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DRAWN BY F. DE FORREST 8CHOOK

“ My contribution to the conversation came from just above them.™
“In the Garden of the Gods;" see page 571
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In the Garden of the Gods

BY WILLIAM McLEOD RAINE

When one is in the Garden of the Gods
one should he, I suppose, in Elysian
humor. My mood, to the contrary, for
private reasons of my own, was thunder-
ous. | lay on my elbow among the kinni-
kinic where | had flung myself down in
the shade of a silver spruce. But the sun
was higher now, and its rare, untempered
beat was on me. Naturally | used the
shifting orb as a text on the futility of life.
What was the use of arranging things
comfortably when they always disar-
ranged themselves as promptly as pos-
sible? Now, there was Katherine—

The sound of a revolver cracked into
my sombre discontent. Hard on its
echoes came the slap of running feet, and,
as | guessed, the swish of petticoats. A
raucous command to stop brought me to
my feet instantly. It also brought the
runner to a halt just out of my sight be-
yond the shoulder of the hill.

“l dare you to touch me,” panted a
high-pitched voice that struck in me a bell
of recognition.

“1’m not going to hurt you, ” replied he
of the hoarse bellow, soothingly. *“You
know that mighty well.”

“If you put a finger on me I’ll cry for
help. ”

“There wouldn’t anybody hear, Miss,”
replied the heavy bass.

“You—you coward!”
like a whip.

“ Oh, you can call me anything you like
but you got to go along with me, Miss,’
he said sullenly.

“1’ll not go a step.”

“1 reckon you got to go, lady. ”

“May | go, too?” My contribution to

Her voice was
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the conversation came from the knoll just
above them.

They whirled as at the press of a but-
ton. The man was a huge hulking fellow
in corduroys, but he did not look the vil-
lain by a long shot. Indeed, his guileless
face, lit with amazement at my words,
begged to offer a guarantee of honesty.
Here certainly was no finished desperado.
The first glimpse of him relieved my
mind. We were in no personal danger
at least.

“Who in time are you?” he wanted to
know.

“Tavis Q. Damron, at your service.
And you—since introductions are go-
ing?”

The young woman—she was a Miss
Katherine Gray, stopping at the same
hotel as | at Manitou—promptly took the
opportunity to slip behind my back.
For me, I was in a glow of triumph. It
had not been twenty-fourhours since Miss
Gray had informed me that she meant
never to speak again to me. And already
the favoring gods had brought her to me
on the run. In my relation I felt myself a
match for a score of lowering countrymen.

“He shot at me,” she cried over my
shoulder.

“It went off accidentally,” protested
the man.

“1 don’t care. He shot.”

“He’ll not do it again,” | promised,
complacently.

My unlucky triumph must have crept
into my voice. | felt her appraise with
deliberate eye my sixty-six scant inches.
Nothing “hips” me more than an infer-
ence that | am short. To be sure, | am
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not a giant physically. Neither was
Napoleon.

“1’m sorry not to meet with your ap-
probation, ” I said huffily.

“Oh, | did not say that. It would be
unjust. You can’t help being little,”
she was pleased to say, and | swear |
heard the chuckle in her voice.

“Any more than you can help being
offensive when you are in the humor. ”

“Don’t take it so to heart. You may
grow yet. You are very young, you
know. ”

“Perhaps | am de trop. Very likely
you were looking for somebody else when
you came galloping down the hill,” 1
said sulkily.

“l was looking for a man.” Her
casual eye swept the valley. Tavis Q.
Damron really did not appear to be on
the map.

“1 am certain you will not have to look
long,” I assured her with excessive polite-
ness.

“Thank you.” She glanced scornfully
at me. “I suppose you mean that for a
compliment? | think it impertinent, if
you want to know. ”

It was odd how we had almost for-
gotten the presence of our friend in cordu-
roys; yet not so strange either, for he
looked the picture of awkward indecision,
much more the detected schoolboy than
the “bad man” bandit. His fat, red
hand, wandering restlessly about, in-
cluded us in its orbit.

“1 say, my man! Put up that gun!
You make me nervous, ” | barked.

“It might go off again accidentally,”
suggested Miss Gray derisively. “We
can’t risk Mr. Damron’s fainting. |
suppose you have no restoratives with
you, Mr. Corduroy?”

There came a shout from the cliff five
hundred feet above. A man standing on
the edge was beckoning to us.

“ Somebody appears to want us to come
and to share his beautiful view,” |
said.

Corduroy’s indecision came to an end.
“| guess we better be going back, Miss.”

“1 thought I understood her to say she
did not care to go back,” | said, eyeing
him steadily.

Corduroy  shifted

uneasily. “ She
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hadn’t any call to
father’s up there.”
“He’s a prisoner,” explained Miss

run away. Her

Gray.
| gasped. “A prisoner?”
“Yes. Mr. Halloway is keeping him

on that cliff and won’t let him leave,”
she said, quite calmly.

“Halloway! Bob Halloway?”

She nodded defiantly. *“Yes,
Halloway. ”

“ But—why the thing is impossible.”

“Isn’t it ridiculous?” She gave a sud-
den charming smile. “1 didn’t know the
West was so delightfully primitive,”

“Surely one cant hold up a copper
king in that primeval fashion. It has to
be done on Wall street.” Reflecting on
Simon Gray’s probable reflections, |

Bob

smiled. Immediately | regretted my
indiscretion. The study of Miss Gray’s
moods was a continual education.

They were teaching me just now that she
might laugh at that which I might not.
“Isn’t it humorous?” said Miss Gray,
a little too sweetly. “Don’t let me curb
your gayety. He’s only my father.”

Instantly | switched the indecorous
mirth from my face. “1 don’t see how
he dares,” | murmured, to bridge the
pause.

“Dares! | thought you knew Bob

Halloway better,” she said scornfully.
“He dares anything. ”

I did know him better. He would stick
at nothing. Whatever else his smiling in-
solence covered, it did not hide any lack
of courage to back his recklessness. He
was the type of man that women find fas-
cinating, especially women of the high-
spirited, chivalrous order. You know
the sort of scamp | mean—the kind
whose dark, unscrupulous eyes and devil-
may-care fearlessness draw the poor
moths to the singeing flame. And though
for his unworthiness his father two years
before had shipped him to a ranch in
Colorado and cut him adrift, my resur-
rected suspicions painted him a rival
still to be feared. Katherine had liked
him then; she liked him now. | knew it
from the moment when the picturesque
vagabond galloped up to our hotel two
days before and offered her his strong
brown hand and candid smile.
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“And if | neglected my duties, you could always send a man out to shoot me.”

I meditated. *“ Of course it is a hold-
up of some sort. He isn’t doing it for
fun. What does he want?”

Looking up, | happened to catch Kath-
erine Gray’s eyes. They were blushing.
“Oh!” | exclaimed understanding”.

“Nothing of the kind! Don’t be silly,
Tavis,” she told me sharply.

“Then I'm hanged if | can under-

stand. | seem to be playing blind euchre
with my eyes shut. First one finds Miss
Katherine Gray, daughter and sole

heir to Simon Gray, the Copper King,
scudding over the mountains with Mr.
Corduroy’s revolver barking at her.”

“1 told you it was accidental,” growled

See page 575

the bass voice. “1 couldn’t catch her,
so | took out my gun to frighten her into
stopping.”

“Then one hears that the Copper King
himself is viewing scenery he does not
enjoy, under enforced restraint at the
hands of a young man who used to lead
cotillions with his daughter before he
fell into evil ways.  You know 1 told
you he was a scamp.”

“Don’'t be a parrot, Mr. Damron,”
Katherine snapped. “I told you yester-
day that | wasn’t interested in your
opinion of Mr. Halloway. You so often
forget that you are not my chap-
eron.”
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“Of course | don’t want to rub it in,
but if you had listened to--——- ”

e Grandmother Damron. Well, 1
didnt—and I’'m not going to.” Miss
Gray’s chin was in the air.  She wheeled

and began to climb the hillside.

“Where are you going?” | asked.

She can be very deaf on occasion.

“Oh, up the hill,” she flung over her
shoulder in answer to my question re-
peated.
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“ But you said you weren’t going back.”

“Can’t | change my mind, Grand-
mother?”

“You don’t need to be rude,” | said
sulking.

| toiled in her wake, and Corduroy in
mine. The pace she set soon had us
puffing. Miss Gray is one of those young
women who do outdoor things better
than most men.  She never fainted in her
life, and nerves are a fairy tale to
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her. It always ruffles my temper and
my vanity to do a twosome with her at
golf.

“Hello, you people! Just in time for
lunch. Glad to see you, Damron,”
sang out Halloway cheerily as we emerged
from the aspens into view at the rear of
the cliff.

A most appealing luncheon was set
forth on the white table cloth spread on a
camp table among the boulders. Hallo-
way, in his shirt sleeves, was making
coffee, opening cans of deviled ham,
unpacking a box of fried chicken, and
otherwise endeavoring to be several
places at once. He fell immediately to
issuing orders.

“Bring that box of ice with the bottles
in it from the wagon, John. | say, Dam-
ron, do you know how to broil bacon?
Well, you’ll never learn younger. Shake
those coals down and set to work, my

son. And don'’t let the coffee boil over.”
His enthusiasm was contagious. | found
myself obeying him mechanically. “You
might unpack the sandwiches, Kate.

We’re going to have the jolliest little
lunch you ever saw. | suspect you are
hungry. Scudding over these hills is
great for the appetite. By the way, you
made a fine run of it.” He was so genial
and friendly to her that one could hardly
believe he knew that his confederate
had just brought her back under the
the menace of his revolver.

Miss Gray probably thought his assur-
ance was akin to cheek. At any rate
she gave him the full benefit of her un-
willowy five foot seven. He met with
smiling admiration her level indignant
eyes; and indeed the girl’s long curves,
her frank good looks, her flashing sun-
burnt beauty, had led captive many a
man’s fancy. Turning on her heel, she
joined her father. Simon Gray, multi-
millionaire, was seated morosely on a
rock, frowning down into the Garden of
the Gods with blazing eyes. Far below
a dozen dwarfed carriages might be seen
wheeling along the red ribbon of road, and
many burros with tourists on their backs
crawled like ants among the rocks, but for
all practical purposes the grim-eyed cap-
tain of industry was as much a prisoner as
if the gates of a jail had closed on him.
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His dignity was too precious to be risked
in a futile attempt to escape from the long-
legged powerful young athlete. Possibly
it was because | was so interested in the
situation that | burnt the bacon to a
crisp.  Miss Grey, with one of her sudden
changes of humor, drove me from the fire
and broiled the bacon herself. The truth
is that despite her frowns the girl was
enjoying herself hugely. The excite-
ment of a new experience filliped through
her blood.

| joined Mr. Gray and we conversed
in whispers. He explained to me the
absolute necessity of his being in Denver
that afternoon to attend an important
meeting of the Copper Consolidated Cor-
poration. It was the day of the biennial
election of bfficers. He had bought Con-
solidated stock sufficient to win the control
from the present management, but without
his presence or his proxies the old manage-
ment would still be able to carry the
election and reinstate itself. James Hallo-
way was president of the Consolidated,
and the two men had been fighting for
control more years than one.

“Last call for dinner in the dining car,”
sang out Halloway, and notwithstanding
our lack of harmony the sharp air of the
Rockies had made us hungry enough to
sink, for the moment, at least, all differ-
ences. Halloway, easy, alert, and master-
ful, dispensed refreshments with debonair
hospitality to his unwilling guests.

“Finest bacon | ever ate. It would be
a pleasure to have you for a housekeeper,
Miss Gray,” our host tossed out
audaciously.

“You are such a good provider, Mr.
Halloway, that | am sure it w'ould be a
pleasure to be your housekeeper,” re-
turned Miss Gray demurely. “And if |
neglected my duties you could always send
your man out to shoot at me.”

“Ah!  That only shows my solicitude
to detain you. One couldnt bear the
idea of having you leave our party, and
yet one couldn’t in common politeness
desert Mr. Gray to follow you. It re-
mained only to send a message via John
requesting you to return.”

“Well, he delivered it,” the girl
said, dimpling reminiscently.
Halloway smiled. “I'm afraid
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John is a little abrupt sometimes.”

Her eves mocked him boldly. “In
your profession of highwayman, abrupt-
ness, one would think, might sometimes
be essential.”

“1t was cruel of you to desert us with-
out warning,” he said, ignoring her irony.

“1 went to get help.”

“That was good of you, but we did not
really need it,” he returned, misunder-
standing her promptly. “Though of
course we are very glad to have Damron
with us.”

“1 suppose you know that it will be a
criminal offense to keep Mr. Gray here till
night as you threaten. You invited him
here to a picnic. You have no right to
detain him a moment longer than he
desires. Your outrageous course is very
much against the law, Mr. Halloway,”
| said stiffly.

He looked politely interested. “Is it?
No, I didnt know just how illegal it was.
Of course | guessed | was skating on thin
ice, but the truth is that I didn’t get legal
advice. That shows the advantage of
having a lawyer along when one goes
buccaneering. How much could they
give me, Damron?”

“You’ll not think it so much of a joke
when you are behind the bars.”

“No, | daresay not. 1 expect | would
better enjoy it while | have the oppor-
tunity. Try one of these peaches, Miss
Gray.” He leaned against a rock and
smoked the placid post-prandial cigar of
him whose soul is at peace. 1, too, had
lit up, but my mind was far from equable.
I was possessed by the vision of a head-
long generous girl under the fascination of
this charming young vagabond. Yet |
confess that for myself | admired as much
as | disliked his dare-devil indifference to
consequences, though for the life of me
I could not guess what his game was or
how it could advantage him to detain
the Copper King on this mountain top
against his will.

He expounded his easy philosophy with
airy candor. “After all, laws are made
for man, not man for the laws. Mr.
Gray is a capitalist, and he can tell you
that laws are to be obeyed with discretion.
There would not be any use in having
them if somebody did not break them
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occasionally. Well, this is my day off.
I'm playing ping-pong with the statutes
of Colorado”

“But why?” | demanded.
good does it do you?”

“Oh come, Damron! Mayn’t | have
a secret or two of my own? | don’t sup-
pose you ever explained publicly just why
you happen to be spending your vacation
in Colorado instead of Timbuctoo.”

| fear | blushed. Glancing covertly at
my reason, | found it the fairest under
the sun, but too present to admit of dis-
cussion.

Suddenly Simon Gray cut crisply into
the talk for the first time.

“Of course | understand why you are
holding me here, Halloway. You are
working under instructions from your
father to keep me until after the election
this afternoon. But the thing is too bare-

“ What

faced. It wont hold in law. It’s a
conspiracy.”
Halloway’s masterful eves looked

straight at him.

“1 have not seen or heard from my
father in two years, Mr. Gray. He does
not have anything to do with his scalawag
son. You do not need to look beyond me
to place the responsibility for this. But
you're right in one thing. | intend that
you shall not reach Denver in time for
the Copper Consolidated meeting.”

They were both dominant men, and
their eyes met like the flash of steel.

“No? Why not?” asked Gray quietly,
his lids narrowing to long watchful slits.

“Because you are going there to
take what doesnt belong to you—
to vote away from my father and his
associates the control of a business
which they have given twenty years
of their lives to build. Theirs is a
legitimate business enterprise. They de-
veloped and extended it gradually. It
grew to be a big thing. Then you took a
fancy for copper. You——"

“You don’t know what you are talking
about young man. | am going there
to take what the law allows me—what
I have bought and paid for in the open
market,” broke in Gray harshly.

“Yes, the law allows it to you, and it
doesn’s allow me to interfere. That is
where the law is defective. It is true, too,
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that you have manipulated the market
in such a way as to get temporary control
of a majority of the stock. But that
does not affect the fact that my father
and his friends have the moral right to
direct the affairs of the Consolidated.
Their whole life is bound up init. You
are interested simply for speculative pur-
poses. They have earned the right to
direct its affairs. You haven't.”

“Such talk is sheer folly. You do not
understand finance, sir. You have been
living outside of the currents of business.
The matter is a plain business one, not
an ethical or sentimental affair at
all.”

Halloway’s daring eyes swept whimsi-
cally across the table and rested moment-
arily on Katherine. “l am trying to
keep it on a business basis so that senti-
ment may not interfere, sir.”

Then Katherine spoke with silken
cruelty. “You have a very flattering
opinion of my father, Mr. Halloway. It
makes his daughter proud to know that
one of such notable achievement thinks
so highly of him.”

Halloway bowed, a sardonic smile on
his good-looking face. “I can hardly
expect my course to commend itself to
Miss Gray, ” he said simply.

Miss Katherine’s dark flashing eyes
showed their anger at the presumption of
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this lawless, high-handed youth. She
had, in company with many charming
women, a capacity for injustice, but she
had, too, a quick instinctive appreciation
for fine points of character. Her feelings
were outraged that this young man, who
had once wanted to marry her and who
still held much fascination for her, had
taken advantage of his position as host
to overreach her father. But she was
very much a creature of moods, and |
knew her well enough to fear the revulsion
which would follow when she began to
take into account his motive—Iloyalty to
a father who had disowned him. And |
was certain that even now there was run-
ning through her rage an admiration of
his audacity that would remain when the
anger had evaporated.

Just now, however, she treated his
remarks in very cavalier fashion. The
burden of such conversation as there was
rested on Halloway. It consisted for
the most part in genially ironical re-
marks on the charms of an outdoor life.
Katherine was aloofly viewing the scenery
with occasional side-shot glances at the
offending youth; | watched events in a
moody silence, and Corduroy still dis-
cussed his dinner some fifty yards from
us. As for Simon Gray, he sat in a brown
study, his eyes fixed intently on a syphon
he did not see. | wondered what plan
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was filtering into that alert, fertile brain
of his.

I was soon to learn. Halloway carried
over to Corduroy a bottle of ale, and in his
absence the Copper King found chance
to enlist his daughter in the scheme.
Presently Miss Katherine strolled leisurely
toward the cluster of great brown rocks
which cropped out near the edge of the
bluff. She carried a magazine with her.

“You’re not going to run away again,
Kate,” Halloway called after her.

She shook her head.

“Word of honor?”

“Word of honor,” she called gaily
back to him. “But if you doubt-—-"

Her smile was an invitation. Hallo-
way did not accept it at once, but, plainly
eager to be off, stuck to the magnate for a
long ten minutes. Then, “Hang duty!”
he said, and with a word of caution
to his accomplice, he disappeared after
her behind the rocks. His long shadow
had scarcely trailed out of view before old
Gray and a flask of old Scotch were laying
siege to Corduroy. The task of sapping
his loyalty was no easy one. It took
thirty minutes of argument—of threats,
cajolery, promises, interspersed with fre-
quent internal applications of the contents
of the flask—to win him over. There
were times when | despaired of hooking
our shy fish, and even after he had swal-
lowed the bait he fought against being
landed. Every moment | expected to
see Hallow'ay’s impudenl curly head
rising over the brow of the hill. | was
as nervous as a youngster awaiting a
caning, but they don’t make them more
cool and game than old Gray was.
Our joint pocket books happened to carry
five hundred twenty-five dollars, and it
took all we had except some silver change
to buy a release. But in the end | had
the satisfaction of seeing the rotund
millionaire and Corduroy legging it down
the hill toward Manitou. | am not going
to pretend that | have often spent as
bad a quarter of an hour as the one which
followed, during which | saw their figures
lessen in the distance. It was not until
they had reached the red thread of the
valley road that | breathed freely

I was ready now for the villain to re-
enter, and, as if pat to his cue, the allur-
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ing vagabond | had cast for the part
sauntered into view. He was very much
engrossed with his companion, and—I
noticed it with a pang of envy—she with
him. Both of them seemed always to
radiate health and vitality, but my jaun-
diced eyes found about them now a scarce
decently subdued sparkle of exhilaration.
They were in a world primeval and every-
body else forgotten. There have been
times when | have trod air and breathed
champagne myself, but that did not
make me any less sulky now. | resented
to the bottom of my soul their Eden from
which | was excluded.

They were almost on me before they
wakened to things mundane.

“Hello, Damron!” Halloway looked
over the plateau and brought his eyes
back to me. “Where’s Mr. Gray?”

Katherine started and looked guilty.
I verily believe that till this moment the
minx had forgotten she was in a con-
spiracy to worst him.

I pointed to the disappearing specks.
“On his way to a telegraph office. He is
going to have the Consolidated election
postponed till to-morrow,” | said with
malicious triumph.

“What did you do with John?”

“Bought him. You should have stay-

ed here. If you want a thing well done,
you know!”

“Oh! You seem to have been quite
active.” He looked long at the figures

through a pair of field glasses. “Why
didn’t you go along?” he asked presently.

“1 thought | would stay and break the
news of our little surprise to you,” | said
tartly.

He turned his genial, impudent smile
on me. “That was good of you, Dam-
ron. You deserve something for that.”
His eyes met Katherine’s for an instant.
She nodded, blushing. He tucked her
arm under his, and they beamed down on
me. “We have a little surprise, too.
Miss Gray and | are engaged to be mar-
ried. We arranged it while you were
buying my partner in crime.”

| offered my congratulations with a
wooden face.

Katherine has always been able to twist
her father round that supple little finger
of hers. It did not surprise me at all to
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read in the papers two days later that an
adjustment of the affairs of the C. C. C.
had been made satisfactory to the warring
factions and that by this arrangement
President Halloway was allowed to retain
his position and continue his policy. The
breach between Bob Halloway and his
father was immediately healed. Friends
industriously circulated the information
that the difference had been due merely
to the clashing of two proud natures

which did not understand each other.
They point to the fact that since his mar-
riage Bob has been in every way equal to
the business responsibilities of his im-
portant position in the Consolidated.
One understands that he has now entirely
sown his wild oats. He reaps golden
opinions everywhere.

I don't join in the general chorus much
myself—but I'm hanged if | can hate
him as much as | would like.

The Ambassador to the CourtofSt.James

BY JAMES BARR

For the first time in history a real Texan
had been elected President of the United
States of America.

For the first time in history a real Texan
had been appointed to fill the reasonably
responsible position of American Ambas-
sador to the Court of St. James.

For the first time in history a twenty-
five thousand ton battleship, propelled by
turbines and commanded by a real Texan
crossed the ocean flying the Stars and
Stripes.

The good people of Europe, taking this
combination into consideration, expressed
no great surprise when news of the aston-
ishing sequel leaked out. Leak out it did,
although who told will never be known in
all probability. It was too good to be
kept a secret. His Majesty, the King of
England, was the first person to enjoy a
hearty laugh over the head of the matter;
indeed, he was really the first person to
whom the opportunity came. His Maj-
esty seized it.

Dave Reynolds led the initial great raid
across the border into Mexico. In fact,
his was the initial, the concluding and the
only raid; there was no need for any other.
Reynolds had been born on a ranch, swad-
dled in buckskin, cradled on a broncho
and taught his letters by many and vari-
ous unconventional pedagogues ranging
in style from a stampede of steers to a
wiping-out  expedition  against  the
Apaches. He had met everything that

travels in the West from a centipede to a
cyclone, and had learned to measure dis-
tances by Winchester and to calculate by
Colt. He was in his prime when the great
row with Mexico broke out over too much
application of the Monroe Doctrine, ag-
gravated by an overdose of Panama
Canal, and with a cloud of Western men
behind him, Dave Reynolds was into the
heart of Mexico before the regular forces
of the United States could lay hands on
him to hold him back. The whole world
rang with the doings of Dave Reynolds,
and his right hand man, Lou Somerset,
and their straight-limbed, clear-eyed,
hard-riding, sure-shooting irregulars. The
army marched into Mexico in time to take
possession. Dave Reynolds had done the
fighting.

It will be readily understood that the
blazing forth of this hitherto unknown
man came as a god-send to the great po-
litical party which had been in power for
so many years. The party'saw in Dave
Reynolds four years more. Before the
advent of Reynolds, the prospect of the
party looked cheerless, for, strange to
tell, the voting people of a country,
any country, have a peculiar habit of
yearning for a change once in a
generation, no matter how well they
have been served by the powers that
be. Although due almost to the point of
over-due, this change was not to take
place for another four years. Dave Rey-
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nolds carried the presidential chair as he
had carried the City of Mexico.

All through the presidential campaign
Lou Somerset seconded Reynolds as ably
as he had done during the dash to Mexico,
but after the counting of the votes he dis-
appeared. The president-elect used
every endeavour to trace his lieutenant,
but failed to find out anything more than
that Somerset had returned to Texas and
from there had ridden into the newly
annexed territories. However, at the in-
auguration Lou turned up to hear his old-
time comrade, and now the President, de-
liver his address to the assembled people.
Even in that mighty throng President
Reynolds “spotted” his “pard.” For
Dave Reynolds was of the West, westy.

“Lou,” said the President, when the
two were seated alone, the ceremonies of
the day shoved behind them, “ Lou, this is
the second campaign you’ve carried me

through. 1'm much obliged to you,
Lou.”

“lve done nothing, Dave,” said
Somerset.

“That’s all right, Lou. | know what

you’ve done and what you haven’t done,
and 1 tell you, what you’ve done is all a
man could do, and what you haven’t done
could be written in large capital letters on
the edge of a Mexican silver dollar. What
are you going to take for your share?”

“1 don’t want nothing, Dave.”

“1 know you don't, but you are going to
have it or this presidential chair is no use
to me. What would you like—the
Army?”

“There ain’t going to be no work for
the Army. 1°ve looked all over the map
and | cant see a sign of a flying bullet in
any corner of it. ”

“That’s so. | guess youre right
there,” admitted the President, “and |
tell you straight, Lou, that | hope every-
thing will be as quiet as a country church
on a week day for the next four years. It
sobers one to be sitting where | am. Be-
sides, it would be an awful thing for other
fellows to be fighting somewhere and me
roped and hobbled here in Washington.
But to get back, what would you like?”

Somerset stretched his long legs to their
full length, thrust his hands deep into his
trouser pockets and gazed at his toes, idly
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tapping the one against the other.

“Come, now, Lou. You'd like some-
thing. What would you like?”

“Well, since you put it that way, I’ll
own up. I7d like to—"

Somerset paused.

“Like to what?” quietly urged the
President.

“Well, Dave, you see it’s like this. My
folks come from England. My old
mother used to speak of that part of the
world as “Home,” and, for that matter,
so did my father when there was nobody
about—sometimes. |'ve often thought
1°d like to go over there to see what sort of
stamping ground—but, pshaw!”

Somerset jerked his head savagely to
one side as if butting away an absurd
proposition.

“Lou,” said the President in that low,
yet enthusiastic voice of his, “ Lou, that’s
just where | should like you to go, and just
where you shall go. Our man over there
is ecming home, so they tell me. Some
names for the post of ambassador have
been put before me, but | guess | looked
over the list in too big a hurry, for | don’t
remember seeing your name among them.
But yours is there, Lou, right on the top
of the list, standing out bold and bulky
against the blue of the sky, while the other
fellows’ names are dimmed, and blurred
with the dust raised by their own stam-
pede. ”

Mr. Louis Somerset grinned.
was all he said.

When President Reynolds took posses-
sion of his high office, he found himself, at
his own request, furnished with a cabinet,
each member of which had been chosen
by the leaders of the party. Each was a
safe man, well versed in the larger ways of
the world at large. Perhaps there was at
first a little anxiety at Washington as to
the manner in which the new president
would conduct himself while in office, but
if so, there need have been none at all.
It is now recognized that no more saga-
cious brain had occupied the position of
president since Lincoln. At first sight,
some of his sayings and doings seemed
risky, but if they were risky, they turned
out all right in the end, and the end is the
important position of everything—almost.
In initiating the new president to his mani-

That
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"The Secretary of State took the paper and glanced at it.”

fold duties the Secretary of State took the
leading part. The Secretary was gifted
and experienced, a man so sensible that
he recognized his own political limitations.
In his day he had represented his country
abroad, and that, too, with distinction, and
since his return to his native land he, by
an equivocally-worded dispatches on mat-
ters international, had placed his country
in the fore-front of the world’s politics.
He knew matters and men. In President
Reynolds he recognized a genuine man,
and he unselfishly bent his whole ener-
gies towards making smooth the first part
of the four years’ journey.

A few days after the interview between
the President and Mr. Louis Somerset,
the Secretary of State brought to the atten-
tion of the President the matter of the ap-
pointment of an Ambassador to the Court
of St. James.

“| have decided on the man,” said the
President.

“Very good.” The Secretary was
about to proceed with other matters when
the President asked quietly:

“ Are you interested in knowing whom
| have chosen?”

“l am, Mr. President,” admitted the
Secretary.

“His name is the first on your list.”

“Mr. Hart? He is a good man.”

The President shook his head.

“Hart isn’t the name as | recollect it,”
he said.

“1 thought Mr. Hart’s name was the
first on the list?”

Again the President shook his head.
“1 think not,” he said. “Your list is on
that desk.”

The Secretary of State took the paper
and glanced at it. There at the top of the
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paper written in great round letters were
the words, “ Mr. Louis Somerset.”

Mr. Secretary’s jaw dropped, but for a
second only. A smile gradually grew and
overspread his serious, pale face, He
looked at the President.

“What do you think of the appoint-
ment?” asked the President.

“Excellent. ”

The President bent a piercing gaze on
his minister.

“Honest?”

“Honest."

The President’s face lit up like a morn-
ing in June.

“Now, | 'm real glad to hear that, for |
know you mean what you say. Lou is all
right where ever you put him, if folks treat
him square. That’s the only thing I'm
worried about. 1’'m not afraid of Lou,
but, say, how will they treat such a man
over there among the crowns, and coro-
nets and things? You have been there.
What do you think?”

Mr. Secretary of State sat down upon
a revolving chair, placed his elbows on its
arms, leaned well forward, and, as he
spoke, continued to slew from side to side.

“Mr. President, you have not the
slightest cause to worry. Mr. Somerset
is the very man for the post. Over there
they will take to him as they take to roast
beef or to a thoroughbred horse, if I may
be allowed to use such homely similes in
connection with a post so exalted as that
of American Ambassador to the gorgeous
Court of St. James. Frankness and fear-
lessness are the gods of the English, al-
though they pretend to worship others.
They love a first-class fighting man. Such
an one can do no wrong in their eyes.
Mr. President, the Mexicans tried their
best to kill Somerset and did not touch
him. The English will—just about. ”

Again the President’s lips curled into a
smile.

“1’m glad to hear what you say, and if
they kill Lou we may as well let 'em an-
nex us with the rest of the world, quietly
and without fuss. It will be bound to
happen. ”

Before the Honourable Louis Somerset
sailed to present his credentials to Ed-
ward VII, by the Grace of God of the
United Kingdom of Great Britain and

Ireland and of the British Dominions be-
yond the Seas, King, Defender of the
Faith, Emperor of India, a deputation of
representative Texans reached Washing-
ton to present a petition to the new Am-
bassador. To celebrate the annexation of
that vast country to the south of her, Texas
had made up her collective mind to provide
for the peoples of the world a Fair of
such magnitude as to overlord all fairs
hitherto held. The promoters, eager to
do the thing thoroughly, had set their
heads upon securing the attendance of
some outstanding personage  from
Europe, if possible, a crowned head.
Hence, the deputation which asked the
Hon. Louis Somerset to use his best en-
deavours to induce the King of England
to be the guest of the United States in
general, and the State of Texas in par-
ticular, even if for but a few days of the
life of the Exposition.

The Hon. Air. Somerset made his first
public address as American Ambassador-
elect to the Court of St. James. He said:

“ Gentlemen of Texas: Texas doesn’t
need to beg of me nothing.  All Texas has
to do is to tell me what she wants that |
can get for her, or can try to get for her,
and be sure 1'll do my level best for her.
I’m Texan born and raised, I’'m Texan
hat and boots. Texas can look to me to
do mv level best for her every time. |
can’t promise Texas a King, but if there’s
a King going, I'll have him for Texas or
know the reason why. Gentlemen, of
Texas, | guess that’s all the talk the situ-
ation requires. ”

After the deputation had started for
Texas and sunshine, the Hon. Louis Som-
erset swung himself astraddle of his horse
and went for a long, hard gallop. Heart
and soul urged him to do his very best for
his native state. As he galloped he
thought fast and furiously, and presently
all his thoughts focussed into an idea.
He took that idea as in the palm of his
hand and examined it over and over
again, and the more he looked at it the
more he liked it. So he carried the idea
to the President, who, in turn, looked at
it and liked it, and forthwith sent an
urgent message to Captain Turner of the
turbine battleship Oklahoma, then lying
at Brooklyn. When Capt. Turner
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reached Washington, the able men trom
Texas put their heads together. The
Ambassador explained the needs of Texas
and the means he had devised for supply-
ing those needs. His statement was short
and concise.

“It can be done,” admitted Capt. Tur-
ner, with a sailor’s frankness, and immedi-
ately followed on with a continuation of
that frankness. “On the face of it,” he
said, “it is a hair-raising conception, but
I think, taking certain or uncertain risks,
the chances are that it will work out all
right. Let it be clearly understood that
I require definite orders. Theres a
yardarm on my ship that | have no wish
to try to break with my neck. ”

“That’s right. My orders go, | take
it?” said the President.

“Certainly, Mr. President,” replied the
sailor.

“There is no need to trouble anyone else
with the matter, Secretary of State, or the
Interior or Agriculture, or anything?”

“Not so far as | am concerned, Mr.
President. Your ordersareall | require, ”
replied Capt. Turner.

“1 don’t suppose real'trouble is likely
to grow out of the matter, even if things do
come to a slight hitch?” said the Presi-
dent.

“Not with England,” agreed the sailor.
“1 own up | would not like to try it on
with some other countries | could name. ”

“There won’t be no trouble,” said the
Hon. Louis Somerset decidedly. “I’ll
see to that. Even if there was a danger,
it’s for Texas, you know.”

“Then the matter’s settled here and
now,” said the President. *“Captain
Turner, you sit down over there, take pen
and paper, and write out whatever orders
vou require. You know how to word
those things and | do not. Il sign.”

The thing was done.

The Ambassador from America took
London by storm. London took the
Ambassador from America by storm. It
cannot, in strictly honest sense, be record-
ed that the new Ambassador did his
whole duty. The Lord Mayors implored
him to dine, Countesses begged him to
dance, bazars vowed that they would not
open at all unless he came and opened
them, but the Hon. Louis Somerset
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scraped out of more of these ceremonies
than he had any right to escape. Truth
is that he soon fell in with hosts of men
who, like himself, had led lusty, adven-
turous lives, and he chose their society as
against all others. Here they were
gathered together in London, at the
Travellers” Club, the Sports’ Club, the
Army and Navy Club; men who had
fought through waspish wars on that ter-
rible northwest frontier of India, men
who had led black and copper-colored
troops through the jungles of Africa, men
who had panted under the fierce sun of
the Sudan, men who had stalked wild
beasts and wilder men in every quarter of
the world, adventurers all, rich in good
skins, tobacco, heads and tales. Many
of his days were spent at Aldershot with
the officers of the army, and many with—
but who can blame the Hon. Louis Som-
erset for choosing the company of the
lion hunters of the desert rather than that
of the reception room?

His first appearance at court estab-
lished him as a welcome figure there.
One of nature’s gentlemen, etiquette of a
formal, mouthing kind troubled him not
at all, for he gave it never a thought.
Among the select colony of diplomats,
each of whom danced attendance at the
Court of St. James, he shone as refresh-
ing to the sight as a bunch of wild flowers
in a formal garden. He dined with the
King and enjoyed himself exceedingly.
He found that the questions arising be-
tween the governments of England and
America were simple and of easy adjust-
ment. The only anxiety was that Inter-
national Exposition at Austin, Texas.
He urged the claims of the Fair with great
good humour and remarkable persistency,
and in all legitimate ways. Plead as he
might, however, the arrangement so dear
to the heart of Texas could not be con-
summated. His Majesty’s engagements
did not permit him to be absent from the
kingdom for such a length of time as a
visit to Austin would necessitate. How-
ever, everyone from the King down to the
humblest mayor in all the United King-
dom joined to make England’s exhibit at
Austin such as had never before been
packed off to a foreign shore.

The International Exposition was
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opened by President Reynolds in person.
As a certain irreverent newspaper had it,
“Dave did it,” and certainly “ Dave did
it” dramatically. Upon a gaily bedecked
dais of flags and flowers the President
took his stand and delivered one of those
laconic speeches for which he had already
become famous. This finished, a gold
mounted revolver was handed to him.
For a brief moment President Reynolds
examined the weapon curiously, then
whirling round he cast one swift glance
at the main building of the exposition.
The next instant a revolver shot rang out
on the air, a gold bulls-eye protruding
from a golden target was flattened by the
heavy ball of the bullet. Instantly flags
broke to the breeze, bells flung them-
selves in a flurry of frenzy, shrill whistles
tore the air to shreds, wheels began to
drone and hum, a multitude of people
lifted their voices to the skies and the
whole vast Exposition gathered itself to-
gether and flung itself into life and mo-
tion. Dave did it!

The month of June! England lay like
a spacious garden. The Hon. Louis
Somerset sat entranced with the land of

his forefathers. Such a springtime as
this he had not dreamed of as possible in
any part of this wide, wide world. Eng-
land was ablaze of blossom; redolence of
an hundred sweet sorts swam in the bosom
of the gentle breezes, trees tossed their
branches in ecstacy, grasses shone in
green, buttercups and daisies grew in
broad flurries of white and gold sown by
the hands of the gods and by the hedges
stalked the lordly cock pheasant ift his
resplendent dress. The American Am-
bassador could not withdraw his face
from the window of the Pullman car
which sped him from London to Ports-
mouth on his way to greet his friend, Cap-
tain Turner, of the turbine battleship
Oklahoma. An hour later a special train
was due to follow bearing the king’s
Most Gracious Majesty on his way to
inspect the mighty American ship lately
arrived in Portsmouth Harbour and now
lying within sight of Nelson’ flagship
Victory. The old and the new lay cheek
by jowl.

“1 had merely to mention the matter to
the King and he said ‘yes,” ” said the
Hon. Louis Somerset to Captain Turner
as the two walked the quarterdeck. Then
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he added: “You smashed the record to
smithereens and opened the eyes of the
world coming across, captain.”

“Four days from anchor to anchor
wasn’t so dusty,” admitted Captain Tur-
ner. “She can do better, but | was
letting her take no chances. ”

“Maybe you’ll take some chances go-
ing back?”

Captain Turner grinned.

“Maybe. ”

The royal train arrived punctual to the
second. His Majesty was received aboard
aboard the Oklahoma to the thunder of
a royal salute, at the first roar of which
the battleship, as if to the touch of a
magic wand, broke into a wondrous
flush of bunting, myriad tinted, brilliant
dyed. Amid the cannons’roar the brassy
notes of the battleship’s band was heard
playing, “God Save the King,” from
sheets of music, headed “America.”
His Majesty’s face beamed with pleasure
as he shook hands with Captain Turner.

By arrangement, as soon as the King
boarded, the mighty ship swung under
weigh to show her paces out in the chan-
nel. As she threaded her way out of the
harbor not so much as a tatter of smoke
escaped from her four funnels, so skil-
fully were the furnaces fed, and before a
quarter of an hour had passed, His
Majesty was being sped along at a pace
he had never before traveled on the face
of the waters. The wind of speed roared
along the decks and snored among the
masts and funnels. To the right lay the
Isle of Wight, distant and beautiful, to
the left the low coast rising to Selsey Hill,
and in front the blue waters of the historic
Channel. Across Spithead the battle-
ship sped, swung round the Foreland,
heaved past Culver CIiff, smoked over
Samjown Bay, and weathering the Under-
cliff, headed westward.

When abreast of St. Catherine’s Point,
His Majesty quitted the bridge to prepare
for lunch.

Accompanying the King walked the
Hon. Lou Somerset. Behind followed
Captain Turner and that bluff old sea-
dog, Admiral of the Fleet, Sir James
Samson, D. S. O.

Captain Turner spoke:

“1 hope my arrangements for the voy-
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age will meet with His Majesty’s ap-
proval. Of course, a battleship is not an
Atlantic liner, still less a royal yacht. ”

“My dear Captain,” said the old Ad-
miral heartily, “everything aboard is as
everything should be aboard a smart ship
belonging to a smart navy. | never trod
the deck of a trimmer, cleaner ship. ”

“Thank you, Admiral. Anyhow, all
going well, the voyage will only take a
very few days. To tell the truth, I hope
to make Fire Island in ninety hours. ”

“On your return journey?”

“On this trip.  Ninety hours from the
time we weighed just now—12:50 I made
it.”

Admiral of the Fleet Sir James Samson,
D. S. O., brought up with a turn.

“Fire Island?” he barked.

“Yes, Admiral.”

“This trip?”

“Yes. Ill run
course. ”

“Fire Island!
you mean?”

“1 can take the King around to Gal-
veston if his Majesty prefers, but Presi-
dent Reynolds thought that most likely
the King would rather land at New York,
so as to see some of the country on his
way to the International Exposition at
Austin. 1 know it is a long railroad
journey, and if His Majesty says the
word, I’ll swing round to Galveston and
have him there as quick as any train
would do the trip.”

The'aged Admiral placed his two hands
on the shoulders of the youthful captain
and looked him squarely in the eyes.

“We’re sailors both, Captain Turner.
I’'m of the Navy, you're of the Navy.
Tell me as a sailor to a sailor what—the—
devil—you—mean ?”

“1 hope there’s been no secret about
it,” began the Captain, wishing to break
the news gently to the Admiral, but Sir
James bawled—

“Qut with it.”

“ Admiral, | mean that at the command
of the President of the United States of
America, | am taking His Majesty, the
King of England, across the Atlantic on
his way to visit the International Expo-
sition now in progress at Austin, Texas.”

“Good God!”

into New York, of

New York! What do
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The aged Admiral’s hands fell to his
side, and for some moments he gazed
helplessly round the mighty battleship,
after which his eyes sought the rapidly
receding coast of England. Astern his
country lay, a dreamy shimmer of green;
ahead the broadening Channel spread,
leading to the Atlantic.

“You mean what you say?” demanded
the Admiral.

“ Sir James, my instructions are that |
am to convey His Majesty safely across
unless—"

“Unless! 1’'m blazed glad there is an
‘unless’ about it,” shouted the profane,
if gallant Admiral. “Unless what?”

“Unless His Majesty intimates a wish
to cross by some other ship. His Ma-
jesty may choose to cross a little later or
by some other ship. If His Majesty will
intimate such an intention, of course—"

“ Supposing His Majesty intimates no
such intention?”

“Then | will take it that His Majesty
chooses to honor this ship with his pres-
ence. We have made every preparation
for his comfort, and | assure you, Sir
James, that America will feel highly de-
lighted that the King of England chooses
to cross the Atlantic under the Stars and
Stripes. ”

Again the aged Admiral gazed patheti-
cally towards the north. St Albans
Head was drawing abreast.

“| must speak with the King, ” said Sir-
James, as, with the agility of a midship-
man, he darted for the companionway.
Captain Turner remained where he
stood. His face was grave, for he knew
what a King means to his people.

There is little ceremony about a battle-
ship, and, indeed, Sir James Samson was
a peculiarly privileged person in court
circles, yet never in all his long life had he
entered the royal presence with so few
preliminaries as he did this afternoon.
His Majesty had retired to a cabin es-
pecially set aside for him, a cabin which
adjoined that in which luncheon was to
be served. In this latter stood the Hon.
Lou Somerset gazing out of a porthole at
the waters spudding by. Glancing round
he was in time to see the aged Admiral
disappear into the royal cabin as a rabbit
bolts into a burrow. For the space of

perhaps two minutes there followed dead
silence, this on a sudden shattered by a
hearty burst of right royal laughter.
“Texas is all right,” almost shouted
the Honorable Lou, as with a most un-
ambassadorial bound he made for the
the deck where he grasped the hand of his
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friend the captain with the grip of a vice.
The two exchanged glances but no word.
Words were not required.

A few minutes later Admiral of the
Fleet, Sir James Samson, stood upon the
quarterdeck confronting Captain Turner.
The two sailors saluted.

“His Majesty commands me to say
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that he is delighted with the ship, Captain
Turner, and that His Majesty will have
pleasure in conveying his thanks to the
President of the United States for the
privilege afforded His Majesty of in-
specting the ship and also for the kind
offer to place her at his disposal for his
trip across the Atlantic. His Majesty,
however, is sorry that engagements al-
ready entered into forbid his crossing at
the moment, indeed, for some six weeks
yet, and he cannot think of detaining so
noble a ship for such a length of time.
His Majesty, therefore, will cross in his
royal yacht. ”

Captain Turner bowed.

“His Majesty’s pleasure is our Presi-
dent’s only desire.”

Admiral Sir James bowed.

“We will now put about,” said Cap-
tain Turner.

Admiral and captain both bowed.

The luncheon was most successful.
His Majesty’s spirits wye high and his
praise of everyone and everything aboard
unstinted, and when at Spithead the
anchor dug its broad fluke into the mud
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His Majesty quitted the good ship Okla-
homa with many manifestations of good-
will toward all aboard and the great re-
public from which they hailed. Next
morning the Times announced:

“ Before taking leave of the officers of
the American battleship Oklahoma yes-
terday, His Majesty the King was gra-
ciously pleased to intimate his intention
of visiting the World’s Fair at Austin,
Texas, before its close. The whole em-
pire will rejoice at the drawing tighter of
the bonds that already bind in friendship
the two great English-speaking nations—"

Admiral of the Fleet, Sir James Sam-
son, D. S. O., held the hand of Captain
Silas Turner.

‘“ Before | leave you, Captain, | would
like to ask you as a sailorman to sailorman
would you have carried us across if—?”

Captain Turner looked the aged Ad-
miral in the eye.

“l had sealed orders to open when
abreast of Portland Hill. We did not
get so far. | don’t know just to what
lengths the President was prepared to go
—for Texas.”

The Cape Conspiracy

BY OWEN OLIVER

When my father died, just as | was leav-
ing Oxford, the estate proved to be heavily
encumbered, and | found it necessary to
seek a profession. My relatives gave me
a deal of advice, but little real help; and |
found my lack of experience or special
training an absolute bar to anything but
poorly paid clerical employment. | had
almost resolved to accept a junior master-
ship in a school which would put up with
indifferent learning for the sake of
athletic proficiency, when Mr. Vaughan,
of whom | had heard my father speak
with great esteem, called to ask whether
he could be of any service to me.

He was a “confidential political
agent,” he informed me, and had served
the Government as such under many
names, and in many disguises. During
the six weeks that | was with him, he

played so many parts, and with such
skill, that he seemed to lose his identity
in them. Probably this is the reason
why | cannot describe him more exactly
than as a slight, fair man of about thirty-
five, with a small-featured, hairless face,
and unusually large, dark eyes.

It was clear that he had a great regard
for my father, who, he told me, had helped
him with great chivalry at a moment of
especial difficulty; and that he had been
in his confidence. So when he proposed
to employ me as his assistant | jumped at
the idea.

“1 am afraid | sha’n’t be much use at
first,” | warned him, “but | shall im-
prove with practice.” He smiled.

“You won’t have much time for prac-
tice. We sail for the Cape on Saturday
in the Dover Castle. | don’t need
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technical assistance; only courage, hon-
esty and obedience. |’'m satisfied. Now
as to terms. I’ll pay your expenses and
give you £20 a month for pocket money.
Otherwise it is a case of payment by re-
sults. If we succeed Il give you
£5,000.” | nearly jumped out of my
chair with astonishment. “You must
learn not to show surprise at anything.
It’s a good plan to grip something tightly
when you expect to be startled. ”

| gripped the arms of my chair osten-
tatiously.

“What is the result; and what are the
means?” | asked.

“We sha’n’t quarrel about means. As
to results—well, I’ll trust your father’s
son. The Government wishes to stifle
quietly what is known as ‘The Cape Con-
spiracy—a gang of the worst rascals in
South Africa, where rascals abound. It
is primarily an organization for financial
purposes, but it uses political means to
achieve its ends. It is believed that it
aided the Boers during the war, and tried
to obtain foreign intervention; and that it
is now fostering enmity to the British rule
in South Africa. Our object is to obtain
proof of this.  For reasons of state it is not
desirable to proceed openly against the
members, and | doubt if they will be pun-
ished even if we obtain the proof; but the
Government would then have sufficient
hold over them to quash the business.

“The incriminating papers are practi-
cally known to be in the possession of
Count Ossoski, a Pole—the worst scoun-
drel of the whole gang; the worst scoun-
drel of all the scoundrels | have ever
known. | have reason to know him.
He is now in England; but the association
wants the papers at Johannesburg, as they
include certain financial agreements be-
tween the members. If we were an en-
lightened country, like Russia, we should
simply seize Master Ossoski and take the
papers. As we aren’t—I am employed.
Is there anything else youd like to
know?”

“No,” | said, “only— I’'m not worth
what you offer.”

He laid his hand on my shoulder.

“There are two reasons why | make you
so large an offer. In the first place, |
wish to help you for your father’s sake.
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In the second place, | would give every
penny | possess—I am not a poor man—
to succeed in this undertaking. | am not
usually revengeful; but | have terrible
cause to hate Ossoski—cause such as you
could never guess. He is clever and un-
scrupulous, and | consider it necessary to
have an assistant upon whose courage and
loyalty | can absolutely rely. | expect
these qualities, as a matter of course, from
your father’s son. Now, | have told you
all I can. Will you come?”

“Of course | will come, ” | said. “ Give
me my instructions. ”

“Here is £100 to meet preliminary ex-
penses. Book to Cape Town by Satur-
day’s mail. | shall be aboard, but I shall
be disguised, and you won’t recognize me.
Just make friends and enjoy yourself.
When | need you, | will use one word—
Visionary. Don’t show surprise, but find
an opportunity of speaking to me alone.
Take a revolver. We may have to run
risks. Above everything, hold your
tongue. You can tell your friends that
you are going to try your luck in South
Africa—they won’t see anything sus-
picious in that. We’ll have a good time
together, because—” He changed sud-
denly from his crisp manner to almost
feminine gentleness, “we like one an-
other!”

“Yes,” | said emphatically. Then he
went.

I made my arrangements as he had
directed; and on the following Saturday
we started from Southampton, followed
by great flocks of screaming sea-gulls.

There were some two hundred passen-
gers in the first saloon of the Dover Castle,
and | suspected about fifty in turn of be-
ing Vaughan, but when we were a week
past Madeira | had utterly failed to de-
tect him. This did not prevent me from
enjoying the voyage. | played in all the
deck cricket and tournaments, danced all
the dances, fell in love with Lucy Hardy,
and took a violent dislike to Ossoski, a
thin-lipped, sandy-haired man, with an
evil smile, and a thin, grating voice, who
made friends with nobody.

On the evening of the thirteenth day
out, I was leaning on the rail, looking at
the sea, just after Lucy had gone below for
the night, when little Mrs. Filmer—one
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of the nicest of my many acquaintances—
stopped beside me.

“Your thoughts are worth more than a
penny, | suppose?” she asked in her
bright, pleasant way.

“If they come true,” | agreed.
thinking of Lucy, of course.

“1 sincerely hope they will,” she said.
“You see, | know them. You can’t hope
to disguise yourself aboard ship, unless
you’re a—visionary/”

| stifled an exclamation and stared at
her. It had occurred to me that Vaughan
might be disguised as a female—one of the
spectacled, blue-veiled ladies of advanced
views—but | could scarcely believe even
now that this pretty, lady-like, feminine
creature could be a man, although | could
detect a resemblance to Vaughan in her
features now that | looked for it.

We did not speak for a whole minute.
Then she—as | had to call him—Ilaughed.

“You are very properly discreet,” she
said. “We shall need discretion. If |
am not mistaken, Ossoski suspects me,”

“Does he know you? As yourself, |
mean?”

“He does not know me as Vaughan.
He suspects that | am Ralph Venning, a
cousin of his wife. | am rather like him.
I'll be candid with you. Two years ago,
before |1 had taken to this profession, |
entered Ossoski’s rooms to obtain a cer-
tain document for his wife’s friends. It
was one that they had a right to—a forged
certificate of her death. ”

“Is she dead?”

“It is generally believed so. However,
that’s immaterial. | was made up to look
as much like Venning as possible. He
was away abroad, and could prove an
alibi if he were suspected. | obtained the
document and others—sufficient to keep
the Countess’s property from her hus-
band—but Ossoski met me just outside
the house as | was going away. When
he missed the papers, he moved heaven
and earth to find Venning; but | had be-
come Vaughan. Now he suspects me,
and he has people at the Cape who would
profess to identify me with Venning—or
anybody else. My disguise would be
against me, and—well, there are other
things that I can't tell you. You’d better
keep out of it.”

| was

THE RED BOOK

“Not while | can be of service to you, ”
| said stoutly. “What shall I do?”

“He does not suspect you. Watch him
when he is watching me, and—here comes
somebody. Chaff me about the moon—
my eyes—anything. This saucy boy is
behaving dreadfully, Mrs. Green——Oh!
I’'m an old woman, you know. He’s just
keeping his hand in----- Good night.”

The next day | was talking to the Count
when “Mrs. Filmer” passed with a smile

and a nod. He scowled after her.
“Introduce me to her,” he asked
abruptly.

“l1— hardly know her well enough,”
I demurred.

He shrugged his shoulders.
reached us again he bowed.

“May | take a traveler’s privilege to
introduce myself?” he asked politely.

She tapped on the deck with her foot,
and smiled at him archly, as she con-
sented. | could not help admiring
Vaughan’s composure, as, after a few
commonplaces, they walked away to-
gether. It was evident that neither wish-
ed for my company, so | went to Lucy.
Half an hour later “ Mrs. Filmer” came
and chatted merrily to us. Incidentally,
she termed me a “visionary.” There
was a dance that night, and | promptly
asked her for the first waltz. It was
“ Myosotis,” and | shall always hear it
mingled with the terrified voice of a
woman; for so convincing was Vaughan’s
disguise, that | could only think of him
as such.

“He’s found me out, Frank, found me
out. Itisn’tjust failure. It’s—oh! It’
worse than | can tell you—worse than you
can dream. ’Ssh! He’s coming. Talk
nonsense.-----Fie, you naughty man! |I'm
sure it’s naturall——He says he’ll have
me apprehended at Cape Town. |’'m at
his mercy, unless----—- ’Ssh!  Someone will
hear. Quite the handsomest man aboard,
I think.-—- It’s nothing wrong on my
part, but if you knew all, dear boy,
you'd pity me.——- No, | cant tell you.
————— Thanks! | think I left my wrap in
the corner seat.-——- Don* think badly of
me. Read this, then tear it up.—-- Ours
is the next, is it, doctor? Would you
mind sitting it out? 1’ve something to
tell you.”

When she
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I was engaged for every other dance.
She was engaged in earnest conversation
with the doctor till she suddenly dis-
appeared. So | did not speak to her
again. The last dance was with Lucy;
and we sat on deck for some time after-
wards. When she retired, | thought it
wise to go to the smoking room as usual.
Ossoski invited me to drink, and | rallied
him on not getting a dance with Mrs.
Filmer; but he laughed softly. His
laugh was a warning against the
man.

“She is not clever enough for me,” he
said complacently.

TJhen | pleaded sleepiness and went be-
low. | had a cabin to myself, and | fas-
tened the door before | opened Vaughan’s
letter. It contained bank notes for £100,
and this message in pencil:

“Do not intervene without the word,
even if you think my life depends on it.
If anything happens to me, find out what
hotel Ossoski is staying at and stay there,
too. Find out when he travels to Jo’-
burg. When you have done so, walk
along Government Avenue at 10 A. M., 4
or 10 o’clock at night, wearing a flower
in your buttonhole. Destroy this
note.

“Under no circumstances take action
without the word. Everything depends
on your implicit obedience. ”

The next day “Mrs. Filmer” did not
appear. The following afternoon every-
one was horrified to hear that she had
died suddenly of heart failure.

“Fortunately,” the doctor told me,
“we reach Cape Town tomorrow, so we
can bury her ashore. She recovered for
a few moments before the end. Her last
instructions were to tell you that she
hoped to meet you again some day. Poor
woman!”

It flashed upon me in a moment that
Vaughan was not dead, but shamming,
and that when we reached Cape Town the
next day he hoped to escape.

The following morning | was awakened
by the hooting of fog horns. Nothing
was visible through the port holes but a
dense mist. When the steward brought
my tea, he said that we were to anchor in
the bay, and defer landing till the fog
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lifted. At luncheon time it was thicker
than ever, and the good old captain
made us a little speech.

“We have had many pleasant func-
tions,” he said, “on the voyage. The
last is a very sad one. It is impossible to
keep any longer the remains of the poor
lady who has left us, and I have been un-
able to arrange to land them. So they
will find their last home in the sea. The
law requires that the burial shall take
place not less than three miles from the
shore, | am therefore sending a boat.
When they have had time to row a suf-
ficient distance, | shall commence tolling
a bell, and shall continue doing this at
intervals to guide them back. The un-
dertaking is not without risk, and | ask
your prayers for their safe return. The
service will take place after they have
left the ship.”

All heads were bowed for a few mo-
ments.  Then the passengers slowly
rose and passed out. Most of the ladies
were wiping their eyes; and the men look-
ed pale and depressed. “Mrs. Filmer”
had been a general favorite on board.
Ossoski alone looked cheerful. He made
some jesting remark to me, but I brushed
him angrily aside, and went to my cabin
to think out the situation. From Vaug-
han’s note and his farewell message
through the doctor | had conjectured
that he was only shamming death, and
intended either to “come to” from his
pretended trance when the passengers
had landed, or after he had been carried
ashore. As it was, he would probably
think he was merely being taken to land
till he found himself in the sea. His
orders to me were positive enough—" Do
not intervene without the word, even if
you think my life depends upon it”—and
my confidence in him was so great that |
would have obeyed him in any event that
he could have conceivably foreseen; but
it was not possible that he could have for-
seen this. | wavered between confiding
in the captain and going in the boat to
try and give him some hint if he were alive
in the ghastly bundle. Finally I de-
cided upon the latter, and went in search
of the chief officer.

“When does the—it go?” |
huskily, when I found him.

asked
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He drew a deep breath and took my
arm.

“We knew how everyone would feel
about it, ” he said, “so we sent it off while
you were at lunch. Hark!”

The bell began tolling. | staggered
and nearly fell. Dead or alive, Vaughan
was in the sea!

| had a lingering hope that he might
have discovered what was happening, and
announced the fact that he was alive to
those in the boat; but when it came back,
it brought only a pale young officer and
wild-eyed sailors, who trembled as they
reached the deck. The bundle did not
sink readily, they said, and some of them
declared that they saw the canvas with
its load drifting behind them all the way
back, as if it were chasing them.

The captain pooh-poohed the idea,
and said it was only the fog that had
shaken their nerves. He gave orders for
a special grog ration, but the sailors still
went about shaking their heads. The
ladies were tearful, and the men silent.
I went below again and sat shuddering
and shivering on my berth. | dared not
look out of my port-hole for fear of a
shapeless bundle that | pictured bobbing
up and down on the waters through the fog.

The fog cleared up during the night,
and we landed early the next morning?
I found that Ossoski was going to the
“Mount Nelson” and followed him there,
determined to obey Vaughan’s instruc-
tions to the letter. It relieved my feelings
to do something that he had wished; and
I thought it just possible that he had
written to some confederate ashore, who
might know the sign agreed upon and
have some further orders for me. On
the Saturday after we landed, Ossoski
mentioned that he was going up country
on Monday night. | put a rose in my
buttonhole and walked down the avenue
at io in the morning and 4 in the after-
noon. In the evening | went to see
Lucy, who was staying with her brother
out at Sea Point, but excused myself at
half past nine. | got off the tram at the
end of the avenue, and walked up it
punctually to time. An old Boer gentle-
man with a long white beard stopped me
in the middle of the avenue.

“Visionary!” he muttered.
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“You are a friend of V—" | checked
the word, and he laughed in a voice that
made my heart thump. It was Vaughan!

“His best friend, and his worst!--—
Good boy!”

We seized one another’s hands and
pumped them for a full minute. When
I told him how I proposed to go in the
boat, and couldn’t, and how | felt about
it, he nearly wrung my hand off.

“The doctor and his man worked it,”
he explained. “They put some old rub-
bish in the bundle and hid me down be-
low—a beastly, damp, dark hole, that
smelt horribly of vile water. | feltas if |
might be dead. Ugh!-——-- They got me
off in the afternoon. It cost £1,000.
The doctor wouldn’t have done it for that
if | hadn’t pointed out that for my own
sake | could never reappear. ”

“What!” | cried. “You mean to dis-
appear altogether?”
“1 must. It won’t be the first time.”

He laughed bitterly. “Well, when does
he go?”

“Monday night. He has a reserved
compartment. |’ve taken a berth in the
next one.”

“Take the whole compartment. At
the station a worthy old Boer—Dr. Von
Ry— will appeal to you to allow him to
share it. You will reluctantly consent.
We will arrange our plans on the jour-
ney. Walk here tomorrow night with
another flower if it’s arranged all right.
It must be arranged if it costs another
£1,000. If you want money, come here
in the afternoon.--—- Good night, old
chap.”

| obtained the compartment, and sig-
nified the fact as directed, and we set out
from Cape Town on Monday night. Our
compartment and Ossoski’s were those
which are usual in the first class carriages
of the Cape Government Railway. The
seats formed two sleeping berths, and the
upper berths folded up against the sides
when not required. The windows had
wooden shutters to keep out the sun, and
each compartment had a long narrow
table with flaps between the seats. They
opened upon the corridor with sliding
doors, which could be bolted at night,
when the doors could, however, be opened
from outside by the guard’s key. The
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carriages had high roofs, with ventilating
passages at each side, above the carriage
proper. At the end of the carriage there
was a little platform in the open air, and
one could pass by a flexible platform with
netted side-rails from one carriage to an-
other. The reason of this description
will appear later.

As soon as we closed the door for the
night, Vaughan abandoned his assumed
character; but he did not speak of Ossoski
till the following morning, when he asked
me to take an opportunity of engaging
him in conversation on the platform.

| sat beside Ossoski at breakfast at
Matjesfontein, and tried to engage his
sympathy, by complaining of the stuffy
habits of the Boer whom | had allowed to
share my compartment. He informed me
curtly that a good natured fool was the
worst fool in the world, and made it clear
that he did not wish for further conver-
sation. In the afternoon, however, the
heat drove him out on the platform, and
he seemed glad to have some one to listen
to his abuse of the scenery.

“Hills and ant-hills; scrub and stones!”
he growled. “That’s the country you've
spent millions of pounds and thousands
of lives for!”

When | returned to my seat “ Dr. Von
Ry” appeared to be fast asleep, and he
only spoke in broken English till we
closed the door at half past ten.

Then he produced a bottle like a two
pound glass jam jar, with a cork fitted in
it, and a very long india rubber tube run-
ning through the cork; also two packets
of crystals, and a large flask of water.

“This bottle,” he said, emphasizing
his wo.ds with his forefinger, “ will shortly
contain a narcotic gas. When he has had
time to go to sleep, I shall inject the gas
into the wventilator. While you were
talking to him, | ascertained with your
stick that it runs along both compart-
ments. The air coming in from outside
will blow the gas into his.”

“1t will not kill him,” | asked quickly?

He shrugged his shoulders.

“It will not even stupefy him for long.
I shall use a little chloroform when I go
in. | have a guard’s key. When | have
found what | want, | shall bind and gag
him. The guard will find him at seven
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o’clock in the morning. | get off at De
Aar at midnight. | have friends there.
It is all arranged.”

“How about me?”

“1I'm afraid you’ll have to be bound
and gagged too. It isn’t nice, but I'm
afraid it’s the only way to avert sus-
picion. You will make out that you’ve
been drugged, of course. Say that you
half woke, and heard a noise as if wheels
were whizzing round, and felt as if you
had a weight on your head. When you
came to, you found yourself bound and
gagged. You had a headache, and a
coppery taste in your mouth, and felt sick.
No one will suspect you—or look for the
papers in your pocket!”

“What!” | cried. “lI am to keep
them?-—- All right. What am | to do
with them?”

“Take them to England, and deliver
them to the person | told you of.  Use the
word, and he will pay you ~10,000. 17l
write to you about my share. ”

“But why not take the papers your-
self?”

“For two reasons. First, | shall never
return to England. | am ‘dead’and in-
tend to remain so. Secondly, | shall
probably be caught and searched. ”

“ But if they catch you, and Ossoski ran
prove things against you? How will you
get away then?”

He laughed.

“He cannot prove anything against me
up here. His witnesses are at Cape
Town. Also, |1ve a card that he little
suspects, to play. No, | can't tell you.”
He looked me right in the eyes. “I am
running straight with you, dear bov.”

“1 never doubted that,” | told him.
“1’'m ready.”

After listening several times at Ossoski’s
door he pronounced him asleep. He
mixed the chemicals with water, and
bubbles of sweet smelling gas—something
like the laughing gas of the dentist—oozed
out before he fitted in the cork. Then he
stood on the table, and pushed the india-
rubber tube along the ventilating pass-
age. After a few minutes he got down
and went out, taking a little bag in his
hand. | heard Ossoski’s door slide open,
and close again. Then | heard a heavy
fall. The truth flashed on me in a mo-



594

ment. Vaughan had himself been over-
powered by the gas. | rushed into the
passage and tried to open Ossoski’s door.
Vaughan had fastened it behind him!

| stood gazing vacantly at the door for
a few seconds. If | burst it open, the
noise would wake everyone. If | did not,
everything depended on whether Ossoski
or Vaughan woke first—presumably it
would be Ossoski, as he was drugged
first, and more gradually. | took out my
penknife and tried to cut around the edge
of a panel, but the knife was too blunt,
or the wood too hard. Then | fetched
my walking stick, and pressed it steadily
against the panel near the keyhole.  After
some effort | broke through without much
noise. The gas rushed out and made me
feel faint, but | opened the opposite win-
dow in the corridor to let it out, and tore
away enough of the panel to get my hand
in, and unlatch the door. Then | dragged
Vaughan back to his berth and dabbled
his face with a wet towel. There was
water in the lavatory. In a minute or
two he opened his eyes. Before | had
finished telling him what | had done, he
staggered to his feet.

“What a fool-1 was!” he said. *“ Stop
here. Yes, yes, I’'m all right.”
He shut me in again. | heard him

stumbling around in Ossoski’s compart-
ment, and waited in an agony of sus-
pense for fear the conductor should come
round and notice the rent in the door.
To my relief, .Vaughan returned very
quickly. He had a small flat package of
papers which he handed to me.

“Now, | must tie you up,” he said.
“Don* be alarmed. | give you my word
it will be all right. Remember that you
have been drugged. We’re nearly at De
Aar now. If the guard comes round I’ll
stand with my back against the hole in the
door. That’s it. Now the gag.” He
smiled at me and stroked my hair gently.
“Good bye, dear boy, and good luck to
you and your Lucy.———- You’ll be very
happy together. Keep my half of the re-
ward for a wedding present,--—--- Good
bye!”

He went out, leaving me stretched help-
lessly on the seat. Presently | heard him
talking to the conductor. Then the train
slowed down and stopped. | heard the
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baggage being moved about, and the
jabbering of Kaffirs on the platform.
Trunks were taken off the train, and
others put on with a bang. Then the
train went on. | began to feel cramped,
and horrible doubts came into my mind
whether I might be undiscovered, and left
there to choke or starve. Then | heard
the conductor shouting in the corridor;
then a rush of footsteps, and a commotion
in Ossoski’s compartment. In a few
moments the conductor and some pas-
sengers burst in upon me.

“It’s that rascally Boer,” the con-
ductor cried. “I always had my sus-
picions about him. He’s murdered both
these poor gents, and robbed them. ”

They untied me, sat me up, and sluiced
my face with water. | pretended to come
to slowly, and sat back against the corner,
trying to look dazed. They stopped the
train and fetched a doctor from another
carriage. He brought Ossoski to, after
we had been backed into De Aar. He
described his symptoms as | had described
mine. The only difference, the doctor
said, was that he had been drugged more
heavily.

Ossoski explained volubly that he be-
lieved “ Dr. Von Ry” to be a man named
Venning who had come out in the Dover
Castle disguised as a woman, and was
supposed to have died on board, but had
probably only shammed death and es-
caped. Pie evidently had no suspicions
of me. The police, however, insisted
that I must stop at De Aar for the present,
to help to identify the Boer, if he was
caught.

An hour after breakfast they reported
that they had found his clothes and his big
bag in the field. Just after lunch they
brought in a slight, nervous, rather pretty
lady. | felt quite sure that she was
Vaughan. Ossoski shook his fist at her,
and swore that she was “Venning” alias
“Mrs. Filmer.” He sneered at me when
I denied any resemblance to the latter.

“He’s probably made away with the
papers,” Ossoski said, “but the fact that
he’s a man in disguise will be enough for
you. ”

“Quite enough,” said the head police-
man. “I’ve no doubt in my own mind
about it.”
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The conductor said that he had no
doubt, and so said most of the passengers;
but the lady, who called herself Mrs.
Leicester, insisted with tearful indigna-
tion that it was all a mistake. Finally
she demanded to be searched by some
ladies. Four matrons who were on the
train undertook the task, and she retired
with them to one of the station offices.
The police officer waited with great in-
portance outside the door, and Ossoski
walked up and down on the platform,
twitching his skinny hands with impa-
tience.

After about ten minutes the police.offi-
cer came forward, followed by *“ Mrs.
Leicester,” looking flushed and triumph-
ant, and by four indignant ladies.

“You'd best apologize,” he advised.
“There are no papers, and he—that is she
—isalady. There’ll be a row about this.
I had my doubts all along. ”

Ossoski showed his teeth and snarled
like a vicious dog.

“It’s a lie,” he shouted.
in league with her.”

The four ladies bridled up with one
accord.

“Perhaps you’ll inform this—this man
—who | am, ” said the one who had taken
the lead.

The police officer drew Ossoski a little
aside.

“ She’s the wife of Sir Ewan Jones,” he
declared in a hoarse whisper, “and two of
the others are the wives of high officials.
If you don’t apologize there’ll be trouble. ”

Ossoski stared at them with his lips
drawn back from his large yellow teeth.

“If this is a woman,” he snarled,
“Venning was a woman. It’s Venning.
I won’t apologize. They lie!”

The ladies started a shrill clamor, and
the police officer began to pull Ossoski
away rather roughly, but “Mrs. Lei-
cester” interceded.

“1 do not think he is responsible for his
actions,” she said sweetly. “What did
you say his name was?-—-—- Ossoski?-——--
Now I remember. He’s mad. His wife
had to leave him. Her maiden name was
Venning, and-—-"

Ossoski gave a sudden yell and sprang
at her; but the police officer and | caught
him.

“You're all
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“It is my wife!” he yelled. “My
wife,-——- Dont let her go.-—- She’s my
wife, | tell you!”

“l told you he was quite mad,” she
whispered. “Hadn’t | better humor
him?-—- Yes, I’'m your wife. Of course,
I’m your wife, dear?”

He tried again to spring at her, but the
police officer held him firmly.

“ Come along with me, ” he said. “1’ll
find you a nice compartment to yourself;
and someone to look after you!”

And in spite of his protests, he was
forced into the train and taken to Johan-
nesburg, leaving “ Mrs. Leicester” on the
platform waving her hand.

The great personage who took the
papers and gave me the reward supplied
what little remains of the story.

“ Ossoski,” he said, “had a charming
English wife whom he treated badly.
About three years ago she disappeared.
Some people said that he had killed her;
others that she had run away from his ill
usage. He said that she was dead; but
that the proofs of her death had been
stolen from his rooms by one Venning, her
cousin, who could not be found. Appar-
ently she was Venning, and Venning be-
came Vaughan, and | imagine that your
father, who knew her people, befriended
her.———- Anyhow we shall hear no more of
the Cape Conspiracy;and I doubt if you’ll
ever hear any more of her. ”,

There he was wrong, as even great per-
sonages sometimes are.. For a year later
Ossoski died, and the Countess re-
appeared at my wedding to Lucy. She
was an old friend of my father’s, she
explained, and my wife is as fond of her
as | am. Her portrait stands on my
desk now—a slight, beautiful woman,
with wonderful eyes; and underneath is
written in her hand—

“ A strong friend and a strong foe, and
ever your friend. Pautine Ossoski.”

Lucy smiles when she reads the inscrip-
tion.

“It shows how people deceive them-
selves about themselves,” she says.
“She couldnt hurt a fly—our dear
Pauline!”

But | have not told even Lucy the story
of the Cape Conspiracy!



An Also Ran

BY MARTHA McCULLOCH WILLIAMS

“The goodness of gold is tried by fire,
the goodness of women is tried by gold,
and the goodness of men by women.”

Whether or not this is a dark saying
invariably depends. One may read into
it at pleasure unwavering faith or cynic
doubt; one may also see it clothed upon
with stout and steadfast chivalry or
subtly sinister suggestion. But Dick
Bernays had never heard it—even if he
had, the chances are it would have gone
over his head; notwithstanding he was
to prove one meaning of it in most con-
vincing fashion, under stress of things
felt but never defined.

Dick had not always been a bad lot.
As late as five years back he had had the
right to hold up his head with the best of
his county. How he lost it need not be
here categorically set forth; as the son of
a dead man, the sole grandson of his
county’ benefactor, his wrong-doing was
hushed up, on condition of perpetual
exile. The man who banished him had
possibly a deeper reason than regard for
the community’s moral tone. Dick, in
the flush of early manhood, was singu-
larly handsome, still more singularly win-
ning. His judge, who was also his
accuser, had one fair daughter, with
whom the scapegrace had been in love
ever since she left off short frocks. Thus
far simply eye-love; Dick had been too
conscious of his own unworthiness to
speak out. All the same, Adam Grant
knew how the land lay, and was resolved
to take no chances, even the remotest,
touching his Elspeth’s future welfare.

Dick had played the ponies to his own
undoing. Outcast, with a bare hundred
dollars in his pocket, he inevitably gravi-
tated to the race track. He loved"horses,
and knew them by heart; the knowledge
indeed was, after a sort, in his blood.
But his passion was gambling; beside
the electric thrills of winning or losing,
everything else was of small account.
What wonder that in three days he had
not a cent, or that in the shuddering
weeks that followed he was almost suffi-

ciently punished for his transgressions?
He was so new, so raw, still so hampered
by his gentleman’s upbringing that he
found the gay life, so called, very far
from a primrose path. Notwithstanding,
he did not whine; along with his weak-
nesses, his vices, he had the scant virtue
of being game. So he held his place
among the sports by sheer courage, in the
face of insult, oppression, often of desper-
ate hunger, until a piece of pure luck set
him, in a way, on his feet.

That is to say, after an odd fashion, he
obliged Haughton — Haughton, whose
word could make or break almost any
man on the turf. He had, deservedly,
the name of being hard, yet could be
grateful—on occasion. Dick gave back
to him, with a look that forbade mention
of reward, a lost trinket, a gem-set
locket, which held a picture of Haugh-
ton’s only child, dead these fifteen years.
Haughton was on bad terms with his
wife—they had separated just after the
baby’s funeral. Thus it happened he
had no other picture; naturally he treas-
ured the locket, and found himself well
disposed towards the tall, dark-eyed, hol-
low-cheeked youngster who had returned
it, saying in his soft, slurring southern
voice: “Excuse me, Mist’ Haughton—
but here’s somethin’ you lost, down in
front of the Alanack stable. | noticed it
hangin’ on your watch chain yesterday
that’s how | know whom it belongs to.”

Haughton had answered in kind—as
one gentleman to another. Dick was
still so ingenuous, in three minutes Haugh-
ton had guessed his whole story. He felt
in honor bound to do something for the
fellow; for a minute he thought of mak-
ing a place for him among his stable em-
ployes, but decided that it would be
better to give him a sure tip, and where-
withal to play it. “Put that on Briar-
thorpe in the last race,” he had said,
crowding some yellow-backed bills into
Dick’s hand. Then, as Dick got red and
white and tried to stammer something of
protest, he had added: “What’s a thou-
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“Excuse me, but here is somethin’ you lost down in front of the stable.”
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sand dollars between honest men? Give
it back when it suits you—but not until
then.”

Fancy Dick’s frame of mind when
Briarthorpe, the good thing, at twenty to
one, went through with bells on. He re-
paid Haughton first thing after cashing
in, then spent five minutes in deciding
whether he would turn bookmaker, or
stable-owner, or remain as he was, a free
lance of fortune. The stable won out—
next day he bought a good colt, and next
week, his luck continuing, a fairish filly,
and a couple of platers. This story’s be-
ginning found him still a stable owner,
albeit he had had dizzying ups and
downs. But he had never quite gone
under—possibly because Haughton had
stood his friend, in a careless, half-distant
fashion. Dick had never tried to make
either merchandise or capital of the
friendship. Haughton was what the
newspapers call a magnate. He was no
less powerful in the street than on the
turf.  Moreover, he was understood,
darkly to be sure, to have power with the
constituted authorities—rather more than
they had over themselves. Living thus,
as it were, under the limelight, he had to
be cautious; otherwise things done most
privily would have been published from
the housetops.  Notwithstanding his
estate of semi-detachedness, he had so
far kept himself impeccable—at least on
the surface. There was, of course, the
inevitable establishment, somewhere in
the background; but whatever he did
that way was kept so well under the
rose that the astutest gossip, the most
prying social detective, had not found it
out.

“The squarest owner that ever paid
entrance money”—that was his reputa-
tion among turfmen of all degrees. His
stable, the Glentyre, one of the big-
gest and best equipped, was supple-
mented by a blue-grass breeding farm
from which came vyearly a crop of
youngsters royally bred. The pick of
them went into training; the others were
either sold at nominal prices or given
outright to the two or three small stable
owners Haughton specially favored. He
would not sell a hoof to any of his rival
millionaires, nor forgive one of his bene-
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ficiaries who let himself be tempted into
doing it. “Remember there’s always
room in the Glentyre for whatever shows
class,” he said to them. Moreover, he
never haggled as to price, nor balked at
raising another rich man’s figures. Thus
it happened sometimes that his leavings
turned out better than his havings. It
was worth any poor turfman’s while to
tend, pamper and wait upon a colt until it
found itself, secure that if the self proved
worth finding, the animal would bring
him a small fortune.

Haughton virtually owned two metro-
politan tracks, but at Green Park he was
something of an outsider.  Still his horses
ran there regularly, the club house and
paddock received him with open arms,
and the betting ring thrilled to welcome
him. To be strictly accurate, it thrilled in
welcome to his money—he laid no wagers
himself, although he had no regular
commissioner. The lack was a piece of
his squeamishness; he said if the public
knew his play, it might be tempted to
back it, and that he did not care to have
upon his conscience.  The Glentyre
stable was an inheritance; his father had
been a famous racing man. In the fifty
odd years of its existence no breath of
scandal, no hint of crookedness had ever
attached to it. Dark horses, dark secrets
were alike unknown in its history. The
few Glentyre entries that had won at
long odds had come home practically un-
backed, astonishing their owners as much
as anybody.

Dick’s luck had about frayed itself
out. He had had hard lines pretty well
all year. Though he had still a string
of horses a dozen strong, they had not
won him their feed bills, so far, much
less stable expenses. Then, too, his
three months’ devotion to Trixy of the
chorus had put a bad crimp in his bank
roll. She was so soft, so pretty, so
youthfully avaricious, so avid of delight,
spelled for her by glitter and finery, he
could deny her few things on which she
set her heart. He had no illusions about
her; when he came to the end of his
tetlier—if come he must—she would
hardly trouble herself to smile him
“good-bye” as she went with a luckier
man. Until that happened she was a
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distraction worth while—one he had no
mind to forego, so long as his money
lasted.

He was not seriously disquieted over
his prospects; luck might change any
day. Green Park’s summer melting
began in two days more; if he could win
the Fairweather, or even be “in the
money,” he should be on velvet for at
least six months. Unless he did win, he
could pretty well see his finish; tips on
sure things even would not avail to save
him. He had not money to play them
at a saving rate; Haughton might pos-
sibly help him that way, but he was not
the sort to ask such help. He had just
got his string fairly stabled at the Park,
and sent his Fairweather candidate out
for exercise, when he saw Haughton, driv-
ing through the gates, sitting very straight,
his mouth hard, his brows scowling.

Dick almost whistled. Something very
much out of the common had brought
the rich turfman. What could it be?
He had the most unwavering faith in his
trainer, old Ben Joyce—it could not be
he had come to make sure his three
Fairweather candidates were properly on
edge. One of them, Flaxen, in virtue of
past performances, was already the even
money favorite. He had indeed proved
himself, far and away, the best of the
year, smothering or spread-eagling his
fields according to class every time he
had started. Spite of the penalties thus
piled up, the betting folk who had won
on him all the way could see nothing
else in the Fairweather. They would go
to him; indeed, they had already gone,
many of them—hook, line, and sinker.
Dick smiled a bit grimly as he thought of
it; his candidate was Glentyre bred, a
blood brother to the favorite. Haughton
had known that in giving the colt away
he was parting with a race horse, but
the yearling’s coat had displeased him;
its ground color was red-sorrel, like bur-
nished copper in sun or shade, but it
was clownishly blotched and splotched
with white.  His racing colors should not
be carried by a calico horse, even though
they might possibly be carried to victory.
The favorite was red-sorrel all over, with
mane and tail the color of fine flax—
whence his name.
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A trace of sentiment had made Dick
christen the gift colt Outcast. “We two
outcasts ought to bring each other great
luck,” he said, pulling the big fellow’s
ear. Outcast indeed was so lusty big he
was almost ungainly, and stood an inch
higher at the whirlbone than the ftail,
albeit his forepiece was none so light.
There was no beauty in the conforma-
tion, but Dick chuckled to see it. Had
not the great Eclipse, who “won the race,
with the rest nowhere,” been of that same
build? Outcast would not fully come to
himself under four years old; still, with
a field of twenty-five, there was no
knowing what might not happen. The
colt had been out but twice, and then so
much on the big side he had not showed
any approach to his true form. Let him
run the least bit impressively in the Fair-
weather, and Haughton would be after
him—his spots to the contrary notwith-
standing.

The Fairweather was the richest, the
most classic of two year-old stake events.
The greater part of the king-pins among
the entries had been worked, or exer-
cised, a little after daylight, and were
now snug in stall. Still the track was
full of horses, walking, cantering, gallop-
ing, some hooded and in blankets, others
stripped. Outcast was of the blanketed
division. Dick, watching him narrowly,
saw that he ran under wraps and fought
for his head. That astonished him
somewhat; theretofore the colt had been
as good-natured and tractable in his
work as a big, lumbering puppy. Dick
wished he had got to the course earlier;
he wanted especially to. see Tranter in
action—Tranter, the western crack who
was a sort of hoodoo to the bookmakers.
Since New Year he had run upon pretty
well every track between Chicago and
New Orleans, and whether more money
had been won or lost over him nobody
could say. One thing was certain—he
had lost by a whiskir time after time,
when by all rights he should have won.
He had likewise come home on the bit,
with so much against him in the way of
weight and track, the ring had been
tempted into laying ridiculous odds. So
the knights of the stool grumbled and
swore, when they found out that Tranter’s
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owner meant to have a shy at the Fair-
weather. “That fellow Gore had better
stay at home,” they said, “than butt into
a fixture already sufficiently puzzling.”

As QOutcast rounded the turn a buzz
ran along the line of rail birds at watch.
Dick turned his head a little and saw a
colt as big as Outcast, running so low, so
swiftly, he was like a stealing black
shadow. Dick’s eye was keen and quick,
yet it did no more than note the strange
colt’s mighty reach, the white star in his
forehead, the black midget, crouched
over his withers, clinging motionless to
the reins, before he was around the turn,
streaming through the outreach to be
swallowed up there in the moving mass.
When he came again he had gained a
hundred yards on Outcast, and though
he was lathery from counter to tail, ran,
hard held, stronger, faster than before.

“Can we beat him?—Tranter, you
know?” Haughton asked, very low, in a
hard strained voice. He was at Dick’
elbow, staring down the track, scowling
more than ever. “If you will drive back
to town with me, Bernays,” he went on,
“l may be able to put you in the way of
something—something rather well worth
while.”

Dick went, of course. He got back to
the Park at a late hour, and in a very
bad humor.  Openly he swore and
scowled at everything; secretly he
scourged himself, as a coward and thief—
or worse. It was odd, but he had
standards, in spite of all that had hap-
pened. It hurt to go away from them—
even for a great price, and the obliging
of a friend. He did not want to dis-
oblige Haughton, any more than he could
afford to do it, but he would cheerfully
have foregone his prospective profit to
have had back his old belief in the man.
He had held Haughton high, and care-
less, hard with the incrustings of pros-
perity, but square withal—wholly above
trickery. What had tempted him to be
otherwise? Not the stake, certainly;
what sense was there in spending a hun-
dred thousand to win fifty—to say noth-
ing of risking a good name? The
prestige of winning was likewise out of
the question; the Glentyre stable had
already half a dozen Fairweathers to its
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credit. Nor could it be rivalry; although
there were other owners Haughton held
it a duty to hate and outwit. They had
sure starters, but not one that had a
chance against Flaxen—against the least
of the Glentyre entries.  Yet it was more
than impossible it could be the books—
still there was nothing else, unless------

Speculation stopped short there. Even
menially Dick would not say, “unless it
is a woman.” Whether or not Haughton
was what he seemed morally, in no way
concerned Dick Bernays. It did con-
cern him vitally that Dick Bernays should
not needlessly smirch womenkind in his
thought. He had kept, you see, the
curious soft-hearted chivalry bred in him
by the women of his mother’s sort, and
the girls of Elspeth’s pattern. He
thought of them now hazily, as once he
had thought of the shining white angels,
wondering no little what he should do if
Fate or Chance should set him face to
face with one of them.

He was to find out upon Fairweather
day. The course filled early. Before
the first race was called there was hardly
room to move in the stand or on the big
lawn before it. The club-house mass
was not quite so dense. Dick, at the
rail in front of it, saw Haughton on the
piazza laughing and talking with some
people, but with still that scowl at the
edge of his brow. To escape the sight,
he went back to the stables. There he
let himself into Outcast’s stall, sent the
watchful groom out a minute, then
hugged the colt tight, and whispered in
his alert ear: “Old boy, | wish | was a
better man or a worse one—then this
thing wouldn’t hurt so like hell.” But
when Hank Hart, the trainer, came in to
prepare the colt for his preliminary, he
found Dick swearing at the beast for a
lazy lubber, good for nothing in the
world but to destroy hay and oats, and
burn up entrance money. “Now you
quit.  We got things enough agin us,
without you a-rilin” up the caliker hoss,”
the gruff fellow said, taking Dick by the
shoulders. “You g’wan up to the stand—
thar’s another bunch o’ caliker, and a
wuss one, a-waitin” fer you thar. |
seen her meself little while back.
G'wan, | tell ye—and stay thar. A
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cross owner is the shorest bait fer bad
luck.”

Dick went, chewing a straw, but not
to the stand. He knew Trixy was there,
but somehow did not care to see her. So
he hung over the rail watching the warm-
ing-up gallops, comparing, calculating
chances with the utmost nicety, in the
forepart of his head, while back of it all
ran a blurred yet burning consciousness
that he was seeing the course for the last
time. He would be ruled off, of course
—nothing could save him. He thought
of the bluff, gruff trainer with a sigh.
Poor old Hank! It might be the ruin of
him; if it was, Haughton must—he
stopped with a start, fearing he had
spoken aloud. But the men beside him
had evidently heard nothing.  They
were deep in track gossip—involuntarily
Dick began to listen. For the gossip
was all of Tranter and his owner—how
Gore had bet thousands—thousands he
did not possess—upon his horse’s chance
—how it was said, at the very last min-
ute he would bet still more. Then others
chimed in with muttered stories of the
foolish fellow—he was trying to make
himself to save breaking—it had been a
hard pull for him to fetch his stock east,
to say nothing of keeping up entrances
and forfeits. But he put up a front—on
that all agreed—did Gore, owner of
Tranter and the Flitaway stable. He
had run off with a rich man’s daughter,
in hope of mending his fortunes. It
hadnt worked—not a bit; contrariwise,
he had got a hard bargain. Mrs. Gore
wanted to spend money with both hands.
Quarrels! Well—what else? Mrs. Gore
would dress like a queen—even of the
Tenderloin.  The black stable hands
said so—and they got it straight from
Mrs. Gore’s maid, the head rubber’s
sweetheart.

Dick listened, gripping the rail hard,
but saying hardly a word. As he saw
Outcast go back to stall, he strolled on
to the paddock. It was only a little
while before the saddling bell would
ring—he hated to go there, but Haughton
had said imperatively: “All must be as
usual as we can make it.” So he went
slouching in, his eyes on the ground, and
almost ran into a group under the
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shadiest of the trees before he saw it.
As he drew back murmuring apology, a
woman’s voice, soft, clear, sweetly slur-
ring, the voice of the South, cried:
“Dick! Dick Bernays! Itisyou? To
think of your runnin’ over me this way!
Why, do you know?” to her companions,
“Dick was my first sweetheart. Ain’t
you ashamed of yourself, sir—runnin’ off
as you did and leavin’ me? | might
have died of a broken heart—if Cell
had not providentially come along.”

This with both hands outstretched,
laughing, dimpling, sparkling-eyed. Dick
fell back aghast. It was Elspeth, yet
not herself. The girl of his love had
been like a lily—the woman who looked
out of her eyes, spoke with her voice, was
a rich and radiant rose. In a flash there
came back to him the Grant family his-
tory; Adam Grant had been austere in-
deed, but his father had wasted a fortune
in riotous good living. Elspeth, no
doubt, threw back to the rioter; she had,
besides, to make up to herself for the
strait years of church-going and mortifi-
cation of the flesh. Else why was she
now so flittery fine, with rings on all her
fingers, jewels sparkling on her breast?
He took her outstretched hands, stam-
mering and flushing so she laughed out-
right, saying after she had presented him
to the man beside her: “Mr. Watson—I
wouldn’t have believed it without seein’
it—but Dick is ashamed to meet his old
friends here in New York—he knows we
are such country tackies. But he needn’t
be. Indeed, | don’t believe he will—
when he knows. He don’t dream who |
am—Mrs. Gore, joint owner of the Flit
away stable—nor that we Gores have got
a friend at court—one mighty well worth
havin’. We met him at Churchill
Downs—he stopped over two days for
the spring meetin’. | wasn’t sure he’d
even remember us—yet here he is treatin’
us like kin-folks—you’d think we were his
dearest, doublest cousins----- ”

“What’s his name?” Dick interrupted,
smiling down at her, keeping fast hold of
her hands. He knew he ought not to do
it—instead he ought to go straight away.
Something held him, in spite of himself—
something more compelling than even
Elspeth’s charm.
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Dimpling more than ever, her eyes
fairly dancing, she said demurely: “Don’t
faint—an affidavit goes w th it, if neces-
sary—but we’ve really, truly, been hob-
nobbin’ with—the great Mr. Haughton.”

“Haughton!”

That was all Dick said—he could say
nothing more—he was so blinded by a
great light, so weighed down by a greater
darkness. He had found the key to the
riddle. Elspeth, Elspeth’s honor, happi-
ness, and future, were the real stake in
the Fairweather—which Haughton meant
to win at any cost. She had bewitched
him, no doubt, past all reason and pru-
dence. No doubt also he knew her hus-
band’s desperate case, and was bound to
make it worse than hopeless. It must
be also he had seen deep into the girl’s
heart—she was so young, so open, so
clear-eyed, there was nothing to baffle
him. Plainly she craved beauty, luxury,
all the good gifts of great riches. In a
month Haughton would be showering
them upon her—unless------

Dick got no farther—the saddling bell
came to his rescue. With a murmured
apology to Elspeth he slid back to the
paddock gate, whence, a little later, he
advanced leading Outcast. The other
candidates came crowding in, all save the
Glentyre entries, which would be saddled
in their own stable. Tygert, Outcast’s
rider, brave in the Bernays white with
cherry spots, walked behind the colt, his
eyes going restlessly from side to side.
Outcast’s rubber came, too—a laughing
black boy, with big eyes and shiny white
teeth.  Other young things had even
bigger retinues, yet it was not stable folk
that crowded the paddock till there was
not free elbow room. All sorts and con-
ditions of men, women rouged and richly
gowned, flower-faced girls, horsey ones,
simply pretty ones who like to seem “in
the know,” huddled around each pros-
pective starter, jostling, pushing, craning
necks to see, button-holing all who might
by chance know a stable secret, or strain-
ing ears to catch some fragment of the
orders to the jockeys.

Outcast stood ready for the call to
post, statue-still, his nose in the hollow
of Dick’s arm. Tygert, a little way off,
kept his eyes on the ground, while Hank
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Hart said things that apparently went
over his head. Tygert knew what he
was to do—and what was likely to come
of it. Therefore he grinned sardonically
when Trixy burst through the ring and
rushed at Outcast, crying shrilly as she
tried to hug him: “Oh, you big darling!
I know you’re going to bring me home a
pearl necklace and a diamond star!
Isn’t he, honey?” with a languishing
glance at Dick. Dick scowled, but
answered briefly: “No. Get your whole
bundle down on somethin’ else, Trix.
Them pirates in the ring will likely not
give you as good as evens on this lubber
to show—and that’s the most | hope
for——"

“You know my money’s down—else
you wouldn’t be saying that,” Trixy re-
torted, speaking very loud. They were
not far off the club-house piazza, where
there were eyes she had a mind to draw
to herself. Dick turned from her wearily,
saying almost shortly: “That’sall right—
anything’s all right so long as you didn’t
back Tranter. Now you trot along
—they’ll call us to post in a
minute.”

Luck was with the starter that day.
He got the unwieldy field away like a file
of cavalry at the third line-up. Dick
held Outcast’s bridle until the last
second, but nobody wondered—not any
more than they wondered when he drew
Tygert’s ear down to his lips, and whis-
pered something—something that made
the boy hold up his head like one sud-
denly reprieved. Tranter had drawn the
outside, Flaxen the rail, but that meant
nothing —the Fairweather seven fur-
longs was run straightaway. Outcast
stood third from Tranter—so far Fate
had favored Dick in the thing set him to
do. He had been white and stern-faced
as he came to the post; he was stern-
faced still, but after the whisper at
Tygert, his cheeks got their usual whole-
some color.

As the young things broke to a roar-
ing, “They’re off!” Elspeth clutched
Haughton’s arm, saying breathlessly:
“0O-oh! It’s delicious—being just a little
more than a minute from—a fortune.
Don’t laugh at me—a Fairweather means
nothing to you. Fifty thousand dollars!
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But me! | can hardly believe there is so
much money anywhere.”

Haughton did not answer—his eyes
were glued to a glass. Elspeth lifted
hers, so she also might see that far-away,
plunging, many-colored line, break, dis-
solve, change, like the figures in a kaleido-
scope. It had bays, grays, chestnuts,
washy light sorrels in multiple, but only
one black—Trant r. It was easy to
single him out, even if his colors had not
been the most glaring orange. For a
furlong he ran at the head of the ruck,
but Elspeth was not dismayed—she knew
his jockey had orders to ride a waiting
race. They had been given over her
protest. “He can go to the front and
stay there—why not let him?” she had
asked with just the touch of angry scorn
to make Gore more than ever set upon
having his own way. He had chuckled,
thinking how, after the race, he would
say with his big air: “Oh, we just played
with you New York fellows a bit—
enough to make you feel good—knowin’
it was out Tairweather all the way.”
Gore was not an engaging person at close
quarters—Elspeth was finding out the
fact more and more each day. She had
married him under glamour—he was so
unlike anything she had known.  Still
she was not wholly out of love with him
—she could not be, when she recalled
that he had taken her away from the
primness, the grimness, the narrow, dull,
aristocratic conservatism of life in her
native town.

As the race swept down upon the half
mile pole she felt Haughton tremble.
Flaxen led everything by two open
lengths, as he had done from the first
jump, but in the wink of an eyelash
Tranter shot forward and lapped him
half-way. Outcast ran right at Tranter’s
heels; in another wink he was between
the black colt and the gleaming red fel-
low, the three running hardly heads
apart. Elspeth got white and breathless.
“Now, Tranter! Now! Run! For
me!” she panted, her voice full of tears.
Haughton caught his breath as he heard
it—he could not look at her—at anything
but the course. His heart stood still a
beat, then hammered fiercely. What
was Tygert thinking of? Had Bernays
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dared to play him false? Death white,
grim, with furrowed brow, he looked,
looked, hoping to see Outcast foul and
cripple the flying black. That was what
he had plotted—what Dick had sworn
should come to pass. If it did not come
to pass—again his heart stood still a
beat, but less for the fearful risk taken in
vain than for what the vanity might
imply.

He had planned thus, plotted thus,
because he coveted another man’s wife.
Elspeth had truly bewitched him—who
had thought himself proof against any-
thing in woman-shape these years and
years. He had appraised her lawful lord
rightly, and gauged easily the gulf ready
to open between them. Gore had bet so
recklessly, if he lost the Fairweather he
would be down and out for good. Then
it would be easy for a sympathizing
friend to come to Elspeth’s help—there
might even be divorces—but Haughton’s
infatuation had been too deep, too power-
ful, for long and patient calculation.
The thing in hand had been to ruin
Gore—and he had not shrunk from
undertaking it. Elspeth! Elspeth!
The consciousness of her, her nearness,
her dearness, surged and beat through
him, while with dry, staring eyes he
watched the battle on the course.

Gore stood to win a fortune over his
colt. God! how the black demon ran!
—qgoing down, down, down, coming up,
up, up, stretching, gathering, stretching
again, with the supple quickness of a
greyhound. Still the race was not won,
nor lost; Flaxen’s rider, Lamson. had
gone to the whip; under punishment for
the first time in his victorious career, the
red sorrel showed himself game as any
pebble. He came again like a good fel-
low; his head was in front, his neck, his
whole fore-piece; but do what he might,
that black bulldog would not be out-
gamed. Tygert was right at the black’s
quarter—why did he hang there?—if he
would but bear out, all might be well
without an open foul.

Presently the three ran even, rather
like one beast of many legs than a trio.
Side by side, neck and neck, stride for
stride, they fought through the stretch,
with eyeballs bursting, hearts laboring,
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answering gallantly the swishing catgut,
the cruel proddings of cold steel. No-
body watching them had eyes, or
thought, for the ruck until a lean, lank
chestnut came from the front of it, in
three bounds locked the leaders, ran over
them, nipped them on the post, and got
the verdict by a head, while the crowd
set up a droning, groaning cheer. It
died to explosive silence—if silence can
be explosive. The lean chestnut, Near-
wind by name, had indubitably won, but
the sharpest eye, in the judges’ stand
or out of it, could not separate the
three place horses by even an eye-
lash.

“How did they settle it? Don’t | get
my money?” Trixy wailed to Dick when
he went to her an hour later. Dick was
no longer scowling, although he looked
thoughtful.

“It’s ‘good-bye,” Trix,” he said, but
not uncheerfully. “I’m goin’to cut all
this. The settlement? Oh! that was
fair enough—the books are payin’ place
and show bets on Flaxen and Tranter—
Haughton bought Outcast at a decent
price, so | don’t mind their makin’ him
an also ran.”
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“But | do!”
than ever.

Dick turned from her to face the club-
house with a faint smile and a far-away
look in his eyes. Elspeth was on the
veranda—Elspeth whom he had saved.
She was so happy she was almost tearful,
although she chattered brightly with the
Watsons, as she hung upon Gore’s arm.
Dick had talked with Haughton on the
lawn below her. He had not, of course,
named her—that would have been inex-
cusable.  Neither had he threatened—
that would have been more inexcusable
still.  But he knew he had made Haugh-
ton understand, although he had said no
more than: “Right here we both quit—
playin’ games. Understand, Mr. Haugh-
ton, | ain’t judgin’ you nor any wav set-
tin” myself up for a moral pattern, but
this ain’t the first time I've been an
also ran by the count rather’n the course,
I come from down South—same as—
somebody else—and no Southern girl is
cornin’ to harm if | can help it.”

Haughton had answered only with a
silent, scowling sneer, but he, too, had
looked up at Elspeth in a way to show
Dick hiswordshad not been spoken invain.

Trixy’s wail was louder



The Peacemakers

BY PORTER EMERSON BROWNE

Vivian and | sat on a most uncomfort-
able rustic bench near the first tee. Vivian
was gazing at the red coated figures that
dotted the green links before us and | was
gazing at Vivian. The beauties of Na-
ture are all well enough; but Nature
doesn’t have a dimple in her cheek, nor
thick, glorious hair, just wilful enough to
be fascinating, nor dark eyes that fill one
with a desire to get down upon one’s
knees and make oneself generally ridicu-
lous.

“Kathryn Kent and Bob Raymond
have quarreled again,” said Vivian, at
length. “I saw Kathryn yesterday and
she told me so—said that she would never
speak to him again. ”

“Eight girls have told me that,” | vol-
unteered. “Never isn’t such a long
while, though, as the dictionary would
have us think.”

“Eight?” queried Vivian.

“It may be nine,” | replied. “It’s so
difficult to keep count of such things, you
know. ”

Vivian
eyebrows.

“Or it may have been only one,” |
went on.  “l remember once, when you
and 1—"

“1 forget such things,”
Vivian, calmly.

“1 don’t,” I said simply. And | don't.

She sat for a moment deep in thought,
her eyes upon the green sward before her.
I don’t need to tell you where my eyes
were.

“Someone should impress upon Bob
what a fine girl Kathryn is and upon
Kathryn what a nice boy Bob is,” she
said, “so that they will realize what sillies
they are making of themselves. ”

“Yes,” | agreed, “someone should.
But | should prefer that it were someone
else. ”

Vivian looked at me with disapproval.
“When | was built,” | said apologeti-
cally, “the model upon which saints and
martyrs are made, was being used by
someone else, | 'm afraid. ”

raised delightful questioning

interrupted

“So am I,” said Vivian, calmly.

There was a pause.

“And now Bob is going with Gladys
Vandeveer,” Vivian continued, “and —”

“Shows remarkably good taste,” |
interjected, taking a fearful chance.

But Vivian is almost always just, and so
she said, “Yes, she is attractive, but she
is not so well suited to Bob as Kathryn
is. And Kathryn is a good deal with
that Corny Davenport, who drinks and
plays poker.”

“He plays very well,” I said, humbly.
I ought to know. It was knowledge that
had been expensive to acquire.

“Well?” queried Vivian.

“Well what?” | asked.

“Will you help me?” she asked. “You
did before, you know. ”

“Yes, | know,” 1 replied.
the trouble. ”

Vivian turned toward me and her eyes
rested for a moment in mine.

“Court,” she said, softly, “do you
know, sometimes | like you very much.”

I was just beginning to get unduly
elated when she turned away, and fin-
ished, “And sometimes | don’t,” and |
sank back against a couple of rustic knob;
that made dents in me; and | was glad of
it.

Then Vivian leaned toward me. “You
say,” she remarked, “that you want—"
she hesitated.

“You,” | finished for her.

“Yes,” she said, and then she signed.
“It’s awful!”

“What’s awful?” | asked.

“Why, to think, if you won't do a little
thing like this for me before, what you’d
be after.”

And what could | do?

“Well, what’s the plan of the cam-
paign?” | asked.

“Why,” said Vivian, “you must see
Bob and praise Kathryn to him; while |
will laud Bob to the skies when | am with
Kathryn. ”

“That wasn’t the plan you had be-
fore, ” | objected. “Then you were going

“That’s
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to make two people want one another be-
cause they ought not to. ”

“ And was that plan a success?”

“Not unqualifiedly,” 1 admitted.

“All the more reason, then, why we
should use different means now,” stated
Vivian, logically.

I must confess that | didn’t like the
idea. It is bad business, this mixing up
in other people’s affairs and | have a suf-
ficiency of troubles of my own, as you
doubtless can see. But | have yet to see
the man who wouldn’t play horse when
Vivian wanted to drive.

| met Raymond that evening. He was
seated alone on the veranda, and the
occasion looked auspicious. So | settled
down beside him and lighted a cigar-
ette.

“| was at the Country Club this after-
noon,” | said.

“Um, ” said Raymond, making a pass
with his stick at an unduly familiar June
bug.

“Saw Kathryn out there,” | ventured
further.

“Um,” said Raymond again.

“ Charming girl,” | persisted.

“Um,” said Raymond yet again. He
did not seem over responsive to my treat-
ment.

“Very charming girl,” | amplified,
idiotically. “Very, very charming girl.”
This was neither particularly bright nor
original, but it was the best that | could
do extemporaneously and with such an
unappreciative audience.

| saw that | must be more emphatic.
“She’d make a very fine wife for some
man—for some lucky man, ” | said, soul-
fully and impressively.

But he only said “Um?” again, and
lighted another cigarette.

“She’d make a very, very fine wife in-
deed,” | repeated, “for some man like—
ch—like me, or you.” This seemed to
me to be a very subtle touch. So I re-
peated, “for me, or you.”

“Why don’t you marry her then and
stop singing about it?” queried Ray-

mond. Raymond is very obtuse some-
times.

I thought a moment. “A little jeal-
ousy,” | said to myself, “may do the
trick. I’ll pretend that I’'m in love with
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That will show him that
So |

her myself.
he’s got no walkover, anyway.”
turned to Raymond.

“Well,” I said, “1 might, at that. ” |
fell into the part very easily now. “I1’ve
been thinking for some time of settling
down, and, with a wife like Kathryn,
pretty, talented, attractive and good, it
seems to me that a fellow might be
mighty happy. ”

“Um,” said Raymond again.

“l have probably sown the seed of
jealousy,” | thought. And so, with a
“good night, old man,” I left him with
another cigarette.

When | arose next morning it was some-
what late, and, on coming down stairs,
they told me that all, with the exception
of Kathryn and myself, had gone to the
links. So Kathryn and | got aboard
Berton’s red touring car and rode out
together.  When we arrived at the club,
the keeper told us that the rest were on the
links, so we took our clubs and started a
round together.

Down by the seventh hole a brook cuts
the edge of the green, and there a thick
clump of bushes and several trees form a
very bad hazard. The hole lies just on
the other side, hidden by an underbrush
and you have to play a mashie, all at
guesswork, you know, while standing on
the steep bank.

Kathryn got a bad lie, right in among
the bushes, where the bank was steepest.
I handed her her club and stood near her
while she played the stroke, for | feared
that she might slip. And she did. |
caught her about the waist as her feet
slid from under her, and then 1 slipped,
too, and we both sat down very suddenly
mend not too comfortably on the ground.

When one sits down like that, it discon-
certs one, and, for a moment, we remained
as we were, seated side by side on the
grass with my arm about Kathryn’s
waist, for | had secured a good hold as we
slipped. And just then | heard a laugh,
and, looking up, saw Vivian Van Zandt
and Bob Raymond and Tom and Beatrice
Berton and Evelyn and Arthur Kingsley-
Gordon and Gladys Vandeveer and Corny
Davenport all looking down at us through
the shrubbery, and all laughing; all, that
is, with the exception of Vivian and
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Davenport.  She looked cross and he was
scowling ferociously.

| scrambled to my feet and helped
Kathryn to hers.

“Charming picture,” said Tom Ber-
ton, grinning.

“Looks like one of Gibson’s—‘The
Last Day of Summer’ ” chuckled Ray-
mond.

I glowered at them. | never cared
much for those two fellows anyway, and
now | would have rejoiced to punch their
heads.
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“Oh, Kathryn, dear,” cried Evelyn
Kingsley-Gordon, “why didnt you tell
us? When is it to be? You must let us
know in plenty of time for | shall surely
send to Paris for a gown. ”

Kathryn was meanwhile blushing as
red as Berton’s auto and was absolutely
speechless with confusion. | was mad
clear through. It was evident that these
people had not seen us slip, but had ar-
rived only in time to see us sitting side by
side on the bank, behind the bushes.
And they were so enamored of their own

“Vivian and | sat on a most uncomfortable rustic bench.*’
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wit that they wouldn’t give me a chance
to explain!

| tried again. “If you folks will quit
making such blessed idiots of yourselves
and listen,” | began, but Berton inter-
rupted me:

“Don’t apologize, old man.
right. We won't tell. ”

“Tell what?” | shouted.

“The truth,” answered Berton, still
chuckling idiotically.

“But there isn’t anything to tell,” |
yelled.

“Well, judging by appearances, there
soon will be,” rejoined Raymond. “We
can wait. ”

“There’s nothing to tell, and will be
nothing to tell except that you are a pack
of lunatics, ” | cried in exasperation.

“He said to me last night that he
thought that Kathryn would make a
very, very fine wife!” roared Raymond.

“1 said that only because—” | began
hotly; and then | chanced to look at
Kathryn. She was trying bravely to
look cool and self-possessed, but her lips
were quivering and the tears were not far
away. So | shut my mouth abruptly,
and, turning to her, said, “ Come, Kath-
ryn,” and together we went back to the
club-house.

After we had entered the car, the tears
came in a veritable cloudburst. She
cried all the way home, and | felt like an
awful brute and apologized for slipping,
and for being near her when she slipped,
and having allowed the hill to be on the
links, and for all manner of things that I
had done, and hadn’t done and never
could have done. And, after the first
spasm of weeping was over, she grew con-
fidential and told me that she never cared
a bit for Raymond, and that he never cared
a bit for her; but that she loved Corny
Davenport, and was so afraid that he
didn’t care for her at all. Corny isn’'t a
bad fellow at all, you know, even if he
does play poker; and the Lord knows
that there were few of us who were en-
titled to cast any first stones on that
account!

Kathryn wanted to go back to the city
immediately. Said she couldn’t bear to
stay at the house party after what had
happened. But I exerted a whole lot of

It’s all

THE RED BOOK

persuasive powers that | didn’t know |
had, and finally, after | had taken the
somewhat doubtful contract of seeing that
everything was all right, and had made a
great many comprehensive and seemingly
impossible promises, she agreed to remain
until the next day. But she wouldn’t
come down to dinner, and | must see her
the first thing in the morning and tell her
how things were, and, if they weren’t all
right, she would go back to the city with-
out seeing anyone. Notwithstanding the
somewhat unflattering inference to be
drawn from the “anyone,” | accepted
these terms.

When the rest, had returned from the
club, I had cooled down, and, without
heeding the jollying that they continued
to heap upon my thick head, | called
Davenport to one side and told him that|
wanted to speak to him. From the fact
that he had worn the expression of a Bar-
bary pirate while the rest had laughed, |
had deduced a theory. And the unsoci-
able, not to say stuffy, way in which he
met my request for an interview, led me to
believe that there was a way, and a most
satisfactory way, too, out of the mess.

At first Davenport looked as though he
were going to refuse to have anything to
do with me; but then he apparently
thought better of it and we went out on
the veranda together. | offered him a
cigarette. He refused it;so | took it my-
self. | asked him to sit down. Again he
refused. So | sat down myself, satisfied
that my premises were correct.

“Davenport,” | said, “l want to ask
you a question. ”

“Well,” he said.

| blew a ring of smoke at a firefly that
was apparently hunting for something in
the vines, and jumped right to the point.

“ Do you love Kathryn Kent?”

“You'’ve got your nerve with you,”
growled Davenport. “What business is
that of yours?”

“A whole lot,” | returned. “This
afternoon, Kathryn Kent and | were so
unfortunate as to slip down near the
seventh hole. And a whole lot of chicken-
headed fools who happened to be hanging
around where they weren’t wanted, im-
mediately misconstrued the whole affair,
and then had to be so bright and spark-
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ling that they wouldn’t listen to explana-
tions. ”

“But you told Raymond that Kathryn
would make a very fine wife,” Daven-
port objected, unconvinced.

So she will,” | agreed.

He looked at me suspiciously.

“For you,” | added.

He jumped.

“1s a word to the wise sufficient?” |
asked.

It was, for, before | had fairly got the
words out of my mouth, | heard him go-
ing up the stairs three at a jump. And
then there was a knocking on Kathryn’s
door and | heard him softly calling her
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name; and he put a “dear” on the end.
And when you hear a “dear” you can be
sure that there is a ceremony near; either
that it is about to come or has just gone
by. And in this case it hadnt yet come.

Having this off my mind, | suddenly
remembered that Vivian, as well as
Davenport, had seemed disturbed at that
which had caused the. others so much in-
fantile enjoyment. Happy thought;
What’s sauce for the gander should be
sauce for the goose (though far be it from
me to call Vivian a goose), and if jealousy
had been the cause of Davenport’s
megrims, what could have caused Viv-
ian’s, unless—?
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| found her in the billiard room, alone.
There was a fire on the hearth, for the
evening was cool, and she had drawn a
tiny chair up before it and sat there, her
chin resting in the palm of one little
hand while an unmistakable frown traced
delicate lines upon her white forehead.

When | saw the frown, | was highly
elated. In fact, so great was my enjoy-
ment that | think | chuckled. | must
have, for she looked slowly toward-where
| stood.

“Oh, it’s you, is it?” she said, and
turned again to her contemplation of the
glowing coals.

“Yes,” | replied. “It’s1.”
“1 thought so,” said Vivian.
I said nothing. Her remark seemed

to demand no answer.

“You have much more talent than |
gave you credit for,” said Vivian at
length, without taking her gaze from the
fire. “You threw yourself into the part
with much more fervor than | should have
expected. You should go on the stage.”

“1 did once,” | replied. “Hut I had
to get off when it got to Washington
Square. ”

“As a joke, if it is so intended,” said
Vivian, “that’s very bad. ”

“l know it,” | replied, resignedly.
“But you cant expect to do all things
well. ”

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“l think that we'd best go into the
drawing room, where the others are,” |
said with apparent irrelevance. “ Daven-
port has something to say that won't keep
until morning. ”

“If it wont keep until morning,” re-
marked Vivian, judicially, “it must be
very bad. | think 1"l stay here.”

“It will interest you,” | ventured.

“Well, what is it?” asked Vivian.

“He is going to announce his engage-
ment to Kathryn Kent,” | stated im-
pressively. Vivian sat upright.

“What?” she cried in such evident sur-
prise that I rejoiced.

| repeated my announcement.

Vivian’s chin again sank into its white
cradle and again she gazed into the fire.
“ And is that what you have been preen-
ing yourself about?” she queried. “I
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think that you have made a very bad
botch of the whole affair. | was afraid
that 1 couldn’t trust you with a really
delicate matter. ”

It took me at least three minutes to
remember where | was and what had
happened. There is no danger of my
becoming conceited as long as | know
Vivian. There was only one thing left
for me to say.

“But you frowned,” | cried exultantly.

“What do you mean?” she asked calm-
ly.
“Why,” | explained, somewhat con-
fusedly, “when the others laughed, you
looked very cross. ”

“ And that means—?”

I thought a moment and then jumped
again. “That you care for me,” | cried,
boldly.

But | found that when you jump, you
don’t always light in the same place, for
Vivian merely smiled and asked, “So
you think that I ought to be pleased when
I see my friends, and acquaintances, (and
she emphasized it, too), making a vulgar
display of themselves in a public place?”

She was still gazing into the fire.

“Look at me, Vivian," | commanded.
But she wouldnt. So I sat down on the
hearthrug, between her and the flames.
And then she did.

“But you frowned, ” | persisted.

She looked at me steadily and | gazed
into those dark eyes of hers. And, just
as | was going to grovel about on the rug
and make a spectacle of myself generally
(and it wouldn’t have done any good, for
I have tried it twice), Vivian’s eyes fell
and she said:

“| think that we would better join the
others, Court.”

“But you frowned,” | persisted, as she
rose and walked toward the door.

She hesitated on the threshold.
if 1 did?” she queried.

“There is but one thing that could
make me happier, ” | said.

“Then | did—"” she said, softly.

“Vivian!” | cried.

And then a roguish gleam chased the
softness from her eyes and she cried,
“For the sun was very bright you
know. ”  And with a laugh, was gone.

“And



How Miggsby Got Even

BY KENNETT F. HARRIS

Mr. Miggsby, in his sumptuous moroc-
co slippers and magnificent velvet smok-
ing jacket, standing outside his palatial
apartment in the marble and onyx vesti-
bule of the Midas and shaking his gold
nose-glasses at the janitor, said in a per-
emptory tone, “1 spoke to you about it,
yesterday. |’m not in the habit of speak-
ing twice about matters of this sort. If
that door catch is not fixed inside of half
an hour, there’s going to be trouble. ”

“l can’t help that,” said the janitor,
flushing a little at the tone, “I’m afraid
I won’t be able to fix it for you in half an
hour. I’ve all | can attend to just now.
If you like to wait until I have a little time
1’ll see what | can do for you, but | don’t
promise to fix it to-day—or to-morrow, for
that matter.”

“You don’t, eh?”

“No, sir,” said the janitor sturdily.

“We’ll see,” said Mr. Miggsby. “I
say you’ll fix it or you’ll hunt another job.
That’s all 1ve got to say to you.”

“1f you’ll excuse me,” said the janitor,
“1 don’t think you have as much as that
to say about it.”

“1’ll show you, my man,” said Mr.
Miggsby, whose face had grown as pur-

ple as his smoking jacket. “I’ll just
show you. ”

The janitor turned on his heel. He
felt that his temper was giving out. The

next moment Mr. Miggsby’s door closed
with a violent slam.

“1 wonder if he will get me bounced,”
ruminated the janitor of the Midas.
“He’s mean and cranky enough to do it,
doggone his old hide. He seems to think
that because he’s got money he owns the
town. I’'m not going to take everything
from him, though. 1 suppose he’ll see
Mr. Watkins now. Maybe 1°d better see
him first. ”

He went below to his basement quar-
ters, washed and changed his clothes and
half an hour later was explaining the
situation to Mr. Watkins, the downtown
agent of the Midas.

“1*ve tried to be accommodating and
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civil, sir,” he said, “1 don’t think any of
the other three tenants will tell you any
different, but Mr. Miggsby is—”

“1 know,” said the agent, understand-
ing”, “if renting wasn’t so hard in the
Midas 17d tell him to get out if he didn’t
like it, but it isn’t everybody can afford to
rent one of those apartments. It doesn’t
pay, as it is, and Mr. Brownlow has been
trying to sell the property for the last
year. He has too much capital invested
in it for the size of the building, and the
number of the tenants. 1 told him that
from the start. 1 guess you’ll have to put
aside some of your other work and fix his
lock for him—and smooth him down,
Dave. You won’t lose anything by it.”

“Well,” grumbled the janitor, “it’s as
you say, sir. If my orders is to fix the
lock, I’ll fix it.  1°ve respect for my bread
an’butter, if | havent any for Mr. Miggs-
by. As smoothing him down, though, it’s
beyond me unless | took a blacksmith’s
rasp to the job. You know that your-
self, sir.”

“Well, just go easy,” counseled the
agent. “Let him sputter and keep your
own temper. We all have to do that at
times. You’re a married man, aren’t
you, Dave?”

“Yes, sir,” replied the janitor, smiling
ruefully, “but that’s different somehow.”

As the janitor passed out of the office
he touched his cap and stepped to one
side to make way for an elderly gentle-
man with neat white side whiskers, who
brushed aside the office boy and made his
way with an assured step to the agent’s
room.

“Hello, Watkins,” he said, briskly,
throwing his gloves on the desk and sink-
ing into a chair with the relieved sigh of
the corpulently inclined. “How is every-
thing?”

“Dead,” replied the agent. “Nothing
doing. How’s everything with you, Mr.
Brownlow? ”

“1I’'m in a bad way,” said the visitor.
“Wildly improbable as it may appear, |1 'm
inneed of money. Ive got to have
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money. | cant do without money. And
so | have come to you. ”

“1’'m glad to see you,” said the agent,
“but | don’t see any logical sequence in
that last remark. | could use a little
money myself. ”

“Why havent you sold that confounded
Midas property for me? What have you
been doing?”

“1°d have sold it for you long ago if it
hadn’t been for one thing. ”

“What’s that?”

“Nobody wants to buy. It’s too good
—too much gorgeousness—too much
elegant expensiveness about it. ”

“Don’t | know that?” cried the
owner. “Didn’t | pay for it? Has it
brought me in two per cent on the in-
vestment, hang it! You go on serenely
collecting the rents and deducting your
sinful commission and that’s all you
care.”

“Well, it might pay in New York, but
I guess we’re not educated up to it here in
Chicago,” said the agent. “Our tastes
are too simple and democratic. If you
sell you’ll have to sell at a sacrifice. A
hundred thousand is cheap, but | can’t
make anybody cough up that amount. |
can’t take my moneyed clients gently but
firmly by the throat and choke it out of
them. 1 don’t think I could coax an offer
with a sandbag.”

“Then you’re a business failure,” said
Mr. Brownlow severely. “Anybody can
sell a property that buyers are clamoring
for. Ingenuity, Watkins, diplomacy, re-
source—that’s what | expected you to use.
I want you to sell that property for me.
If you can get a hundred thousand out of
it, there’s a ten thousand dollar commis-
sion in it for you. That ought to stimu-
late your sluggish brain. ”

The telephone bell at the agent’s desk
rang. He took up the receiver. “Hello!”
he said. “Yes, this is Mr. Watkins.---—-
Yes.——- Oh, yes, how do you do?--—--
Complaint? I'm sorry to hear that.—
What was that?--——- No, | don’t hear you.
————— Oh! —He had an instrument?--—--—
Oh, insolent? | didnt catch it. | think
perhaps | might. |I’m busy now, but in
the course of half an hour or so, if you
will be in then.——-- Don’t mention it.  1”ll
be around then. Good-bye. ”
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He hung up the receiver with a pre-
occupied air.

“Now—" began Mr. Brownlow.

“Wait a moment,” said the agent,
frowning and tapping his teeth with a
pencil in a thoughtful manner.

“I1f | did sell it,” he continued at last,
“there ought to be fifteen per cent in it.
You see, 1'd lose my rent commissions.”

“Not necessarily.”

“1f the man | have in view should buy
it, 1 think I would. Say fifteen per cent
and I’ll risk it.”

“You’re a wolf,” said the owner, “but
it’sa go.”

“You’ll have to conduct the sale, how-
ever,” said the agent. “ My part will be
to send you a buyer who will make you an
offer. You can use your own judgment
about accepting it, only | stipulate for
fifteen per cent on the hundred thousand.
we’ll call it a fee of fifteen thousand.
You can sell it for twenty thousand then
ifyou like, but I'd advise you to stick out ”

“If | agree to this it’s got to be done
inside of a week, ” said Mr. Brownlow.

“I’ll. make a memorandum to that
effect,” said the agent. “Further,” he
added, “the building remains entirely in
my charge up to the consummation of the
sale. Mind you, | don’t know that | can
manage this business, but there’s a chance
of it. I’ll write the buyer’s name on a
slip and enclose it in an envelope. We’ll
put that envelope and our agreement in
escrow. If you sell to the party I name
| get my fee, if not, we won't either of us
be any the worse off.”

“ Suits me,” said Mr. Brownlow. And
so it was arranged.

As soon as Mr. Brownlow had taken
his departure, Mr. Watkins donned his
coat and hat and left the office, saying that
he would return within the statutory five
minutes. He made his way to a tali
building a few blocks distant and was
whisked up in an elevator to the tenth
floor. There he entered a suite of offices
whose splendor of tesselated floor, ori-
ental rug, plate glass and mahogany re-
called the Midas irresistibly to his mind.
Having presented his credentials, he was
admitted first to an ante-room and a
scrutinizing secretary, and then to the
august presence of Mr. Miggsby himself.



616

Mr. Miggsby in white waistcoat, black
frock and spats, enthroned behind his
massive mahogany desk, his gold-rimmed
eyeglasses perched astride his fleshy nose
and his omnipotent check book beneath
his elbow. This Miggsby it was the fool-
hardy janitor had braved!

“Good morning, sir,” said Mr. Wat-
kins, acknowledging with a bow of ex-
quisite politeness the gracious wave of the
Miggsbian paw toward a chair. “I
couldn’t hear very well over the tele-
phone, but | gathered that you have a
complaint to make, ” he continued.

“You are right,” said the great man,
with a portentous frown, “I1 have a com-
plaint to make. That ruffianly janitor of
yours has been insolent and refuses to at-
tend to his business. | want him dis-
charged. ”

“1 am surprised to hear this,” said the
agent, in a grieved tone. “Will you tell
me the circumstances, Mr. Miggsby?”

“One of the confounded locks in the
infernal closets sprung so that | couldnt
shut it without banging the door. 1 told
this fellow of yours about it and he said
he’d attend to it. A day went by, sir,—
twenty-four hours—and he hadn’t done a
thing about it. | caught him in the vesti-
bule and told him that I wanted him to
fix it right away, and he, by gad! coolly
tells me he hasn’t time and 1°d have to
wait. Why,, confound him, l—er—
he-1”

Mr. Miggsby, overcome with the recol-
lection of the janitor’s temerity, gasped
for expression.

“Well?” queried Mr. Watkins, mildly.

“Well!” exclaimed Mr. Miggsby ex-
plosively. “Well, is it? What do you
mean by well, sir?”

“It isn’t necessary for you to raise your
voice, Mr. Miggsby,” said the agent,
gently, but with a glitter in his gray eye.
“1 can hear you perfectly in your most
ordinary tone. By ‘well’ I meant to ask
you if that was all of your complaint, be-
cause if it is, |1 confess that | can see no
ground for the janitor’s discharge. You
see, he has his duties to perform, and fix-
ing your locks is not one of them. You
should have written to me and | would
have sent a locksmith to attend to it. If
the man, who is a steady, industrious and
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civil man, intimated that he would do
what you asked at some future time, it
was from a wish to be obliging, and not
because it was any part of his business to
do it.”

Mr. Miggsby glared in rage and aston-
ishment, the red in his face deepening to
the appoplectic purple.

“1f you spoke to him in the manner you
have addressed me on one or two occa-
sions, | should find excuse for him if he
had kicked you,” Mr. Watkins con-
cluded, rising. “l am sorry that you
have made me take time to come over
here to listen to anything so foolish and
frivolous as this. ”

“ Get out of here, ” roared the outraged
Mr. Miggsby, “ 1’1l attend to your case as
well as your janitor’s. He pressed the
button of his buzzer so that it sounded
with the prolonged viciousness of a circu-
lar saw ripping into an oak plank, but
Mr. Watkins was gone before its summons
was answered.

The agent’s first proceeding on reach-
ing his own office was to call up the Midas.
“Is that you, Dave?” he called. “ Say,
you needn’tgo to any trouble on account
of that lock of Miggsby’s. Don’t do any-
thing to it. Do you understand?----- No,
don't touch it on any account. 1’'m be-
hind you. Be in his way when he comes
home if you can, and if he says anything
to you, give him to understand politely
that he may go to the devil—politely,
mind. | don’t want to give him a good
excuse to break his lease. That’s good
for two years longer.-——- Hey?------ No.
I’ll tell you what. Ask him if he would
like to have you ask me to send a lock-
smith—politely, mind.----Yes, that’s
it.———- Good-bye. ”

Mr. Watkins left the telephone with a
satisfied smile and then dictated a letter
to his stenographer. It was addressed to
Mr. Miggsby, and informed that gentle-
man that he, the agent, had made further
inquiry into the matter of the lock and was
convinced that the janitor was entirely
justified in his course. Further, that a
locksmith would call at Mr. Miggsby’s
apartment as early as possible to make
what repairs were necessary. More-
over, that the janitor might receive re-
quests from the tenants, but orders to that
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functionary would be transmitted “from
this office only. ”

“Rubbing it in,” said Mr. Watkins,
gleefully, with an appropriate movement
of his own palms.

The janitor happened to be in the vesti-
bule of the Midas when Mr. Miggsby
alighted from his auto that same evening.
He followed the agent’s instructions, and
his manner was perfectly respectful, but
it was Mr. Miggsby who gave him to
understand (and not politely) that he
might go where complaints of insufficient
heat were unknown.

The next morning shortly after the
agent had opened his mail, his telephone
bell rang and Mr. Brownlow’s voice came
querulously over the wire: *“See here,
Watkins, 1°ve just received a letter from
Miggsby, bristling with forcible adjec-
tives. He says that you and the janitor
are in a conspiracy to insult him and he
wants to have the janitor fired and you
becomingly jacked up. What the thun-
der is the trouble? It’s bad enough to
have the thing on my hands without being
bully-ragged by tenants. What do | feed
you oats for?”

“It’s all right,” said Mr. Watkins.
“Don’t you worry about it. You write
him that you have every confidence in
me—"

“But |
Brownlow.

“Well, play you have, then,” said the
agent. “Tell him that the conduct of the
building is in my hands and that you must
regretfully decline to interfere. You can
do that, can’t you?”

“| suppose so,” said the owner of
the Midas—"but—"

“It’s all right, | tell you,” said the
agent. “You do what | say and see what
happens then. Good bye.” He hung
up the receiver and chuckled.

What happened was that in due course
the agent received a communication from
Mr. Miggshy.

Sir:—1 beg to inform you that | have
just completed the purchase of the Midas

Building and the leasehold of the ground
that it occupies, at the intersection of

haven’t,” interjected Mr.
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11th Street and Delaunay Avenue. It is
my intention to place the property in the
charge of a competent and trustworthy per-
son—one whose business relations with the
tenants will be conducted with common
decency. To that end you will be good
enough to surrender all books, accounts,
vouchers and moneys pertaining to said
property and to prepare for a rigid account-
ing at your earliest convenience.

Jabez Miggsby.

The janitor of the Midas was startled
by a bark at his elbow. Turning, he met
the angry glare of Mr. Miggsby, tempered
with a sneering smile of triumph.

“You can pack your goods and get out
of this building, my man,” said Mr.
Miggsby abruptly. “1’ll give you until
to-morrow noon to get out. |'ve bought
this property and I’'m going to have a
decent janitor in here. Out by to-mor-
row. Do you understand?”

The janitor stood gaping, as Mr. Miggs-
by turned his back on him and strutted
majestically to his apartment. Then he
sat limply on the stairs. “They’ve
thrown me down,” he said bitterly.
“Thrown me down!”

The creaking of the street door roused
him from his stupor presently and he
started up at the sight of the beaming face
of Mr. Watkins. Before he could utter
a word of the reproaches that rose to his
lips, the agent smote him heartily on the
shoulder.

“Dave,” he said. “| congratulate you.
You are now chief engineer and garbage
supervisor of the Superba. Ten a month
advance over your present salary and two
assistants to boss. Dave, you’ve got to
get out of here. It’s a sad thing for all of
us, but we must submit to the inevitable,
and here’s a little contribution to the
moving expenses, Dave. ”

He pressed into the wondering janitor’s
hand a nice new bill marked $100 in each
of the eight corners thereof.

And in the seclusion of his apartment
Mr. Miggsby was gloating—revelling in
his triumph and his revenge. He rubbed
his hands joyfully.

“l guess | got even with ’'em, darn
'em!” he said.



The Prophetic War Correspondent

BY GEORGE BRONSON-HOWARD

It is hardly possible to lose in a game
when a blind goddess stands at the back
of one’s chair and hands one the high
cards—that is to say, it is hardly possible
if one has the slightest modicum of
brains. The one to whom | refer is
John Charles Hoddinott and the blind
goddess is and always has borne the name
of Luck. John Charles Hoddinott had
the requisite modicum of brains—hardly
more.

Luck had been handing Hoddinott the
high cards ever since the days when he
came up to New York from a little coun-
try village, and got on the staff of the
Clarion. No one on the Clarion staff
thought much of Hoddinott, because there
was nothing in the man’s make-up to in-
spire thoughts of the likeable kind. But
he was humble at that period. He be-
came the Clarion’s war correspondent in
the Philippines solely because he was the
captain of a militia regiment ordered to
service out there. The Clarion was oper-
ated on an economical basis, and saw no
reason for paying the expenses of a high-
salaried man to do their war correspond-
ence when Hoddinott’s expenses were be-
ing paid by Uncle Sam, and his services
could be had at a very reasonable figure.

By securing for him an appointment on
the general’s staff, Luck again played into
Hoddinott’s hands. Having the requisite
modicum, he sent satisfactory dispatches
because he was in a position to get the
news without much trouble. His services
were satisfactory, and when the troubles
were over in the Islands, the Clarion es-
tablished Hoddinott in Manila as its
regular correspondent incident to his in-
forming them that he already held an
Insular appointment and would send
their dispatches for a moderate salary.

Hoddinott remained in Manila until
the Russo-Japanese fracas was precipi-
tated. The Clarion had not sent out a
man and feared to miss the early part of
the war. Hoddinott being but ten days’
journey from the scene of action, was in
receipt of a wire which ordered him to the
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front in rush terms. Hoddinott secured
leave from the Insular Government,
packed his volunteer uniforms in his
trunk, got out his revolvers, bought quan-
tities of copy paper, and took the steamer
for Hong-Kong.

In due time he came to Shanghai, and
there he ran into Charles Ellerton Min-
ories, novelist. Minories is a very cele-
brated person, as you who read may
know. Do you not recall his “Divided
Destinies?” A weekly paper was paying
Minories a salary which nearly equalled
that of the President of the United States
to do the war.

Hoddinott met Minories, offered him
cigarettes, had them refused, and was
snubbed. But that affected Hoddinott
not at all. He had his own opinions of
himself, and nothing could change them.
He tagged after Minories and explained
what brotherhood between those of the
Fourth Estate should be and would be as
far as he was concerned.

Minories took a boat to Chefoo in order
to escape Hoddinott, but Hoddinott dis-
covered that he was going and took the
same boat. At Chefoo, they put up at the
Sea-View Hotel, and here Minories, tired
of Hoddinott, proceeded to vitriolize him.
Hoddinott’s resentment was aroused. He
replied to Minories in no uncertain terms.
They quarreled and finally fought. Hod-
dinott being a much stronger man than
Minories, knocked the novelist down and
quitted the room.

Hoddinott left Chefoo for Ching-wang-
tao the next morning. From the latter
place, he took the train to Ying-kow,
crossed the frozen river Lia-ho and came
into our midst.

There were twelve of us in Newchwang
at that time, and the dove of peace hovered
over the mess which we had established in
an old Chinese inn which was rehabili-
tated and fitted for our living purposes.
We had a decent cook, four Chinese boys,
and a stable. We were of one mind in
that each of us purposed to secure attach-
ment to the Russian forces. To this end
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we lived very peacefully in Newchwang
and tried to curry favor with General
Kondratorovitch and the civil adminis-
trator, Grosse, who knew more about the
war and told less than anyone in Man-
churia.

Most of us had campaigned before and
knew that the race is not always to the
swift. The Russians had the right to
deny the privilege of attachment if they
chose. Their plea was that those who
were prejudiced against them should not
be allowed to report their doings. We
saw the justice of this argument. There-
fore we were careful to wire nothing
inimical to the Russian cause even though
we knew that many things were happen-
ing in Newchwang
which would make
good “copy” for the
newspapers that had
sent us to the land of
the Manchu.

Now this we con-
sidered particularly
artful on our part, for
an uncensored wire
was at Yingkow, just
across the river; and
we might send what
we pleased without
interference from the
Russian censor. But
we also knew that
the slink-eyed Chinese
clerks furnished to the
Russians copies of
every message sent by
us, and we did not
wish to commit to
the care of these
Celestials any senti-
ments that bespoke a
desire for Russia’s
downfall.

So there we sat in
Newchwang, quiet,
restful, trained out of
impatience. We were
on a basis of friend-
ship with the Russian
officers. Often they
bought champagne for
us at the club. Once
after taking consid-

DRAWN BY DAN SAYRE *GROESBECK

“John Charles Hoddinott.
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erable of this same champagne, one of
the Russian officers kissed Jimmy Archer.
The fact that Jimmy was kissed proved
that the Russian officer looked on Jimmy
as a brother. The fact that Jimmy did
not knock the officer sprawling proved
that Jimmy was a very sagacious corres-
pondent and was willing to stand much
in order to compass his ends.

The time was drawing nigh when our
patience was to be rewarded. General
Kuropatkin had come to Newchwang and
we had met him. Troops marched in
and out and heavy guns were dragged
down from Mukden. The ice in the
river was breaking up and a Jap attack
was believed imminent. Our permits, so
we were told, were on
their way from St
Petersburg. Our
papers were franti-
cally wiring for news,
and we were placidly
advising patience. It
gave Uus some satis-
faction to advise
patience to our man-
aging editors. It was
our only way of get-
ting even for the num-
ber of times the Rus-
sians had commended
to us the virtue of
that same thing.

Then, into our
midst like a bomb-
ready - to - explode,
came Hoddinott; and
from the time of his
coming vanished peace
and quietness and en-
tered chaos and dis-
order. We did not
know Hoddinott in
the first place or we
would have thought
many times before we
admitted him as a
member of our mess.

John Charles Hod-
dinott did not wait to
become known to us
before taking many
liberties. From lib-
erties, he passed on to
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insults. Lord! how that man went out
of his wav to insult us. Because he had
been a volunteer officer, he imagined that
he knew more of war than any of us, and
he hesitated not at all in telling us so. He
ridiculed our patience; said he’d soon
show the Russians what was what. Then
trouble began.

The second day Hoddinott was in
town, the American consul lost a little of
his judicial calm and in a moment of con-

“We must get rid of that little beast Hoddinott.”

fidence informed Douglas Lorry that if
Hoddinott ever came into the American
consulate again, he (the consul) would
risk his official position and kick Hoddi-
nott out. It seems that Hoddinott had
been reading him a few lessons on the
manner in which Consul Hiller should
represent his country in a foreign land.
That was Hoddinott. He knew so much
more than anyone.

THE RED BOOK

Hoddinott will never realize what an
ass he made of himself—he can’t. To be-
gin with, he strutted about in his uniform
as captain of volunteers (which he had no
right to wear) and insisted on being ad-
dressed as “Captain Hoddinott.” He
made an enemy of the British attache—a
very nice fellow—who had been trying to
help him. He was ejected from the
mansion of the Russian civil adminis-
trator and warned never to come there
again. He was arrested for
speaking in too loud a tone
to General Kondratorovitch;
and Consul Hiller had to put
in the better part of an after-
noon effecting his release.
Altogether, Hoddinott set an
example of what a corres-
pondent should not be when
in a foreign country.

Of course, the worst thing
for us was the fact that
Hoddinott made an enemy
in the civil administrator; and
we found on calling the next
day that the civil adminis-
trator was not receiving any
war correspondents.  We re-
turned to our mess and
cursed the young man from
the Clarion.

As if he had not landed
us in a bad enough hole, he
needs must dig up all the stuff
which we had left unused,
and wire it. This stuff was
anti-Russian. That was why
we had not used it. Hoddi-
nott not only used it but ex-
aggerated it, making just the
sort of stories that play up
well under the head of “ Rus-
sian Atrocities,” or some-
thing of the sort, be-
loved by copy -readers.

Meanwhile Minories came to town, re-
fused to join our mess on discovering that
Hoddinott was a member of it, established
himself in a little hotel and looked on. He
didn’t say much. That wasn’t Minories’
way.

But to return to Hoddinott. The stuff
which he wired was more or less true; and,
as | said before, we knew it would make
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good “copy.” So when Hoddinott began
to heat the wires with it, our papers heated
them the other way with inquiries couched
in offensive language, relating the fact that
the Clarion was beating us and beating us
badly. Thus were we forced into wiring
everything whether it was anti-Russian or
not; for we knew that it would get out
through Hoddinott and we derived no
pleasure from contemplating the results
of being scooped by him.

All this sort of thing would have been
bad enough by itself; but Hoddinott,
flushed with the idea that he was the only
correspondent who dared show the Rus-
sians his mettle, became extremely offen-
sive and insulting toward everyone. One
day he went too far. By courtesy of the
British residents of Newchwang we had
been put up at the Newchwang Club,
Hoddinott included. It happened that
Hoddinott took a dislike to a big English-
man named Holroyd, and on this par-
ticular occasion he leaned against the bar
by Holroyd’s side and drew offensive com-
parisons between their respective coun-
tries, ending up with a wholesale criticism
of Britons and some nasty personalities.
Holroyd flushed all over and invited Hod-
dinott outside to settle their differences.
The Clarion man refused and sneered at
him; whereupon Holroyd called him a
name which no man stands for and re-
peated his invitation. But instead of
accepting, Hoddinott sailed in for Hol-
royd then and there and did for him. He
was a good fighter was Hoddinott; but to
do such a thing in a club to which he be-
longed only by courtesy was something no
self-respecting man would do.

That settled Hoddinott with the club
people. They fired him out. It was
rather nasty for us Americans, you may
well imagine.

I met Minories that night and he asked
me c>'er to his rooms at the hotel. Now,
personally, I don’t like Minories, his wavs,
his ideas, or his writings. He is too coldly
intellectual, too devoid of the natural emo-
tions, and too reserved to suit me; then,
too, his outrageous theories about every
man for himself without regard for honor
or friendship pretty nearly set one crazy
when Minories sets out to give them in his
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icy logic. Minories is what | call an
immoral man—he couldnt be immoral
because, truth to tell, I dont believe he
ever had any morals. No man with
morals could have done what Minories
did in Hoddinott’s case. True enough,
Hoddinott deserved it, but a man with the
right ideas wouldn’t care to mix up in that
sort of thing.

Minories knew this very well. That,
no doubt, is the reason he swore me to
secrecy before he unfolded his scheme. |

“It’s a dirty trick, I’ll not stand for it.”

don’t know why he selected me for his
confidence; but | suppose it was necessary
to “‘try it on the dog” and | was the most
convenient at the time.

“Look here, Risley,” he said to me,
“if we expect to make the front with the
Russians, we must get rid of that little
beast, Hoddinott. He’s done us more
harm now than if we’d gotten out in the
square in a body and declared for Japan.
Now | didn’t make this journey out here
to be left in the lurch when the fighting
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begins. The Linleys want this stuff bad-
ly: they’re paying me a lot; and | must
deliver the goods. Besides the Harveys
want to bring out a book by me on the
war. Soyou see | can’t have my chances
jeopardized by a bumptious young fool,
and what’s more, | ’'m not going to —”

| asked him what the remedy was to be.
In order that you may understand our
situation at the time, 1’ll tell you that we
hadnt the slightest idea where Kuroki’s
army was going at the time except what
drifted to us from Tokyo via London, and
that was precious little. We, of course,
understood that Kuroki intended to try to
cross the Yalu; but the Russians so
laughingly pooh-poohed the chances of
such an occurrence and impressed us with
the strength of their fortification on the Ai
River that none of us thought the little
beggars had much of a chance—at any
rate, not for months. We didn’t take the
Russians’ words entirely. There were
two British officers in Newchwang who
had been on the Yalu, and who declared
that, properly defended, it was impassable.
At that time, we had lots more respect
for Russian prowess than we have
now.

The night on which Minories outlined
his scheme to rid us of Hoddinott’s pres-
ence was that of April 30th, 1904. And
this was the scheme:  “I’ve written a
cablegram, ” he said, taking a folded pa-
per from his pocket. “I’ll read it to
you,” he said. It was a vivid pen-
picture of the taking of the Ai forts and
palisades, the crossing of the Yalu on
pontoons, and the utter route of the Rus-
sian forces. Minories was an expert on
military tactics and his account was glow-
ingly plausible. The local color was all
correct too, for Minories had studied up
the theatre of war pretty closely. The
cablegram finished with this statement:
“This is exclusive news and you may
rely on it, but the Associated Press will
not have it for at least twenty four hours.
It is a clean beat.” He looked at me
with a dry grin.

“You bet the A. P. won’t have it,” |
returned, grinning also. “What awful
rot, Minories! | don’t say the Japs can’t
cross the Yalu, but it’ll be many moons
before they do it. At the present time
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they’ve got as much chance as a snowball
in perdition.”

“Hope you don’t think 1’'m going to
send that to my sheet, ” drawled Minories.
“l don’t cable much anyhow. Kindly
note to whom this cable is addressed and
also the signature at the end. ”

I took the typewritten sheet in hand.
When | noted address and signature, |
gave a little squeal. For | understood
Minories then.

The cablegram was addressed to
“Clarion, New York,” and the signature
was “Hoddinott. ”

Minories took the paper from my hand.
“Rather a good scheme to get rid of the
little bounder—what?” he asked with
another of his dry grins. “When his
paper gets that and runs half a dozen ex-
tras, only to find it’s a fake, what’ll hap-
pen to Captain Hoddinott—eh?”

“He’ll be fired, of course,” | stammer-
ed. “Good God'. Minories! You don’t
really mean to send that—it’ll ruin him
forever. Good Lord! you don’t mean to
do it. No, that’s damned rotten—you
won’t—"

Minories folded the paper and put it in
his pocket.

“Oh let up on that,” he said. “Of
course I’'m going to send it. Think I
spent all that time for fun. Rather not.

This is going just as soon as | get across
the river to the cable office. ”

He got up, pulled on his fur-trimmed
jacket, and knocked some mud off his
riding boots. Then he lighted a cigar-
ette.

“But look here,” | protested hotly.
“It’s a dirty trick. I’ll not stand for it.
1t’ll ruin him.”

“He deserves to be ruined—little
beast,” said Minories. “And 1’1l beg
you to remember that you passed your
word to keep quiet, and | know you’re not
the kind to break your word. So just for-
get about this, Risley. You’re not doing
it. Solong.”

And with that he went out and down to
the river-bank, where he took a boat
across to Yingkow. Here he filed the
dispatch, and when he came back, a
couple of hours later, he informed me that
he had spent the money necessary to get
it to Tien-tsin, where, by virtue of Hod-



THE PROPHETIC WAR CORRESPONDENT

“We set to work on our breakfast, but none of the crowd was very hungry.”

dinott’s R. T. P. (receiver-to-pay) it
would be forwarded on to New York.

Then, in no measured terms, | told
Minories what | thought of him. He
only grinned and said something about
the pity of being handicapped with
eighteenth century ideas of honor. “If
you look at it that way, why dont you go
tell Hoddinott. It’s time enough yet to
recall the dispatch. But you won’t—of
course not. You gave me your word of
honor: that binds you. Now, | haven’t
any word of honor.  Oh, Risley! what an
utterly inconsistent ass you are.” In all
good-nature he proffered me a cigarette
and went away. There’s no use in argu-
ing with a man of Minories’ stamp.

When | turned in that night, | was ex-
tremely sorry for Hoddinott: and sorrier
for his paper. It’s no pleasant thing to
run a fake like that and have all the
paper’s rivals shouting “ Canard” at it.

But the next day, | quit sorrowing for
Hoddinott and began to extend a few

sympathetic thoughts to myself. My
Chinese boy awakened me at seven o’clock
and handed me a cablegram. | read
something to this effect:

“Clarion correspondent sends com-
plete account Japanese victory on Yalu
River and Clarion has beaten town.
Associated hasn’t confirmed, yet says
probable. Wake up and send story.
Rush. ”

Then in the glory of my manhood and
the consciousness that | was right, |
seized my fountain pen and indited some-
thing to the effect that the Clarion cor-
respondent was a liar and that there
hadn’t been any Japanese victory. |
sent this off and felt satisfied that 1 had
called down my managing editor in a
way he would not soon forget.

When | went in for breakfast, |1 found
the rest ot the fellows busily writing away
at cablegrams, and it transpired that
each one of them had received a cable
similar to my own. That is, all except
Hoddinott. He had been drunk the
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night before and did not know exactly
what he had done. Now, spread before
him, was a cablegram that worried him
considerably more than ours did.
“What’s this you sent about a Jap-
anese victory, Hoddinott, ” asked Carroll.

“You’re always getting us into hot
water. ”
“Oh! go soak your head,” replied

Hoddinott rudely. “I’'m not a bureau
of information. ”

“No—a bureau of misinformation,”
supplemented Jimmy Archer suavely.
“Dont bother about it, boys. From
what | saw of Hoddinott last night he
wasnt fit to send anything intelligible.”

Hoddinott glared at him and rolled a
cigarette. We set to work on our break-
fast, but none of the crowd was very
hungry. While we sipped coffee and
smoked, Minories came in. He made
no allusion to the night before by either
word or gesture and listened passively to
the explanations from our crowd.

“l wouldn’t worry about anything
Hoddinott sent, ” he comforted.

If Hoddinott hadnt been so worried,
I think he would have struck Minories.
There was an ugly look in his eye. But
Minories had hardly spoken when one of
our Chinese boys came in and handed
Hoddinott another yellow envelope.

Hoddinott dropped hot ashes on his
hands, and his fingers trembled as he tore
open the cable. lie looked at it, his eyes
blinking rapidly, and then held it close to
his eyes, scrutinizinglv it with the most
eager expression | have ever seen on man’s
face. Then he got up slowly and went
across the room where he poured out a
long dose of Scotch. He drank it down
neatly, then turned a sneering eye on us.

“You people listen to this,” he said.
And this is what he read us:

“Congratulations on your splendid
beat. We were ahead of New York and
London both by twenty hours. Associ-
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ated Press confirmed your story ten min-
utes ago. Yours varies considerably,
but main facts the same —”

There was a lot more to it, but that’s
about all | heard. | felt weak at the
stomach. 1 looked around and saw the
sickest looking crowd | ever want to see:
each one looked as if he had been crushed
to earth bv the sudden descent of a heavy
body on his head. But Minories didnt
blink an eye. He went on smoking a
cigarette, and presently asked, in a per-
fectly cool tone, the manner in which
Hoddinott had secured his information.
Now Hoddinott didn’t know, but he
wasn't telling anyone that.

He replied with his usual courtesy:
“l guess that’ll be about all from you,
Minories. | beat the whole bunch of
you, and that ought to hold you for a
while.  Some time I’ll teach you how to
be war correspondents.” Then he hied
himself across the river and, | suppose, got
the dispatch from the files. What he
thought when he read it, 1 don’t know.
He didn’'t tell anyone. He had the
requisite. modicum of brains, and he
played the high cards that the blind god-
less put into his hand.

When Minories and | got outside, |
looked at him. “You’re too realistic a
romancer,” | said. “That’s what you
are!” | was a litde bitter. It’s not
pleasant to see success come to a man like
Hoddinott.

Minories shook his head a little sadly.
“1’'m too careful about details and local
color,” he replied. “It’s hell, isn't it,
Risley?”

| said it was, and that’s all we ever said
about it. But that’s the way Hoddinott
made his coup; and afterwards, when he
was taken down with enteric fever and had
to be shipped home, the Clarion made him
their London correspondent.

All of which proves that Luck is a very
blind goddess indeed.



When Ainsley Came to Rome

BY ANNA S. RICHARDSON

Some tourists carry cameras; others
are carried by their cameras. Arthur
Ainsley belonged to the latter class.
Whither his camera led, he followed.
Hence he had captured a long string of
first prizes, and his eyes had feasted on
many exquisite scenes, not generally
vouchsafed to the gaze of the typical
tourist. For the same reason, he now
stood before the steps of the flower
market in Rome, arguing violently with
his guide.

“Here, you Italian descendent of
Ananias, you promised to steer me away
from churches! |’'m tired of dead things.
I want to see something that’s alive—
good views; real bits of Rome. Do you
understand?”

“Si, signor,” replied the guide, with a
bored expression and a resigned shrug of
his shoulder. “Then we will go next to
where the children play in the public
park, the Villa Borghese—"

“Isn’t there an art gallery, to0?” in-
terrupted the suspicious Ainsley. “Ill
wager they check my camera the first
thing—"”

A group of Italian girls in peasant garb
lounged against the stone coping of the
great staircase. It was their morning
rendezvous, pending the arrival of artists
in search of models. One of them stepped
forward.

“The signor desires to take pictures
of the real life of Rome, or perhaps her
most beautiful views?”

Ainsley wheeled, pleasantly surprised
at the sound of his own language spoken
in a soft, deprecating tone, and with a
delightful Italian accent.

“Ah, there is no place like Rome,
signor!”

“1’ll take your word for it,” replied
Ainsley, good-humoredly, “but so far
it has appealed to me with all the cheer-
fulness of a graveyard. This chap has
been dragging me from catacomb to
cemetery, from the tombs of saints, to the
monuments to genius, and—"

The girl smiled.

“The signor should see the old Rome.
I will tell your guide of a street where
you will find a wine-shop built in the
cliff's wall, and just beyond, the most
picturesque smith’s shop in all Rome.
Then at three in the afternoon, you
should drive out the Appian way, beyond
the great tomb—you remember—Cecilia
Metella? You have seen it?”

Ainsley shook his head.

“No; we’ve been doing underground
stunts for two solid days. ”

“Ah, then you have much pleasure
before you. Beyond Cecilia Metella lies
a ruined villa, where trees bend to meet
each other above a sun-lit path, where
vines and violets creep from the ruins,
and at three o’clock it is perfect to photo-
graph, when the sun light comes level
from the west—"

She turned abruptly to the guide and
her entire bearing underwent a change.
Ainsley’s grip on his camera loosened.
Only the strap over his shoulder saved
the expensive machine from being shat-
tered on the stones at his feet. The girl
spoke rapidly in Italian; but that im-
perious uplift of her head, that air of
authority in voice and gesture!

The flower market with its buyers and
sellers, the encircling ring of languidly
interested models, and beyond them the
rows of sweet-scented blossoms, first
whirled around him, then faded from his
view. He was back at the academy.
Before him was his easel. Behind him
stood the master-painter, and on every
side were eager pupils, bending to catch
the words of praise so rare from the lips
of the master. But even as he spoke,
there entered a messenger boy who
handed the master painter a
yellow envelope. And the master
painter in turn handed it to Ainsley.
Then—

“l have explained. He now knows
what the signor desires, and it will be so
done—"

With a courtesy, the girl rejoined her
companions. Ainsley pulled himself to-
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gether, and his hand slipped into his

pocket. The girl flushed.

“No, no! The signor is quite wel-
come. We wish to see the artists come
to Rome.”

“But | am not an artist,” said Ainsley,
curtly; “just a camera fiend. But | do
want some good photographs of Rome,
and I don’t think this man and | can ever
hit it off together. 1’ll pay him off for
the day if you’ll take his place. ”

Again that proud uplift of her head,
and the girl moved further back.

“Come,” continued Ainsley, “acting
as guide is easier work than posing. Il
pay you four dollars for your day’s work,
double what this man agreed to go far,
and 1’ll guarantee you cannot make that
posing for some second-rate artist.”

The flush had faded from her cheeks.
Her brown eyes glowed almost blackly
against the whiteness of her skin. She
glanced over her shoulder at the other
girls, and one of them spoke to her rapidly
in Italian. Plainly, they thought her
crazy to hesitate for an instant. Four
dollars—twenty lire—and nothing to do
but ride round in a carriage with this very
peculiar signor from America!

“ Better come,” urged Ainsley, a trifle
less curtly. “1 rather think this brigand
of a cab-driver will pass muster as a
chaperon, and | promise to deliver you
here at the flower market at six o’clock
sharp.”

At the word “chaperon” the girl
flashed him a proud glance, and as he
finished speaking she stepped forward.

“As the signor wishes! | will show
him the finest views of all Rome!”

Five minutes later, Ainsley’s ex-guide
sauntered down the narrow Via Due
Marcelli, with a ten-lire note in his
pocket and amused contempt for the
American’s bad business management
in his heart. For could he not have
hired the girl for five lire? Surely!
Then it must be true that money some-
times dropped from American trees.
And in the opposite direction Ainsley and
the model, seated in a landau, were
headed for the city’s oldest gate.

For the thirty-seventh time since they
had left the flower-market, the long-suf-
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fering driver jerked his horses to a stand-
still.  Ainsley was focusing his kodak
on a plodding, dun-colored shepherd,
following his patient dog and tiny flock
up the hillside. The Appian way was
flooded with that indescribable amethyst
light which often precedes an ltalian sun-
set.

“The signor wastes his film,” remark-
ed the girl, with a shrug of her shoulder.
“It is too late.”

Ainsley glanced at her over her shoul-
der.

“1 don’t know about that. For me the
sun is still shining—pure gold—the gold
of Paradise.”

He snapped the little shutter, signalled
the driver and leaned back. They rode
on in silence, the same silence which had
fallen between them whenever the girl
was not fulfilling her duties as a guide.
At luncheon he had tried to draw her
out, concerning the life and work of a
model, but she had parried his questions
skilfully, though with the utmost cour-
tesy and respect.

Suddenly, as they rounded a bend in
the road, a wild Italian meiody leaped
out upon the air. On the porch of a
wayside inn, three men sang a fiery drink-
ing song, gesticulating more madly with
each revolution of the landau’ wheels.
Ainsley smiled at the girl.

“Funny how they can spot an Ameri-
can tourist through dust or twilight
gloom. They wouldn’t be singing,
would they, if we had turned to the right
instead of the left?”

The girl answered unsmilingly, her
heavily lashed eyes looking straight
ahead.

“But for the American tourist, many
in Italy could not live!”

“Very well,” in Ainsley’s clear-cut,
matter-of-fact tones, “we will stop and
reward those hard-working youths by
purchasing a bottle of their vile Chianti. ”
And he prodded the driver in the back, a
hint that Jehu was not slow to take.

“ But we will not be back at six,” said
the girl, hurriedly, as Ainsley reached up
a hand to assist her.

“l judged as much from the joyous
expression of our driver’s face. | be-
lieve that after six o’clock he may double
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his charges and still keep within the
law,” replied Ainsley, with grim humor,
as he led the way to a table in the most
secluded corner of the porch. The sing-
ing had ceased with their arrival, and
now it was replaced by the tinkle of man-
dolins and guitars. All around them
was the deepening amethyst light, and
from the little plot of ground below the
porch rose the perfume of myriad violets.

“Il’ve a notion we could get rather a
decent dinner here,” remarked Ainsley,
as he deposited his precious camera be-
side his chair. “What do you say?”

The girl looked down demurely. Her
hands were clasped lightly in the silken
folds of her apron.

“ As the signor wishes!”

Ainsley glanced at her sharply.

“Well, the signor wishes you’d have an
opinion of your own—like—Ilike—"

“Like the American girls, signor?”
interrupted the girl quickly, without rais-
ing her eyes to his.

Ainsley laughed shortly, then turned to
signal a waiter.

“That wasn't exactly what | intended
to say,” The waiter bowed obsequi-
ously at Ainsley’s elbow. “Tell him
that he is to give the driver some dinner,
also, then, in your language so he’ll un-
derstand, tell him we want the best
Italian meal he can put up.”

“ Si, signor,” the girl replied, and then,
turning, she gave the order in a manner
which made the waiter stop smirking at
her, and sent him, wondering, to the
kitchen.

The amethyst light deepened into
richest purple, and the proprietor regret-
fully lighted the few evil-smelling lamps
which hung from the porch roof. The
waiter brought on marrons glace and
coffee. The moon rose and scattered
the purple shadows, and the thrifty pro-
prietor straightway blew out the lights.

“ Good boy,” remarked Ainsley, under
his breath, and filled his glass. The girl
had held her hand over her glass with a
little trick that had made Ainsley’s eyes
dance in spite of his efforts at self-con-
trol. Tourists in parties of two, three
and four, stopped at the little inn for
their wine, and in passing, they gazed
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curiously, first at the well set-up Ameri-
can with his rough tweeds and his trimly
cut Van Dyke beard, then at the model in
her simple peasant gown and square silk
head-dress.

“Heigh-ho,” said one of a group of
college boys, “doing” Italy with a
tutor. “That’s the luck which comes
with being a lazy artist-dog. ”

The girl drew in her breath sharply,
so sharply that Ainsley caught the
sound.

“l am honored,” he said, as the lads
passed on. “l once had ambitions in
that direction. ”

“Si, signor,” said the girl, mechani-
cally, as she leaned her hot face against
the porch pillar.

“Yes, | actually went to an academy in
my own country, worked like a dog and
had visions of startling the world as a
twentieth century Raphael—"”

The girl did not reply, and he shifted
his position.

“Funny, isn't it—how easy you can
imagine you are a genius when you have
the money to pay teachers for encourag-
ing you in the fallacy? But you see,
there came a day when my father died—
and there was no more money to fee
teachers. Instead, there was work for
me to do. It wasn’t easy work, and |
hated it—hated it all the more because it
separated me from—a girl!”

There was a long silence, then from the
figure leaning against the pillar came the
words, politely interrogative:

“Si, signor?”

“She was a genius—we all
that—"

The figure by the pillar shivered
slightly.

“And she could not have a career,
you see, and marry a man who had
family fortunes to retrieve. So she came
over here—to Paris first, where she did
some very good fashion work for Ameri-
can papers. Then she came to Rome to
get close to art’svery heart. It must have
been deadly, dont you know—that
fashion work—"

The girl neither moved nor spoke.
Ainsley lighted a fresh cigarette.

“But | never forgot her, and when—
well, when things looked better for the

knew
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family fortunes, | began to hunger again
for art. Not that | ever expected to
paint, because mixing with the realities
of life in the commercial world had
taught me to put the true value on my
artistic abilities, but just to be in the same
atmosphere with the girl | had never for-
gotten. And so | turned to my camera.
It brought better results, and quicker,
than my brush ever could. And when
the family fortunes reached the point
where they could get along without me, |
started for Italy. | thought perhaps she
might still be here, though eight years—”

“It is late, signor, and we Italian
girls—"

She turned as if to rise, and in so doing,
she flung one of her long, heavy braids
across the corner of the table. Ainsley’s
hand crept forward and closed upon it.
He leaned over, and looked straight into
her eyes.

“Tell me, signorita, do all Italian
models wear black wigs—with bronze
hair beneath?”

The girl fell back in her chair, and even
in the moonlight Ainsley could see the
color fade from her face. Instinctively
she raised her trembling hands, and drew
the rolls of black hair closer to her ears.

“Good God, Jessie,” Ainsley ex-
claimed, throwing all pretence to the
winds. “Did you think that a mere
trifle like a wig would deceive me?”

She did not answer and his tones turned
bitter.

“ Because you did not recognize me—"

“How do you know that | did not recog-
nize you?” Her voice changed.
Every trace of Italian accent had vanish-
ed. “How do you know?” she repeated,
with scorn in every inflection. “1 knew
you the moment you stepped from the
carriage. | recognized every gesture
you made, every dear little American
twist you gave to your words, long before
you even saw me. That was when I
should, have turned and run—yes, run
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as fast as | could have gone—from the
Trinita dei Monti—and you. But you
can’t understand what it meant to me, to
stop and listen, to watch—after—
after—” She leaned forward, her face
tense and drawn. “Before | came to
this, 1 nearly starved, but that was
nothing, nothing at all, compared to
what | have endured since, posing for my
own countrymen and for girls like my-
self who had fair hopes. | had failed so
utterly. That was the first lesson Rome
taught me—I could not even copy!
There was nothing else! | spoke Italian,
I had Italian blood in my veins on my
mother’s side. It was at least honest
work and models are always needed;
so—"

Ainsley gripped the edge of the table
until the veins on his hands stood out like
fine iron cable strands.

“And not once in all this time, did
you think of writing to me? " he demanded.

Her head sank on her breast. The
words came to him in a whisper.

“Yes, every day—every night—every
hour—"

“Then why didn’t you?” he asked,
almost harshly.

“Because,” she murmured, “I
heard that you were—rich!”

Ainsley drew a long breath.

“Was that all?”

Her eyes met his unflinchingly.

“Yes,” she said quietly, “but that was
enough. When you were poor, | had
wanted a career. When you became
rich, 1 could not tell you that I needed
your love.”

had

“Maria,” said the thrifty proprietor of
the inn, as he and his wife barred the
door for the night, “in the morning you
will go to church very early, and pray the
Virgin Mother that she send us another
rich American artist. Twenty lire for
that dinner, and the last bottle he forgot
to open!”



A Breach of the Quarantine

BY E. CRAYTON McCANTS

Take notice that it all happened in the
last century—in the seventies. The Ar-
kansas of that date had few railways and
no scientific knowledge of disease; in con-
sequence whereof, there were steamboats
on every available stream—it didn’t take
much to make a stream available either,
some owners claiming for their vessels an
ability to navigate anything wetter than
a heavy fall of dew. Mosquitoes were in
every swamp, and now and again there
was an epidemic of yellow fever in most of
the river towns.

To-day all that is changed, of course.
The river towns shorn of their old-time
traffic are well nigh deserted, the boats lie
rotting on the white sand-bars that fringe
the picturesque “bends,” and benevolent-
looking, spectacled gentlemen pursue the
mosquitoes with offensive weapons in the
shape of crude petroleum. Moreover, a
citizen caught in the throes of a prelimi-
nary ague sees no more in his tortured
mind the dread symptoms of “yellow
jack,” but turns with comparative ease
to his quinine bottle and a quiet contem-
plation of his “third day chills.” Where-
fore the Arkansas of to-day is common-
place and very like the rest of the world.

But it was on August 3rd, year of grace,
1878, that Doctor Sam Tolman sat in his
office at Duvallstown on the White, con-
suming much tobacco, communing with
his thoughts, and viewing life discon-
tentedly. Two years before the young
physician had come from the overcrowded
East to build up a practice in the village.
From the point of view of the said East,
where Tolman had attained to honor as
the captain of a baseball nine and had
incidentally acquired a medical diploma,
the task had seemed an easy one enough.
Duvallstown was “a growing place,” the
country about it was fertile, and the bulk
of its miscellaneous population was
notoriously prosperous. Surely such a
community would welcome with open
arms even a very small proportion of
medical light from the East.

But on his arrival Tolman found that

there were factors in the problem which
he had neglected to take into account—
the principal being that already there
were two physicians residing in Duvalls-
town. Notwithstanding this he opened
an office at a venture, and on the third
day of August just two years later he lit
his pipe, took stock of his progress, and
pronounced that venture a failure.

It was true, he admitted, that he had
some patronage of a certain undesirable
kind. The negroes who idled about the
streets consulted him freely and paid him
with difficulty, and now and then he was
in request at the bedside of an unlucky
sawmill hand, or of some turbulent river-
man who “had got shot up in a row down
on Front;” but any clientele among solid
and respectable folk seemed to be want-
ing entirely. Cameron, who was his
senior by forty years, had the cream of the
“family practice,” and all that was left
by Cameron was duly gathered in by
Timms. No, the town held nothing for
Tolman, and Tolman, in his cloud of
tobacco smoke, gloomily acknowledged
it.

As a matter of cold fact, however, the
situation was not nearly so desperate as
Tolman made himself believe. Men are
slow to change their medical advisers,
and it is no uncommon thing for a newly-
fledged /Esculapian to have to bide his
time. Tolman knew this to be true—
had known it from the first—also he had
a small income independent of his earn-
ings wherewith to pay his board and to
buy fuel for his pipe. In a few more
years, when the people had come to know
him better and age had had its way with
Cameron, the field would likely be his.
No, albeit Tolman was disingenuous and
argued otherwise, it was not really the
lack of work that was troubling Tolman
—it was Timms.

No two men having much in common
could be more unlike than were the two
junior physicians of the good village of
Duvallstown. They were about the same
age, they were bred to the same pro-
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“ Communing with his thoughts and viewing life discontentedly.”

fession, and they were both in love with
Miss Wentworth. On the other hand,
Tolman was lean and shy, while Timms
was well-nourished and assured, Tolman
was reserved and Timms was a “ mixer,”
Tolman had strength and didn’t show it,
Timms showed strength and didn’t have
it.

And, although the two young men had
established themselves in the village at
nearly the same time, Timms, owing to
that showiness which almost invariably
accompanies shallowness, and to an en-
gaging freedom of manner very char-
acteristic of the man, had found his way
much more readily than had Tolman
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into the good will
of the inhabitants;
for Tolman was slow
of speech and so-
cially he was awk-
ward. It is likely,
however, that Tol-
man could have en-
dured all this quite
philosophically had
there not been a
lady in the case.

But Evelyn Went-
worth, the daughter
of old Judge Went-
worth, whose big,
white-porticoed
house overlooked
the river and the
town, was easily the
prettiest girl in Du-
vallstown, and for
more than a year by
her beauty and her
feminine charm she
had held in close
captivity the hearts
of both Tolman
and Timms. Tol-
man, after his man-
ner, worshipped afar
off and in silence;
Timms, on the other
hand, had pressed
his suit with a
suave assurance
which alternately ir-
ritated and pleased
the girl. On all
occasions he became her self-enlisted
cavalier, and if at times she wearied of
his babbling effusiveness and looked
somewhat longingly in the direction of
the self-controlled and impassive figure
of Tolman, no one at all was the wiser
because of it.

So, little by little, with no foundation
in fact, but with a superstructure of con-
jecture that was added to day after day
by the well directed effort of village
gossip, the opinion went abroad that
Timms was “the lucky man,” and that
before very long Judge Wentworth would
have a son-in-law. It was because of
this opinion, voiced irritatingly into his
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unwilling ears, that Tolman sat in his
office that hot August day and smoked and
found his tobacco not at all to his taste.

Why could he not approach Evelyn
easily, as Timms did, he asked himself?
Why should his usually well-ordered
heart climb insistently into his throat if
he but asked her for a dance? Why
should he stand aside always while
Timms bore the prizes off?

He could not answer his questions,
and it was warm and he stirred uneasily.
Had his mood been less despondent he
might, perhaps, have gone down into
the street and mingled with his fellows—
might even have strolled to the river
bank, and taken heed of the close, still
beauty of the day, and looked out
appreciatively across the two hundred
yards of blue water at the cool, dark
shadows of the willows that fringed the
farther shore. As it was, he simply rose,
pushed aside the blue shade from a win-
dow, and looked out.

There was no vestige of change appar-
ent in the street—as it was now so it had
been since his advent here. Here and
there men lounged about in their shirt-
sleeves, some smoking, some plying
palmetto fans. Over at the drug store,
a clerk, towel in hand, was polishing the
marble front of the soda fountain; away
up at the crossing a farm wagon was
passing, a little further along a pig
grubbed diligently in the sandy earth
for worms and for mulberry roots. He
was about to turn away when the sight
of a lady’s parasol attracted his attention.
He knew that parasol; it was Evelyn’s,
and there was—Timms, of course. W.ith
what an air of proprietorship the fellow
approached her and piloted her across
the way! Tolman dropped the shade
and turned away. Possibly Timms had
a right to look after the girl—everybody
said that he had—but Tolman felt a
strong inclination, nevertheless, to go
down the stairs and to hurt Timms’ feel-
ings with his fist.

However, a little wholesome wrath is
good for a man, especially if the man be
despondent, and when Tolman had fin-
ished his mental estimate of Timms he
found himself inclined to be hungry.
Then, as if in answer to his thought, a

631

dinner gong jarred hoarsely, waking the
echoes in the town and reverberating
across the river.

As he walked toward his boarding
house, Tolman’ vagrant thoughts took
another direction. What about the yel-
low fever that was abroad in New Orleans
and was slowly creeping up the rivers?
Was it true that a vagrant river-boat had
taken the plague into Batesburg, fifty
miles above? If so, how long might
Duvallstown hope to escape?

When he had reached the table of the
little inn that was misnamed “The City
Hotel,” Tolman found there the usual
miscellaneous crowd—Booth, the drug-
gist; Andrews, the town lawyer; Levy,
the odd little Yankee who sold clothing;
and a half dozen others. In the group
there was Sellick, traveling salesman for
a hardware house, who evidently was
thinking of the fever rumors, too.

“— saw a nigger from there. He
didnt know nothin’ or else he wouldnt
tell,” went on the “drummer,” as the
physician took his seat. “They’ve got
it, though—got it bad! They’re throw-
in’ the dead in the river, and it’ll be here
in a week!”

“Think so0?” asked Andrews, lightly.

Sellick warmed to his theme. “I’ll
bet there’s a case or two here right now, ”
he averred. “Naturally, it begins among
the mill-hands, and they hide the fact
every time.—lsnt it so, Doctor?” He
had caught Tolman’s eye and he turned
to him with interest.

Tolman frowned. “I1 have heard of
no fever,” he replied, “and if | had |
wouldn’t speak of it until 1 knew cer-
tainly. It’s a serious matter, you
know. ”

Andrews laughed at the thrust, but
Sellick turned to Levy confidentially.

“They can’t keep it away from here,”
he repeated. “1, for one, am going to
get out!”

Tolman ate in silence. Of what use
were men like Sellick, he asked himself,
men who were always talking. When he
had finished his meal, he arose and went
out, but at the gate he met a messenger
with a note from Cameron.

“Can you come down to my office?”
asked the older physician. “l want
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to see you and Timms right away.”

It was growing dusk when Tolman got
back at last to his own office. Tired out,
he flung himself down and closed his eyes
to think. For after all, Sellick had been
right. This morning Cameron had found
three cases of fever among the sawmill
men, this afternoon there had been five.
There was little need, now, even were the
inclination left, to trouble one’ self con-
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piloted her across the way.”

cerning employment, for the plague was
spreading rapidly and it was clear that
he and Cameron and Timms had the
fight of their lives on their hands.
Timms? By the way, where was
Timms? Cameron had sent for him,
but somehow he had failed to turn up.
Under the stress of his weariness Tol-
man sank into a doze, but presently he
roused again. In the street without there
was an odd commotion—the tramp of
many feet, the rattle of wagons and of
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carts, and the low, hurried calls of man
to man. For just one moment his
curiosity was stirred and he sat up—then
he understood.

The news of the outbreak of the plague
had been given out; Cameron had tele-
graphed the state capital; and even now
the cordon of the quarantine was being
rapidly drawn. Most of the people knew
the meaning of that. For those who were
left inside there would be the shunning of
friend by friend, hunger,
neglect, the searing scorch of
the fever, and oftentimes death
in the darkness and alone.
So all who could go were going
to-night, and even for these
escape was doubtful, since
every small town on the river
bank was on the alert and
would thrust forth in fear
and trembling its line of local
guards.

But by following the by-
ways some would escape to
the hills, and others, falling
into the hands of the state au-
thorities, would be gathered
into detention camps at some
far healthier place; hence it
seemed to Tolman good that
those frightened ones should
go, for then there would be
fewer to nurse, fewer to feed,
less work for himself and
Cameron and Timms.

Again his mind came back
to Timms. How odd it was
that Timms had not heard
of the two new cases and had
not come to consult with him.
self and Cameron. And when
he thought of it, he re-
membered that the shutters of Timms’
office were closed. Could it be that
Timms— But in spite of his dislike of
the man, Tolman’s faith in his profession
was great and he refused to entertain the
thought.

A moment later he accounted to him-
self for everything. It was strange that
he had not earlier recalled the difficulties
that Evelyn and the old Judge must be
in. Naturally, the servants had fled at
the first alarm, and in such case the gouty
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old jurist would be helpless. Of course,
Timms had with his usual luck remem-
bered all this and had taken them away
to safety. Yes, that was the way of i,
and to-morrow Timms would be back
wearing, like a rose at his buttonhole, the
everlasting gratitude of the two. He
should have been pleased at this ex-
planation, but somehow he did not feel so
at all.

But while his thoughts had been
rambling thus, the twilight had deepened
and little by little, as vehicle after vehicle
drew away, the noises of the street had
quieted. Presently he recalled the fact
that it was long past tea-time and that if
he would work he must eat.

A dismayed expression crossed his face
as he reasoned that the “hotel” would
probably be deserted and he himself
barred out, but a hurried investigation
revealed to him that while indeed both
landlord and guests were gone, the old
negro cook, being immune, had remained
and would willingly care for him.  Under
a running fire of her good-natured grum-
bling he ate, and when the demands of his
appetite were satisfied, he went through
the deserted hallways to his room on the
upper floor.

Once out of reach of Mammy Dicey’s
voice, he sat down beside his window and
began to consider anew the problems that
confronted him. The town was silent.
The fugitives were gone, and those who
remained did not stir beyond their own
house walls. Four blocks away he could
see the lights in Cameron’s house.
Further along there was another light,
and another. Suddenly he sat up with
a start—there were lights at the Went-
worth’s, too.

It took him but a moment to get him-
self into his coat and to hurry out into the
street. If she were there still—But it
was only some caretaker, perhaps. As
he approached the house, a door opened
and a flood of light streamed down the
driveway. Under the radiance the great
white-columned porch stood out like
some massive cameo, and on the steps,
looking toward the town, he saw—
Evelyn.

Eight miles south of Duvallstown Tol-
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man chirruped to the mules and the tough
little animals responded. Under the
stress of the increasing pace the ancient
“carryall” which he had with difficulty
resurrected from the back lot of a livery
stable, groaned a protest, but luckily it
held together and the trio of belated
fugitives rolled steadily on over the long
straight road which now lay white and
ghostly in the light of the new-risen
moon.

Since the hour was late, the highway
was deserted, for the great mass of the
fugitives had crossed the river at the
ferries and had gone directly West. Tol-
man had not been fool enough to follow
in their wake, for he knew that even now
they were being herded together to be
crowded into the detention camps. So
he was going south; the “carryall” lurch-
ed and jarred, and the dun coats of the
hurrying beasts were white with a lather
of sweat.

Up to this point, speech between the
three had been limited to the barest
necessities, and Tolman’s only sight of
the girl had been the fleeting glimpse of
her hooded figure which he had obtained
as he assisted her into the vehicle and the
infrequent glances which he could spare
from his driving. For the rest there had
been but the dim outlook ahead, the quick
response of the young mules to his touch
on the reins, and the vague, shifting pano-
rama formed by the gray and passing
fields, the shadowy woods, and the long
lines of zig-zag fencing. Now, however,
they were approaching a danger point.
Below them, commanding alike the road
and the river, lay Sulphur Rock—a town
careful of its trade and of the lives of its
inhabitants. Was it likely that they
could pass this unchallenged? Tolman
knew that they could not.

He was revolving the problem in his
mind when the Judge coughed sharply

and spoke.
“We are too late, Doctor,” he re-
marked. “ Within three miles we’ll strike

men out from the Rock.
people there are fools.
Tolman nodded.
there,” he replied.
Evelyn leaned forward and plucked at
the physician’s sleeve. “Perhaps if we

If we don't, the

“The men’ll be
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explained to them, you being a doctor—"
she began.

But the Judge had seen a fever panic
before, therefore, he interrupted her.

“ Explain the—" he began explosively,
but he caught himself in time. “They’ll
explain to us across the muzzle of a shot-
gun!” he concluded.

Tolman knitted his brows.

“Judge,” he inquired, “isn’t there a
road hereabout that leads to the river
bank?”

“Yes, ” answered the old man. “Why?”

Tolman, turning his head, caught sight
of the girl’s white face. “1 was think-
ing, ” he replied.

Presently a clearing opened in front of
them, the gaunt and “deadened” trees
looming large against the face of the sky.
The Judge pointed with his finger.

“There’s a neighborhood road yon-
der, ” said he. “It leads west and strikes
the stream at the lower sand bluff.”

“We’ll take that,” returned the
physician briefly, and a moment later he
swung the heads of the team to the
right.

Then, the pace being lessened by the
dimness of this new way, the girl closed
her eyes and rested her head on her
father’s shoulder, and Tolman found
time to reflect. Now, for the first time
since their start, fear came upon him.
What if he should fail after all? Briefly,
he saw outlined the end of the ride—saw
the halt, the coarse and wrathful faces bf
the guard, the swearing and impotent old
Judge, and the girl white and cowering.
After that would come the return, when,
in the eyes of all the world, he, a reputable
physician, would be driven back as cattle
are driven to the deserted post of his duty.
Who would ever believe that he was only
taking the old man and the girl through
the lines or that he really meant to return?

He looked at Evelyn, and she with a
half-smile raised her eyes to his.

“Are you afraid?” he asked.

“Not now,” she answered simply,
“since you are taking us away.”

The moonbeams lighted her face and
an unholy exultation came upon Tolman.
It was he, not Timms, who was serving
them in their need.

The Judge, however, was pessimistic.
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“We’re not out yet,” he objected in an
audible undertone.

But the memory of the girl’s half-smile
was in Tolman’s heart and he pressed his
elbow against the revolver that was hid-
den beneath his coat.

“We are going out!” he answered
grimly.

The trees grew thinner and the mules
quickened their pace; then the “carryall”
lurched forward and came to a sudden
stop. Before them was a sharp declivity,
beyond all robed in silver mist lay the
broad, fair face of the stream.

Tolman descended and began to un-
harness the team. It was evident that all
land routes were hopeless and that his
only chance lay with the river. To find
a boat would not be difficult, he thought
—surely there was no mile of the stream
without its fisherman’s skiff—but he
needed to have knowledge of his adver-
saries—of the location and the strength of
that long, thin line of quarantine pickets
stretched somewhere beyond the swamps
below.

“What now?” asked the Judge, when
he had tethered the mules and approached
the carryall again.

“1 must leave you a bit, ” he announced,
“1*ve got to find a way, you see.”

The Judge groaned wearily. The
situation was palling upon him and the
fever seemed preferable. The girl looked
fit and composed.

“Do just as you think best,” she an-
swered, as Tolman shifted his glance to
her.

He dragged a laprobe from beneath a
seat and spread it over her knees. “1’ve
got to go down and locate the enemy,”
he continued with a feeble attempt at
jocularity.

She made no answer—there seemed no
need of any—but Tolman had looked into
her face and he was satisfied. In the
next moment he had turned and was
skirting the edge of the stream.

At first the footing was good, then the
hard sand of the bars gave place to mud
and rushes and a thick growth of tangled
cane. Into the undergrowth he made his
way painfully, the long grass clogging his
feet, the sharp cane leaves rasping his
face and his hands. Once he tripped
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over a fallen log, then he recovered him-
self and pushed onward. Presently he
emerged and to his right, through a furrow-
like opening in the cane, he saw the tops
of the western trees and the gray gleam
of the swirling water. He had come upon
a path—at its end lay a boat, no doubt.
Even as his brain formulated the
thought, his foot struck a chain, and, pull-
ing on this, he brought a skiff into view—
a narrow, log dugout, but buoyant and
sufficient.  Securing his prize more firmly,
he turned with renewed vigor to his con-
test with the darkness and the swamp.
He found the cane thicker now. Its
leaves harassed him pitilessly, and its
stems bent by the winds, and the rains lay
treacherously over bogholes and stagnant
pools, banked themselves into impene-

trable masses, or else arched high above
his head and shut out the sight of the sky.
Now and then he gained the respite of an
open spot where sickly blackgums stood
amid tufts of rushes, and dead oaks up-
reared themselves from whose thin, bare
branches and leprous trunks the loose
bark was slowly scaling.

On and on—a serpent writhed beneath
his feet and he leaped to avoid the quick
backstroke of the squirming, deadly
thing—and on and on. Never once did
he dare to lose from his ears the low, soft
swirl of the guiding stream, never once
did he heed the rustle and the plash of the
wild things clearing his path. Presently
the swamp seemed to end and he came to
opener ground with cattle paths leading
through. To his right was the river, to
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his left the woods, thinned out, and he
saw the white line of a road.

He went forward more cautiously—a
tiny spark began to glow in the distance,
theft another and another. He crept
from tree trunk to tree trunk, stopped,
looked and looked again. The sparks
were watch-fires—he had reached the line
of the guards.

From his shelter in the underbrush, he
counted the stations. Across the river
there were other fires, and at one point
where a low sand bar extended far out
into the water, he could dimly discern the
figure of a watcher and the glint of the
moonlight on his gun. As softly as he
could he turned about and began to re-
trace his steps. There was need for
haste, too, for the gibbous moon was at
the zenith and the summer night was al-
most gone.

When he was out of earshot he ran.
He was tired, the undergrowth had whip-
ped his garments to shreds and the cane-
blades had cut into his flesh, but he could
not linger. At one time he stopped to
drink, at another he almost lost himself as
he made a detour about a fallen log, but
at last when endurance seemed almost at
an end, he reached the path and the boat.

Loosing the chain and stepping in, he
bathed his face in the cool, clear water,
then he took up the paddle and shot the
little craft out from the shadow of the
bank.

When he had accomplished the distance
and had come again to the bluff, the girl
gave a cry of relief and the mules greeted
him with brayings, but he had no time to
lose. Cutting the animals free that they
might find their way to the stables where
they belonged, he outlined briefly the
whole situation to the Judge. Then,
while his charges seated themselves in the
skiff, he disappeared for a moment in the
neighboring brushwood and presently re-
turned with a large, leafy branch. Attach-
ing this to the stern of the canoe and giv-
ing no answer to the puzzled question that
was in the Judge’s eyes, he stepped on
board and with one powerful thrust sent
boat, cargo and tow gliding toward the
center of the stream.

As the current gripped the craft it
quivered, heeled to the thrust, and righted
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itself, then gathering momentum, it
slipped away, leaving the starting point
far behind.

Using the paddle alternately as scull
and rudder, Tolman settled himself and
leaned back luxuriously. How good it
was to rest, how glorious was the night
and the tremulous motion! Here beyond
the slow backset of the eddies there was
no mist, no clinging shadows. And the
girl was before him, the light breeze rip-
pling through her hair and her face half-
turned to look at him. For a moment he
forgot the presence of the Judge—forgot
the guards and the fever. In the whole
world there existed for him but the woman
and the river and the night.

An exclamation from Evelyn aroused
him. “See,” she said, raising her hand,
“a light!” His nerves grew tense again
and his eyes caught the glare of the fires.

The Judge glanced backward. “Well?”
he inquired.

Tolman drew the floating bough to his

hand. “We must lie down and cover
with this,” he replied, “—it is the only
way. ”

He set himself to fasten the paddle so
that it would act as a rudder and when
this was accomplished and the whole
party had disposed themselves, he drew
the bough carefully across the rounded
sides of the log canoe. In the faint moon-
light the dugout had become a floating
tree trunk, lying low and drifting down.

At the projecting sand bar, however,
the watcher shaded his eyes and regarded
it critically. Then, apparently satisfied,
he turned to his fellows.

“River’s a risin’,” he called.
ther loose bresh afloatin’ out. ”

“Where?”

The question was short, sharp, and
insistent, and Tolman’s heart leaped to
his throat.

“Thar—ter ther right.
all right enough!”

It was the crucial moment for the
fugitives. They dared not stir nor could
they see, but they knew, nevertheless, that
out at the edge of the sand where the low-
voiced ripples were breaking, there were
keen eyes fastened upon them by men
who were ready to shoot. The girl
shivered under the nervous strain, bit her

“l see

Oh, hit’s bresh
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lips, and reached forth a trembling hand.
The hand found another and gripped it
convulsively, but that other was not the
Judge’s hand—it was Tolman’s.

But the voices died away, there came
no shot, and the boat controlled by her
makeshift rudder, held well to the center
of the flow. Then hours seemed to fol-
low. Their cramped limbs grew numb,
and the sky above them was their only
view and the river took them on and on.

After a long time the Judge stirred and
groaned uneasily and Tolman rose and
looked. Almost he could have shouted,
for the town was safely past and the boat
was drifting rapidly around a wooded
bend.

“ Safe!” he said, as he loosed his paddle.

“A few miles below we’ll land some-
where and get breakfast.”

The Judge laughed aloud and the girl
clapped her hands exultantly. Tolman
bent to his stroke.

The drowsy afternoon had come. The
white dust of the broad, straight road
leading North and West rose in little
eddying columns, and the jarflies in the
wayside bushes voiced an insistent mono-
tone. From his seat in the wagon that
had brought him out of the “bottoms”
and was now mounting the ridges that
served as a foretaste of the coming hills,
the Judge regarded approvingly the lean
and bearded countryman who for a very
considerable price had sheltered and fed,
and was at present transporting them.

“And so the two roads connect?” he
continued.

“Yas, ” replied the man, wallowing his
tobacco in his cheek, “ther Sulphur Rock
road—this is hit we is on—hit b’ars ter
ther Nawth an’ jines ther Duvallst’n pike
jest about a mile furder on. You-uns
needn’ be afeared none though—we air
not agwine noways anigh that thar yaller
fever fer Duvallst’n lays full twenty mile
back thar acrost them yander bottoms.
We turns ter ther left when we jines ther
pike, an’right at ther top o’ ther nex’ rise
you kin make out ther tops o’ them thar
mountings whar you-uns is a wantin’ ter
go.—Naw, hit aint no °cashun ter be
feared none. They is done shet Du-
vallst’n plum up wi’ a quarantine an’
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sence they is done hit ther rest o’ ther
country is open. They ’lows, they does,
‘at they kin keep yaller jack f’'m spreadin’
now. ”

Tolman could understand this. The
stricken sections had evidently been iso-
lated, but in the outer country travelers
might come and go as they would. As
for himself, now that his task was accom-
plished, a sudden infirmity of purpose
had beset him. The Judge, without a
question, had seemed to take it for granted
that he would keep on with them, and all
day Evelyn had been talking to him of the
hills, the far blue summits and the long
stretches of the purple valley-land, and of
the many little pleasures which they to-
gether might enjoy there, and he had suf-
fered her to talk.

And now the time drew near when he
must decide. Yesterday he would have
scoffed at the idea that there were any
two courses open to him, but it all seemed
different to-day. What, after all, was
Duvallstown to him; what had the village
ever done for-him? Was not Cameron
there, and Timms? Why, when happi-
ness seemed just in his grasp, should he
give up the prospect for Duvallstown and
fever, and even death, perhaps? He
looked at Evelyn and she returned his
glance. Never before had he been able
to draw so close to her as he had in this
last day and night; never had she seemed
before more utterly desirable.

He set his teeth. He would give up
nothing—he would go to the hills with
her.

The wagon climbed a long slope,
another road revealed itself, and the
driver pointed with his whip.

“Duvallst’n is thar,” he remarked,
“an’ yonder—"

The girl lifted up her head. “The
mountains!” she cried. “I can see the

blue peaks and the gaps!”

Presently a carriage that was rounding
a curve on the other road attracted their
attention. There was a smart-looking
driver on the box and beside him sat
another figure that somehow seemed
familiar.

The Judge broke the silence first.
“Why, it’s Timms!” he ejaculated.

When the carriage had finally over-
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taken them, Timms greeted them effu-
sively.

“1 knew you’d get out,” he exclaimed.
“1 crossed the river at the very first news
—but suppose we join forces. My
vehicle, it seems, is a shade the better of
the two. ”
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The Judge agreed with Timms and
was glad to make the exchange, but a
sudden revulsion swept over Tolman.
So Timms was here and Cameron was
yonder—alone—Cameron, the bald-
headed old hero who was man enough to
stick to his post! After the Judge and
Evelyn had been transferred, Tolman
slid stiffly from the wagon to a footing
in the dusty road.

“Come, get in, .doctor,” admonished
Timms impatiently. “There’s plenty of
room for us all.”

Tolman shook his head. “Thank
you,” he replied, “but—I’'m overdue
yonder with Cameron. 1’'m going no

further, | believe.”

The girl’s face went suddenly white;
then she recovered herself and laughed.

“You can’'t go back,” she remarked.
“The guards will refuse to let you in.”

“No trouble for a doctor to get in,”
growled the Judge. “They’ll need ’em
pretty badly in there.”

Timms glanced at Evelyn and shuffled
from foot to foot. “Well—” he said
finally. “Well—"

Tolman’s good-byes hid the confusion
of the man, but when next Evelyn spoke
to Timmes there was a catch in her throat
and a faint, queer inflection in her voice,
such as Timms very seldom had
heard.

“You—" she said, “you wouldn’t do
such a foolish thing as that?”

Timms did not answer, but climbed
briskly to the driving seat. The girl
clasped her hands, leaned out of the
carriage, and looked back toward the
“bottoms.”  Tolman was tramping
steadily along the gray road to Duvalls-
town—it is a pity he did not learn until
much later the message of her eyes.
Timms did not know either just then—
but Timms did not count.



The Janitor

BY WILLIAM HAMILTON OSBORNE

The conservative, old-fashioned presi-
dent of the conservative, old-fashioned
Beef & Tallow National Bank of New
York, held up his hands in holy horror.
He had just stepped from his conservative
and old-fashioned equipage, only to con-
front a line of some two hundred men,
who completely occupied the space in
front of the Beef & Tallow building.

“Thunder!” he exclaimed. He iooked
helplessly about him. At that instant he
caught sight of the cashier swinging down
Nassau street toward him. It was about
half past nine on a Monday morning.

The cashier grinned. “Run on the
bank, eh?” he remarked to the president.
The president shook his head.

“1—I didn’t expect anything like this,”
he said. “Twenty years ago when we
were looking for our last janitor, we
couldn’t scare up a corporal’s guard. ”

The cashier familiarly tapped the old
gentleman on the arm. '“Mr. Oughel-
tree,” he said, “if you’d done what | told
you to do, you wouldn’t have had this
trouble. All you had to do was to tell
these fellows to write you at the news-
paper office, and then you could have
taken your pick, and that would have been
all. But,” he added, “you’ll never take
advice. ”

The president shook his head. “I1—I
want to see them—all of them,” he
answered. It was characteristic of the
old man. He never delegated any im-
portant duty. Conservative and old-
fashioned he was, he held his finger, ever,
upon each detail in the business of the
bank.

“And now,” he told the cashier, “that
Jenkinson, our janitor, is dead, | ’'m going
to see that we get a man as good as he—
for it’s a very important thing. ”

The cashier laughed. “I1 wish you
joy, ” he said, waving his hand toward the

line of men. Then he ran lightly up the
high stoop and disappeared into the
bank.

Ougheltree, the president, was pos-
sessed of a little penchant, an idiosyncrasy,

that the others in the bank were wont to
laugh at. He believed that a man’s
character was written on his face. He re-
lied upon recommendation, it is true, but
a man’s appearance had the last word with
him. And, in justice to him, be it said,
that he rarely was mistaken.

“What’s in a recommendation?” he
would ask his associates; “there’s not a
business house here in town that won’t
give a recommendation of the most ex-
travagant kind to any employe short of a
liar and a thief.” He was right. Like a
letter of introduction, one of recommenda-
tion is too easily obtained. And so certain
was the president as to the kind of man he
wanted as janitor of the Beef & Tallow
Bank building, that before noon he had
placed his finger upon Hackett, one of
those in line; a young man, thirty-five
years of age, broad shouldered, strong, in-
telligent, and, apparently, efficient above
the average of men in office building jani-
tordom.

At one o’clock, as Peters, the cashier,
was making ready for his lunch, the presi-
dent called to him.

“This,” said President Ougheltree to
Peters, the cashier, with a gesture toward
Hackett, “is our new janitor, William
Hackett. ”

Later in the afternoon the president
again approached the cashier. “What
did you think of my choice?” he asked.

The cashier shook his head. Unlike
the president, he had met men outside of
the bank, the church, and the prayer
meeting.

“He’s all right,” he answered, nodding
his head, “but there’s something about
him that makes me think that he’s a
sport. | don’t know what it is.”

“He’s not a sport,” returned the presi-
dent, “I1’'m sure of that.”

And so William Hackett, the new jani-
tor, started in. He was efficient; there
was no doubt about that. And he was
modern, too, in his methods. Out of a
dingy old building, he seemed determined
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to make one that was up-to-date, so far as
the making lay in his power. And his
first step was to discharge all the male
help about the place, and employ hard-
working, middle-aged women to do the
cleaning up. And he seemed to hold his
nose to the grindstone. He was not a
sport—that much seemed certain. And
for a month or so everything went well.

One day young Johnny Montgomery,
a young clerk who was fast working his
way up toward the assistant paying teller-
ship, found that he was the first man at
the bank. He had a balance that had
kept him up the night before and which
was still his master. The front door to
the bank was closed, and he rang the bell.
It was answered by a young woman who
seemed to Johnny Montgomery to be al-
most a mere slip of a girl. She nodded
pleasantly to him and smiled.

“1t’s—Mr. Montgomery,” she said.
Johnny gasped. He did not remember
ever seeing her; yet she had his name
down as pat as if she had known him
all his life.  He strode to his desk, pulling
off his coat as he went along, and the
young woman proceeded with her task.
She was dusting and cleaning, and in the
course of her work she reached Mont-
gomery’s desk.

“The janitor,” she explained, “usually
cleans out the bank himself, but,” she
added, flushing, “he’s not so very well to-
day. He didn’t want to trust the regular
help. And so,” she concluded, “I
thought 17d fix it up myself. ”

Montgomery nodded mechanically. He
remembered vaguely that the president
had cautioned Hackett about letting pro-
miscuous help inside the banking room
itself. But Montgomery wasnt think-
ing hard about it. He was engaged in
looking at the girl who stood before him.

“ She—she’s a beauty,” he whispered
to himself.

He was right. He couldn’t figure out
just how she might look in a street cos-
tume, but he knew that with the collar
of her working shirtwaist turned in, show-
ing her neck, and with the sleeves of her
shirtwaist turned up, exposing her arms,
she far surpassed in looks many women
whom he had seen.
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“She’s a beauty,” he kept repeating,
“and—a lady,” he acknowledged to him-
self. And, as young Johnny Montgom-
ery was a gentleman, he made no effort to
attract her attention, but buried his face
in his work, and contented himself with
an occasional glance at her as she worked.
The next day he found himself hurrying
unconsciously through his breakfast, and
once more early at the bank. He didn’t
analyze his feelings too much. He told
himself merely that he wanted to see this
girl again—janitor’s help as she was.
He saw her that morning and the next, in
the same way. Johnny Montgomery was
a handsome lad, with a fine fresh face, and
a wonderfully bright eve; and deep within
his consciousness there was implanted an
ever-increasing, ever-growing admiration
for the beautiful in women. Johnny told
himself that some day, when he married,
he must pick out the very prettiest girl that
he could find.  And so, although his quest
had not yet begun—his salary was still
below the standard—he found himself
bowing unconsciously at the shrine of
every beauty, high and low, who came
across his path,. And this girl of the
janitor’s crew at the Beef & Tallow
Bank, was a superb sample of a certain
type, and her beauty pleased him more
than he was willing to confess. He even
had to approach Peters, the cashier, on the
subject.

“Have you seen the girl,” he asked of
Peters, “who cleans out the bank? You
ought to. She’s a little beauty. ”

“No,” answered Peters, indifferentlv,
“but | saw Castiglioni last night at the
Gascony. Frenchy—well, 1 guess. High
cheek bones. And if she can’t move her

feet—! Say, Johnny, you don’t want to
miss it. ”
Johnny shook his head. He went back.

He thought afterwards that it wasn't just
right for him to mention the girl to Peters.

And so he kept his counsel. But after
a week or so, he saw no more of her.

It was probably six weeks after that
when Ougheltree, the president, came
down to the bank on a holiday—a trick
he sometimes had. And he, too, met the
girl with the down-turned collar and the
upturned sleeves. He seemed surprised,
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“William Hackett, tlie new janitor, was modern in his methods.”
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but nodded gravely, and asked for Hack-
ett. The young woman hesitated.

“He’s away—to-day,” she answered,
flushing, “a—a holiday, you see. He
works so hard on other days. And | am
doing just a little bit myself. ”

Ougheltree subsided. But on the fol-
lowing Monday he sent for Hackett and
Hackett came. Hackett was pale and
distraught. Ougheltree did not notice
that he was trembling nervously from
head to foot.

DRAWN BY EDGAR BERT SMITH

“The girl with the upturned sleeves.”

“Hackett,” he said, “l came down
here Saturday, and found one of your
women cleaning up. Here in the bank,
understand. You know | suggested to
you that you'd better be careful who gets
in the bank itself, because you never can
tell whom to trust and whom not. | suppose
you can trust this young woman, but |
thought 1'd just tell you to be careful
about it. That’s all.”

Hackett smiled. “1 guess | can trust
the young woman, ” he answered. “That’s
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Mrs. Hackett—" he added proudly—
“that’s just my wife.”

Ougheltree rose and held out his hand.

“Dear me, Hackett!” he exclaimed,
“then it’s all right And | congratulate
you upon your wife. | take it all back.
| thought she was merely one of the help
—that’s all. You can go, Hackett.”

But Hackett lingered.

“1—I wanted you to know, Mr. Ough-
eltree,” he said, “that it’s she who cooks
the lunches that you and the V. P. and
Mr. Peters and the others have to eat.”

Ougheltree beamed. “Then | con-
gratulate you, doubly, Hackett, upon your
wife. For | tell my family that I am get-
ting better cooking at the bank than | get
at home. |1'm.glad, Hackett, to know
about your wife.”

And again, for a long while, things went
on smoothly. The wheels of the janitor’s
machine seemed to move evenly, and
noiselessly, and so well that the janitor
himself was rarely seen.

One day, Ougheltree, the president,
called Peters into his private office.

“Peters,” he said. “1’min a quandary.
Our business is growing and we need—
we really need more help. But | want to
keep down expenses. | ’ve been studying
the methods of other hanks, and | think
I've learned just how to get the most, in
reason, out of every man we've got.
What we want, is to save time. Now, if
you’ll listen a bit, 1’ll tell you what I
think, and | don’t mind saying, either,
that it’s Hackett and his wife that put it
into my head. Now, see!”

The cashier listened closely. At the
end he nodded convincingly.

“It’s just what the other banks are do-
ing, sir,” he said, “and for the matter of
that, you and | and the V. P. do it right
along. And you’re dead right when you
say it’ll save a lot of time. ”

“Then,” returned the president, “send
Johnny Montgomery up for Hackett and
his wife, and 1’ll tell ’em all about it”

Johnny went up and brought them
down. Johnny had found out some time
since that his beauty was the janitor’s
wife;and he had, therefore, felt it safe and
proper to chat with her upon occasion,
without restraint. And the more he saw
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of her, and the more he saw of Hackett,
the more he liked them both.

“The—the Ogre wants to see you,” he
announced to them. The word “Ogre”
was a convenient designation of the presi-
dent, who was as unlike an ogre as any
man might be. Hackett and his wife went
down.

“Now, Hackett, ” said Ougheltree, “1’ll
tell you just what we’ve concluded to do.
We’ve got about forty-five people here
and we’ve concluded just to feed ’em
every dav. We do it to save time. The
bank stands for it. If you’re agreeable,
you can fix up that big room on the top
floor, and you can make a regular thing
of cooking luncheon every day. You'l
have to get more help, but it’ll save us
money. We’ll pay you fifty cents per
man, and | dont mind telling you that
it’s going to save the bank about fifty
dollars a day at that. The point is, can
you do it? Will you do it? And will you
start in right away?”

“The instant,” answered Hackett,
“that the tables and chairs are bought,
I’'m ready to go in and win.” His young
wife nodded. The president caught her
eye.

& All this, Hackett,” he added, smiling,
“is on condition that Mrs. Hackett super-
intends the cooking of the meals.”

The scheme was a good one, but it left
out of consideration the health of the bank
clerks. However, it had worked well else-
where, and the bank did save money.
Ougheltree, in the presence of the growing
business, reorganized his forces, and in the
shuffle Johnny Montgomery, the hand-
some, became one of the assistant paying
tellers.

Upstairs on the top floor, young Mrs.
Hackett started in, mistress of her art, as
she was, to prepare the best fifty cent lunch-
eons she knew how at the least possible
expenditure of money. And what she
furnished was substantial and dainty as
well. It pleased.

“Gee!” said Johnny Montgomery, “I
wish that | could change my boarding
house, for the fare of the Beef & Tallow
Bank.” And it- was just the way that
everybody felt. Good meals—they were
good. And only young Mrs. Hackett
knew that it was not what the bank men

643

ate, but the way it was cooked, that made
the meals attractive. One day she touch-
ed her husband on the arm.

“There’s money in this, Billy,” she
exclaimed. Hackett nodded.

“1 know,” he responded, “I’ve been
watching this all along.”

And then, in the midst of it all, one day
the bank found out the ghastly circum-
stance.

William Hackett, the janitor, was—a
drunkard. They found him, supine, upon
the stairs. He whs not a sport—Peters
had been wrong about that—he was a
plain, ordinary drunkard. Not the kind
of man who drinks every day; but the
sort who drinks heavily, terrifically, ter-
ribly, every month—every six weeks.
His was the American vice—the habit of
the spree.

Hackett was a good janitor. But for
this vice he would have been a good man-
ager of a large mercantile business. He
had been young and ambitious, faithful
and industrious. He might have worked
his way to the top of the ladder. He was
attractive—attractive enough to gain the
affection of a very worthy young woman.
And she had married him—uwithout know-
ing. And then, she had gritted her teeth,
and borne it.  She had used every means,
adopted every measure to save this man
from the degradation, the ruin that waited
for him out in the future, but without
avail. And she realized that in this age
and generation there is no place for the
man, able though he be, who is sober for
a month and drunk for a w-eek. He was
an outcast, and she knew it. But it was
her self-imposed task to make the very
best of the situation that was the very
worst. And she had done it. and the
bank had never known. But the money
that William Hackett had made out of the
fifty cent meals of the employes of the
bank had given him added reason for
neglecting the bank and indulging his
vice. And the vice had forced itself into
the light of discovery. Theretofore, his
young wife had simply taken his place;
completed his unfinished tasks; kept the
bank in its accustomed order—but now,
the bank had found William Hackett out.

It was the day after they found him on
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the stairs that he stood, a shaking, ner-
vous wretch, in the presence of President
Ougheltree, this time in very truth an
ogre; for Ougheltree of the church and
week night meetings, had little use for the
man with a vice. He spent ten minutes
in violent denunciation—to Hackett it
seemed like ten hours.

“You can go, Hackett,” said the presi-
dent. Hackett started off; then he came
back, and asked, abjectly, for a recom-
mendation.

“1’Il have to have it,” he said, “to get
another job.” He did not get it.

“1I'm not a liar,” thundered Oughel-
tree. “A recommendation? No.”

Hackett went up stairs. And then his
young wife crept down and entered the
presence of Oughdtree, the president.

“l want to tell you something, Mr.
Ougheltree,” she said. “You dont
know it, and my reason for telling you is
because it’s true, and because | must live
and so must Billy.” She stopped a min-
ute. “For six months,” she went on, “it
is | and not my husband, who has cared
for the bank—who has kept it in order.
Only three weeks ago you told him that
he was doing it better than he had ever
done before. It was |I—I was doing it.
Ever since we have been here, | have done
fully half the work, 1 have seen that
things went right. Up to six months ago
Billy and | have been your janitor: for
three or four monms now, it is | alone,
and not Billy. | cant ask you to keep
Billy on; I will not do it. But we must
live—Billy must live. It’s come to the
time when |°ve got to see to it that we
must live. You know what |’ve done—
you know what | can do. Billy cannot
get another decent job.” She stopped
again, and placed her hand upon the
president’s arm. “Mr. Ougheltree,” she
said, “we’re going down—down—down
—unless you let me stay. ”

She stayed. Ougheltree investigated
her story and found it true. She had
done the work; she had managed the help;
she had been the janitor of the bank.
She stayed. Hackett stayed, too, but not
as an employe of the bank. He crept in
and out, when all had gone, like a shadow
—a man with a deadly vice.

Johnny Montgomery heard about it;
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they all heard about it. And Johnny,
when he ate his dinner up on the top floor,
conveyed to her silently, and as best he
could, with those expressive eyes of his,
his sympathy. He wanted her to know
that he understood. She answered him
in the same way; she knew that he did
understand; she saw that his was genuine
sympathy.

“You work hard,” he said to her one
day, noting the lines in her young face.
She sighed. Then she smiled.

“Hard,” she echoed. “Some day,”
she continued, “|°’m going to buy a farm,
on the sunny side of a hill, and I’m going
to rest, rest, rest. If | ever get the
money, ” she added quickly.

Johnny shook his head.

“Nobody around a bank,” he an-
swered, with a bit of hopelessness in his
voice, “ever can get together enough of
the stuff, even to buy a farm—certainly
not enough to rest. ”

A year passed, and William Hackett
died. They all knew of his death; knew
how he died, and when and where. And
the janitor of the Beef & Tallow Bank
laid her head upon her arms and sobbed
her way through night after night. For
William Hackett was a man who would
have been worth while but for one thing—
true that she had been wedded to his vice
as well as to him; but now, for a time, she
remembered only the man. In the day
time she forgot everything save that she
was janitor of the Beef & Tallow Bank.

Ougheltree, the president, forgot Wil-
liam Hackett; he thought but seldom,
even, of the janitor. For the Beef & Tal-
low Bank was forging steadily and surely
to the front. It was still old-fashioned
and conservative, but it was wonderfully
substantial; and it held a wondrous grip
upon metropolitan finance. One day,
with an exultant light in his eyes, he beck-
oned to Peters, the cashier.

“ Peters,” he exclaimed, once they were
in his private room, “what do you think?
At last we’ve got the Battery Bank and
Schuman’s people at our mercy. They
want to consolidate with us—they’ve got
to consolidate with us, and they know it.
They’ll do anything. We’ll retain our
name, our men, our president—" he
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grinned—" everything. They want to
come in, because we’ve driven them, liter-
ally to the wall. And they’ve got busi-
ness, too. A whole lot of it, at that. ”

The cashier’s eyes gleamed. “By
George, Ougheltree,” he answered, sin-
cerely, “you’re a wonder, sir, you are.”

The consolidation, within a few
months, was an accomplished fact, and
the Beef & Tallow Bank at last marched
in the van. It had to enlarge its quarters
and accordingly turned out several old
tenants of the Beef & Tallow building.
Its office force now numbered one hund-
red and fifty men. At the head of it all
was Ougheltree, still keeping his finger
upon details; and the methods of the
bank were still his own. Up on the top
floor, one hundred and fifty men fed, in
relays, every day, in the middle of the
day. And young Mrs. Hacked, the
janitor, fed them. And she worked and
worked and worked.

But even Ougheltree felt that his bank
must accommodate itself to the modern
conditions; that it must keep up with the
march of progress. Conditions in Wall
street were changing; money was plenti-
ful and good loans were hard to get.
Banks were even speculating in safe
business enterprises. But the Beef &
Tallow was still conservative.

It was when Ougheltree happened to be
confined to his home with pneumonia that
a crisis arose in the affairs of the bank.
Larchmont, Low & Co. were successful
operators on the street, and the bank had
been accommodating them with small
loans on good security. Other banks
hardly asked security—Larchmont’s note
was deemed as good as gold. Larch-
mont, Low & Co. constituted a pillar of
financial strength. But the Beef & Tal-
low Bank, in its conservatism, found that
business was deserting it; it had plenty of
money to loan, but no applicants. Sud-
denly, Larchmont, Low & Co. swooped
down upon it with an application for an
enormous slice of ready cash. A direc-
tors’ meeting was called at once. Ough-
eltree was very sick; could not even be
seen and talked to. Something must be
done. There was big money in the loan.
The old Battery bank directors and the
Schumann crowd, new blood in the Beef
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& Tallow Bank, heartily endorsed the
loan. Peters shook his head.

“The old man,” he protested, “would
never take it. 1’'m pretty sure of that.”
In their perplexity, they took a vote, and
the cash was loaned.

It was two months later that Johnny
Montgomery, hurrying along through
the halls, was stopped by Mrs. Hackett.

“What’s the matter in the bank?” she
queried.

Montgomery was breathless. “Haven’t
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“ One day the bank found out.’

you heard?” he answered. “We've
been carrying Larchmont, Low & Co.
along for months. They’ve been bulling
the market. We thought they were all
right.  And now, look!”

He exhibited a “flimsy” from a Wall
street newspaper. “They’ve gone to
smash,” he said.

Larchmont, Low & Co. were only the
first to go. Five other concerns, en-
tangled in the ruins, went also. And
then the directors of the Beef & Tallow
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held their breath; for the Beef & Tallow
had been backing conservative concerns
that had turned out to be concerns of
quite another calibre. What had seemed
gilt-edged was merely tinsel. Old Ough-
eltree, recovered of his illness, gritted his
teeth.

“Fools!” he screamed. But this did
no good; nor did it do good for Peters,
the cashier, to shake his head, and mur-
mur, “I told you so.”

The ruin had been accomplished, and
‘one bright day the Beef & Tallow found
its doors besieged by a crowd of clamor-
ous people.

“ By George!” said Peters, “this crowd
isn’t looking for a job this trip. This is
something different, this thing is.”

He was right. For a time the Beef &
Tallow laughed; and New York laughed
with it.

“The old Beef & Tallow, ” people said,
“you mightas well try to exhaust the
United States Treasury as to drain that
bank. ”

But they forgot that there had been
times when the United States Treasury
had been drained; and they did not know
that the turn of the Beef & Tallow Bank
had come. The run was a steady run,
and on the third day, the failure of another
Wall street house doubled the crowd that
stood in line before the Beef & Tallow
building.

Johnny Montgomery’s face was pale
that day as he sat down in his accustomed
placeJn the dining room. He saw
young Mrs. Hackett and he beckoned to
her.

“We’re up against it down stairs,” he
said. “We’ll go under. | dont see
how we can weather it. ”

“Is it so bad?” asked Mrs. Hackett.

“Let me tell you,” exclaimed Johnny,
hastily swallowing a cup of coffee, “ Ough-
eltree has put up everything he’s got;
Schumann has done the same; and Will-
ard of the old Battery said he'd sell his
shirt before he saw the bank go under.
They've got one chance. It’s New
Haven; the New York banks won’t lift a
finger; they’d just as lief we'd go, you
know. But New Haven promises that to-
morrow —not to-day, but to-morrow—it
can do something for us. Peters knows
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about it; he says that we can pull through
with New Haven’s aid, provided we can
weather the storm this afternoon. But—
hang it!—this afternoon—why, it’s only
twelve, and all New York is down stairs
at our doors. ”

Young Mrs. Hackett thought for an
instant—plainly she was revolving some-
thing in her mind.

“What do you think, Johnny,” she
inquired.

Montgomery nodded.  “I—think,”
he answered, “that we’ll just miss pulling
through this afternoon. That’s what |
think. It’s got me scared to death.
Every fellow in the bank is thinking of his
job—and you bet there’ll be wailing and
gnashing of teeth to-morrow if—”

Mrs. Hackett stopped him.

“1 forgot,” she said, “about the fel-
lows and—and you—Iosing their jobs.”
She touched him lightly on the arm.

“Johnny,” she said, “listen. 1 can get
some money—no matter how, | know7—
men who have it. No matter about that.
Tell Peters if he needs ten, tweénty thous-
and—enough to tide over, | can—"

But Johnny Montgomery had paled
once more. “What—men?” he asked.
Then he flushed. “No, no,” he con-
tinued, “1 don’t mean that—it’s none of
my business. 1l tell Peters.”

He strode away. He told Peters. At
half past two that afternoon Peters walked
to a little speaking tube and pressed a
button. Two minutes later young Mrs.
Hackett walked up to the receiving tellers’
window, and laid down a bulky envelope
or two.

“| want to open an account,” she said.
The teller gasped. Then he reached for
the envelopes and began to count.
Johnny Montgomery watched him.

“Thirty-one thousand, three hundred
and sixty dollars, ” announced the receiv-
ing teller, “and whose name?”

“Thirty-one  thousand!”
Johnny to himself.

“Who deposits this, Mrs. Hackett?”
queried the receiving teller.

“l do,” answered the janitress, “my
first name is—Louise. ”

The teller nodded, passed the bills
surreptitouslv to a clerk and the clerk
passed them surreptitiously to Johnny

thought
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Montgomery, who
turned them over to
the paying teller.

At three o’clock,
when the doors were
closed, the Beef &
Tallow Bank had in
its coffers just nine
thousand odd dollars,
and no more.

“By George!” said
Peters, “that cash of
Mrs. Hackett’s friend
just made us square.
Call up New Haven
right away.”

They called up New
Haven six times that
afternoon, and four
times the next morn-
ing, and at a quarter
to ten next day New
Haven, by its repre-
sentative, turned up
at the bank with cash
in plenty—and the run

was over.
“Your friend,”
said Johnny Mont-

gomery, doubtfully, to
young Mrs. Hackett,
“was a brick to put
up all that money just
at that time.” He
stopped and his face
grew red. “Look
here,” he went on
bluntly, “it’s none of
my darned business
—none at all; but, |
want to tell you—I
want to know who
your friend is.”

Mrs. Hackett smiled.

“Johnny,” she said, ‘if you fed two
hundred men at fifty cents a head how
much would that be a day?”

“What’s that got to do with it?”
answered Johnny.

“1t would be a hundred dollars,” went
on Mrs. Hackett, “and if it only cost you
fifty dollars to feed them, how much

would be the profit? How much,
Johnny?”
“That,” protested Johnny, “is
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“Young Mrs. Hackett was mistress of her art.’

not what I’m trying to get at.”

“And,” proceeded the janitor, “if that
goes on for a year or two years, with more
or less men, how much do you think it
would be? There! Now I've told you
all about it. And the bank never knew,
and never saw, and never understood to
this day—but you see, dont you,
Johnny?”

Johnny put his hand to his head, and
tried to reason it all out. He was mud-
dled just a bit. But finally he saw.
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“Thunderation!” he cried at last.
"You don't mean to say that all that
money was your money?”

“Every bit of it,” she answered. “It
was hard, Johnny, to risk it, after the
hard work Ive had earning it, but I
thought of Ougheltree, and the boys, and

their salaries, and—I did it. 1°ve kept
it 'way up here all these years. | thought
it would be safer, don’t you see. But I ’ve

made it, Johnny, every bit of it, out of the
meals. Listen, and 1’ll tell you all about
it.”

At the end of her recital Johnny gasped.
“Why,” he exclaimed, “you’re making
more per year than—~Peters. Why, see
here, why don’t you retire and buy that
farm, and go over there and rest? You
said you'd do it. Why don’t you?

Mrs. Hackett did not answer for a
moment. And when she spoke, there was
a little catch in her voice.

“l dont know,” she answered. “I
suppose | like to make money, and I’'m
attached to the bank, and all the boys,
and—I don’t know. Somehow, it
doesn’t seem that I can do it.”

If Johnny had looked up just then—
but he didn’t.  He sighed.

“Jove!” he wenton. “You're lucky!”
He waved his hand. “I’ve got to get
back—to the bank.” And then he went.

“Johnny is tired,” said the janitor,
of the bank.

But her farm and her rest came before
she wanted it. Ougheltree died. And
Schumann stepped into his shoes. And
Schumann decreed several changes. The
first of these was a new office building.
And the bank had suddenly realized the
money that there was in the feeding
line.

“Hereafter,” said Schumann, *“the
bank will'employ a chef on a salary. Mrs.
Hackett,” he inquired, “will you take the
job?”

But the young janitor only laughed.

“1’m too old-fashioned,” she answered,
“to be a chef. And, besides, ” she added,
“1’m too tired. And now, I’'m going to
rest.”

She bought a farm, and rested, and the
bank forgot her. And the bank built its
new building, and then started in to
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double the task of every man in its em-
ploy. Upon the shoulders of Johnny
Montgomery, for instance, it placed a
burden under which he positively stag-
gered.

“1 wish | could get time,” Johnny told
himself, “just to rest up a bit.” But
Johnny worked, and the others worked,
and every day at noon they went up stairs
and ate food which was as far removed
from the delicacies of Mrs. Hackett as
the east is from the west; and Johnny’s
constitution fought a fight with the food
and the confined air of the bank—and he
worked, worked, worked. And one day
he was ill, and went home, and got up
from a sick bed the next morning and
came down to the bank. That was
months after Mrs. Hackett had gone.
And in the midst of it all, she dropped
into the bank one day, and they shook
hands all around, with her, for she was an
universal favorite. But she didn’t see
Johnny. He was cooped in a narrow,
little room all by himself. Finally she
stepped into the reception room and
asked for him, and they sent for him.
She was shocked to see him. His face
had deep lines in it, and he had lost the
buoyant, boyish look that had graced
him once.

“What’s the matter?” she asked.

“1 don’t know,” answered he, briskly
enough, “I’'m tired, | guess.”

“Sick,” she ventured.

“N—no,” answered Johnny, “only
tired. Tired as—thunder!”

“] don’t have to ask,” he went on,
“how you are. You've rested, | guess.

I can see that.” For she was as young,
apparently, as she had been six years be-
fore, when he had seen her with down-
turned collar and upturned sleeves.

“] am a business woman,” she went
on, “and |I’m here to see you. There’s a
little bit of a bank over in the village, but
it seems to be a paying enterprise. |’ve
put my money into it, Johnny—what |
had. ”

Johnny smiled.
he answered.

“1 want to know,” she went on, flush-
ing slightly, “1 want to know whether you
can come out and run it for me. It needs
a mantorunit. Out there they laugh at

“You had enough,”
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“ ‘Life begins now,’ repeated John Montgomery.

a woman who tries to do anything but—
cook. ”

Johnny Montgomery drew his breath
sharply inward.

“1°d like to run it—I’d like to see it.
When can I—do you think?”

Next Sunday he went out to the little
Jersey town. Young Mrs. Hackett had
spoken truth. There was the bank—
there was the little farm. There was one
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of Mrs. Hackett’s
dinners. There was
—rest.

And there, above
all things else, so
Johnny told himself,
was Mrs. Hackett.
And then, suddenly,
there rose to the sur-
face the feeling that
for years Johnny
M ontgornery had
been fighting down;
fighting down for
many reasons at the
start, fighting down
later because he was
nobody but Johnny
Montgomery, with a
small salary in a
big bank. All these
years he had kept
his face, his glance,
averted from the
eyes of this woman,
who still was noth-
ing but a girl to him
—he had never for-
gollen the down-

turned collar and
the wup-turned
sleeves. And he

stood there, on the
small veranda, on
that Sunday after-
noon, and he knew
that there was but
one thing worth
while in all the mate-
rial world, and that,
beside it, salaries,
and banks and busi-
ness paled into in-
significance.

They were stand-
ing, he and she, looking down into the
valley with the afternoon sun upon their
faces. He felt new life coursing in his
veins. He felt—

He turned to her suddenly, and with-
out a word, gathered her into his arms.

“1’m not going to ask you anything,”
he blurted out, “1’m only going to tell you
what we both know—that we must go on
hand in hand, from now. Weve been
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fools, ever to keep apart. | don’t know
why we ever stayed apart—how we ever
could. | can see it all now. The thing
that worried me was not how much |
thought of you, but how much you—
cared. | know now—I know that all you
did for the bank, all that you did for the
boys—all the time you spent there, work-
ing day after day, when you didn’t have
to, was meant, not for me, not because you
loved me, not because | loved you, but
because—because we loved each other.
It’s all going to end right here—all the
uncertainty. And it’s all going to begin
right here—life, real life. Life for you
and for me.”
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He kissed her suddenly, warmly, upon
the lips. Her hand stole up and rested on
his shoulder.

“Johnny, ” she whispered. They stood
there—hysterical—forgetful—oblivious.

The dusk came on. It was autumn.

“Life begins—now,” repeated John
Montgomery. He took her by the hand,
and led her down the little private lane
that turned into the road. Side by side
they went, down the village road, and
turned in at the path that led into a house
standing next door to the village church.
A man in a long frock coat opened to
them. He was the pastor of the Donald-
son First Church.

The President's Tree

BY EDMUND MITCHELL,

“ Children, as is our usual custom on
the glorious Fourth of July, we gather
around the President’s Tree, to refresh
our souls with the lofty and inspiring
sentiment for which it stands. Twenty
years ago the President of our country
came to this town, then a little village,
and, planting the tree which was to
commemorate his visit, gave us God
speed—bade us go ahead and do the
right, make the place a place of happy
homes, a model municipality, the pride
of an industrious, progressive, and law-
abiding community. ”

The speaker was putting forth no
attempt at spell-binding rhetoric, but,
although his method of delivery was the
quiet conversational one of friend ad-
dressing a gathering of friends, the
audience hung upon his every word with
rapt attention. A man of middle age,
he was standing beneath the boughs of a
sturdy young oak, hat in hand, the soft
summer breeze playing with his hair.
Gathered about him was a group of
children, girls and boys, dressed in their
best, most of them carrying tiny flags.
Fringing the throng were as many elders
as youngsters, the fathers and mothers,
the grown-up sisters and brothers; here
and there a venerable figure, grand-

father leaning on his cane, grandmother
beside the baby carriage wherein some
infant patriot gurgled with complacent
enthusiasm.

Had a census enumerator been afoot,
he might have filled up his sheets with-
out more ado. For obviously all the
town was assembled round the famous
President’s Tree, which, as the speaker
had indicated, served as a rallying point
when the communal spirit stirred.

“Not all of you know the full mean-
ing of the change that twenty years have
wrought,” continued the orator. “But
we who have been here from the first can
recall the wilderness which we set our
hearts to conquer, the scrub amidst
which coyotes used to skulk where our
beautiful town now stands; the arid
plains to which we have brought water,
and which we have made our gardens
and our cornfields. Twenty years ago,
a desert; to-day—well, gaze around, and
see for yourselves.”

The speaker lifted his eyes from the
children whom he had been more par-
ticularly addressing, and swept the view
before him. The pause gave the young-
sters an opportunity for cheering and
flag-waving, but the elders, half turning
round, involuntarily followed the sug-
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gestion given and the example set them.
With well satisfied looks and commenda-
tory murmurs they surveyed the truly
charming park, its shrub-embowered
lake glinting in the sunshine, amidst the
greenery the occasional white gleam of
statuary, here an avenue of noble trees
merging into a broad street of residences,
there the vista closed bv a columned
facade which proclaimed itself as belong-
ing to municipal hall or library or art
gallery; beyond, picturesquely breaking
the skyline, a clock tower, a dome, a
tapering church spire, each the emblem
of some interest, pleasure, or aspiration
held in common by these home-builders
in the wilderness.

“A dinky little place, ain’t it?” called
out a voice in the crowd.

The crowd laughed; the orator smiled
—a smile of wonderful gentleness and
sweetness. He raised his hand, and the
spell of silent, eager harkening once more
held his audience.

“In my closing sentences | just want
to say one thing. Remember the man
who planted this tree. | do not refer to
the greatness which, in full or in too
scanty measure, the world may have
given or denied. | do not speak of the
President of the United States—I speak
of the plain, simple man who stood here,
and, in kindness of heart for all of us, his
fellow citizens, planted the sapling that
has now grown to be this splendid oak.
Think of that man as one of ourselves,
and never forget that he was noble and
generous, filled with deep affection for
those around him, unselfish in serving the
common good, unsparing of time or
trouble when the happiness of others was
concerned, letting wealth go past him
which his indefatigable energies might
have reaped with consummate ease.
That is the story the President’s Tree
stands to tell”—he patted the stem with
affectionate pride—"and never forget it,
girls and boys. Now, off you go, and
unpack the lunch baskets around the
lake.”

With a whoop the crowd of youngsters
scattered like shaken rose petals. The
elders dispersed more slowly, some of
them pausing to say a few words to the
man who had spoken—to shake his hand
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to exchange a word of reminiscence, to
give that look into the eyes which, in full-
ness of emotion, tells more than words.
But at last the President’s Tree was de-
serted; even the derygman—he was
clearly the pastor of the town, although
there was nothing in his dress to proclaim
the fact—was wending his way towards
the groves around the lake, now resound-
ing with happy shouts and merry laughter.

He had sauntered only a dozen yards
when a man came up behind, and with
detaining hand touched his shoulder.
A garden seat sheltered by bushes was
close by. This the newcomer indicated.

“ Bishop, | want to speak to you.
Let us rest here awhile.”

“All right, Mr. Mayor; I'm at your
service.”

After they had sat down, back to the
parson’s face came that peculiar smile of
sweetness, mingled now with drollery.
He opened the colloquy.

“What’s up, Mayor? You look as if
you were upset over something. ”

“l am upset. Every word you spoke
under that tree went straight to my
heart. ”

“l meant it that way. | hope my
words went straight to the hearts of all
my listeners. ”

“But, Bishop, you looked at me, too,
when you were speaking. ”

“Did 1?” There was amused non-
committal in the query. “And what of
that?”

“You awakened old memories.”

“My mind was full of old memories.
Do you remember that day, Ellis, when
the President came to our town?”

“Remember! Could I ever forget it?”

“All the settlers swarmed in from a
hundred miles around. And the won-
derful music of that scratch brass band!
I can hear it sometimes yet in troubled
dreams. You were marshal of the cere-
monies, and went prancing around on a
big black horse, with a ribbon on your
breast as broad as a shingle. ”

Both men leaned back, and laughed
quietly.

“It was a great day, Bishop,” said the
Mayor, with lingering appreciation.
“And the President chatted that affable
with all of us Don’t you remember he
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came into my house—the house that’s
our barn now—and pinched Selina by
the ear? Selina was the baby then, and
I can see her yet, as she sat up laughing
and crowing to the great man, just as
happy as a clam.”

“Yes, the President left more behind
him than the tree he planted. He left
pleasant memories and stimulating ideas.
It was his visit that set you and me
thinking, Ellis, and we resolved to build
a town beautiful. It might be small,
but it would be beautiful, helping thereby
to make the lives of those dwelling in it
beautiful. You remember that is what
we said, Mayor?”

“You said it, Bishop. You got the
lesson out of the visit, so to speak, and
kind o’ enthused me with it. The mak-
ing of our town has been yours, my
friend. God bless you!”

The Mayor’ hand had gone out, and
clutched the lapel of the parson’s coat.
There was the glisten of moisture in his
eyes—the quiver of deep feeling on his
face. It was a fine face—not refined,
but strong, rugged, open, honest as the
day.

“No, no, Mayor,” protested the par-
son, gently disengaging the other’s hold.
Their hands met, and clasped as they
descended. “Yours has been all the
work, and yours is all the honor. | may
have suggested, but you have toiled and
accomplished. We made you our first
mayor, and have kept you in office and
in harness ever since.”

“Just as we dubbed you Bishop, and
call you Bishop to this day—the leader
of our town towards everything that has
made it good and pleasant to live in. |
ain’t highly educated like you, but | can
see that it is the man who inspires that
does the work—not the man who merely
handles the job.”

“That is so,” laughed the parson.
“But it has been your actual work,
Mayor, that has kept on inspiring all of
us. So together we have done what we
have done, with you ever bearing the
burden and heat of the day. That’s
what | meant when | told the children
never to forget how noble and estimable
is a life of unselfish devotion to one’s
fellow beings.”

6

“But all that was about the man who
planted the tree—the President’s Tree.”
The Mayor leaned forward, searching his
friend’s eyes.

“l know it,” came the quiet answer.
“When | spoke, | had the man who
planted the tree in my mind. He was
the example | was holding up to the
children’s admiration and emulation.”

“Yes, and that’s what went to my
heart, Bishop.” The speaker’s head
dropped dejectedly on his breast, his
arms hung down limp by his side. “ Year
after year, |’ve heard you preach pretty
much the same sermon each Fourth of
July under the same tree. You’ve made
me a bit uneasy every time, but to-day
your eye was upon me, boring into me
like a gimlet, and | fairly squirmed.
That’s what | wanted to talk about.
You’ve been under a delusion, parson,
for twenty years, and |’ve been a guilty
coward in keeping you in the dark so
long. ”

“What do you mean?” There was
only mild curiosity in the question, in-
dulgent skepticism in the kindly look that
accompanied it.

“What do | mean? Just this; that I’'m
a miserable prevaricator in having con-
cealed the truth all these years, and made
you preach.a kind of falsehood. Bishop,”
continued the mayor, sitting up and
speaking with great earnestness, “you
remember the sapling the President
planted—how it withered and wilted,
and you and | were both in despair lest,
it should die.”

“1 remember. ”

“Well, Bishop, we both loved that
tree, and prized it dearly, because of all it
meant for us and the town. We loved
it, just as if it had been a poor little baby
fighting for its life. We watered it, both
of us—sometimes | think we gave it too
much water—too much of the feeding
bottle’s bad, the doctor says. But in
spite of all our care, all our anxiety, it
was dying before our eyes—dying, day
by day, like a slip that had never properly
rooted. ”

“1 remember, Ellis,” commented the
Bishop, smiling. “Then all of a sudden,
it took a new lease of life, and got along
splendidly. Don’t you remember the
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difference we noticed one morning?”

The Mayor uttered a groan.

“That is where my prevarication be-
gan,” he murmured. *“Bishop, |’ve got
to own up to everything now. The
President’s Tree is a whited sepulchre.”

“No, sir, it’s a live oak, in the fullest
meaning of the word. ”

“Well, it ain’t what it pretends to be,
anyhow. The tree the President planted
died. That night you have just referred
to | was restless, and couldn’t sleep. |
came outside for a walk, and wandered
this way through the park—wasn’t a park
then, but we had planned making a park
around the President’s Tree, you remem-
ber, same way as the man bought a dog
for the bone he found on the street. ”

The parson laughed.

“Yes,” he assented, “I suppose the
genesis of our park was hardly less
ridiculous. But the park’s here all right,
Mayor, and a grand park, too”—this with
a triumphant glance to left and right.

“Oh, yes, the park’s here, but it just
grew around the President’s Tree.. Well,
you were so dead set on the park, Bishop,
it made me doubly nervous about the
tree. And there it was, shriveling and
withering, little better than a stick of
cinnamon. | came along that night to
have a look. And what do you think |
found?”

“Well?”

“The sapling snapped clean across,
and the whole top gone. It was blowing
pretty hard that night. | guess the wind
had done the damage, and carried pretty
nigh the whole blamed thing away. |
was concerned about the tree, but more
about you—and the park. The whole
scheme just seemed about busted. ”

There was a pause, but the parson did
not interrupt. So the mayor continued
his confession.

“You remember we had got two
trees ready for the planting, and chose the
likeliest the morning the President came.
Well, the other one was left in my yard,
stuck in an old kerosene tin, just as we
brought it down from the foothills. But
it was all right and flourishing, so, when
I saw the broken off stump, I thought
of its mate, and—"

“Stole home for it, and planted it in
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place of the other that had perished,”
interrupted the parson, with a tranquil
nod of understanding.

“Eh? Wohat’s that?” exclaimed the
mayor, starting up in great surprise.
“Then you knew this, Bishop?”

“Certainly, | knew it.”

“And you talked that morning about
the wonderful improvement the Presi-
dent’s Tree had made in a single night!”

“You did the talking, my friend. |
just listened. ”

“Well, the tree had improved, hadn’t
it?” said the Mayor, with a dry grin.
“ ‘Didn’t look the same’—these were
the very words | used; | remember ’em.
| kept dodging around the truth, and
you fell in with the whole deception, like
an innocent lamb. After a bit | hadn’t
the courage to own up to the trick I’d
played you. That’s where my moral
cowardice showed itself. But you tell me
now that you knew the truth all the time,
Bishop?”

“Yes, | knew it from the beginning.
But, after all, the mere substitution of a
different sapling was a small matter.
The association of the spot with the
President remained—that was the all-
important lesson to abide in the people’s
minds. | didn’t wish to disturb it, so 1
humored your Kindly little subterfuge.
Besides, | had a reason of my own for
not pressing the subject too closely.”

“ And what was that?”

“1 too had been out walking that night
—an hour or two before you, | fancy.
Well, I came to the park, and | found a
miserable cow browsing on the withered,
and now also severed, crown of the Presi-
dent’s live oak. ”

“Well, 1’ll be”—but a glance from the
parson checked any too energetic ex-
pression of chagrined astonishment.

“l was shocked and grieved,” con-
tinued the narrator. “Oh, much more
than you can imagine.” There was a
moment of dramatic pause, and a wistful
smile came over the pale face. “For the
cow was mine, Ellis. Old Flossie—have
you forgotten her? She had dragged her
tether; the disaster had been caused by
my carelessness.

“But the tree was dead, Bishop,”
cried the Mayor, eager to comfort his
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fellow reprobate. “The tap root had
rotted off—nothing could have saved it. ”

“So | guessed. But you will under-
stand now my readiness that morning to
accept your solution of the difficulty. |
had left the house early, to view the mis-
chief by daylight. 1 knew well how dis-
appointed all the folks would be when
they came to learn that the President’s
Tree had been destroyed. | was greatly
relieved in mind, | can tell you, to see the
new tree in place. So | left the popular
sentiment rooted, Mayor. No need to
pull that up, surely; and in this case
there was nothing better to plant out in
its stead. ”

“But your sermon, Bishop? Your
sermon this very day—on a dozen
Fourths of July, too, at a low reckoning? ”

“Well, what of my sermon, as you
choose to call it?”

“ Knowing the truth all the time, you
piled it on to the children, bidding them
shape their lives by that of the great and
noble man who planted the tree.”

“That is why, when | came to this
part of my speech, Ellis, | turned my eye
on you.”
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“What’re you driving at now, Bishop?”

“Just this, old friend, that if the chil-
dren shape their lives by yours, if they
live as you have done, straight, true,
working for the good of everyone around
them, | think God will say that all is
well. The President’s Tree, remember,
is something more than leaves and bark
and timber. As | keep on telling our
people, it stands for a sentiment—a lofty
and inspiring sentiment. ‘Do the right,
fearlessly do the right,” said the Presi-
dent, as he stood before us that day, spade
in hand. And it is you, Ellis, who, by
the example of your life, have kept the
sentiment flourishing among us all these
years.”

The Mayor had risen to his feet, to
avoid his comrade’s look of mingled
admiration and affection. He waved
aside the flow of embarrassing words.

“Stop that, Bishop. So the Presi-
dent’s Tree was ate up by a durned cow,
was it? But here’s Selina’s little gal.
Come away, my pigeon. ”

And the brawny arms opened for the
toddling wee maid, the rough face hid
itself against her snowy garments.

Love and the Fence-Cutters

BY BIRDSALL BRISCOE

“Take any one you like, Dick,” drawl-
ed Thornton from the hammaock.

“But | like 'em all,” said Dick gener-
ously. He was stretched full length,
neatly, but rather precariously, balanced
on the wide piazza rail. His head rested
on its upward ramp, and he contemplated
idly through a lazy drift of cigarette
smoke, the toes of his immaculate riding
boots.

“Any of the polo ponies,” limited
Thornton, making a vicious effort to dis-
entangle the fringe of the hammock from
the rowels of his spurs. “I raise em for
vour sort. Don’t ride any of the cow
ponies. I’ll be hanged if I'll have you
town chaps ruining them!”

“Oh, cut it, Frank! You invite a fel-
low out to vour God-forsaken old ranch,

and then won’t let him enjoy himself.”

“Invited you!” exploded Thornton.
“Confound this hammock! Before |
was married | had one hanging out here
made out of barrel staves—you remem-
ber it?” his mind going back to previous
visits of this same unwelcome gentleman.
“Well, Della had it burned up—said it
was unsightly. It was, but with only us
and the Mexicans to see it. And it was
comfortable; a fellow didn’t have to un-
dress every time he wanted to lie down in
it,” he went on, unbuckling his spurs,
and sitting up. “Invited you!” he re-
sumed in an injured tone. “Don’t tell
me | did that, Dick. You’ll make me
think I’'m subject to fits of temporary
insanity!”

“If that’s sufficient evidence for con-
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viction, you’re it,” observed Melton,
“and now you’ll have to suffer the con-
sequences. ”

Thornton affected a dubious expres-
sion. “I suppose Il have to. But I

won’t be responsible for the actions of my
cow-punchers toward you—you’re a con-
stant temptation. ”

“Which they don’t often resist,” mur-
mured Dick retrospectively. “That sol-
emn individual who rejoices in the name
of ‘Bum-wing Hudson * has converted the
tops of my best riding boots into wrist
guards. ”

“Bum-wing is ingenious. |’'m glad
they were good for something. He may
find some use for those infernal riding
trousers you affect.”

“Possibly,” suggested Melton with
gravity, “he might use them as a saddle
blanket. ”

“ No danger of his wearing them. Any
self-respecting cow-puncher would rather
have ’em under the saddle than across it.
There comes Bum-wing now, ” he added,
looking toward the corrals, “with Alma’s
horse. You’d better go to the corral for
yours. My cow-punchers can saddle
horses for the girls, but you men will have
to look out for yourselves. ”

Mr. Richard Melton tossed his cigar-
ette out into Mrs. Thornton’s favorite
geranium bed, and got lazily to his feet.
“Frank,” he observed, “you’re the most
unaccommodating jackass | ever visited.
The next house party in which | find my-
self involved, | exercise more judgment
in the selection of a host. ”

Frank Thornton, ranchman, crossed to
the olla and drank deeply before answer-
ing. “ The next houseparty my wife
saddles onto the Diamond T ranch house,
I’Il establish a censorship and re-edit the
list of guests. ”

“Which means, | presume—"

“That there is one gentleman now here
who would languish in town. ”

“ Meaning me?” drawled Melton cheer-
fully.

“You may draw your own conclusions.
I happen to know you better than any of
my other guests. ”

“My! | wonder what you'd do with
the rest of ’em if you knew ’em. But if
you’d treat me that way, ‘I 'd come to your
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party, and eat just as hearty as if | were
really invited,” ” he chanted.

“Are you two quarreling, as usual?”
asked a pleasant voice, and they turned as
Della Thornton stepped through a long
window onto the piazza behind them.

“Quarreling? Lord, no! We’re only
cussin’ each other out—"

“ A nice expurgated edition,” corrected
Dick.

“Just as we used to do at school, eh
Dick?”

Melton, standing on the steps, turned
to Mrs. Thornton. “He’s hurt my feel-
ings, Della. Now he’s trying to make
amends, and in order to smooth my
ruffled temper next, he’ll offer to have
Bum-wing saddle my horse for me.”

“It isn’t likely, Della. He’s lazier
than the white pony you learned to ride on
when you first came to the ranch. ”

“Impossible!”

Dick looked at the corrals shimmering
in the heat, and then back onto the cool
shadowy piazza. “I don’t know that |
like the comparison,” he murmured.

“1t’s well Whitie isn’t within hearing
distance. He’s a faithful old beast, and
I shouldn’t care to hurt his feelings. ”

“That wasnt the comparison | had
reference to.”

“He means the sunshine and the shade,
Frank.”

“Dick always was an unintelligble
ass.”

“And to think,” said Melton with an
injured air, “I volunteered to go to San
Rosario for the mail, just out of the good-
ness of my heart; knowing all your men
were too busv. And these are the thanks
| get!”

“| dare say Dickie’s accommodating
me was uppermost in your mind when you
volunteered to go. Especially after you
had consulted Alma Lawlor on the sub-
ject, and she had agreed to go with you.”
He slipped an arm around his wife and
grinned at the graceful lounger through
his Texas tan.

Dick observed him with a gathering
frown. “Quit it, Frank! | wont have
anything like that around me. If |
hadn’t thought the honeymoon was over!
Oh, Lord!” he groaned at a further dem-
onstration of affection, and swinging on
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his heel, he strode
across the lawn to-
ward the stables.

“You shouldn't
have said that,
Frank.”

“What?” blankly.

“About Alma.
They haven't spoken
—really spoken, you
know, for a week.”

“ Goodness !
They’ll have a lone-
some ride. Fourteen
miles of it!”

“And you a mar-
ried man, Frank!”
reproachfully. “You
should know better.

Just think what can
happen within four-
teen miles!”

He tried to think,

looking into her
eyes. “Lots!” he
agreed, boyishly.
They had been mar-
ried only a matter of
months, so | think
we shouldn’t be too
critical. Nothing
that can be intelli-
gently recorded was
said until she looked
up and saw a cow-
boy limping up the
path leading two
horses; Alma Law-
lor’s and her hus-
band’s.

“Where are you going, dear?” she
asked. “You promised you'd stay at
the ranch to-day. ”

A worried look came into Thornton’s
face for a moment. “ Out to the ‘shack,’
Della. Those fence-cutters have been
busy again. Fant telephoned me just
now. He thinks he knows who did it.
1’ll be back for supper—dinner, | should
say,” he smiled, “now that we have a
house full of people. By the way, Della,”
drawing on his gauntlets, “how are you
going to amuse our guests? ”

“Amuse them!” she echoed. “Why,
you dear goosie, 1’'m not going to amuse
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them. Let them
amuse themselves.
They have the polo
field and plenty of
ponies and mal-
lets—”

“That blamed lit-
tle ass, Rex Hastings,
broke four yester-
day—"

“ But his horse fell
with him, and now
he’s so badly fright-
ened he’ll not play
again. And the golf
links, though they
aren’t in very good
shape. ”

“It isn’t golf that’s
most played on the
links. ”

“Frank, dear, |
believe you’re grow-
ing subtle!”

“This wholesale
slaughter of polo
mallets and golf
balls,” he grumbled
good humoredly,
“will put the Dia-

mond T in the
hands of Mr.
Spaulding. | see its
finish. ”

Her hand closed
over his mouth, and
he did not neglect
the opportunity to
kiss it. “And they
can ride and

hunt,” she pursued.

“ And get lost in this labyrinth of cactus
and mesquite, ” he added, looking across
the infinite sweep of undulating tree tops.

“Of course,” she agreed, “that’s a part
of the game. Then we can organize
search parties—”

“And everybody will get lost from
everybody else—"

“ Except each other.”

“Is it possible that | have married a
match-maker?” he asked fondly.

“Eve was the only woman who was
not. ”

“Think of the responsbility!”
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“We dont dare!” she shuddered.
“Mrs. Leighton has been showing signs
of theatricals, ” she announced abruptly.

“Della!” he cried, “Why didn’t you
break this to me gently!”

“You dear silly, 1 know it’s an awful
shock, but it’s true.”

“What have we done to deserve this!”
he groaned.

Della stroked his hand, and looked up
into his face, grave with mock serious-
ness. “I’*ve discouraged her as much as
| dare. | hate people who do things.
It’s just as if she were taking advantage
of our isolation. But Frank,” she went
on, slipping an arm around his bronzed
neck, “leave those beastly old fence
cutters alone. Mr. Fant and Curley
Edwards can do everything that is neces-
sary—though | dont know what that is—
that’s what you pay them for, dear. |
wish you wouldnt go,” she added wist-
fully, “but I know you must.”

“ Spoken by the dearest little woman
in the world. And you needn’t worry.
Your devoted husband isn’t one bit blood-
thirsty.  All he’ll do will be to spot 'em—
if he can, and turn the rest over to Hardy
and his rangers. 1’ll ‘phone you when |
leave the shack,” he added, running
down the steps.

A few minutes later, with his cow-
puncher, he disappeared into the mes-

quite, and Mrs. Thornton turned in
answer to a voice from within.
“Della! Della! Where are you, dear?

I can't find anyone to do anything. Did
you ever see such people to sleep? Won't
you fasten this, please—thank you!—
Where is Dick?” she finished breath-
lessly.

“There he comes. He had to saddle
his own horse—just think of it! Frank
made him do it.”

“Oh, Dick only makes out that he’s
lazy. It’s all affected, Della. Hed
much rather saddle his own horse. And
mine, too. He likes to do things for me. ”

“1f no one but you notices it. ”

“How did you know?”

“Frank was that way.”

Alma lifted her chin belligerently.
isn’t a parallel case at all. ”

“All men are—alike—more or less,”
said the other, with matronly wisdom.

“ |t
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“Do you think so?” vaguely; which
implied that she did not.

“l say, Alma!” called Dick from the
gate, “we’ll be late if you waste much
more time. ”

“Dick is always in a hurry. We al-
ways get to the theatre hours before the
curtain goes up. That is, we would, if
1°d let him have his way. ”

“You will be late, dear.
ride, you know. ”

“1 don’t mind. Let’s make him wait a
little longer, so he’ll be furious when we
do go out to the gate. ”

“Why do you do it, Alma?”

“l dont know,” seriously. “Dick
and | have quarreled since mud pie days.
Lately he doesn’t seem to mind it much—
sometimes not at all.

“l don’t wonder,”
Thornton.

“ Sometimes,” and the gray eyes grew
dark with seriousness, “1 think | may be
losing my hold over Dick. But don’t
tell anyone | told you. If you weren’t
such a graveyard for secrets—”

“Then why don’t you marry him,
Alma?”

“Marry Dick!” exclaimed the girl, at
the imminent danger of that gentleman’s
hearing her, “Why, Della, 1 know him
too well. It’s positively indecent!”

“Shall | take this ‘plug’ back to the
stable?” called Mr. Melton.

“Dick’s almost aligry. That’s the
tone he assumes just before the eruption.
I’m coming,” she called, pecking her
hostess a good-bye kiss. “And if we’re
a wee bit late, Della, don’t worry. ”

They had ridden some distance before
either of them spoke, but as they passed
through the gate into the public road, they
paused for a few minutes looking back at
the ranch house in itsbroad clearing; its
white bulk thrown into relief against the
sky-bound sweep of green beyond.

“Thornton’s a lucky devil,” said Mel-
ton, half to himself. “All this, and a
charming wife besides.”

“ ‘Thou shalt not covet thy neighbor’s
wife—’”

“Thornton isn’t my neighbor, and,
anyway, |’'m not coveting his wife, nor
his ox, nor any of his other possessions. ”

“1 should think a flirtation with Mrs.

It’s a long

observed Mrs.
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Leighton would keep your hands full—
or rather your—"”
“What put that into your head, Alma?”
“Miss Lawlor, if you please, ”
“ Do you want to spoil your ride?”
“Why?” There was a pause, but he
did not speak. “How?” she offered.
“ By trying to make me disagreeable. ”
“Could 1?” she asked.
“There are times, but not to-day,

Alma. 1’'min too good a humor. ”
“Perhaps,” she suggested, “ Mrs.
Leighton might account for your—good
spirits. ”
“Perhaps,” he admitted. “I don’t

believe mv condition could be traced to
your treatment. ”

“Have | had an opportunity? Dear
me!—not that | have sought it—unless
we except the absent treatment. You
rode with her to the shack yesterday
afternoon; played golf with her the day
before; and the preceding day she read
‘Crushed Pansies’ to you all the fore-
noon.”

“You've kept tab on me quite well,”
he said, leaning down to hide a smile,
while he affected to examine his stirrup
leather.

“1 hadn’t noticed it myself. Rex
called my attention to your devotion,”
she answered'quickly. “ Mrs. Leighton
should be more thoughtful, or you; the
poor dear has had rheumatism all day.
You noticed-she wasn’t down to lunch?”

“1 didn’t notice,” replied the gentle-
man with gravity. “You see, | wasn't
at lunch to-day, myself.”

“1 knew she wasn’t in her room.”

The silence of half a mile dragged by
them. Then he spoke to the girl who
looked straight ahead.

“Does it really make such a differ-
ence, Alma?”

She did not answer directly.
comes someone,” she observed.
you make them out?”

He glanced down the road at the ap-
proaching riders. As a matter of fact,
he knew the girl didn’t care who they
were, but there appeared to be something
familiar about their figures. Then he
heard her speaking again;

“| shall have to ask you again to be
kind enough to call me Miss Lawlor. ”

“There
“Can
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“Then I will return to my question.”

“Which was?” She raised her eye-
brows. This facial distortion with Alma
was a fine art, and a joy forever.

“The question | have asked a thousand
times, and in as many ways. ”

“Havent | answered it as many times,
Dick?”

“You’re much too clever to answer it
definitely. The last time you told me
you loved me was the day before | put on
long trousers—or was it the day before
your first long dress? Since then | may
say that your affection for me has de-
creased in the same ratio that my legs
have lengthened. ”

“ Dick! How vulgar!”
“Is it to be Miss Lawlor and Mr.
Melton?”

“1’ve tried Mr. Melton, but I’m too old
to get used to him.”

“| didn’t introduce him to you,” said
he.

“l know, but as long as | intended
having you call me ‘Miss Lawlor,” |
thought—"  she paused. The ap-
proaching riders met and passed them,
awkwardly raising their hats, and Melton
half turned in his saddle and looked after
them as they rode down the slope.

“ Do you know them?” asked the girl.

“Yes—but | don’t recall their names
just now,” thoughtfully. His brows
came together in a straight line.

“My!” she cried. “Don’t look that
way—you look positively villainous!”

“1’m thinking,” briefly.

“ Do you often think that way at the
breakfast table?”

He looked up quickly. “1 don’t know.
Why?”

“Nothing. | was thinking of your
question. That’s all.”

He smiled cheerfully. “You’re"only
bluffing. And | remember now who

those two men are back there.” He
shifted in the saddle, his eyes on the two
riders as they grew smaller down the
road’s perspective. “Bud Jordan’s the
one on this side, the other one is Pedro
Ramon. They used to work for Thorn-
ton, but he fired 'em for something—I *ve
forgotten. ”

“| didn’t want to know—not really. ”

“l knew it. | was simply informing
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myself aloud, just as the maid tells herself
a lot of interesting family secrets in the
first act of the melo-drama. ”

“ Are you ever really serious, Dick?”

“ Why, yes. Only when | 'm serious,
you won’tbe; and it’s no use being serious
unless we can both be so at the same
time.” He paused and glanced appre-
hensively at the sun, and quickened the

pace. “We’ll be late. It gets quite cold
after dark, you know. ”

“Oh, | know! But let’s be imprudent
and be late!”

Clearly the lady was not in a good
humor, and the last few miles that
brought them into San Rosario and its
single street was covered in silence.

Mr. Melton passed the girl a few letters,
and then stuffed the remaining mail into
his saddle bags. “You’re not going to
read them now?” he inquired, as they
rode away.

“l am,” she managed, as she drew off
her gloves, tugging at the finger tips with
her teeth.

“We’ll be late,” he cautioned.

“1 don’t care, Mr. Prudence.”

The gentleman relapsed into silence,
and became absorbed in his own mail.
They reached the top of Lone Tree hill
before either spoke. Mr. Melton had
long since finished his letters, and he
noticed that the lady had read one of hers
over at least half a dozen times. The
handwriting was ' characteristically
feminine and quite unintelligible, so we
can’t accuse him of a dishonorable
action.

“Have you committed it to memory?”
he asked pleasantly.

There was an angry light in her eyes as
she looked up—though it may have been
the red glare of the setting sun.

“Not quite,” icily, and the letter was
resumed.

Mr. Melton buttoned his coat, pulled
the broad brimmed hat down over his
eyes, which shut out a glorious sunset,
and a pair of eyes—not his own—now
mischievous, and lighted a cigarette.

The girl tore a very uninteresting letter
to pieces and looked up. The sun, a
burnished disc of copper, was dropping
towards the palely tinted hills that bound
a restlessly swaying world of feathery tree
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tops. They were the center of a mes-
quite sea, and across the crest of this
green flood leading towards the sun there
seemed to be a path of rippling green and
gold, that, as it neared the horizon be-
came a road of liquid fire. Encroaching
shadows dappled the undulations of the
green sweep here and there with growing
lakes of lavender and purple that merged
into each other as the sun drew closer to
the horizon.

“Look, Dick!” whispered the girl.
Momentarily her hand rested on his fore-
arm. She had forgotten herself.

“What?”  He looked up quickly,
pushing his hat back from his face.
Knowing, he chose not to see.

“Isn’t it splendid!”

“Quite spectacular,” he conceded,
without enthusiasm. “1 wish Thornton
wouldn’t use this kind of tobacco. ”

Followed a silence—a volcanic silence.
The brilliant world grew gray, and the
riders reached the back gate of the
Thornton pasture. The man drew rein.
“We’ll turn in here,” he said, “and ride
down the fence—this is the back line of
the pasture—to the shack. | have some
mail for Fant and Curley Edwards.
Then we can go to the ranch. It will
take us a few miles out of our way, but
you don’t mind being late, and they’ll be
glad to get their mail to-night. We can
telephone from the shack the reason we
are late. ”

“1 should love to,” she said coldly.

He swung open the gate, and they rode
into the pasture, leaving the public road
behind.

Dick leading, they trotted single fib
down the trail. Road there was none.
On one side the dim perspective of fence
posts, on the other, the almost impenet-
rable thicket of catclaw, mesquite and
cactus. Presently the moon rose, shining
through the lace-like tracery of limbs and
leaves.

They rode some distance without
speaking, and the clear silence was
broken only by the muffled hoof beats of
their horses, and now and then a quivering
twang of the barbed wire was telegraphed
to them.

“Don’t strike the fence with your
crop!” cried Alma, petulantly.
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Melton half turned in his saddle. “I
beg your pardon!”

“It irritates me. ”

“What?”

The barbed wire twanged sibilantlv.

“That—"

“But | didnt do it,” defensively,

“l wonder what it can be?” she ven-
tured.

“Cattle scratching themselves,” he
suggested across his shoulder.

“How matter-of-fact you are.
you no imagination?”

“ 1t doesn’t pay to attempt cleverness.
One becomes confused—" he broke off
suddenly, as his horse stopped, trembling.

“What is it?” Her voice was pitched
with nervousness.

“Unless you are rich,” he spurred the
black forward, “or dress extremely well
and are gray above the temples. Then
anything goes for—"  The horse plunged
forward, cutting short his rider’s obser-
vations, and stopped. Ahead, the moon-
light flashed on quivering coils of barbed
wire across the path, and Mr. Melton
threw himself to the ground. * Clever-
ness,” he finished, holding up his hand.
“Stop! The fence is down—be careful—
your horse will cut himself. |’m afraid
Thornton’s men don’t ride this string
often. ”

“How uncomfortable!”
tension shapped.

“You know very well what 1 mean,”
drawled Melton, as he coiled the loose
lengths of wire and threw them aside from
the trail. The barbs did wonderful
things to his gloves and trousers, and
also to his temper. Finally the trail was
clear and they rode forward, slowly.

“You've been awfully disagreeable to-
day. | dont think | shall ride with you
again.”

“There are times when | can be quite
entertaining,” said he. “Won’t you give
me another chance?”

A little blood-letting is sometimes a
good thing; the barbs had torn his hands.

“You at least afforded entertainment
for Mrs. Leighton. ”

He rode ahead, so he had a right to in-
dulge in a cheerful smile.

“Which, | wonder, was more enter-
tained? She, myself, or our audience?”

Have

The nervous
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The short, sharp twang of the wire, like
the snapping of a guitar string, punctu-
ated his remark.

“There it is again!”

“Thanks,” he tossed across his shoul-
der.

“Dick! You are very ugly!”

“Let me be beautiful in the dark.”

‘“ Sarcasm isn’t your forte.”

“ Suggest something; | strive to please,”
he said penitently.

“You are sometimes an
listener. ”

“Flattery is yours. ”

Again the wires snapped.

“ And to prove that your observations
are not unfounded,” he said, “someone
is cutting Mr. Frank Thornton’s fence
into nice little bits!”

The idea came to him as swiftly as the
events that echoed it. Ahead of them
something moved in the brush. Mr.
Melton spurred recklessly forward to-
wards it, and in that second many things
happened. Two rapiers of flames pierced
the shadow, and with the ripping crack
of the instantaneous shots he saw in the
moonlight the faces of the two men he
had passed on the road. Then, as he fell
crumpled from the saddle, they crashed
into the brush, and silence closed behind
them.

Momentarily the girl looked down at
the still form beside the trail. *“ Dick!
Dick!” she cried softly, “What is it?”

He had fallen free from his horse, which
stopped a short distance ahead, looking
back in the moonlight. The girl slipped
from her saddle and bent over the man.

“Oh!” she choked, “they’ve hurt him!
Open your eyes, Dick! Dont try to
frighten me—it isn’t fair. Speak to me
say something—anything—but don’t
frighten me this way. Oh, they couldn’t
have—Why!” She moved him so his
head was bathed by the yellow moon-
lightt “How pale you are, and—and
there’s blood on your forehead. Dont”
she screamed, “ Don't roll your eyes that
way!” She supported his head on her
knees, telling herself over and over again
that she must not faint. Then realiza-
tion came back to her. “Whiskey,” she
murmured, “they always give them
whiskey in books.” Then ever so gently

intelligent
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she rested his head on the ground and
searched his saddle-bags, returning with
his flask. Forcing his teeth apart, she
poured a stream into his mouth. He
strangled spasmodically and opened his
eyes.

“Drink this, dear,” she urged.

He raised his hand to his head and
looked at her with dazed eyes. “I
havent signed the pledge,” he muttered,
twisting his face into a faint smile. His
hand was wet as he brought it away from
his forehead. “ By Jove! They bowled
me over clean,” he said weakly. “What
was it? Oh, yes—I remember now.
The fence cutters. We must go to the
shack and tell Fant, Thornton’s fore-

man.” He struggled to his feet and
leaned in limp weakness against her
horse. “My! But I'm dizzy—Alma!

You’re not hurt!” he cried in alarm.

She shook her head. Her eyes were
fascinated by the awful whiteness of his
face—so old and drawn looking—and
that ugly black stream creeping down his
cheek.

“What a queer feeling a thump like
that on the head gives a fellow—"

“You must let me tie something around
it,” she said in a small voice.

“Yes—do—Ilower, around my neck!”

“Dick!”

“Think what might have happened to
you! My infernally savage temper!”

“Hush! 1 won’t have you talk about
Dick that way!” She bound his hand-
kerchief tightly over the place where the
bullet had grazed his forehead. “I
don’t allow anyone to abuse him ex-
cept myself, and that only because he
enjoys it as much as | do!'—There—" she
finished, applying a nice little pat above
the wound, which was very dear of her,
but it made the man wince. “And be-
sides, it was more my fault.” She
paused, listening, and the muffled clatter
of galloping hoofs came to them. “Oh!”
she cried in a frightened whisper,
“They’re coming back! | wonder what
they’ll do?”

“The question is, what will we do?”
he said lightly.

“The answer to that is run!” she said
breathlessly. “Oh, Dick! You must.
Your head, dear. You're already hurt.”
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“That’s it—my head,” he said thickly,

steadying himself against her horse.
“Only I think 1'd run in a circle!”

She led his horse to him. *“Dick!
Can’t you?” she begged.

He looked at her stupidly. “1 think |

could—if you’d help me keep the land-
scape from turning handsprings.” He
turned his head slowly, watching the cir-
cling trees.

She helped him clumsily to the saddle.
“You’d better go now,” he said, then
lowering his voice to a whisper; “they’re
coming back to kidnap you. Ride into
the brush, there,” he went on, pointing
unsteadily, “and I’ll ransom you with
my heart.—They’re going slower, now, ”
weakly, drawing his hand across his fore-
head.

“What?” she asked, beside him with
her horse.

“The trees—don’t you notice them?
See that one—"

“Yes,” she humored him, “but don’t
look at them, Dick. They’ll only make
you dizzy.”

“Dizzy,” he repeated dully, “that’s it
—are you dizzy?”

Her assurance was cut short by a sharp
“Hands up!” and four men dashed into
the open rift.

She complied with alacrity, but as the
man raised his, the sharp command for
the moment clearing his head, the land-
scape plunged again before his eyes, and
he reeled in the saddle and would have
fallen, but the girl caught him in her
arms. “Dick!” she cried, and then
looked up. “You beasts, you have al-
ready killed him!”

“ Alma!” Mr. Thornton threw himself
from his horse, and was beside her in a
moment. “What does this mean?”

*“ She looked at him with dull compre-
hension. “It’s you—I thought it was

the fence cutters. See; they have killed
Dick!”
“My God! Here, Fant!” he called to

his foreman.
Melton, leaning over the saddle horn

‘and holding on by his horse’s mane,

steadied by the girl’s arm around his
body, flogged his reeling senses to their
duty. “Only a scratch, Frank,” he
said thickly, and then laughed lightly,
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straightening in the saddle. “Just a
scratch—did you ever hear of anyone
getting anything else. 1’d be all right
if you’d only put the trees and things to
bed—they dance so—they make my head
swim.”

“How did this happen?” asked Thorn-
ton, looking from one to the other, as
Fant passed the wounded man a whiskey

DRAWN BY HOWARD HEATH
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“Which way did they go?” asked
Thornton.

“Straight up,” said Dick. He turned
to the girl, and she indicated the direction
they had taken.

“We can do nothing to-night. Dick,
can you ride home?” asked Thornton.

“Can | ride home? | can ride any-
thing!”

“Just grazed the scalp.”

flask. “We heard shots—that’s what
brought us here. ”

“It happened that quickly,” said Mel-
ton, wiping his lips. Then Fant helped
him to the ground and examined his
hurt, while Dick told of their adven-
ture.

“Hell! drawled Bum-wing, as he
limped towards his brother cow-puncher,
“just grazed the scalp. ”

“That crack on the head has sent his
senses into the mesquite,” said Thornton.

“How much whiskey did you give him
before we came, Miss?” Fant was more
subtle.

She showed him the flask.
quite full,” she said.

“| think he’ll be able to ride home all
right, sir,” said Fant, as he held the
horse for the injured man to mount. “If

“It wasn’t



LOVE AND THE

we can keep up with him,” he added
under his breath.

The following morning on the broad
piazza, stretched on a lounge among a
profusion of sofa cushions lay Dick Mel-
ton, pale and picturesque. Frank
Thornton, dressed for riding, stood beside
him, smoking reflectively. It was some
minutes before either of them spoke.
At last the ranchman broke the silence.

“Well—"

Dick moved uneasily and looked up.
“Oh! It’syou, is it?”

“How’s the head?”

A responsive grunt, quite unintelligible.
“That’s what they all ask me. Say
something original, ™ irritably.

“| suppose you think you can be dis-
agreeable because you happened to stop
a stray bullet. ”

Melton smiled cheerfully. “1 really
ought to be a hero, you know, according
to the rules, but I’'m not. The men all
seem to think | did it on purpose—just to
excite the sympathy of the others—"”

“ And the others?”

“They shun me as if | had smallpox.
Seem to think |1’m mortgaged. ”

“What makes you think that?” asked
Thornton dryly.

“My own inherent conceit,” replied
Melton brazenly.

Thornton barely smiled. “Perhaps
there are some grounds for their actions, ”
he observed.

Dick lighted a cigarette. “You asked
me how my head was,” he said. “I .-up-
pose it’s better. Cigarettes taste fairly
decent. ”

“Don’t you think you’re making an ass
out of yourself, Dick?”

Mr. Melton allowed himself a look of
surprise. “Why, yes, | suppose so. |
usually do if I have the opportunity. In
what particular instance?”

“ Sometimes you force the opportunity.”

“It’s useless to try to please you. What
have | done now?”

“You've left undone those things
which you ought to have done—"

“ “And done those things which |
ought not.” In my youth | got that mix-
ed up with the commandments. ”

“ And have observed it rigidly.”

FENCE-CUTTERS 665

“It’s something to have done one thing
well. ”

“There’s a young lady up stairs whom
you have made very unhappy.”

“Dear me! What have | done?”

“As I've just said, it’s what you
haven’t done, rather.”

Dick re-lighted his cigarette. “You're
trying to make me conceited,” he said.

“Impossible!”

Then he chose to be serious.
wouldn’t be fair, Frank. |
undue advantage. ”

“Nonsense! You need all the handi-
cap you can get. We all do. D'e
think she’d have you if you both started
on scratch?”

“Of course vou're right,” gloomilv.
“ Still—"

“Now is your chance, my boy.”

“How do you know?” with affected in-
difference, though his heart beat a tattoo
against his ribs.

“Della—"

Mr. Melton smiled. “These women,”
he murmured, “these women!”

“God bless ’em!” supplemented the
married man, and the one who was not
married pressed his hand.

“ Della didn’t have an idea 1’d tell—in
fact, | promised her | wouldn't.”

“Did they catch the fence cutters?”
asked Dick abruptly, after a pause.

“You know quite well they did,” said
Thornton, turning as Hum-wing rode up
leading his horse.

“Frank!” Dick called, and when the
ranchman stood beside him, “ Did Della
think you wouldn’t tell?”

Mr. Thornton drew on his gloves and

“
have an

frowned. “Of course, she knew |
wouldn’t,” he said, turning on his
heel.

Dick’s eyes followed the two men as
they rode away, but not his thoughts.
They dwelt upon the events of the past
night; of the girl who had been so brave
until they had reached the ranch house,
when she had broken down and wept like
a child, and later, of certain words he had
caught from her lips when he dimly re-
membered Della Thornton bathing his
head with ice water. He came back to the
present when the girl of his thoughts
stepped through the window behind him
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“Don’t you think you could eat some candy?”
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LOVE AND THE

and stood for a moment looking down at
him.

“Don’t you think you could eat some
candy, Dick?”

“Oh, fudge!” he murmured.

“You're quite helpless—else you
wouldn’t dare!” She held the tray of
candy beyond his reach. “You sha’n’t
have any unless you promise no more
puns.”

“That one made my head ache—really
I’'m punished. ”

“You should be! Promise?”

“You've taught me how to fetch,-beg,
and carry, all these years. Do you want
me to balance those caramels on the end
of my nose and snap at ’em?”

“Play dead,” she suggested,
“Oh, no! | didn’t mean that—"

“It isn’t much fun,” in a voice cal-
culated to inspire sympathy.

His efforts were not unrewarded. “It
was awful last night.” There was a
delicious sweep of skirts, and she sat down

then.

beside him. “You frightened me dread-
fully. ”

“Why?” abruptly.

“Why, | thought—I thought—you
know very well what | thought. 1’ll not
tell you!”

“Would you have cared very much—at
all?” It was too evident that he invited
sympathy, now.

“Cared? Why, of course, silly!”
Miss Lawlor was quite matter-of-fact in
her tone.

Dick groaned audibly.
he murmured.

“What is it, Dick?” For an instant
her cool hand fluttered on the hot bandage
of his forehead.

“Not there. It’s my heart,” said he.

There was a silence. The man ate
caramels from the tray the girl held upon
her knees. Her eyes seemed to follow the
figures on the links beyond the stables.
At last he spoke.

“It’s no use,”
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“ Alma, do you believe Frank to be a
truthful man?” he asked seriously.

“Poor Dick,” she murmured sooth-
ingly.

Mr. Melton assumed a sitting posture.
“Poor Dick, the devil!” he cried. “I
asked you if you thought Frank was capa-
ble of telling the truth!”

“l dont know what you mean,”
blankly.

Dick’s chin rested on his two hands, his
elbows on his knees. “Is my meaning so
obscure?” he asked dubiously.

“ There’s something behind it, though.

“You’'re quite subtle,” he re-
joined.

Miss Lawlor started up with a little
cry.  “Frank—Della—Oh, how stupid
of me! How could she!”

Dick clumsily secured her hands. “ Sit
down!” he commanded. “How could
she?—The eternal question. Was it be-
cause you thought—because you pitied
me?”

“You were only pretending last
night?”

“| was not pretending. Were you?”

“ And you overheard nothing?”

“Nothing—nothing | shouldnt have
heard. You haven’t answered my ques-
tion about Frank.”

Alma attempted to draw her hands
away. “Some one’s looking. ”

“l need witnesses,” he said firmly.
“It’s an unfair advantage—naturally you
feel sorry for me. But Frank says |
never would win unless | had some sort of
a handicap. And | want to win even if
| have to stack the cards. ”

“Frank doesnt always speak
truth—"

“Almal”

“Dont, Dick, Mrs. Leighton is looking
across the lawn!”

“She’ll do splendidly. Everyone will
know in half an hour,” he cried, as he
kissed her again.

the



The Unexpected

BY GRACE G. BOSTWICK

When | came across Nan with droop-
ing mouth, and a suspicious redness
about the eves, | wondered. Nan’s such
a jolly little girl, with her dimples and her
tip-tilted nose and her freckles, always
laughing about something or other. |
had noticed a wistful look in her eyes at
times, but nothing approaching the
dumps.

“What’s up, sis?” | asked.

Nan isn’t what you’d call exactly pretty,
but when you look at her she’s so adora-
ble that you forget her lack of beauty.
Her mouth is wide, but it’s red as a rose
and as fresh, and her smile twinkles and
dimples at the corners. Her eyes are too
far apart, but they’re a warm brown and
long-lashed and big. Her hair is glo-
rious. It just escapes being red, and it
twines and curls up into the sweetest

tendrils. Even her freckles avoid the
commonplace. Instead of muddy
patches, they are dainty pinky-brown

beauty-spots that blend warmly into the
lovely flush of her cheeks, and match the
tint of her soft hair and eyes.

"1’ve half a notion to tell you,” she
said, looking at me searchingly.

“ Make it a whole one, and fire away,”
| responded, obligingly.

“Well,” Nan’s face grew pinker. “1’'m

in love.” She brought the words out
with a hitch.
“Glory be!” | subsided into my chair

with a gasp of astonishment.
“Yes,” Nan declared, more positively

this time. “1’'m in love, and-——- ”
| sat up suddenly, stricken into—
what?

“It’s not Giddings?” | asked fearfully,
“that—that— bat-eared, wall-eyed son of
a starfish?”

“Oh, Bud, you do talk so! No, it’s
not Giddings and it’s not Harlow and it’s

“Then who is it?” | was getting im-
patient. I°ve felt for a long time that | had
some proprietary rights, myself.

“Oh, | can* tell you that. You must
find that out for yourself. Bring your

powers of observation into play.”

That was a rather neat little stab.
I’'m always airing my views on observa-
tion.

“How do you know?”

Nan’s face turned suddenly a beautiful

pink. “Well, I—I—I can’t sleep,” she
sighed.
“Yes,” | offered encouragingly. No

one should say that | failed in my duty
at any rate. “Symptom number one.”

She looked at me suspiciously, but my
guileless expression must have reassured
her, for she continued hesitatingly:

“|—l—can’t eat.”

“That’s bad,” | said, gravely. |
looked beyond her to the empty box on
the grass. “Oh, those!” she said, con-
temptuously, “ One can always eat choco-
lates.”

“When did you first discover the—the
—7?” | asked, with ill-concealed interest.

“Let’s see—it was two weeks ago, at
Hollowell’s dance. He came into the
ballroom suddenly and my heart just
jumped—then | knew. That never hap-
pened to me before in my life.”

There was a pause. | was trying to
adjust myself to this new feature, and,
incidentally, | was prodding my brains in
a vain endeavor to recall who it was that
Nan had in tow that night when I came
on the scene. | gave it up with a sigh.

“Well, little girl,” | said, patronizingly,
“it’s up to us to see that he reciprocates
—hev?” She flushed again. The fact
is, she was one pink glow. It was de-
cidedly becoming, that glow, and | caught
myself wishing that it might be on my
account instead of some unknown duffer.

“1 don’t see how you can help,” she
hesitated, “ | just can’t tell you, and you’d
never discover who he is.”

I laughed, and then 1 sobered as I
began to realize what it meant. | had
never thought of Nan in the light of a
sweetheart. We’d been the jolliest sort of
chums for a matter of several years.
You see, our places adjoin, and our peo-
ple spend the summers at the same water-
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ing-places.  Nan’s as near my ideal as
any girl | ever came across, but 1’'m not
up much on the girl question. Fact is,
I've never had any time for ’em—ex-
cepting Nan, of course. That girl’s a
jewel. Never had a particle of nonsense
about her until this new tack came up.
She’s never been a bit sentimental, and
goodness knows | hope she isn’t going
to begin now. I'm afraid, though, to
tell the truth. When one can’t eat (ex-
cept chocolates), nor sleep, and one’s
heart thumps at all sorts of times, it looks
bad. | wonder if I could stand it to step
aside and see her go about with some
other chap all the time. Gee! | don’t
know about that!

“1’l find out who it is,” | said sud-
denly, “and if he doesn’t come up to the
requirements of the situation, I’ll punch
his head. I’ll punch it if he does,” |
added grimly, to myself.

Her eyes twinkled in the old way.
“You’re a dear, Bud,” she said warmly.
“1 knew you’d help me. 1 feel better
already.”

| spent the next few days on the look-
out. | discovered nothing. To be sure,
there were about half a dozen suitors on
the verge of madness because Nan would
poke off with me instead of charming
them with her company. | could not
see that she favored any of them. She
flirted and she flouted and she mocked
them as she had always done. The only
change, that | could see, was when I
found her alone. Then she was apt to
become quiet and thoughtful—some-
times almost sad. It can’t be any of the
fellows about here. There was that
painter chap, Glawston; big-eyed, long-
haired chump, who hung about her that
night at the dance. | asked her about
him. He’s just the sort to set girls’
hearts in a flutter, but not Nan’s. |
thought | knew Nan better than that.
She looked up at me and screwed her
eyes out of shape, but she didnt deny
it when | said 1’d bet my meerschaum he
was the chap.

“Perhaps you’ll never know,” she said,
in a faint, sad little voice, but the next
minute she was laughing. That’s Nan
right over. You couldn’t keep her down,
no matter how you tried.
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It was about a week after she told me
that the squall came up so suddenly. We
were out in my absurd little shell, trying
to make it against the wind. Nan sat
as still as the proverbial mouse. No
hysterics about her.  She’d have drowned
with a smile on her lips. When we
keeled over, she managed to keep up—
she’s a pretty fair swimmer—and we
both got a fair hold of the boat, bottom
side up as she was. We were there for
perhaps half an hour, and in that time
I came to a realization of myself. |
loved Nan—Iloved her with all my heart
and what soul | had. It struck me all
of a sudden, so that | turned faint and
sick. | shook like a man with the ague.

“You're chilled,” she exclaimed, and
I had to admit that | was. | couldn’t
tell her, in all fairness to the other chap,
to say nothing of her pain, for I knew it
would hurt her cruelly to turn me down.
1 set my teeth and watched for a sail, and
it was only a few minutes until we were
safe again. | haven’t been the same man
since. | seem to have lost myself some-
how. | can’t sleep either, and some-
times, honestly, |1 can’t eat. My sym-
pathy for dear little Nan has grown in
proportion to my own discomfort. She
seems to feel the change in me, and she
tries by all of her charming little arts to
win me out of myself. When she is the
most adorable, altogether to be desired,
my heart fails me. I-am not sure | can
stick it out. | must. It would be utterly
unprincipled to burden her with my sor-
row. She has enough to bear. | used to
laugh at such trials as these. They
seemed of the imagination—unreal. |
never fancied that any one could really
suffer from love.

Glawston has turned up again, and he’s
off his head over Nan. Any one can see
that. She’s getting strange—I can’t un-
derstand her any more. She goes about
with him most of the time. To be sure,
I’ve held back lately on my own account.
I meant to find out who it was, and |
guess there’s no doubt. She seems as
gay and happy as ever, and | can’t see
that I am missed. Glawston! That
dummy! He isn’t fit to mow her lawn!
But then, perhaps, neither am I.  Well,
I guess | can stand it. 1’m no baby. |
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thought | should be so glad to see her
happy once more, and instead of that,
it cuts like a knife. | am glad; oh, I
am. | want her to be happy. | wish
every joy for her—she knows that.

I haven’t seen her—except for a mo-
ment or two—for nearly a week. We
used to be together afternoons, and never
missed an evening. Well!

Things are happening. Nan called
me to her this afternoon and asked me to
take her for a row to-night. Of course,
I said I would. 1 know what she wants.
She’s accepted Glawston and she intends
to let me be the first to hear it. It will
take a little sand to congratulate her
properly, and do things up brown.

Oh, what a fool | have been, what an
egregious idiot! Nan, bless her dear heart,
is a jewel! 1 took her out r.owing and
talked like a phonograph for half an
hour. When | stopped for breath, Nan
laughed.

“ Aren’t you tired?” she asked.

“Tired? No; why should | be tired?”
| asked inanely, my one thought to ward
off the telling of that awful thing.

“Poor Bud,” she said and then she
crept over in the seat next to me. “I’ve
got something to tell you,” she said
softly.

“Let her come,” | said grimly, my jaw
solid with determination.

“You've been so different lately, so
cold and stand-offish,” she complained,
plaintively.

“Yes,” | volunteered, coldly.

“Bud, dear, don’t be that way.”

| softened. “I’'m glad you’re going
to be happy,” | said miserably.

“How did you know?” she asked. |
laughed recklessly. | was near to the
end of my rope.

“1t wouldn't take the divination of an
oracle to see how things are going.”

She laughed. “There are none so
blind as those who won’t see,” she said,
enigmatically. “Bud,” she said, after a
pause, and | noticed that her voice was
tremulous, “if you loved some one and
you knew that they didnt care for you,
what would you do?”
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“Make ’em care,” | responded quickly,
without a thought of the way in which |
had really handled such a situation.

“Make ’‘em care,” she repeated,

thoughtfully. “That was what | tried
to do.”
“Well, you've succeeded,” 1 said

roughly, wondering why she lingered so
over the telling of her engagement.

“|—hope so—I’m really not sure,” she
stammered.

“My conscience!” | ejaculated. “I
should think it would be plain enough to
you. Every one else can see it. Glaws-
ton’s actually batty about you.”

“Glawston!” she uttered the name
softly, thoughtfully. “So you thought I
loved Glawston.”

#You never denied it,” | declared
sturdily, “and you’ve been with him
continually.” 1 could not quite keep the
injured note out of my voice.

“Poor Buddy,” she cooed, and put out
her hand to me. | took it. | had been
starved too long to resist the temptation.

There was a pause. “I dont know
how to tell you,” Nan said in an em-
barrassed way.

“Never mind,” | replied, content for
the moment. The feeling of that little
hand in mine was quite sufficient. |
dared think no farther.

The moon was very bright. Nan
looked up at me and her eyes shone in
its light like stars. That’s old, but it’s
true, too. She laughed suddenly, and
hid her face in her hands.

“1 believe you do care,” she said, al-
most in a whisper. | started. “ Care?”
| said, not comprehending.

She raised shining eyes to mine.
There was a strange look in them.
“Bud,” she said desperately, “have I
got to propose to you?—and it isn’t leap
year, either.”

I didn’t think of finding fault with the
construction of her sentence. | tumbled
and the shock was anything but painful.

“Nan,” | cried, “was | the fellow?”
I won’t tell you her answer, because—
well, | couldnt, anyway—it wasnt in

the form of speech.
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Some Dramas of the Day

BY ACTON DAVIES

The actors’ holiday is over. From
seashore and mountain, by steamship,
train, automobile and even by bicycle,
the mummers, sunburned and rested, are
hastening back to town. A month ago it
was the managers who were up to their
eyes in work. Now has come the time
for the actors to begin their labors in real
earnest. And of all the strenuous efforts
of the year, there is nothing which comes
closer to hard work than the rehearsals
which ate now being held in every
theater, hall and lyceum within the limits
of the metropolis. Some few wise and
kind-hearted managers have called their
companies together at some seashore re-
sort. This is not a matter of philan-
thropy on their part, but merely because
they have found it impossible to obtain
a stage inside New York.

When one comes to think of it, how
little the public really knows of the real
preparation of a stage production! When
the curtain rises on the first night they
are ready to applaud if the play or actors
please them, and equally ready to turn
their thumbs down if the production falls
below par. But the smoother and more

easy the performance, the less the public
realizes the immense labor and the infi-
nite pains which it has taken to bring
forth the successful play.

The rehearsal of a first-class produc-
tion usually begins about ten-thirty in the
morning. At the first rehearsal the play
is read, the parts allotted, and then the
company is dismissed for the day. For
the next two or three days the members
of the company read their parts, and may
be found hard at work in the theater
from ten to five, with a few minutes’ re-
cess for a hasty lunch. But as the time
for the opening draws nearer, there is
really no time limit for rehearsal. The
actors usually remain in the theater in
the hands of a stage manager until they
are forced to relinquish the stage for an
other company.  So great is the demand
for theaters or halls at present, that as
many as six companies are rehearsing in
one theater alone on Broadway. Each
company rehearses for four hours, and
the ones whose allotment of time falls
during the night, esteem themselves par-
ticularly lucky in the broiling summer
days. Even so important a company as



672

the Sothern-Marlowe combination has
been obliged to hold the rehearsals of
their three big new Shakespearean pro-
ductions in a little hall on one of the side
streets, which is so crowded when the
members of the company have reported
that there is scarcely room for any of the
principals to move about.

It used to be the fashion for companies
to rehearse in all the large cities, but now
New York more than ever is the theat-
rical center, and even dozens of the plays
which can never hope with the best of
luck to get a Broadway hearing, persist
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learning some of their best songs and
most novel stage business, and then
introducing them in one of his own pro-
ductions in London before any of the
American artists have had an opportunity
to show them there.  Mr. Hicks is quite
frank about this matter, and in a conver-
sation not long ago he excused himself
by saying, “Well, why shouldnt 1? |
am always on the lookout for a good
thing, and when | find a new song | con-
sider | am doing a public service to my
countrymen by bringing it before them as
soon as possible.” On account of the

Scene from “ The Catch of the Season

in holding their rehearsals as near to
Broadway as is possible.

At Daly’, Charles Frohman’s forces
are already hard at work on “The Catch
of the Season,” in which Miss Edna May
will open the season on September 3d.
Miss May, with her sister, returned to
this country some six weeks ago and has
been resting at her old home in Syracuse
until it was time for rehearsals. This
musical comedy was written in England
by Seymour Hicks, who proves his ad-
miration for things American by the habit
he has of coming to this country, seeing
three or four cf the reigning successes,

many American interpolations in “The
Catch of the Season,” Mr. Frohman’s
task is a harder one than usual in pro-
ducing it here, as a good deal of the stage
business and a number of the songs have
to be changed. However, those who
have seen it declare that there are enough
original features in it to make it a genu-
ine success, and the part which Miss
May is to play is certainly even a more
charming one than she had in the
“School Girl.”

For the first time in many seasons, Nat
Goodwin elected to spend his holiday on
this side of the water, though it must
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have been to him a case of being be-
tween love and duty, considering the big
success which his wife, Miss Maxine
Elliott, has scored abroad this summer.
But Mr. Goodwin is to begin his season
so early, and is already so enthusiastic
about his role in his new play, “The
Beauty and the Barge,” that he has de-
cided to remain here and keep his per-
sonal eye on all the preparations This
will be his debut under the management
of Charles Frohman, and in speaking of
the matter not long ago, he said, “There
is no use talking, you have got to give
the public what they want. | wanted
them to accept me in Shakespeare, but
they don’t seem inclined to stand for it.
I am sorry, but | really suppose it is my
duty, and | certainly shall try to make it
my pleasure to smile and smile and be a
light comedian still. | have always been
tremendously fond of character work,
and perhaps that is the reason why this
dramatization of Mr. Jacob’s story has
made such a strong appeal to me. If it
proves to be the big success which | am
hoping for, | shall certainly be the hap-
piest man in New York.”
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Miss Katherine Florence, who is to be
Mr. Goodwin’s leading woman, is one of
the few actresses who this summer have
not had any holiday at all. She and her
husband, Fritz Williams, had scarcely got
settled in their cottage in Fort Washing-
ton when a hasty summons came to
them both to play important parts in the
Chicago production of “Mrs Temple’s
Telegram.”  From this play she will
come direct to the rehearsals of “The
Beauty and the Barge.”

Miss Hilda Spong, who has recently
bought a farm in Connecticut and gone
into the chicken-raising business in an
amateur way, will have to count her Sep-
tember chickens long before they are
hatched if she wants to keep any tab on
them at all, for she has been engaged to
be W. H. Crane’s leading woman next
season, and the rehearsals of his new
play, “An American Lord,” will begin
almost immediately.

The success which William Collier has
scored in London in “The Dictator”
will probably make a good deal of differ-
ence in his plans for next season. He
will reopen in London early in Septem-
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ber, and remain there until November at
least, and in all probability on his return
he will continue to appear in “The Dic-
tator” for the remainder of the season.
Collier’s London success has proved a tre-
mendous surprise to American actors.
With scarcely an exception they predicted
that his remarkably quiet method and
extra dry humor would fail to be under-
stood by Englishmen in general. As a
matter of fact, however, no comedian
that America has sent there in years has
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tucket Island, and there wasn’t a man,
woman, child or dog in the little village
that wasn't her friend. Out on the golf
links the other day they were playing a
tournament for the big silver loving-cup
which she presented to the club when it
was first started some six years ago.
The cup must be won three years in suc-
cession by the same player in order to
keep it, and among this year’s contestants
were George Fawcett, Robert Hilliard,
H. Reeves Smith, Harry Woodruff,

Nat C. Goodwin in “ The Beauty and the Barge” by W. W. Jacobs

aroused such roars of laughter. The
last time he appeared in London Mr.
Collier was the call boy in Augustin
Daly’s company, somewhere in the early
eighties when they made their first tour
in England.

Speaking of the Daly company recalls
dear old Mrs. Gilbert, and | have just
come from a place where of all others in
America her memory perhaps is most
cherished and beloved. For the last
seven or eight years of her life she always
spent her summers at ’Sconset, Nan-

Hazard Short, Vincent Serano, Frank
Birbeck, Brandon Hurst, Bronson
Howard, and the Misses Alice Fisher,
Percy Haswell, Nanette Comsto k,
Ethel Winthrop, and Mrs. Bronson
Howard.

Already the fame which can come to
even the greatest artists only after death
is Mrs. Gilbert’s, down in this little sea-
shore village, for there is scarcely a house
in which some chair in which she used to
sit or some other little relic of the sweet
old gentlewoman is not proudly shown.
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It was during the course of this golf
tournament that | tried to extract from
Mr. Bronson Howard some facts about
his new play. The piece is not named
as yet, and Mrs. Howard is probably the
only person who knows anything about
it. “In all the years that | have been
writing for the stage,” said Mr. Howard,
“this is really the first time that I have
felt absolutely my own master in' regard
to the play that | was writing. At other
times | have had to respect the wishes, to
some extent at least, of the manager who
was to produce it, or the star who was to
create the leading réle. But this time |
am a free lance. This play is not only a
pastime to me, it isa luxury. Perhaps
it may prove an absolute failure, but, at
all events, I have had my fun out of it
already. | have had no offers for it from
any managers, nor would | regard any
seriously until the play is completed, and
even then, unless all the conditions are
exactly what | want, | shall think more
than twice before | hand it over to the
public. Only a man who has worked to
order can appreciate how | feel towards
this manuscript, and even if it proves a

PHOTOGRAPH BY SARONY, NEW YORK

William Collier
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Miss Hilda Spong

complete fiasco when produced | shall
still feel amply repaid for the two years’
hard work | have spent upon it. | think
I love this play of mine almost as much
as Bob Hilliard does his dog, Van
Bibber.”

Mr. Howard’s remark about Mr. Hil-
liard’s dog recalls the fact that Mr. Hil-
liard himself is to be one of the important
features of the coming New York season.
Both he and Miss Bertha Galland, who
are to be among the new Belasco stars,
have cottages at ’Sconset which they
have had to close long since on account
of their professional engagements.  Miss
Galland is now hard at work rehearsing
“Sweet Kitty Bellairs,” while Mr. Hil-
liard is taking a ten weeks’ farewell tour
in vaudeville before making his first ap-
pearance at the Belasco Theater early in
October in the new play in which Miss
Blanche Bates is to star. It was a con-
dition in Mr. Hilliard’s contract that he
should play for a season with Miss 'Bates
before his own starring tour began,
because in the new play, which is a
drama of Western life, there is a role
which Mr. Belasco was particularly anx-
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ious to secure him for. The name of
this play is still a secret, but it is safe to
say that there will be at least four or five
words in the title. Mr. Belasco has
adopted a policy in the naming of the
plays for his three stars, Mrs. Leslie Car-
ter, Miss Bates and Mr. Warfield, which
is decidedly novel. Mrs. Carter’s plays
are always a single name, “Zaza,” “Du
Barry,” “Adria”; Mr. Warfield’s always
begin with the definite article, “The
Auctioneer,” “The Music Master,” while
Miss Bates has invariably a descriptive
title, such as “Under Two Flags,” and
“The Darling of the Gods.”

In a letter which Miss Ellen Terry
wrote to a friend in New York the other
day, there was enclosed a photograph
from a scene in the play in which she is
now appearing, “Alice Sit-by-the-Fire.”
This picture will be particularly interest-
ing to American theater-goers, as it shows
Miss Terry as a woman of forty-two in
the role which Miss Ethel Barrymore is
to play in America. The other actor in
the picture is Miss Irene Brough, who
will be well remembered here for her

THE RED BOOK

brilliant performance of Sophie Fulgarnie
in “The Gay Lord Quex.”

In the same letter Miss Terry also en-
closed a picture of “Peter Pan,” the
other Barry play, in which Maude Adams
is to be seen. In this letter Miss Terry
said, “I shall never forgive America if it
does not rave over Mr. Barrie’s ‘Peter
Pan.” To me itis simply the daintiest,
tenderest, funniest and most impossible
stage nightmare that was ever written.
It makes you laugh and it makes you
cry, and | don’t know which | enjoyed
doing most. From what | know of Miss
Adams’s work I am sure that she will be
ideal in the part.”

The frightful hot wave which lasted
for over ten days in mid-July, left New
York for the first time in twenty years
with only one legitimate theater open.
This was “Fantana,” Shubert’s produc-
tion at the Lyric, which is now running
rapidly towards its three hundredth per-
formance. There is one rather curious
feature about this musical comedy. To-
day, of course, it is a jolly, bright and
bristling production with two stars, Jeffer-

PHOTOGRAPH BY STEIN, MILWAUKEE
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son de Angelis and Miss Katie Barry,
who are unflagging in their efforts to
make fun. But for all that, like “Flora-
dora,” its success was originally made by
a song—a song which in this instance
was interpolated after the first New
York performance. If it had been there
originally, the notices of “Fantana”
would have been far more enthusiastic,
but on the first night the fine and
ludicrous work of Mr. De Angelis was
ruined by a stupid little song which the
librettist had given him to sing just at
the end of the play. No one realized its
worthlessness more fully than Mr. Dc
Angelis did. Bright and early the next
morning he was scouring the music shops
in search of a new song. His search
proving fruitless, he had almost given up
hope, when a friend brought him a
manuscript copy of a song called “Tam-
many.” In New York they say that no
song has ever really made a hit until it
is played by all the orchestras on the
Coney lIsland boats. According to this
standard, “Tammany’s” success has been
phenomenal, for there isn’t an orchestra,

PHOTOGRAPH BY 8URR MCcINTOSH, NEW YORK

Miss Nella Bergen
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Miss Ethel Barrymore

harmonium, pianola, or hand-organ on
active service this season which has not
“Tammany” as the most prominent
feature of its repertoire. The fact that
for a few nights “Fantana” was left
alone in its glory, was due to the gener-
osity of Mr. Charles Frohman, who,
hearing in London of the frightful heat
in New York, cabled his representatives
to close the Herald Square Theater and
give the members of the “Rollicking
Girl” company, including Miss Hattie
Williams and Sam Bernard, a holiday on
full salary until a cool wave came
along. After a five days’ rest the per-
formance was resumed, and now once
again the “Rollicking Girl” and “Fan-
tana” are running neck and neck for
midsummer honors.

At the Garden Theater, Manager Sav-
age and his forces are already hard at
work preparing for the production of
George Ade’s new play, “The Bad Sa-
maritan.” Miss Ann Sutherland, who
was originally engaged to support Ray-
mond Hitchcock in the new comedy
which is now being written for him, has
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Scene from Nat Goodwin’s new play, “ The Beauty and the Barge”

been transferred to Mr. Ade’s play and
will create one of the leading parts in
“The Bad Samaritan.”

Up in the Thousand Islands Miss
May Irwin, at her summer home, is re-
hearsing on a common-sense plan. All
the members of the “Mrs. Black is
Back” company are there as her guests,
and the rehearsals are held every evening
after the visitors have swum themselves
almost to death and caught enough fish
to stock a Metropolitan aquarium. Miss
Irwin is one of those actresses who
strongly advocate the idea that once in
every four or five years a star should
vanish from the theatrical firmament for
at least a season. “l don’t care how
great an actor or actress may be,” re-
marked Miss Irwin while discussing this
topic, “sooner or later the public is going
to tire. Three years ago, when ill health
obliged me to retire for a season, | said

to myself, ‘It is all up with little May.’
I really had serious intentions of retiring
and allowing myself to grow fat. But
finally, when the old longing came back
to me, | give you my word | was fright-
ened to death. The first night I played
Mrs. Black in New York was the most
awful ordeal to me that | have ever gone

through. | knew the play was all right,
but | honestly thought that they had
forgotten all about me. The result
knocked all my fears sky-high. As a

matter of fact, my engagement at the
Bijou last season was by many thousands
of dollars the most successful that | had
ever played in New York, and it was the
same in all the other cities where | went.
I came back to work with just as much
enthusiasm as the dear old public
brought out to receive me with. We
had both profited by our holiday, and
liked each other in consequence.”
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Its power is in its absolute purity in containing neither
deleterious substances nor artificial coloring matter.

Pears’ opens and cleanses the pores of the skin, pre-
venting the enlargement, tearing and irregularities so often
caused by the injurious ingredients of some soaps, the use
of which result in a coarse, rough and unhealthy skin.

Pears’ is pre-eminently the baby-skin-soap—imparting to
the skin a clear, soft, smooth and beautiful texture, vital-
izing the body and contributing to health and happiness.

Of All Scented Soaps Pears’ Otto of Rose is the best.
All rights secured.
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BUILT FOR $1200

COMPLETE, INCLUDING PLUMBING, EXCEPT HEATING

Full Blue Print Working Plans and Specifications, $10.00

T H1S superb Colonial bwelling with its modern reception hall, opening into large parlor with pretty fire-
place, good size_dining-room with artistic bay-window effect, up-to-date kitchen arrangement, large pantry
and cu_%board. Three good-sized chambers_on second floor, with bathroom conveniently arranged and
accessible from all rooms. l«arge front porch, 7-foot stoned-up basement, first story cfeet, sécond story 8%

feet. Dining-room, parlor and hall finished in hard wood, kitchen and bed rooms in Georgia pine.

If this plan does not suit you, we can change it to suit your tastes. 1f you have a design in your own mind—write

us your ideas, we will submit you a sketch of them worked out into practical shape. You cannot build intelligently when a

vlan is in some ones head and not drawn out according to scale.

SPECIAL OFFER

*
S®*. KEfofg OUR BIG $1.00 BOOK OF PLANS d'>ElD4_10 N

MODERN HOMES

Contains designs and floor plans of 170 homes
rangl_ng in price $400 to $18,000. The greatest
Architectural publication in the world. Please
enclose 10c for postage.

Daverman’s homes have a national reputa-

2 1
* tion. We planned more homes in the past
I5*15 | (EEWF year than gny other one architect. It ig as

easy for us to plan a house in California as it 14 s
\Vj A is in our home city. We can plan vour house,
- J %we you specifications and bills of materials
etter, more accurately and at less cost than
any other architect. SeSADIiPHR.

WRITE FOR OUR NOW BOOK, “ PUBLIC BUILDINGS.”

which contains designs and plans of schools, churches, st_ores,djalls, office and public bundlngrs of all kinds and
descriptions. It also contains a series of designs m_hl?h—p_rlced_ wellings costing above $io.000. This book has just
been issued and contains the latest and most practical designs in business buildings and fine dwellings. We send this
postpaid for only j>i.00.

J. HH. DAVERMAN ~ SON,
WORLD’S GREATEST DWELLING ARCHITECTS,
ESTABLISHED 1882. GRAND RAPIDS, MICH. 8 PORTER BLOCK.

Subscribe for CART IN ~"ARCHITECTURE, a monthly publication, $1.00 per year, devoted to artistic homes and home
furnishings. J. H. DAVERMAN GC& SON, Publishers.

in writing to advert.sers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book,
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Brainy
Enough?

If so, stick to the food you are using.

If not, look carefully to the reason.

Brain matter wears away each day.

Signs of nervous prostration show when the food fails to

build back the daily loss.
Phosphate of Potash, (from the field grains, not the drug
shop) with Albumen and water, makes the soft gray filling of

the brain.
The first two are found in

Grape=Nuts,

the food, predigested in cooking at the pure food factories and
ready for instant service with cream.
This food does rebuild the brain.

Trial proves.

Read the little hook, “The Road to Wellville”, found in each pkg.

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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A Scientific Method
of Growing Hair

The Evans Vacuum Cap provides the scientific
means of applying to the scalp the common sense
principles of physical culture.

Baldness and falling hair are caused by the lack
of proper nourishment of the hair roots. This lack
of nourishment is due to the absence of blood in
the scalp—an abnormal condition. It is the blood
which feeds the hair roots, as well as every other
part of the body. If you want the hair to grow
on the scalp the blood must be made to circulate
there. It is exercise which makes the blood cir-
culate. Lack of exercise makes it stagnant. The
Vacuum method provides the exercise which makes
the blood circulate in the scalp. It gently draws
the rich blood to the scalp and feeds the shrunken
hair roots. This causes the hair to grow.

Test it Without Expense

You can tell whether it is possible to cultivate a growth of hair
on your head byten minutes’use of the Evans Vacuum Cap. We
will send you the Cap with which to make the experiment without
any expense to you.

If the Evans Vacuum Cap gives the scalp a healthy glow this
denotes that the normal condition of the scalp can be restored. A
three or four minutes’ use of the Cap each morning and evening
thereafter will produce a natural growth of hair. If, however, the
scalp remains white and lifeless after applying the vacuum, there
is no use in trying further—the hair will not grow.

The Bank Guarantee

We will send you, by prepaid express, an Evans
Vacuum Cap and will allow you ample time to prove
its virtue. Allwe ask of you is to depositthe price
of the Cap in the Jefferson Bank of St. Louis, where
it will remain during the trial period, subject to
your own order. If you do not cultivate a sufficient
growth of hair to convince you that the method is
effective, simply notify the bank and they will
return your deposit in full.

A sixteen-page illustrated book will be
sent you free, on request.

EVANS VACUUM CAP CO. 977 Fullerton Bldg. Si. Louis

‘1These two | use daily."

ARNICA
Tooth Soap

Is antiseptic;
preserves

while

it

beautifies.

No spilling or
wasting; convenient
and economical.

25 Cents
At all Druggists

STRONG’S

Arnica Jelly

(Carbolated)

raMLsfl

Keeps the skin
free from rough-
ness and pimples.
for sunburn or chapping; also for
cuts, bruises, burns and all erup-
tions. Keeps the skin soft, smooth
and delicate. The collapsable metal
tube is convenient and unbreakable.
Take it with you wherever you go.
Ifyour druggist hasn't it—Send to us.
Sent postpaid on receipt of 25 cents.

C. H. STRONG & CO.
CHICAGO

Nothlng better

“The groves were God’s first temples.”

SEPTEMBER
IN THE

ADIRONDACKS.

No finer place in September can be
found than the Adirondacks.

The air

is cool and bracing, the scenery beau-

tiful,
night from Boston,
Niagara Falls.

and they can be reached in a
New York or
All parts of the Ad-

irondacks are reached by the

NEW YORK CENTRAL LINES.

of No. 20
The Ky
be sent free on receipt of a 2-cent, stam

H.

Central R. R., Grand Centr

rf the “Four-Track Series,”
dirondacks and How to Reach Them WI||

Daniels, General PassenqeétAte p’\l‘\P,ewYYolr(k
ation, New Yor

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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Keeps the
Face Fair

Glenn’s Sulphur Soap cleanses the
skin and clears the face of pimples,
blackheads, blotches, redness and
roughness. Its use makes the skin
healthful and the complexion clear
and fresh. Sold by druggists. Al-
ways ask for and obtain

Glenn’s
Sulphur Soap

Hill’s Hair and Whblsker Dye
Black or Brown, 50c.

THOUSANDS OF DOLLARS

have been wasted in Marble
headstones now lying flat
and overgrown with weeds.
Thousands more are being
wasted for cleaning, refin-
, ishing and repairing Gran-
ite monuments. EVERY
stone gets moss-grown,
cracks and crumbles.
iBesides.granite is very

' expensive.

WHITE BRONZE

monuments are cheaper
and infinitely better.
>The?/ are strictly ever-
asting. Rust, corro-
siou,and moss-growth
Hare impossibilities.
1Theycannotcrumble
1from the action of
i frost. i
WHITE BRONZE isfar more artistic and expressive
than any stone It was awarded both the

GOLD and SILVER MEDALS
at the Universal Exposition, St. lyouis, 1904.

We have hundreds of beautiful de5|3n_s at prices
from 84 to $4,000. We deal direct and deliver every-
where. Distance is no obstacle. Write at once for
designs and information if you are interested stating
about what expense you anticipate. No obligation
| to buy. 40 “Agents W anted'

THE MONUMENTAL BRONZE CO,
383 Howard Ave., Bridgeport, Conn.

Hammer the Hammer

We figure that every man who
makes this test, means an average
of three new customers— himself and
at least two of his friends.

If you want a revolver that will
not go off by accident, then get an

lver Johnson

SAFETY

AUTOMATIC RE\/OLVER

It Won’t Go Off
Unless You
Pull the Trigger.

Like all really great inventions, the
Iver Johnson Safety Principle is very
simple—the safety lever upon which the
principle depends, is entirely inoperative
except when the trigger is pulled—
then it is raised and receives the revolver
hammer’s blow and transmits it to the
firing pin.  Simple, yet safe.

Our Free Booklet, “Shots”

goes into every detail and explains why it is

also accurate “and reliable—gladly sent on

request together with our handsome'catalogue.
For sale by Hardware and Sporting Goods

dealers everywhere. The name is on the
barrel and an owl's head on the grip.

Hammer *5 -- Hammerless *6

IVER JOHNSON’'S
Arms and Cycle Works
158 River St.
FftfchburfE* Mass.
New Y ork Office: 99 Chambers St

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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DENTIFRICE

EDPINAUDS

'T'RY THEM. You will be well repaid in
1 sending for these most famous of all
toilet preparations.

ED. PINAUD’S EAU DE QUININE
HAIR TONIC has maintained its su-
premacy over all imitators more than ioo
yearsanditssalesare constantly increasing.
It removes dandruffand cleansesthe scalp.
Itimprovesandbeautifiesthehair. Though
stimulating the scalp and hair it neverin-
jures them. Its delightful odor makes its
use a daily pleasure rather than a duty.

A single drop of ED. PINAUD’S PERFUME
is more lasting than many times its bulk
in common imitations.

ED. PINAUD’S ELIXIR DENTIFRICE
requires but one trial to make a new friend in
you. We guarantee its superior quality and en-
tire freedom from every injurious ingredient.

FD. PINAUD’S EAU DE QUININE
HAIR TONIC for three applications;

enough exquisite perfume for five times,
and famous ELIXIR DENTIFRICE
for five times. Send 10c. to pay postage

and packing.

Ed. Pinaud’s American Offices:
d.PlInaud lihlg., Room 108,New York City

Once bsea_ It Becomes

a Constant Friena
For over two genera-
tions Lablache Face Powder
has been the constant friend
of beautiful women—Its use
brings a clear, fresh, beauti-
ful skin and preserves the
complexion.

Take no other. Flesh,white,pink,i
cream. 50c. a box. Druggistsor by
mail. Send 10c.for sample.
Ben.Levy &Co.,Dept 8,

125 Kingston St.,Bostonj*p”

In writing to advert sers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.



THE RED BOOK ADVERTISING SECTION

THE
STAMP
OF STERLING
STERLING

S applied to Silverware, “STERLING” indicates 925/1000
pure silver. Below that standard the law forbids the use
of the word. For your protection look for this stamp on

each piece of STERLING SILVER.

TRADE MARK.

TRADE-MARK

It is the Trade Mark of

REED G& BARTON

Established 1824
THE OLDEST MAKERS OF SILVERWARE OF REPUTE IN AMERICA

This mark is an absolute guarantee of genuine STERLING
SILVER.

It is that and it is more. It is the embodiment of Eighty-One
Years of Experience, Eighty-One Years of Prestige, Eighty-One
Years of Leadership.

We make also the highest grade of Silver- We publish handsome catalogs and attrac-
Plated Ware. This we stamp Reed & Bar-

tive booklets. We will mail you an assort-
ton. It isthe heaviest Silver Plate made.

Generations of use have proven its superiority ment if you drop us a postal and mention
to all other makes. this magazine.
REED BARTON
SILVER WORKS TAUNTON MASS.
Reputable Jewelers Sell Reed <& Barton Productions They are not found in Department Stores

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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A W hole Year’s Shaves
Every Day wrOne Dollar

This is the average result obtained from the use of the

MORTON

\wo ATV KRAZIRY T
It is at once the latest and very highest development of safety razor evolution.
The handle consists of only one solid, substantial piece, hence it is the simplest

one possible to devise. It lias no screws, clasps, hinges or other movable parts
to trouble you. Each outfit contains

Twelve Double-Edged Blades of Wafer Steel
tempered so hard they will cut glass. Every one of these blades will give you 20 to
40 of the most comfortable, velvety shaves imaginable without further attention or
bother. Just lather and shave.

No Honing' or Stropping

of these blades is necessar?;. (New blades
$1.00 per dozen, 200 to 500 shaves.) A dozen
will Iast¥ou ayear. No skill is required to

use It he fegorTOWI IS an absolute sa: ei‘safety” exact size of razor blade
and it is impossible to cut yourself with it. Packed in a handsome velvet lined case.
nJ JtIIHno tI\(/)I [ ’I‘lt> yLoﬁtrrrlloney back, Justt?,et Ksthaengazlgrfgrqdan e (/?/? °f I){JOrH ";YS‘L‘F

money without question. We pay express charges both ways. We authorize all dealers to make thls offer. If
yours doesn’t handle the teSSISB write us for our interesting booklet, but be sure he doesn’tinduce you to try
‘some other” kind. There is no other razor “just as good.”

MORTOh( 1125 Tacoma Building', Chicago, 111., U. S. A.

For Sjxty-two Years we have been engaged in
the Importation and Sale of Diamonds.

Our admirable facilities for Importing large quan-
tities of gems in the rough (hence avoiding heavy
duties), and cutting and poliahlng them here, placeB
us in a position to retail Diamonds at far lower
prices than the regular retailer whose prices In-
clude both customs’charges and Importers’ proiits.

Our business extends to every state of the Union,
and we have thousands of patrons, who. having
found our prices and values unequaled, have be-
come steady customers. We sell all goods on the
most liberal terms.

20% Down and f0% Per Month

All transactions are confidential, and with
every purchase we give a certificate, guarantee-
ing quality, value and the privilege of exchange.

We are the OLDEST HOUjyE IN THE TRADE.
ESTABLISHED 1843  Setid ior new catalogue
edition 16

m,. ...LYON a CO.

65-67-69 Bissau St. NEW YORK

BALANCED
GRAVITY

FOUNTAIN PENS

ACCOMPLISH THAT PERFECTION
SO MUCH DESIRED BY ALL
USERS OF PENS

Kegrize Per Conpary

PATENTEES X MANUFACTURERS

PHILADELPHIATrPA.

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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COM MU

f

Experts Will tejf-y™ou thaw
besides tbe Vtyle and mrtistic

. -merit (if ‘Gjtai®inity Silver,

tt has tbe heaviest plate, and
lis tbe Idngefc/ wearing plated
W are in; the/world.

For sale in your town. ,.

AND SHELLS

Winchester Repeating Shotguns and Win-
chester Shotgun Shells are just as reliable and
satisfactory for bird shooting as Winchester
Riflesand Winchester Cartridges are for big
game hunting, and sportsmen know this
means as perfect an equipment as can be
made. You can spend a great deal more
money for a shotgun than a Winchester will
cost you, but you cannot get a better shooting
or betterwearing gun.no matterwhatyou pay.
W inchester “Brush” Shells are something
new and desirable for bird shooting. They
are so loaded that, without the sacrifice of
velocity, penetration, or uniformity, they will
make an open and even pattern at from 25 to
3oyards in choke bore guns. WinchesterGuns
and Winchester Shells are sold everywhere.
FREE: Ourlarge Illustrated Catalogue.
W inchester Repeating Arms Co.,, New Haven, Conk

Dead Black

JAP-A-LAC

applied to
CHANDELIERS

Picture Frames, tamps, Plate Racks, And-
irons, etc., produces the new and popular
black wrought iron finish. Beautiful effect
at small cost. A 15c. can (at all paint deal-
ers) contains sufficient to covermany articles.
Write today for color card showing 13
colors, and instructive booklet describing
the many uses for JAP-A-LAC.

/1 your dealer does
notkeepJAP-A -LAC,
send us his name and

DOYOUR jocto covercostofinail-

N OWN i g, and tee will send
TARNISHING a FREE Sample
I WITH (quarter pint can), t >

*11: any point in the
[AE uic United States.

ida Community.Lfo

\V O.NE1DA.N.Y ..

} Address Dept 2,
. 1053 Williamson Bldg.

C 1leveland,omo,

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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ff//e RomadKa
W ardrobe Trunk

Built on entirely new lines.

The only wardrobe trunK that will carry afull length
suit, dress or overcoat without folding.

The accompanying illustration shows trunk comfortably

acked with ten hangers, the long overcoats extending
rom hanger to floor of trunk in rear, a distance of five feet
one inch.

This trunk takes up less room than any other wardrobe
trunk, holds considerably more and is so arranged as to
make every inch of space serviceable.

When open or closed, sits up close to wall.

Weighs from fifteen to twenty pounds less than any other
wardrobe trunk.

Raising cover brings entire contents to finger tips.
Garments in rear as easily removed as though hung alone.

Tray with shoe, hat and shirt compartment lifts on hinge
and need not be removed when packing bottom.

Booklet with full descriptions ofsix handsome
styles free upon request.

Department ROMADKA BROS. CO.

BB

OR

LLDBERI
V. Liquid
xRIfi f

Absolutely destroys all
offensive odorsand curesex-
cessive perspiration. Used onthe feet
relieves fatigue and curesall soreness.
Produces a cool, pleasant effect and
gives a personal sweetness and purity
'which attracts.

A liquid preparation that does not soil
the clothing nor close the pores.

Restores the weakened glands to a nor-
mal healthy tone, and distributes perspir-
ation evenly throughout the body.

We will gladly mail you a FREE sam-
ple, in plain wrapper, if you will send us
the name of your druggist.

At your druggist’s or sentprepaid upon
receipt of price, 50c.

Your money back if not entirely satis-
fied after using one bottle.

Ask forbooklet, “Beauty and Comfort.”

THE GOLDBERG SPECIALTIES CO.
Dept. B. 133 EUCLID AVENUE, CLEVELAND, OHIO.

Manufacturers of Manicure, Pedicure and
other Toilet Preparations.

MILWAUKEE on every trunkK

| suffered for years

with a humiliating

growth of hair on my

face, and tried many rem-

» ' edies without success; but |

ultimately discovered the True

Secret for the permanent removal

of hair, and for more than seven years have been

applying my treatment to others, thereby ren-

deringopaplj)_inessto,and gaining thanks of,thous-
ands ladies.

I assert and W ill Prove to You, that my treat-
ment will destroy the follicle and otherwise
Permanently Removethe Hair Forever. No
trace Is left on"the skin after using, and the treat-
ment can be applied privately by youroelf in your
own chamber.

IF YOU ARE TROUBLED, WRITE TOME
for further information, and I will convince you of
all I claim. | will give promptpersonal and Strictly
Confidential aftention to your letter. Being a
woman, | know of the delicacy of such a matter as
this, and act accordingly.  Address,

HAENDOWEAS IT Jagm

My PU-RE-CO SOAP and CREAM removes
and prevents wrinkles and preserves the skin. May
be had at all the best druggists or direct from me.
PU-RE-CO CREAM,...cccoevuvuvunn 50c. and $1.00 ajar.
PU-RE-CO SOAP, a Box of Three Cakes........... 50c.

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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MELLIN’S FOOD
For the BABY

T his boy, Alexander Win-
terbourne Brindle, was
raised on Mellin’s Food and
his little baby brother is
now “ Doing Splendidly” on
Mellin’s Food; they live in
Ketchikan, Alaska.

Is your baby “Doing
Splendidly”?

That is: is he growing
strong? is his color good?
does he sleep well nights?
is he happy and con-
tented?

If not, use Mellin’s Food, for
Mellin’s Food Babies are all
“Doing Splendidly.”

Fill out the coupon below, cut it out and send it to us and a liberal sample of
Mellin’s Food will be sent you by mail FREE.

MELLIN’S FOOD COMPANY, BOSTON, MASS.

CUT IMT ON POTTKI) LLIXK

MF.LLIN’S FOOD COMPANY, Ret Bk
Boston, Mass.

Please send me post paid, a free sample of Mellin’s Food for my baby.

Street ANA N O .o sereaereans

City or Town State.

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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This cashmere skirt,
in black, blue and
brown; beauti-
fully tailored and
made in the latest
accordian pleated
effect with hip shir-
ring. Avregular 0Qp
$5.00 value for 0 Oil
The most sur-
prising offer
ever made by
any cloak house
Another of the
astonishing
bargains for
which Philips-
born is famous

and by which he

has built up a
world wide reputa
tion.

08c

Send
Money

Write
To-Day
Lest
You
Forget.

88¢c

M.Phili

138-144 State”™

\\VNT T>T rn TH
\Vv 1 Vv L I P

WE WANT STORIES,
If you have difficulty in disposing of yonr work, we can be of great service to you.

RED BOOK ADVERTISING SECTION

FALLING
HAIR MB
BALDNESS
Axdigy G

SKIRT

Drop us a
postal, writ-
ing your
na and
ad"deress

care fully,

stating
that you
have read
is offer in
Red Book
we will let
you know how
to obtain this
rai- nnec

Bt 00

will also

FREE!

Our Beautiful

Ng'e 88

Containing
over 250 styUs
of ladies,
misses and
children's
outer gar-
ments at
unheard

of low
prices.

88c

psborn

., Chicago. Il

POEMS, JOKES,

There is but one way to
tell the reason of baldness
and falling hair, and that is by
a microscopic examination of the hair

itself.

The particular disease with

which your scalp is afflicted must be
known before it can be intelligently

treated.

The use of dandruff cures

and hair tonics, without knowing the
specific cause of your disease, is like
taking medicine without knowing what
you are trying to cure.

Send three fallen

hairs from

yourcombingsto Prof.J. H. Austin,

the celebrated bacteriologist, who

will send you ABSOLUTELY FREE

a diagnosis of your ease, a booklet on

care of the hair and scalp, and a sam -
1 pie box ofthe remedy which he will pre-
\ pare especially for you.

\ Enclose 2 postage and write to-day.

/ PROF. J. H.
| 470 McVicker Building, -

AUSTIN,

CHICAGO, ILL

SUPERFLUOUS. HAIR

Dr.

Rhodes* New Hair Remover will

instantly and permanently remove undesirable

hair from the face, neck, etc.

P
PrccC
paration, and

Price, $1.00.

Trinl Wop are naot afraid to have
lrial yOUtry this wonderful pre-
ou may doso FREE. Ifyou

will send us 10c. to co/t*r cost of postage and
packing we will send you a trial bottle; nota
o]

dollar

ttle, of course, but sufficientto remove

considerable hair and furnish a good test.
Address

Rhodes Co..

T.J 8 no ou _w ant cash R A
jIT\_ . FOR°YOUR" WORK. iA
ILLUSTRATIONS,

Lowell, Mas*.

RSP .

DESIGNS AND PHOTOGRAPHS FOR PUBLICATION.
We are SELLING- AGENTS: We make no

charge for instruction” or criticism and pay promptly and well for all salable matter.

BUY FURS MAKER

Furs._ made by Albrecht L
are right in material, workmanship,
They also carry
with them, Albrecht’s 50 years ex-
perience in Furs exclusively and a
guarantee of quality equal to the

onsilver. Send for
our catalogue. It is the world au-
thority on Tur fashions. It contains
iooillustrations.describesand gives
prices of eve

style and price.

mark “sterling

URELL SYNDICATE,

thing in furs.

us 50c., yours for 4 cents in stamps.

EABEIT &SN “iISMS; st

Great

A merica’s

Fur Shoo

Si. Paul,

0sts

657 GRAMEROY

BUILDING,

PREMATURE
GRAYNESS

is the fate of m_any a young woman.
Imperial
Hair Regenerator

The Standard Hair Coloring for .
Gray or Bleached Hair
isrecognized the world over as the only
preparation which is absolutely harmless,
that restores gray hair to its natural
color, or makes bleached hair
any shade desired. It iseasily applied,
colors are durable and natural; wh-n
applied cannot be detected, leaves the
hair soft and glossy, is unaffected by
baths, and permits curling.
Sample of your hair colored free. Correspondence
confidential. Sole Manufacturers and Patentees
Imperial Chem. Mfg. r0., 135 W. 23d SK, N. Y.

NEW YORK CITY.

In writing to advertisers it is cf advantage to mention The Red Book.
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DR. DYS’

WONDERFUL CREAM LA DYSALINE

(75 cents per jar—By mail 83 cents.)

is a marvel of sweetness as to perfume, of softness as to texture, and last but not least, of
efficiency in whitening and softening the skin, taking away wrinkles, freckles and sunburn.

In this era of automobiling, golfing and outdoor sports it becomes more and more a necessity
for women to take care of their skin, as constant exposure to sun, wind and dust will make it

dark and rough unless proper precaution be taken.

Beautiful.” in which he treats of feminine
the preservation i

. Dys’ interesting book, “M ore Than
aesthetics and reveals secrets for

free on request.

V. DARSY,

FRECKLES
REMOVED

We can positively remove
any case of freckles with
Stillman’s Freckle Cream
This is a strong assertion, but
we will refund your money it
not satisfied. Our remedy is
prepared for this oneailment.
W rite for particulars.
STILLMAN FRECKLE CREAM CO.

Dept, “0.” Aurora. 111.

WOMEN wear DAY and NIGHT

THE SCOTT GARTER POCKET
to PROTECT their MONEY and
JEWELS from THIEVES and
FIRE. ASK your dry goods mer-
chants for same. Should you fail
to find them, write us for booklet.
Prices 50c. to $2.00.

CHARLES H. SCOTT & CO.

212*2 14 Center St., New York
217-221 Madison St..Chicago

BATH TUB

East
30th St.,

m m

VIHE
Bl
arRG

o

[CREDIT,

Weight, 16 pounds. Cost little.
REQUIRES LITTLE WATER.
ALSO
VAPOR BATH CABINETS.
Write for special offer. Agents wanted. Address
J. R. IRWIN, 103 Chambers St., NEW YORK, N. Y.

Seven

Sutherland

Sisters

vitalizing powers.

druff and scale.

ten

It will grow hair wherever life exists at the roots.
scalp cleaner makes a delightful shampoo.

of youth and beauty, will be sent

New YorK

[Diamonds Win Hearts

: BI\E/the Famous LOFTIS SYS-\

1M TEM you can select from our
Catalog, the Diamond, Watch or Jewelry™
which you wish to see. We send the article
on approval to your residence, place of busi-
ness or express office as preferred, so you
can examine it thoroughLIPL_ We deliverour
Eood_s anywhere In the United States. The

oftis System won the Gold Medal, the high-
estaward at the St. Louis Exposition.

. In_the sixty-six pages of the
LataiO£ LOFTISCatalog will be found 1000
Illustrations of the finest Diamonds, Highest
Grade Watches and Jewelry at credit prices
lower than others ask for spotcash. Wemall
Itand acopy of oursuperb Souvenir Diamond
Booklet, prepaid. Sixty-six pages.

. We make any honestperson’scredijt
LicQ Il good. Everytransaction with us Is
confidential, on honor. One-fifth the price to
be paid on delivery—you retain the article-
pay balance in eightequal monthly amounts
—sending cash direct to us. Writefor Loftis
Catalog Today. Sixty-sixpages.

Diamond Cutters
"W atchmakers - Jewelers
®=Dept. K8l 92 to 08 State St.

FEST% .1f258. Chicago. M- U. S.

HéiirG rotver
ad

Scalp Cleaner

are the standard hair preparations.

The hair grower possesses wonderful
The
It completely eradicates all dan-

Try them —you will not be disappointed.

Sold by dealers everywhere.

One should
albvays
remember

[t5the Hair- not the Hit

That makes a woman attractive

mmmm

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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THOUSANDS ttM tt.

( 1) *5.000

-AYEAR-inthe-

Rem. Estate Business

No other business produces the profits that are made
every year in the Real Estate business.

We want to_teach you the BEST BUSINESS on earth
and its f)nr)mples and practices both thoroughly and
technically in a few weeks’time without interfering with
your presént employment.

WE WANT TO TEACH YOU THE REAL ESTATE, GEN-
ERAL BROKERAGE AND INSURANCE BUSINESS.

You can make more money in the Real Estate Business
without capital in less time than you can in any ot.ier
buysiness in the world. 1t is a profesSion and the business
of a gentleman.

Notice for yourself in the newspapers and magazines
the tremendous growth of the real estate business—rail-
roads selling land grants; the government opening new
homestead ferritoriés; timber ‘concessions being sold;
factories going up in small towns; new sub-divisions, etc.

In order to establish our graduates in business at once
we furnish them our Estate Journal” containing
descriptions of all kinds of real estate, business oppor-
tunities, investments, etc., in all parts of the United
btates and Canada. We list their properties; help tnem
secure customers; co-operate with and assist them to a
quick success. We appoint them members of one of the
largest co-operative brokerage companies in America.

Now isthe time for you to commence, that you may be
prepared to start in active business in the fall] as tnat is
one of the best seasons in the real estate business.

Don’t spend the best days of your life working for
others when you can make ‘an independent fortune for
yourself. We” assist in establishing you in business or to
yrofitable employment. Hundreds indorse our institu-
ion. WRITE FOR FREE BOOKLET. It will interest you.

The Chest

ITS ACTION AND ITS MUSCLES

My new Book will teach you how to breathe
properly. Itisfully illustrated with half-tones,
enabling you to easily follow the exercises out-
lined therein. | claim two-thirdsof the peop’e
of the globe do not know howto bieatlie. 1his
fact is responsible for one-half the present clay
sickness. Sent to any address upon receipt of
25 cents.

My Book, ‘“Making Faces,” which outlines a series of ex-
ercises that absolutely beautifies the face, has metwith won-
derful success, also sent to any address for 25 cents.

MY SPECIAL OFFER. | will send my complete series of books,
The Chest, Making Faces, Development of the Neck Muscles,
How to Beautify the Eyes, and my Chart Course, regular price
$1.25, upon receipt of $1.00.

PROF. ANTHONY BARKER, School of Physical Culture
1164 J. Broadway, NEW YORK AITY

The Meteoric Diamond

Arecently discovered GEM of SURPASSING BEAUTY, |
BRILLIANCY and ENDURANCE. Not offered as
~an imitation but as a SUBSTITUTE for the real
Ldiamond. SOLID GOLD mountings only, latest

designs.  We have no agents. Price within |
I reach of all. Let us tell you all about it in our |
| FREE 'DESCRIPTIVE BOOKLET. 1

r THE HILL EROS CO., Box 619, Columlras, (
American Agents Brazilian Mining Co.

ARE SELLING
Battery Fan Motors, $1.25 to
Battery Table Lamps $3.00 to
Telephones, Complete $2.50 to
Electric Door Bells, 75c. $1, $1.25
Carriage and Bicycle Lights, 75c to
Lanterns & Pocket Flash Lights, 75c

Necktie and tap Lights, 75c to
Dynamos and Motors, $900.00 to
Catalogue Free. Fortune for Agents.
Ohio Electric Works, Cleveland,

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book,
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ESTABLISHED 1S6S ALBERTM\)].g_LREs.DENT_
P.M. STARNES JULIAN C

PRESIDENT, SECOND VICE PRESIDENT,

WMI-BMTIVWINGTBMM

| Wish Father Would Come

How many little ones there are today with these
words upon their lips whose
fathers will never come.

Suppose your little ones
were among the number.
What could they do without
you, Mr. Father? Have
you fully protected them?
The investment of a frac-
tion of your annual income in

Our Special
Income Bearing
Policy No. 999

Guarantees to you if you live,
to your family if you die, an in
come for any specified number of
years, or for life.
Eliminates the possibility of your
own or your family’s future discom-
fort or misfortune.
Surrounds your home With
perfect protection.
Insures the continuation of the

1*1 1 tYicrlo /f livinrr

NATIONAL LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY, U. S. A, 159 La Salle St., Chicago.

Gentlemen: Please send me information concerning Tclicy 999, without obligations, for $

I am years of age. My occupation

Name —
Address:
|23 Jp—

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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Second 5 %DividendThisYear

October 1, 1905, another_ dividend of 5#will be paid (the regular
?o guaranteed and 1$ additional lor tix months', ctrived item sale

of shiploads of mahogan%_ cut from our 288,000-acre plantation in
Campeche, Mexico, and shipped. to New York and Mobile; car&oes
of products every few_months * shipped in steamboat owned by Com-
Bany's managemeént. This is the second 5# dividend this year, making
10$t0 be paid, instead of 8%, as guaranteed.

22% Dividends

And when our property’s immense resources are developed, and rubber,
henequen and tropical fruits begin to produce, 22$is a conservative estimate
ofyearly dividends that will be paid ; that is, we estimate that the fourteen
acrés represented by each share will, after seven years, produce $t6 a year,
which is 22# of par value of the stock. We have” many sources of revénue:
Mahogany, rosewood, Spanish cedar and other cabinef woods, alone worth
10,2.06,000, at New York 'prices; marketable dye woods ready to cut and sgclB
worth $2,500,030 at New York ; 60,000 full-groan rubber trees; 250,
full-groann chicle (chewing gum) producing trees; 1800 head cattle;
250 oxen; 200 mules, horses, swine. Stores, mills and factory operating.

A Certainty, Not Speculation

Remember, there is no element of speculation about this gtJroposition;
no probability of shrinkage in values or failure of development: no chance

. ofloss to investors, as thé plantation, with its natural ‘wealtn, buildings

and other improvements, always will be ample sccurity for stockholders, being free ©
encumbrance and deeded in trust for their R(r)otectlon to a Philadelphia trust com
pany. Stock isselling fast. Over 1100 6tock holders f holding one to Ico shares each

Shares, $5 per Month per Share

A limited number of shares offered at par on installments of #5 per month per share.
Make application at once. This is an opportunity to secure an Investment that pays
more than the 8% guaranteed. By applying now you participate in forthcoming  divi-
dend. Send $5 or more(but not more than 566/, a year's instalments,) on each share
wanted. Our managers matured two other Mexican plantations.  Stock of both
worth $50 per share above par. Over 7,000 stockholders drawing increasing dividends

BOARD OF DIRECTORS
OFFICERS . y
President, Wm. H ARMSTRONG, OOIEISXS 01\; gfrﬁf.eﬁm
Ex-U. S. Railroad Com'r, Phila., Pa. Pres. City Nat. Bank, Mason City, la.

Vice-President, COL. A, K. McClure,
Ex-Editor Times, Phila., Pa.

. John B. Barnes,
Justice Supreme Court, Norfolk, Neb.

Victor DuPont,Jr.
Write immediately and ash for handsomely illus- Secretary and Treasurer, C. M. DuPont PowderWorks,Wilmington,Del.
trated paper and list cf stockholders who have McMahon, Phila., Pa. A. G.Stewart,
received a total of J<f>in dividends. Counsel, A L.W anamaker,Phila.,Pa. Atty.Gen. of Porto Rico, San Juan, P.R.
INTERNATIONAL LUMBER & DEVELOPMENT CO., 724 Preset Bldg., Philadelphia, Pa
Fourteenth Year. Candid, sugges- YO H WISH T KNOW A
tive Criticism, literary and technical Whet erwu will prosper or notin yourunder-
Revision, Advice, Disposal, In- takings? hether;/ou will marry or not? Have =m
struction. . sickness or health? Travel or stay at home?
References: Hezekiah Butter- Win or lose in speculation? Business to follow.etc. Your Planets

Wwill Tell You- NoO guess work. Clear an

swers to all questions of

worth, Mrs. Burton Harrison, W. D. vital interest. Will send you names of hundreds of patroi sof
Howells, Mrs. Julia Ward Howe, mine for 10years; write to’them and verify my statement. Grasp
Thomas Nelson Page, Mary E. Wil- yOuerpp‘\c;erunitiesdand gain your deSAretS- IPOPE., the grbelat oet,
i writes: «Whoever disseminates true Astrology is a public bene-
kins, and others. send stamp for Booklet to L@C!OL" Swf‘f%pﬁar?dsays;Jngeostsarsdabovegg-s Oggm urcan:
itions.” shou ou doubt? Send your birth date an
. WM. A. DRESSER., . and I will sen)é you a t¥ia| reading. Y
Mention The Red Book. R. 12, 400 Broadway, Cambridge, Mass. L. THOMSON. Dept. 42. Kansas City. Mo.
and Musical Compositions. We
MUSIC LESSONS FREE. ROYALTY PAID arrange and popularize.
It tells how to learn to play any instrument. Piano, Organ, :ON PIONEER MUSIC PUB. CO., (INC.)
Violin, Guitar, Mandolin, etc. W rite American School of Music, SONG - POEMS 888 Maé”ﬁ?%‘fg'g':g“_l__

824 Manhattan Bldg., Chicago, 111.

FELIX E. A.

Wit Qs Tipla?

TO PROVE

Daus’ “Ttip-T

that . )
Duplicator is the

op”
begt,

simplest and cheapest

device for making

OO copies from Pen-written and 50
copies from Typewritten original

we are willing to send a complete Duplicator without deposit on ten

days’ trial, if you mention The Red Book.

_ Nomechanism to% 3
ink. The product of 28 years’ experience in Du

plicators.

et out of order, no washing, no press, no printer’s

Price for complete apparatus, cap size (prints83f in. by 13 & C \I1?2 T r

in.), $7.50subject to the trade discount of 336 p

er cent, or

R CO., DasBdg, 11l John st.. N. Y.

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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YO Q MA bandy with togi?. to 'rio.ankue fh
seL#\l *ggnerghy Usetul” dround hardwaie judmff)
mus? .. aze, reference, salary espmg

e e st o st apd EF
anchard?\/l%g (% Sm h g

SHIPPING CLE K"Ma &Ecturm establl

ment requires Mus! stea M el I
rggeratean i E}%‘ ard. Salary smﬁl
Oreop
ESMAN WANTED-De tmentstorewants
an_ for mens fur mg epar ent.
ust >e of neat a ce res
ag %feg l23710\g/eek py ppt. o on I I

A man receives a small salary because he lacks training for a special

line of work; because he depends for his occupation upon the want
columns of the daily newspapers, or upon some other equally hap-
hazard method, instead of striving for a position of promise and profit.

OUNG rAN er 30, ho make, himself gener-
ally usefu about argew olesaledry goods
ie$512» Apply. IP.A. M. Monday/alts Market St.

YOUNG MAN for grocery store, ' 402/ Girard
YOUTH, fined-iuuwritiug and arithmetic; efh;e

The International Correspondence Schools were created 14 years ago,

and to-day have an equipment valued at $5,000,000 the sole purpose ofwhich

is to qualify handicapped men for the better positions of life. The I. C. S

makes no distinction between clerk and mechanic—whether a man’s income

is small, his work confining, or his education limited. If he can read and write,

and has the ambition to succeed, the I. C. S. can qualify him by mail, in his
spare time, for a higher salary in his present work or in a new occupation.

Thousands have succeeded. You are no different from others. Your

income is no smaller, you are no older—no younger—no further away—
no more helpless. You, too, can succeed!

It costs nothing—to ask HOW . Look over the list of positions
given below, mark the one that appeals to you, then

Cut out the Coupon,
mail it to us and learn
Interationdl Correspondence. Schodls,

Box 850 SCRANTON, PA.

How
To Get
More
Salary

Please explain, without further obligation on my part,
how 1 can qualify fora larger salary in the posi-
tion beforé which 1 have marked X

Bookkeeper

Stenographer

Advertisement Writer

Show Card Wrriter
Window Trimmer

9|echnn Draughtsman

Ornamental Designer

Ilustrator

Civil Servme

Chem

Textlle M|II Supt.

Electrician

Elec. Engineer

Streetand No.

TclephoneEngineer
Elec. Lighting Supt.
Meehan. Engineer
Surveyor
Stationary Engineer
Civil Engineer
Bujlding Contractor
Ardutec Draughtsman
Architect
Structural Engineer
Bridge Engineer
Foreman Plumber
Mining Engineer

In writing to advert sers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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DR SCOTT’S

elect*10
HAIR BRUSH

Made from
selected
bristles
no wires to
injure the
hair or
scalp

The circulation
of the scaln is eas-
ily obstruc'ed. 'lhe
hairfillsout from lack
ofnourishment—the skin
dries in the form of din-
druff. Electricity stimulates
the circulation, brings back the
blood to the hair-ioots, resulting
in a healthy growth of hair. The
brush furnishes a mild, continuous cur-
rent of electricity and infuses new life
into the hair-roots.
It stops falling hair, cures dandruff
and all scalp disorders.
Also relieves nervous and bilious headaches.
Guarantee—If, after thirty days trial my brush does not
doall I claim—your money will be refunded. Yourisk nothing.

Beware of imitations—My brush is packed in a neat box with compassto test power. Sentto any address (post-

aid) for $1.00.
p G)

et my new bcok, “The Germ of All Life is Electrici y.”

It’s interesting and will be mailed free upon request.

For sale by all the better class stores. If for any reason they cannot supply you, write direct to us, or call.
Responsible Agents Wanted. Dr. GfcO. A. SCOTT, (Est. 1878) 870 Broadway, New York.

Diamond
on

Credit

K CARAT QUALITY A |
$72.50
OTHER GRADES OF SAME
SIZE AS LOW AS $50.
TERMS $12. CASK $6.PEB MONTH

IAMONDS are sometimes a NECESSITY as

I 1 handmaid to success, oftimes a source of
W j | PLEASURE and always a GOOD INVEST-

i" M MENT. The volume of business which comes

to us by reason of our liberal terms —enables

us to sell diamonds ON CREDIT at practically
CASH prices. The ONLY objection to buying on
credit Is thus removed.

Let us send you on approval, exp[ess_f)repaid_, a
half-carat diamond set, in mounting like illustration
or ANY STANDARD 14-Kt. solid gold mounting. If
ring is as represented, pay express agent $12. If you
prefer that goods be sent by registered mall, send
first payment WITH order.” Balance may be paid
monthly. YOUR reputation for honesty is OUR security.

Send for FREE Ring Catalog No. Z33. It

shows a wealth of Diamonds from $12 to $650.
If Interested in Watches, ask for 8pecial Catalog.

tdmtl IS
HOUSE

813 (Z33) STATE STREET, CHICAGO
Established 1882 Responsibility, $250,000.00

WASHE WASHEE

is something new in the book line.
The books are 11 inches high and
inches wide, cut out with a die
on the outlines of the Chinaman.
There are 64 pages in each, of which
56 bear complete itemized laundry
lists arranged under the heads:—
For Men: For Ladies: Household
Linen, and Miscellaneous. Six
pages are left blank for memoranda
of articles “short,” payments, etc.
At the ">ot of every page is printed
a maxim, quip or aphorism. These
cover many subjects, being wise,
cynical, serious and humorous.
The covers—front and back—are
printed in gay colorsand each book
is provided with a hanger of silken
cord on which is strung a genuine
Chinese coin. The_ body of the
book is printed on brightred paper,
with borders of Chinese characters.
Each book is enclosed in ared en-
velope of proper size on which is
printed the cover design and lines
on which to write an address if
desired.
. On the whole WASHEE WASHEE
is the most ornamental object of
actual utility that is connected
with housework and makes an ex-
) cellentgift. Long afterthe laundry
lists are exhausted the booklet will be prized for the wise and
witty sayings it contains.

SENT POST PAID ANYWHERE 35 .
IN THE UNITED STATES FOR C.in Stamps

STEARNS BROS. & CO., Publisherv
383 LA SALLE ST. CHICAGO

In writing to advert sers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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Giant Discoveries

OF THE AGE

SULPHUME is the best BLOOD PURIFIER known

. It enters into the composition of all animal and vegetable matter, and

without it there can be neither health nor life.

neutralizes alkali with all itsharm ful properties and thus
SULPHUME SOAP makesthe most dainty, exquisite toilet and shaving

accessory known. / Il styles, ?;><* the cake.

PERFECT HEAL! H is the result of PURE IILOOI), and pure

blood means constant attention. Foth can be KIOSL”S at a small outlay by the

use of the SULPHUME PREPARATIO

All first-class druggists keep them. Purchase from your dealer when you can—from

us, direct, when you must—express prepaid.

To insure against imitations,
be certain the signature,

= 0n every
*package.

Our booklet, “HISTORY OF SULPHUM1

ANI) ITS BENEFITS TO HEALTH,
mailed free oil application.

ADDRESS
SULPHUME COMPANY
47 Vesey Street NEW YORK CITY

|l am a Grandmother

with grandchildren old enough to go to school, but | don't believe in growing old. This is my latest

photograph, taken by Tonneson, Chicago, in 1904.

Every Woman Can Have a Beautiful Skin

and owes it to herself to make the most of what R/%%/j—l?g%ah\(;va mnet1¥tht%v%0{<f d);oy c.ar\{’e at all for beautg/

—if ¥ou want your skin to be soft, clear, and ve
andTeel as frésh as it looks—et me prov? to you freg, what rr%/ Ko_?
Kosmeo keeps my skin soft and youthful and’ 1 am positive that it wi

I do as much for

resh as a young girl’
meo will do. "I know

that

you.

| Only Ask You To Try Kosmeo Free

and |_know what the trial will Pr_ove or | would not risk makln? this offer
the Caupon t}he om of hlsar?g% byt send it at once, pl
turn this page fill out the coupon ail 1t to me.

Put on your face, neck, shoulders and hands some of the
Kosmeo that'1send you. Let it stay a few moments—wipe it off—
that is all—positively all that you need to do. . .

~ Kosmeo requires no exhausting massage or rubbm?. Its reward is not
adistant gromlse butis felt at once.” It is posjtively unlike any . other gep
aration you have ever used—you not only see the effect, you feel it—instantly.

-ﬁ.rI]iB Iﬂil?m% admpie mlr]wgw Wiﬁﬁgomlﬂsﬁé@”to"%m
(The stamp on your letter is all that you risk, and 1will re| a|e/ even that,
if you ask it, after you receive and try the liberal sample of Kosmeo.)
Koseois soldby all high Igrade druggists (in only onesizejar)s0c.
|fm.ll’_d ist does not Sel ,serﬁrmhlsrarmgrﬁwcam I will send
youa full sizej ar‘of Kosmeo postpaid.  Be sure to send your druggists nene.

Mrs. Gervaise Graham, 1269 Michigan Ave., Chicago.
MRS. GERVAISE GRAHAM, 1269 Michigan Ave., Chicago.

Please send me, free, a sam?Ie of your Kosmeo and your Kosmeo
booklet. | premise to read carefully the little book you sehd me and to
try the Kosmeo fairly.

My druggist's name is..

His address.........ccc.....

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red
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DelLacy’s Fren Hair Tonic Isnota dye,
therefore is her-
fectly Harmless.
It Restores Gray
Hair in any
color of hair,
moustache or
whiskers back to
the color It was
before it turned
gray. Stopshair
falling instantly
and cures dan-
druffperman -
ently. Easily
applied; is not

sticky or greasy, will not. stain or injure.

Your Money Back if it Fails. $1. by

druggists, or sent to any part of the

United States, express prepaid.

DeLACY CHEMICAL COMPANY,

900 N. Broadway, St. Louis, Mo.

Write for FREE package of
DE LACY’'S FRENCH SHAMPOO.
The most elegant Shampoo in the world.

THE

JANSDORF
METHOD

Builds up and nourishes the

cells and tissues of the SKin and

Flesh and makes them firm,

plump and solid. Hollow
cheeks, neck and shoulders are made full, round
and pretty in a very short time. Easy to use; no
appliances; no drugs.

SPECIAL OFFER FREE. Five days’trial treatmentwith
full instructions, booklet, etc., just enough to convince you
that the JANSDORF METHOD is healthful and harmless.
l4years success. Send name and 5cents for postage.

MME. JANSDORF CO., 43 Jansdorf Bldg., Cincinnati, 0.

BEAUTY HINTS.

USE

Creme Simon

FOR ALL BLEMISHES OF THE SKIN.

It soothes and heals sunburnt faces,
Chapped hands and lips,
Stings of insects,

Is most grateful to the delicate skins of children.

It is soothing to the face after shaving.

It is hygienic, as it tones up the fissues of the skin, and
leaves them firm and resistant.

It produces a texture only comparable to the velvety
petal of a rose. ,

Before exposure to the open air, apply a little “Creme
Simon” to the face with a damp piece of linen; rub gently,
and dry with a cloud of Poudre Simon.

Liberal sample, by mail io cents, of

OEOROB S. WALLAU, 2 Stone St.. NEW YORK.
-f- E- T T I P

Air Eye Tonic

and Beauti/ier

Bright Eyes kept so, others made so.

Adds strength and brilliancy to the

Eyes, giving them a DARK, LIQUID

and SPARKLING effect, and causes the

lashes to elongate. Used by stage artists

and Society Ladies. Also relieves Weak and W atery Eyes,
Eye Strain and Itching Lids. Outside application only, and
ABSOLUTELY HARMLESS. Price 50 cents by mail. Send
Ex. Money Order or Currency. Stamps not accepted.

P. O, .
ELITE TOILET CO,

MARION, IND.
PAYING MINING, OIL, TIMBER, SMELTER,
and INDUSTRIAL STOCKS making possible LARGE

INTEREST and PROFITS, listed and unlisted, our
specialty. Booklets giving full information mailed free
on application.

DOUGLAS, LACEY &kCO.,
Bankers & Brokers, 66 Broadway, New York

WWRITE: 2% AND MAKE A FORTUNE!
SONG . ghoom mosic’cg ™
f i, f.0 il i shields at home; plain sew-
WOIVIEN TD SEW BB s AllRiss el

Send reply envelope for particulars and prices we pay.

Universal Co., Dept. 103. Philadelphia, Pa.
$25,000 made from half acre. Easily
grown in garden or farm; Boots and

sale. Send 4c. for postage

and get booklet, BW, telling all about it.
SENG GARDEN, Joprin. o.

START PROFITABLE MAIL-ORDER BUSINESS.

McDOWELL GIN-

Sell goods by mail; cash comes with order. Conducted b
anyone, anywhere. Our plan is very successful. We furnis
everything. ENTRAL SUPPLY CO,

Complete plan free.
Kansas City, Mo.

A New Complexion in a Month

THE WORLD'S GREATEST

FACIAL REMEDIES WILL RESTORE RUINED

COMPLEXIONS TO THE BEAUTY AND PURITY OF YOUTH.

If your blood is impure, or if
redness of face or nose, a mu

ou have pimE_Ies, freckles, wrinkles, blackheads,
sallow skin, or any blemish on orunder the

dy,
skin, you need Dr. Campbell’s gafe Arsenic Complexion Wafers and Fould’s
Arsenic Complexion Soap. . . .
These marvelous beautifiers of the comdplexmn, skin and form are wonderfully

effective, and leing prepared under the
absolutely safe and harmless.

irection of a great skin specialist, are
Sold by good druggists generally.

SPECIAL LIMITED OFFER

All women who desire perfect beauty may embrace this opportunity.

To secure a month’s

daily treatment of Dr. Campbell’'s Safe Arsensic Complexion Wafers and Fould's Medicated

Arsenic_Soap for ONE DOLLAR. If S
convenient, as this offer will be good any time if
15. EOULD,Room 4

Address all orders to H.

you cannot send now, cut this out and send when it is
ou mention "Red Book.”
,314 Sixth Avenue, New York.

Richly Illustrated Beauty Rook, containing Valuable Suggestions on “Beauty,” Mailed Free.

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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ASTHMA

CURED TO STAY CURED.

Of all the diseases of the human race, Asthma is the
least difficult to relieve. Of all the advertised nostrums
and treatments, there are probably none that donotease
the sufferer. Butto deaden the pain is notto cure the
disease. To puta snake-like enemy to sleep is a very
differentthing from putting itto death. The Asthmatic
principle is a long-lived poison. It can be made mo-
mentarily insensible by drowsy syrups and narcotic in-
halations but we cannotthus end the malady any more
than we can pay debts or conquer misfortunes by the
brandy or opium which makes us forget them.

Medical authorities throughout the country now agree,
however, that the W hetzel system of asthma treatment
affords an actual cure for the disease. Such authorities
as Dr. C. K. Beard, South Framingham, Mass.; Dr. t,. D.
Knott, Lebanon, Ky.; Dr. M. Iv. Craffey, St. Eouis, Mo ;
Dr. F. K. Brown, Primghar, lowa; and Dr.J. C.Curryer,
of St. Paul, Minn., hold that under this new treatment
the germ of the malady is eradicated and the patient
made permanently exempt from further attacks.

FREE TRIAL FOR ALL APPLICANTS.

Dr. Whetzel will for a time send a test course of treat-
ment free to all applicants who will give a short de-
scription of their case and aid in the humane work by
sending the names of two other persons having asthma.

Ask for booklet of particularsin writing for free trial
treatment. Address

DR. FRANK WHETZEL,
Dept. P, American Express Building, CHICAGO.

RHEUMATISM

CURED

WITHOUT MEDICINE

We Want to Send our Great New Ex-
ternal Remedy to Every Sufferer
TO TRY FREE.

SEND YOUR NAME TODAY

Don’t take medicine for rheumatism—Nature
provided millions of pores for carrying offimpuri-
ties, and our new external remedy, Magic Foot
Drafts, possesses the power of absorbing through
the largest of these pores the uric acid and other

poisons which cause rheu-

matism. Already over

100,000 persons have

found relief through this

simple, harmless appli-

ance, which it costs you
nothing to try if you write at once. Send your
name today. The Drafts come by return mail.
Then if you are satisfied with the benefit received,
send us One Dollar. If not, they cost you noth-
ing. The risk is ours. A valuable book on Rheu-
matism (illustrated in colors) comes free with the
trial Drafts. Magic Foot Draft Co., 932M Oliver
Bldg., Jackson, Mich.

Eczema,
Barber’s Itch

and kindred diseases of the skin
can only be cured by destroying
and removing the germs that
cause them, without injuring the
surrounding tissues. In the treat-
ment of skin diseases

Nascent Oxygen (near to the condition
of Ozone), has been indorsed and suc-
cessfully used by the foremost physi-
cians for over fourteen years. They
have proven that its action is prompt
and beneficial and that it may be ap-
plied externally or taken internally
with perfect safety.

"Hydrozone issold by leading drug-
gists everywhere.

Preparations with similar names are
concoctions containing only water, oil
of vitriol, sulphurous acid and inert
impurities.

The label on every bottle of the
genuine bears my signature:

Chemist and Graduate of the "Ecole Centrale des Arts et
Manufactures de Paris, France.'

The attached coupon, properly filled out,
will entitle you to a

Free Trial Bottle

containing sufficient Hydrotone

to convince_you of its” healing ,Coupan

power. Mail coupon to e*<only

CHARLES MARCHAND, “ott. S.'CB
57 Prince Street. 1#< w, leaiMy.

New York City. Wrl,e

Requests unaccompa- 0
nied by coupon will
be ignored. Only

one free trial *t. .
bottle to i
each s City.iiieinenns State..
family
Druggist..

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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STOP!

AND CONSIDER THE

WOMEN,

ALL-IMPORTANT
FACT

That in addressing Mrs. Pinkhatn yon are confiding your private
ills to a woman—a woman whose experience with woman’s diseases

covers a great many years.

You can talk freely to a woman when it is revolting to relate
your private troublesto a man—besides a man does not understand

—simply because he is a man.

Many women suffer in silence and drift along from bad to worse,
knowing full well that they ought to have immediate assistance, but a
natural modesty impels them to shrink from exposing themselves to the

questions and probable examinations of even their family physician.
W ithout money or price you can consult a woman whose

unnecessary.
knowledge from actual experience is great.

It is

Mrs. Pinkham’s Standing Invitation:

Women suffering from any form of female weakness are
promptly communicate with Mrs. Pinkliam at Lynn, Mass.
received, opened, read and answered by women only.

invited to
All letters are
A woman can freely

talk of her private illness to a woman; thus has been established the eternal
confidence between Mrs. Pinkliam and the women of America which has

never been broken.

Out of the vast volume of experience which she has

to draw from, it is more than possible that she has gained the very

knowledge that will help your case.

She asks nothing in return

except your good-will, and her advice has relieved thousands.
Surely any woman, rich or poor, is very foolish if she does not
take advantage of this generous offer of assistance.—Lydia K.

Pinkliam Medicine Co., Lynn, Mass.

Following we publish two letters from a woman

who accepted this invitation.

First letter,

“Dear Mrs. Pinkliam:—

“For eight years | have suffered something terri-
ble every month. The pains are excruciating and
| can hardly stand them. My doctor says | have
a bad female trouble, and | must go through an
operation if | want to get well. | do not want to
submit to it if I can possibly help it. Please tell
me whatto do. | hope youcan relieveme.”—Mrs.
Mary Dimmick, 321 OSt., S. W., Washington. Il. C.

Second letter.

“Dear Mrs. Pinkliam:—

““After following carefully youradvice, and taking
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound, | am
very anxious to send you my testimonial that others
may know their valueand whatyou have done for me.

“As you know, | wrote you that my doctor said
| must have an operation or | could not live. |

Note the result.

then wrote you, telling you my ailments. | fol-
lowed your advice and am entirey well. | can
walk miles without an ache or a pain, and | owe
my life to youamito Lydia Pi. Pinkham’sVegetable
Compound. | wish every suffering woman would
read this testimonial and realize the value of writ-
ing to you and your remedy.”—Mrs. Mary Dim-
mick, 321 O Street, S. W., Washington, D. C.

When a medicine has been successful in restoring
to health so many women whose testimony is so un-
questionable, you cannot well say, without trying
it, “1 do not believe it will help me.” If you are
ill, don’t hesitate to get a bottle of Lydia E. Pink-
ham s "Vegetable Compound at once, and write
Mrs. Pinkliam, Lynn, Mass., for special advice—
it is free and always helpful.

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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...Dr. Charles Flesh Food...

QINCE Dr. Charles first put this famous flesh food on the market, fifty-four years ago,
A there have been many thousands of imitations. We therefore warn you to insist upon
having the original Dr. Charles Flesh Food when purchasing such an article.

There is a distinction between Dr. Charles Flesh Food and cold cream. This is a
Food applied as an ointment, and as such nourishes the skin and the tissues, producing
firm, healthy flesh. This preparation has the highest endorsement of physicians and
trained nurses, in both private and hospital practice, and is used by them on emaciated and
anaemic patients who have not received proper nourishment from solid foods and liquid
nutrients, such as cod liver oil, etc.

It is especially recommended for removing wrinkles, as it builds up and nourishes the
under tissue. Whether your wrinkles are the deep furrows of advancing age or the light
“crow’s feet,” one box will show a decided improvement, and continued use will permanently
eradicate them. The strongest testimonial we can offer is that Dr. Charles himself has,
at eighty-two years of age, the skin of a child, through use of his own preparation. For the
complexion there is nothing better.

Our illustrated book, entitled, “Art of Massage,” accompanies each box.

QFPFP fiF F E R The reSu'ar price of Dr. Charles Flesti Food is one dollar
Virt\/Pi‘A—L ur 10 a box, but to introduce it into thousands of new homes we
shall be pleased to send two (2) boxes fcr one dollar to all who answer this advertisement.
Our boxes are enclosed in plain wrapper, postage prepaid.

r p r r if you never tried Dr. Charles Flesh Food you should do so at once. Send us
mn tt 10 centsto pay for costof mailing and we will send you a sample box, which con-
tains enough to demonstrate its merit. With this sample we will also send a copy of our
book, “ The Art of Massage,” written by Dr. Charles, the greatest living specialist on der-
matology. This book is printed on glazed paper and profusely illustrated with all the proper
movements for massaging the face, neck and arms. Write to-day—you ‘will never
regret it.

DR. CHARLES COMPANY, 108 Fulton st.,, New York City

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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Headache ad\euralgia”

QUICKLY CURED BY USING
DR. WHITEHALL’S MEGRIMINE

Wrrite for a trial box—we send it without cost. If you suffer from headache or
neuralgia, Megrimine is a necessity—the safest and most reliable remedy on the
market. Curesany headache in thirty minutes and leaves no unpleasant effects. After
one trial you will never be without it. Twenty years of success places Megrimine
at the head of all remedies for painful nervous troubles. Ask any druggist or address

The DR. WHITEHALL MEGRIMINE CO., 230 N. Main St., South Bend, Ind.

A REMEDY TO CURE DRUNKENNESS
IT HAS NEVER FAILED—NO DRUGS.

For your little children’s sake, write at

once for full information and references

from banks and churches.

TISIT HOMVE QURE CO,, J. H. Clure, Pres.

124 Bridge St., =  Springfield, Mass.
| N.SOMPOUNDING, an Jnsgmplefe miriuty ey Old and Well-Tried  Remed
i i , - -
on washinlgtall‘te);wgrd jjt W\?\IS discov%r(et%that thde_ hair An Old and We” Trled Remedy
was completely removed. e name e new discov- '
ery MO ENE.y It is absolutely harmless, but works h'\gs Seénvl\J/sle’al %Ing\le\/r S%X%’QQEAFI!QQ\LGI\EIXLFI%‘{\I%
sure results. Apply for a few minutes and the hair Of MOTHERS for their CHILDREN WHYLE TEETH
disappears as if by malic. 1t cannot Fall. If the ING. WITH PERFECT SUCCESS. It SOOTHES the
owth be |I%hl, oné application will remove it; the CHILD, SOFTENS the GUMS, ALLAYS all PAIN;
avy growth, such as the beard or growth on moles, CURES WIND COLIC, and is the best remedy for
may Tequire two or more applications, and without DIARRHCEA. Sold by druggists in every part of
slightest injury or unpleasant feeling when applied the world. Besure and ask for
or ever aftefward. .
bderie supersedes electrolysis. MRS. VXII\II\IDSI?QVKVE,SNO%QrgPF;”IyI%D SYRUP,
Used b le of refi t, and ded by all = .
S Y PO e e toatad el recommended by a Twenty-Five Cents a Bottle.
Modene sent by mail, in safety mailing cases (securely sealed). on receipt
of 81.00 per bottle. Send money by letter, with your full addresB written FLASH LIKETHEGENUIN fc
plainly.  Postage stamps taken. Day or night. Solid gold mounting. You can
LOCAL AND GENERAL AGENTS WANTED. own a diamond equal in brilliancy to any genu-
MODENE MANUFACTURING CO. ine stone at one thirtieth the cost.
DEPT. 125 CINCINNATI, OHIO BARODA DIAMONDS
Every bottle guaranteed. stand acid test and expert examination. We guar
trive Offer $1,000 for Failure or tbe Slightest Injury. antee them. See them first then pay. Write for cat-
alogue. Agents wanted. THE BAItODA COMPANY-
|Dept. A, 63-71 Wabash Ave. CHICAGO, ILL.

desirinlg tol\r!aliz\e/thegargesln;lr_estgi PEIS r§ssible in F R E E EA%RN TS|-I|>S<

legitimate Mining, Oil, Timber and Smelter Investments

and Dividend-paying Industrial Stocks, listed and unlisted, THE MINING HERALD. Leading mining and financial

should send for our Booklets, giving full information, paper giving valuable information on mining and oil in-

mailed free. dustries, principal companies, best dividend paying stocks,

: and showing how immense profits may be made

DOUGLAS’ LACEY (SI CO.. on absolutely safe investments. Write for it to-day.
Bankers & Brokers, 66 Broadway, New York A. L- WISNER & CO., 32 Broadway, New York.

PAINLESS and PERMANENT

HOME CURE
A Trial Treatment Free
n%one addicted to the Wise™of Morphine, Opium, Laudanum,

Cocaine orother drug habit. Contains Vital Principle heretofore unknown and lacking in others. We restore the
nervous and physical systems and thus remove the cause. A full trial treatment alone often cures. »~ Confidential
correspondence invited from all, especially physicians having refractory cases. Thousands of testimonials prove

the worth of our Cure. ST. PAUL ASSOCIATION Suite818,46 Van Buren St. CHICACO ILL.
In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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TEST IT YOURSELF-FREE

W hat! areal hair restorative ? Yes—that’s just it—a real one at last—one that nourishes
the roots and restores the hair to its original beauty, luxuriance and color. You water a
plant and it grows—taking or*the color nature intended. 1It’s the same with the hair—and
just as easy, now that we have made the discovery.

Better than any argument is the Restorative itself—for you to try. We are only too
glad to throw ourselves wholly on the merits of Golden Rule Hair Restorative, so we have
setaside thousands of dollars to be spent in big free sample bottles. If we didn’t know
what our preparation would do, this would be reckless extravagance. Butwe do know and
believe that the quickest way to help you find itout isto place a bottle of it in your hands.

W'e know the annoyance of having one’s hair fall and turn gray, perhaps while you are
still young. Itisthe result of some unusual worry or care, butthat does not prevent friends
and neighbors from the knowing nod that says “Growing old.”

Notso, it isonly arun down condition of the roots of the hair—just as the body gets run
down. Butyoushould not permit this. It isnot necessary and this needless look of age im-
pairs your usefulness and popularity, in society or business.

Gobien Rule Hair Restorer simply nourishes the roots, waking them up—toning them
up—rejuvenating them until they are rendered just as lively and vigorous as when you were
achild. The natural resultis, that the hair grows and thus growing from healthy root cells
it comes with all the beauty of color and gloss that it possessed when~ou were young)
That’s the whole story in a nutshell, but there is only one way to accomplish this—by
feeding the pigment cells of the hair with the food elements they lack. Dyeing the hair is
absurd and pure stimulation is a wrong principle. It is food and food alone that will
restore hair to its youthful vigor. Hair can starve and wither like any plant that gets
its life from its roots. Yetnearly all other hairrestoratives are dyes or harmful stimulants.

Now we just want youto accept this large sample bottle with our compliments. We
want you to know what aremarkable discovery this is. If you do not need it yourself, get
it tor some friend. The truth is, however, everyone should use Golden Rule Restorative
ns a dressing for the hair.tto keep it healthy, just as you use a dentrifice to keep the teeth
dainty and healthy. .

Get this bottlé and try the luxury of it
—the cost is nothing to you. Remember,
it stops hair from falling, cures and pre- COUPON H
vents dandruff, makes the hair grow, even
if it has fallen out badly and best of all,
actually restores the hair to its original,

To the Citizens' Wholesale Supply Co.,
Columbus, Ohio.

youthful color, gloss and beauty. You owe GENTLEMEN :—Kindly forward me at once the
it to yourself to get acquainted with this sample bottle of Golden Rule Hair Restorative
wonderful hair food. e guarantee it to without any costto me as advertised, and oblige

be harmless and do what we claim for it.

W hen you have tried it and have seen your NAME -

gray hair restored, streaked and faded hair
made beautifully even in color, falling
hair stopped, in short yourhair made what ST. NO
you so much wish it to be—then you will : c
be as enthusiastic as we are.
Fill in the coupon—mail itto us to-day CITY

—and the bottle will come by firstm ail-

. inaplainwrapper—with full explanations.

Exact Size. ___At all Prufifllst»—25c—60c—>1.00.

Constipation Cured by Red Clover.
Common red clover, when properly prepared
will keep the bowels open in a natural harm - 1
less way and soon restore them to a nor- A Dream Of Falr Women
mal, healthy condition and thus cure the ( TENNYSON)
worst cases of constipation permanently. It N Art Port

carries away from the system all poisons foli A
and impurities and cures all kinds of blood olio contain-

Please inclose 10c to pay postage.

diseases. Rheumatism, cancer, eczema, salt-rheum, blood ing (10) pic.
poison, facial eruptions, headache and all blood diseases. lie- tures of beau-
memberitispure Red Clover,nota patentmedicine. tiful women, represent-

Send your name and address to-day to D. Needham’s ing different types, from

Son’s, 151 Lakeside Bldg., Chicago, and receive free booklet

o A h the oriental beauty to
giving full information. Y

the Cowboy Girl of the
W ild West. All made

in the most beautiful
L e a r n t h e T r u t h and artistic colors. Size,
Do you Know 7x10 inches, made on

that the main cause of unhappi- artist stippled paper.
ness, ill-health, sickly children Very appropriate for
and divorce isadm itted by physi- framing, and just the
cians and shown by courtrecords thing f d

to be ignorance ofthe laws of self fng for your den.

?
and sex? Sent prepaid to any

SeXOIOgy address in the U. S.

or Canada for

Contains in one volume— lllustrated

Knowledge a Young Man Should Have. 5 0 C

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. Express or P. O.
Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have. money order, currency
Knowledge a Young Wife Should Have. or U.S. stamps. Ad-

Knowledge a Mother Should Have.

Kn%wleldge a I\flodther Sho;JId r:m;l)grtto Her Daughter. dress

Medi K Wife S H .

edica "”W"Bgye William 0 Wai“ﬁ;g A M. M.D THE WHITE CITY ART COMPANY,
. A . e 328 Dearborn St., Chicago, Il
Rlc,h CfIOtT g'l?dmg' Flu'll gol'd ,Stan’ dlllus;:atefd,c $2.00 P.S. Ifyou orderwithin 10 days we will send you free a nifty dip entitled
Write for ther People’s Opinions” and Table of Contents If so soon I’'m to be done for

PURITAN PUB. CO., Dept. 90, PHILADELPHIA What on earth was I begun for

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book,
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B ill___

I can raduce

your weight 3 to 5

pounds a week without any

radical change in what you eat; no

nauseating drugs, no tight bandages,

nor sickening cathartics. | AM A REG-

ULAR PRACTICINO PHYSICIAN, making

a specialty of the reduction of surplus

flesh; and after you have taken my
treatment a few weeks you will say: 1

“ I'never felt better In my life.”

SAFE. PROMPT AND CERTAIN.

By my treatment your weight will be reduced with-
out causing wrinkles or flabbiness of skin; heavy
abdomen, double chin or other evidences of Obesity
will disappear; your form will acquire symmetry;

M aking M oney

| waabom on a Maine farm. | have made some great
succeaaea in buaineaa.. My greatest through co-operation.
ook $1,500 capital, supplied by Farmers, Women,
Physicians, Clerks, Clergymen, etc., in Belfast, Maine
and in an honest, but very profitable business, earned an
id them through Belfastlr\)lauonal Bank, $5,000 in cash
vidends in the first six months, $25,000 in cash divi-
dends within the next year, and In 18 months | paid them
in round numbers $330,000.00 cash.

Every $l Earned $220.00.

This is HISTORY. Reads
like a fairy tale but it is
true. |_made poor people
rich. They helped me
earn the ‘riches. Just
read that over again. |
had s$1.500. | earned
and paid my stockholders
$330,000 in cash in 18
months. Every stock-
holder got their share.
.That’s my way of doing
business. YOU must be-
ilieve this_statement is
[true, for, if | were lying,
I wouldn’t tell you the
place Where | eafned the
money, and the BANK
whereé it was paid.
| have learned the great
value of the rightkind of
Co-operation, l€éarned how
to make money fastin an
honest, profitable busi-
ness from which millions
~are made every year.
I now have a new busi-
ness of the same kind,
only my field isthe world.
My'plan one of extended
co-operation. Stockhold-
ers everywhere who can
give me information_and
2P K !jgnd their influence. The
. F. Hanson, Ex-Mayor ividends must be iarge,
of Belfast, Maine. | already have 4.000
stockholders in the U, S., Canada, England, Cuba Mexico,
Sandwich Islands, Gibraltar, etc. |1~ want a few more.
The shares are going fast. You can invest $1 or $100.
Monthly payments, If you wish. It will be safe and we
will make it'grow. This’isno, tl;et-rlch-qulck scheme, no
“Frenzied Finance.”” You will be meton the level and
treated on the square. | place 30 years of untarnished
business record behind that statement. 1 only ask you in
your own interest to investigate. You shall have all the
proofyou want. References. Banks, Business Men, Church
and Public Officials, etc. Send your address on a postal
card. | will send a 24-page book;

“A Guide to Full Pockets,”

FREE. 1 Will pay the postage. Don’t be “a Brother to
the Ox.” Stop plodding. Lift $our head IOUI_%_eno_ugh to
ask me to prove every statement in this ad. IS IS your
opportunity, don’t miss it. Don’t wait if you want some-
thing better than you have got. )

E. F. Hanson, J994Wendell St., Chicago, 111

20 Fast 22nd St., Dept. 74

complexion will

be cleared; troubles of

heart, kidneys, stomach or other

organs will be remedied; and you will
be delightfully astonished at the prompt-
ness and ease with which these results
are accomplished under my system.
Call on me personally, or write, address-
ing Department as %iven below, for my
new book on “ OBESITY—Its Cause and
Cure.” Itis interesting, convincing and
instructive. It will be sent free and
prepaid. Confidential correspondence

invited from all interested, including physicians.
Satisfaction uSaranteed.

Address,
TATES MEDICAL DISPENSARY.
New York, N, Y.

HAY FEVER

AND ASTHMA

CLIMATES WEAR OUT. Smokes, Sprays and “ Specifics” can
only relieve symptoms, whereas our constitutional treatment removes
all CAUSES of Hay Fever and Asthma from the blood and nervous
system. Pollen, heat, dust, exertion, smoke or odors cannot bring back
attacks.  Our patients soon enjoy life without the slightest return of
symptoms. Appetite improved, blood enriched, nerves strengthened,
general health restored. If you are indifferent or skeptical you do not

know that since 1883 we have treated over 60,000 Hay Fever

IT D tt and Asthma sufferers. No matter how wealthy or influ-
N

ential you are you will probably not get complete relief and

permanent freedom from Hay Fever or Asthma except through our
method of treatment. Doubtand deny this all you please—the facts re-
main unchanged. Book 13 Fro®, explaining our method, with reports
of many interesting cases.

Address P. HAROLD HAYES, Buffalo, New York

Dr
u g A large p'?a%kage of my
" remarkable cure for this
| P J P J death-dealing habit sent
w w Absolutely Free in
plain package. Also valuable book (sealed)
and confidential advice of specialist who ,
has devoted a life’s study to this disease.
The Purdy Treatmentisnota“sub-
stitute,” but a true cure, a permanent
one. Never fails. All desires and__
symptoms depart at once. No pain, nervousness or de-
pressing after-effects. No interference with regular
duties. Also builds up brain and body, giving you new
blood, energy and life. Taken at home without any-
one’s knowledge. It has released thousands from the
grip of this awful disease. Send at once for Free Trial
Treatment, Sealed Book and Advice. Address

Dr. F. K. Purdy, Suite 34, Mitchell Bldg., Houston. Texas.

MMBM Fat people can be guickly reduced to
normal by our guaranteed H'>ine treat-

- MB [ ] tnent. No charge to try it. W ill re*
Hl H dure your weight 5 pounds a
= mB H w eek without dieting or exercising.

H Perfectly harmless, no wrinkles or di

H Mi M [ ] comfort. Don’ttake our word for this,

we will prove It at our own expense. Write today for Freo
Treatment and illustrated book on Obesity. Costsyou nothing.
Address Dr. Bromley Co., Dept. i7e «243Broadway, New York,

cent Set Souvenir Post Cards of Beautiful Art

Subjects, Celebrities and Statesmen. Reproductions from
Paintings, American and Foreign Views in the Famous

“ROTOCRAPH” SERIES

and our Beautiful Catalogue. For intro-
A~ duction ONLY ONE Set to EACH person.

CardssvH ,~10 Cents

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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P>T A Are Sold Direct from the
11 1 Factory—and in no other way

You iSave from $75 to $200.

When you buy a WING PIANO, you buy at wholesale. You pay the
actual cost of making it with only our wholesale profit added. When
you buy a piano as many still do—at retail—you pay the retail dealer’s
store rent and other expenses. You pay his profit and the commission
or salary of the agents or salesmen he employs—all these ontop of what
the dealer himself has to pay to the manufacturer. The retail profiton a
piano is from {75to {200. Isn’tthis worth saving?

SENT ON TRIAI__Anywhere

We Pay Freight. No Honey in Advance.
We will placea WING PIANO in any home in the United States on
trial withoutasking for any advance payment or deposit. We pay
the freightand all other charges in advance. There is nothing to be
paid either before the piano is sent or when it is received. If the
piano is not satisfactory after 20 days’trial in your home, we take it
back entirely at our expense. You pay usnothing and are under no
more obligation to keep the piano than if you were examining it at
our factory. There can be absolutely no risk or expense to you.

Small, Easy, Monthly Payments.

IN 37 YEARS OVER 40,000 WING PIANOS
have been manufactured and sold.
MANDOLIN, GUITAR, HARP, ZITHER, BANJO—The stones of any
or all of these instruments may be reproduced perfectly by any ordinary
playrer on the piano by means of our Instrumental Attachment.
IU IM r ADT AIkJG aremadewith the same care and sold
**11tU Vv A U i11"J in the same way as WING PIANOS.
Separate organ catalogue sent on request.
YOU NEED THIS BOOK
Il you Intend to Buy a Plano.
7 No Matter What Make.
A book—not a catalogue—that gives
you all the information possessed by
experts. It tells about the different
materials used in the different parts of
a piano; the way the different parts are
put together; what causes pianos to get
out of order, and in fact isa complete
encyclopedia. It makes the selection
R of a piano easy. If read carefully, it
Tie Book willkmakeﬁlou adjufdgehof rone,liaction,
workmanship and finish. It tells you
T&mﬂf how to testa piano and how to tell good
from bad. It is alisolutely the only
- bo >k of its kind ever published. It
Hm contains 156 large pages and hundreds
of illustrations, all devoted to piano
construction. Its name is “ The Book
of Complete Information About Pianos." We send it free to anyone
wishing to buy a piano. All you have to do is to send us your name an<”
address. R . T
Send a Postal To-day while you think of it, just'giving
your name and address, or send us the attached coupon,
and the valuable book of information, also full p.---
ticulars aboutthe WING PIANO, with prices,
terms of payment, etc., will be sent to

you promptly by mail. ANAAW IN G
a
851-858 W. 18th ht. e *856 W, L1ih8t.
NEW YORK
1888- WV°\ \ Send to the name and
87tli Year address written below the. Book

19051 VA

&

Complete Information about Pianos,
soprices and terms ofpayment on Winy

Send It’s

FREE

Your

For
This
Book

to note
Polishing

W rite for above bock “The Proper Treatment for Floors,
Woodwork and Furniture.,” Tells all about wood finishing.
Explains how you may easily produce all latest finishes In oak,
ash, birch, maple, beech and pine lloors, furniture and wood-
work. Contains many unique and practical Ideas for beauti-
fying the home. This book sent free by the manufacturers of

Johnson’s
Prepared W ax

“A Complete Finish and Polishfor All Wood."

For Floors, Furniture and Woodwork

Produces a lasting, artistic polish to which dirt and dust
will not adhere. It does not crack, blister peel off, or show
aps. Heel marksand scratches willnot show BecauseJohn-
son'sPrepared Wax contains more polishing wax to the pound
than any other, itcovers the most surface and produces the
best, most lasting sanitary finish and polish with the least
effort. Insist on getting Johnson’s.

Johnson’s Prepared Wax is sold by all dealers in paint—
Y Ib.can, 30cents; 1and 21b. cans, 60cents per pound;4,5and
81b. cans, 50cents per pound. If your dealer will not sugplg
you send to us. Write today forbookand mention edition B.BS.

S. C. JOHNSON & SON, Racine, Wis.
“The Wood-Finishing Authorities.”

Johnson’s
Polishing M itt
For Use On
Furniture and Woodwork

FREE

for label from llb. or larger can of
Johnson’s Prepared Wax.

To remove label place can in hot
water or steam.

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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Secret Intrigues and Denouements

of Parisian Life. Stories and tales more
exciting and sensational than the Arabian
Nights or the Secret French Court Memoirs

at HALF PRICE.

| have secured the sets of Paul de Kock published by the
Frederick J. Quinby Co., awarded the Gold Medal at the St.
Louis Exposition for printing, illustrations and binding— prices
per volume considered.

Rather than rebind these sets, which are slightly damaged
through handling | will dispose ofthem at HALF PRICE
as long as they last, and upon small payments if desired,
and send them to the first who send their orders.

Paul de Kock,
the greatest
French Humorist.

His stories, unex-
purgated and
translated with fi-

delity into Eng lish,

are as wholesome

and clean as those

ofany writer who

deals with the
truth,andalthough

they have been
criticized as spicy

and sensational,

they have been ad-

judged classics by

the best authori-

ties. We are sur-

feited with books
written to promote Syt
theories and to v>
solve social prob-*

lems, etc.; we have

had morals ad nau-

seam. To France

we must turn to

find the *“novel
Charm ante and

fancy free”—plot,
intrigue, lover, infidelity, exposure and penalty.

De Kock, the typical French novelist, does not give you
sermons nor treatises; his novels are sparkling, witty,
amusing, sensational, riveting—an antidote for melancholy.
His narratives race merrily along, nothing didactic or dull,
as original as Boccaccio, as mirth-provoking as Gil Bias,
as seductive as the Oriental tales, and as fascinating and
suggestive as the DIARIES OF THE FRENCH MAIDS
of the time of Louis XIV.

SHORT, FASCINATING STORIES.

“Paul de Kock is a lonic in books instead of
bottles.” —Max O 'Rell.

“His charming characters seem to be under the
influenceofchampagne—Charles Leever.

“He has kept France laughing for years—the
Smollett of France—Boston Herald.

We hate the superlative, but we believe this is the best and
richest book value ever offered. The most delicate and artistic
French illustrations obtainable— the work of Glackens, Sloan,
Wenzell, and many others who need no exploiting.

Do not let this opportunity of a lifetime pass without writ-
ing for our beautiful illustrated booklet giving you fun particu-
lars and sample pages of these wonderful books free. It will
tell you all about our HALF-PRICE offer, but you must
write to-day. State whether you would prefer cloth, morocco
or full binding. MAIL AT OVCE.

C. T. BRAINARD, 425427 Fifth Ave., New York.
send me FREE full particulars. |
.................. binding.

Please
prefer a set of the
(Thisincurs no obligation.)  R.B.Sept.

Name

Address N —

Are Yau Fat?

Kellogg’s Obesity Food Will Reduce Your
Weight to Normal, Free You From
Suffering and Turn Your
Fat Into Muscle.

It Has Done This for Many Others Who Testify
to its Efficacy—Trial Package Free.

Don’t be fat. It is an abnormal and diseased condition
of the body. Nutriment that should have built up bone
and muscle for you has made fat instead.

Excess fat is attended by many dangers.
stomach,

The heart,
liver and kidneys become seriously affected;

The Above Illustration Shows the Remarkable Effects
of This Wonderful Obesity Food—W hat It Has
Done for Others it Will Do for You.

breathing is made difficult and often, though seemingly
well, the fat person isin grave danger.

Don't starve yourself. You will only become weakened
and aggravate your condition without losing flesh.

There is a sure way and a safe way. Hundreds of reput-
able people testify to what Kellogg’s Obesity Food has
done for them. It has turned their fat into muscle. They
submittheir photographs as corroborative evidence. Can
you doubt such proof?

Don't be fat. Write to me to-day and | will send you
free, a trial package, postpaid, in plain wrapper.

One happy woman, Mrs. Mary Smith, 275 Sheldon St.,
Grand Rapids, Mich., says:

‘IMy Dear Mr. Kellogg:

“1am sending you two of my photos.
better than | can how much different
can imagine how much better | feel.

“ My doctor tells me that the effect cf the remedy seems
to be to strengthen and fortify the system before stripping
itof its surplus fat. He was very much interested in the
‘experiment,” as he called it. Iti fact, 1 do not believe |
would have ordered it if he had not urged me to. He said
that he had analyzed it and found it to be harmless, but
that he didn’t believe it could do what you claimed for it.

“1 weighed over two hundred pounds, which, for a
woman of my height, is very fat. Now | weigh 135. am
plump and well formed, and | feel good all day long and
sleep so restfully at night.

“I shall always thank you for what you have done for
me, and | will be glad to have you refer me to any of your
patients.”

Send your name and address—no money—today to F. J.
Kellogg. 1707 Kellogg Bldg., Battle Creek, Mich., and
receive the trial package in plain wrapper free by mail.

They will tell you
| lTook, and you

In writing to advertiser* it is of advantage to* mention The Kea Book.
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HAVE AN EDISON BAND CONCERT

AT YOUR HOME

Band music is irresistible in its soul-stirring Swing. 1t has won big victories of war and
triumphs of peace. It drives away the blues, inspires ambition and enthusiasm, and
makes home happy.

With the Edison Phonograph and Gold Moulded Records you can have a band con-
cert anytime, anywhere, and make up jwst such a programme as brings $2.00 a seat in
the opera house.

In the rendering of band and orchestra music, the Edison Phonograph is pre-eminent.
It does not imitate. It faithfully reproduces selections from Standard operas, or popular dance-
music and intermezzos.  You get the rich, swelling volume of harmonies without the sacrifice
of the characteristic tones of the various instrurments.

HEAR THIS BAND CONCERT FREE

9011 Black Diamond Express March-------------- Military Band 9017 La Cascade Concert Band

9009 First Heart Throbs........cccccoecvnee .Symphony Orchestra 9050 Oberon Overture Concert Band
8455 Heart Bowed DOWN------mmmmmmmmmmmem oo Clarinet 9005 Oh Promise Me _ Cornet
9059 Cleopatra Finnegan--------------------=====eeex Military Band 8809 Wilhelmina Waltz___ Military Band
9020 Tell Me With Your Eyes Bells and Orchestra 8500 American Standard March____ Military Band

If you have no Phonograph, you should learn the entertaining qualities of Edison Gold
Moulded Records. Fill in and mail the coupon. We will then send you our new booklet
“Home Entertainments With the Edison Phonograph™, our new list of Gold Moulded
Records and a ietter of introduction to our nearest dealer entitling you to hear any of our
thousands of Records FREE. Edison Phonographs cost from $10.00 up; Records 35c.
each. Write now, before you forget it

NATIONAL PHONOGRAPH CO.,, ORANGE, N. J.
NEW YORK, CHICAGO, SAN FRANCISCO, LONDON
I.C.S. Language Courses Taught by Edison Phonograph.

HIl in and mail this coupon.

NA TIONAL PHONOGRAPH CO.. 25 Lakeside Ave., Orange, N J.:
Please send me “ Home Entertainments” and New List of Edison Records.

Aame

St. and No.

City State
1fyou have a Phonograph, please give its number——

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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| Good Judgment*

-J) isjustas necessary in buying a Corn
| Plaster as in buying anything else.
A wise selection will cureyourcom.
A poor one will irritate it.
It’s just as easy to get rid of your
com as it is to say, Blue-jay.
4 Com Plasters in envelope 10c.
2 Bunion Plasters in envelope 1Oc.
YOU CAN GET THEM AT ALMOST EVERY DRUG STORE
Prepared by Bauer & Black Chicago, U. S. A.

v AN 0on

OR-I E.NT Round the World
|bACLARK_’S CRUISE, Feb. 8, ’06. 70days, $100 and up

Aneciall® Chartered S.S. Arabic, 16,000 tons WS%&WA?W&RT@H&%@%W%EW

B E N U S E voU CAN One bottle of SUDORNON cures armpits or feet of
A R YOU WILL EXCESSIVE SWEATING.

Our courses, specially prepared for home study, qualify you, without loss Send for free booklet.

of time, to be a Trained Nurse—the best end most remunerative profession SLACK & GRIGGS ,

for women. Our graduates earn from $15 to $'i0 per week. Ours is the Zanesville Ohio - - Harper Kans

oldest school teaching nursing by mail. Book describing Are courses sent ! ’ .

free at your request.

Chicago Correspondence School of Horsing. 827,46 Van Boren St. Chicago

Summer Tours on Lake Michigan

CRESTT~"-~COMPANY
* the ASKINC!

I:I)B( Eflft?qe CREST CATALOC. Tz'ﬁ? Eﬁé"ﬁ

must prominent theatrical stars and over 400 ILLUSTRUTIQUS refer-
ring to minstrelsy, magic, dramas, comedies, grand and comic Operas
musical comedies, recitations, monologues, costumes, 6cenery« etc.)
showing how easy it is to put any of them on for charitable or home
arnuspmenL ’Bureau of Information free to patron?

STEAMSHIP MANITOU

for passenger service exclusively, makesthree tripa
weekly to Charlevoix, Harbor Springs, Kay View,
I'etoftkey and Mackinac Island, connecting with all
Steamship Lines for Lake Superior, Eastern and
Canadjan points. Inquire about our week-end trips
specially arranged for Business and Professional Men.
LEAVES CHICACO AS FOLLOWS:

r’ NOTHING LIKE IT EVER PUBLISHFD Mon. 11.80 a. m. Wed. 2 p.m, Frl. 6.80 p. m.
| GHESTTRAONGCO 579 VATMIRK, M- Manitou Steamship Company
ENTe OFFICE & DOCKS, Rush and N. Water Sts., Chicago

CROOKED SPINES MADE STRAIGHT

Tf you are suffering from any form of spinal trouble you can be re-
lieved in your own home without pain or discomfort. A wonderful ana-
tomical appliance has been invented by a man who cured himself ofi
Spinal Curvature. Its results are marvelous. It is nature’s own method.

The scientific and medical world is amazed at the work being effected.
Noted physicians in prominent medical institutions and in private practice are
endorsing it. The Sheldon Method relieves the pressure at the affected parts
of the spine, the whole spine is invigorated and strengthened, all soreness is
taken out of the back, the cartila?e between the vertfibrae Is made to ex-
pand, the contracted muscles are relaxed and the spine is straightened. There
Isbright hope for you, no matter how long you have suffered. We have stron
testimonials from every State in the Union. The appliances are being sent a
over the world. Each one is made to order from individual measurements and
fits perfectly. There is positively no inconvenience in wearing. ) %uaran—
tee satisfaction, or refund’your money at the end of thirty days’
trial. Write for our new book giving full information and references.

PHILO BURT MFG. CO., 246 9th St., Jamestown, N. Y.

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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The Krell Auto-Grand is a piano of the highest grade, splendid singing
quality and exquisite tone ; played the ordinary way, or, by simply turning a lever
it becomes an automatic instrument, operated by perforated rolls of music.

As aregular piano, it isworthy of the master’s skillful touch. As an automatic
instrument, a child may render everything from grand opera to popular song.

The Krell Auto-Grand is unlike all other instruments. Please remember
it is not somebody’s piano offered in combination with a piano player made by
somebody else. It is built at one and the same time, and is so constructed
as to offer two different instruments in one case—that is, an instrument which
may be successfully operated in two different ways. The superiority of the
Krell Auto-Grand is due to numerous new and excellent ideas in mechanical
construction, all covered by patents which can not be used by other makers.
It does not easily get out of order. The parts are readily reached, and they
may be quickly repaired or replaced, when necessary.

W rite to-day for catalog S describing this remarkable instrument in full, and ask for our

by which a Krell Auto-Grand piano may be secured on exceptionally easy terms.

The Atito-Grand Piano CO., new castie

,ind .

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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ABath
FOR.

Beauty
AND

Health.

THE ALLEN

BRUSH settles it. So

sim ple, convenient*
effective.

A PERFECT SANITARY BATH,
HOT OR COLD, WITH 2 QTS. OF WATER.

Friction, Shower, Massage, combined.
Cleanses skin, promotes health, cures
disease. Forevery home, every traveler,

with or without bathroom .

SEND $2.00, one-third of regular price,
balance 30 and 60 days, and we will ship
our 86.00 Superb Portable Outfit No. ia,

i including Superb Fountain Brush, Metal-
;’#gteBolg; lic Sanitary Fountain, Tubing and Safety
“Seience of Floor Mat. Fully Guaranteed.
the Bath”

Please state whether
you want Outfit for

make $50 weekly
1AGENTS Ask forterms.
your own use or de-

J the ALLEN MFG.CO., 412 Erie St., Toledo, 0.

Li» tic «<»0,

A CORRECT WEDDING

is Assured
if the Invitations bear
the imprint of
DUNWELL Ch FORD
Fine Stationers A
171 W abash Av. Chicago
Not only the Best but the Cheapest place
for Wedding Stationery.

A SKIN OF BEAUTY IS A JOY FOREVER.

GOURAUD'S ORIENTAL
OR MAGICAL BEAUTIFIER,

R. T. FELIX
D CREAM,

Removes Tan, Pimples, Freckles, Moth
Patches, liash, and Skin diseases, and
17 every blemish on beauty, and defies de-
tection. Ithasstood the testof56years,
. and isso harmless we taste
£itto be sure it is properly
ffmade. Acceptno counter-
feitofsimilarname. Dr. L.
A. Sayre said to a lady of
the haut-ton (a patient):
“As you ladies will use

them, | recommend

‘Gouraud’ Cream™*
as the least harmful of all
the Skin preparations.”
For sale by all Druggists
and Fancy Goods Dealers
X iQthe U. S., Canadas, and
Europe.

FERD. T. HOPKINS, Prop’r, 37 Great Jones St.. N. Y.

SHORTHAND IN 30
WE GUARANTEE toteachour course in Short- QAlYS

hand complete in 30days study of 5 hours each. No
ruled lines; no position; no shading, dots, nor dashes. » i
Nolonglistof word-signs to confuse. _Easy, simple, speedy, practical.
Students In high-grade positions. Employers” pleased.
Lawyers.doctors.literary folk,club women, can now acquire Shorthand with
enseforuseintheir callings. No need tospend months, as with old systems.
“Boyd’sSyllable System.” 20th century wonder, is the best.
write to-day for testimonials, booklets, etc.

CHICAGO CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
National Life Building, Chicago, |

The
‘Ocularscope”
Free

Get Your Glasses at Wholesale

Examine your own eyes
without an oculist. Send
for our “ OCULARS:OPE,”

the latest invention of the

20th century. SE.\T EREB
with our beautiful illustrated catalogue of spectacles
and eyeglasses. Mail Order Only. Send to-day.

GRAND RAPIDS WHOLESALE OPTICIANS
112 Houseman Building, Grand Rapids, Mich.

A Greact Temptation
AND A WEAK WILL
SPELL RUIN

Drugs, such as opium, morphine, cocaine, alcohol and nicotine,
make their strongest attack upon the will. The person whose
ﬁowerlu resistisunequal to his desire for the stimulant,must have
elporsuccumb. Webattle againstthe drug crave, the drink and
cigarette habits, and invariab Yeffect a permanentcure without
detention from business. Regular physiciansconductall our treat-

ment WE OFFER TRIAL TREATMENT FREE
Letters and remedies sent without any outside marks. Complete privacy.

Address, D. C. C., 104 Hartford Buildin%_
41 Urviorv Sqviare New York City

EVER WEAR Al LT?

Our patented Belt Buckle is a little marvel. W ith hand-
some oxidized finish, it holds the waist firmly down in
place, the skirt up, and fastens the belt in front without
pins, so does not tear waist or skirt. Forms any waist line
desired. Particularly desirable for the “straight front”
effect. Adjusted in a momentand taken off as quickly. A
blessing to every owner. Sent postpaid for only 50 cents,
coin or stamps. W rite to-day and mention this magazine.

Ask for our catalogue of women’s specialties. Money
back if not satisfactory. Agents W anted Everywhere.

STAR LIGHT SPECIALTY CO.,
48 W inter Street, Room G3

[RGR

AT HOME IN
Address DR. B. C. THOMPSON,

Boston, Mass

UR TO EIGHT DAYS.

New Cambria, MO.

DressWell.S

WEEKLY BY MAIL.
Men’'s Fine Clothing Made To Order After
Latest New York Designs
We will trust any honestman. We guarsntee aperfectfit Send
for samples and book of the latest New York Fashions, FREE.
EXCHANGE CLOTHING CO.
Importers and Merchant Tailors Established 1885
239-Z, Broadway, New York City

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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The Increased
Advertising Call
For Good Writers

There exists to-day in the United States

a (greater demand

than ever before for

brainy young men and women who have

been trained to draw trade by modern

advertising.

The only real school of advertising is the school
of experience.

Mere theoretical instruction as commonly imparted
by others barely furnishes an index of the essentials,
whereas the Powell System delves right into both
analysis and practice.

It is this actual, practical ad writing that makes
my students capable of filling good positions or con-
ducting their own offices.

Probably no other course of instruction in any
Jline has received such hearty support and enthusi-
astic commendation as has the Powell System.

Probably no other course in any line has achieved
a tenth in income-earning results for its graduates.

Look into the achievements of my former students
and the reasons for their success will be very plain.

The other day | invited a gentleman, who has been
engaged to lecture to Y. M. C. A. classes on the im-
portance of better and more thorough advertising, to
«all and let me show him the plan and scope ot the
Powell System.

And this was his subsequent statement, in sub-
stance : “ It is real, practical instruction.”

I showed him my new text book on advertising,

Powell’s Practical Advertiser,” which cost me
nearly $5,000.00 before the first edition was issued.

Less than an hour convinced him that this great
work is in itselfa thorough education of the right
kind in advertising, writing and management, and
that it is about fifty times as valuable as other so-called
correspondence “ courses” in advertising.

And | want the point made doubly clear that everything
that can be properly taught in books will be found in my text
works furnished students free, instead of being made up into
alleged lessons for frittering away the pupil's time and merely
keeping square with the postal authorities.

The lecturer was next shown the actual correspondence les-

Salaries, $ 1,200 up.

sons and the resulting work of students and his admiration for
the Powell System was about complete.

| really have the ontv true System of developing ad writers
and managers, and to bring it to i‘s well-nigh perfect state has
cost me many, many thousands of dollars and long years of the
closest sort of attention to the individual needs of each student.

A great deal of loose advertising has been indulged in by
certain schools regarding the cock-sure princely salaries imme-
diately awaiting all their students. This is misleading and untrue.

The field is expanding daily, and it is true that from $25 a
week up can be earned by those who qualify, but nothing short
of a common school education and a good set of brains should
undertake the work.

From the very beginning years ago, | have declined to know-
ingly enroll those whose limited educations give no hope ofreturn.

But | constantly urge brainy young men and women to take
up this great work because the business world is eagerly looking
for them.

There is no vocation like advertising for reasonably quick
returns, and no method of training like the Powell System.

My two free books— Prospectus and “ Net Results” —tell
about possibilities and what qualities are expected of the student
who seeks to double his or her salary. They also show the
business man how he can increase his business.

For free copies by mail address me,

GEORGE H. POWELL,

1562 TEMPLE COURT, NEW YORK

FROM RAILROADING TO
ADVERTISING

Mr. Wyant says : “ | wish to
thank you kindly, Mr. Powell, for
the personal interest you have
taken in me, and for the honest,
sincere criticism of all my lesson
work. Never for one moment
have the lessons been dullorcon-
fusing, and he who fails to master
them after followingyourinstruc-
tion mustbe dense indeed. When
you can advance a man—as you
have in my case—from a state of
absolute ignorance of even the
elementary principles of ad writ-
ing, to a thorough knowledge of
the most minute details, my en-
dorsement of your excellent sys-
tem is apt to be an honest, sincere
acknowledgment of all you claim
itto be: “The Best.”

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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Gray Hair is costly. Society and business demand “ Young Blood.

Mrs. Potter's Walnut Juice

Stains gray, bleached, faded and patchy hair, or beard, a beautiful modest
brown, so natural in appearance that even experts cannot detect it. The
shade may be made lighter or darker as desired to suit each individuality.

Stains nothing but hair. Does not show on scalp.

M akes no muss.

Does notrub or wash off. Does not make hair conspicuous. Be M

remedy for Bleached and “ Chemical Blonde ”

Hair. Very easy

touse. Enough to Last One Year for $1.00 ,
Atdrug stores or by mail prepaid in plain sealed Wrapper

Money refunded without argument if not fully
satisfied. Trial 25c, enough for thorough test.

HS- TOTIERS HYGIENIEaDEPOTA 5 \WOKOTOW

DO YOU ENJOY YOUR MEALS

AFTER YOU HAVE EATEN THEM?

If Not,
send
for my
Free

Book.

YOU NEED MY HELP!

MY FREE BOOK ON STOMACH DISEASES
is a condensed explanation of each kind of stomach
trouble told in plain language. It tellshow The Laubie
Reconstructive Treatmentreachesthe seat of the trouble
and effects a positive, permanent cure. Ittells the reason
for my success in treating all diseases of the digestive
tractand explains the natural laws on which The Laubie
Reconstructive Treatment is based.

Remember | do not want to sell you any medicines or
tonic to act as temporary stimulents or to deaden your
nerves so you won’t know your condition. My scientific
treatment is based on nature’s own laws and overcomes
severe,complicated and long standing dyspeptictroubles.
My free book may mean health and happiness to you.
Now is the time to send for it. It costs nothing.

R. W. LAUBIE, M. D., 40 1 Colonial Arcade CLEVELAND, OHIO.

BATHA

FORTHE BATH

ing as * BATHASWEET.*’ Softens and perfumes thewater,

cleanses the pores and is far better than toilet water.
Prevents all odor from perspiration.
Plenty in each box for 25 baths.

SCINGINNATL OHIO

For Complete Eradication of
TOE CORNS. SOLE CORNS. BUNIONS,
CALLOUSES, SOFT CORNS, HEEL CORNS.
Kills the Seed, Leaves Smooth Skin.

One Drop Corn Cure

ADVISE no cutting with knife.
USE eraser to remove hard part. Rub well.

APPLY “One Drop,” covering corn completely to
kill seed of the trouble; cover it with tissue paper;
peel it off third day.

RESULT a normal smooth skin. Put cotton between
toes when soft corns.

PRICE 25 CENTS
When Properly Applied, Gives Relief in 3 Minutes.
EXCELSIOR CHEMICAL COMPANY, JIO0 State Street, Chicago.

OWEET

AFTER THE BATH ££E«**"*

powder, “BATHASWEET” RICE POWDER—antiseptically
pure, daintily perfumed, cooling aiid harmless.

Relieves the pain from chafing, prickly heat, etc.
The only safe powder for the baby.

Either one mailed on receipt of 25c. if your dealer hasn’t it.

BATCHELLER IMPORTING COMPANY, 343 Broadway, New York, U. S. A.

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.



THE RED BOOK ADVERTISING SECTION

Regular $50
COMMERCIAL VISIBLE TYPEWRITER

FOR $25-00

To introduce the Commercial more widely this season we offer the regular
$50.00 Machines, in localities where not represented by agents, for $25.00
net cash with order. Send for handsome illustrated Catalogue free, and
ask for Special Proposition Guaranteeing satisfaction or machine
may be returned.

Also inquire our inducements to Agents.

COMMERCIAL TYPEWRITER CO.,

261 Williams Street. New York City.

ARE YOU (GOING TO BE |ED?

m]INVITATIONS

EACH ADDITIONAL HUNDRED 82.50. Delivered
anywhere in the U. S.—Highest quality, latest styles.
Samples on request.

NIX ENGRAVING CO.
150 Michigan Aye. CHICAGO

Roller-bearing, non.
binding doors, remov-
able (to clean or re-
place broken glass) 'kzﬁ/
simplyunhooking. No
unsightly iron bands
or protruding shelves.
Cabinet work and fin-
ish the best Grand Rapids production. Sections so
nicely joined together the appearance is that of a
solid case. Gunn Sectional Book Cases on sale by all
leading furniture dealers.'or direct from the factory.
A handsome illustrated booklet In colors, telling how to furnish
a library in your home simply, yet thoroughly artistic, sent free on
request.
“Awarded Gold Medal, World’s Fair, St. Louis.**
GUNN FURNITURE CO., Grand Rapids, Mich.

Makers oj Gunn Desks and Filing Cabinets.
& »

The possessor of small savings is con-
fronted by a difficult problem—

First—He wants to make his savings
secure—

Second—To so invest them that he will
receive a reasonable return—

Third—To place them in such a way
that he will be able to draw upon them
should occasion require—

Investment schemes that promise large
dividends are hazardous for the reason that
they involve the safety of the principal and
the small investor must beware of large
profits. The higher the promised profit,
beyond a certain point, the greater the rea-
son for suspicion—

The Peoples Savings Bank offers the
most natural and plausible solution of the
problem—

Savings deposited with it are absolutely
safe—and earn 4 per cent, interest com-
pounded twice a year—

This is a higher interest than is realized
from Government bonds and other safe
investments, and there is additional ad-
vantage in the fact that money is always
available on proper notice—

You Can Bank by Mail.

This Bank originated the banking by
mail system, and has depositors in all parts
of the world.

Accounts may be started with any
amount from $1 up. Write to-day
for Booklet “ B.”

Capital, $1,000,000
Surplus, $1,000,000

PEOPLES SAYINGS BANK
Fourth Avk.and Wood St.

PITTSBURGH, PA.

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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THIS BULGARIAN
CLOTH PILLOW TOP FR
INCLUDING BACK

WHRRGE

We will send you postpaid, our Special Pillov
Embroidery Outfit containing
One 22 x 22_inch Stamped and Tinted
Pillow Top and Back.
Six Skeins Richardson’s Grand Prize
Wash Embroidery Silk.
One Diagram Lesson every stitch
numbered - showing exactly how
to work design

ifyouwill send us 30 cents to cover cost ofsilk
This Pillow Top is the rare and popular Bul-
garian Art Cloth especially imported by us.
The six skeins of silk in the outfitwould cost
you at retail practically what we charge
you for the entire outfit. Consequently
we give you the Pillow Top, Back and
Diagram Lesson Free.

Your choice of three new designs, Ameri-
can Beauty Rose, Holly or Poppy.

We make this offer because we want you
to use Richardson’s Embroidery Silk and
thus know for yourself thatitis the best
in the world.

Send us 15two-rentstamps (30 cents) today
mention design you want and get six
skeins silk—Free Bulgarian ArtCloth Pil-
low Top including Back and Diagram Les
son. Do itnow. Addressenvelope to e

RICHARDSON SILK CO., Dept. 121, 220-224 Adams sSt., Chicago, 111

A new medicinal agent for cleansing and healing mucous membrane
surfaces which, in addition to many toilet uses, quickly cures the ills of
women by direct application. The very thing you have been wishing for.

Paxtine Toilet Antiseptic

was especially prepared by a noted Boston physician. As a medicinal
agent for douches it is a marvelous success. Thoroughly cleanses, kills
disease germs, stops discharges, heals inflammation and local soreness.
Its success in curing the most obstinate cases is unprecedented. This is
because Paxtine is far more cleansing, healing, soothing, germicidal
and economical than anything before obtainable, as thousands of women
will testify.

Send for our book, “ Secrets of the Toilet,” and see what women who
know say about Paxtine, and learn what it will do for you—you will be
both astonished and pleased.

Paxtine is a requisite of inestimable value to every up-to-date woman
for many toilet uses. It is the best tooth powder, mouth wash and breath
purifier imaginable, and for sore throat, sore eyes, nasal catarrh, and all
uterine troubles in women, we challenge the world to produce its equal.

At toilet and drug stores, or postpaid by mail, 50 cents a box.

If You Would Like to Try It Before You Buy It

you can get a large trial box free by addressing The R. Paxton Company, Boston, Mass.

In writing to advertisers it Is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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rITHE famous TOILET PREPARATIONS, erfected over a
quarter of a century ago by the renowned Dr. J. Parker Pray,

may be used without fear of any injurious effects, even though

the skin is the most delicate and ‘sensitive.

nucni INC is the onl

harmless Preparation made f%r

UnUUHIIL BLEACHIN AND_ CLEANING THE NAIL
It renders them transparent and_gives them that pearly beauty
so much to be desired.” Removes ink and glove stains. Bottle, 50C.

uid nail varnishes, ag exﬁuisiteIY perfumed
VAN LEN

Superior to all li .
The use of CREA] OLA and the DIAMOND NA AMEL
will assure beautiful hands and nails. Boxes, 25c.

pnCAMNP  This Preparation, which cannot be detected, gives
nUdHLmLi the face and nails a most delicate rose tint_that is
truly beautiful. Rosaline is not affected by perspiration, or
displaced by sea or fresh water bathing. Jars, 25c.

Dr.J. Parker Pray’s Preparations are being imitated, and the
Bubllc should insist'upon having the original with the full name,

r. J. Parker Pray, stamped on'every package.

Send stamp for Illustrated Catalogue of Prices.

Sold by Tailet Goods dealers everywhere or mailed direct on
receipt of price and postage.

DR, J. PARKER PRAY GO scano eroprierons s

io and 12 East 23d Street,new York city.

DO YOU KNOW

QAs a SPECIAL FAVOR | am requesting the
lady readers of The Red Book Magazine to inquire
for BALDUFF’S CANDIES the next time they
buy candy.

If your dealer does not handle BALIDUFF’S
CANDIES and you will send me his name and
address with your own, | will send you a
useful souvenir that will repay you for your
trouble.

BALDUFF’S CANDIES are made under the
most hygienic conditions possible from the purest mate-
rials obtainable by expert workmen with latest im-
proved machinery.

9 Balduff's Candies stand in the front rank.

Let Me Send You This Special

Clift Roy

Balduffs Gold Medal
Chocolate Bon Bons

~[Delivered at your door, all charges paid, for
$1.00. Safe delivery guaranteed. Satisfaction as-
sured or money refunded without a quibble.

fJBear in mind there are no Chocolate Bon Bons
manufactured that are “ just as good” as Balduff’s.

W. S. BALDUFF,
1520 Famam Street, OMAHA, NEB.

All I Ask Is A Trial

to prove to you the quality of my confections

\Y /

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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First Cost--—---- Second Cost.

When you buy a high powered touring car the question that demands your
most careful consideration is not FIRST COST but SECOND COST. That
is to say, cost of maintenance. Therefore let us impress upon you as emphatically
as possible the fact that a Pope-Toledo will run more miles at less expense
for tires, repairs and fuel and with less adjusting than any high powered
automobile in the world. This statement is particularly true of Pope-Toledo
Type X, illustrated above. This car is Pope-Toledo construction throughout,
weighs but 1,800 Ibs. Its absolutely noiseless, four-cylinder engine actually de-
velops considerably more than 20 H. P. and what is more important this power
is transmitted to the wheels. It is the first Automobile containing all the
accepted features of the world’s best practice in motor car construction offered at
anything like the price $2,800.

We have a little booklet which fully illustrates and describes Type
X which we will be glad to mail on request. Also catalogue contain-
ing cuts and specifications of Type VII, 30 H. P., Front Entrance,
$3,200. 45 H. P., Side Entrance, $6,000.

BE SURE THE NAME POPE IS ON YOUR AUTOMOBILE.

POPE MOTOR CAR CO., DesK B, Toledo, Ohio.

Members A. L. A. M.

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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G I1llette

“King of Them A Il

end the most unique business proposition that the man who shaves himself has ever faced.

One of the many reasons for its success is because it has thoroughly, convincingly, and scientifically
solved the shaving problem and is fast eradicating the barber habit with its expense and discomfort.
The Gillette Safety Razor is different mechanically from any razor made, and is technically
superior, as hundreds of thousands of Gillette shavers will gladly attest.

Let the Gillette theory convince you as it has others.

No matter how tender your face or how wiry your beard, the Gillette Safety Razor will give
a clean, even, and velvety shave without fear of cutting or irritating the skin.

The Gillette Safety Razor costs complete $5.00. Sold everywhere at this price — is
beautifully finished, triple silver plated, comes in a compact little velvet-lined case.

Each Gillette set consists of 12 double-edged wafer blades.

These blades are hardened, tempered, ground, and sharpened by a secret and patented process and

NEVER REQUIRE HONING OR STROPPING

Think of always having a blade in perfect order. Think of the time, money, and labor you save because the Gillette
blade is different from other blades and each will shave from 20 to 40 times. With 12 blades at your disposal you will have

Over 400 shaves at less than one cent a shave

after which you can purchase 12 new blades for $1.00.

Ask your dealer for the Qillette Safety Razor and accept no substitutes. He can
procure it for you.

Write for our interesting booklet to-day, -which explains our 30-day
freetrial offer. Most dealers make this offer; If yours does not, we will.

GILLETTE SALES COMPANY

1 M0Times Building, 42d Street and Broadway, New York.

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book-
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Ne Yar la Al

WRITE TODAY FOR OUR NEW
STYLE BOOK V NOW READY

Every woman will find something to interest
her init. You should lose no time in writing
for a copy, mailed free on request. It contains
twenty-four plates showing Artloom Tapestry
Curtains, Couch Covers and Table Covers in
their actual colors. You will find the tapestry
article you need in color effect and price range,
adapted for rooms of varying size; suited for
any home, whether modest or pretentious.

Artloom Curtains from $3.00 to $20.00 a pair
Artloom Couch Covers from $3.00 to $7.50
Artloom Table Covers from $1.50 to $5.00

AN INTERIOR VIEW FROM "HOME MAKING" (SEE COUPON)

Artloom Tapestries are the special boon of the
woman whose originality and artistic sense are
greater than her purse. Ask your dealer for
them. They are woven through and through of
the highest grade materials.

Insist on seeing this label.

It appears on every genuine artloom production.

“HOME-MAKING”

The cleverest book on home decorations ever printed-
Appreciated by every woman who has the good taste
to care about the proper arrangement of her home.
Wrritten by Miss Edith W. Fisher, whose articles in
“The Radies’ Home Journal” have stamped heran au-
thority on the subject. In this book she tells how to
arrange all the living-rooms in your home, combining
economy and attractiveness. Twelve full-page views
showing interior arrangements illustrate the various
chapters. Send usthis coupon with fourcentsinstamps
and the name of your department store or dry goods dealer,
and we will send you a copy of “Home-M akings," of
which weare the exclusive publishers. 5

PHILADELPHIA TAPESTRY MILLS
PHILADELPHIA, PA.

Body Builder and Strength Creator

For Old People, S,.,,,

Weak, Run-down Persons, and after Sickness

The latest improvementon old-fashioned codliveroil
and emulsions. Deliciously palatable at all seasons.

For sale at THE Leading Drug Store in Every Place.
Exclusive Agency givento One Druggistinn 1-luce
CHESTER KENT & CO., Chemists, Soston, Mass.

CHAS. DANA GIBSON’S
DRAWINGS FOR. LIFE

Reduced, 32 x 57, by mail ten for 25 cents.
Trade supplied. Agents wanted.

U. S. SOUVENIR POST CARD CO.
SUITE 2, 1140 BROADWAY NEW YORK

li “The one Reliable
k  Beautifier”

Positively cures Freckles,
pljK Sunburn, Pimples, Ring*
®mM m worm and all iinperfec-
SK- Hjj~k tions of tho skin and

prevents wri nkles.

.V?IW Does not merety«over
KJ vPbuteradic ates them.
W  Malvina Lotion and lch-

THVOL Soap should be used

mW in connection with Matvina

Cream. At all druggists or

f sent on receipt of price.

Cream, 50c. postpaid; Lotion,

50c, express collect. Soap, 25c.

postpaid. Send for testimonials,
‘rol. (.Hubert, Toledo, O.

Stallman’s Dresser Trunk

Easy to %et at everything without disturb-
ing anything. No fatigue in packing and
unpacking, Light, strong, roomy drawers.
Holds as much and costs no more than a good
box trunk. Hand Riveted; strongest trunk
made. In small room serves as chiffonier.
C. 0. D., with privilege of examination.
20. stamp for Catalog.

P. A. STALLMAN, 108 W Spring St., Columbus,0.

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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Women's Outfitters—iog to 115 State-st.—through to Wabash.

(41
O ny x" H o0 s iery yu

For Men, Women and Children.

Seasonable suggestions can be had at all times in the “ Onyx™ Brand of Hosiery,
suitable for ordinary or special occasions.

The well-merited reputation enjoyed by the “Onyx” Brand is due to its never-faii
ing reliability. Best yarns employed in its manufacture—correct colorings—beauti-
fully embroidered—good appearance after repeated washings—most satisfactory
wear—to be had in Cotton, Silk and Ldsle, etc.

Ask for, buy and wear the “ONYX” BRAND,

and thereby secure Hosiery comfort. ‘'Onyx” Hosiery is to be found in every city from the Atlan-

tic to the Pacific ; from the Great Lakes to the Gulf. 1f you cannot procure it from your dealer,
write to

Wholesale Distributors
NEW YORK

“IN CROTCH MAHOGANY™

with
. cedar
lined
drawers,
m CTH Yale
-[a locks
d

good
oV things—

insuring

greatest

beauty,
combined with
heir-loom quality
yet at extremely m
EASY-BUYING ®
PRICES.
(about half the -
usual) iSrSi

WRITE

uUs
TODAY
for full

informa-
tion.

( I [eguarantee Itlinranose tobe an effb
cient and harmless specific In the treat* For five

mem of flcadadic. supersedinn opium, \%:ec téuS;)tSIT/pg

] . up
tflloral ana bromine. Induces no habit special set

Mil of extra large

and is a godsend to all tcflo suffer from wi——--dfer - (@Qpiates..

this maladn. Jt represents tfle flintiest denree of Berman from which

you can judge each 7

scientific research and tedmical still; sales last near on the
continent 731,000 botes, at all drun(lists, or sent direct on
receipt of price 35 cts per bor. q q g lode bor

migranose Jmporting Co.

Berlin o FQilatlelpl)ta o london Linn Murray ¢"1.? Grand Rapids, Mich.

piece perfectly.
Remember please ffb
—all orders must mP
be placed extra v
early this Fall, to ml
avoid later disap- Im
pointment.
SO DON'T DELAY.
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“No mother who has ever used Packer’s Tar Soap for her babies would willingly
do without it”—Cradle and Nursery.

Packer’s Tar Soap

PURE AS THE PINES

Mild— Soothing— Antiseptic

“ Keeps away many of the skin troubles
to which little children are liable.”
New Eng. Med. Monthly

Recommended by Physicians

The Packer Mfg. Co., New York

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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DIRECT FROM OUR
DISTILLERY TO YOU

HAYNER WHISKEY goes direct to you from our own distillery]
one of the largest, most modern and best equipped in the world.
It doesnt pass through the hands of any dealer to adulterate, so
you are sure it is pure and at the same time you save all dealers
profits. Doctors recommend it and hospitals use it. We have
over half a million satisfied customers, including U. S. Senators,
Foreign Ambassadors, Bankers, Business and Professional Men
in every section of this country, the very people who want the
best regardless of the price. That’s why YOU should try it.
Your money back if you are not satisfied.

PURE
HAYNER WHISKEY

FUL  $0-20 BXPRESS
QUARTS 0 - PREPAID

fllIIR fIFFFR W sen<* you 'n a P*a‘n sea’ed case,with no
uun urrcn marks t0, show contentS( four full quarts of

HAYNER WHISKEY for $3.20, and we will pay the express charges.
Take it home and sample it, have your doctor test it, every bottle
if you wish. Then, if you don’t find it just as we say and perfectly
satisfactory, ship it back to us AT OUR EXPENSE and your
$3.20 will be promptly refunded. How could any offer be fairer?
You don't risk a cent. Write our nearest office and do it NOW.

Orders for Ariz., Cal., Col., Idaho, Mont., Nev., N. Mex., Ore.,
Utah, Wash., or Wyo., must be on the basis of 4 Quart~ for $4.00
by Express Prepaid Of 20 Quarts for $15.20 by Freight Prepaid.

THE HAYNER DISTILLING COMPANY,

DAYTON, OHIO. ST. LOUIS, MO. ST. PAUL, MINN. ATLANTA, GA.

DISTILLERY, TROY, OHIO. ESTABLISHED 1866.

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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Costumes show a tendency toward higher bust effects than

those of any recent season.

The fashionable figure has again

changed. The “W. B. NUFORM,” our most recent origination,

will furnish your figure with the proper shape.

bust, slenderer at the waist.
Our well-known
adapted) show a marked

Higher in the

“ERECT FORM?” models” (for which some figures are better
improvement over their former perfection.

The choice in

W. B. Corsets is so complete that you can always count upon models which will fit

and wear perfectly.
and we will see that your order is tilled.

Nuform 403 (average figures*.
Fits nine figures in ten. ~.Medium long above the waist,
with ratherdeep hips. Shows waist line very clearly. Of
white or drab coutil und white batiste. Hose supgorters
on front and sides. Sizes from 18to 30. Price $1.00.

Nuform 417 (average figures). i .
Made with a “reverse gore.” " Your dealer will explain
advantages. For average and well-developed figures.
Correct-height from the waistline, gives a flat abdomen
and smooth hip effect. In white or drab jean trimmed
with lace and ribbon. Sizes 19to 80. Price $ 1.00.

(Better qualities at $1.60, $2.00, $2.50 and $3.00).

Nuform 400 (medium figures). .
Has the new bust, deep hip with unboned apron to restrain
the over-fleshiness. Hose supporters on front ana sides.
Waist line is plainly defined. "In white or drab coutil and
white batiste. Sizes 19to 30. Price $1.50 ami $2.00.

WEINGARTEN BROTHERS, Makers

If your dealer cannot supply you, mention his name, send price

Erect Form 720 (average figures!.
Has medium bust and long deep hips. For women who
do not care for the extreme low bust effect. Hose sup-
porters attached on front and hips. In white and drab
coutil and white batiste. Sizes 18to 80. Price $1,00.

Erect Form 729 (slender figures).
Model for slender figures. Fair height from waist line
up. With short box hips. Material is a good quality of
jean in white or drab. 'Primmed with lace and baby rib-
on. Sizes 18to 24. Price $1 .00.

(Better qualities at $1.50, $2.00 and $3.00).

Erect Form 957 (average figures).
The material isa white or drab coutil or white batiste
which can be depended upon to give excellent service.
Medium bust and cup hip. Fancy stitched binding across
the top setoff by a narrow edging of lace. Hose sup-
porters on front and hips. Sizes 18to 30. Price $1.50.

Dept. P, 377-379 Broadway, New York.

In writing to advertisers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.
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PURE~* WHITE o SPARKLING-

Giving toTjcnutu an irresistible charm, are
the teeth which have been preserved and.
beautified with RuBi/OATTI the cleansing,
pearl-making dentifrice.

Itéwise tuse RUBIfOAm

25 Cents atdruggists, sSampla Jree
[Trftdress. E.W. MOYT  CO., Lotve/A Mass.

“ <ne 2Dap”

THE

SPIRIT OF YOUTH
dashes back into the face of her who
uses this dainty cold cream of cucum-
ber and orange flower —

The tired shopper

The society matron

The literary slave

and her upon whose matriarchal

face the hand of Time has wantoned

caressingly. LA FRANCE

At a half dollar, in dainty Jap-
anese pots at the busy toilet
counters everywhere.

Created and made by

C.J.COUNTIE&CO.
Toilet Specialists

BOSTON, LONDON
SYDNEY

Mail 25 cents to our

Boston office for tlie

MAGDA FACE
CLOTH.

$3.00 SHOE FOR WOMEN

rriH E recognized leader in design and
JL durability. To illustrate the adapta-
bility of the distinctive La France styles to
every occasion, a little booklet—entitled
“ ONE DAY”—has been issued to show
how fully La France Shoes meet the re-
quirements_of the well-dressed American
woman. The cover illustration shown
herewith is beautifully done In colors, and
the booklet will be sent free upon request.

WILLIAMS, CLARK & COMPANY
Dept. R, Lynn, Mass.

In writing to advert.sers it is of advantage to mention The Red Book.

PRESS OF STEARNS BROS. & CO., CHICAGO



W aterman's

fie CLIP CAP
the ideal protection
against loss of the
pen from a man’s
pocket; no trouble
to detach. You
can get from

|deal

the favorite
kateveryi
I\ collegeqgi

'mXf/ Because it VK5r
feL' flows steadily, Yjkj
W never floods *
r or blots, is easily
cleaned and filled.

Many substitutes for
the genuine are of-
k fered at college
"k centers, therefore
be sure the pen

you purchase

your dealer is marked
this cap Best dealers sell them, Water-
for your mart’s
Ideal. 'K L. E. Waterman Co. mv Ideal.

W

W 8 School St., Boston
’ Montgomery St., San Francisco

12 Golden Lane, London

173 BROADWAY, NEW YORK

136 St. James St., Montreal

160 State St., Chicago %

1

6 Ri** de Hanovre. Paris



