose done over?” ques-
tioned Leola, from the telephone table;
and rising, she joined them at once, the
keenest interest written all over her
pleasant, homely little face. Leola con-
stantly desired to adventure into the
lives of others. It furnished her the
greatest excitement and diversion.

“Do you know Miss Agnes Rum-
bough?” inquired Marie.

“The high and mighty party with the
‘of-course-you-can’t-be-like-us, but-be-
as-like-us-as-you-are-able-to-be’ air who
et out a minute ago? What about
her?”

“Dr. Topping-Smith is making her
over—for a man.”

“Did you ever hear of a woman hav-
ing herself made over for a woman?”
dryly remarked Leola, carefully smooth-
ing her hips.

“It shows,” mused Marie, “how dead-
set on getting him she is. Her nose has
always been the despair of her mother
and her grandmother, old Mrs. Fitz
Miller, who lives with them; but she'd
never hear to having anything done to
it. She was afraid of being hurt. You
see,” she continued, “there’s never been
any fluttering of moths in that quarter,
what with her nose and her temperament
and her striking resemblance to her
mother and to her grandmother. In fact,
there has only been Captain Speed.

“You must have heard of Captain
Speed, and of how old and rich and
horried he is—too horrid even for Agnes
Rumbough and old Mrs. Fitz Miller,
cided by the little trio, Agnes and Mrs.
Rumbough and old Mrs. Fitz Miller,
that Agnes might as well give up hop-
ing for anything better and take Captain
Speed, when along comes a letter from
friends in England saying Lady Guest
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and her nephew were contemplating a
trip to America, and hinting that if the
visit was made, Agnes could do nothing
half so clever as catching him. For Lady
Guest, they said, had made up her mind
not to make the poor young man wait
till she was dead to enjoy her property
but to give him his share now.

“ ‘Besides,” so the English friends
wrote, ‘he is a fine, handsome, likable
fellow, and only twenty-four.” No won-
der she went to Dr. Topping-Smith.
But think of a nice young chap like that
falling into such hands! It's a shame.”

“The nice young man will probably
have eyes in his head,” cheerfuly ob-
served Leola.

“But he wont have learned to see with
them, if he is only twenty-four,” sighed
Mary Grey.

She told the story that night to James
Perkins. Jim was with one of the big
dailies, and had, in his official capacity,
gleaned many facts concerning society.
He had been a life-long friend of Mary
Grey’s cousin, the proprietress of The
Hare's Foot, and on her departure for
Paris had promised to do all he could
toward looking after Miss Grey—a task
he found increasingly to his liking.

“There isn't any question about Lady
Guest's being a good deal of a person-
age,” he observed, “nor of the fact that
her nephew gets in on the edge of the
spot-light. She has plenty of money,
too, and, all things considered, it's prob-
able the Rumboughs will play their
highest cards for him. By the way, he
arrived to-night. MacFarland was just
back from an interview with him when |
left the office. George, that must be he
ncfw!”

They were at the theatre, he and Mary
Grey, and at his exclamation she lifted
her glasses and followed his glance to
the box at which he was gazing.

A party of young men and brilliantly
plumaged girls, among whom Agnes
Rumbough, in a water-green gown, was
conspicuous, filed into the box and set-
tled themselves, the Englishman at Miss
Rumbough’s side.

The gay handsomeness of the youth
and something indescribably sincere and
wholesome about him made Mary Grey's
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so buoyant, so loyal, so ardent.

“Looks a good sort, doesn't he?” com-
mented Jim Perkins. “They say he won
all the available honors at Oxford, at
tennis and racquets. He's a great flv-
fisher, too.”

Mary Grey shook her smooth brown
head. “she is the angler,” she mur-
mured.

Perkins smiled. “God created the co-
guette as soon as he made the fool,” he
quoted.

“He isn't a fool. You can see that at
a glance. If he were, it wouldn't seem
so horrid—the trap he will probably
walk straight into.”

“See here,” he adjured, “you've only
just got Fanchon and Tom Bowdish off
your heart; you aren't going to begin
worrying over this strange Englishman,
are you?”

“There are some things you can't
help feeling strongly about,” she de-
fended. “One is, that love ought to be
the shining, unmatched thing it was
meant to be, and not the dull, cheapened
thing some women make of it.”

“You're right,” he declared,
looked at her strangely.

Throughout the weeks which fol-
lowed, Agnes Rumbough came daily to
The Hare's Foot, darting in between
dinners and dances and teas for a hair
dress or a manicure or the stimulation
of a massage; and every day a certain
smile that lurked in the shallow depths
of her pale eyes became more and more
assured.

“You see,” dolorously exclaimed Ma-
rie, “things are going her way. She
shows it!”

“Don’t be sure,” put in Leola, turn-
ing away from the telephone and speak-
ing over her shoulder as she wrote down
an appointment on her pad. “She is too
keen, and she shows that. It always sick-
ens a man. As my friend—the one who
took me to see ‘Hamlet’ so many times—-
is always saying, ‘The most wise of the
virtues is indifference.’” Don’t you worry.
Young Guest'll see through her, all
right.”

“He will never see through anyone,”
lamented Mary Grey. “He is one of

and
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“She is too keen,” put in Leola; “she is too keen.

sickens a man.”

those simple souls—or so 1I'd imagine—
who doubt neither themselves nor their
acquaintances. And at his age every nor-
mal male being is in love with some
woman and ready to marry her. Whether
or not he does depends entirely on the
woman, and the lions in the way.”

“If there are any lions growlin’ in
this case, nobody seems to hear 'em,”
grinned Leola.

“Suppose,” hopefully suggested Ma-
rie, “his aunt proves one? Jane Dake
says she is to arrive to-day. The Rum-
boughs give a dinner for her to-night;
to-morrow there’s a public reception;
and the next day—"

“Oh, there goes that telephone,” pa-
tiently mourned Leola. “ If ever | really
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want to talk— Yes, yes,” she answered,
speaking into the instrument in her best
public voice, “the Hare's Foot. Yes.
Oh, Mrs. Rumbough! No, Miss Rum-
bough isn't here. She hasn't been here
to-day. Yes, she’s certain to come in
later, | fancy. I'll be glad to deliver
your message. A dozen extra bunches,
and she’s to bring them with her, you
say? The English variety—what a
pretty compliment. Oh, no, in-

deed, I wont forget. You can

depend on me. Good-by.”

“Lady Guest's here, all

right,” she informed
them, putting up the re-
reiver. “The dinner's

on. My Lord! the way
Jane Dake does soak
such such things in!
She must sit up half
the night keeping post-
ed on the society notes.”

“Sh,” warned Miss
Grey, as the outer door
opened and Miss Rum-
bough entered, and
glancing neither to
right nor left moved
down the room with
Leola floating beside
her, smoothing her hips
and trying to deliver
the message with which
she had been entrusted.

“Oh, very well, I'll
try to manage it,” exclaimed Agnes
Rumbough impatiently. “Mother can be
so tiresome with her tardy commissions.
As if | didn’t have enough to do as it is!
Where's Katy? | wont have anybody
else. Find her, please.” And she whisked
into one of the empty apartments.

“Poor, poor young man!” fervently
ejaculated Leola to herself.

Scarcely five minutes later the door
opened again and this time there entered
a frankly robust little middle-aged per-
son, who advanced upon the desk with a
half smile about the eyes which sug-
gested that she humorously deprecated
her presence here in Beauty’s Temple.
One would have said she was wholly
free from artifice, from pretension, from
posturing—that she abhorred them all.

It always
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She looked simple and candid and keen
and very direct.

It happened that she was shown into
the apartment next the one occupied by
Agnes Rumbough, and that Marie's
services fell to her lot.

“Massage, facial or scalp, or both
perhaps,” she said, establishing herself
in the deep chair and stretching out her
inadequate little legs toward the foot-
rest. “1've a trace of train-headache, and
I must be rid of it. Tiresome thing, isn't
it, train-sickness? How woodsey that
odor is!” She drew a deep breath of
the mingled perfumes that greeted her
nostrils.

Her roundness and her color and her
sharp little black eyes and her keen way
of cocking the head made Marie think
of a robin-redbreast. Her hair, thick and
abundant, had almost the brown-olive of
the lady redbreast's feathers.

She closed her eyes and sighed com-
fortably. “1 like the buzz of those elec-
tric machines,” she told Marie. “They
make me feel as if | were up in a cherry
tree full of blossoms and bees, the bees
having the good sense to devote them-
selves to the blossoms and to let me
alone.”

Marie smiled. She liked the little la-
dy's imagination. She liked the little
lady herself, and wondered who she was.

Marie did not try to make conversa-
tion. Unlike Leola and Katy, she pos-
sessed the gift of knowing when not to
talk. But as her finger tips moved light-
ly over the customer's forehead, her
mind occupied itself with unusual in-
terest in all that related to her.

Then suddenly her eyes, seeking noth-
ing—to do her justice—found that
which most of all they would have
wished to find: the letter that lay in the
lap of the lady, a large, semi-official
looking document, with a seal upon it
and most boldly addressed, in big stalk-
ing letters which could not fail to dis-
close themselves to a wandering glance.

Long training kept Marie silent, but
she thought that surely the startled ex-
clamation of her mind must be audible.
“Lady Guest!” it cried. ™Lady Guest!”

Her fingers hesitated just an instant,
and then gently resumed their task.
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“What a nice touch you have,” mur-
mured her Ladyship.

Marie expressed her appreciation and
fell silent again.

The whirr of the electric batteries
continued, and there was added the soft,
buzzy sound of voices from that larger
apartment where women sat about the
little tables and laved their white hands
in the green suds of deep bowls. For—

....the temple was full inside and

out, and a buzz kept buzzing all

round about like bees when the day

IS sunny.

Lady Guest was quite lulled by it
and by the caressing touch upon her
brow. Heavily her lashes rested on her
ruddy cheeks. Her breath came softly
over her lips, and the little half-smile
that had played about her eyes lay now
about her mouth.

Peace spoke in her loosely crossed
hands, in her whole relaxed attitude.
Peace seemed to brood tenderly over the
small and mirrored catacomb.

Then sharply, piercingly, there came
from the apartment ajoining, that which
was warning, reproach, admonition :

“My nose, | tell you! Take care— my
nose! What have you done to it?”

Her Ladyship’s little black eyes came
wide. They twinkled. They interrogated.

And Marie—to her dying day she
could not have told why she did it,
whether out of anger at that voice which
had so often lifted against her as it now
lifted against Katy, or out of sudden
and sincere liking for her little Lady-
ship—said merely: “Miss Agnes Rum-
bough. She has just had her nose done
over, and it's very sensitive—as is she,
it seems.”

“Miss Rumbough ! Miss Agnes Rum-
bough?” repated Lady Guest. “You are
quite sure?”

“It isn't possible to make a mistake
about her” grimly replied Marie.

“Dear me!” breathed her perturbed
Ladyship, falling silent, and shamelessly
continuing so as the querulous voice
again lifted.

“Have you made it red? Something
always happens when I'm particularly
anxious to look well. Oh, go on with the
facial! Don't stop to apologize !”



“1 saw your coupe and knew you must be here, so | waited. Don't scold,” he pleaded.
and stared over

For an instant there was silence; then self-made men are all right—why not
came Katy's voice, meekly conciliatory: self-made women?” and Katy forced a
“It was so sensible of you to go to Dr. brave little laugh.

Topping-Smith. Some ladies has preju- There was no answering laugh, nor
dices. They think because their looks is any comment whatever from Miss Rum-
their looks, that settles the matter. But, bough. Only silence, icy and unbroken.
as a clever little chorus girl said one day, Then again the undaunted Katy, de-
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“Why, Aunt Pat!”
his shoulder

Miss Rumbough started

termined to establish a comfortable re-
lationship : “What surprises me is that
you let it go so long— I—er mean all
the time you did. Was you afraid of the
pain, mebbe? That's natural, | suppose.
My land, how I've put off goin’ to the
dentist. | guess,” she went on, goaded
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by the maddening silence of her cus-
tomer, and all innocent of the existence
of young Cecil (luest, “you wasn't like a
woman that used to come here. She had
a nose that needed—correction, too. It
was pretty bad. Her folks had tried for
years to get her to have it done over,
but she was ready to faint at the very
thought. Not that Dr. Topping-Smith is a
bit worse than he just has to be, and some
ladies say the pain is really nothing at
all. But she couldn’t screw up her cour-
age, and so she kept on goin’ around with
that awful nose. Then all of a sudden
she fairly flew to Dr. Topping-Smith.
And nobody could guess why. What do
you ’spose it was? A man she'd been cor-
responding with for years was coinin’ to
see her for the first time!”

Miss Rumbough spoke at last. The
end, she said, justified the means.

She said it in French, and Katy did
not understand, but the little robin red-
breast person in the apartment adjoin-
ing understood perfectly, and blinked
her sharp little eyes, and cocked her
shrewd little head, and smiled curiously.

“It was the coolest thing you ever
saw, the way she deliberately laid her
plans to get him,” continued Katy, as
one driven by a malicious influence.
“There wasn't a touch of sentiment about
her. Not a touch I”

“Why,” demanded .Miss Rumbough
in incisive English, “should there have
been? Tell me that.”

Katy, in turn, was silent, speechless.

“When you make your plans for the
summer, or the winter, you aren’'t gov-
erned by anything so silly as sentiment,
are you?” inquired the cynical tones.
“When you make them for a lifetime
why should you be influenced by any-
thing so ridiculous?”

Katy evidently did not know, for she
made no reply.

Five minutes later, almost simultan-
eously, the doors of the two apartments
opened and their occupants emerged.
Miss Rumbough, striding imseeingly
past the entirely commonplace figure of
her Ladyship and hurrying down the
long room, all but slammed the door on
the tip of that person’s nose.

After them, hatted in a jiffy, followed
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Marie, consumed by an irresistible desire
to see all that was possible of the little
comedy. She took the elevator following
the one in which they dropped to the
ground floor of the big office building,
and, stopping at a news-stand, busied
herself with a magazine, while, as she
had anticipated, young Cecil Guest
rushed forward to meet Agnes Rum-
bough.

“1 saw your coupe and knew you must
be here. So | waited. Don't scold,” he
pleaded. “Why, Aunt Pat!

Miss Rumbough started and stared
over his shoulder. Very painfully she
colored at discovering his distinguished
relative in the commonplace person upon
whom she had just rudely slammed the
door.

“Lady Guest!” she cooed. “Dear Lady
Guest, if | had known! If | had
dreamed! | was in such mad haste.
And we shall have the pleasure of seeing
you almost within the hour, Lady Guest.
You are quite well? And not too fa-
tigued by the journey? Ah, | am so
glad. Good-by. Do forgive my shocking
manners, wont you? Good-by again.”

“Wait for me here, Aunt Pat,” Cecil
said briefly, and disappeared with her
through the big doors.

Her Ladyship, occupied in winding a
very long veil about a very small hat,
did not observe Marie, who withdrew as
far as possible behind the papers and
books of the news-stand.

“Well, what did you think of her?”
cried her nephew, returning almost at
once, his heart in his eyes.

Her Ladyship gave a last twist to the
veil and returned his look steadily. Af-
fection, outrage, incredulity were in her
face.

“If you want to know,” she said, “I
think that if ever a woman was a sister
to the fish, that woman is!”

“How can you say anything so mon-
strous?” he flamed. “The unreasonable-
ness of your snap-judgment. As if—"

“My dear, | have been closeted for
half an hour in an apartment next her.
I wish you had been with me. ‘All that
a woman is, is she, and not merely her
fine moments.” Come, don't stand there
glowering at me.”
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As she led him away, Marie flew to
the elevator.

“There is a lion!” she exulted in a
whisper, as she bent over Mary Grey's
desk. “I've just heard it roar.”

And she told what had happened.

Three days later, on a foggy morning,
Jane Dake entered The Hare's Foot
and, peeling off her absurdly tight storm
coat, shook it energetically and hung it
in the closet. As she emerged, she cas-
ually inquired of Mary Grey if she had
read last night's Bumble Bee.

“No,” muttered Mary Grey disinter-
estedly, busy with preparations for the
day.

“She has gone,”
Dake.

“She?” echoed Mary Grey.

“Lady Guest. She sails for home on
the twentieth.”

“And her nephew?” cried Mary, with
all the excitement Jane Dake could have
wished.

“Gone, too.”

“Gone,” breathed
“Alone ?”

“You wouldn't call
would you, accompanyin’
ship?”

“Then he didn't—didn't—"

“He didn't marry, if that's what you
mean,” quietly informed Jane Dake.
“He wanted to bad enough, if the so-
ciety reporters got it right. But it seems
old Mrs. Fitz Miller had different plans
for her granddaughter, her and Mrs.
Rumbough. Even if Agnes Rumbough'd
have had him herself,which aint likely
—seein’ that Lady Guest has decided
not to divide her property with him as
she was talking of doin’. Mr. Cecil
Guest, with a large slice of his aunt's
fortune, and standin’ in her favor, is one
person, and Mr. Cecil Guest, penniless
and workin’ on a salary—as he wanted
to do so, the Bumble Bee says—with his
aunt against him, is another. The wed-
ding's to +ake place within two months.”

“The wedding! But you said there
wasn't going to be a wedding !”

“Oh, no, | didn't,” grinned Jane
Dake, “—the wedding of Miss Rum-
bough and Captain Augustus Speed.”

announced Jane

Mary  Grey.

it bein’ alone,
her Lady-
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N the edge of the cedar and

spruce forest old Pierre Radis-

son built the fire. He was

bleeding from a dozen wounds,
where the fangs of the wolves had
reached to his flesh, and he felt in his
breast that old and terrible pain, of
which no one knew the meaning but
himself. He dragged in log after log,
piled them on the fire until the flames
leaped up to the crisping needles of the
limbs above, and heaped a supply close
at hand for use later in the night.

From the sledge Joan watched him,
still wild-eyed and fearful, still trem-
bling. She was holding her baby close to
her breast. Her long, heavy hair smoth-
ered her shoulders and arms in a dark,
lustrous veil that glistened and rippled
in the firelight when she moved. Her
young face was scarcely a woman’s to-
night, though she was a mother. She
looked like a child.

Old Pierre, her father, laughed as he
threw down the last armful of fuel, and
stood breathing hard.

“It was close, ma clieri,” he panted
through his white beard. “We were near-
er to death out there on the plain than
we will ever be again, | hope. But we are
comfortable now, and warm. Eh? You
are no longer afraid?”
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He sat down beside his daughter, and
gently pulled back the soft fur that en-
veloped the bundle she held in her arms.
He could see one pink cheek of baby
Joan. The eyes of Joan, the mother,
were like stars.

“It was the baby who saved us,” she
whispered. “The dogs were being torn to
pieces by the wolves, and | saw them
leaping upon you, when one of them
sprang to the sledge. At first | thought
it was one of the dogs. But it was a
wolf. He tore once at us, and the bear-
skin saved us. He was almost at my
throat when baby cried, and then he
stood there, his red eyes a foot from us,
and | could have sworn again that he
was a dog. In an instant he turned, and
was fighting the wolves. | saw him leap
upon one that was almost at your
throat.”

“He was a dog,” said old Pierre,
holding out his hands to the warmth.
“They often wander away from the
posts, and join the wolves. | have had
dogs do that. Mma chceri, a dog is a dog
all his life. Kicks, abuse, even the wolves
cannot change him—for long. He was
one of the pack. He came with them—to
kill. But when he found us—"

“He fought for us,” breathed the girl.
She gave him the bundle, and stood up,
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The man stood prepared, but not threatening. “ Be careful, Joan!” he warned. She dropped on her
knees in the snow, just out of reach. “ Come, boy—come,” she said gently, and held out her hand to Kazan.
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straight, and tall, and slim in the fire-
light. She was twenty. She looked young-
er, save for something that shone
strangely out of her eyes. There were
age and the grief of hard experience
hidden there. “He fought for us—and
he was terribly hurt,” she said. “1 saw
him drag himself away. Father, if he is
out there—dying—"

Pierre Radisson stood up. He coughed
in a shuddering way, trying to stifle the
sound under his beard. The fleck of
crimson that came to his lips tvith the
cough Joan did not see. She had seen
nothing of it during the six days they
had been traveling up from the edge of
civilization toward the old home deep in
the wilderness, where Pierre trapped and
hunted in season. Because of that cough,
&nd the stain that came with it, Pierre
had made more than ordinary haste.

“1 have been thinking of that,” he
said. “He was badly hurt, and | do not
think he went far. Here—take little
Joan and sit close to the fire until |
come back.”

The moon and the stars were brilliant
in the sky when he went out in the plain.
A short distance from the edge of the
timber-line he stood for a moment upon
the spot where the wolves had overtaken
them an hour before. Not one of his four
dogs had lived. The snow was red with
their blood, and their bodies lay stiff
where they had fallen under the pack.
Pierre shuddered as he looked at them.
If the wolves had not turned their first
mad attack upon the dogs, what would
have become of himself, Joan, and the
baby? He turned away, with another of
those hollow coughs that brought the
blood to his lips.

A few yards to one side he found in
the snow the trail of the strange dog
that had come with the wolves, and had
turned against them in that moment
when all seemed lost. It was not a clean,
running trail. It was more of a furrow
in the snow, and Pierre Radisson fol-
lowed it, expecting to find the dog dead
at the end of it.

In the sheltered spot to which he had
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dragged himself in the edge of the for-
est Kazan lay for a long time after the
fight, alert and watchful. He felt no
very great pain. But he had lost the
power to stand upon his legs. His flanks
seemed paralyzed. Gray Wolf, the young
wolf-mate who had come to him as her
first master, crouched close at his side,
sniffing the air. They could smell the
camp, and Kazan could detect the two
things that were there— man and wom-
an. Even in his helplessness he snarled
at the man-scent. It was the thing above
all else in the world that he hated.

It was man who had clubbed him, and
lashed him, and turned him into that
despised thing of the sledge-team—a
“bad dog”—until at last the quarter-
strain of wolf in him had rebelled, and
he had joined the hunt-packs' of the
forest and the plain. All his life man
had hurt him, and he would always re-
member that it was man, his deadliest
enemy, who had hurt the only two
things he had ever loved: a woman who
long ago had laid her hand on his head,
and talked to him, and loved him; and
Gray Wolf, his mate.

It was he, Kazan—urged on by that
wild instinct that called for vengeance—
who had led the wolves in the man-hunt
after old Pierre and his daughter. And
the chase had brought Kazan to the very
throat of that which was even more a
part of his being than Gray Wolf, or
the stars and the moon—a woman, and
he had fought more fiercely for her than
he had pursued his enemy, the man.

Kazan could smell her in the air now.
He knew that she was there, where he
could see the glow of the firelight
through the spruce and the cedars. He
wanted to go to her. He wanted to drag
himself close in to the fire, and take Gray
Wolf with him, and listen to her voice,
and feel the touch of her hand. But the
man was there, and to him man had al-
ways meant the club, the whip, pain,
death.

Gray Wolf crouched close to his side,
and whined softly as she urged Kazan
to flee deeper with her into the forest.
At last she understood that he could not
move, and she ran nervously out into the
plain, and back again, 'until her foot-
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prints were thick in the trail she made.
The instincts of matehood were strong
in her. She had no desire to follow the
pack. She too, had fought it when she
had seen her mate snapping and tearing
in the face of it. It was she who first
saw Pierre Radisson coming over their
trail, and she ran swiftly back to Kazan
and gave the warning.

Then Kazan caught the scent, and he
saw the shadowy figure coming through
the starlight. He tried to drag himself
back, but he could only move by inches.
The man came rapidly nearer. Kazan
caught the glisten of the rifle in his
hand. He heard his hollow cough,
and the tread of his feet in the snow.
Gray Wolf crouched shoulder to shoul-
der with him, trembling and show-
ing her teeth. When Pierre had ap-
proached within fifty feet of them she
slunk back into the deeper shadows of
the spruce.

Kazan’s fangs were bared menacingly
when Pierre stopped and looked down
at him. With an effort he dragged him-
self to his feet, but fell back into the
snow again. The man leaned his rifle
against a sapling and bent over him fear-
lessly. With a fierce growl Kazan
snapped at his extended hands. To his
surprise the man did not pick up a stick
or a club. He held out his hand again—
cautiously—and spoke in a voice new to
Kazan. The dog shapped again, and
growled.

The man persisted, talking to him
all the time, and once his mittened
hand touched Kazan's head, and escaped
before the jaws could reach it. Again
and again the man reached out his hand,
and three times Kazan felt the touch of
it, and there was neither threat nor hurt
in it. At last Pierre turned away and
went back over the trail.

When he was out of sight and hearing,
Kazan whined, and the crest along his
spine flattened. He looked wistfully
toward the glow of the fire. The man
had not hurt him, and the three-quarters
of him that was dog wanted to follow.

Gray Wolf came back, and stood with
stiffly planted forefeet at his side. She
had never been this near to man before,
except when the' pack had overtaken the
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sledge out on the plain. She could not
understand. Every instinct that was in
her warned her that he was the most
dangerous of all things, more to be
feared than the strongest beasts, the
storms, the floods, cold and starvation.
And yet this man had not harmed her
mate. She sniffed at Kazan's back and
head, where the mittened hand had
touched. Then she trotted back into the
darkness again, for beyond the edge of
the forest she once more saw moving
life.

The man was returning, and with him
was the girl. Her voice was soft and
sweet, and there was about her the
breath and sweetness of woman. The
man stood prepared, but not threatening.

“Be careful, Joan,” he warned.

She dropped on her knees in the snow,
just out of reach.

“Come, boy—come!” she said gently.
She held out her hand. Kazan's muscles
twitched. He moved an inch—two
inches toward her. There was the old
light in her eyes and face now, the love
and gentleness he had known once be-
fore, when another woman with shining
hair and eyes had come into his life.
“Come!” she whispered, as she saw him
move, and she bent a little nearer,
reached a little farther with her hand,
and at last touched his head.

Pierre knelt beside her. He was prof-
fering something, and Kazan smelled
meat. But it was the girl’'s hand that
made him tremble and shiver, and when
she drew back, urging him to follow her,
he dragged himself painfully a foot or
two through the snow. Not until then
did the girl see his mangled leg. In
an instant she had forgotten all caution,
and was down close at his side.

“He can't walk,- she cried, a sudden
tremble in her voice. “Look, mon pere!
Here is a terrible cut. We must carry
him.”

“1 guessed that much,” replied Radis-
son. “For that reason | brought the
blanket. Mon Dieu, listen to that!”

From the darkness of the forest there
came a low, wailing cry.

Kazan lifted his head and a trembling
whine answered in his throat.

It was Gray Wolf calling to him.
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It was a miracle that Pierre Radis-
feon should put the blanket about Kazan,
and carry him in to the camp, without
scratch or bite. It was this miracle that
he achieved, with Joan’s arm resting on
Kazan's shaggy neck as she held one end
of the blanket. They laid him down
close to the fire, and after a little it
was the man again who brought warm
water and washed away the blood from
the torn leg, and then put something
on it that was soft and warm and
soothing, and finally bound a cloth
about it.

All this was strange
and new to Kazan.
Pierre’s hand, as well
as the girls
stroked his
head. It was
the man
w ho
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brought him a gruel of meal and tallow,

and urged him to eat, while Joan sat

with her chin in her two hands, looking

at the dog, and talking to him. After

this, when he was quite comfortable, and

no longer afraid, he heard a strange,

small cry from the furry bundle on the

sledge that brought his head up with a
jerk.

Joan saw the movement, and heard

the low answering whimper in his throat.

She turned quickly to the bundle,

talking and cooing

to it as she took

it in her

arms, and

then she

pulled

back

the

‘We've got to get them home, and there's only you and me

to do it," satd old Pierre.
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gray lynx skin so that Kazan could see.
He had never seen a baby before, and
Joan held it out before him, so that
he could look straight at it and see what
a wonderful creature it was. Its little
pink face stared steadily at Kazan. Its
tiny fists reached out, and it made
queer little sounds at him, and then sud-
denly it kicked and screamed with de-
light, and laughed. At those sounds Ka-
zan's whole' body relaxed, and he
dragged himself to the girl’'s feet.

“See, he likes the baby!” she cried.
“Mon pere, We must give him a name.
What shall it be?”

“Wait until morning for that,” re-
plied her father. “It is late, Joan. Go
into the tent, and sleep. We have no dogs
now, and will travel slowly. So we must
start early.”

With her hand on the tent-flap, Joan
turned.

“He came with the wolves,” she said.
“Let us call him Wolf.” With one arm
she was holding the little Joan. The
other she stretched out to Kazan. “W olf!
Wolf!” she called softly.

Kazan's eyes were on her. He knew
that she was speaking to him, and he
drew himself a foot toward her.

“He knows it already!" she cried.
“Good night, mon pere.”

For a long time after she had gone
into the tent, old Pierre Radisson sat on
the edge of the sledge, facing the fire,
with Kazan at his feet. Suddenly the
silence was broken again by Gray Wolf's
lonely howl deep in the forest. Kazan
lifted his head, and whined.

“She’s calling for you,
Pierre understandingly.

He coughed, and clutched a hand to
his breast, where the pain seemed rend-
ing him.

“Frost-bitten lung,” he said, speaking
straight at Kazan. “Got it early in the
winter, up at Fond du Lac. Hope we'll
get home—in time—with the kids.”

In the loneliness and emptiness of the
big northern wilderness one falls into
the habit of talking to oneself. But Ka-
zan’'s head was alert, and his eyes watch-
ful, so Pierre spoke to him.

“We've got to get them home, and
there’s only you and me to do it,” he said,

boy,” said
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twisting his beard. Suddenly he clenched
his fists. “Good Virgin, how | wish I'd
killed that man before 1 ever let him
take my Joan away! He made her be-
lieve that he loved her, Wolf. But he
didn’'t—not half so much as that wild
mate of yours out there loves you. But
she was pretty—our Joan. He was from
the cities away to the south, and he took
her there. And after that— Mon Dieul—
such abuse | would not give to a dog!
He starved her, and beat her every day
of her life, and got so drunk that he
fell in front of a train and was killed
just before the baby was born. And then
—for nearly a year—she didn’t let us
know, until at last | found out, and—
here we are— Wolf—going home.”

His hollow, racking cough convulsed
him again.

“Home!” he panted, clutching his
chest. “It's eighty miles straight north—
to the Churchill—and 1| pray to God
we'll get there—with the kids—before
my lungs give out.”

He rose to his feet, and staggered a
little as he walked. There was a collar
about Kazan's neck, and he chained him
to the sledge. After that he dragged
three or four small logs upon the fire,
and went quietly into the tent where
Joan and the baby were already asleep.
Three or four times that night Kazan
heard the distant voice of Gray Wolf
calling for her lost mate, but something
told him that he must not answer it now.
Toward dawn Gray Wolf came close in
to the camp, and for the first time Ka-
zan replied to her.

His howl awakened the man. He came
out of the tent, peered for a few mo-
ments up at the sky, built up the fire,
and began to prepare breakfast. He
patted Kazan on the head, and gave
him a chunk of meat. Joan came out
a few moments later, leaving the ba-
by asleep in the tent. She ran up
and kissed Pierre, and then dropped
down on her knees beside Kazan, and
talked to him almost as he had heard
her talk to the baby. When she jumped
up to help her father, Kazan followed
her, and when Joan saw him standing
firmly upon his legs she gave a cry of
pleasure.
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It was a strange journey that began
into the north that day. Pierre Radisson
emptied the sledge of everything but the
tent, blankets, food, and the furry nest
for baby Joan. Then he harnessed him-
self in the traces and dragged the sledge
over the snow. He coughed incessantly.

“It's a cough I've had half the win-
ter,” lied Pierre, careful that Joan saw
no sign of blood on his lips or beard.
“I'll keep in the cabin for a week when
we get home.”

Even Kazan, with that strange beast
knowledge which man, unable to ex-
plain, calls instinct, knew that what he
said was not the truth. Perhaps it was
largely because he had heard other men
cough like this, and that for generations
his sledge-dog ancestors had heard men
cough as Radisson coughed—and had
learned what followed it.

More than once he had scented death
in tepees and cabins, which he had not
entered, and more than once he had
sniffed at the mystery of death that was
not quite present, but near—just as he
had caught at a distance the subtle
warning of storm and of fire. And that
strange thing seemed to be very near to
him now, as he followed at the end of
his chain behind the sledge. It made him
restless, and half a dozen times, when
the sledge stopped, he sniffed at the bit
of humanity buried in the bear skin.
Each time that he did this Joan was
quickly at his side, and twice she patted
his scarred and grizzled head until every
drop of blood in his body leaped riot-
ously with a joy which his body did not
reveal.

This day the chief thing that he came
to understand was that the little creature
on the sledge was very precious to the
girl who stroked his head and talked to
him, and that it was very helpless. He
learned, too, that Joan was most de-
lighted, and that her voice was softer
and thrilled him more deeply, when he
paid attention to that little, warm, liv-
ing thing in the bear skin.

For a long time after they made camp
Pierre Radisson sat beside the fire. To-
night he did not smoke. He -stared
straight into the flames. When at last he
rose to go into the tent with the girl and
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the baby, he bent over Kazan and ex-
amined his hurt.

“You've got to work in the traces to-
morrow, boy,” he said. “We must make
the river by to-morrow night. If we
don't—"

He did not finish. He was choking
back one of those tearing coughs when
the tent-flap dropped behind him. Kazan
lay stiff and alert, his eyes filled with a
strange anxiety. He did not like to see
Radisson enter the tent, for stronger
than ever there hung that oppressive
mystery in the air about him, and it
seemed to be a part of Pierre.

Three times that night he heard faith-
ful Gray Wolf calling for him deep in
the forest, and each time he answered
her. Toward dawn she came in close to
camp. Once he caught the scent of her
when she circled round in the wind, and
he tugged and whined at the end of his
chain, hoping that she would come in
and lie down at his side. But no sooner
had Radisson moved in the tent than
Gray Wolf was gone. The man’'s face
was thinner, and his eyes were redder
this morning. His cough was not so
loud or so rending. It was like a wheeze,
as if something had given way inside,
and before the girl came out he clutched
his' hands’ often at his throat. Joan’s
face whitened when she saw him. Anx-
iety gave way to fear in her eyes. Pierre
Radisson laughed when she flung her
arms about him, and coughed to prove
that what he said was true.

“You see the cough is not so bad, my
Joan,” he said. “It is breaking up. You
cannot have forgotten, via cheri? It al-
ways leaves one red-eyed and weak.”

It was a cold, bleak, dark day that
followed, and through it Kazan and the
man tugged at the fore of the sledge,
with Joan following in the trail behind.
Kazan's wound no longer hurt him. He
pulled steadily with all his splendid
strength, and the man never lashed him
once, but patted him with his mittened
hand on head and back. The day grew
steadily darker and in the tops of the
trees there was ,the low moaning of
a storm.

Darkness and the coming of the storm
did not drive Pierre Radisson into camp.
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“We must reach the river,” he said to
himself, over and over again. “We must
reach the river—we must reach the riv-
er—” And he steadily urged Kazan on to
greater effort, while his own strength
at the end of the traces grew less.

It had begun to storm when Pierre
stopped to build a fire at noon. The snow
fell straight down in a white deluge so
thick that it hid the tree trunks fifty
yards away. Pierre laughed when Joan
shivered and snuggled close up to him
with the baby in her arms. He waited
only an hour, and then fastened Kazan
in the traces again, and buckled the
straps once more about his own waist.
In the silent gloom that was almost
night Pierre carried his compass in his
hand, and at last, late in the afternoon,
they came to a break in the timber-line,
and ahead of them lay a plain, across
which Radisson pointed an exultant
hand.

“There’s the river, Joan,” he said, his
voice faint and husky. “We can camp

here now and wait for the storm to.

pass.”

Under a thick clump of spruce he put
up the tent, and then began gathering
firewood. Joan helped him. As soon as
they had boiled coffee and eaten a supper
of meat and toasted biscuits, Joan went
into the tent and dropped exhausted on
her thick bed of balsam boughs, wrap-
ping herself and the baby up close in the
skins and blankets. To-night she had no
word for Kazan. And Pierre was glad
that she was too tired to sit beside the
fire and talk. And yet—

Kazan'’s alert eyes saw him start sud-
denly. He rose from his seat on the
sledge and went to the tent. He drew
back the flap and thrust in his head and
shoulders.

“Asleep, Joan?” he asked.

“Almost, Father. Wont you please
come—soon?”

“After | smoke,” he said. “Are you
comfortable?”

“Yes. I'm so tired—and—sleepy—"

Pierre laughed softly. In the darkness
he was gripping at his throat.

“We're almost home, Joan. That is
our river out there—the Little Beaver. If
I should run away and leave you to-
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night you could follow it right to our
cabin. It's only forty miles. Do you
hear?”

“Yes— 1 know—"

“Forty miles—straight down the riv-
er. You couldn't lose yourself, Joan.
Only you'd have to be careful of air-
holes in the ice.”

“Wont you come to bed, Father?
You're tired—and almost sick.”

“Yes—after | smoke,” he repeated.
“Joan, will you keep reminding me to-
morrow of the air-holes? | might forget.
You can always tell them, for the snow
and the crust over them is whiter than
that on the rest of the Ice, and like &
sponge. Will you remember—the air-
holes—"

“Yes-s-s-s—"”

Pierre dropped the tent-flap and re-
turned to the fire. He staggered as he
walked.

“Good-night, boy,” he said. “Guess
I'd better go in with the kids. Two days
more—forty miles—two days—"”

Kazan watched him as he entered the
tent. He laid his weight against the end
of his chain until the collar shut off his
wind. His legs and back twitched. In
that tent where Radisson had gone were
Joan and the baby. He knew that Pierre
would not hurt them, but he knew also
that with Pierre Radisson something ter-
rible and impending was hovering very
near to them. He wanted the man out-
side—by the fire—where he could lie
still, and watch him.

In the tent there was silence. Nearer
to him than before came Gray Wolf's
cry. Each night she was calling earlier,
and coming closer to the camp. He
wanted her very near to him to-night,
but he did not even whine in response.
He dared not break that strange silence
in the tent. He lay still for a long time,
tired and lame from the day’s journey,
but sleepless. The fire burned lower; the
wind in the tree-tops died away; and
the thick, gray clouds rolled like a mas-
sive curtain from under the skies. The
stars began to glow white and metallic,
and from far in the north there came
faintly lka crisping, moaning sound, like
steel sleigh-runners running over frosty
snow— the mysterious monotone of the
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Northern Lights. After that it grew
steadily and swiftly colder.

To-night Gray Wolf did not compass
herself by the direction of the wind. She
followed like a sneaking shadow over the
trail Pierre Radisson had made, and
when Kazan heard her again, long after
midnight, he lay with his head erect,
and his body rigid, save for a curious
twitching of his muscles. There was a
new note in Gray Wolf's voice, a wailing
note in which there was more than the
mate-call. It was The Message. And at
the sound of it Kazan rose from out of
his silence and his fear, and with his
head turned straight up to the sky he
howled as the wild dogs of the north
howl before the tepees of masters who
are newly dead.

For Pierre Radisson was dead.

v

It was dawn when the baby snuggled
close toJoan’swarm breast and awakened
her with its cry of hunger. She opened
her eyes, brushed back the thick hair
from her face, and could see where the
shadowy form of her father was lying
at the other side of the tent. He was very
quiet, and she was pleased that he was
still sleeping. She knew that the day be-
fore he had been very near to exhaustion,
and so for half an hour longer she lay
quiet, cooing softly to the baby Joan.
Then she rose cautiously, tucked the ba-
by in the warm blankets and furs, put on
her heavier garments, and went outside.

By this time it was broad day, and she
breathed a sigh of relief when she saw
that the storm had passed. It was bitterly
cold. It seemed to her that she had nev-
er known it to be so cold in all her life.
The fire was completely out. Kazan was
huddled in a round ball, his nose tucked
under his body. He raised his head, shiv-
ering, as Joan came out. With her heav-
ily moccasined foot Joan scattered the
ashes and charred sticks where the fire
had been. There was not a spark left. In
returning to the tent she stopped for a
moment beside Kazan, and patted his
shaggy head.

“Poor Wolf!” she said. “1 wish | had
given you one of the bear skins!”
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She threw back the tent-flap and en-
tered. For the first time she saw her
father's face in the light—and outside,
Kazan heard the terrible, moaning cry
that broke from her lips. No one could
have looked at Pierre Radisson’s face
once—and not have understood.

After that one agonizing cry, Joan
flung herself upon her father's breast,
sobbing so softly that even Kazan's
sharp ears heard no sound. She remained
there in her grief until every vital
energy of womanhood and motherhood
in her girlish body was roused to action
by the wailing cry of baby Joan. Then
she sprang to her feet and ran out
through the tent opening. Kazan tugged
at the end of his chain to meet her, but
she saw nothing of him now. The terror
of the wilderness is greater than that of
death, and in an instant it had fallen
upon Joan. It was not because of fear
for herself. It was the baby. The wailing
cries from the tent pierced her like
knife-thrusts.

And then, all at once, there came to
her what old Pierre had said the night
before—his words about the river, the
air-holes, the home forty miles away.
“You couldn’t lose yourself, Joan.” He
had guessed what might happen.

She bundled the baby deep in the furs
and returned to the fire-bed. Her one
thought now was that they must have
fire. She made a little pile of birch
bark, covered it with half-burned bits of
wood, and went into the tent for the
matches. Pierre Radisson carried them
in a water-proof box in a pocket of his
bearskin coat. She sobbed as she kneeled
beside him again, and secured the box.
As the fire flared up she added other
bits of wood, and then some of the larg-
er pieces that Pierre had dragged into
camp. The fire gave her courage. Forty
miles—and the river led to their home!
She must make that, with the baby and
Wolf. For the first time she turned to
him, and spoke his name as she put her
hand on his head. After that she gave
him a chunk of meat which she thawed
out over the fire, and melted snow for
tea. She was not hungry, but she re-
called how her father had made her eat
four and five times a day, so she forced



Joan put Kazan in the traces, and fastened about her slender waist the strap that Pierre had used. Thus
they struck out for the river, floundering knee-deep in the freshly fallen and drifted snow.
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herself to make a breakfast of a biscuit,
a shred of meat, and as much hot tea as
she could drink.

The terrible hour she dreaded fol-
lowed that. She wrapped blankets cloce-
ly about her father’s body, and tied them
with babiche cord. After that she piled
all the furs and blankets that remained
on the sledge close to the fire, and snug-
gled baby Joan deep down in them.
Pulling down the tent was a task. The
ropes were stiff and frozen, and when
she had done, one of her hands was
bleeding. She piled the tent on the
sledge, and then, half covering her face,
turned and looked back.

Pierre Radisson lay on his balsam
bed, with nothing over him now but the
gray sky and the spruce tops. Kazan
stood stiff-legged and sniffed the air. His
spine bristled when Joan went back
slowly and kneeled beside the blanket-
wrapped object. When she returned to
him her face was white and tense, and
now there was a strange and terrible
look in her eyes as she stared out across
the barren. She put him in the traces,
and fastened about her slender waist the
strap that Pierre had used. Thus they
struck out for the river, floundering
knee-deep in the freshly fallen and
drifted snow. Half way Joan stumbled
in a drift and fell, her loose hair flying
in a shimmering veil over the snow. With
a mighty pull Kazan was at her side,
and his cold muzzle touched her face as
she drew herself to her feet. For a mo-
ment Joan took his shaggy head between
her two hands.

“Wolf!” she moaned. “Oh, W olf!”

She went on, her breath coming pant-
ingly now, even from her brief exertion.
The snow was not so deep on the ice of
the river. But a wind was rising. It came
from the north and east, straight in her
face, and Joan bowed her head as she
pulled with Kazan. Half a mile down
the river she stopped, and no longer
could she repress the hopelessness that
rose to her lips in a sobbing, choking cry.
Forty miles! She clutched her hands at
her breast, and stood breathing like one
that had been beaten, her back to the
wind. Baby Joan was quiet. She went
back and peered down under the furs,
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and what she saw there spurred her on
again almost fiercely. Twice she stum-
bled to her knees in the drifts during the
next quarter of a mile.

After that there was a stretch of wind-
swept ice, and Kazan pulled the sledge
alone. Joan walked at his side. There
was a pain in her chest. A thousand
needles seemed pricking her face, and
suddenly she remembered the thermom-
eter. She exposed it for a time on the
top of the tent. When she looked at it
a few minutes later it was thirty degrees
below zero. Forty miles! And her father
had told her that she could make it—and
could not lose herself! But she did not
know that even her father would have
been afraid to face the north that day,
with the temperature at thirty below,
and a moaning wind bringing the first
warning of a blizzard.

The timber was far behind her now.
Ahead there was nothing but the pitiless
barren, and the timber beyond that was
hidden by the gray gloom of the day. If
there had been trees, Joan's heart would
not have choked so with terror. But there
was nothing—nothing but that gray,
ghostly gloom, with the rim of the sky
torching the earth a mile away.

.The snow grew heavy under her feet
again. Always she was watching for
those treacherous, frost-coated traps in
the ice her father had spoken of. But
she found now that all the ice and snow
looked alike to her, and that there was
a growing pain back of her eyes. It was
the intense cold.

The river widened into a small lake,
and here the wind struck her in the face
with such force that her weight was tak-
en from the strap, and Kazan dragged
the sledge alone. A few inches of snow
impeded her as much as a foot had done
before. Little by little she dropped back.
Kazan forged to her side, every ounce of
his magnificent strength in the traces.
By the time they were on the river
channel again, Joan was at the back of
the sledge, following in the trail made
by Kazan. She was powerless to help
him. She felt more and more the lead-
en weight of her legs. There was but
one hope—and that was the forest. If
they did not reach it soon, within half
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an hour, she would lie able to go no
farther. Over and over again she moaned
a prayer for her baby as she struggled
on. She fell in the snowdrifts. Kazan
and the sledge became only a dark blotch
to her. And then, all at once, she saw
that they were leaving her. They were
not more than twenty feet ahead of her
—but the blotch seemed to be a vast dis-
tance away. Every bit of life and
strength in her body was now bent upon
reaching the sledge—and baby Joan.

It seemed an interminable time before
she gained. With the sledge only six feet
ahead of her she struggled for what
seemed to her to be an hour before she
could reach out and touch it. With a
moan she flung herself forward, and fell
upon it. She no longer heard the wailing
of the storm. She no longer felt discom-
fort. With her face in the furs under
which baby Joan was buried, there came
to her with swiftness and joy a vision of
warmth and home. And then the vision
faded away, and was followed by deep
night.

Kazan stopped in the trail. He came
back then and sat down wupon his
haunches beside her, waiting for her to
move and speak. But she was very still.
He thrust his nose into her loose hair. A
whine rose in his throat, and suddenly he
raised his head and sniffed in the face of
the wind. Something came to him with
that wind. He muzzled Joan again, but
she did not stir. Then he went forward,
and stood in his traces, ready for the
pull, and looked back at her. Still she
did not move or speak, and Kazan's
whine gave place to a sharp, excited
bark.

The strange thing in the wind came to
him stronger for a moment. He began to
pull. The sledge-runners had frozen to
the snow, and it took every ounce of his
strength to free them. Twice during the
next five minutes he stopped and sniffed
the air. The third time that he halted,
in a drift of snow, he returned to Joan’s
side again, and whined to awaken her.
Then he tugged again at the end of his
traces, and foot by foot he dragged the
sledge through the drift. Beyond the
drift there was a stretch of clear ice,
and here Kazan rested. During a lull in
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the wind the scent came to him stronger
than before.

At the end of the clear ice was a nar-
row break in the shore, where a creek ran
into the main stream. If Joan had been
conscious she would have urged him
straight ahead. But Kazan turned into
the break, and for ten minutes he strug-
gled through the snow without a rest,
whining more and more frequently, until
at last the whine broke into a joyous
bark. Ahead of him, close to the creek,
was a small cabin. Smoke was rising out
of the chimney. It was the scent of
smoke that had come to him in the wind.
A hard, level slope reached to the cabin
door, and with the last strength that was
in him Kazan dragged his burden up
that. Then he settled himself back beside
Joan, lifted his shaggy head to the dark
sky, and howled.

A moment later the door opened. A
man came out. Kazan's reddened, snow-
shot eyes followed him watchfully as he
ran to the sledge. He heard his startled
exclamation as he bent over Joan. In
another lull of the wind there came from
out of the mass of furs on the sledge the
wailing, half-smothered voice of baby
Joan.

A deep sigh of relief heaved up from
Kazan's chest. He was exhausted. His
strength was gone. His feet were torn
and bleeding. But the voice of baby Joan
filled him with a strange happiness, and
he lay down in his traces, while the man
carried Joan and the baby into the life
and warmth of the cabin.

A few minutes later the man reap-
peared. He was not old, like Pierre Rad-
isson. He did not carry a club, or a
whip. He came close to Kazan, and
looked down at him.

“My God,” he said. “And you did that
—alone!”

He bent down fearlessly, unfastened
him from the traces, and led him toward
the cabin door. Kazan hesitated but once
—almost on the threshold. He turned his
head, swift and alert. From out of the
moaning and wailing of the storm it
seemed to him that for a moment he had
heard the voice of Gray Wolf.

Then the cabin door closed behind
him.
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Another Pattensburg Story
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ILLUSTRATED BY

S Clem Willobee, clerk at the

Olympic Hotel, came out up-

on the veranda to join me in

a good-night smoke, he stopped
and sniffed the air, remarking:

“It's Septembery and bland, but
there’s a mischievous Octoberish nip in it
somewheres or | miss my guess.”

Clem sniffed again, slid into a creak-
ing wicker chair by my side, tipped his
passe Sstraw hat over his eyes and com-
fortably caressed a peaked knee. Pattens-
burg slumbered. Now and then | caught
glimpses of Clem’s wan, dim smile; |
always enjoyed watching it come and go,
for it so happily suggested his humorous
love and tolerance of life, people and
things.

“Summer’s done for,” Clem reflected.
“Autumn’s right on our heels. Strange,
too, when | noticed the air just now,
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warm and nippy both at the same time.
Strange—and agreeable, 1 must say.
Somebody came with it; it seemed for
just an instant that she'd crept right up
by my side and—and surprised me. You
know how one thing brings back an-
other, suddenly. Well, this girl and that
first Octoberish touch came along togeth-
er as if they were one and the same
spirit. Startled me a little.”

He became thoughtfully silent. |
waited, five, ten, fifteen minutes, possi-
bly, before he spoke again. Then he
ruminated:

“Take romance, now; taint romance
at all while you're having it, seems
to me. WHile it's going on you don't
know it. There aint any way to tell
whether it's romance or just plain, ordi-
nary day’s routine. But you always do
find out after while—when it's gone and
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can't ever be got back, and regrets set
in; if regrets set in you can be sure 'twas
romance.

“l had my tweak of 'em just a few
minutes ago when,”—Clem chuckled—
“when | thought of Sophy Dell. Sophy'd
like the idea if she knew how she and
October just tip-toed up and nudged
me ir> the ribs and said: ‘Remember,
Clem, remember?’

“Sophy and | were in the same class
at High School. She was sweet then,
but not over-noticeable. At least | didn't
think so. | recall when we had the
graduation exercises at the opera house
and Sophy was down on the program to
play the piano, how high-strung she was
about it. The whole crowd of us was
standing behind the scenes waiting to
file on the stage and Sophy came up and
held out her hands to me:

“‘Oh! Clem, they're cold as ice. I'll
never, never be able to play. See’

“1 just touched the tips of her fingers
and murmured: ‘Uh-huh. Brace up,
Sophy. Soon’s you get started you'll sail
through it all right.’

“Holding her hands didn't get a rip-
ple of interest out of me—then. But
later—well, a few years made a vast
difference in Sophy.

“After High School | knuckled down
to work and Sophy went to Boston
to a conservatory where she could put the
finishing touches to her musical educa-
tion. And that was the last | saw of her
for about three or four years. She didn't
come to Pattensburg summers, because, |
understand, she played at some seashore
or other in vacations to help defray.
Sophy’s folks are fairly well-to-do, but
I guess they couldn’t spare much along
the line of piano-lessons. While you
can get a good piano-lesson in Pattens-
burg for a dollar, they come much higher
in the big cities, I'm informed.

“Anyhow, Sophy finally managed to
get a diploma showing that she’d cov-
ered considerable musical ground. Then
back she came to Pattensburg and
opened a studio in the Odd Fellows’
Building with her name on the door and
other professional looking information.
It certainly was fixed up nice; it had a
hushed, tempermental, serious atmo-
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sphere which impressed folks that les-
sons dispensed there were the genuine
article. Pattensburg took to Sophy.

“Including myself. She hadn’'t been
back more’'n a day or so when she hap-
pened to walk by. | was sitting right
here on the piazza and she called out:

“ ‘How do you do, Clem?’

“1 jumped up, grinning like a full
moon, and stared. Didn't exactly place
her for a moment. But soon’'s | got
sense, didn't | just skip across the street
to her? You bet | did. We shook hands
and | kept saying:

“ ‘You aint Sophy Dell, are you? You
aint Sophy?’

“She said: ‘Yes, I'm Sophy.’

“1 said: ‘Well—well—well,
Sophy.’

“She was amazing. Tall and slender
and supple, sure of her clothes, sure of
the way she stood on her feet—but that
wasn't it. Not looks; it was what she
was, What she’d become to be.

“A nimble, warm spirit had grown
into her; nothing to see, but something
to feel and wonder about; every flicker
of it was expressed in little gestures, mo-
tions of the eyes and lips and hands,
quick and quiet—woman’s signals. To
tell the truth, | got somewhat snarled up
at first— Sophy’s personality was so ar-
tistic—womanly artistic, 1 mean—and
complex.

“ ‘Gee whiz!" thinks I, ‘as soon as the
Pattensburg fellows set eyes on Sophy
there’ll be a big rush to get re-acquaint-
ed. Clemmy, old boy, in view of the fact
that you haven't any superior advan-
tages, you better get as early a start's
possible.’

“So | remarked to Sophy:

“ ‘Buggy-riding’s still pretty popular
in Pattensburg, in spite of automobiles.’

“Sophy tilted her head to one side and
said:

“'Yes?

“ ‘Are you going to settle down here
for good?’ | asked.

“Sophy smiled and nodded.

“ ‘Well,” 1 went on, ‘you don’t dislike
buggy-riding do you?’

“Sophy said she didn't

“ ‘Let's make it Thursday afternoon,’
| suggested.

you're
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* ‘Thank you so much,” Sophy replied,
‘but really, Clem, I'm so busy fixing up
my new studio, and besides, Mother and
Father wish me to spend all the time |
can with them my first week or so home.
I've been away so much, you know. But
it's nice and thoughtful of you to ask.’

“*‘Hm, said I. ‘Well—Ilet's see. May-
be I'll call some evening. How’'s that?’

“ ‘Please do,’ said Sophy, and she was
cordial, too.

“1 went back across the street and
plunked down on the piazza with a
sort of frustrated sensation. | think |
was a little scared, besides, for good
measure. Yes, | was scared, so to speak,
for 1 could see, plain as day, that some-
body with better execution than | had,
would be coming along pretty soon and
engage a good deal of Sophy’s interest.
Sophy wouldn't be allowed to languish
in Pattensburg—or anywhere else, for
that matter—not for any longer than it
would take for somebody to discover
she was here. When | thought of Sophy
| thought of rivals—they all just nat-
urally grouped themselves into one idea.
I tell you | was depressed right at the
start from merely anticipating compe-
tition.

“Ten days or more went by, and all
this time | hadn't been able to scratch
up courage enough to call—mostly on
account of the hint Sophy dropped about
her folks not wanting to share her with
anybody else for the first week or so
at home. Then, finally I got my nerve
up for a try-out, and, right in line
with etiquette rules, at quarter to eight
in the evening, | was at Sophy’s front
door pushing the bell. 1 got in, too.
After which a pleasant evening was
spent. But. no conversation of a court-
ing nature was exchanged. As | remem-
ber, Sophy and | discussed High School
alumnuses mostly—where they'd gone,
what they were doing, married or single,
character or no character, and so on. It's
the regular first formula in Pattensburg.
There’s just enough of it to string along
until ten o’clock.

“Well, | made a little progress after
this—one lawn party, two or three bug-
gy-rides, canoeing now and then, occa-
sional flowers to the studio, besides
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formal calls at the house. Once Mrs. Dell
invited me up to supper, and of course
that helped make the situation very
rubicund. Extremely rubicund. | could
feel the augmenting effect, so to speak,
a general expansion of faith in my pre-
possessingness.

“Then one afternoon when we went
out driving, Sophy told me her plans for
her pupils’ recital to be given the latter
part of the winter, and wanted me to
promise to help with the ushering and so
forth.

“'You bet I will, Sophy,” | responded;
‘but aint you looking a good ways
ahead? Perhaps we wont be hitting it
off so—so friendly’s we are now.’

“*‘Oh! I'm sure we shall,” said Sophy.

“*Well, if you're sure—let 'er go,” |
said.

“This made me feel a little coltish
and tempted me to try out my luck to
see 'f 'twould stand any test at all. So,
after we'd drove another mile | hinted:

“‘Ahem! I've been thinking a good
deal lately of what you might think of
me.’

“Sophy drawled out—she had a way
of drawling when she wanted to be
rather sweet and aggravating:

“ ‘Have you, Clem?

“ ‘Yes, | have, replied I, importantly,
turning my head to look straight into
her eyes. She gave me such a steady
gaze back, though, that in a minute |
had to quit.

“‘l mean it, | grumbled, staring at
the reins. ‘I'm serious.’

“*Of course you are,’ said Sophy.

“‘Tell me, then,” | urged, having hot
and cold flashes.

“‘You want me to speak very, very
frankly?' asked Sophy.

“Her tone was so sober it seemed like
a dare. 1 yanked myself up for a bit to
consider the peril hanging over me; |
imagine people who faint away feel
something as | did then—sinking and on
the edge of a sensation like hysterics.
| began to doubt the wisdom of getting
experimental so early. | had all | could
do to keep my teeth from chattering
when | answered:

“ ‘Yes, Sophy, let's have it. Go on—
go on; whatever's true | want to know.’
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“1 took a brace. Sophy folded her
hands, looking down into her lap.

“*‘l think you're a dear, wholesome
boy, Clem,” she declared.

“‘Giddap! says T, triumphantly.

“And the next week who should pop
up in Pattensburg but Bert Rainey.”

Clem knocked his pipe against the
veranda railing, poked around the bowl
with a match, blew into it, tried the
draught and carefully put in a fresh
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load of tobacco. The last car for East
Pattensburg and Tutt's Hill bobbed by
with its solitary passenger—the con-
ductor, perched upon the hind end, sal-
uting Clem and calling, “Good night.”
Then the story continued:

“Yes, sir, here was Bert Rainey in
Pattensburg, returned from abroad. The
Raineys run back and forth to Europe
with no more palpitation about it than
I'd have to take that trolley for Tutt's

Sophy'd like the idea,” said Clem, “if she knew how she and October éust tip-toed up and
nudged me in the ribs and said: ‘ Remember, Clem, remember?”’
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Hill. They're rich. Bert has a couple
of automobiles in his own name, wins
prizes with bull-dogs, and buys his wear-
ing apparel in London.

“Well—Bert saw Sophy.

“Gee whiz! It took Bert only one
week to develop into the heftiest rival
you ever set eyes on. The fact of me
having a little head start on him didn’t
cut any ice; Bert has storming-the-cita-
del kind of methods, a surplus of con-
fidence and the social utensils to do
with.

“First off, he treated Sophy to all
the pleasures of gasoline. How those two
did automobile! In, out and all around
Pattensburg they whizzed, on view most
any afternoon. And to my observing eye
they wore a decidedly getting-on look.
Then the Raineys gave a swell dinner
party to celebrate being back in Pattens-
burg—and Sophy was to that— followed
by one of those stylish musicales held
in the morning before most women in
this town get their work done up; next
Mrs. Rainey entertained for charity—
and Sophy was to that. Believe me,
Sophy was in.

“Wasn't Bert the shrewd one, getting
his mother to take to Sophy that way?
Some organization, wasn't it? By
George! Off hand you'd figure that
against such team-work | had about as
much chance as a nickel-in-the-slot ma-
chine has of growing into a department
store. But don’t get the idea that | quit.

“After my first attack of stage-
fright 1 got all over misgivings about
Bert's superior advantages. | discov-
ered that if |1 concentrated on cultivating
my own good points | was less likely
to worry about his—which was a good,-
wholesome thing to learn. As a matter
of fact, did Bert have anything on me?
Not by a jugful! Passing lightly over
the bunch of knick-knacks life hung to
him on a Christmas tree, 1 jammed down
the loud pedal where it belonged—on
soul. When it came to soul | was ready
to step into the ring with him at a
moment’'s notice, and there was no doubt
in my mind about my courting experi-
ence shading his a little into the bar-
gain. | made soul an issue in the cam-

paign.
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“Sentiment gets across as effective as
automobiles—if you have a good make.
In the course of the year that | strug-
gled for Sophy's affections, | guess |
must have delivered enough lectures
about the simple things of life, the
substantial virtues of the poor, lofty
aspirations and such, to start a small
Chautauqua. And Sophy joined in; she
enjoyed it; she took things just serious
enough not to make a business of it. So
together we covered a pretty extensive
acreage of life-purposes and kindred
topics. I've noticed this: a woman wont
always marry a high-minded man, but
nine times out of ten she’ll listen.

“Well, having found my true sphere,
so to speak, | worked honestly and
faithfully at it, and got encouragement
—a substantial kind of encouragement.
Nothing could have bolstered my hope
up more’n the way Sophy acted about
dances, parties and things. She was fair.
The winter social season set in, and
as it went along, she divided equally be-
tween Bert and me. There's only a lim-
ited number of big league events in Pat-
tensburg's social schedule and of course
both Bert and myself simply scrambled
to book Sophy. But she assigned her
company like the figure of justice;
neither one of us could gain a party on
the other. This was true moral support
for me.

“In March she gave her first annual
recital to display her pupils’ progress.
It looked to me, when the date was an-
nounced, that Sophy had a little dilem-
ma on her hands; for who'd be head
usher, Bert or 1? A long time back she'd
mentioned my being of great assistance
when the time came, so | felt like a
pretty likely candidate. As a matter of
fact she’d made me promise to stand by
long before Bert had ever shown up in
Pattensburg. Therefore, as | turned the
situation over and over, | couldn't see
how she’'d go back on her own previous
arrangements. But did a little detail like
that bother Sophy? Oh! no; she was
too clever. She just simply made both
of us head ushers.

“It was a function, | tell you. In or-
der to take the amateury suspicion off
the evening, Sophy had hired a girl
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violinist with a Russian name and no
figure, and a robust young feller who
was billed as America’s most promising
young baritone. These two, and Bert
and myself on hand glossed up in even-
ing clothes, gave tone. Sophy was crazy
with dinky little details, excited, pretty
and important. Odd Fellows’ Hall was
packed with mothers and fathers, broth-
ers and sisters, uncles and aunts and
immediate friends, there for the express
business of applauding their respec-
tive offspring. The auditorium just
throbbed and hummed with one unani-
mous pride-in-the-human-breast.

“Finally Sophy got the pupils all set
down and grouped and quieted and the
music was touched off—the darndest
assortment you ever saw. As the evening
wore on it got successfuller and suc-
cessfuller; competition among the rela-
tives got hotter'n hotter with each bud-
ding performer—and Sophy got proud-
er'n prouder.

“The Russian lady and the young
American baritone gave us what they
call an obligato, I think, and got nearly
as much applause as home-talent. Then
by and by Sophy herself rendered some-
thing flashy and difficult—followed by
more pupils, the Russian lady again, still
more pupils, the young American bari-
tone, and another batch of pupils. And it
got late. The kids began to fidget and
show signs of being cramped and some
of 'em—the little tots—got drowsy.

“‘Now, thinks 1 for the millionth
time, ‘who’s going to take Sophy home,
me or Bert?”

“This was significant. Because right
there concentrated in Odd Fellows’ Hall
was a large proportion of Pattensburg's
public opinion, the feminine, active ele-
ment especially. See what it meant?

“By now everybody in town was inter-
ested in this three-cornered affair be-
tween Bert, Sophy and myself. With a
feller like Bert Rainey in on it, the sit-
uation couldn’t help being raised out of
the commonplace; Bert lent glamour;
and the betting wasn't so much which
one of us would win Sophy as this:
would she chuck a chance to step into
one of Pattensburg's first families for
the sake of a poor but honest suitor like
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me? And here was Pattensburg at
Sophy’s recital to see what they could
see.

“In Sophy's little hour of triumph
who'd Sophy turn to, who'd she share
her laurels with, Bert or me? By George!
"twas crucial.

“As soon’s the program was finished
I didn't lose a second in getting around
behind the stage. The ante-room join-
ing it was full of pupils, rubbers, con-
gratulations, music-rolls, flowers, hair-
ribbons, coats, hats, mufflers, furs and
parents, Sophy in the middle of 'em,
flushed, bewildered, pretty as a song—
happy. | waded in. In front of Sophy
was a dumpy little girl jumping up and
down and screeching:

“‘Did I do all right, Miss Dell—did
I do all right, Miss Dell?’

“1 squeezed through the jam and got
close to Sophy. Then while the dumpy
little girl was getting her breath for
another demand for attention, | edged
in:

“‘I'll have a carriage around for you
as soon’'s you're ready to go. When'll it
be?’

“1 waited expectantly. Sophy looked
at me in rather a flurried, blank fashion
for a moment, then said:

* *‘Why—why—thank you so much,
Clem; but Mr. Rainey offered his car
and I've accepted.’

“‘Did | do all right, Miss Dell— did
I do all right? the dumpy little girl
yelled again.

“Sophy turned to the youngster, mak-
ing big eyes as she exclaimed:

“ ‘“Um-um—you were just grand, dear.’

“And there | stood, uncertain, with
a big, clammy lump weighing down in-
side of me. Sophy didn't say another
word—forgot | was around, | guess, in
the excitement of so many people pull-
ing at her, and talking. So pretty soon |
sneaked out—home.

“There was snow on the ground, |
remember; it whined under my feet;
| felt cold, colder than the sharp air
would usually have made me. As |
walked along | thought of Sophy and
Bert tucked in snug in his limousine.
And when | got home and threw my
evening coat and white waistcoat over
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a chair, | stared at 'em, pitying 'em.
Poor finery! Started out so brave and
gay—and here they were Jsack again,
dingy and defeated.

“Well, it was a long time before 1
went near her again. My courage had
been broken. The thing in me that had
been so eager and lively was still, numb,
like ice makes a brook. It was an aim-
less time. A man has 'em like that; not
happy, not terribly unhappy, either; he
just doesn’'t care. Sophy wrote me a
note of thanks for helping at the reci-
tal; but it didn't rouse me any. Once
in a while 1 wondered how she and Bert
were getting on, yet with no jealousy.

“Spring came. And one day when |
was walking up Main Street, somebody
called out:
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“‘How do you do, Clem?

“It was Sophy, tripping
along to catch up with me. |
lifted my hat and said:

“ ‘How do you do, Sophy,
just as casual as she did.

“We walked a bit, each re-
hearsing a line of emergency
conversation, |1 guess. Anyhow
| was. Pretty soon Sophy took
the aggressive by saying:

“‘Clem, I'm ashamed of
you. You haven't been to see
me for ages.’

“This was no time for gal-
lantry and | didn’t try to flash
any.

“ ‘Well,” | answered, ‘when

I get a hint to stay away, |
stay. That's me.’

“1 think 1 showed signs of
temper—'twas time | was get-
ting spirit into me of some
kind—although 1 didn't in-
tend to lose my head. Sophy
gave me a quick scornful look.

“'Hint? she said. ‘Why—
why the ideal

“‘Hint,” |
cisely.’

“‘You don't mean, said
Sophy, ‘you don’t mean—well,
I know what you mean. It's
ridiculous.’

“‘I'm human,’ | mum-

bled. ‘I can't stand every-

thing. A feller has some dignity to main-

tain. So | just quit; it seemed the prop-
erest thing.’

“This was a pretty feeble line of
stuff, | knew as soon’s I'd said it. What
I wanted to convey was my strength
of character—and | hit about a mile
off from it. You know, | think we all
feel the need of a sort of blackboard
attachment to our conversation so that
when we start something and see it
aint right we can just give it a swipe
with an eraser and begin all over new.
Sophy lifted her eyes soberly.

“ ‘Don’t you think it was a trifle, Clem,’
she said, ‘now that you've—you've had
so much time to think it over?

“ ‘Triflel' 1 snorted. ‘Gee whiz! You
girls have queer measurements.’

repeated. ‘Pre-
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“‘Oh! Clem1 exclaimed Sophy, im-
patiently.

“Then we kept still for a half a
dozen blocks, where Sophy had to turn
off.

“ ‘Good-bv,” 1 said friendly enough.

“Sophy was smiling; all her little
woman'’s signals were flashing, teasing,
beckoning.

“‘I'm going to be home to-night,
she said. ‘And if—if—' Then she tossed
another smile over her shoulder and was
gone.

“But | just said: ‘Hm.

“After supper that evening | went up
to my room and sat down by the window.
The May air breathed in, fluttering the
curtains; soft, new smells hovered in it,
fresh hopings, prophecies, sort of; the
sense of sappiness in everything was
good; life was keyed up a couple of
notches. And the thing in me that had
been numb so long, stirred, got eagerer
and eagerer.

“ ‘There’s a lot of love-making going
on in Pattensburg to-night,” 1 mused.

“And, before | knew it, 1 was putting
on my new suit, parading up and down
in front of the glass and preening. | got
excited. Think of such a night—and me
setting out to make up and begin all
over again with Sophy. For of course |
went; as sure as the tide runs in, | went
to Sophy. It was wonderful. Wonder-
ful's the word.

“We swapped forgivenesses. | owned
1'd been a fool and Sophy admitted she’'d
been unkind, although she’d never meant
to be. We vowed to start over again,
restored to ourselves, renewed like the
spring around us. | remember a song
she sang that night. There's a part
where the words go:

“ |1 dreamed that | held thee once
more to my breast,
While thy soft perfumed tresses
and gentle caresses,
Thrilled me and stilled me and
lulled me to rest.

“And Sophy’s frail little throat just
throbbed with passion and yearning as
the tune climbed up rich and full; then
sank, quiet and sad, like a nesting bird.
My heart swelled out as | sat on the sofa,
listening and watching her. In every
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lover there’'s a conqueror; the one in me
stood up, stretched himself and buekled
on his sword.

“The song stopped. Sophy raised her
eyes and found mine there to meet
‘em.

* ‘Come over here by me,’ | said.

“And she came; more’n just coming
though—it was obeying. | took her in
my arms. She was willing. For all she
pushed back she was willing. Power
pounded in my veins.

“‘I'll take Sundays after this,’ | said.
‘Nobody but me’'ll have Sundays from
now on. Understand, Sophy?’

“She pretended to consider. To give
a feller Sunday evenings regularly is
next to wearing his engagement ring. It
gives him a big right; it establishes him
in the eyes of everybody; it shows other
fellers where they stand. They can call
on week-evenings all they please; but the
Sunday feller sniffs at 'em; he knows the
bigger privilege he has.

“‘Aren't you asking a great deal,
Clem? Perhaps if we waited—’

“‘No sir,” I cut in. ‘No waiting. It's
Sundays from now on—and | might
be demanding even more.’

“And at last she yielded. I've never
been sure whether Sophy was reluctant
that night, truly, or whether it was her
woman's make-believe. Well, it doesn't
matter— now.

“1 remember when 1 left her, tip-
toeing down the steps, for it was very
late, into the velvety May darkness, |
didn’'t go straight home. | couldn't. |
was too happy—too victorious. And so,
| walked and walked, from street to
street, my head back, addressing the
stars, breathing Sophy’'s name up to
'em, calling out my good fortune—the
long song of a hero-lover. 1 guess |
must have covered darn near the whole
of Pattensburg in my patrol before |
got sense enough to head for the hotel
and go to bed. And even then, as | was
drifting off to sleep, it seemed that
Sophy was near, so near that | could
have reached out and touched her.”

Clem sighed and rocked contentedly
in retrospect, presently breaking into
laughter, long and satisfying.

“You bet Bert Rainey didn't go
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abroad that summer,” Clem went on,
jubilantly. “No, siree. Bert was worried
and thought 'twas safer to stay right on
his native soil here in Pattensburg.

“What a summer it was, too — sun-
shine and soft, blossoming clouds and
green, cool grass and flowers. Then—
then—why | can't tell how swift it was
gone. It vanished and autumn was creep-
ing around. And then—

“There was Sophy and | walking
down Willow Avenue, keeping on and
on until it changed from a city street
into a silent country road where the
leaves were turning. It was Sunday aft-
ernoon; the air was warm, but with
little mischievous, Octoberish nips in it;
ire could smell burning brush; a lazy
haze hung ahead of us. Sophy scarcely
spoke, except to point out,
now and then, a pretty patch
of color. | felt still, too, as
hushed as the trees and the
sky and the road. | remember
Sophy’s hat—a tilt and a
feather. And her dear little
nose peeked out from under.

“By and by, three miles or
so out, we came to a big tree,
torn up by the roots, laid low
by a thunderstorm probably.
Just this side of Rabbit Brook,
it was, and we could hear its
frosty tinkle. We sat down on
the tree. | said:

“ ‘Something's troubling
you, aint there, Sophy?’

“‘Yes,” she answered, the
word only half-spoken. | no-
ticed then how anxious her
big brown eyes were.

“ ‘Something you want to
tell or don't want to tell?" |
asked.

“ ‘Something | don’'t want
to tell, murmured Sophy—
‘and must.’

“Quick as the snap of a fin-
ger a cold soberness came over
me, distrustful.

“‘And we've got to speak
the "truth to each other this
afternoon,” Sophy went on.
‘We mustn't evade anything,
because it's—it's too serious.’
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“ ‘Evade?’ | spoke up, acting offend-
ed. ‘I aint going to evade—'’

“Sophy touched my hand, shook her
head at me and wouldn't let me finish,
just as she'd reprove a child. | blushed.
| dreaded what was coming next— what-
ever it was. After a pause she burst out,

suddenly:
“ ‘What are we to each other, Clem?
“1 sat up.
“ ‘Why—why,” | blurted, ‘1 don't

know—not exactly, Sophy. | s'pose we're
getting to be something—would be in
time, at least. You’'ll have to decide, if
it's come to deciding.’

“I'm not sure,’ replied Sophy, ‘that
we mean something big and deep to
each other, something very wonderful,
never to be changed. Are you sure?

By and by, three miles or so out, we came to a big tree,
torn up by t /
* Something's troubling you, aint there, Sophy ?”

the roots. As we sat down, | said,
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“If it's love,” | said, solemnly, ‘well
— I know that's—that's what you're try-
ing to say.’

“Sophy shivered and drew one of her
tiny hands up into her coat-sleeve. And
my fingers crept up after it, caught hold,
and hung on. | asked if she was cold.
She said no, not exactly cold, and trem-
bled. We were silent for a long time.
Then, as | looked up, there was one for-
lorn little tear slidrng down Sophy's
cheek.

“ ‘1 feel very badly, Clem,” she said.

* ‘Meaning somewhat, | s'pose, that |
wasn't making the situation any too easy
for her. 1 didn't answer. What was there
for me to say, anyhow? The disturbing
thoughts in her made her vivid; | could
see her glowing more and more intensely
like a fanned coal, until she cried:

“‘We don't care big. Tell me the
truth, Clem. It hasn't come to that yet,
has it—has it? You don’'t love me as you
know all that love can mean? It isn't
thatVv

“1 stared in astonishment.

“‘“'Tis, Sophy,” | protested. ‘' 'Tis—
on my side.’

“She picked up a leaf and crushed it
fiercely into powdery bits.

“*No it isn't,’ she contradicted. ‘No—
no. Think—think hard—think honestly.
It's something else; don't you see?

“‘No, | don't see’ | said—and
sulked.

““If | name what it is will you admit
it, Clem?' she urged.

“1 mumbled that | s'posed I'd have
to; Sophy cleared her throat.

“ ‘Well,” she explained, ‘I think we've
both tried to—to— love each other; and
perhaps at times we've thought we really
did. But many, many people have been
mistaken the way we have been. It's
clear, now, though, to me. We haven't
been loving at all; we've just been—
been— courting.’

“ ‘Courting? | echoed. ‘Sure! | know
it. Of course we have, Sophy. What else
could—’
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“1 stopped, abruptly. Sophy's eyes
were shining and the light from them
passed through me, plumb down into
the dim places where a man keeps the
truth. It became clearer and clearer what
Sophy meant—and how beautifully she
meant it. But | struggled. | didn't want
the naked truth then; | couldn’t bear to
face all that it would take away; no
man willingly strips himself of the
lovely dreams and make-believe of love-
making. | think, perhaps, 1 would have
lied—if I could. But I don’'t know where
the man is who can gaze into Sophy
Dell’s eyes with a lie on his lips, even
such a lie as stands guard over some-
thing so sweet as her heart. Finally |
said:

“‘l see now, Sophy: just courting.
There was a little point that | missed at
first. But—well—1 s'pose you and I—
that is—there can never be any more.’

“‘I'm afraid not any more,” Sophy
murmured, ‘because, Clem, I—I—I'm
going to be married.’

“Her voice choked. She dropped her
head on my shoulder and sobbed and
sobbed. Neither of us knew why, | guess.

“ ‘Il s'pose it's Bert?' | questioned, my
teeth gritting.

“ ‘No,” said Sophy, into my coat. ‘It's
Nelson Barrett.’

“ ‘Nelson Barrett? 1 repeated, sus-
piciously. ‘Who’s he? Never heard of
him.’

“ ‘He's—he’s,’ enlightened Sophy, ‘the
man who sang at my recital. Of course
you remember. He's America’'s most
promising young baritone.’

“‘Oh! says I.

“Her head still lay on my shoulder
and it was getting a little chilly, so | put
my arm around her gently, brother fash-
ion and—well—"

Clem never told me the rest. Yet what
more was there to tell? Enough that
Sophy and Clem were parting: it was
autumn— Sunday— late afternoon. And
the sun was going down in Pattensburg.
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BOTTS, of Bucyrusville, 1l1l-

inois, measured more than six

feet, three inches from one end
to the other; and when he meated up in
winter, and wore his overcoat and rub-
bers and mittens and knitted tippet
around his mobile Adam’s-apple, he
sometimes depressed the depot scales to
the extent of one hundred and forty
pounds.

When aroused, he became as strong as
Roquefort, or even stronger—almost as
strong as Limburger or very well-rip-
ened Gorgonzola, because his muscles
were, like my own, of the whip-cord
variety. Get him good and mad, and he
could throw a barrel of sugar clean over
the graveyard fence, or maybe even high-
er. It had taken a man 'way from Elgin
to put both his bony shoulders on the Y.
M. C. A. mat at one and the same time.
And nobody ever fought him twice, be-
cause his fist was like a bag full of scrap-
iron and his arm was so long that he
could reach out and deliver a knock-out
wallop at a distance ranging from nine
to eleven feet. But by nature he was
mild, with unsatisfied yearnings toward
the mandolin, and a marked fondness for
prunes.

If he had been born a Trust Mag-
nate’'s daughter, his hair would have
been called Titian, or auburn, or some-
thing along those lines. When thirteen,
he had once inadvertently stepped into
an empty wooden pail left by accident
upon some cellar stairs. About half an
hour later, a medical student set his nose.
The student was only a first-year one, so
Lemuel's nose still curved around to
westward. His eyes were as blue as the
well-worn trope of the Mediterranean,
his brows principally conspicuous by ab-
sence. Yet his toothy smile was bright
and sunny; and ideas lurked around,
unsuspectedly, in the crinkles of his cor-
tex. Some of the best citizens said, at
times, that he had a future ahead of
him. Which, though a serious handicap,
still indicates that even before Roudini,
the Handcuff King, exhibited at the
Bucyrusville Opera House, Fate was
brewing a potion or at least a demi-tasse
for Lem.

The late autumn, when Lemuel comes
into the limelight of this story, he had
just cut his twenty-second notch on the
tally-stick of age. For six years he had
been assisting one Mr. Gibbins, in the
cash grocery line. This he called *being
engaged in commercial pursuits.” .There
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seemed to be more pursuit than fruition
in his vocation. His hebdomadal emolu-
ments, beginning at four dollars, had
hunched upward with snailish move-
ments to nine-fifty per.

I guess this will be about all, in the
way of introducing our protagonist. So
let us now get along with the plot and
the heart-interest as explained in all
courses on short-story writing.

The heart-interest develops from the
fact that, along near Labor Day, Lemuel
had become deeply enamored of Miss
Laurena Higgins, a
saleslady in the
Chicago  Store.
Laurena was still
almost pretty — at
night, in her parlor
with her peau de
sole dress on and a
pink in her hair and
not too much light.
Her age | don't
know, and it's no-
body’s business. She
had once smiled at,
but now smiled on
Lemuel, for she was
getting anxious. So
they began discuss-
ing a ring.

Concomitantly
and coevally, the di-
vine discontent got
under Lem’s wish-
bone. Nine-fifty di-
vided by two makes
only four seventy-
five, and is therefore
an improper frac-
tion from the matrimonial viewpoint.
Lem pondered.

“Gee !” he reflected. “ It aint much use
tryin’ to start in on that. And if | ask
Grib for a raise, it's the G. B. for mine,
all right. An’ if 1 ask Rena to wait on a
spell, like as not I'll lose her. Gal like
that's mighty apt to be snapped up, any
time, if a feller aint watchin’ mighty
smart. What the dickens?”

Moral: Love is myopic, yet a great
stimulant to cerebral activities.

Enter, now, the Deux ex Machina, in
the person of Roudini, the aforesaid
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Handcuff King, who claimed to have
made all the crowned heads of Europe
scratch themselves with wonder. Rou-
dini, of a cold mid-October afternoon,
billed himself and acted as his own man-
ager and delivered his own public lec-
ture and gave an exhibition on the
Square, in front of Moore’'s drug-store.
Lemuel and Rena attended this, and
Lem got a great deal of satisfaction
from being able to shove a way so
easily through the crowd for her.

They also attended Roudini’'s other

Lemuel had becomeI dlee ly enamored of Miss Laurena Higgins, a
saleslaf

in the Chicago Store.

exhibition that night, not on the square,
in the Opera House.

There Lemuel did a little mental
arithmetic, and discovered that as much
as twelve dollars—twelve, count 'em—
can be earned per night by letting a com-
mittee of intelligent leading citizens bind
you, hand and foot, then allowing the
police-force to snap his manacles over
your wrists, and finally, permitting your-
self to be tied in a packing-box in a
cabinet—whence you emerge in five min-
utes and shirt-sleeves, picturesquely
tousled and heroic.
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“Whee-o0!” whistled Lem as he un-
dressed that night and went to bed.
“Slick, what? Say!....”

A week later, he began burning the
midnight Welsbach in Mrs. Crawe's
boarding-establishment, where he re-
sided. Yes, | will tell you the secret
reason. He had, after consulting the
Police and Sporting Journal, sent a
guarter to a certain address in Cleveland
and had received the yellow-covered
“Knot and Handcuif Workers’ Com-
plete Manual; or, Rope and Manacle
Tricks Made Plain.” This masterpiece
he attacked avidly, scorning sleep or
such-like luxuries. And, after a reason-
able time, he transferred its entire con-
tents to his seething, love-and-lucre-
coveting brain.

Presently, he knew all that the Man-
ual did, concerning the work of Ira and
William Davenport, and Messrs. Fay,
Maskelyne and other eminent perform-
ers; he learned how to tie and how to
force the tying of reef and running
knots and scores of others; he discovered
how to avoid the tying of the fatal
“tomfool” knot, and how to conceal
an open pocket-knife and a padlock
master-key about his person, so fastened
by a string that they, can be got at and
used, no matter how the hands are se-
cured. A wealth of information he ab-
sorbed, about tensing the muscles while
being tied or shackled, manipulating the
slack, jerking handcuffs open, and abun-
dant other details. And, providing him-
self with clothesline and locks, he prac-
tised nightly behind bolted doors.

Loss of sleep reddened his eyes a bit
and trained him down a trifle thinner
than usual. It also paled him somewhat.
Laurena marked this, and marveled.
His unexplained, because inexplicable,
absence from her best-room sofa excited
first surprise, then jealousy, then pro-
tests and foolishnesses, then finally a
high-nosed intimation in re mittens. But
Lemuel smiled a little wanly, and for-
mulated cryptic remarks. Mr. Gribbins,
at the store, noted errors; but he only
winked to himself and remained indul-
gent. Grib had once been twenty-two,
himself, and still remembered some of
the symptoms.
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Thus a fortnight passed. And there
came a night when, after successful
practice of the last trick in the Manual,
Lem knew himself an adept.

“Gosh!” he breathed, as he slammed
the book down, and ruffled his hair with
nervous hands. “Here's where | break
into the game, with a big noise!”

Full of courage and a great resolve,
he blew a kiss at Rena's cabinet photo’
on his bureau. Then, inconsequentially
enough, he thought of Gribbins; and a
vision of himself, stalking into the store
with diamonds in his shirt and a fur-
lined overcoat upon his back, thrilled
him with perfectly intoxicating joy.

Now as you well understand—es-
pecially if you are a writer of stories—
it is one thing to become an adept in
skill, another to win remunerative rec-
ognition. This Lemuel G. Botts was
wise enough to recognize at once. He
understood particularly the almost in-
superable difficulty in the way of a
prophet making good in the old home
town. So he took counsel unto himself,
and reached a bold decision.

“1f,” thought he, “I try to pull over
this stunt here in Bucyrusville, | shall
merely get laughed at. Nobody in these
diggings will cleave away from two
bits, or even one, to witness Grib’s gro-
cery assistant in the Opera House be
hog-tied, braceleted, lashed into a box
and conveyed to a cabinet, whencefrom
to issue free again, in shirt-sleeves. My
career would be untimelily frosted in the
bud.

“Therefore, 1 must make my debut
elsewhere, by unusual and spectacular
methods, after which the papers will
give me two-column heads, with cut, and
offers will begin to drop in from variety-
stage impresarios. All | shall have to
do will be to accept the swellest booking,
sever my connection with salt, sugar and
canned shrimps, and withdraw from the
commercial world. After some weeks of
success, | can then return, pack the
Opera House to capacity—including the
aisles—and, rotten with money, claim
Rena. It's open-and-shut!”
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Once his mind made up, Lem was no
man to let any herbage bloom beneath
his number tens. So, two mornings later,
he failed to show
up at Gribbins'.
Reason: The pre-
vious  midnight
he had quietly
and unobserved-
ly walked out of
town, to Me-
chanicville Junc-
tion, one station
down the line,
and there had
taken the early
milk-train to Lib-
erty Falls. He
was not known at
Liberty; also the
county jail and
other official
buildings were
located there.
These plain state-
ments ought to
clarify the plot
sufficiently, with-
out, of course,
discounting the
climax, which is
bad form.

Lemuel arrived at 6:10, breakfasted
at a lunch cart, and then took a stroll
about the town. He squinted at the office
of the Liberty Falls Eagle, which was
destined to blazon his fame, noted with
satisfaction that there were uniformed
policemen, and loitered with keen inter-
est in the vicinity of the big brick court-
house, jail and asylum on the hill. Then
he came back into the business section,
three blocks long, and once more assured
himself that his knife, key and other
apparatus were O. K.

“1 guess,” decided he, “we might as
well get down to business about now.
No use delaying the game.” His heart
began to thud a trifle thickly, and his
lips felt just the least bit dry, but his
purpose never faltered. On the lookout
for a cop, he ambled down Main Street
with that graceful camel-stride of his.

Right at the corner of Main and Con-
gress Streets, in front of a barber shop,

There came a night when, after successful
of the last trick in the “ Knot and Handc!

ers’ Complete Manual; or Rope
made plain,” Lem knew himself to be an Adept.
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he came upon the desired official. The
official was supporting a telegraph-pole
with his back and picking his teeth with
a brassy pin.
Lem walked up

to him.
“Say!” he re-
marked earnestly,
and slapped the

Law’'s shoulder.
“l want to be
pinched.”

In the air the
pin poised itself,

while the Law
stared.

“Huh?”

“Pinched, run
in, arrested.”

“Aw, chase
along!”

“You wont
pull me in?”

“Beat it, beat
it!”

Lem pondered.
Then he changed

ractice his tactics.
Work- “Say, come on,
and Manacle Tricks now — be a

sport!” he plead-
ed. “I'm cold an’
hungry, an’ | aint got no home. Chuck
me in a cell, wont you, please?”

“Roll along, you!” commanded the
minion, a rising inflection in his voice.

Lemuel considered again. Already two
or three loafers had drawn anigh. The
nucleus of the desired crowd was be-
ginning to take form. The time grew
critical. Should he lose his nerve now?

“Looky here,” he remarked, earnestly.
“You come inta that alley, over there,
an’ I'll take you right down! | can lick
any three your size!”

He of the club and helmet began to
scent reality in the wind. Uneasily he
surveyed this gaunt, blue-eyed, towering
individual with the big hands. The three
loafers had increased to a ragged ring,
and some jostling developed. Being re-
plete with coffee and canned beans, and
by nature a man of peaceful, retiring
disposition, the officer hedged. He didn't
like the way the windows were filling
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up and a team or two stopping in the
street.

“Say, if all you want is grub,” con-
fided he, “1 can give you a ticket to the
Charities Wood-yard. All you hafta do
is saw—"

Lem’s arm, lightning-quick, cut a
conic section through the air. The official
helmet parabola’d onto the board side-
walk. Out shot Lem’s boot. The helmet
did a conchoid against the barber-shop,
rolled in a cycloid, and came to inertia
in the gutter.

“Now,” remarked Lem, folding his
arms, “now you gotta pinch me. I've
assaulted an officer, and there’'s a cell
cornin’ to me! Your move!”

So he achieved arrest. Unfortunately,
there was no patrol-wagon in Liberty
Falls, so he lost a small section of pub-
licity ; but, after all, the walk with the
policeman up the hill was fairly well
escorted.

As the jail door closed behind him, he
thought of Rena, and Grib, and cash,
and a few other things, including his
utensils and the Manacle-workers’ Man-
ual, and smiled.

He stood up, presently, before the
magistrate’s desk, and was duly charged.
The officer and two witnesses appeared
against him. But their testimony was
supererogatory, for he admitted every-
thing, including his identity.

“Well, whadje do it for, anyhow?”
demanded the magistrate. “Don’'t you
know I've got to hold you fer trial?”

Lem smiled again.

“All right, put me in a cell,” said he.
“Put your best handcuffs on me, and
shackle my feet, too. Lock me in tight.
You can tie me too, if you want. I'm
going to give you people some fun!”

The magistrate bent puzzled, angry
brows on Lem. Then he pushed a but-
ton, and pretty soon the jail doctor came
in. Magistrate and doctor conferred a-
while, in low tones, looking often at the
prisoner.

After a few minutes the doctor left
the court-room. He came back, after a
certain time, with another gentleman,
bearded and wise-looking. These two,
and the magistrate, all foregathered



"Take himToole I” snapped the M. D.
aiming at the legs.

Toole tackled,

Lem swung the hottle. Toole

grunted as the weapon crashed on his up-flung elbow. The M. D. and the bearded man dragged
the pair free of the broken glassand ammonia. Tumult and vapors andbad blue words filled the place.

around Lem, as he sat— “serene, indif-
ferent to fate”’—in the dock.

Then the jail M. D. discoursed.

“No symptoms of alcoholism, you
see,” he remarked. “ Perfectly sober. The
disturbance must be mental, rather than
physical. Note the expression of the eye,
Doctor, the contraction of the pupil,
marked asymetry of the facial contours
and of the features, especially the nose;
low cephalic index, brachycephalic skull,
deficient cranial capacity, malformation
of ears, and lack of correlation of height
and weight.”

“H'm, h'm!” commented the bearded
person. “Very significant, I'm sure.”

“Judging by all available data and all
somatic indices here present,” continued
the doctor, while Lem thought of Fu-
ture, Fame and Fortune, “and bearing
in mind the conclusions of Lombroso,
Ferri and Enteneier-Eselschwanz, also
taking into consideration the lack of
motivity for the attack, the strong ego-
mania of the subject and the obviously
faulty reflexes he exhibits, | think you

will agree with me that we have here a
typical case of parapyroditic megalo-
manumaxytis.”

“Yes, yes, quite so, quite so! We will
put him under observation, in the Pa-
vilion. Quite sol!”

“Very well, then,” concluded the M.
D. Then he addressed Lem.

“Will you please step into the next
room with us?” requested he, in a wheed-
ling, saccharine tone, such as people use
in assuring a doubtfully-disposed dog
that it is “a nice dog, so it is; there,
there!”

Lem, a bit suspicious now, stood up.
He eyed the magistrate.

“What you goin’ to do with me?” he
demanded. “Lock me up? | don't want
no funny-business! | want to be put in
a cell, that's all! Savvy?”

“Oh, certainly, certainly!” the Doctor
conceded. “A nice big cell, the best
we've got. Right at your disposal, now.
Just step this way, please.” To the magi-
strate he added, in an undertone: “Bet-
ter keep back; we can handle him, all
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right. He trusts us, but not you. | ad-
vise you to keep out of the way.”

The magistrate, a little precipitately,
withdrew behind his bench. Then the
doctors gently but resolutely urged Lem
toward a door at the left of the court-
room.

Beyond the door, Lem found himself
in a medical office. Uneasily he sniffed
the scents of druggery and eyed the
shiny instruments in cases, the scales and
operating-table.

“Wha—what you goin’ to do with
me?” he blurted, backing away. “1 aint
sick! All I want is—"

“There, there, don't get excited!”
cautioned the M. D., while the bearded
man closed in a trifle. “You'll get your
nice cell, all right. But first, you know,
you've got to change your clothes. That's
a rule of this place. Nobody gets a cell
who doesn’'t wear—"

“Naw you don’t!” Lem interrupted.
“1 aint convicted of nothing, yet. No
stripes for mine! I'm only bein’ held for
trial, an’ you don’t put no convict duds
onta me, see? The first one o’ you that
lays a hand on me, I'll paste him! Get
that?”

“Ring for Toole,” commanded the M.
D. The bearded man pressed a button.
Lem backed into a
corner, anxious yet
very grim, and
folded his eleven-
foot arms. Nobody
was going to take
his raiment, his
string and key and
knife away from
him, without getting
badly hurt. And a
taut silence devel-
oped in the office.

All at once an-
other door opened,
and a large-jawed

person appeared,
clad in blue, with a
vizored cap whereon
gold letters said
“Guard.”

“A new arrival,”
remarked the M. D.,
nodding at Lem.

X3 S

“1 guess we need your help. Stand by."

Then he approached Lem.

“Now, are you going to be reasonable
and submit to the rules, here? If we
give you the best cell in the place, will
you accommodate us by—"

“You go to the dickens!” roared Lem.
“1 aint sick, nor | aint bughouse, neith-
er! All 1 want is—”

“But—"

“You think I'm nutty? What?”

“No, no. Certainly not! Only—"

“Don’t you come a-near me! Don't
you dast!”

“1 guess we'll have to throw him,”
put in the bearded person. “You're only
wasting time, arguing, Benson.” And,
with a hard, calculating look on his face,
he took a step toward Lemuel.

“ Git back, you!”

A two-quart bottle of ammonia stood
on a table, close at hand. Lemuel em-
phasized his command by snatching this
up and delicately balancing it.

“Consarn you!” he gulped, his natu-
ral mildness now submerged in the foam-
ing torrent of rage. “First one tetches
me, gits this, top o’ the conk!”

“Take him, Toole!” snapped the M.
D.

With astonishing agility, Toole tack-

An hour after Lem awakened he was still running around the apart-

ment, butting the pads.
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led, bending low, aiming at the legs.
Lem swung the bottle. Toole grunted as
the weapon crashed on his elbow.

But he got his grip. Blinded, strangled
by the fumes, he and Lem went down
in a fighting knot. And Lemuel’s long
arms flailed as he bucked, kicked, bit,
howled, choked and frothed—in vain.

The M. D. and the bearded man,
holding their breath, pounced in and
dragged the pair free of the broken glass.

Over crashed a chair. The operating-
table slid, smash! through the glass
front of the instrument-cabinet. Tumult
and vapors and bad blue words filled the
place.

In the far corner, the three in authori-
ty finally undressed Lem. Then,while the
Guard and the bearded person trussed
him down, with highly painful jiu-jitsu
twists, the M. D. hastily prepared a
“sub-cute.”

The jab of the little needle stimulated
the failing Lem. Lashed to and fro,
like ferrets on a lively rat, the three with
difficulty kept their holds. More than
once Lem'’s fists broke loose; and more
than once they landed.

But now other individuals arrived.
And all who could find space to sit on
Lem, sat. So he became relatively quiet;
and after a while the hypodermic got
its work in.

Then at length came lassitude, and
drowsiness—and peace, and rest.

v

An hour after Lem had awakened to
a realization of the fact that he was
laced into a strait-jacket, and that he
had been cast into a windowless cell
with canvas-covered walls all nicely
stuffed, and that this cell had a door
which bolted on the outside and present-
ed a smooth, unbroken, quilted surface
inside, and that he now had neither key
nor knife nor even the use of his hands
—an hour after all this had percolated
his consciousness, | say, he was still
running about the apartment, butting
the pads.

If a haggard, bruised and dirty face,
disheveled locks, bloodshot eyes, a
wounded mouth and loud yells indicate
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mental unbalance, especially when
joined to a fervently-voiced hankering
to eat the hearts of two practicing phy-
sicians and an asylum guard, then pos-
sibly we may pardon the opinions of the
gentlemen who peeked through a peep-
hole and made notes in little books.

Even old Doc Willetts, of Bucyrus-
ville, who came down on the first train
in response to an urgent wire, thought so
too, at first. But after a certain time,
Lemuel listed to Willetts' voice and
made a statement.

Following this, he wept.

Why linger o’er anticlimactic details?

Why give the minutiae of explana-
tions, of paying the fine, getting clothes,
release from durance, returning home?

Why protract things by telling what
the Eagle and many friends and Lau-
rena all said?

Let this pass.

For, really, Gribbins' remark is more
important. Grib, salt of the earth, had
once been young; he remembered. And
he slapped Lem on the shoulder and
said: “Forget it! | raise you to twelve
per, and you can come back any old
time you want to. Are you on?”

So Fame stepped down and out;
dreams evanished, as all dreams must,
even including Love and Life itself;
and Reality—guised as salt, sugar and
canned shrimp-wiggle—came back.

And Laurena forgave him, for the
twelve looked good to her. She figures
on being able to hold her job in the
Chicago Store, even after the wedding-
bells have tolled the knell of parting
spinsterhood. And Lem'’s twelve, joined
to her six-fifty, make eighteen and a
half. Very fair indeed, for Bucyrusville.

Lem is ready, any old time, to snap
on certain shackles so binding that they
make the steel kind look like wisps of
moonshine. But Dr. D. Cupid has given
him the subcardiac needle-jab, so he's
insensible to all this.

He is now dickering for a gold-rolled
ring, on the installment-plan. He has
even looked at a tray of bracelets.

But on that occasion, the jeweler—
wise as serpents—did NOT show him
any of those $5.75 designs with padlock
clasps.
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Kicliard Carlo, Hattie Williams and a uroup of the Chorus in “ The Girl From Montmartre.”

Il K lime has come when a gen-
eral interest has reawakened
in the diversion which the
theatre provides, and the stage,
after its summer quiescence, has been
quick to respond. There is still that usual
autumn disposition to regard the drama
lightly, a disposition that is reflected by
the not very sturdy texture of the first
group of plays, but as merit needs not
always confine itself to the theatre’s

soberer side, it happens that the first
words written of the infant Season of
1912-13 may be in a spirit of commenda-
tion.

It is Mr. James Montgomery, one of
the younger of our fast increasing coterie
of native playwrights, who thus far has
been most fortunate in catching his au-
diences’ fancy. His new comedy, “Ready
Money,” which was produced almost si-
multaneously in New York and London,
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One of the strong scenes in “ Ready Money,”

not only glosses the old and congenial
theme of quickly acquired wealth with
an aspect of refreshing novelty, hut it
finds its humorous motive in a human
weakness that is quite universal. If little
can he said in defense of its underlying
moral it is not the less entertaining on
that account, and it at least makes a fair
pretense of innocence.

“Nothing succeeds like success,” runs
the old adage. “Most business is done on
credit and credit has its basis in con-
fidence,” is an axiom of the commercial
world. On a combination of these two
accepted truisms, Mr. Montgomery's
amusing fabric lightly rests.

On the eve of the New Year, when
the optimism of his prosperous friends

is in the air, Stephen Baird finds himself
face to face with his life’s crisis. He has
invested all his resources in a Western
gold mine. He has given, besides, his
note for $20,000. With only twenty-five
cents left in his pocket, the day is near
at hand when his obligation must be
paid or the mine in which he has rested
liis confidence must be sacrificed. His
speculation apparently has gone wrong,
for the mine has not “panned out” and
prospective purchasers of the stock are
wary. He is at the end of his rope and,
worst of all, over him in his distress
hangs a promise to marry Grace Tyler
who has placed her implicit faith in his
ability to succeed. He has about con-
cluded to end it all there and then when,
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in this despondent frame of mind, he
comes late to the supper party at the
apartment of sam welsh where his
friends, his sweetheart and her family
are gathered to welcome the dawning of
the New Year.

These details having deftly been set
forth, the real play begins when a caller
at the apartment seeks a moment'’s inter-
view with Baird. This man, with whom
chance had thrown him in contact a few
days before, is Jackson Ives, a counter-
feiter of international notoriety whose
vocation, however, he does not suspect.
The young man's despair is the crim-
inal’s opportunity. With little ado, 1ves
thrusts a bundle of bogus $1,000 bills
into his hand. “It's the appearance of

Bil‘d, Joseph Kilyour as ml\ﬁand Scott Cooper asm Ii Wml

prosperity that breeds success,” he says
“1 will claim half the proceeds of what
comes to you through this roll.”

Only to the extent of keeping the
bogus money in his possession does Baini
become the accomplice of the counter-
feiter. But great wealth—or a least the
appearance of great wealth—has its
magical effect. Baird's friends straight-
way jump at the conclusion that the
gold mine has proved its worth and with
one impulse they hurry to get in on the
ground floor. They, are deaf to his sur-
prised protests. Checks for stock come
in upon the young promoter with be-
wildering rapidity. Everybody wants a
chance at the gilt-edged investment. The
yellow roll of bills which Baird fingers
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gingerly inspires instant confidence.

When James E. Morgan, the covetous

owner of a neighboring mine, who has

Photograph by White, New York. .
William Courtenay and Fay Wallace in Ready Money.”
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acquired Baird's note, appears to in-
form him that the obligation must
be promptly met, the young pro-
moter's dilemma grows. Only
two days remain before he must
confess his inability to pay and
surrender the property on which
he has based his hope. Yet checks
from the would-be shareholders
continue to pour in upon him.
Still he has no intention to de-
fraud his friends or incriminate
himself by passing the spurious
bills which have worked the sudden
magic in his affairs.

One chance at least remains.
With his last quarter he tele-
graphs to the prospectors at
the mine to redouble their ef-
forts in the work of explora-
tion. A wire comes back ask-
ing for $500 to pay for the
extra labor. This he is able to
borrow from Morgan, who be-
lieves he now has the property
within his grasp and is only too
willing to increase Baird’s obli-
gation to him. As for Baird, he
settles down in bewilderment

to wait for the crash.

At this juncture a new
danger threatens. Secret Serv-
ice agents are on Ives’ track
and he, together with Baird
as his accomplice, is arrested.
How the stack of counterfeit
bills is juggled from one in-
nocent person to another, con-
fused with an envelope con-
taining harmless “mining

literature,” and is finally
carried away unknowingly

by Baird’'s sweetheart, af-
ford an exciting interlude
suggestive of  Sardou’s
comedy, “A Scrap Of Pa-
per.” At any rate the in-
criminating evidence is not
discovered in Baird’'s poS-
session and it finds its way
safely next morning to his
office in Grace Tyler's shop-

ping bag.
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But the troublesome note for $20,000
is now due and still no word has come
from the mine on which Baird's salva-
tion hangs. At 1ves’ suggestion he gains
a few days respite by meeting it with a
check drawn against his few dollars
credit in a Western bank. It is the last
chance, for already the shareholders are
growing restive. In the end, as the au-
dience of course has already anticipated,
“pay dirt” is found and the confidence
of Baird’s friends is not in vain.

There is left the final clash between
tves and the Secret Serv-
ice agents. They get
possession of the

Photograph by White, New

bogus money and on cursory examina-
tion humiliate the counterfeiter by de-
claring the bills to be genuine. Ives
escapes, but not without disappointment
for, as an artist in the nefarious engrav-
ing trade, he has prided himself that his
workmanship is superior to the govern-
ment’s.

In all its essentials this comedy, which
typifies the craze for sudden wealth, in
addition to the ingenuity of its idea, is
capably written. The conspicuous char-

acters, which are the
promoter, the rival
mine owner, the
counterfeiter and

the Secret Serv-

ice agent, are
capitally

drawn. The

others of

lesser

ork
Florence Reed and Malcolm Williams in “The Master of the House.”
1142



importance are various enough to estab-
lish an interesting background. If the
plausibility of some of the incidents is
open to question, the rapidity with which
the story moves leaves no time for the
question to be asked.

There is skill, too, of a very definite
kind in the performance since such com-
petent actors as Mr. William Courtenay,
Mr. Joseph Kilgour, Mr. Ben Johnson
and Mr. Scott Cooper appear in the
roles of the promoter, the counterfeiter,
the Secret
Service of-
ficer and
the greedy
mine
owner.

Photograph by White, New York.
Hariv box and Anna Wheaton of
tin* Winter (iarden Company.

One capitally acted eccentric part falls
to Mr. James Bradbury, and Miss Mar-

garet Green appears as the sweetheart
of the hero whose salvation through the
three acts trembles in the balance and
whom the Goddess of Chance changes
from a bankrupt into a financier.

A CURIOUS example of how slender
is the line that separates an illusion
of real life from a mere puppet show
in the theatre is found in another of the
early plays of the new season, “The
Master of the House,” by Mr. Edgar
James. It is intended to
be a very serious drama
on the subject of divorce
and designed to reveal
to elderly couples the
pitfalls that lie beyond the
half-way point of the mat-
rimonial highway. But its
author has not yet learned
thealchemy of the
footlights with the re-
sult that, however
grievous may be the
troubles of his char-
acters, the sympathy of
his audience fails to be
aroused.

One can ap-
preciate what
must be the
frame of mind
of Frederick
Hoffman, the
hero, just be-
fore the crisis
in his domes-
tic affairs
COmes. M rs.
Hoffman is
very virtuous

and also very frigid.

She is a model help-

meet in all practical

matters. But romance

does not enter at any

point into her suave

and even temperament.

Nevertheless, her hus-

band has borne with her for twenty-five
years.

The danger arises when Mrs. Hoff-
man brings Bettina cCurtis into the
household as a “companion.” There is a
sly twinkle in the demure Bettina’s eye
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At the top, Eugene and Willie Howard: in the center Charles J. Ross and Trixie Friganza. At the bottom Daniel Mor-
ris and George Moon as Mutt and Jeff, and Shirley Kellogg.
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divorce. His avowal is brought about
when Mrs. Hoffman, smelling a
mouse, attempts to order Bettina
out of the house. Heedless of her
lamentations, the elderly man and
the girl who has fascinated him go
away together. Even the sensible
old lawyer, a life long friend of
the family, cannot bring order
out of the domestic chaos.
But with an eye to busi-
ness he takes M™r.
Hoffman’s divorce

case.
Now the other
side of the med-
al is shown.
Ho f f man.
married to
Bettina.

Photograph by White, New York, Coi)f(right, 1912 by Charles Frohman.
1

Airtrie Weimers, Joe Smith and Li
wich Rag” in “The Girl from Montmartre.”

that promises trouble. It comes im-
mediately. The Hoffman's son falls an
easy victim to her wiles. He is swept
aside because Bettina is gunning for
bigger game. Then, of course, occurs the
precipitous fall from grace of the elder
Hoffman himself.

All this is devised to lead to a tragic
scene when Mr. Hoffman bluntly in-
forms bis wife that he has outgrown her
love and that he intends to sue for

an Rice dancing ‘The Sand-

is living in an expensive New York
apartment. The former master of the
house has become a slave. The parasite
friends of Bettina fatten on him. Her
worthless relatives rob him. And mean-
while Bettina is faithlessly involved in
an intrigue with an erratic musician.

At last, stirred by reminders of the
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decent life he has
forsaken, the worm
turns. Catching Bet-
tina red handed in
her duplicity,
Hoffman rends

her. The clat-

ter of this
emotional
climax lias

long been

heard

Although “The Master of the House”
makes no impression whatever on sophis-

ticated play-

goers it is pro-

duced, never-
theless, with
great care.

The impression
seems to prevail
among its actors
that it is a real drama
and not a puppet
show. Mr. Forrest
Robins on as

Alston, the

lawyer friend,
P_hotugraph by White, N. Y. Copy- iS |tS one ﬂeSh
Wattie Williams and Richard carle  2Nd Dlood
in “The Girl from Montmartre.” character. Mr.

Malcolm Wil

approaching, but its linguistic volume
has not been suspected. It is one of those
emotional passages that would thrill the
old-time actors with joy.

There is, necessarily, another act, for
it would not do to leave the repentant
Mr. Hoffman alone. So back he goes to
Buffalo to cultivate anew the love of his
first wife and his children. The latter he
marries happily to the young people of
their choice and the picture of their
happiness makes Mrs. Hoffman relent.
The much singed elderly butterfly basks
again in the sunshine of deep but unpre-
tentious devotion he once despised.

barns is the fickle husband, Miss Grace
Reals is virtuous Mrs. Hoffman, No. /
and Miss Florence Reed is naughty Mrs.
Hoffman, No. 2. An old servant at
tached to the original household has a
rather humorous place in the story. The
author has made her so garrulous that
she would break up the best regulated
family and Miss Helen Reimer’s acting
of her does not tend to make her les>
dangerous.

A S an example of a distinctly met-
ropolitan form of entertainment
“The Passing Show of 1912” which, as

1146



Photograph by white, New York.

Copyright, 1912 by Charles Frohman.

Scene from “ The Girl from Montmartre.”

1147



Photograph by White. New York.
Yattest Dol.y as Adde ' in “The Merry Countess.”

its title implies, is a travesty of all the
conspicuous dramatic successes of the
last year, has set at the very outset of
the new season a record for expensive
stage adornment which the Winter
Harden, where it is being presented, has
not before approached and which the
other “Revues” and “Follies” that are

sure to follow in its train are not likely
to surpass. The huge scale on which this
song and dance show is conceived will
surely stagger its visitors even though
they be not familiar with the plays it
lampoons, and they will be impressed by
its pictures though they cannot escape
the reflection that such a vast outlay on
scenery and costumes should have called
forth a little more inspiration among the
half score of librettists and composers.
As for the performers, they are probably
as capable as the vaudeville and musical
comedy stages, both of which have been
liberally drawn upon for talent, can
supply.

Bits from nearly every important
drama described in The Red Book last
year are mixed in a confused jumble in

the show and as a rule the char-
acters are easily recognizable.
As may be expected, the

llarem Scene froi

“Kismet” is employed

to good advantage. In-

to its great pool the

nymphs of the chorus, in

costumes that leave little

to the imagination, plunge

nightly to the great glee of

the crowd. The  Flowerv

Way from “Sumurun” is used
effectively since it enables the

entire company, exceeding two
hundred people, to make its entrance
over the heads of the audience.
“Bunty,” “Bought And Paid For,”
“(ffficer 666,” “ The Quaker Girl,” “A
Butterfy On The Wheel,” “Oliver
Twist” and “The Return Of Peter
Grimm,” to the last of which is added
an amusing caricature of Mr. Belasco,
are only a few of the other plays that
are turned to ridicule. The spectacle is
punctuated by an unending succession
of songs, dances, marches and choruses.
For the satisfaction, perhaps, of that
part of the Winter Garden’s audiences
which prefers delicacy to extravagance
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and daintiness to horse play the
spectacle is preceded by the very
charming “ Ballet Of 1830" which
is quite in the spirit of the best
work of the Alhambra in London
from which it was obtained. In
pantomime is told, in three scenes
and to musical and dance ac-
companiment, the story of

Rodolphe, an artist;
who is in love
Mariette. She is enticed

away from him by a rich

baron who has been her
artist-lover's patron while

he, in his despair, yields

to the lure of a vampire.

The scene changes from a

studio in a garret to the
Restaurant de Nuit and then

to the Jardin des Amoureux
where the disillusionized lovers
are reunited. As the period of
this ballet dates back eighty years,
its customing is quaintly effective
and exceedingly picturesque. The
dancing is all of an excellent order.
Some of the principal performers are
very graceful and expert in panto-
mimic art. Notable among the latter
are Miss Nellie Brown as the model,
Mr. Emil Agoust as the artist, and
Miss Emile Zajah as a flower girl.
Miss Greville Moore effectively em-
bodies the allurement of the vam-
pire.

W HEN *“The Girl From Mont-

vv  martre” was first acted in

St. Petersburg in the original version

as it came from the French authors, M.
Georges Feydeau and M. Rudolph
Schanzer, its principal character of the
Girl, whom good old Doctor Pepyton
brought home to his dovecote from his
midnight escapade at the Cafe Mont-
martre and carelessly hid under the sofa,
was considered worthy of the talent of
Mme. Alla Nazimova and, in fact, was
played by her. As a testimony of the

Photograph by White, New York.
Rozsika Dolly as Felice in “The Merry
Countess.”

vicissitudes through which these foreign
plays must pass in the process of finding
their way to Broadway in musical com-
edy disguise, this past history of a once
popular piece is not without its signif-
icance. Now Miss Hattie Williams is
playing the role of Praline, the Girl,
which she makes an Irish imitation of a
Parisian cocotte. But such mixtures of
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Photograph by White, New York. "

Jose Collins as Counters Rosalinda Cliquot

ami Maurice Farkoa as Gabor
Merry Countess.”

in "The

racial instincts are nowadays deemea
unimportant on the musical comedy
stage.

| doubt if M. Feydeau or M. Schanzer
could recognize their old play in the

new form in which it has been

turned out of the adaptation fac-

tory of the Smith Brothers—

Harry B. and Robert B

Doctor Petypon still steals

away from his watchful Ga-

brielle on his Montmartre

lark. He still meets Praline

and still returns to tuck her

away snugly under the

sofa. There is still the

humorous suggestion

that Gabrielle mistakes

her for a spirit, while

Doctor Petyport's

uncle, the General.

labors under the

impression  that

she is his visiting

niece. But here all

similarity abruptly

ends and the plot dwindles

into turkey trots danced to

music composed by Mr.

Henry Bereny, whose tonal

inspirations are all pretty

much alike and suggestive of

a medley of the various pop-

ular musical comedies of the

recent past.

Nevertheless, “The Girl

From Montmartre,” which is

Mr. Charles Frohman's first

production of the season, is

a showy, gingery affair that

keeps its audiences interested

even if it does not agitate

their mental apparatuses. 11

has been making headway

constantly in spite of the

competition of the many

other new plays and 1

would not be surprised

if it had provided Miss

Williams and Mr. Richard Carle, her

leading assistant, with the only roles
they will need this season.

Unwittingly | have divulged the plot
of the piece or, at least, as much of it as
Miss Williams and Mr. Carle permit to
come to the surface. The rest, if there
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Photograph by White, N. Y. Copyright 1912 by Chas. Frohman
llattie Williams in “The Girl From Montmartre.”

be any more, is choked off by the antics
of the stars who are as irrepressible in
spirit as they are tireless in energy. Mr.
Carle, with his untufted pate and limber
legs, is quite suited to the role of the
philandering old Doctor and he is suffi-
ciently ridiculous in the rapid fire series
of escapades through which Miss Will-
iams leads him, but she, when it comes
to the dancing, of which there is much,
is not in her most congenial element.

Like all of Mr. Frohman's musical
comedy productions this one is daintily
costumed. The fresh appearance of the
chorus is due to their youth and not to
cosmetics. Its male contingent does not
suggest over-dressed stage hands, which
is something in their favor even if they
also do not suggest the denizens of those
Parisian heights which are crowned by
the Montmartre Cathedral. Under these
circumstances it is just a little unfor-
tunate that more and better use is not
made of the chorus for most of the
songs, which are of an interpolated, hit-
or-miss kind, fall either to Miss Williams
or to Mr. Carle.

One of the liveliest of these songs is
“Hoop-la” by Miss Williams in which
she allows the chorus a small share, and
another is “Lena” which she sings with
a good deal of verve in the last act. In-

termittently come “Something Like
This,” “Bohemia,” and “Love Will
Win.” As for Mr. Carle, he remains

quiescent until the second act when lie
makes up for his silence with “I've
Taken A Fancy To You” and “One Of
The Boys.” The chorus gets its first op-
portunity with “The Vienna Roll,” an-
other of those turkey-trotting m
strositieswhich threaten to be rife again
this season. In line with this graceless
performance is “The Sandwich Drag”
which, if anything, is a little more
ignoble than the turkey trot of which
it must be a direct descendant. After all,
we have New York society, not the
stage, to thank for the persistent pop-
ularity of the wvarious “trots” and
“hugs.”

Although this first of the season’'s
musical shows employs a long list of
principals, the persistence of its stars
leaves the others little to do. Mr. Will-
iam Danforth, Mr. Lennox Pawle and
Mr. Al Hart appear in a trio of eccentric
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roles; Mr. Alan Mudie and Miss Maya
Mannering satisfy a very slender ro-
mantic interest, and Miss Marion Ab-
bott moves indignantly through the
phantom story as Doctor Petypon’s
neglected wife.

"THE time is gone in New York when

the name of a theatre can safely be
trusted as a guarantee of the quality of
what takes place on its stage. Mr. David
Belasco has preserved the integrity of
his two houses because almost invariably
he writes or revises the productions he
makes. But other managers, owing to the
competition in obtaining material, are
compelled to take their chances in the
lottery of the plays.

So the Casino, as our premier home
of musical folly, has gradually lost much
of the prestige it enjoyed a decade or
two ago. If anything is calculated to
win this back it will be the really superb
production of “The Merry Countess”
which it revealed on the opening night
of the new season. Its management, hav-
ing learned a lesson from the great
public interest shown in the revivals of
the Gilbert and Sullivan operettas and
other standard works, has gone to the
well of limpid, sparkling melody left by
that monarch of the waltz, Johann
Strauss, and has brought to life again
that unfailing masterpiece, “Die Fleder-
maus,” reset its charming rhythms to a
new story and, with the aid of interpola-
tions from the master's other composi-
tions, has given it practically a new
birth.

All  the old, swinging melodies,
crowned by the “Wine, Woman and
Song” waltz and the brilliant ballet
music, are carefully preserved. Mean-
while you are diverted by an excellent
though somewhat conventional story of
a faithless husband neatly trapped by
his wife. He is Count Max Cliquot, who
has been sentenced to serve five days in

jail for motor speeding. A physician at
his palace wagers with the Countess that
lie will not pass the evening with her,
but at a ball given by the licentious
Prince Or/offsky for some ballet girls.
She accepts the hazard, goes to the ball
in disguise and exposes her fickle con-
sort when he unwittingly makes violent
love to her. Then, as in all these musical
domestic tragedies, oil is poured on the
troubled waters in the last act.

This may not be a very ingenious fic-
tion, but it is told with a rush that
keeps its interest alive. A dance which
is the epitome of grace, performed by
the Misses Yancsi and Rozsika Dolly
and Mr. Martin Brown, paves the way
to the thrills of the ballet led by M’lle
Dazie, which touches a higher point of
terpsichorean excellence than anything
the Casino has revealed in the last ten
years.

And the company is able to sing the
Strauss music! One evidence of this very
important fact is the success of Miss
Jose Collins as the Countess in the
czardas number—the Hungarian song
which is the most difficult music that
Strauss ever wrote. There is distinction
in the acting and merit in the singing of
Mr. Maurice Farkoa as the Hungarian
nobleman and of Mr. Claude Flemming
as the court Physician and, to a lesser
extent, of Mr. Forrest Huff as the
Count, while Mr. Tom A. Shale discards
horseplay and pursues legitimate meth-
ods as a comedy jailer. But the most
enthusiastic praise | can give the produc-
tion is for its splendid ensemble and its
nearly faultless stage management.
There are three handsome scenes, the
climax of which is the ballet supper
party, and beautiful costumes without
number. For many months all whose
blood is made to flow a little quicker by
real melody will capitulate to the charms
of this newly illustrated edition of a
Johann Strauss masterpiece.
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MAN’'S STRUGGLE FOR EFFICIENCY

INTERESTING METHODS HE

IS USING TO MAKE

AND KEEP HIM ENERGETIC AND CAPABLE
BY WALTER GRIFFITH

Perhaps the most interesting phase of the
present-day struggle to realize our ambitions
in whatever direction they may lie, and one
indeed on which it were well for everyone to
he informed, is the different methods adopted
by Americans, both men and women, to keep
themselves physically fit to stand the strain of
keeping constantly up to “concert pitch.”

They are not by any means always adopted
until Nature has cried quits and the subject
is struggling to recover his efficiency, but
whenever employed they are well worthy a
study and oft times ludicrous to the looker-on,
though perhaps not to the performer.

If you were to arise at six o’clock some fine
morning and visit Central Park and Riverside
Drive, New York, you would be amused by
viewing, among a number of others, some
stout gentleman who looks very dignified after
nine a. m.; now, however, he is on a horse
(part of the time), or even running on foot,
and looks hot, uncomfortable and funny. This
is a consistent practice at the present time of
many New York business men, as well as those
of other cities.

In convenient proximity to several large
cities there are Health Institutions that could
perhaps be aptly called “Training Institu-
tions.” Those who visit there are placed in
the hands of a veritable “Trainer” who runs
them, rides them, trots them, exercises them,
and supervises their diet. They are under
strict discipline which does not always set
well, but accomplishes what they are there for
—puts them in good physical condition.

There are many gymnasiums and physical
culture schools located in convenient places in
the large cities where an opportune hour a day
is taken in giving the body its much-needed
exercise.

Osteopathic Treatment might be termed, in
a way, “exercise without effort,” or, better

still, “involuntary exercise,” for certainly the
manipulation exercises the subject though not
of his own volition.

Many and diverse kinds of massages,
Swedish, German, etc., combined Diet and
Exercise, Sour and Sterilized Milk Treat-
ments, Raw Wheat, Fruit and Nut Diets, etc.,
are being liberally patronized to the end that
men and women, under our present mode of
living (which is hardly natural) may main-
tain or even increase their capacity for stren-
uous effort with its attendant reward.

All of these methods have their advantages
—some undoubtedly greater than others—|I
am not competent to choose.

But mark this:

Every one of them that is effective, has for
its primary purpose and ultimate result the
elimination of waste from the system.

This can not help being the fact, for the
initial cause of probably 90 per cent, of man’s
inefficiency is the inability of the system, un-
der our present mode of living, to throw off
the waste which it accumulates.

The result is a partial clogging of the colon
(large intestine) which is the direct cause of
sluggish livers, biliousness, slight or severe
headaches—and with these, or any one of
them, comes inability to work, think or per-
form up to our usual standard.

That eminent scientist, Professor Metch-
nikoff, states unqualifiedly that the poison gen-
erated in the colon is the chief cause of our
comparatively premature old age.

Now if these exercises or diets were entirely
successful in eliminating this waste from the
colon, they would be, with their strengthening
and upbuilding properties, wonderfully re-
sultful—but they do not and can not.

One might as well chop a tree down from
the top or try to pump a lake dry by starting
at one of the brooks that feed it.



When you are ill, and a physician is called,
the first thing he does is to purge the system—
why—first, because the waste has to be dis-
posed of before any medicine will take effect
—second, because if there was no waste, you
probably would not have been ill at all.

Also remember that healthy blood will de-
stroy almost any germ that is known to science,
but unhealthy or contaminated blood wel-
comes them with open arms and says, “Come
and feed and multiply.”

Our blood can not be healthy unless our
colons are kept pure and clean; the blood is
constantly circulating through the colon and
will immediately take up by absorption the
poisons of the waste which it contains, dis-
tributing it throughout the entire system.

That's the reason that biliousness and its
kindred complaints make us ill “all over.” It
is also the reason that if this waste is per-
mitted to remain a little too long the destruc-
tive germs, which are always present in the
blood, gain the upper hand and we become not
only inefficient, but really ill—seriously some-
times if there is a weak spot.

This accumulated waste is the direct, im-
mediate, specific cause of appendicitis, for
instance.

Now the first help that we have been call-
ing to our aid when this waste becomes un-
bearable, or lays us out, is Drugs. These have
some effect, but there are a few vital reasons
why they should not and need not be used.

Drugs are violent in their action and con-
vulse and sap the vitality of other functions
before they reach the colon. The colon is the
last spot they reach, therefore it is impossible
for them to clean it thoroughly—and last, but
not least, the using of Drugs for this purpose
must be persisted in—making one a slave to
them and constantly weakening parts of the
body that should not be touched at all.

So great an authority as Prof. Alonzo
Clark, M.D., of the New York College of
Physicians and Surgeons, says: “All of our
curative agents are poisons and as a conse-
quence every dose diminishes the patient's
vitality.”

No, none of these are necessary or effective

for the specific purpose of defeating this
greatest of all foes to man's efficiency, for
Nature herself has provided a means which,
if applied in the proper way, will, without any
evil effect or inconvenience whatever, keep the
colon sweet, pure, clean, and healthy.

That “Nature Way” is Internal Bathing
with warm water properly applied; but it
must be properly applied to be effective.

It would perhaps be interesting to note the
opinions of a Physician, an Osteopath and a
Physical Culturist on this subject:

“The results that | have had from the use
of the Internal Bath in my own family are
marvelous.” Geo. H. Davis, M.D., Spring-
field, Mass.

“1 have two Internal Baths, one for myself
and one for a patient. | am an Osteopath
and find in connection with my work that it
does wonders.” G. L. Bowdy, D.O., Denver,
Colo.

“l find the Internal Bath of immense ben-
efit to me. 1 look upon it as an absolute nec-
essity to the attainment of perfect physical
development, and think every person, espe-
cially those engaged in physical culture, ought
to use it.” Anthony Barker, Professor of
Physical Culture, New York.

A New York Physician of many years
practical experience and observance of the
colon and its influence on the general health,
has made a special study of Internal Bathing
and has written an interesting and exhaustive
book on the subject called, “Why Man of To-
day Is Only 50 % Efficient.”

This he will send without cost or other
obligation to anyone addressing, Charles A.
Tyrrell, M.D., 134 West Sixty-fifth Street,
New York City, and mentioning that he read
this in The Red Book Magazine.

It is surprising how little the great majority
of people know about this particular part of
their make-up; and inasmuch as it plays so
important a part in the general health and
the maintaining of 100 per cent, of efficiency,
it seems as though every one should at least
enlighten himself by reading this little treatise
on the subject, by one who has made it his
life’s study and work.
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THE GREAT SHOP WINDOW OF AMERICA

The full, rich, inimitable flavor ot

the most luscious tomatoes—

Improved but not hidden by the

tingling zest of the finest
spices in the world—

A relish that makes
good things
better.

To thoroughly enjoy
an oyster cocktail, have it
prepared and served in the follow-
ing manner:

Snider Oyster Cocktail-----

Serve oysters on half shell. A few
drops of lemon juice, a bit of horse-
radish, and then plenty of Snider’s
Tomato Catsup poured directly on
the oysters, and, if possible, eating
the oyster without puncturing it,
constitutes the ideal oyster cocktail.

In Soups— 1 tablespoonfuls of Snider's
Tomato Catsup, added on the stove or at the
table, make all soups delicious.

In Gravies—Add a tablespoonful of Snider’'s
Tomato Catsup for each person to be served.

Any day, any meal, serve Snider Process Pork & Beans. Upon meats, hot or cold,
nothing surpasses Snider’s Chili Sauce.

Its tke Process

THE T.A.SNIDER PRESERVE CO., CINCINNATI, U.S.A.

All Snider Products comply with all Pure Food Laws of the World

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE



THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE___THE GREAT s HOP WINDOW OF AMERICA

Lochinvar
and
Ellen

“So stately
his form,
And so lovely
her face,
That never a hall
Such a galliard
did grace.”

Famous

Sweethearts Like the stories of the famous

sweethearts of romance and
history Nabisco Sugar
Wafers alwaysdelight. Their
fragile goodness imparts a
new charm to every form of
dessert. In ten cent tins,
also in twenty-five cent tins.

A CHOCOLATE. TOKE.NS — Another
exquisite dessert confection — chocolate
Famous coated.

Sweet
NATIONAL BISCUIT

COMPANY
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summer-time always on tap!

Papas and mammas worry a lot
more than they need, at the ap-
proach of the raw, bleak days of
Winter. If they would arrange
now to have summer-time always
on tap in their home, it would
save much nervousness over
threatened colds, sore throat,
croup, diphtheria and other
troubles that almost all come to
their little folks from catching
cold first— in drafty rooms or on
cold floors.

will make homey-like any kind of a house or building—not too hot or cold at all—
but just right—just as we all want it— uniform temperature all the day long, and
night, too— flooding the house with Summer temperature at the turn of a valve.

With an outfit of IDEAL Boiler and AMERICAN Radiators the coal-bills grow smaller; uneven heat-
ing and repair bills disappear; ashes, soot and coal-gases are unknown in the living-rooms; housework
and cleaning are reduced one-half; and the whole house is made a far better, happier, healthier place
to live in and work in. The phenomenal success of IDEAL Boilers and AMERICAN Radiators is
also largely due to the fact that they are made in sections so that even
their largest parts can be carried through an ordinary sized doorway.

The necessary piping and AMERICAN Radiators are set in place without tearing up
partitions or floors, or disturbing occupants, and the IDEAL Boiler is quickly erected
and connected up without the necessity of removing the old-fashioned heating de-
vices until ready to start fire in the new heating outfit. For this reason IDEAL
Boilers and AMERICAN Radiators can be quickly installed in Winter weather
when the old, crude heaters get badly worn or collapse. If you are weary and
discouraged with the everlasting blacking, repairing, fire-coaxing, scuttle-heaving,
etc., discard the old-fashioned heating and begin at once the safe, sanitary, reliable
way of heating by IDEAL Boilers and AMERICAN Radiators. Write us to-day
for booklet (FREE): “ideal Heating.”

A No, 2-22-W IDEAL Boiler and
456 sq. ft. of 38-in. AMERICAN

Radiators, costing owner $220, Write us also for catalogue of ARCO WAND Vacuum
were used to heat this cottage. Cleaner, that sets in cellar and is connected by iron
At this price the goods can be - - - - -
bought of any reputable, compe- suction pipes to rooms above. It is the first genuinely
tent Fitter. This did notinclude i H H

cost of labor. pipe. valves, practical machme_ p_ut on the market, and will last
freight, etc., which are extra as Iong as the bUI|dII"Ig.

and vary according to climatic
and other conditions.

Showrooms in all Write Department A35

large cities AmericanRadiator Company 855 Michisan
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Your Telephone Horzon

The horizon of vision, the circle
which bounds our sight, has not
changed.

It is best observed at sea. Though
the ships of today are larger than the
ships of fifty years ago, you cannot
see them until they come up over the
edge of the world, fifteen or twenty
miles away.

A generation ago the horizon of
speech was very limited. When your
grandfather was a young man, his
voice could be heard on a still day for
perhaps a mile. Even though he used
a speaking trumpet, he could not be
heard nearly so far as he could be seen.

Today all this has been changed.
The telephone has vastly extended
the horizon of speech.

Talking two thousand miles is an
everyday occurrence, while in order
to see this distance, you would need
to mount your telescope on a platform
approximately 560 miles high.

As aman isfollowed by his shadow,
so is he followed by the horizon of
telephone communication. When he
travels across the continent his tele-
phone horizon travels with him, and
wherever he may be he is always at
the center of a great circle of telephone
neighbors.

What is true of one man is true of
the whole public. Inorder to provide
a telephone horizon for each member
of the nation, the Bell System has
been established.

American Telephone and Telegraph Company

And Associated

Companies

Every Bell Telephone is the Center of the System.
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Can You Spare
An Hour a Day?

Hundreds of Oliver Typewriter Local Agents
Make Spare Time Work Pay Well

Hundreds of people at present employed are making handsome addi-
tions to their incomes by spare time work selling Oliver Typewriters.

Most of our Local Agents begin in that way.

Then, as they develop in the art of salesmanship and their agency profits
grow, they fall in line, giving alltheir time to The Oliver Typewriter business.

Our field force of more than 15,000 has thus been brought together.

Our branch managers and many of the important officers in the com-
pany have risen from the ranks.

So, if you can spare only an hour a day, we may be able to offer you the
Local Agency for

OLIVER

TypcWrMTecr

Ttjc

The Standard Visible Writer

Our liberal Local Agency Proposition opens up new avenues of profit
to men in many different lines of business.

Booksellers and stationers, printers, druggists, insurance agents, real
estate brokers, bankers and others already established find the Oliver
Local Agency a profitable acquisition.

Physicians, ministers, attorneys, teachers use the Oliver Local Agency

regular incomes..

We find our best Local Agents in the most unlooked-
for places.

Experience has taught us that every application for
a Local Agency is worthy of careful consideration.

Tell us who you are and why you expect to succeed.

You will hear from us promptly.

You will be interested in abook we have recently
issued, telling more about the money-making possibili-
ties of the Local Agency for Ihe Oliver Typewriter.

Address Agency Department

TheOliver Typewriter Company
410 Oliver Typewriter Building, Chicago
In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE
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The Old
Oaken Bucket

filled to the brim with
cold, clear purity— no
such water nowadays.
Bring back the old days
with a glass of

It makes one think of everything that’s pu
» and wholesome and delightful. Bright,
sparkling, teeming with palate joy—it's your
V soda fountain old oaken bucket.

Delicious —Refreshing
i _sa T hirst-Quenching

Demand the Genuine—Refuse Substitutes

THE COCA-COLA CO., Atlanta, Ga

F r e e ° urnew k00" et*teWing of Coca-Cola vin-
* 1 dication at Chattanooga, for the asking.

Whenever you see an Ar- ' *'
row t™Nnk of Coca-Cola.

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE
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For a tasty bit to top off the meal, serve

Sunshine Butter Thins with jelly, or Bar le

Due and cream cheese. It makes the most delicious dessert
you ever tasted. And it's always ready to serve.

Sunshine Butter Thins supply not only the crisp bit needed
with salad or cheese, but they add a delicacy of flavor which
makes things taste a little better than they should.

Butter Thins are irresistible little wafers, round and brown.
They contain real butter and are baked to an appetizing
crispness. Like all Sunshine Biscuits, they are as pure and
wholesome as the sunshine in which they are baked in the
“Bakery with a Thousand Windows.”

are made in variety to suit every taste and every occasion. Sunshine Special-
ties are different from any other biscuits baked in this country. They include
Sugar Wafers, English Style Biscuits and Biscuit Bonbons—the most enticing
confections that ever tempted appetite.

Send for Sunshine Revelation-Box

Send us your name and address and the name of your dealer and 10c (stamps or
coin) to pay postage, and we will send you. Free, by return mail, the Sunshine Revelation-
Box, containing 14 kinds of Sunshine Specialties. Your grocer will then supply you with
the kinds that you like best. For sale, packed carefully and daintily in tins, also by the
pound. Remember the name “Sunshine.”

Joose-\"iles Biscuit ((IMPANY 558 Causeway Street, Boston, Mass.

Bakers of Sunshine Biscuits

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE
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s o o Shaves
(2 Mills per Shave)

G u a r a n t e e d

E ACH package of AutoStrop blades is guaranteed

to give 500 head barber shaves. If you fail to
get 500, send us your 12 used blades, say how many
shaves you are shy, and we will send you enough of
the blades to make good your shortage. The era of
Guaranteed Shaving is here.

WE ARE IN THE BLADE SAVING BUSINESS.

T HE AutoStrop Razor is not aperpetual
blade tax. It is a blade saver and head
barber shaver.

Why we can make the above guarantee isvery simple:

Heart beats are the life of a human being.  Expert
strokes on the strop are the life of a razor edge.

By expert strokes on the strop, the head barber and
the AutoStrop Razor make their respective edges live
sharp through many shaves— often one blade will live
through 500 shaves.  Therefore 12 blades are certain to
live through our guarantee.

AutoStropping is the twin brother of Head Barber stropping;
makes the novice able to strop the Head Barber's edge, and makes
him able to strop it as quickly and handily, because he does it with-
out detaching blade.

The AutoStrop razor consists of silver plated, self-stropping razor,
12 blades and strop in handsome case. Price $5. Travelling
sets $6.50 up. Price in Canada and United States the same.
Factories in both countries.  Send for catalogue.

Do not be over-modest about asking the dealer to sell you an
AutoStrop Razor on thirty days' free trial.  For if you take it back
we protect him from loss.

Get ablade-saving, head-barber-shaving AutoStrop Razor today.

Do not forget it tomorrow.

AUTOSTROP SAFETY RAZOR CO., 345 5th Ave., New York; This wooden
400 Richmond St., W., Toronto; 61 New Oxford St., London; man is used in

Schleusenbriicke, No. 8, Hamburg AutoStrop win
dow displays.

He shows you
AutoStrop s
AutoStrop
blades to Head

Barber edges.
RAzBR T
man can do it,

Strops Itself you can.
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Self-Loading Shotgun

12 GAUGE, M ODEL 1911

The Winchester Self-Loading Shotgun has all the
good points of other recoil-operated shotguns and
also many distinctive and exclusive features which
sportsmen have been quick to appreciate and en-
dorse. Among them are Nickel steel construction
throughout; a receiver made with the Winchester
patented “Bump of Strength” which gives the gun
surpassing strength and safety; divided recoil, which
minimizes the “kick” to the last degree; and a re-
loading system which requires no readjustment for
different loads. The Winchester Self-Loader will
shoot any standard load from a “ Blank” to the
heaviest with certainty and safety, without tink-
ering the action. Also it is a two-part take-down
without any loose parts. These are only a few
of the many good points about this gun. To
fully appreciate its superiority, you should see it

Look one over at your dealer's, or send
to the Winchester Repeating Arms Co..
New Haven, Conn., for descriptive circular

IT WORKS WEIL WITH AIL LOADS

In writinc to advertisers it is of advantage to mention THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE
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10 TINS
NOT A BIT e poundglass
OF BITE humidor jars

u Guaranteed by the largest makers ol silverware.

INTERNATIONAL SILVER CO.. MERIDEN. CONN

Successor 10 Meriden Britannia Co.

Send for
IfW YORK CHCA savifvavosoo - catalogue  X-21

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE
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Big Sisters and Little Brother

The whole family prefer

because it tastes so good.

It is made of the best of cocoa
beans, with pure milk and a little
sugar.

Peter's is as wholesome as it is

“ High as the ici
Alps in Quality’ delicious.

In writing to advertisers it is oi advantage to mention THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE
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VACO-NASSAGER

Aeans Peal ComfortAlter Shaving

There is an “all-satisfying” something
about the way you feel after using
the VACO-Massager to complete
the morning shave.

No drawn, smarting feeling, but a
clean, bright, soothed skin, soft and
velvety.

The chief attraction lies in its won-
derful simplicity. No trouble at all.
No expense to operate. Just attach
to faucet, turn on water, and VACO
yourself. , It will pay every man to look
into this.

$5.00 set complete
Sent express prepaid on receipt of price.

ASK YOUR DEALER
Write today for booklet

N.B.— Dealers should look into our splendid COLONIAL SALES CO.
« Dealer ProDosition. Address Dept. B Boston, Mass.

"AFTER FOLR EENTURJ#

the story of A WORLD UN TED

Tho quest of Columbus finds suc-
cessful culmination in the comple-
tion of the great Panama Canal”®
—and in the Panama _

Pacific _Interna-

" tional Exposition,*/~ " fla
r i AUTUMN GLO R Y 1 Ban Francisco.the’’mag-*" Sl
Triumphantly follows summer sunshine and Nature Ic city of the Golden West.”
. - extends to all the earth the hand-
; at her best. LABLACHE triumphs (Sj|asp gfgreeugg andr?ml)fd fGHOWShIpfd " "
N i H H _ eventeen and one-halfmillions of dollars.an
overwind and sun. Dlscern_mg W_O the combined interests of 2 hemispheres, insure <
kmen everywhere appreciate its the exposition-marvel of the world's history—and a
. . . visitto the Panama-Pacific Exposition affords opportunity for
kvalue in preparing for the social America’s greatest educational and recreational sight-
i i i seeing pleasure trip Our fascinating Brochure of
! regL{lrements of winter. In travel and Exposition sights and scenes, “AFTER ,
visible, adherent, dependable. FOUR CENTURIES” tells all about the Exposition and ;

how you can, if you wish, make this wonderful trip,
under a special plan, at small cost.

Refuse substitutes This Book Sent Freo Replete withinteresting information —

Theymay bedangerous. Flesh.White. mmmmmmmmmmsrnmm  profusely illustrated—elegantly printed
Pink or Cream. 50e.a box of druggists
or by mail. Overtwo million boxessold ! Write forlttoday
annually. Send 10c. for a sample box ) INTERNATIONAL ~ TOUR ASSOCIATION
BEN. LEVY CO.t ' Suits n First National Bank Bldg., Chicago
French Perfumers, Department 8,
125 Kingston Street, - - Boston, Maas.

Make your furniture, woodwork and hardwood
floors look just like new — simply dust with

m m m m
WRITE TODAY FOR BUFFALO SPECIALTY COMPANY,
PREE TRIAL BOTTLE 246J Liquid Veneer Buildine, Buffalo. N. Y.

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE
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You may be one of those who are looking for a dentifrice that
is pleasant to use as well as efficient. If you are, send us 2 cents
in stamps and we will mail you a generous trial tube of Colgate’s
Ribbon Dental Cream — the dentifrice without a “druggy” taste.

You will be as pleased with the delicious flavor as with the
sense of wholesome cleanliness it gives your mouth.

Ribbon Dental Cream checks decay-germs, corrects excessive
acidity and cleans the teeth thoroughly and safely.

Your dealer has it— or send us the 2c for a
trial tube and our booklet, “ Oral Hygiene.”

COLGATE & CO. Dept. D 199 Fulton Street, New York

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE
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REPEATING RIFLE

The 136 page
jflar/in catalog will
help you decide what
rifle best suits your in-
dividual desires. Send

3 stamps for it today.

Mount Your Vacation Pictures’

With Engel’s Quick Way

“Art Corners”

For temporaryor permanent mount*
ing of Photos or Post Cards in Al-
bum or Scrap Book. Quick, effec-

tive, artistic—no muss—no bother—

so simple a child can use them.

Superior to anything on the mar-

ket for the purpose.

100 for IO c

Two styles—round or square
in black, lightordark gray,
sepia or white. 10c for
package of 100 of a stylo
and color, by dealers in
photosuppliesand post-
cards, or mailed direct.

CHER—five packages
<500 Art Corners) and we will
mail FREE a beautiful
Art Study framed

ENGEL
MFG. CO.

UQOLelandAv.
o 1L

The Dickson Method of Memory Training Makes You

Ten minutes of your spare time, each day, will give you this training.
faces, names, facts, think on your feet and overcome self-consciousness.
thousands of failures into successes.

THE. GREAT SHOP WINDOW OF AM E-RICA

Pump

r o lin Action

— You can buy
no better gun for tar-

getwork and all small game

up to 200 yards. Without change

of mechanism it handles .22 short,
long or long-rifle cartridges, perfectly. The
deep Ballard rifling develops maximum power
and accuracy and adds years to the life of rifles.

The solid top is protection from defective cartridges— prevents
powder and gases from being blown back. The side ejection
never lets ejected shells spoil your bead and allows quick, accurate
repeat shots. With simple take-down construction, removable
action parts— least parts of any .22— it is the quickest and easiest
Ask any gun dealer,

to clean. A great vacation rifle.
w
/7 \ff//7/7ZTIL/2 CcoO

8 WILLOW STREET, - - NEW HAVEN, CONN.

Salesm en W anted

DO YOU WANT AGOOD POSITION WHERE YOU CAN EARN
FROM $1,000.00 TO $5,000.00 A YEAR AND EXPENSES ?
There are hundreds of such positions now open. No former
experience as a salesman required toget oneof them. Ifyouwant
to enter the world's best paying profession our Free Employ-
ment Bureau will assist you to secure a position where you can
earn good wages while you are learning Practical Salesmanship.
Write, today for full particulars; list of good openings and tes-
timonial letters from hundredsof our students for whom we have
recently secured good positions paying from $100.00 to $500.00 a
month and expenses. Address nearest office, Dept* j<<
National Salesmen’'s Training Association
Chicago New York Kansas City 8eattle New Orleans Toronto,

Have your taxidermy work done right
I a.XI d e rm —itpays. Letusmount your troplues,
by our famous Standard Museum
Methods—Birds, Animals, Game
Heads, Fish, and Rugs.
ONLY EXPERTS EMPLOYED Mu eoudrsn
reasonahle prices, satisfaction guaranteed
Our exhibit won First Grand Prize and Nine
Gold Medals atexposition. Customers in e\ery
state, amongthem the Rockefellers, 101 Ranch,
U.S. Government, “ Buffalo Bill,” and thousands
of leading sportsmen. Send your trophies to the
largest and best taxidermy concern in
the world, and be pleased and delighted. We
want you for a customer.
FREE. Write for ourfree booklet on mount-
ing, No. 88. Every expertnow needs this
booklet. Ask forittoday.

NORTHWESTERN SCH. OF TAXIDERMY

1167 Taxidermy Bldg., Omaha, Neb*

Forget Proof
Enables you to remember \ \\
My course has transformed \ \\ . t

It tvill make you successful. Write for free booklet of facts. \ \\ W’

How to get a FREE copy of this Valuable Book, “How To Speak In Public**
DeLuxe edition, exactly suited for needs of any one desiring to become apublicspeaker. Price,$2. Writetodayandteam hove

PROF. HENRY DICKSON, Brin., Dickson Memory School, 709 Auditorium Bldg., Chicago

tosecure afree copy-

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE



THU RED BOOK MAGAZINE THE GREAT SHOP WINDOW OF AMERICA

A pipe's good taste
w herever you smoke it

—ifit's filled with Prince Albert tobacco, now inter-nationally famous for
its delightful aroma and delicious flavor. You can smoke it in any com-
pany to everybody's satisfaction!

Understand this: it isn’t the pipe, it's the tobacco that makes the smoke!
Prince Albert is the one brand every man can enjoy to the very limit,
because it won't bite the tongue ! The sting is cut out by a patent process.

Fringe Albert

the national joy smoke

Over in England, where pipe smok-
ing has reached a degree, you see
men smoking pipes along the Strand
and Piccadilly—everywhere—even
men wearing top hats. Justwatch
crowds of men anywhere! See
how many smoke pipes! Prince
Albert has doubled the number oOf
pipe smokers 1

You get a jimmy pipe,

too, and dig out some

fun for yourself. You

never even dreamed of

such tobacco as Prince

Albert!

Buy P. A. anywhere
you happen to be—in
the bushes, on the
prairies —everywhere !
Sc toppy red bags; 10c
tidy red tins; handsome
pound and half-pound
humidors.

R. J. Reynolds

Tobacco Co Pipeology
’ Here is a fine meerschaum pipe
Winston-Salem with a clear amber stem. It
N. C makes a bully smoke. The pipe

illustrated has been in constant
service 19 years. Itis beautifully
colored—and us sweet as a nut.

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE



Belasco’s views on
Love, Women

and the Play

of To-morrow

An informal, friendly talk by the
great producer with Magda Frances
West, in which he tells—

When he thinks it is best for women to go
on the stage —
Why he thinks the present style of play is go-
ing into the discard —
The style which will succeed it— and why —
W hy he thinks women do bigger things for the stage than
men —
W hy actresses need a strong, guiding hand —
And a number of other things that never would
be thought of in the course of the usual formal

interview.

Who is the
handsomest
man on the
stage?

This is half of the picture of the
selection of one of the best-known
critics in the country. Another
great critic and a manager disagree
with him. They all give the rea-
sons for their selections.

Did you ever read a real
love story of the theatre?

Not the story of the starving
young actress who finally gets the
big part— you’'ve probably read
that story in several dozen different
forms— but the story of areal woman
and a real man, in real situations,
faced by real problems and real
temptations.

That's

“CHATTERTON ”
—by W. Carey Wonderley

A Study of
DAVID BELASCO

STORIES AND ARTICLES
BY
James T. Powers
Wi illiam Norris
Irene Franklin
Theodore A . Liebler
Harris Merton Lyon
Berton Braley
Paul West
Ada Patterson
and a bunch of new
stories of Broadway by
Rennold W olf;
also

Chanmng Pollock s
review of the new plays—the
most sprightly review that's
written.

THE GREEN BOOK MAGAZINE



Some of the Stars
of the New
Season—

The plays they’'ll be seen

in and when they are to
be seen. All told in
Johnson Briscoe’s
article, “The Plans
for the New Season,” Photograph by

i i ) Moffett Studio, Chicago
which goes into details of
all the plans of all the managers and all the
players. A handy guide for anyone inter-
ested in the theatre.

CHRYSTAL HERNE

My Actress-Wife

Here is the liveliest story in many a
day. The story of a young college man
who married a chorus girl. How
he met her; how he won her and
what his family did when they
found out. It's the first of a
series of stories which are bound
to attract wide attention, for the
simple reason that they are
fact stories of a situation

that has been the basis Photograph
Lo by Bangs,
for reams of fiction. . . New York
Photograph by Moffett Studio, Chicago
HATTIE WILLIAMS BILLIE BURKE >MARTIN BROWN

The “Discovery” of Wm. T. Hodge, the Star in “ The Man from Home”

Theodore A. Liebler, head of Liebler & Co,, has kept a “family book,” or diary. In it are his
impressions, written at the minute, of some of the most important theatrical events. For instance,
under date of Feb. 18, 1900, you find: “The part of Freeman Wbitmarsh, the man-of-all-work, in
'Sag Harbor,’ threatened to give Herne a great deal of trouble in the casting, but the difficulty solved
itself when he happened to see the man he wanted standing before an actors’ boarding house on
Forty-fourth Street. Herne approached the man, asked him whether he had ever had any experience
as an actor, and was delighted to learn that he had just reached town after a tour with a ‘Town Hall
To-night’ repertory company. He gave his name as William Hodge and was engaged On the spot.
Thus a player whom no theatrical manager has ever heard of will be given a trial in the leading
comedy part of one of the most important productions of the year.”

Delightful glimpses of Mrs. Pat Campbell, Eleanor Robson, Rejane, Mrs. Le Moyne, Kyrle
Bellew, Duse and a number of other celebrities figure in these pages in the sort of things their
employer wrote about them while they were making— or losing—money for him.

ON SALE AT ALL |Q1 D jIfF C OF STORIES AND PICTURES
NEWS-STANDS IO | r/illljij oi the Stage and Its People
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Five ways of using

Woodbury’s Facial Soap

1st—The mildest action in using Woodbury's Facial
Soap is produced by washing in the usual way.
2nd—A stronger effect is produced by rubbing its thick
lather into the shin for several minutes, then wiping
it off with a dry towel.

3rd—A still stronger effect—just what is needled for
s uggish skins—is produced by rubbing its lather into
toe skin and leaving it on all night.

4th—The greatest possible effect results from rubbing
its stimulating lather into the Skin, and. while it is
damp, covering your face with rubber tissue or oil skin.
5'h—FOR USFRS OF OREASK CREAMS-A very
inirked effect is produced if its lath r is fir-t ru bed
= and then messaged over and ov r : » into the skin.
The tonic action of its lather isi m 'cr <mn“grease
creams for the skin—is just what t .cskin needs.
Woodhurv's Facial Soao costs 2'c a ca'e. No tine
hesitates at the p.ice after t.eirfirst cake.

Woodbury ’s
Facial Soap

For sale by dealers everywhere
For 4c 7vewill send a samfie cake. For 10c, s tmples
of It'oodbnrv's Facial Soap, Facial Cream and Powder.
J-Dr50c a c”pv o f the Woodbury Book and samples o fthe
Woodbury preparations. Write today to the /Indreio
jfergens Co., Dept. 3. Spring Grove Ave., Cincinnati, O.

Scalp

SKIN

THL GREAT SHOP WINDOW OF AMLRICA

V IOLENT exercise is ruinous to
dresses unless protected by

Kleinert's Dress Shields, which are

impervious to moisture.

The odors of perspiration can be
removed by washing the shield in hot
water, after which they can be ironed
back to perfect freshness.

Made in many sizes and shapes for
Particular people.  On sale everywhere.

Write for our Dress Shield Book “O”

. B. Kleinert Rubber Co.
721-723-725-727 Broadway
New York

If the name “ Kleinert” is not on the shield,
it isn't a K|elnert—T|"EGuaranteed Shield:

1TRUST YOU TEN DAYS. SEND NO MONEY

$2 Hair Switch Sent on Approval,

Natural straighthair, bend a'lock of your hair, and 1
willmail a h short stem fine human hair switch to match.
1 fyou fing ig bargain remit $3 in ten davs, or sell 3 and

GET YOUR SWITCH FREE. Extrashadea little more.
close 6¢ postage.  Free beauty book showing latest style of hair

dressil s0 high grade switches, pompadours, \Mgs puffs, etc.
V\brrenvuan&r)g_oas]e | Imy hair goods. ANNA AYERS

CREME ELCAYA

IMakes the Skin Like vWver"

The one toilet cream which
gives universal satisfaction

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE
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NO

MONEY

IN  ADVAN

We Save Home Builders 30% to 50%

Design No. 117
Six Rooms and

JbODO mur@;@g

Excellent Interior. Size,
feet, 6 inches by 27 feet.

Design No. 55
SixRoomsand
roons

convenientand
roomy. Size 22 ft. by 31 ft.

Design No. 50
rf*Q *70 Eight Rooms
and Bath, very
attractive Ex-
terior; Five Closets, Airy
Balcony. Size 28 ft. by 28 ft

The Chicago House Wrecking Co. would not dare ship Design No. 152-D
ou a carload of building material, valued anywhere from $500 _ Sevenrooms and bath,
0 $1,000 without one cent down, if we misrepresented one J7°dern, up-to-date inter
single item. You are Ferfectly safe, we take all the risk. ' ’ ’
No one else in all the world can make such low prices on new Building Material.
Our reputation as cash buyers places at our command, first—every bargain worth
having. We are satisfied with one small profit—et the in-between profits remain in
your pocket—means an immense saving—that means all previous

New Building Material Prices S-M-A-S-H-E-D
. Then, when our expert knowledge of what to buy and how to buy at the right
rices is combined with the expert knowledge of our most complete Architectural
epartment, the result is practical, modern, beautiful buildings, constructed absolutely
without waste—to satisfy all tastes and al(l)#pocketbooks.

We not only save you from 25# to 50# on your completed building, but we give
you all the assistance you need for its proper and economical construction, free of
charge—Blue Print Plans, ﬁrepared by expert architects, Specifications and Material
Lists, together With any other information you may need.

Compare our offers and you will be satisfied that none can compete with our price
—and none can equal our Service.

BOOK OF FLANS
$ 10,000 Mail the Coupon Today FREE
A truly wonderful book given away Free. One hundred pages of modern, up-to-
date designs. Free to all parts of the United States. Other points upon receipt of 25c.

Erings Complete $50 Set Blue
Prints and Specifications for
Any of These Beautiful Homes

The object of this advertisement is not to sell plans, but if you are interested in
any of the designs shown on this page, we will, to save time, send a complete set
of Plans- Specifications and full descriptive Material List, showing sizes, style, qual-
ity and catalogI number of the material that we furnish. The best part of it is, that
the entire $2 will be credited on your order, or if plans do not suit, you may return
them and all but 50c will be refunded. In addition, we will also name, upon request,
delivered prices for complete Plumbing Outfit and Heating Plant of any kind and
furnish complete specifications free of charge.

FREE Price Wrecking Catalogs

Send for our Special Building Material Catalog No. 100, Plumbing Catalog No. 133
and Heating Catalog No. 120 showing a complete line of construction of house, bam,
or any other building. The newest and latest features in each line at low prices.

Read Our Guarantee—It Is Your Protection
Our guaranteed Eroposition to you is to furnish the material as specified in the
Material List in all brand new stock, of the grade, sizes, style, quality and catalo
number mentioned, and in quantities sufficient to complete the design strictly accord-
ing to the plans. We also guarantee prompt shipment of order. "All material load-

ed in one car from our plant here. Our Paid-Up Capital Stock, $2,000,000
Heating Plants
Write for our
pricesonourcora-
plete bathroom
outfit. We guar-
antee a saving of

Design No. 53
tA /'A Seven Rooms

30# to 50#. n Chicaga

Plumbing
Material
Steam, Hot
Water and Warm
Air. Letus esti-
mate on rour re-
quirements. Big
saving.

hybU Batiy a{rgg' Chicago House Wrecking
Main Bedroom, Modern in  Company, Dept. F-5

every respect. Size 27 x 36 ft.

CHICAGO

House Wrecking

Dept. F-5, Company,

Chicago, HI.

Send me your $10,000 Plan Book
FREE. | am also interested in

NAME

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE
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— Do you want eyeglass comfort?
W REMEMBER THE NAME ".
S h u r - o n ’
EYEGLASS & SPECTACLE MOUNTINGS V
Guards eyeglasses

pleasure and comfort for those who have
been unable to even wear eyeglasses.

After 35 years' experience the first
Shur”on was made 12years ago. Today,

<a<acCc <wa<3IB<ac<

with new guards and improvements, LOOK_FOR y\
Shur-ons, always the best, are better
than ever. *Tihe NV
E. KIRSTEIN SONS CO. yr] ONTHE , ,,
Established 1864 Ave. O, Rochester, N. Y« LUJ BRIDGE
Cr> Cz> [£> Cr> B=> C=> K=> B=> B=> D=> B=> D=» C=> C=> D=> <=U <=av
STUDY High-Grade

LA W Instruction by
Correspondence f f

Prepares for the bar. Three Courses; College, Post-

Graduate and Business l.aw. Nineteenth year. Classes

begin each month. Send for catalog giving rules for ad-
mission to the bar of the several states. f f r

Chicago Correspondence School of Law
557 Reaper Block, Chicago

Xu/ThisDiamond

Sent r rP A

You n e t

Not a cent down. Free

delivery to you of your

choice from our great new im-

portations. Worite for particulars ofthis sensa-
tional special sale, at Rock-bottom merchant's prices.

Easy Payments

A Plea For Loveliness

A clear, clean skin and smooth, white hands are
something which every woman desires, whether
she is concerned witli the impression

her beauty makes or not. Complexion

ills are distasteful to everyone and if

you want to be gladly welcomed and

thought well of, don’t neglect your

face and hands.

Daggett & Ramsdell's
Perfect Cold Cream j

" The Kind ThatKeeps”

is used and recommended by men and
women who know, and by members
of the medical profession” who have
given the matter attention. It isanab-
_ solutely pure and safe preparation—
i made by expert_chemists, in a labora-
| tor.y noted for its cleanliness and per-
‘ feet svstem. Tubes 10c, 25¢,50c. Jars m
35¢. 50c. 85¢, $1.50. M

|When you insist upon Daghgett &
Ramsdell’s—you are getting the best

I cold cream in the store.
Write For

FREE SAMPLE

And Instructive Booklet about The
Care of the Skin.

ADDRESS

DACCETT & RAVECH L

Dept. C
314 West 14th St., New York

Take your time to pay. Getthe diamond first.

Your choice sent free to you to examine without a cent

down. Our new very easy _Faymen.t terms and ex-

tremely liberal credit to you will Surprise you.

No Money Down. Keep your money till
ou see what a marvelous diamond value we offer.
rite for particulars and valuable diamond book free.

Vpi*v. WIflIAPI 1 To who write

v promptly we will send
our standard booklet on “Howto Judge a Diamond.”
Positively free and fpost aid with all’” particulars of
this great limited offe et this free book and learn

how to judge a diamond. Write today.

Olsen Si Ebann dWY3&dAu..
CRESCA DELICACIES

The richest, choicest foods native to every clime are to be found
under the Cresca Mark. For more than a quarter of a century the
Cresca products have maintained a standard of excellence thathave
made them synonymous with “ Food Quality” by all those who
appreciate the art of fine living.

In our color booklet, Cresca Foreign I uncheons, many of these
delicacies are described and pictured, with menus and recipes of
famous chefs; mailed on receipt of 2 cent stamp.

CRESCA COMPANY ,Importers,353 Greenwich St.,N.Y.
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Automobiling is both Pleasurable and Dusty.

HIfIIIM

To remove the stains of travel after a trip, wash
with ‘4711” White Rose Glycerine Soap. It is
cleansing and highly beneficial to the skin, which

is apt to be tender and sensitive after its.en-
counter with the winds. The Glycer ne, which

is contained in this Soap in a goodly quantity,

has a soothing and pleasing effect. “4711”

Soap lathers bountifully and is delicately
perfumed. Once used it is never forgotten.

Sold Everywhere. Handsome nickel boxes for
traveler s use at small additional cost.
Ask for “Forty-seven-eleven’* — Avoid substitutes*

tlly cjefin e Jo d Ir

FERD. MULHENS, No. 4711 Glockengasse, Cologne o/R, Ger.

U. S. Branch—MULHENS & KROPFF, New York
House Founded 1792

Quick Money JSSL

Learn things many growers never knew before, all
explained in the new hook, “ Truth About Mushrooms.
Add $10 to $i0 a week to your income. Small capital
startsit. Demand exceedssupply. Grow in cellars, sheds,
boxes, etc. Now iSbesttime. Profits bigger and quicker
Anyone can do it. Women and children, too. Send for the book; it bfree

BUREAU OF MUSHROOM INDUSTRY, Dept.#?, 1342 N.Clark St., Chicago, 111 They

S H O RT HAN D rit Shed Bristles"”
IN 30 DAYS

oyd Syllabic System—written withonly nine characters. No “ positions” || 1s held_f"mly n pl‘.':lc_a Each has all ‘_’f its _O”gmal A
no “ ruled lines” —no “ shading” —no “ word-signs” —no “ cold notes.'”| life and elasticity because the bristles in

peedy, practical system that can be learned in 30 days of home study, | TRADE MARK

tilizing spare time. For full descriptive matter, free, address, Chicago 1

rrespondence Schools, 940 Chicago Opera House Block, Chicago, 111 |

STUDY at Home 0 M m

R U BBER

o oer B ma SHAVING BRUSHES

W e make your home a university. LeadingCorrespondence Law Course have not been subjected to heat or acid treatment
in America—recognized by resident colleges. New text, specially prepared by
20 Deans and Univ. law school teachers. We guarantee to coach free any tending to injure them. Vulcan-Set Brushes
graduate failing to pass bar examination. Special Business Law-Course.

Legally tralned men always succeed.” Over 10000 studenls enrolled. do wear out, but only after a Iong period of useful-
Begin now. terms. Catalog and Pamculars Fr ) ) . A .
LaSALLE EX NSION UNIVERSITY. Dept. 2310 Chicago, lit ness and with all the bristles they originally

DO YOULIKE TO DRAW? contained still in them

That's all we want to know For Sale in All Civilized

Now, wewill not give vou any grand prize

—ora lot of tree atull if you answer this -

ad. Nor do we claim to makeyou rich in a Countries

week. But if you are anxious to develop

your talent with a successful cartoonist, so

i e v S JOHHISMFfITING-mDfMS Cit
this picture with 6c. in stamps for port- =

folio of cartoons and sample lesson

plate, and let us explain. N ' * NN\
THE W.L. EVANS SCHOOL OF CARTOONING BOMTO'N*0™A.
311 Ball Bldg. s Cleveland,0 Crush makers for over one hundred years, and the largest in the world
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TEST FOR YOURSELF

Mix the best cocktail you know
how—test it side by side with a

Club Cocktail

No matter how good a Cocktail you make you
will notice a smoothness and mellowness in
the Club Cocktail that your own
lacks.
Club Cocktails after accurate
blending of choice liquors obtain
their delicious flavor and delicate
aroma by aging in zvood before
bottling. A new cocktail can
never have the flavor of an aged
cocktail.
Manhattan, Martiniand other
standard blends, bottled, ready
to serve through cracked ice.
Refuse Substitutes
AT ALL DEALERS
G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Props.
Hartford New York London

12 Art Panels 50c

Beautiful Duo Tint Reproductions of
Famous Paintings— Panel Size 7x10

These pictures are real gems—the most
exquisite portrayals of

“WOMAN BEAUTIFUL”

ever shown in one collection. We send a full
setof 12 in handsome Art Portfolio, packed
flat and safe delivery guaranteed, together with
lifelike miniatures of 70 other beautiful and
catchy den pictures, foronly 50c¢. coin, money
order or U. S. stamps. Send at once.
Money back if not satisfied. Gr send
$1.25 for same set hand-colored.
Florentine Art Company
Dept. £10, 808 Schiller Bldg., Chicago, III.

F R F F Order panda at once and we will include
--Free’ a beautiful don picture in colors,

G OLD E D G E D
PLAYING CARDS

Air-Cushion Finish

ForSocial Play

Artistic Designs

Rich Colors

New EachYear

Club Indexes

s0f per pack 1he U.S.Playing Card Co.,Cincinnati.U.Sa

THE. GREAT SHOP WINDOW OF AMERICA

Send for FREE Catalog!

showing wonderful W hite Val
ley Gems in Rings (Ladie'so
Gentlemen’s), Scarf Pins, Studs,
Brooches, Necklaces, Cuff But
tons, Lockets, Earrings—100 dif-
ferent articles and styles.

Not glass, not paste, not any
kind of imitation, but beauti-
ful, splendid gems. (White
Sapphireschemically produced.)

Look like finest diamonds. Will
scratch file,and cut glass. Stand
acid test. Famoussociety women
substitute White Valley Gems for
real diamonds—or wear the two
together confidently.
14K .soli<lgold mountings. 25-
year Guaranty Certificate with
each gem. Kingmeasuresentwith
catalog. Willsend any article in
book C. O. D.—express prepaid—
subject to examination—orbyreg-
istered mail on receipt of price.
Money refunded if not satisfactory.
WHITE VALLEY GEM CO.
512 Saks Bldg. Indianapolis, Ind

Reduce Your Flesh

LET ME SEND YOU AUTO MASSEUR ON A

40 DAYFREETRIAL sexes

So confidentam | that simply wearing it will per-
manently remove all superfluous flesh that I mail
it free, without deposit. = When you see your shape-

liness speedily returning I know you will buy it.

6, Itatm ﬁsex@ense Write to-day.

DI C NIRIIC IS west 3NI§/h Stlreet

rnUri DUnRO lieut. » ewloru

GARAGES

For Automobiles and M otorcycles

$30 to $200
Easy to put up. Portable.
All sizes. Postal brings
latest illustrated catalog.
THE EDWARDS MFC. CO0.» 222-272 Eggleston Ave.,

EDW ARDS
FIREPROOF
STEEL

Cincinnati, 0.

cLUB INDEXED

PLAYING CARDS
Ivory or Air-Cushion Finish
Special Skill and
Years of Experience
Have Developed Their
Matchless Playing Qualities
For General Play

» 25 tper Pack
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For Home Comfort
or Outdoor Relief

to meet all your requirements and desires for
creature comfort. Solace and contentment is in
every glass. Its soul warming invigorating and
inspiring result is never lacking and show its
beneficial effect upon the human system. As
good a beverage as it is a tonic. Gives all the
benefits embodied in the word Health. 126

Years Doing Good.
Try a course of Home Treatment
In Splits as well as regular size bottles
Restaurants, Cafes, Chop Houses, Saloons, Dealers.
C.H.EVANS & SONS. Established 1786. HUDSON, N. Y.

NOW

Reduce Your Flesh

Wear my famous Medicated Rubber Gar-
ments a few hours a day while walking or
exercising and your superfluous Flesh will
positively disappear.

IS THE TIME TO

Dr. Jeanne Walter’s
Famous Medicated

Rubber
Garments

FOR MEN AND
WOMEN

These garments are made
either to cover the entire
body or any part. The re-
sults from their use are quick
and they are absolutely safe,
being endorsed by leading

physicians.
Used by Athletes, Jockeys, etc., the
world over.
Neck and Chin Bands - $3.00
Chin only, - - - - $2.00

Also Union Suits, Stockings, Jackets,
etc., for the purpose of reducing the flesh
anvwliere desired. Invaluable to those
suffering from rheumatism.

Werite at once for further particulars.

Dr. BEANNEVWALTER & J Syorl” 3

Inventor and Patentee
Philadelphia Representatives MRS. KAMMF.RFR, 1029 Walnut Street
San Francisco Representative: ADKLK MILLAR CO., 161 Geary Street

Chicago Representative: E. RURMIAM, 138 North State Street

Thin moael,

Adjusted
the second.

THE GREAT SHOP WINDOW OF AMERICA

25-year
guaranteed
gola strata
case.

19jewels.

Here Is the Exquisite Ribbon Monogram Design—You
may have your own initial handsomely engraved by hand on the
superb gold strata case— guaranteed for 25 years. Your
choice of scores of other handsome designs.

Startling
Watch Offer

The Great Burlington Special at the Rock-Bottom Price

The world’s masterpiece of watch manu-
facture now sold direct to the consumer at the

same price that even the wholesale jeweler must
pay. The superb Burlington Special—adjusted to tem-
perature, isochronism and all positions—I19jewels, fitted
at the factory into the superb gold strata case—now sold
direct to you at the rock-bottom anti-trust price.

The Fight Is On!

We will not be bound by any system of price-boosting
contracts with dealers. W e will not submit to any “high
profit” selling scheme. We willnotbe dictated to by
ANY “system”. No matter what it costs, we are determined
to push our independent line even if we should have to fight a
combination of all the watch manufacturers of the country.

And so we are making this offer—the mostsweeping, astound-
ing offer ever made on a high-grade watch. The famous Bur-
lington direct and at the same price wholesale jewelers n
must pay. And inorder to make the proposition doubly
easy for the public we will allow this rock-bottom price, if 4¢
desired, on terms of $2.50 a month. * *

Getthe BurlingtonWatch Co.’s (f
n S
Free Watch Book TW - /\."

'
Read our startling exposure of the amaz- >

ing conditions which exist in the watch V
trade today. Read about the anti-trust
fight. Read about our great $1,000 Ar cr
Challenge. Learn how you can judge ar ~ v.
watch values. Send your name and ~
address for this valuable FREE f
BOOK now— TODAY. Sign J? ! !
and mail coupon. / ///V / /
BURLINGTON I
WATCH CO. A.

Dept 1167
19th Street ** < a

and Vtg\/ o*
Marshall 0° ?
Blvd. /

A
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Rate:—$1.50 per line—cash with order.

THE BOOK

MAGAZINE'S

THE GREAT SHOP WINDOW OF AMERICA

CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING

No advertisement of less than 4 lines accepted.

Forms for the November issue will close October 7th. by which time order, copy and remittance must be in our hands

THE RED BOOK CORPORATION, North American Building, Chicago, 111

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES

ENORMOUS PROFITS MADE WITH A “LONG” CRIS-
PETTE Machine. One man reports profits of $1,500 in one
month: another $1,465; another $600 gross in one week; an-
other $250 in one day. All report big profits. Splendid loca-
tions are open everywhere. Put a machine in a window, small
store or small place in any city. It draws crowds—everybod
buys. Costs little to start. Big profits soon made. tNo skill
required to operate machine. Send for free book “How to
Make Money in the CrispettSVBLésirLegs."

637 High Street,
Springfield. Ohio
WE START YOU IN A PERMANENT BUSINESS
WITH US AND FURNISH EVERYTHING. We have new
easy selling plans and seasonable leaders in the Mail Order
Line to keep factories busy. No canvassing. Small capital.
Large profits. Spare time only required: personal assistance.
Write today for (copyrighted) plans, positive proof and sworn
statements. J. M. Pease Mfg. Co.,
543 Pease Bldg,, Main St,, Buffalo. N. V.

FREE sample goes with first letter. Something new,
Every firm wants it. Orders from $1 to $100. Nice, pleasant
business, Big demand. Write for free sample and particu-
lars. Metallic Sales Co., 422 N. Clark St. Chicago.

A PUNCTURELESS TIRE FILLER that you can guar-
antee, will give you exclusive right to manufacture and sell in
your county, first cost $3.00 per wheel. Sells on sight at $15.00.'
$50.00 will start you. Send 6c¢ for sample of the filler.

Lamberton Tire Filler Co.,
Kansas City, Mo.

An intelligent person may earn $100 monthly corresponding
for newspapers. No canvassing. Send for particulars.
Press Syndicate,
743 Lockport, N. Y.

Home Business. Collect information, names, etc., for busi-
ness concerns. Sell kdowledge and your ideas by mail. Some
easily make $100 to $1000 monthly." Instructive book Free.
National Information System, 820 Marietta, Ohio.

FLORIDA REAL ESTATE LANDS, ETC.

A Book Worth 25c. beautifully illustrated, 36 9x12 inch
pages, will be sent free on request. State whether interested
as homeseeker, healthseeker, investor or tourist. Board of
Trade, Tampa, Fla. “The 1432 per cent city.”

“ games and entertainments

PLAYS, Vaudeville Sketches, Monologues, Dialogues,
Speakers, Minstrel Material, Jokes. Recitations, Tableaux,
Drills, Entertainments. Make up goods. Large catalog Free.
T. S. Denison & Co., Dept. 31, Chicago.

HELP WANTED—MALE AND FEMALE

LOCAL REPRESENTATIVE WANTED. Splendid in-
come assured right man to act as our representative after
learning our business thoroughly by mail. Former experience
unnecessary. All we reqmre is’honesty, ability, ambition and
willingness _to_learn a lucrative business. No soliciting or
traveling. This is an exceptional opportunity for a man in
your section to 3et into a big-paying business without capital
and become independent for life. "Write at once for full par-
ticulars. Address E. Marden, Pres. The National Co-
Operative Real Estate Company, L113, Marden Bldg.,

ashington, D. C.

“ ARE YOU THE MAN? HERE IS YOUR opportunity.
No matter where you live—if you want to make big money
and establish yourself in an independent business requiring
no capital—we will teach you, by mail, all the secrets of the
real estate business including thorough commercial law
course, list with you readily salable properties, co-operate with
and assist you to permanent success. Our 64-PAGE FREE
BOOK full?/ explains our methods and tells what it means_to
be the local representative of oldest and largest Co-Operative
Realty and Brokera%e Corporation in the world. Write to-
day to INTERNATIONAL REALTY CORPORATION, 1147
Manhattan Building, Chicago. 111

WE FURNISH YOU CAPITAL to run a profitable busi-
ness of your own. Become our local representative and sell
guaranteed sweaters, shirts, neckties, underwear and hosiery
direct from our factories to the homes. Write Steadfast Mills,
Dept. 23, Cohoes, N. Y.

A large well known company about to spend $100,000 on a
tremendous advertising campaign requires the services of a
bright man or woman in each town and city. The work is
easy, pleasant and r:/i\?hly.respectable and no previous experi-
ence is necessary. e will pay a good salary and offer an
unusual opportunity for advancement, to the person who can
furnish good references. In addition to this salary, we offer a
Maxwell Automobile, a Ford Automobile and over $3000 in
prizes to the representatives doing the best work up to De-
cember 31. In your letter give age and references. Address

Ira B. Robinson. Advertising Manager
302 Medford St.. Boston, Mass.

BIG MONEY WRITING SONGS. Hundreds of dollars
have been made by writers of successful words or music. Past
experience unnecessary. Send us your song poems, with or
without music, or write for free particulars. Acceptance guar-
anteed, if available, by largest publishers in Washington-
only place to secure copyright. H. Kirkus Dugdale Com-
pany. Dept. 255, Washington, D, C,

FREE ILLUSTRATED BOOK tells about over 360,000
protected positions in U. S. service. - More than 40.000 vacan
cies every year. There is a big chance here for you, sure and

enerous Vax, lifetime employment. Easy to get. Just ask
or booklet A 12. No obligation.
Earl Hopkins, Washington. D. C.

YOU ARE LOOKING FOR_  MORE LONG GREEN.
You doubtless deserve it, and willing to work for it. Our
soap and toilet article combinations have every ear-mark of
being the real Coin Getters, —we can prove that they are.
Write for our convmcm%proofs.

D avis Soap Works. 270 Davis Building, Chicago.

. Traveling salesmen answer this. Best sideline yet. Brand
new. Pays full traveling expenses. $4.00 per order. Two to four
orders aday sure. Consigned goods. Pocket sample. Prompt
commission.
Temby Jewelry Co., 2005 S, Michigan Ave., Chicago, 111
SALESMEN:—Here is a specialty that's the last word in
handy office utilities.—Good for $10°a day, if you only half try.
Let your sub-agents help make a big thing out of this for you.
A. LOWELL MFG. CO., 58 Broadway. New York.

AGENTS . ONE CENT INVESTED IN A POSTAL
card will bring you a $35 to $60 a_week proposition.
American Aluminum Co., Div. 811,
Lemont, 111
LADIES to sew at home for a large Phila. firm; good money;
steady work: no canvassing: send stamped envelope for prices

paid.
Universal Co.. Dept. 103, Walnut St., Phila., Pa.
BIG PROFITS selling “Vulcan’’ Fountain and Stylo Pens.
Well advertised: quick Sellers. Write for catalogue” showing
I,\ilbera\l(discount. J. Z. Ullrich Co., 135 Greenwich Street,
ew Yor

AGENTS make bi% money selling our new gold letters for
office windows, store fronts and glass signs. Any one can put
them on. Write for free sample and particulars. Metallic
Sign Letter Co., 422 N. Clark St., Chicago.

500% PROFIT — Your o'gportunity. Act NOW. Buyers
everywhere for our U. S. Fire Extinguisher. Lowest cost.
Quick sales. Exclusive territory given local agents and State
Managers. United Mfg. Co. 1219 Jefferson. Toledo, O.

AGENTS—Portraits, 35c; Frames, 15c: Sheet Pictures, Ic:
Stereoscopes, 25c: Views, Ic. 30 days’ credit. Samples and
Catalog free. Consolidated Portrait Co., Dept. 1167, 1027 W.
Adams’St., Chicago.

AGENTS: Guaranteed shoes.
pair free. = All styles. Fit guaranteed. 98c profit on every
sale. Quick seller. Write foday for complete outfit.

Guaranteed Shoe Co., 2266 Third St., Davton. O.

AGENTS—HANDKERCHIEFS, DRESS GOODS. Carle-
ton made $8.00 one afternoon: Mrs. Bosworth $25.00 in two
days. Free Samples. Credit. Stamp brings particulars.
Freeport Mfg. Company, 44 Main St., Brooklyn, N. Y.

SONG*POEMS WANTED-Send uswords or music. Big
money made in successful songs. Ulus. Book Free.

' Hayworth Music Pub. Co.,
636 G, Wash- D, C.

WANTED:—Local or Traveling Salesmen making small
towns to handle new attractive Docket sideline. Quick ship-
ments, prompt_commissions, no collecting. State territory.
Address G. A. Johnson, 210 Sigel St., Chicago.

Must wear one year or new
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M. Henri Lecouturier, the
Courts, and his successors, the Compagnie
Chartreuse, is complete.

VDRAPAWYDYDY L YD DR B

the formula or recipe of the secret process

A
MepN &+

&

Spain.

Batjer & Co., 45 Broadway, New

AVaNes}

o5 Ww

BRIGHT, AMBITIOUS WOMAN, age 25 to 50, in every
town to introduce our brand new woman's specialty. $10
weekly easily made spare time. $25 to $50 full time.  Send
25 cents for full size $1.00 sample and complete particulars.
Quarter back if you don’t accept position.

SHAW-WOOD CO., Dept. 13A, Syracuse, N. Y.

U. S. Government wants Railway Mail Clerks—City Carriers
—Postoffice Clerks. $80.00month.” Short hours. Steady work.
November Examinations everywhere. Coaching free.” Write
immediately. Franklin Institute, Dept. F49, Rochester, N. Y.

AGENTS WANTED in every county to sell the Trans-

arent Handle Pocket Knife. ig commission paid. From

75 to $300 a month can be made, Write for terms. Novelty
Cutlery Co., No. 84 Bar St. Canton. O.

SALESMEN—For high-grade side line to stationery, drug
and jewelry trade. Big commissions. Pocket samples. Com-
mission on re-orders. References. State territory.

H. W. Haslup, 906 Jefferson Ave:, Toledo. O.

AGENTS—GET PARTICULARS OF ONE OF the best
paying proFositions ever put on the market. Something no
one else sells. Can make $4000 yearly. E. M. FELTMAM,
Sales Manager. 6146 Sycamore St., Cincinnati. O,

MOTION PICTURE PLAYS
MOTION Picture Plays Wanted. You can write them.

We teach you bémail. o experience needed. Big demand '
and oodgay. etails free. Ass'd M. P. Schools, 610 Sheri-
dan Rd., Chicago. \

PATENT ATTORNEYS, PATENTS, ETC.
PATENTS SECURED OR FEE RETURNED. SEND
sketch for free report as to patentability. GUIDE BOOK
WHAT TO INVENT, and List of Inventions Wanted, sent
free. $1,000,000 offered for inventions. Patents advertised
free in the World’s Progress; samples free. Victor J. Evans »
& Co., Washington, D.C.

PATENTS, TRADE-MARKS & COPYRIGHTS — Our
hand book on patents will be sent free on request, All patents
secured through us are described without cost to the patentee
in the Scientific American.—Munn & Co.,

Patent Attorneys, 357 Broadway. New York,
(Branch Office) 625 F Street, Washington. D. C.

IDEAS WANTED—Manufacturers are writing for patents
procured through me. 3 books with list 200 inventions wanted
sent free. Advice Free. | get patent or no fee. R. B. Owen,
57 Owen Bldg., Washington, D. C.

THE GREAT SHOP WINDOW OF AMERICA

Since the decision rendered by the United States Supreme Court,
it has been decided by the Monks hereafter to bottle

CHARTREUSE

(Liqueur P&res Chartreux)

both being identically the same article, under a combination label
representing the old and the new labels, and in the old style of
bottle bearing the Monks' familiar insignia, as shown in this adver-

According to the decision of the U. S. Supreme Court, handed
down by Mr. Justice Hughes on May 29th, 1911, no one but the
Carthusian Monks (Peres Chartreux) is entitled to use the word
CHARTREUSE as the name or designation of a Liqueur, so
their victory in the suit against the Cusenier Company, representing
Liquidator appointed by the French

Fermiere de la Grande

The Carthusian Monks (Peres Chartreux), and they alone, have

employed in the manu-

facture of the genuine Chartreuse, and have never parted with it
There is no genuine Chartreuse save that made by them at Tarragona,

At first-class Wine Merchants, Grocers, Hotels, gafes.

ork,

Sole Agents for the United States.

PATENT YOUR IDEAS. $9,000 offered for certain inven-
tions. Book “How to Obtain a Patent and What to Invent”
sent free. Send rough sketch for free report as to patentabili-
ty. Patents obtained or fee returned. We advertise your
patent for sale at our expense. Established 16 years. Address
E:hargileg & Chandlee, Patent Attorneys, 958 F St., Washing-

on, D.

SONGS AND MUSIC
SONG-POEMS WANTED. Send us yours. We publish
acceptable manuscripts on liberal royalty. Our proposition
is positively unequalled. Booklet and catalogs free. Kellogg
Music Co. (Dept. G), 25E. 14th St., N. Y.

SONG WRITERS—Don't be satisfied with “royalty” prop-
ositions. By our original and practical plan you are in a posi-
tion to realize all profits. Booklet D tells how.

Universal Music Pub. Co., Wash,, D C.

STAMPS AND COINS
$7.75 paid for Rare Date 1853 Quarters, $20 for a $JE. Kee
all money dated before 1884; send 10c at once for New Illustrat-
ed Coin Value Book, 4x7. It may mean %ourfortune. Clarke
& Co. Coin Dealers, Dept. 23, LeRoy, N. Y.

$3.00 paid for the rare cent of 1856, $25.00 for the rare silver
dollar of 1858. Keep money dated before 1890 and send 10

cents for new coin value book.
A. H. Kraus, 227 Kraus Bldg., Milwaukee, Wis.

TYPEWRITERS
LARGEST STOCK OF TYPEWRITERS IN AMERICA.
Lowest Prices—Easiest Terms—Rented AnE/there—a plying
Rent on Price. “Visible” writers, Olivers, Underwoods, etc.,
or standard Remington, Smith-Premier, etc. Write for cata-

logue 25.
TYPEWRITER EMPORIUM,
(Established 1892) 34-36 W. Lake St., Chicago. 111

TYPEWRITERS, Remingtons $9.00; Densmores, Jewetts,
Yosts $8.00; Olivers, Underwoods. $15.00. 15days free trial and
five years guarantee. HARLEM TYPEWRITER EX-
CHANGE, Dept. B46, 215 West 125, N. Y. City.

REAL Remington. Densmore, Jewetts. Manhattans, $10. ea.
Franklins, Chicagos, Postals, Hammonds, $7. ea. Olivers,
Underwoods, $17.50ea. Get our list before buying. Standard
Typewriter Exchange. 23 FF Park Row, N. Y.
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FINISHES

j"enew®

i soLD AT pAMEFYTHING FROM CELLAR TO GARRE1
HARDWARE, DRUG AND DEP T STORES

LOOK FOR GREEN LABEL

The GL!DDENVARNISH co.

The Deaf Can

HEAR

distinctly every sound—even whispers

do not escape them when they are

properly assisted. Deafness is due to the ear

drums from some cause becoming defective.

| offer tyou the same hope of hearing as you

have of seeing from the oculist who supplies

glasses to help your eyesight—for | apply the

same common ‘sense principle in my method

of restoring hearing. The weakened or impaired parts
must be reinforced by suitable devices to sug(g)ly what is
lacking and necessary to hear. Among the 390,000 people
who have been restored to perfect hearing there has been
every condition of deafness or defective hearing. No matter
what the cause or how long standing the case the testimon-
als sent me show marvelous results.

Common - Sense Ear Drums

have restored to me my own hearing—that's how |

ha;()fened to discover the secret of their success in my
own desperate endeavors to be relieved of my deafness
after physicians had repeatedly failed.

Common-Sense Ear Drums are made of a soft, sensi-
tized material, comfortable and safe to wear. They are
out of sight when worn, and easily adjusted by the wearer.

Itis certainly worth your while to investigate. Before
you send any money just drop me a line. Iwant to send
youfree ofcharge my book on deafness and plenty of evi-
dence to prove to you that | am entirely worthy of your
confidence. Why not write me today?

GEORGE H. WILSON, President
WILSON EAR DRUM CO., Incorporated
427 Todd Bldg., Louisvillt, Ky.

CLEVELAND

Full Speed Ahead!

THE great ship GIGANTIC was rac-

ing eastward at twenty-four knots ar
hour. A heavy fog settled over the seA
— and the ocean lane was crowded with
Yet
eager for a

vessels! the manager of the line,
new record, ordered that
the Captain run his ship full speed
ahead. Did the Captain obey? No!
And when the manager insisted, the
captain threatened to put his employer
inirons. The directors of the line after-
ward tried to “break” the captain—but
that self-reliant officer knew how to
fight back.
tale of the sea and modern
Along with twenty other fine tales, it is
published in the November number of—

THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE

On the News-stands October 1st.

It all makes a fascinating
sea-life.

Price 15 cents—

Old Dutch M.
Clearvser |8

Cuts the Grease

ti [rf>
L i n e

MANY USES AND

FULLDIRECTIONS

Vv | b ON LARGE SIFTER
(0] CAN 10%
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“ The last man at this desk was
a fine fellow, but he couldn*t
6make good,* and we had to
let him go. .As / said before,
the position calls for a TRAINED
man. Now it's UP TO YOU=*9

THF. GRLAT SHOP WINDOW OF AMERICA

“ PRODUCE—'MAKE GOOD. *'—No matter whoyou are, what you do,
what you earn, how much you know, or what your age, the one great
command of commercial life today is “ PRODUCE—'MAKE GOOD."”

To the untrained man such a command is almost a threat, while to the trained man it

echoes promotion, better salary— SUCCESS. He knows he has it in him to PRODUCE.

You can “ make good” through the help
of the International Correspondence Schools
—that great institution which has itself
“ made good” by producing from the poorly-
paid ranks men of achievements in every
walk of commercial life.

To learn how you can be helped without
having to leave home, stop work, or give up
the little pleasures of life, and without ob-
ligating yourself to spend one penny,
mark the attached coupon opposite the posi-
tion that most appeals to you, and mail itto-
day. Then the I. C. S. will explain, without
charge, the particular way by which you—
YOU—can learn to “ make good.”

Real proof that the I. C. S. continues to
“ make good ” by helping ambitious men and
women to “ make good ” in their chosen occu-
pations is the monthly average of 400 letters

VOLUNTARILY written by students reporting
SALARIES RAISED through I. C. S. help.

For similar success, mark the coupon.

[INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
Box 850 SCRANTON, PA.

Explain, without further obligation on my part, how

Electrical Engineer
Elec. Lighting Supt.
Electric Car Running
Electric Wireman
Telephone Expert
Architect
BuildingContractor
Architectural Draftsman
Structural Engineer
Concrete Construction
Meehan. Engineer
Mechanical Draftsman
Refrigeration Engineer
CivilEngineer
Surveyor

Mine Superintendent
Metal Mining

Locomotive Fireman&Eng.

StationaryEngineer
Textile Manufacturing
Gas Engines
Automobile Running

Name _

I can qualify for the position before which I mark X,

Civil Service

Railwaﬁ Mail Clerk
Bookkeeping
8tenography&Typewrlting
Window Trlymr_n_lng
Show Card Writing
Lettering & Sign l'uinting
Advertising
Salesman

Commercial Illustrating
IndustrialDesigning
Commercial Law
Teacher

Engllsh Branches
Good English for EveryOne
Agriculture
Poultry Farming
Plumbing & Steam Fitting
Sheet Metal Worker

Navigation Spanish
Languages French
Chemist German

Present Occupation -
Street and No..

City.
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O DAILY TRIBUNE: MONDAY.

MESSRS HARPER &BROTHERS have to
announce that the entire edition of the August

Number of

HarpersMagazine

was exhausted within ten days ol publication and
that they are no longerable tosupply the demand.

The edition was the largest which has been
printed since Christmas



Em M m mm ,

OCTOBER 1912
PRICE 15 CENTS

M IN~Z 1IN E

Storieshby Donal Hamilton Haines. James Oliver Curwood, George Allan England.
FrancesAludwifi, Frederick R.Bechdglf. Alma Tlartin EstabrookJohn Afloroso,
Elliott Flower. Eugene BLyleJr..L.J.Beestort. Edwin L.Sabin and 5 others.
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In every state and territory of the union, “White
House”” Coffee has found thousands of enthusiastic
friends. Critically hasit been testedand compared;
and the_universal decision is that—for perfection
of t}uality, richness of flavor and undeviatin

niformity—it truly has not an equal. Suc
a superb "Coffee should surely interest you to the
point of ordering it from your grocer—who can
always easily obtain it.

Comes Whole. Ground, or Pulverized, as preferred.
Packed ONLY in all-tin 1. 2, and 3 pound cans.

USSTAS GOOD AS OUR COFFEE, IS
OUR SPLENDID “ WHITE HOUSE”

TEA

A Marvelous
Synthetic Gem

N ot Imitation
*the, atest triumph of the electric fur-
nace. Vﬁﬁ CLﬁI gtiaS—pstands tiling, fire and
acid tests like a diamond—guaranteed to con-
tain no glass. Remoh Gems have no paste, foil
or backing—their brilliancy is guaranteed forever.
One-thirtieth the cost of 'a diamond. These re-
markable gems are set only in 14 Karat Solid
Gold Mountings.
Sent On Approval Anywhere In U. S.
—your money cheerfully refunded if not per-
fectlE satisfactory. Write for our 4-color
e Luxe Jewel Book—yours for
the asking. Address
Remoh Jewelry Co.,
€12 Washington Ave., St.Louis 1

THE. GREAT SHOP WINDOW OF AMERICA

COPY THIS SKETCH

and let me see what you can do with it. You can
earn $J0.00 to $1°5.00 or more per week, as illus-
trator or cartoonist. My practical system of per-
sonal individual lessons by mail will develop your
talent. Fifteen years successful work for news-
. papers and magazines qualifies me to teach you.
i Send me your sketch of President Taft with 6c in
» stamps and | will send you a test lesson plate, also
n i collection ofdrawings showingpossibilities for YOU

The I'SESS*

1432 SchofielH Rldqg., Cleveland, O.

Rent 10 Months—
Then It's Yours!

This Great Visible Writer
Famous Oliver Model No. 3

our name and we will tell you
about the greatest typewriter proposition in the world.

Typewriters Distributing Syndicate, 166 V.Q., N. Michigan Blvd., Chicago
SHORT-STORY WRITING

A course of forty lessons in the history, form, struc-
ture, and writing of the Short-Story taught by i. Berg
Esenwein, Editor. Lippincott's Magazine.

2i>0-page cataloguefree Write to-day.

The Home Correspondence School
157 Besse Place. Sprinefleld. Mass.

I WILL MAKE YOU
PROSPEROUS

If you are honest and ambitious write me
today. No matter where you live or what
your occupation, | will teach you the Real
Estate business by mail; appoint you Special
Representative of my Company inyour town;
start you In a profitable business of your
own, and help you make big money at once.

Unusualopportunity for men without

capital to become independent for_life.

Valuable Kook and full particulars Free.
W rite today.

NATIONAL CO-OPERATIVE REALTY CO.
M4 W arden Building:
W ashington, L> C.

Mr. Eiwnvein
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W hich is Chaperon?

Can you tell which is the oldest—the chaperon? The chaperon looks nearly as
young as the girls themselves. Will artificial means thus retain one’s youthful looks?
Never! Rouges, cosmetics and such devices do no permanent good, may work
serious harm, and, above all, deceive only the user.

Pompeian Massage Cream is the natural means to beauty because it aids nature.
Use Pompeian and be justly proud of your honest, fresh, youthful appearance.

POMPEIAN

Massage Cream

“Don'tenvy a (food complexion; use Pompeian and have one.**

A sallow, “ lifeless” skin needs waking! up; needs s 0/ TMA
the invigorating friction action of a Pompeian massage. As Trial Jar sent for 6¢ /0
the cream rubs in and rolls out. the mild friction starts the  have read or heard about Pompeian. You have
rosy blood coursing again through “dead” skins.~An ordi- meant to try it. but have delayed. Each day
nary unscientificallv-made cream can’'t wake up a *“ lifeless” that you delay you make it just so much harder
skin. Pompeian can.. to preserve or regain your youthful good looks.

Telltale lines on the face, (of work, worry or oncoming  CliP the coupon now.
age) are often due to sagging muscles. These facial muscles

must be exercised; must bo made strong enough | Cutalong this line, fill in and mail today
to resist. A Pompeian massage does exercise
and strengthen the muscles of the face toade- i The Pompeian Mfff. Co.
Eree not permitted by an ordinary cream. To 19 Prospect St., Cleveland, O.
eep away telltale lines many, many years, use
Pompeian. * 6 Gentlemen:— Enclosed find 6 cents (stamps or coin) f

IMPORTANT. You can't be too careful what j trial jar of Massage Cream.
you put on your face. Get Pompeian. Accept
no imitation of the original and standard Massage
Cream—50,000 dealers sell it, 50c, 75¢ and $1.

The Pompeian MfE. Co. cieveland, Ohio
City..

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE
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Special Prices on
Karpen Rockers

No. 339—Karpen Coluuiﬁl Rocker. Maéie 01
solid M ahogany . substantial gconstructed and wel
fln&s{]ﬁd. The oug[lmed |?1 gr%cbful ?_Ir_ldds mmetrical
an springseat and shaped baekal Tord a maximum
of comfort. Egdremeqwelg%’% 40inches, width28inches.
Covered_in Karpen Genuine Morocco Leather(guaran-
teed). Colors red, tan and green. Covered also in

Imported Tapestry or the finest quality of Panne
Monait Plusﬁﬁ), %%.50. q . v

41—K arpen Rocker. This isthe same pat-
rnas wi e exception of the back, which is
entirely upholstered instead of havmg the frame-
work exposed. The coverings_described above are
furnished also on this tvocker, $33.50.

Karpen Upholstered Furniture
is the most satisfactory to have in
your home, and to convince you we
offer these Rockers at special prices—
much lower than their intrinsic value.

These chairs are up to the high
st mdard which we always maintain in
e\ery piece of Karpen Furniture and
are worthy of a place in any home.

They can be purchased only through
local dealers who handle Karpen Furni-
ture and who are co-operating with ns
in this special offer.

K a rp en
G uararfteec)'U pbolstereb

is trade-marked so you can identify it
in the stores. It is guaranteed to be as
represented. Your money will be re-
funded if it is ever found defective.

_ Please write to us for the name of a dealer
in your town who will give you the benefit
of the advertised prices quoted above.

If you are more interested in other upholster—
ed furniture please write us for Book “A”—our
lai re Book of Designs cEsent free) which illus-
trt tes and describes hundreds of piéces of Karpen
Fu *niture suitable for any room in any home

Bo >k “D-0O" contains helpful information cn
h; rmonious home furnishing.

s. Karpen & Bros.

Karpen Bldg., Chicago
Karpen Bldg., New York
20 Sudbury St., Boston

..3p ~HE==K~"1

THE GREAT SHOP WINDOW OF AMERICA

ESKfiYS FOOD
iIs as good for “grown-
ups” as it is for infants.
When for any reason
ordinary food cannot be
taken, a nice, hot, freshly-
cooked bowl of Eskay’s
will be found ideal—

because:

—1It is digested almost with-
out effort.

—It contains everything
necessary to nourish and

strengthen the body.
—Itis particularly appetizing.

For Free Trial Sample, write
SMITH, KUNE & FRENCH CO., 440 Arch St., Philadelphia

That
“Awful Smart”

Your Shaving Soap Did It

The free caustic found its
way into the pores of your
skin and that terrible
smarting and drawing

sensation resulted.
Use

MENNEN'S
SHAVING CREAM

which contains no free caustic, and
enjoy a cool, comfortable shave.

Mennen’s Shaving Cream makes
alather which requires no *rubbingin’’
to soften the beard. You lather and
then you shave. Saves time, and does
away with tender faces.

For sale everywhere 25¢
Sample Tube Free

GERHARD MENNEN CO.
Newark, N. J.

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE
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For Isolated Hom es

Give the protection their exposed location makes nece:
Circular KK88 explains. Sent upon request.

P& F CORBIN Division

The American Hardware Corporation
NEW BRITAIN, CONNECTICUT

P. & F. Corbin P. & F. Corbin P. & F. Corbin Division
of Chicago of New York Philadelphia

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE
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W hat do you mean by
“The Best Varnish

for the M oney?”

Suppose a $3.00 vamish wears 6 years
13 13 2.00 13 13 4 [13
“ %100 * “ 27 nonths

Is the last the best for the money?

You pay $3.20 to put each gallon on the wood.

Your $3.00 vamishactually costs $6.20
“ 2.00 “ “ [ 5.20
e 1_% 13 [ [ 4.20

Your $2.00varnish requires one re-varnishing.
“ 1.00 “ " two re-varnishings.
So, the $3.00 vamish costs $6.20 for 6 years wear.

13 13 2.00 13 13 10.40 1 13 1
“ * loo “ “ 12.60............. *

But, you must remove the old varnish for each re-varnish-
ing. For removal, at least $5.00.

Really, the $3.00 varnish costs $6.20 for 6 years' wear.
113 2.00 113 113 15.40 113 113 113
113 1.00 113 113 22.60 13 13 113

Murphy Transparent Wood Finish Interior wears, not 6
years merely but 20 or 30 years.

TrevenEh Murphy Varnish Company

That Lasts FRANKLIN MURPHY, President CHICAGO,
Longest Associated with Dougall Varnish Company, Limited, Montreal, Canada ILLS.

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE
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The Way Paint Dries
IS Important

You know how kerosene and other similar oils dry when
spread out in a film; theyjust evaporate. Some oils, on the
other hand, scarcely dry at all; they stay-
soft and gummy.

A good paint oil must dry hard and yet make an elastic film.
Linseed oil is the only oil, so far known, which is satisfactory in all
respects for general outside and inside use. But it must be pure. And
right there is the big reason why we decided to put up linseed oil in
sealed one and five-gallon cans— put it up absolutely pure, just as it is
pressed from the flaxseed. We guarantee its purity with our “ Dutch Boy Painter” trade-
mark, just as we do the purity of our white lead. When you buy or specify

Dutch Boy Dutch Boy

W hite
Lead

and have them mixed to suit the conditions of your
buildings at the time of painting, you have done all that
anyone can do to ensure a satisfactory job. Nothing else
quite equals “ Dutch Boy Painter” jnade-to-order”int.

The season most favorable to painting is late Summer
or early Fall. The paint anchors a little deeper into
the wood, then, and dries a little more thoroughly—

Ask for

which will give you some convincin

“Painting Helps
facts and information.

Linseed
Oi

two items that count big for protection against rough
weather.

Now is the logical time to paint indoors also. White-
lead your walls and put on one of our artistic stencils,
here and there. That's the way the most elegant homes
are finished. It will make yours dignified, durable,
beautiful and sanitary.

104"~
These “ Helps” include our stencil book with

a hundred choice designs for high c?ass decoration, from which you may order at half the art store prices

NATIONAL LEAD COMPANY

New York Boston Buffalo Chicago

(John T. Lewis & Bros. Co., Philadelphia)

Cincinnati

Cleveland San Francisco St. Louis

(National Lead & Oil Co., Pittsburgh)

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE
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STERLING

HE Boudoir table of milade of two

* centuries ago, boasted no finer or

more classic toilet ware than that of our
No. 9,000 pattern in Sterling Silver.

It includes Brushes, Hand Mirrors,
Combs and all toilet accessories.

Our Washington pattern Sterling Silver Table Serv-
ice rivals the past in purity of design and perfection
of workmanship.

IALLACE”
Silver plate that RESISTS wear

The Laurel pattern in silver plate offers an artistic
value and a durability seldom found in any but the
finest Sterling patterns. Triply reinforced with pure
silver at all wearing points it lasts three times as
long as ordinary plate.

W e guarantee to replace any of our plate or ster-
ling which does not give positive satisfaction.

A delightful little book, "Table Decorations for Cele*
brations" and "Howto Set theTable" by Mrs. Rorer,
will be sentfree toanyone interested inW/allace Silver.

R. WALLACE & SONS MFG. COMPANY
BOX 43 WALLINGFORD. CONN.

ork Chicago San Francisco London

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE
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The Tailor i1s Proud of that Suit

SWEGO SERGE is an
O inspiration to the tailor.
He loves to work with it be-
cause Oswego has the beauty,
the drape and hang to accentu-
ate the effect of smart cut and
skilful tailoring. And he knows
the intrinsic quality ofcloth is
there to make the suit stand up
and look well through long
wear.

0SWZ8So

is a true style-fabric, a thoroughbred
serge for the man who cares. A dis-
tinctive rich blue; Fall and Winter
weight— 16 ounces to the yard and
every ounce pure wool.

Another style-fabric for Fall and
Winter is WASHINGTON 1789
Unfinished Worsted. A cloth that shows
its quality and tailors splendidly.

Ask your tailor or clothier to show you OSWEGO SERGE and
WASHINGTON 1789. They are featured by good custom tailors and
may be had also in high-grade ready-to-wear suits. If you cannot
find them, send us check or money-order for quantity required (33 yards
for man's suit), at $3.25 per yard for Washington 1789,"and $3.00 for Oswego

Serge, and we shall see that'you are supplied through regular channels, as
we do not sell at retail.

AmericanWoolen Company
WmMWbod President.

Selling Agency . American Woolen Company of NewYork,
American Woolen Bldg.
18th to 19th Street on 4th Avenue, New York

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE
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HE love of cleanliness should be developed in children by making
cleanliness a pleasure rather than a duty.

'‘Standard" Fixtures by appealing to the child’s mind through
its love of the beautiful make cleanliness attractive. Every member
of the household feels the refining influence of 'Standard" Fixtures.

Genuine Standard" fixtures for the Home
and for School, Office Buildings, Public
Institutions, etc., are identified by the
Green and Gold Label, with the exception
of one brand of baths bearing the Red and
Black Label, which, while of the first
quality of manufacture, have a slightly
thinner enameling, and thus meet the re-

Standard cSaratatsTPfe.Co. Dept. 50

315 Tenth Avenue, So.
NewOrleans.Baronne & St.JosephSts.
. 215 Coristine Bldg.
John Hancock Bldg.
. 319-23 W. Main Street

648 Huron Read, S.F..
Hamilton, Can. 20-28 Jackson St.,W .

New York 35 West 31st Street  Nashville .
Chicago . 900 S. Michigan Ave.
Philadelphia . 1128 Walnut Street Montreal, Can.

Toronto, Can. 59 Richmond St., E. Boston
Pittsburgh 106 Federal Street Louisville
St. Louis 100 N. Fourth Street Cleveland
Cincinnati 633 Walnut Street

quirements of those who demand Standard
quality at less expense. All Standard"
fixtures, with care, will last a lifetime.
And no fixture is genuine unless it bears
the guarantee label. In order to avoid
substitution of inferior fixtures, specify
"Standard" goods in writing (not verbally)
and make sure that you get them.

PITTSBURGH, PA.

London . . 57-60 Holborn Viaduct
Houston, Tex. . Preston and Smith Sts.
San Francisco, Cal.

Merchants National Bank Building
Washington, D.C. . . Southern Bldg.
Toledo, Ohio . 311-321 Erie Street
Fort Worth, Tex. . Front and Jones Sts.

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE
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That plug >
prevents \ \J

slipping

NO MORE SKIDDING ON WET SIDEWALKS.

That friction plug holds like a safety tread on a tire. Keeps
your footsteps from sounding like a “ gum shoe ” artist, and
makes the heels wear longer.

CATS PAlsr

CUSHION RUBBER HEELS
50 "Attached All Dealers

make walking easier. Extra quality rub-
ber givesgreater resiliency and longer wear.
No holes to track mud into the house.
Ask your shoe man particularly for
Cat’s Paw Rubber Heels. The name

is easy to remember and they cost

no more than ordinary kinds.

Foster Rubber Co.,

To The Retail Trade
It pays to pive the public wnat they want.
The majority want Cat's Paw Cushion Rub-
ber Heels. Order from your jobber today.

DIAMONDS-WATCHES on CREDIT

Wonderful Bargains—Send for Catalog

n This Diamond Ring, enlarged to show the handsome mounting, is our great
special. Finest quality pure white Diamonds, perfectin cut and full of fiery
brilliancy. Specially selected by our diamond experts, and skilfully mounted in
our famous Loftis “ Perfection” 6-prong ring mounting, 14k. Solid Gold.
Cased in dark blue velvet ring box. Tne four rings here shown are the
most popular, although we show all sizes and styles in our large Catalog.

640 --$ 25. Terms: $ 5 Down,$ 2.50 a Month

641 — 50. Terms: 10 Down, 5.00 a Month

642 -- 75. Terms: 15 Down, 7.50 a Month

643 -- 100. Terms: 20 Down, 10.00 a Month
Do your Christmas shopping early. Sendfor this Free Christmas
Catalog, tellingallaboutour Easy Credit Plan, andmake your Christmas
selections now before the rush ison. Over 2000illustrations of Diamonds,
Watches, Jewelry, etc., at bargain prices. Selectanything desired, have
itsenttoyour homeor expressoffice, all chargesprepaid. Ifentirelysatis-
factory, send usone-fifth of the purchase price and keep it, balancein eight
equal monthlyamounts. Bargains in Watches. Write forCatalog today.

The Old Reliable Original Diamond and Watch Credit House

DEPT. E-854 100 to 108 N. State St.,, CHICAGO, ILL.
Branch Stores: Pittsburgh, Pa., and St. Louis, Mo.

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE
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Automatic
HONE-

Order .Model C Stropper for
(=ILLETTE Blades.

% oo >

DON'T throw away your
old blades. Re-sharpen
like new on a GRIFFON

STROPPER—the only stropping machine "
producing a honed edge on the blade.

Send four of your old blades (see offer above) and we will re-sharpen them FREE.
once for your FREE personal copy of our illustrated book of GRIFFON Guaranteed Pocket

IOPPER

THL GREAT SHOP WINDOW OF AMERICA

Four Old Safety
Razor Blades
Resharpened FREE

OUR OFFER:

Select FOUR of your dull Safety Razor Blades, send
to us with 4c. in stamps to pay return postage and
we will re-sharpen them, just to PROVE that
an old blade re-sharpened on a GRIFFON
STROPPER has an edge like new.
The GRIFFON is madein four models which will strop
any known Safety Razor Blade.

Model A. For Ever-Ready, Enders, Keen Kutter.

Model B. For Star, Griffon, etc.
Model C. For GILLETTE blades.
Model D.

BHEVvery

ww GRIFFON

W STROPPER sold m
W under the following «
GUARANTEE: 1
If after ten days' use it doesn't]
make your Safety Razor Blades
give you better shaving serv-'
vice than you ever had before,"
Lyou are privileged to return
L it to us, if the Stropper is
~not cut, and get your

Also write at

Knives, Scissors, Carbo Magnetic Razors, Safety Razors, Griffon Stroppers, etc.

GRIFFON CUTLERY WORKS

519 BROADWAY

The Giant Heater

Will heat any ordinary room in*
zero weather at almost no cost
Applied to round wick lamp or gas
jet (open flame or mantel burner)

Heat and Light at One Cost
Easy t>apply; cleanand odorless.
A handy, economical; positive
heater that insures comfort wherever and whenever
wanted. Justthe thing for sick-room, bath, bedroom ;
heating water for shaving, making tea or coffee, etc.
Mr. H. P. Howe, 712, 2d Ave.. S. E. Minneapolis,
[ ] Minn., writes : “ Giant Heater is a perlectsuc-
cess. | would not be without it in my home. "

. Polished Brass, $1.50
Price: nickel Plated,  2.00
By mail or express prepaid
Satisfaction guaranteed or money refunded
if returned in ten da>s. BOOK MIKE.,
GIANT HEATER CO., Inc.

On Bound Wick Lamp 135 Temple St., Springfield, Mass.

NEW YORK

“DON'T SHOUT™

“ I hear you, | can hear now as well as
anybody. ‘How?' Oh, some-
N thing new — THE MO RLEY
IX PHONE. [I've apairinmy ears
n<'v, but they areinvisible. ~1would
Hot know | had them in, myself, only that
I hear all right.

“The Morley

D E A F 7

is to to the ears what glasses
are to the eyes. Invisible, *
comfortable, weightless and harm-
Price, $5, complete less. Anyone can adjust it.”
Over one hundred thousand sold. Write for booklet and testimonials.

THE MORLEY CO., Dept. 778 Perry Bldg.,Phila.

Phone for the

STAGE BEAUTY POSES

Entrancing* Full-Length
Poses in Colors, 14
Catchy “

Also Four

Follies'*

“ Stafje Beauty*'
High, Only
Poses 25¢

25C

Inches

Get the full series of Eight “ Stage Beauty” and “ Follies” Poses. They are Stun*
ning, Dashing Figures— Daringly Posed by Famous Models and Reproduced in
Art Posters, Handsomely Colored, showing the rich, warm beauty, delicate

coloring and e [
tion for a bachelor’s den imaginable.

raceful poses of originals exactly as they are—most striking decora-

GET A SET FOR YOUR DEN YOU WILL NOT BE DISAPPOINTED.

Send coc (U. S. stamps, coin or money order) at once for full series
* of flight poses, and we will includé, free, an extra, richly colored

Bathihg Girl Poster, mounted.

(It sa dandy.) Send at once.

Money Back If Not Satisfied

SPECIAL CLUB OFFER:

4 Hand-Colored “Gems of Art”

mounted 9 x 14,

$1.00; 8 Ballet Dancers, mounted 9 x 14, Si.00; 132(—f)a%e Catalog of 500 illustrations.
al

50c; 8 “Stage” and “ Follies” poses as describe

Girl").
GORDON ART CO.,

ove, soc (including “ Bathing

Total value $3 for $2 if you send at once.

Dept. C55 NEW YORK CITY
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The Criminal Never Arbitrates

He is society’s enemy—your enemy. IVER JOHNSON is the peer of any
Every day thousands of crimes are com- side arm in the world in accuracy, pene-
mitted against men like you. The law tration, smashing power and smooth
could not prevent these crimes—it can action; that its permanent tension wire
only punish. When the individual is springs will never fail you; above all,
defenseless, society is defenseless. that it is absolutely safe from accidental

We want you—the average citizen—to discharge. You can “HAMMER THE
know what the expert knows; that the HAMMER.”

At Hardware and Sporting Goods Stores- $6.00

IVER JOHNSON’'S ARMS & CYCLE WORKS, 138 River Street, Fitchburg, Mass.

New York: 99 Chambers St. Pacific Coast Branch: Phil P. Bekeart Co., 717 Market St., San Francisco

IVERJOHNSON

AOFNES ey Mgﬁ{l R
0 everybo s, cre
wraple)émleatherette case, f ree. atly: everybody buy ! THE FAMILY APERIENT.

New Improved Knlttlng M ills, Dept. M, Chicago.

Tell Me Your Foot Troubles

It will ease your Mind;
1 will ease your Feet.

Enlarged Joints Reduced and Toes
Straightened by
ACHFELDT'S (Patented)
“Perfection” TOE SPRING

Worn at night without inconvenience, with
auxiliary appliances for day use. Sent on ap*
proval. Money refunded if not as Represented.
I'sb My Improved Instep Arch Supporter
for “ Flat Foot” and broken down iustep. Send
outline of foot.
Full particulars and advice free in plain sealed envelope.

. ACHFELDT, Foot Specialist
Room 162, 163 West 23rd Street, NEW YORK

Bottled at the Springs. Bud a Pest, Hungary,
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Folks Who Have
Pet Corns

Millions of corns are kept growing foryears. Blue-jay plaster. The pain stops at once.

(e

ERLY TRAINED.

Think of it—painful corns. Then the B & B wax— a famous chemist’s in-

Folks pare them occasi- Vvention—gently undermines the corn. In two
onally— take off the top days itall comes out.
layer. Then let them keep No pain, no soreness, no discomfort what-
on growing. ever.

Or they doctor them in A million corns monthly are removed in
some old-time ineffective that way. Perhaps a million others are simply
way. pared and kept.

Millions of others take Which, in your opinion, is-the wise way to

out their corns, with a little treat corns ? Try the new way and see.

A in the picture is the soft B & B wax. Itloosens the corn.
B protects the corn, stopping: the pain at once.
C wraps around the toe. It is narrowed to be comfortable.
D is rubber adhesive to fasten the plaster on.

Blue=jay Corn Plasters

Sold by Druggists— 15c¢ and 25c per package
Sample Mailed Free. Also Blue-jay Bunion Plasters.

Bauer & Black, Chicago and New York, Makers of Surgical Dressings, etc.

POST CARDS FROM PICTURESQUE MEXICO

Would you like a beautiful collection of post cards from a foreign land?
One dozen handsome cards, showing views of Mexico, and depicting Mexi-
can life, sent for 50c (U. S. Postal Money Order).

Tlie Mexico Post Card Co.,
Apartado No. 1665, Mexico City, Mexico

SUNSHINE LAMP FR F F

gto try inyour ays- |
Incandescent 300 Candle
Power, Gives better light
than gas, electricity, acetelyne or 15 ordinary lamps
atone-tenth the cost. For homes, stores, halls and
churches. Burnscommon gasoline. Absolutely safe.

If you wish to become an up-to-date nurse and earn

$12 to $30 a week, we offer you advantages not COSTS 1 CENT PER NIGHT

given by any other school; theoldest school; lowest Guaranteed 5 years. No wick. No chimney.

cost; home study; flvecourses from which to choose; mantle trouble. No dirt. No smoke. Noodor.

you start any time; experienced instructors; perfectlight for every purpose. Take advantage of

diploma recognized by best doctors; NO MORE a l:AC'I'CRY ml

STUDENTS ENROLLED THAN CAN BE PROP- Cﬂefw(-rE-DN\/ E
Beginners, practical nurses and hospital gradualist S U N S H | N E LAM P Co

-y

accepted. You are entitled to the best. Write to-day for booklet telling all about

nursiug, sent free

Chicap Stod of Nusing 120621 E \én Buen &, GHicap 182 Factory Bldg., Kansas City, Mo.

DIAMONDS ON CREDIT

20% DOWN—10% PER MONTH
W hy wait for your Diamond until you have saved the price?

Pay for itby the Lyon Method. Lyon’s Diamonds are guar -
anteed perfect blue-white. A written guarantee accompanies each
Diamond. All go,ods sent prepaid for inspection. 10% discount for
cash. Send now-for catalogue No. 8 Established 1843

JM.LYON & CO.,71-73 Nassau St., N.Y.

In writing to advertisers it is of ai/antage to mention THE RED HOOK MAGAZINE



THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE THE GREAT SHOP WINDOW OF AMERICA

4 Months of entertainment for 1 cent a night

Entertain your guests INSTRUCTIVE
with these up-to-date
games
HUMOROUS

Amuse the home circle

with this new diversion CARE-DISPELLING

This Fall and Winter will again find Card Games all the rage. If you have not already
provided the drawer of your library table with these 3 games better get them in a hurry

Anybody can play it—successfully played at progressive parties

“CHANTECLER’ as well as individual tables. It remained for us to put Chantecler

into amusement form by making of it a card game that”contains

every fascinating element of your present favorite card game, and many others. Five good

games can be played with same pack. Chantecler card parties permit the use of the new and

novel ideas that are so pleasing to the up-to-date hostess. Surprise your friends by being the
first to have a progressive Chantecler card party.

Price 50 cents at your dealer’s or direct from us by mail, postpaid.

is unquestionably one of the greatest Card Games on the market.
BUNCO Exciting, Scientific and Amusing. Can be played progressive; it's
ever varying combinations give this game that much desired zest
of fun as well as instruction. Bunco parties and Bunco Clubs are being introduced everywhere
Together with Chantecler and Soine’r* Set one need never have a dull evening at home.
Price 50 cents at your dealer’s or direct from us by mail, postpaid.

Is a'Novelty Card Game but contains every fascinating element of
“SOME'R’SET” the more conventional Card Game. Some 'r’ Set requires only
twenty-eight cards. In this respect the game is unique. Do not be
misled by tlieir appearance however, these figures have no ref-
erence to tiresome fractions or mathematical problems. The  1,c sTANDARD PLAYING CARD CO.
game will not weary you. And while you are amusing yourself 345-359 W. Michigan St., Chicago, 111
in a delightful manner you will also be developing the powers
of memory, observation and deduction, faculties of the utmost
importance in a successful life.
Price 25c at your dealer’s or direct from us by mail, postpaid.

Enclose find $----------- for which send
to me by return mail, Postpaid.

packs CHANTECLER (Price 50c)

This Trio of Gaines is Unequalled for an If Your Dealer Hasn't Them in Stock === packs BUNCO (Price 50c)
IDEAL CHRISTMAS GIFT i -daj'
fitp~send the Coupon to-daj -- --packs SOME'R'SET (Price 25c)

Your Dealer Sells These Games; or you can Order Them together with full playing instructions.

Direct from Us at the Regular Retail Prices Postpaid.
Name...

STANDARD PLAYING CARD CO., 345359 W. Michigan St, Chicago, Il ...
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Made Soft andWhite

and Ointment

For red, rough, chapped and
bleeding hands, itching, burn-
ing palms, and painful finger-
ends, with shapeless nails, a
one-night Cuticura treatment
works wonders. Directions:
Soak the hands, on retiring,
in hot water and Cuticura
Soap. Dry, anoint with Cuti-
cura Ointment, and wear soft
bandages or old, loose gloves
during the night.

Cuticura Soap and Ointment are sold every*
where. For sample of each, with 32-p. book,
free, address “ Cuticura,” Dept. 133, Boston.

TENDER-FACED MEN

Should shave with Cuticura Soap Shaving
Stick. Makes shaving a pleasure instead
of atorture. At stores or by mail, 25c.

THE GREAT SHOP WINDOW OF AMERICA

S reolHERACE

Beauty by Exercising Facial Muscles
Ptwsjcai Culture restore youthful out-

EVET}/ Woman Knows
lines and health to the body. Kathryn
Murray, after ten years study, has perfected a scientific system of
Facial Physical Culture which restores youthful expression, contour
and healthv freshness to the Face in the same marked degree. This
system remedies, removes and prevents
Lines on Forehead Hollows In Cheeks and neck
“Crow's Feet” etc. Withered and Yellow Necks
Prawn Down Features Flaccid, or Wasted Tissues
Sagging Cheeks Congested, Muddy Complexion
Drooping Mouth Corners (By Invigorated Circulation)
Double Chin Misdeveloped Muscles
Miss Murray's Book “ Face and Figure” tells how young women can
enhance and preserve, and older women restore, facial beauty. No
one is too old to benefit This book also describes Splendid New Physical
Culture Course for the Body and one for children. Write for it today. Free

KATHRYN MURRAY D«pt.R10,417S. Dearborn St., CHICAGO

at | 40 the cost—IN SOLID COLD RINGS
Stand acid test and expert examination. We
guarantee them. See them first—then pay.
Special Offer—14k Tiffany ring 1 ct. $5 98.
Gent's ring 1 ct. $b.Q8, 14k Stud 1ct. f4 86. Sent
C. O. D. for inspection. Catalog FREE, shows
full line. Patent ring gauge included, 10c. The
Biwods Co., Dept. Al.l.elnnd & Dover St.. Chicago

Do Your Teeth Drop?

DENTAFFIX, anew. scientific discovery. Guaranteed to hold artifi-
cial plates firmly in place whether you eat, talk or cough. A creamy,
vegetable powder; pleasant and harmless. Not a cement, does not harden.
DENTAFFIX means comfort, health and happiness to millions. Post-
paid. in plain wrapper, 50c; stamps taken. Free sample for your
name on a postal.

The Hoffmann Laboratories
401 National Bank Bldg., Easton, Penna.
Your money refunded at once if DENTAFFIX Fails,

BECOME A NURSE

We Trained These Three Nurses in Their Own Homes

Miss Z. N. Baker, Spokane, Wash. Miss B. M. Emberg, Lowell,
Mass. Mrs. W. N. Barbour, No. Attleboro, Mass.

Our method of home training has enabled thousands of women, with and
without experience, to earn $10 to $25 aweek as nurses. ~ Send for a copy
of “ How | Became a Nurse" and our Year Book explaining method;248
pages with intensely interesting experiences by our graduates. Forty-
eight specimen lesson pages sent free to all enquirers. Eleventh Year,

THE CHAUTAUQUA SCHOOL OF NURSING
556 Main Street Jamestown, N. Y.
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\WeW ill S ellToY ou.

ANT TTVW'TT Terms
reticn (I N | » 111 1 %{V@?‘

IUQVHe \ # JI T Payy

Send for Our Free Big Catalog Today

Investigate this great money-saving and easy month-
ly payment plan.

Learn how you can have a home of luxury and comfort
immediately, for which you can pay just a little*at a time, as
you earn the money during a whole year or over.

You do not need to skimp and save up ten, twenty-five, fifty
or acouple of hundred dollars before you buy.

You are not asked to give a note, chattel mortgage or any
other security. We send no collectors—charge no interest,
there is no publicity—no red tape or delay of any kind.

You take no risk. |If you are not absolutely pleased after
thirty days’, simply send the shipment back to us and your

money will be refunded, including all freight charges, etc.— 1

so you cannot lose a single penny. Prlce
You may order any item in this special announcement, Oonly$9.75

and the same way from the catalogue by simply sending first y .

small payment. Our new, liberal confidential credit plan is
just the same kind of credit your grocer or meat man might
allow you, only we give you a year or over to pay—a little at a
time as you find it convenient.

Our multi-million dollar resources (all our own capital—
we do not do business on borrowed money,) give us such tre-
mendousbuying and trusting power that we can offer you terms
no ordinary concern would even dare think of. In fact, we
have listed practically every item in this wonderful catalogue
atpricesfar belowwhatyour local dealercould even buy themfor.

3-Piece Mission Library Set

Thiais a Setof the hurhest (Trade in every particular—and of exquisitel!
design. Strongly made of. .solid oak, finished Earl¥ English or Fumed.
siondesign with'rich carving on front of seatand to| e 3
and wide artms;tbroad com ortabledsea,ttﬁ“contalnv“r lSonar;:klll | |ndhestrt|_cbtlb e ?telel

ring construction and are covered wi erial anish leather.Librar: e
ﬁ%s tgp, éllze §4x 4 ﬁm?\es, broad bookshell{ngtout Ie(fs and ené magazine ¥ac S.

Price of Set Complete, only $9.75
Terms: $1.00 down and 50c a month

beantifnl
real mis-
back panel. Has heavy posts

30 Days* Free Examination—OneYearto Pay

Through 57 years of dealing with the public, we have
oved what we believed'at the beginning—that no matter where a
ramilymay live, or how small their income might be. they are just
as honest and we can just as safely trust them for home furnishings
as we can trust the people of greater means who have charge ac-
counts with us in our 22 great retail stores in the big cities. ,Tust
write for our new catalogue and w-ewill open an account for you. so
that you can order anything you want—and all you want to furn.dh
your home—and you will be given a whole year or over to pay. Re-
member, there are over a million families—rich and poor—who buy
alloftheirhomefurnishings from uson thisgreat.easy-paymentplan.

W e have prepared this Great New Catalogue, representin
7,000 modern eselé)ns |en articles o?,furn\ﬂure andqﬁome urnsl'shmgsg,

an wewilllsen%t isnewboolgshovvlln iIIustrations ir] natural colors,
with complete descriptions, by mail, “postpaid in a plain package, if
you will simply send us your hame and address on_a postal card Fight
now so that you can sectre a copy before the edition is exhausted.

WriteToday

Take advantage

Great Stove Bargains.

We say with positive knowledge that you cannot find
anywhere else in the world, stove values equal to those we offer in our
new catalogue. And we also offer the most extensive line ever listed.

For, in the%rod,uction of no other line of goods gowe enjoy greater ad-

vantages than in_the
positive saving of from
—*l-m—*-"*1"bigges

't stov

think of

manufacture of stoves

e guarantee to you a

15 to 50 per cenf on any stove you select. We,
eseé) C|n the Y Y -1

s0Nn
buying a stove b<

aour new free catalogue.

No0.0-8042

This famous  Re-
ent” Heater is listed
t a remarkable bar-
ain t IS an intense

ade W two sizes.
Price, I1S-in. firepot
only#5.75. Terms50c
down and 50c per mo.

Price. 15-in. firepot
only#!.85. Terms 75¢c
down and 50c per mo.

HARTM AN

- nickel trimme
E

No.0-8B125
Prize” Blue Steel
“ Regent” Range —
with™a reputation of
over 50, now in
use—absolutel %uar—
anteed. Has 18x 1.
in. oven. Beatétlfull

closet. LargeFi

Price, witho
water reservoir,only
$7.9.75. Terms: $3
down, $1.25 per mo.

Price, with reser-
voir_ as shown, only
$23.75.7>na:$3.60
down, $1.75 per mo.

No.0-8C203

Our famgus “ Re-
ent” Hot Blast Stove
i a powerful, quick

r, made of "hand-

@Has mica light

or, o is  beautifully
n . Has hot blast
tube and draft features
—a wonderful fuel say-
er. Fully guaranteed in
event particular. 13
in. Firepot.

Priceonly $9.85.

Terms, $1.00 down,
and 75c per mo.

of this great saving
in money and th e
convenience of our
liberal, easy-payment
credit plan. Forlc you
can investigate and
fully satisfy yourself.

Send just your name
and address on apostal
card and we will mail

ou this big book of
000bargains. The
book will be sent in a
plain package, and all
charges prepaid.

It Is Free, Send
Today.

FURNITURE & CARPET CO.

3980 Wentworth Ave, Chicago, lll.
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Reduce or Increase Your Weight—Improve
Your Health— Perfect Your Figure

B ECOME my pupil and I will make you my friend.

Devote but

fifteen minutes daily to my system and you can weigh what

Nature intended.

You can reduce any part of your figure bur-

dened with superfluous flesh or build up any part that is unde-

veloped.

ment.
YOU CAN IMPROVE YOUR HEALTH.

transform your food into good, rich blood.

nessas and disorders, and generating vital force.

My latest book, “The Body Beautiful,” should be
read by every woman, and | will send it to you

free. It explodes the fallacy that lack of beauty
or health cannot be

avoided. Initlexplain

how every woman can

be VIGOROUS,

HEALTHY AND

ATTRACTIVE.

Send 2c¢ stamp for

“The Body Beau-

tiful” and Trial
Plan today.

rounded neck;

My system stimu
lates, reorganizes and regenerates your entire body.
It strengthens
your heart, lungs and other organs, conquering all weak-

The effect of my system can be concentrated
on your hips, waist, limbs, or any other part of your body.
My system tends to make a figure perfectly propor-
tioned throughout— a full,
shoulders, arms and legs; a fine, fresh complexion;
good carriage with erect poise and grace of move'

1 have
practiced
what | teach.
In childhood 1
was puny and
deformed. 1
have overcome all
weaknesses by my
own natural, drug-
less methods. Mill-
ions of people Lave
seen in me aliving dem-
onstration of my unique
system of health-culture and
body-building. If you are
weak, nervous, fat, thin, unshapely,
tired, lacking vitality, or in any other
respect not at your very best, | can

surely be of service to you.
MY GUARANTEE. With my free book,“The
Body Beautiful,” which is fully illustrated with

shapely

It helps

photographs of myself explaining my system, | give
full particulars of my Guarantee Trial Plan, whereby you can test

the value of my instruction without risking a single penny.

Annette Kellermann, Dwestlu’sbest New York

S§101 14PI( Solitaire Ear Screws, Mtg. Mtg. $3.75; 3-4c dia. $67.50; Compl.
Tw

4c. dia. $35; Compl. $38.00.
S-109'2 14K . Engagement Solitaire Rin
$-102 aire Tooth Ring, Mtg- .
$5.60;I2c WS, Compl. 85050 Mtg. $3.75; e, $87.56; Comp

14K, Solltalre Lion's Paw Mtg..

Y ia; 3675; Compt. $74.50. ESI0p4s eoligaire Shirt Stud, | "’(')‘g
S-104 _14K. Solitaire Ear Screws Mtg. S-IT1 14K, Solitaire Scarf Bm Mtg $5;
$3; Two i-2¢ dia. $90; Compl. $93.00: I-4¢. dia, $17. Cosp
S-105 14K.En agement Solltalre Rlng, S-112° 14K. " Solitaire Shirt StUd7 Mtg.
l\%g$375| c.dia.$8 120 $2.25; 1-2c. dia. $45;. Com ';)I$42
£>106 14K.Engagement Solltalr%Rln ) 5%143 é‘“( Sglltalr%Scarf$|5 Mtg.$5.

Mtg. $3.75; I-4¢. dia. $17 S-114 14K Solltalreh h(l:l'[ Stud ’g\;m

$2.25; 9
S, 1072%34'?5" a%?'a“gﬂé %ohtal/rg{\éln ; S-115 14K Solltalre Scarf Pln ﬁ/l

51029 14K. EngagementSolltalre Rlng; 11-2c. dia. $146.25; Compl. $151 5
SELECT YOUR DIAMOND BY THE BASCH PLAN

your |nspect|on care” of* nearest express ?:qent or bank, at our expense._
posit requlre No obligation to Il particulars of <
prices, plan and guarantees in the new complete

Basch Diamond Book FREE! coloraf allow a diamond jewelry.

youVif you Bond name NOW! Write today! Tear out this Bd for rem.ndef.

t BHann &

DIAMOND IMPORTERS.
U. Eet. 1879.

S.State St.
Dept,u 349, Chicago, Ill.

$300

feathered Sunshine N

Sweet SingingCanariesforYour Home nyand
everyone a gem Tested and guaranteed songsters
h pure, rich, sweet voices and generous quantity of
s@lhg. Live arrival guaranteed. Price only $3. Catalog
f{cy birds and gold fish free. Complete Bird Book, 25c.
I A BIRD COMPANY, Pept.11, DES MOINES, IA.

Learn at Home'

f Graduate correspondence students most
J successful at bar examination. Cover
I same ground as Harvard, Michigan
I and other biglaw colleges. Guarantee
1 to coach free, students failing to pass bar
mexamination. Scholarships are now
mopen. Scholarship students pay only for
__Iltextand postage. Write today forcatalog.
| American’ Correspondence School of Law, Dept. |1 67, Manhattan Bldg.. Chicago

' No'typewriter
is better built

Efficient, Durable » 1 Q
TYPEWRITER «p 10O

Made in the

factory,
by the same men who build Elliott-Fisher Billing Machines, selling
from S175 to $1000. E\en more durable than the most expensive
machines, because so simple. Other typewriters have 1700 to 3700 parts.
The Bennett only 250—hence its $18 price. Thoroughly proven in
practicability.  All important improvements. Dot-s rapid, neat work.

grtts Over 26.000 in use. Has widest
%9M O Use of machines, because really

iro a Portable. Weighs but A% Ibs.
n _ Roa.iuy carried in grip or

overcoat pocket. Ideal for
traveling men, professional
men and the home ~Sold on
a“ money-buck-unless-
satisficd-giiaianl y”
Send.for catalogtoday
G.T. Bennett
Typewriter Co.
3G» Broadway, N. Y*

J.i.e Agents Wanted
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H. M. S. “Neptune”

Philip Morris

ORIGINAL "

e C Ig arettes

r | HE only Cigarettes served at the banquet given His
‘A Majesty, King George V, on board H. M. S.
"Neptune” when he reviewed the Fleet in May, 1912.

The Oldest high-grade Turkish Cigarettes in the World.

Made of the Purest Turkish Tobaccos Only.
If dealer is out—send remittance to us.

Plain or Cork Tip Per Box of 10
CAMBRIDGE . . . .. ' 254 inch 25¢
MORISETTE (Gold Tip) . 254 inch 25¢
BLUES ... 254 inch 30c
AMBASSADOR - 1in nch 35¢
BANQUET .., 554-tch $1.00

PHILIP MORRIS & O, Ltd

402-L West Broadway, New York

Canadian Address:
487-L St, Catherine St., E., Montreal

Factories: New York, Montreal, London, Cairo
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“A.B.A.” Cheques
At All Hotels

Hotel people all over the world will
be glad to accept your “A.B.A.”
Cheques in payment of bills. They
know that these cheques are safe, are
good for full value, and identify
the stranger presenting them.

Do not ask the hotel man to accept
your unknown draft or check; it is
not fair to him and may be embar-
rassing for you.

You can also use “A.B.A.” Cheques to pay
United States Customs Duties; they are the
only travelers'cheques acceptable for this pur-
pose, under the law.

AMERICAN BANKERS

ASSOCIATION

TRAVCLCRS; CHEQUES

William J. Burns National Detective Agency,
Inc., protects “A.B.A.” Cheques against forgers
and othercrooks. INcase of loss, the purchaser
should notify oneofthe branchesofthat Agency,
a list of which is supplied with the cheques.
Every device for safety is used in the paper
and engraving of “A.B.A.” Cheques.

They are issued in $10, $20, $50 and $100,
with corresponding fixed values in the moneys
of the principal nations.

Write to Bankers Trust Company, W all Street,
New York, for information as to where the chcquts
may be obtained in your vicinity, and interesting
booklet “The Best Tourists* Cheque.**

BUY THEM FROM YOUR OWN BANKER
OR IF HE CANNOT SUPPLY THEM APPLy Y o
BANKERS TRUST COMPANY. NEW YORK CITY

THE GREAT SHOP WINDOW OF AMERICA

DIAMONDS

to% Less Than Regular Prices

— AMAZING BARGAINS-<-#—

IN UNREDEEMED JEWELRY PLEDGES

Don’t buy a diamond, a watch or piece of Jewelry of any
kind until you get our rxw big bulletin which illustrates
hundreds of wonderful bargains in unredeemed pledges. It
tells the whole story, hovvas Headquartersfor Loans” for
over 0 years we have built up an enormous business ad-
vancing money on diamonds, watches, jewelry, etc. We
don't buy them, we loan money on these goods. The
necessity for disposing of tln seunredeemed pledges is
wkg we can offer such amazing bargains.

ne customer from Trinidad, Colo., who bought an un-
redeemed watch from us for $15.50 which his jeweler de-
clared could not be sold for less than $34 spot cash, wrote
us as follows: “ I cannot understand how any one would
hesitate to take advantage of your truly wonderful, ama-
zing bargains.” Many similar letters.

A Few Specimen Bargains
Our New Big Free Bargain List Now Ready

No. 325978—Unredeemed Pledge, A 1-2—3-32 kt. blue white solitaire
diamond ring. ePerfect cutting, shape and brilliancy. Regular retail
price $105. OurUnredeemed Price $52.

No. 236569—Unredeemed Pledge, Two extra
fine steel white solitaire
diamond gems of 3-8—
11-16 kt. total weight in
| these earscrews. Cost
f original purchaser $60.

Our Unredeemed Price ... $29.

No. 229879—Unredeemed Pledge, A 15 jeweled genuine Elgin in gen-

uine 20 year Gold filled case. This $15 watch in prime condition at
our Unredeen.edPrice
MONEY HACK GUARANTEE =Every purchase carries our guarantee of
your money back if you do not find the goods pleasing even though
exactly as represented. This is backed by our $750,000 capital.
CO YEARS IN ONE LOCATION is our proof of absolute “ Square” deal*
ing. We have sold many hundred thousands of dollars worth of unre-
deemed jewelry and have thousands ol more than satisfied customers all
over the country. *

J R ROY & S S.
DEPT. X 310 stneld &7 Bep. Fost SN Pittsburgh, Pa.
References: Farmers’ Deposit National Bank, Marine Nat. Bank.
Dun's, Bradstreet's.

Wu RLI ZER cataLoc

Musical Instruments

282 Pages. 2561 Articles described. 7£8Ulustra-
tions. 67 Color Plates. Every Musical Instru-
ment. Superb Quality. Lowest Prices. Easy
Payments. Mention instrumentyou are inter-
ested in. We supply the U. S.”Government.

THE RUDOLPH WURLITZER CO.
373 S. Wabash Av., Chicago 150 E. 4th A\,, Cincinnati

A Happy Marriage

Depends largely on a knowl*
edge of the whole truth about
self and sex and their relation
to life and health. This knowl-
edge does not come intelligent-
ly of itself, nor correctly from
ordinary every day sources.

SEXOLOGY

_ _ (Nustrated
Q/ William. V\blllrg A 71.Al. D, impartsin aclear,

wholesome way, in one volume:

Knowledge a Young Man Should Have.
Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have.
Knowledge a Father Should Have.
Knowledge a Father Should Impart to His Son.
Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Have.
Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have.
Knowledge a Young Wife Should Have.
Knowledge a Mother Should Have.
Knowledge a Mother Should Impartto Her Daughter.
Medical Knowledge a Wife Should Have.
All in one volume. lllustrated, $2 postpaid
Write for “ Other People’s Opinions’’ and Table of Contents.

PURITAN PUB. CO., 789 Perry Bldg., PHILA, PA.

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE



THE. RED BOOK MAGAZINE THE GREAT SHOP WINDOW OF AMERICA

There’s vim and health and refreshing
stimulus in every glass of sparkling
WHITE R OCK-— the distinctively A mer-
ican water, bottled only in new, sterilized
bottles at the famous WHITE ROCK
Spring in Waukesha, Wisconsin.

Drink freely of WHITE ROCK. It
will keep you always fit— mentally and

physically.

Thousands o f healthy, happy WHITE
ROCK drinkers counsel: “Drink
WHITE ROCK — you’ll live years
longer. ”

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention THE RED BOOK MAGAZINE



THE. RED BOOK MAGAZINE THE GREAT SHOP WINDOW OF AMERICA

$3,250 INSURANCE FOR $1O

LIFE and ACCIDENT Insurance under the famous
>ETNA TEN DOLLAR COMBINATION

Issued by the /ETNA LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY, of
Hartford, Connecticut—the largest company in the world
writing Life, Accident, Health and Liability Insurance.

In extent and variety of protection this policy is without
a rival. NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION REQUIRED

For SI O a Year (in ““preferred” occupations) this Policy pays:

$2,000.00 for death from Travel, Elevator or Burning Building Accident.
1.000. OO for death from Ordinary Accident.
2.000. OO for loss of limbs or sight as a result of Travel Accident.
1000. 0O for loss of limbs or sight as a result of Ordinary Accident.

The above amounts increase Ten Per Cent, each year for five years, with-
out additional cost.)

$250 FOR DEATH FROM ANY CAUSE-— making a
$3,250 payment possible for LESS THAN THREE CENTS A DAY.

In addition, weekly indemnity is payable for total or partial disability from
Accident.

Our opinion of this Contract has been endorsed by thousands
of satisfied purchasers. Send in the coupon to-day

/Etna Life Insurance Co. (brawer i34i) Hartford, conn. RedBook Tearof*

I am under55 years of age and in good health. Tell me howto /JETNA-IZE my Income.
My name, business address and occupation are writt'en below.






INSTANT POSTUM

The Morning POSTUM

Beverage
Instantly corenn i - OEM
A cup of hot water ne ?uég!rc AI'VM < *fn

V.A
A level teaspoonful of Powder - —_

and there you are

Instant Postum

Uncer Iy i.rwwnetihod we kol Rstum. it the lactoe* ad redLee it to a Poncer,
whidh dssdves irdiartly inhot water ad prodles a perfect aup of Rostum

Ths nakes it essy far anyare udessartly afootod by aoifee to stop it ad be lid
d tre dsadhrs

“There's a Reason**
Sge st far 20t Inp ooy petace Quoas |l 100aup tin S0c.

Postum G fral CW|*rtv I|tn|t01 Cl*»riw« PoMun Crrr.l C\. 1kJ,
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