


Wonderful New Method 
By our wonderful new method of teaching by mail, you can 
learn Illustrating, Cartooning and Commercial Art right in 
your own home-and in your spare time. Hundreds of suc
cessful students and graduates are now making splendid 
incomes. Get into this fascinating work yourself and make 
from $50 to $125 or more a week! Our method makes it 
easy for anyone to learn. The study is fascinating. Only 
a few minutes a day! Personal instruction given you by 
WILL H. CHANDLEE, one of America's foremost com
mercial artists. You can have your own studio--or secure 
high salaried position. Many students have earned more 
than the cost of the course while they were learning! 

No Talent Necessary 
Just as you have learned to read and write, we can teach 

.,.IOU how to draw. Everybody has the ability. True, some 
-hlrv� more than others, but that is because that ability has 

been developed. You start with straight lines-then 
curves. Then you learn to put them together. Now you 
begin making pictures. Shading, action, perspective, and 
all the rest follow in their right order, until you are mak
ing pictures that bring you from $50 to $500 or more! 
Many artists receive as high as $1,000 for a single drawing! 

Big Demand for Commercial Artists 
There are thousands of big-paying artists' positions open 
right this minute. These positions are actually going begging 
for the lack of trained artists to fill them. Magazines, news
papers, advertising agencies, and business concerns are all 
looking for men and women to handle their illustrating. With 
the tremendous expansion of both foreign and domestic trade, 
commercial art is more in demand than ever-and that de
mand is increasing every day! 

Write for Free Book 
Mail coupon NOW for our valuable book, "How to Become an 
Artist." Contains full particulars of our Free Artist's Out
fit, and special terms for a limited number of new students. 
Also contains many interesting drawings by our students, 
showing their amazing progress. Book just full of valuable 
information to you. Send for it NOW! 

WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART, Inc. noor;,���!�:O�r�� �tdg. 

p••••·······FREE COUPON············ 
WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART. Inc. 

Room 1694, Marden Bldg., Washington. D. C. 
Please send me, without cost or obligation on my part. your free 

book, "How to Become an Artist." 

Name . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  

Address . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  
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ELECTRICITY 
The ShQrt Cut · · To ·Big-Pay · 

Electrical Experts Earn 
$3,500 to $10,000 a Year 

You, Too, Can Do It 
How long are you going to putter 

along in your long-hour, small-pay, no
future job, earning $20 to $30 a week, 
when you can earn the same amount in 
a few hotirs as an Electrical Expert? 

Why drag along in this way when with a 
few short montliS of trainin� under me, 
thn>ugh my easily-learned, qutckly-grasped, 
right-up-to-the-second. �are-time, home
study course in Practical Electricity you can 
quickly fit yourself for one of these l>ig jobs.t the kind that pay from 13,500 to $10,000 a y�ari' 

T� my Home-Study Cour� .,J.orl cut•• fo the 
big pag job in the big field of toJ�. ElcdrlciiJI. 

I Give You A Real Training 
As Chief En�neer oftbe Chlca�ro En�neerin1r Works, 

I know Just the kind of tralnln�r you need to succeed as 
an Electrical Ex pert. My course In Electricity is so simple, 
thorough and up-to-date that you can easily understand 
and apply every line of it-no bi1r words, no useless 
theory, no hi�rber mathematics-just plain, every-day, 
strai�rht-from-tbe-shoulder, man-to-man En�rlish- the 
kind you and I we every day. 

Your Success Guaranteed 
My course ia backed by an iron-cladllUarantee that ln

eureslour success and satisfaction. I positively will 
refun every cent paid me in tuition if you are not fully 
satisfied. No other school will do this for you. Back of 
me in my guarantee stands the Chica�ro Enaineerinc 
Works, a Million Dollar Institution. 

Free Electrical Working Outfit · 

To make your succeu certain I !rive you tools to 
work with-a splendid bilr outtit of electrical instru• 
menta and materials. No chance tor failure berel 

Save $45.50 By Enrolling Now I 
By enrollinlr _...,yon can save t45.50 on there�rUlar 

low price of IJlY course. But :vou must act nt once. 
Write me today, tor my Bilr Free Book, "How To 
Beeoma An Electrical El:pert." It'e the first etep 
toward& bi1r1rer pay. 

Yours for success, 

L.L.CooK&.CHieF ENGINEER. 

CHICA&D EN&INEERIN& WoRKS 
. ·---·-· 

Dept. 220, 1•18 Suanyaide A•e., Cbic:qo. JlL 

Dear Sir: Send at once Sample Lessons, your 
Big Book. and full particulars of your Free Outfit 
and Home Study Course-all fully prepaid, without 
obll�ration on ny part. 

Name-····-·····-··········-·-········-······-······················ 

Please Meution Wayside Tales aucl Ca1·taon8 Mouaz,ine 
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J. N. Darliug (Ding) 

whose timely cartoons 

appear daily io scores 
of newspap�rs. 

Famous Artists Constitute 
the Federal Staff 

A FEW years ago J. N. Darling 
(Ding) was a reporter on the 

Sioux City JournaL H.e had a talent 
for drawing and occasionally made 
sketches for his paper. Darling's am
bition was to become a successful 
newspaper cartoonist. So he came to 
Minneapolis where he received his 
first suggestions on successful draw
ing for newspaper reproduction from 
Bart, now dean of the Federal School. 

Today Darling is one of the country's best 
known cartoonists. His highly individual car
toons on political and current events have 
brought him a handsome income. Darling is 
a director in one of the leading banks in his 
city and, in addition, o\\"ns stock in his own 
newspaper. Though still residing in the city 
where he made his initial success, Darling's 
cartoons distributed through the New York 
Tribune Syndicate have brought him fame the 
country over. 

Using his own experience as a basis, Darling 
tells you through the Federal Course about 
those short cuts, secrets and methods that have 
made him successful. He explains in the 
course the "Sketchpad School," a unique adap
tation of drawing to caricature for cartoon 
purposes. Hundreds of students have found . ' 

this one lesson alone of immense value to them. 

From the first-hand teaching of men like 
Darling you gain ideas that are bright and 
forceful. You learn how to put those ideas 
across. Thinlc of the advantage of studying 
under more than 60 leading artists who have 
won fame in the national field! Think how 
valuable is their experience and training to 
you in establishing yourself as an illustrator 
and cartoonist. Such training means mo�e 
than immediate moner-it means your ulti· 
mate success. As Darling says, "I have con· 
fidcnce in the methods Bart has chosen. He 
has been through the mill. You can rely un 
his judgment." 

Please Mcntton lVoys!lle Tales aud Cartoons iJI(Iga:ine 



WAYSIDE TALES AND CARTOONS ADVERTISING SECTION 5 

"THE CLEAN PLATTER'' "IT WON'T WORK" 

Samples of the style of cartoons that have made Darling famous the country over. 

From tloe Des Moines Rezister. Courlny New York Tribune Syndicate. 

Established Artists Take 
Federal Course 

The Federal Course is so well planned and 
so complete in every branch of art that many 
artists already established in the profession get 
the course to use as a reference when con
fronted with a problem. For example, an ar
tist experienced in newspaper illustrating may 
know nothing about tone drawing. By refer
ring to the Federal Course, he can get in a few 
miriutes exactly the information he wants from 
an artist pre-eminent in that phase of work. 
Federal students are successlul because they re
ceive such thorough, authoritative training. 

60 Nationally Known Artists 
Constitute the Federal Staff 

The Federal School Course in Illustrating and 
Cartooning gives the student a working knowledge 

of the methods used by 60 nationally known ar
tists. Through the Federal School these great illus
trators and cartoonists explain the secrets of their 
success and give you the benefit of their years of 
experience. Every one of these men has fought 
his way to the top through his own efforts. Now, 
through the Federal Course in Illustrating and 
Cartooning, their methods and secrets have been 
compiled and correlated to help you develop your 
talent through practical instruction. 

Send for This Free Book 
Now is the time for you to act-dream no longer 

of success. Be One I Opportunity is calling you. 
Answer that call by filling out and mailing the 
coupon at the bottom of this page. You will re
ceive by return mail our valuable book, "A Road 
to Bigger Things," telling you in detail about the 
Federal Course. Read how many famous artists 
made the start that won them fame and fortune. 
Get this book of valuable information. Read of 
opportunities in the art world and how you can 
qualify by developing your drawing talent. Send 
for your free copy of this book today. 

FEDERAL SCHOOLS, INC. 102 Federal Schools Bldg. MINNEAPOLIS, MINN. 
--------------------------------------------·--------------- ------

Mail This Coupon Today for Your Free Copy of "Suc:c:esa Throach llluatratlq" and "A Road to Bigcer Thinca" 

FEDERAL SCHOOL OF ILLUSTRATING AND CARTOONING. 

102 Federal Sc:hoola Baildiq, Minneapolis, Minn. 

Please send by return mail my free copy of "A Road to BiJnrer Thingo" together with complete 
information about the Federal School of Illustrating and Cartooning. 

Name . . . . . . . . • . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Age ............ Occupation . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

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

City and State ........ , . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  
No person under 14 years of aee is eligible for enrollment in the Federal Sc:hool. 

l'lrasr· Mcutio11 ll'a]lsirlr TulcR a1ul C'artoonB Mrr11a:ine 

-- . 
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]ua a f- of lhe lorar lia of 
d.ily llfltl)•paper.l ill lllhicla 
tlut IOOF"k of t.-dora ..,..,. 
appem-• repltuly. 
"NEW YORK 

Herald" 
"CHICAGO 

Tribune,. 
''PHILADELPHIA 

Ledger .. 
"BOSTON 

Herald" 
''DETROIT 

T:lmes" 
.. CLEVELAND 

Plain Dealer"' 
''CINCINNATI 

Post" 
"ST. LOUIS 

Timea" 
.. SAN FRANCISCO 

CaU" 
.. DENVEil 

Rocky Mountain New•" 
"ROCHESTER 

Democrat & Cbroniele" 
"ST. PAUL 

News" 
.. PORTL�ND (ORB.) 

Telegram" 
"SEATTLE 

Times" 
"LOS ANGELES 

Expreu .. 

What One of Alnerica's Greatest 
Cartoonists Thinks About 

the Landon Course 
Mr. C. N. Landon, 
The Landon School, 
Cleveland, Ohio. 

Dear Sir: 

Feb. 10, 1921. 

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

have done. 
To be able to draw and the ability to teach others success

fully are two very different things. Your course of lessons 
shows clearly that you can do both. 

It must have required a great deal of study and analysis 
of the needs of the beginner to prepare a course of instruc
tion which l!o completely explains the fundamentals of car
tooning. Your method of teaching drawing by muna of 
.. Picture Charts•• is, in my opinion, not only practieal but 
greatly superior to the methods of teaching nsed by other 
schools. I am not surprised that your course of instruction 
has develo so man more successful cartoonists and comic 
artists than any ot er. 

Y oun sincerely 1 

J. H. DONAHEY, 
Cartoonist, ·"The Cleveland Plain �Ier.'' 
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.LANDON PICTURE CHARTS 
A Sure Guide to Success 

CELEBRATED cartoonists and educators every
where pronounce Landon Picture Charts as the 
greatest achievement in the teaching of draw

ing. No other plan gives you such a thorough 
understanding of the fundamentals of drawing
none develops ORIGINALITY so rapidly. 

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

Results Prove Superiority of Landon InstruCtion 
Hundreds of former Landon students are now successful 

cartoonists and comic artists on leading n<:lwspapers in 
America and abroad. Their clever, forceful cartoons and 
comic series make millions laugh daily and enable these 
artists to earn big salaries. 

Start right-take "the same step these successful artists 
once took-write today for sample Picture Ch:�rt, long list of 
successful Landon students and details about this great 
course. Plea.e date your a1fe. 

The Landon School 

ADD 
WDINKLE.S 
IN :,LEEVE::, 
"'"'DDANTcl' 

� 

495 National Building 

CLEVELAND, OHIO 

Th e PICTURE CHART 
method of teaching here il
lwtrated was originated by 
Mr. Landon. These charts 
are fully protected by copy· 
rights �sued from 1914 to 
1920, and th� method of 
teaching is used exclusively 
by The Landon School. 

"ALBANY 
Knickerbocker Press" 

"DES MOINES 
News" 

"SIOUX CITY 
Tribune" 

"BUFFALO 
Commercial" 

"COLUMBUS 
Citizen" 

"DAYTON 
News" 

•'NEW onLEANS 
Item" 

"SALT LAKE CITY 
Telegram" 

"SPOKANE 
Press" 

••ATLANTA 
Journal" 

"MINNEAPOLIS 
News" 

"MONTGOMERY 
Journal" 

"MEMPHIS 
Press" 

"MILWAUKEE 
Journal" 

!AJJitiontJ na-•I.......J.J IQIOn r-t) 
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"Cattermole lay on his &ide upon the floor, unconsciou�. blood atreamine from his left eye." 
(See page 5ZZ.) 
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The Four Dumb Men 
A 'Two.,PaPt Mystery Story 

AuthoP of 'jacqueline ofGolden Rivep" 

Charles Sands, the banker, who was 
seated at his mahogany desk in the 
splendidly equipped offices which he oc
cupied in the heart of the financial district, 
glanced up and nodded as Charles Cat
termole entered. The gesture indicated 
just that amount of informality and 
iriendly welcome that a man extends to
ward an old business associate. Catter
mole, who was watching Sands more 
closely·than he permitted to appear, could 
discern no shade of secret antipathy. 

He seated himself with more nervous
ness than was habitual with him, and the 
two men sized each other up for a mo
ment or two without exchanging words. 
Both were prominent financiers, and had 
come into some notoriety about eighteen 
months before as the chief participants in 

the great cotton pool, which, after effect
ing a considerable redistribution of money, 
or, in other words, gathering in the sea
sonal crop of wool from the shorn lambs, 
had broken to pieces, as pools have a way 
of doing. 

Sands was a man of about fifty-five
heavy-faced, and with a longish, grizzling 
moustache drooping over and concealing 
a pair of weak, flaccid lips. Cattermole, 
about fifteen years his junior, was much 
more the typical financier, alert, keen, with 
a trim, black moustache and square, ag
gressive jaws. Just now, however, it was 
Cattermole who appeared the less at ease. 

The dimming light of the afternoon, 
coming through the large -Window, was 
still strong enough to show up every 
detail of Cattermole's face. The chair 

517 
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which the vtsJtor occupied had, in fact 
been placed in just such a position for 
that particular purpose, while Sands was 
in the shadow of the massive filing cabinet 
beside him and between his desk and the 
light. 

Cattermole put his hand in his pocket 
and drew out an envelope with fingers 
that visibly trembled. He handed it to 
Sands. 

"I don't know if this is news to you," 
he said. "I guess I'm not the only one 
who's been favored. I thought Bronson 
had had one, from the look on his face 
this morning, but naturally I didn't ask 
him. 

"Had to go to some one besides the 
po1ice, though, and so I picked on you, 
Sands, as my most intimate business 
friend." 

There was the shade of contempt in 
the last words. Nevertheless, Cattermole 
scrutinized Sand's impassive face closely, 
then grinnned wryly and drew the en
closure from the envelope. It was written 
on plain stationery, and at the bottom, in 
place of a signature, a little disk of grey 
was lightly pasted, looking like the re
verse side of a bit of carbon paper. Upon 
the disk, formed in ink, was the Greek 
letter omega. 

"Yes, I got one," said Sands, handing 
back the letter and envelope, with an ap
pearance of indifference. "So Doctor 
Omega's tipping the grey spot all round, 
is he?" 

"\Vhat d'you make of it?" Cattermole 
demanded. 

"Some crank filling in his spare time," 
answered Sands. "The Omega gang W'lS 
smashed to pieces. Most of them are in 
the penit':!ntiary." 

"But they didn't get Doctor Omega," 
said Cattermole. He leaned forward, and 
spoke in an excited voice, yet softly, as if 
he were afraid that some one might over
hear him. "I took the first letter to the 
police, of course.'' he said. "They think 
it's the real goods. They're keeping this 
absolutely dark. I know two or three 
others who've had one, and I suspect 

Bronson's among them. The police think 
it's the Doc." 

SANDS looked thoughtful. The depre
dations of this gang of crooks, under 

the leadership of the mysterious " Doctor 
Omega," were fresh in the public m�mory. 
They had operated principally in the 
Southwestern States, blackmailing promi
nent men and women by means of infor
mation which they had collected about 
their antecedents. They had spread 
terror everywhere, and they had not hesi
tated at murder. Their schemes had been 
carried out with an effrontery and daring 
that had paralysed the police forces of 
many cities over a period of months. They 
had invariably carried out their threats. 

Even whea the chase had grown too hot, 
and the gang was dispersed, their leader 
escaped without his indentity being dis· 
covered, although the ingenious scientific 
methods used h.Y him had led to the belief 
that he really was a physician, and of high 
standing. 

"The grey spot was the sign-mark of 
'Doctor Omega's gang," Cattermole went 
on. "And it looks like their handiwork.'' 
He read from the letter : 

"In order to prevent misundPr· 
standing, which unfortunately could 
not be rectified, you are again in
structed with reference to my orders 
of last week. One thousand twenty
dollar bills, unmarked, will be 
wrapped in a plain parcel and posted 
in the mail-box on the southwest cor
ner of Broadway and Twenty-fifth 
Street at exactly 6:50 P. M. on J'hurs. 
day, the day on which you will re
ceive this communication. 

"The parcel will be addressed to 
Mr. Thomas Burt, Routledge Build
ing, Fifth Avenue. Having posted it 
in person, unaccompanied, you will 
immediately leave the spot. These in
structions must be carried out exactly 
as they are given you, under penalty 
of worse than death. Should they be 
disregarded, or a police trap be set. 
your mouth will be closed perma
nent!)'." 

Cattermole folded up the letter and 
placed it in his pocket. "\Vhat do you 
make of it, Sands?" he asked, in a voice 
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that betrayed hi's agitation. "'Worse than 
d eath,' and 'Your mouth will be closed 
permanently.' What can be worse than 
death?" 

"Forget it, Cattermole," answered Sands 
tersely. "I tetl you there's nothing to it. 
Some crank trying to throw a scare into 
the town." 

"Whcrt are you going to do ?" 
Sands laughed. "I t�rned the first letter 

over to the police," he answered. 
"Thought it was some bug who'd been 
let out of Bellevue too soon, and they 
agreed with me. They looked up Thomas 
Burt. Of course there's no such person 
known at the Routledge Building.· 

"Very well. Either the communicator is 
a plain crank, as the police think, or else 
a fake postman is going to open that mail
box and take out the parcel. The first 
postman who appears on the scene gets 
taken in, and the game's ended. I t's in
gertious in a way, but crude. Quite un
worthy of Doctor Omega, Cattermole. So 
the police told you a different story ?" 

Cattermole nodded dismally. "Of 
course I'm going to fight,'' h e  answered. 
"I 've never paid blackmail, I haven't any 
enemies, and my life's open to all the 
world. But I hate the worry of it,  Sands. 
And once it gets into the papers my wife 
will never have a minute's peace. She's 
the nervous type, you know.'• 

SANDS surveyed the man before him 
with a glance of cool contempt. He 

had known, from his association with him, 
that Cattermole was a weakling, despite 
his aggressive air, but his shielding him
self behind his wife filled him with dis
gust. Besides, he was perfectly aware 
that Mrs. Cattermole was visiting her sis
ter in the South and might never return. 

"Well, the police told you a different 
story from what they told me," he 
answered. "Maybe they've seen reason to 
change their minds, or else they"re not 
sure themselves. But there's nothing to it, 
in my opinion. The Omega gang had too 
hot a time before. What are you going 
to do ?" 

"Why, the police told me to make up 
a dummy parcel and mail it in person, 
following his instructions exactly," 
answered Cattermole uneasily. "Aren"t 
you doing that ?" 

"Nothing doing," Sands laughed. "One 
parcel's enough, and I guess you got to 
Headquarters before any of the rest of 
us. So you were wondering whether it 
mightn't be better to pay up and look 
pleasant ?" 

Cattermole flushed uneasily. "No I" h e  
declared, with a n  oath. "I'm a fighter, 
Sands. I shall make up a dummy parcel, 
as the police advised. I shall drop that 
parcel in the mail-box at precisely 6:50, 
and I shall take the street car from the 
scene for a block or two, get off, and 
watch developments." 

Sands clapped him on the shoulder. 
"That's the stuff, Cattermole !" he said, 
encouragingly. "I knew you wouldn't fall 
for that game. And if there is anything 
in it the police will put the kibosh on it 
just as soon as that fake postman comes 
to make the clearance.'' 

"I'm glad you think there's nothing to 
worry about," said Cattermole. 

"Absolutely nothing !" laughed Sands. 
"And"-he pounded his fist on his desk
"I'll \:ell you, CattermQle, if there were, 
I 'd see myself in hell before I 'd pay a 
single cent to a gang of cowardly black
mailers.'' 

"You're right, Sands," answered the 
other. "Of course, a married man mustn't 
take the same chances as a widower like 
you. Your death wouldn't mean the same 
to your daughter as mine would to my 
wife. I 'll mail that package, and maybe 
tonight we'll learn how many of the other 
guests have been stung." 

"Sure ! See you tonight, Cattermole ! "  
Sands laughed, and turned back t o  his 
affairs. 

CATTERMOLE, after a questioning 
glance at Sands, went back to his 

office, two or three blocks away. As he 
entered, his stenographer handed him a 
letter. 
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"What's this?'' he asked. 
"It came five minutes ago, Mr. Catter

mole," she answered. 
Cattermole took up the envelope with 

a sudden sense of dread. It was un
stamped, the address typewritten, and in 
one corner, also typed, was "Strictly Per
sonal." 

Cattermole went into his private room 
and tore it open. As he scanned it his 
face blanched, his jaw dropped; he let the 
missive flutter from his hand to the floor. 
At the bottom of the enclosure in plac:e 
of a signature, was another of the little 
disks of grey. 

Controlling his agitation with an in
tense effort, Cattermole picked up the mis
sive, and read : 

"Having reason to believe that, 
despite my warning, you are contem
plating treachery, I am sending you 
this eleventh-hour notification. If 
you disregard your instructions in 
any wa)', or carry out that impulse to 
defraud me, your mouth will be closed 
and never opened again." 

"Miss Regan !" 
Cattermole's shrill cry startled the 

stenographer in the next office. She came 
quickly to the door. 
"Yes, Mr. Cattermole ?'' 
"Who brought this?" Cattcrmole de

manded. 
��A boy, ].fr .. Cattermole-a tnessenger.'· 
"In uniform ?" 
Miss Regan hesitated. 
"Why, he had a sort of uniform Mr. 

Cattermole," she said, "but it didn't seem 
quit� the regular thing, somehow. I--I 
didn't notice it very closely. \Vas there 
anything the matter ?'' 
"No," muttered Cattermole. "It's a a 

right, Miss Regan." 

W
HEN the girl had withdrawn Cat· 
termole sank down in his chair al

most in panic. It appeared, from the 
warnings, as if the blackmailer were in
timately acquainted with his plans. 
But gradu<tlly his spirits began to re

\'ive. After all, it was probable, as Sands 
had said, that this was the work of a 

crank. Dr. Omega's gang had operated in 
the Southwestern States; it was hardly 
likely that, having been driven out frotn 
that region, they would renew their activ
ities in New York itself, where they 
would have to match their wits against 
the shrewdest men that any police system 
has developed. Anyway, he reflected, that 
evening would see the end of them, when 
the police trap snapped. 
Cattermole's cour.age came back to him. 

That evening he was to be a guest at a 
banquet in a private room at Moschen
hoff's, given to a number o£ prominent 
men by Vincent Blake. Sands was to be 
there as well. 
Vincent Blake was one o£ those enigmas 

that appear periodically in New York and 
take its social life by storm. He had 
come out o£ the West, plunged recklessly 
on the Street, and established a reputation 
almost overnight as a daring, skillful 
gambler. Despite his origin, he was more 
of a European type-a man of culture, a 
connoisseur of gems, pictures, anri 
women ; a strange figure flashing across the 
financial heavens, and a consistently suc
cessful one. 

He was a member of the most exclu

sive clubs. Unmarried, he was sought 
after in vain by hordes of match-making 
mothers. 
Cattermole began anticipating the even

ing. Blake's dinners were always success
ful. His spirits rose still more. What a 
fool he had been to allow himself to b e  
alarmed I Sands had been right. 

Cattermole despised Sands as the clever, 
crafty man despises one who is, in com
parison with himself, an honest man and 
a simpleton; but Sand's doggednesst and a 
certain sure financial sense, had proved 
a valuable aid to CattermoJe. The two 
had been associated intermittently in vari
ous deals or years, until the cotton pool 
catastrophe had left Sands for a time upon 
the verge of insolvency. 

Since then Sands had improved his 
position; he was again at least a minor 
power in \.Vall Street, a force to be 
reckoned with. 
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C
ATTERMOLE remained in his office 
until twenty-five minutes after six. 

Then, unlocking a drawer of his desk, he 
took out a small parcel addressed to the 
mythical Thomas Burt, and making his 
way out of the suite, which was now 
empty, he proceeded by street car up 
Broadway as far as Madison Square. 
Descending here, he walked at a slow 

gait as far as Twenty-fifth Street. He 
passed and repassed the two mail-boxes 
on the southwest corner several times, 
looking carefully about him. Nobody ap
peared to evince any interest in his move
ments, however, and there was nobody 
near whom he could classify as a possible 
detective. . One or two people stopped to 
mail letters in the smaller box, and passed 
on their way. 
At the precise moment, Cattermole de

posited his . parcel in the larger box, 
jumped on a passing street car, and rode · 
a little distance uptown. He got off at 
Twenty-eighth Street, and made his way 
slowly back toward the mail-box, taking 
the opposite side of the road. 
Loitering there, as if aimlessly, he saw 

a postman come briskly around the cor
ner of Twenty-fifth Street. The man 
stopped at the larger of the two boxes, 
and, inserting his key, opened it and placed 
the contents inside his bag. He closed the 
box, and was about to open the smaller 
one when two men in plain clothes stepped 
quickly toward him. In another moment 
the postman, protesting violently, wcts 
placed under arrest. 

Cattermole smiled and turned away. 
The sight interested him no longer. The 
trap had been sprung, and he felt that he 
had nothing more to fear. He made his 
way home to his apartment. 

A
N HOUR AND A HALF later Cat
termole was greeting Vincent Blake 

in the vestibule of Moschenhoff's. There 
were a score of guests, among them Sands 
and Bronson, two or three art experts, a 
fashionable physician, Dr. I ra Grey, and 
one or two representatives of the Knicker
bocker families. It was one of those in-

formal dinners that Blake gave period
ically, at which he was sure to spring 
something unexpected upon his· guests. 
Blake's tall figure radiated magnetism. 
"Well, Mr. Moschenhoff, I think we're 

all here !" 
Blake laughed softly, and stepped 

aside while the proprietor marshalled the 
guests into the large private room ad
joining the pubic din-ing-rooms. As Cat
termole and he were brought face to face 
he turned toward his guest and said 
lightly: 

"I suppose, Cattermole, you were not 
one of the favored few who received a 
communication from our friend, Doctor 
Omega ?" 
Cattermole started; the mention of the 

name brought the memory of his fears. 
"Did you get one ?" he stammered. 
"I did," laughed Blake. "Bronson's 

another. He thought you had one from 
your manner. Between ourselves, I 
shouldn't be surprised if most of us had." 
"What did you do ?" asked Cattermolt!, 

with blanching lips. 
"Put mine in the waste-basket. Police? 

No, thanks ! I can take care of myself, 
Cattermole." 
They went inside, where a long table was 

spread for nearly a score of guests. Cham
pagne-all private stock-reposed chastely 
in ice-buckets. Adolph, the head waiter, 
bowed to them with a welcoming smile. 

Any dinner presided over by Vince11t 
Blake was a success, but on this occasion 
Blake's was easily the dominating figure. 
Cattermole watched the faces light up as 
the flow of talk and repartee began. Blake 
seemed to possess the knack of making 
each man feel at his best, and show him
self in his best light. Yet Cattermole felt 
somehow detached from the spontaneity 
of the gathering, he found himself merely 
an onlooker. 

W
HEN the table had been cleared, 
and the cigars were lit, Blake rose at 

the head, and instantly the hum of con
versation died away. All eyes were turned 
upon his tall, commanding figure. 
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He held up his hand. "Gentlemen," he 
began, "our previous gatherings have been 
in the nature of an informal club meeting, 
at which we discussed topics of the day 
in light and frank fashion. I have invited 
you here tonight to discuss something 
which I believe will come home to nearly 
every one. Have not the most of us been 
the recipients of a certain communication 
from a person signing himself 'Doctor 
Omega'?'' 

There followed a dead and uneasy 
silence; all kept their eyes fixed on the 
speaker's. 

"Gentlemen, although we are not politi
cians, we have tried to uphold a certain 
public spirit,'' continued Blake. "We 
stand, so far as we stand at all, for good 
government." He Jet his fist fall. "\\'here 
I come from," he declaimed, "men do not 
yield to blackmailers. Together we can 
present a united front against this gang 
that menaces the public weal. Together 
we can bring the assailant of our social 
life to justice. Let us agree to refuse 
tribute to this outlaw, gentlemen ! "  

A t  that the whole company rose to their 
feet, holding up their glasses. 

"I drink to that ! "  shouted Bronson. 
"Not a red cent, by George I" 

''You've hit the nail square, Blake !'' 
shouted another. 

Blake smiled at them. "We seem to be 
pretty unanimous," he remarked. He he!d 
his glass up. "I'll give you the toast," he 
cried. 

"Here's hell to Doctor Omega !"  
They shouted i t  and put their glasses 

to their lips. 

ON THE M OMENT the lights went 
out, leaving the after-visions of the 

scene dancing on the black background. 
A champagne glass fell smashing upon the 
table. Some one shouted an oath. 

There was no light in the room, except 
the faint illumination that filtered in at 
the edges of the drawn window shades. 
The door opened ; the vestibule was dark. 
A form, vaguely defined, stood shadowy 
against the exterior darkness. 

"Who is it?" shouted Cattermole in a 
hysterical throat cry. 

"Fuse burned out, sir," came the head 
waiter's voice. "We'll have her right in 
a minute. Keep your seats, gentlemen!,. 

"Keep your seats, gentlemen, please!" 
came Blake's commanding voice out of 
the dark. 

But as he spoke somebody stumbled and 
shouted loudly. Confusion arose. The 
table-cloth was dragged to the floor, 
bringing with it the ornaments, an 
epergne, and ash-trays. An instant Jater 
a terriffic, unhuman scream broke from 
Cattermole. 

Thoroughly unnerved, the guests 
struggled toward the door. The vestibule 
was now packed with the crowd that had 
come pouring out of the public dining
room, a flood of frightened faces illumi
nated in ghastly chiaroscuro by the re
flected light from the street. 

"\Vhat is it? Did you hear that?'' 
everybody was asking. There was an in
tense tension iu the air, an unnatural fear 
that held all in its grip. 

Blake pushed forward. "Where's Cat
termole ?" he shouted. 

All looked into the private room, but, so 
strong was the universal panic, for a 
moment none would venture into it. Then 
the engineer came pushing through the 
crowd, carrying a large oil lantern, which 
he held at af'rn's length. \Vith him vras 
1\-loschcnhoff, pale with anxiety. "Some
body's cut the wires!" the proprietor was 
stammering. 

They pressed forward into the dining
room, followed by the crowd. Catter
mole lay on his side upon the floor, uu
conscious, blood streaming from his left 
eye. When they raised him they found 
that he was breathing, but apparentJy 
badly hurt. 

They carried him out and laid him on 
a lounge in the vestibule. Two patrol
men and a sergeant were already upon the 
scene, and were bundling the crowd into 
the road. One man in evening dress 
turned back, however, and the police, 
recognizing him, permitted him to make 
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his way to the lounge. He introduced 
himself. 

"My name is Lawrence Shore," he said. 
"I am a police physician." 

"I am in attendance, sir," retorted Doc
tor Grey, who, with Blake and Moschen
hoff, was bending over the unconscious 
man. 

· Shore bowed formally. As he lingered 
there, watching Doctor Grey's examina
tion, Moschenhoff asked : 

"He isn't badly hurt, is he ?" 
Doctor Grey looked up impatiently. "So 

far as I can see," he answered, "he has 
received a violent blow in the left eye. His 
assailant seems to h ave been wearing a 
ring, which has cut the skin a little. No, 
I dont think it is very serious." 

The police sergeant came up. "How 
did he hurt himself ?" he asked. "Who 
saw the accident ?" 

"It was no accident," answered Blake. 
"It was-" 

" Doctor Omega I" screamed some one 
among the little group of waiters stand
ing at the door. 

The name electrified them all. There 
followed an instant of silence ; each man 
turned a �hite face upon his neighbor's. 
Then, stiffly, automatically, Cattermole 
began sitting up. He burst into a torrent 
of impassioned cries. 

But the sounds that came from Catter
mole's lips had no resemblance to any 
human speech. They were the merest 
gibberish, such as might have been uttered 
by a raving madman. 

CHAPTER II 

ON THE THI RD MO RNI NG after
ward Lawrence Shore sat in his 
office, reading his fifth newspaper. 

At his cabinet, polishing various instru
ments, kneeled an undersized, bandy
legged hunchback of a young man. 

It was the con:;ulting hour for doctors 
-that is to say, it was that period be
tween the hours of ten and twelve when 
ante-rooms are supposed to be packed 
with visitors turning over the pages of 

months-old magazines, and five-dollar 
bills are accumulating on doctors' desks. 

But Shore, who still lacked a year or 
two of his thirties, had only been in prac
tice eight or nine months, and clients 
were still few, and very far between. 

Some times, in fact, Lawrence Shore 
felt extremely like taking up his stand on 
the steps of his house and trying to pull 
in passing pedestrians a Ia Baxter Stree-t. 
He had been exceedingly grateful for the 
"pull" which had secured him his posi
tion as police surgeon to the N'th pre
cinct. 

That brought in the bread and butter 
and kept him in tires and gasoline. Hope 
did the rest. 

He had read five newspapers, and now 
sat knitting his brows and puzzling over 
the problem which had become the sen
sation of the day. George Cattermole 
was now a patient in a private sanitarium 
owned by Doctor Grey ; he was said to be 
recovering physically, but to be h ope
lessly insane. 

THE return of "Dr. Omega" was 
featured in all the newspapers. The 

story of the ineffective trap had become 
public property, and the police were being 
severely criticised for having bungled the 
matter. I t  had become evident that the 
real postman, who had been arrested, was 
to have been held up by the actual crimi
nals on his way to the post-office, and 
robbed of his bags. There were stories of 
a mysterious motor-car which had been 
drawn up to the sidewalk just round the 
corner and was reported to have driven 
off swiftly as soon as the arrest was made. 

I t  was currently reported that half a 
score of wealthy men had paid fortunes 
in blackmail rather than undergo the fate 
of Cattermole. 

Only two men had had the courage to 
defy the gang openly. Sands had inti
mated to the press that "when Dr. Omega 
wanted him, he knew where to find him." 
And Vincent Blake, who was reported to 
be engaged to Sand's daughter, Marianne, 
had offered a reward of twenty-five thou-
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sand dollars for the discovery and arrest 
of the master criminal. 
There was as yet, however, not the 

slightest clue to Cattermole's mysterious 
assailant. It was supposed that he had 
entered from the vestibule of Moschen
hoff's after cutting the electric wires, but 
no one had perceived him. 
Shore threw down the fifth newspaper. 

"Andy, what do you make of this Catter
mole business ?" he asked. 
The hunchback, without moving the 

position of his legs, swung his crooked 
body around, as if upon a pivot. 
"I guess it's Doctor Omega sure enough, 

l\I r. Larry," he answered. "An' all the 
clicks in New York won't never catch 
him." 
''\Vhy not?" asked Lawrence. 
"Because you got to set a doc to catch a 

doc, boss. Now, if they was to set you on 
his trial, maybe there'd be something d•.l
ing." 

Lawrence Shore, who was sti11 young 
enough to feel the glamor of a detective's 
career, felt an absurd pleasure at the 
words. Six months before he had picked 
Andy Meggs out of the gutter and made 
him factotum of his bachelor establish
ment. Andy was as devoted to him as a 
mother to her child. 
"Now I shouldn't be surprised if there 

wasn't something in that, Andy," answered 
Lawrence ; and just then the telephone 
rang. 

He took down the receiver. I t  was 
a call from Police Headquarters, asking 
if he could come over immediately. Tl,e 
speaker was Inspector Clambarn, through 
whose influence Lawrence had secured his 
post. Clambarn's father and his had been 
old friends. 

''I'll be with you right away," Shore 
answered, and, instructing Andy to do his 
best to detain any visitors who might 
come, he left the office. 

F
IFTEEN MINUTES later Shore was 
shown into Clambarn's room. and 

found him closeted with Doctor Grey, 
who, as if to make up for his curtness on 

the night of the accident, rose and gave 
Lawrence his hand. 
"Sit down, Lawrence," said Clambarn. 

"Heard the latest news?" 
"About Cattermole ?" 
Clambarn gave a short laugh. "You're 

a back number, Shore. An early hour 
this morning Eli Bronson was found 
lying insensible in an unused hallway near 
his apartment house, in exactly the same 
condition as Catterrnole." 

Lawrenr� whistled. Clambarn looked 
at Grey, who turned in his chair. 

"It's this way Shore," he said. "Bron· 
son, who hadn't been home all night, must 
have been attacked on his way back fro:n 
his club, where he had spent the evening. 
His doctor, Parmelee, called me in to con· 
suit. I found that the left orbit was sur
rounded by a ring of extravasation-the 
worst black eye I've eYer seen, in fact. 
The assailant wore a projecting ring-, 
which had cut the artery at the inner 
angle of the eye and nose. When I saw 
Bronson he had recovered consciousness, 
and seemed to recognize his wife, but h<! 
was spouting absolute gibberish. Fur
thermore, he couldn't undersfand a word 
that was said to him. 

"I happen to know," Ctambarn inter
posed, "that Bronson, like Cattermo1e, had 
refused to pay blackmail. \\'ill you give 
Shore the opinion that you gave me, Doc
tor Grey?" 

D
OCTOR GREY leaned forward and 
spoke deliberately, yet with apparent 

reluctance, as one who has a reputation to 
maintain, and is afraid of losing it. 
"My opinion," he said, "is that this Doc

tor Omega, as he call himself, was per
sonally responsible for the attack in each 
of these cases. The attack on Cattermole 
in the dark indicates a surgeon's knowl
edge of anatomy. The method appears t� 
be to deliver a violent blow on the orbit, 
sufficient to paralyze the nervous centres 
and enable him to inject some poison, 
perhaps by a ring. I should say that the 
ring may have been used after the blow 
was delivered." 
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"Why the blow . in the eye ?" asked strike the eye a glancing blow, instead of 
La w�ence. · jamming the nervous centres. I've been 

•·Becam�e the nervous system. can, of intq-that with Doctor Grey." 
co�rse, be thrown out of commission more . He laughed in his shor..t way. "Never 
qui�kj.y,, or at least more surely, by para- · mind-- the theories, . Lawrence," be said. 
lyzing the orbital nerves, than by a punch "Just consider yourself attacJted to Head
in t�.e .solar plexus, let us say, when this quarters pro lem., and go tip and have a 
i s  protected by clothing." look. at Bronson, and let ine have your 

"'�hat poison ring stuff sounds rotten · -rC1SQrt:" 
fro111 _my point of view," said Clam barn. Shore left Headquarters feeling that _his · 
"We're pretty sore over the line the press · detective ambition had suddenly been 
has taken, Lawrence, and we don't want realized. The paper which he . bought on 
to. have t� hand the papers anything like his way to the Subway contai�ed nothing · 
that unless we're sure. We want to be about the assault on Bronson. Evidently 
sure. You understand ?" the police had succeeded in keeping it 
"Po�sons are out of my line," said Doc- dark, which must mean that they �ttached · 

tor Grey. "I remembered, Shore, when . extraordinary importance to it, and were 
the In_�pector spoke of you, that you were� · straining every effort to find the assailant. 
toxicologist at Williams." 
"The fact is, Lawrence," said Clambarn, 

B
RONSON occupied an apartment in 

"�e · w�nt you to go up to Bronson's an expensive building uptown. Mrs. 
apartment house and make an examina- Bronson herself, a pretty woman in middle 
tion of him, and see whether you think life, opened the door. A few words of 
there may be anything in this poison ring explanation gained Lawrence admittance. · 
id�a." I t  was with difficulty, however, that he 
"Even if there is, it would be impossible - · ·obtained permission to s�e Bronson. 

to discover traces of poison," Shore an- "Doctor Parmelee just left," Mrs. Bron-·. 
swer�d. son declared hysterically, "and there's 
"Well, anyway, you may pick up some been one person after another here all 

sort of clue based on that idea. You - the morning. My husband's asleep, and 
think so ? • • . That's the stuff, Lawr- I won't have him wakened." 
ence. You can help us if any one can. As soon as ,he reached the bedside, 
You look as if you had an idea already." Shore saw that Bronson's sleep partook 
·shore hesitated. "No-not exactly," he more of the nature of a coma. Without 

admitted. "I noticed, however, that it arousing the injured man, he raised . the 
was the left eye in each case. I suppose bandages and examined the wound. 
that's coincidence." There was, however, little to be learned 
. .  ''Which puts you out of the running a.s from it, and it was not lil_cely Bronson 
a s.uspect, Lawrence," Clam barn laughed, would recover consciousness for hours, so . 
"for I see. ·you're reaching out your left that the chief part of the examination, the 
hand for your hat. No, it wasn't coinci- · ·  testing of the speech powers and nervous 
dence, but that's more in my line than · �reactions, must be postponed. The eye 
yours. was badly injured, and surrounded by an 
"You see, Lawrence, assuming, as we enormous ring of black. Above the upp�r 

should, that the assailant is right-banded, lid, at the corner of the nose, was a small 
he··�-ould use his right to deliver a punch wound, which bad bled profusely. 
with that force and calculated precision. "Tell me, is there any chance for him ?'' · 
Now a right-hand punch would be aimed pleaded Mrs. Bronson in the hall. "Ob, 
at the left eye, because, if it were aimt·d to · think he should have come to th_is, 
at the · right, it would either be intercepted when be hadn't an enemy in the world, 
by the bridge of the nose, or else it would save one !" 
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"You mean Doctor Omega-?'' Law
renee began, but she cut him short with a 
contemptuous gesture. 

"I'IJ tell you who Doctor Omega is !" 
she cried. "And you can te11 whoever 
sent you. It's Charles Sands !" 

Lawrence looked at her in stupefaction. 
"Yes, the time's come to speak, and- I 

will speak ! "  she went on wildly. "It's a 
year or two ago now that they were all 
up to their necks in it-I mean their cot
ton pool. Sands was deepest in, and he 
wanted the rest to go dpwn to ruin with 
him. 

· "But Eli had me to consider, and I 
knew aU about it, and I was after him day 
and night to sell out, without Jetting any 
one know. George Cattermole was after 
him as well as me. They call a man hard 
names when he goes behind his partner, 
but · I  don't believe in honor among 

. thieves, and that's what finance is-just 
plain thievery ! 

· "George Cattermole and I persuaded 
Eli to sell and break the pool. Charles 
Sands was ruined. He took his medicine. 
. • • Oh, I'm not saying he squealed . .  
That's what worried poor Eli. Sands 
never sa:id a word, never let any one know 
whom he suspected, but ever since then 
my husband has been mortally afraid of 
him. 

"Sometimes I've thought I'd rather 
have had Eli stand by him, and have had 
us all go down together than have this 
going on, month after month, Eli seeing 
Sands nearly every day, and never know
ing whether he suspected him. It's been 
a long hell. And now George Catter
mole's gone, and pool Eli-Oh, God ill 
h eaven, that man shaH pay !" 

Lawrence Shore made his way back to 
Headquarters and wrote a report at Clam
barn's request. He declined to comm1t 
himself to the poison

· 
ring theory, stating 

that in his opinion the violence of the 
'blow might have been sufficient to haYe 
caused the aphasia. He added that, not 
having examined the patient, h e  was un
able to pronounce upon the extent of the 
injury. 

THE report was necessarily of the mo-;t 
formal nature, and Clambarn was not 

unreasonably dissatisfied. 
"I suppose that's all you can do, Law

rence, but I want you to stick to this ease ... 

he said. "Go up and see Bronson again 
when he has recovered consciousness. 
What's that ? Sure ! Follow it up any 
way you please. I've a hunch that Bron
son won't be the last of them, and God 
knows we're up against it ! "  

"I suppose Sands has been warned?" 
asked Lawrence. 

"Sands? Well, we've phoned the police 
at Longfield, and I guess they'll keep him 
closely guarded," answered Clambam ir
ritably. "But of course that's out ot our 
jurisdiction, and we've got no men to 
spare to send out there." 

Lawrence, with the impulsiveness of 
youth, had decided to take a longer line 
than Clambarn expected. He meant to 
avail himself to the fullest extent of the 
Inspector's permission to follow up the 
case. 

He had decided, on the way downtown. 
to say nothing to Clambarn about Mr�t. 
Bronson's outburst. That was not a part 
of his job, strictly speaking. If  he did so, 
and she denied her statements, he would 
look uncommonly foolish ; ii she decidefl 
to stand by them, she would doubtless 
communicate them to the authorities her
self. 

It seemed to Lawrence quite possi
ble that Clambarn was already in pos
session of them. 

By this time Shore felt the detective 
instinct thoroughly aroused in him: He 
had resolved to go out to Sand's place 
at Longfield and follow up the clue. He 
had very little idea what he was going to 
do there, but his excuse might very well 
be the danger which menaced the finan
cier, as the most recalcitrant of · Ne-w 
York's wealthy men. 

ANDY MEGGS, who had gathered 
the purport of his master's telephone 

conversation with Headquarters, sus
pected that he was bound on the same 
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errand, when Shore told him that he 
might not be back until late that night. 

"Say, boss, won't you take me with 
you?'' he pleaded, as Lawrence was get
ting ready to leave the house. 

41Why, where do you think I'm going?'' 
his master demanded. 

Andy favored him with a wink. 
"I guess you'll need me, Mr. Larry," he 

urged. "Honest, your life ain't safe with 
that Omega gang around. I guess my 
job's with you." 

"Your job," said Shore, "will be to walt 
in this house for me, and, if any patients 
come, to tell them that I've been called 
out of town on an impor.tant case, and 
may be back any moment. Ats·o to take 
their names and telephone numbers." 

Andy sighed. "All right, Mr. Larry," 
he said, in affected resignation. 

But no sooner had Lawrence left the 
house than the hunchback slipped out of 
the door and began trailing him along the 
street. Andy had no intention of per
mitting his master to meet the fate of 
Cattermole if he could prevent it. 

He followed him unobtrusi' ely into the 
Pennsylvania Terminal, and, while Law· 
renee was at the window of the ticket 
office, succeeded in edging clo!>e to him 
without being detected. He could not 
hear the name of the place that Lawrence 
gave as his destination, but th� instant his 
master had left the window Andy darted 
from behind the stout party who had been 
unwittingly screening him._ 

"Gimmc me one to the same place l "  he 
commanded. 

He followed Lawrence down the stairs 
and took up his position at the further 
end of the platform. 

Meanwhile Shore, ignorant of his fol
lower's disobedience of orders, took a late 
afternoon train out to Longfield, a 
suburban station a few miles beyond 
Jamaica. On the way out he made his 
plans. He meant to discuss the attack on 
Bronson with Sands, meanwhile observ
ing him, drawing him out, his ostensible 
reason for the visit being to warn him 
of his own danger. 

SANDS'S house was an imposing 
looking place about a mile from the 

station. It stood in two or three acres 
of ground on a steep hill, and there were 
no other houses in the immediate vicinity. 
A complete circle of gravelled drive en
dosed the lawn and garden, the two ro:1ds 
diverging at the gate and meeting in front 
of the house. 

In spite of the warning that had been 
sent to the local police, Shore met no one 
once he had left the immediate environs 
of the station. It was almost dark when 
he arrived. Not a light showed in the 
house. It looked as if Sands had gone 
out of town, either to avoid the attentions 
of the gang, or to divert suspicion from 
himself, if he were really guilty. That, 
too, explained the absence of the police. 

Making his way up the gravelled drive, 
Shore ascended the long flight of concrete 
steps that led up to the front door, and 
rang the bell. After \vaiting a minute or 
two, he rang again, and finally, becoming 
impatient, beat a loud tattoo with the 
knocker. 

Still there was no response from 
within. Shore was now convinced that 
the house was empty, but he decided to 
make a circuit of the building in order to 
ascertain the fact beyond a doubt. The 
shades were down at all the windows in 
the front and on the right wing. The 
kitchen door in the rear was locked, and 
there was a pile of unwashed dishes 
against the little window above the sink. 

There was no sign of occup:1tion. The 
shades were down at all the windows of 
the left wing as well, and all the windows 
were closed. But of a sudden Shore fan
cied that he saw a faint glimmer of light 
at a large window on the second floor. 

SHORE stepped back, looked up, and 
then convinced himself of this. The 

light ·seemed to come from a small bulb, 
and was almost completely obscured by 
the heavy curtains which were drawn 
before the window. 

Somebody must be in the house, then, 
or had been there within the past pal£-
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hour, unless the bulb had been turned on 
all day. 

Of course, the light might have been left 
purning in · a large closet, but Shore was 
certain that some one was in that room, 
and did not wish for visitors at the 
moment. 

The window-sill was not more than 
fifteen feet overhead. The wall was over
grown with a very old creeper, now bare 
of leaves, growing close to it. Lawrence 
!"aw that the main trunk ran upward close 
beside the window. It must have been 
planted years before, and was almost as 
thick as a sapling, standing out several 
inches from the wall, from which, in the 
course of its growth, it had broken away. 

I n  another moment, rather against bis 
judgment, Shore .had begun to scrambl� 
up the vine. He reached the level of the 
sill, hesitated a moment, and then, reach
ing out, placed his hands on the broad 
ledge, swung himself off, and pulled up 
until he was resting there upon his hands 
and knees. 

He could see that the window was 
closed, but not bolted. The curtains be
hind it were so closely drawn, and of so 
heavy a material, that it was impossible 
to see anything except the faint glow of 
what now appeared to be an oil lamp, set 
on a table. 

Lawrence crouched there in the dark
ness for fully two minutes. He could not 
tnake up his mind what to do, To effect 
burglarious entrance was impossible ; 
there might be a sick person within. Nev
ertheless, he was conscious of an unrea
soning instinct to throw up that window 
and enter. 

At last, as judgment began to conquer 
instinct, Shore reluctantly Jet his feet drop 
from the sill and began feeling for th� 
trunk of the vine at the side. He had 
just' found it and gripped it with his 
calves, when a prolonged single shriek 
broke from the interior of the house, ap
parently from the room which he had 
been on the point of entering. 

Following it came the faint sound of 
a window beingthrown up-then a silence 

that was almost more nerve-racking tha.u 
the scream, whose echoes still went ring
ing through Lawrence's head in innume.r� 
able blending undertones. 

For just an instant, so sudden and fear
ful had the cry been, Shore felt totally 
unnerved. Then he had scrambled up to 
the window-sill again, and was digging 
his finger-tips underneath the sash of the 
window. 

He managed to throw it up. Pushing 
back the heavy curtains, he vaulted into 
the room. A gust of wind sent the oil 
lamp upon the window flaring into the 
chimney. Before Shore had freed himself 
of the entanglement of the curtains, it had
gone out. 

S
HORE listened a moment in the dark

ness, alert for the slightest sound, but 
none came, and, very softly, ·he put his 
hand in his pocket, drew out a box of 
matches, extracted one, and lit iL 

By the tiny light he could see Charles 
Sands seated in a large chair beside a, 
bookcase, his head drooping upon his 
breast, and a little trickle of blood run
ning down from a corner of his left eye. 

There was no one else in the room, 
which was evidently the library. and ex
tended the whole width of the house, and 
there was an open window on the opposite 
side, which Shore was positive had been 
closed when he had made the circuit of 
the building. 

At the same time there came the sud
den firing of a car engine some distance 
away, and the swift ru�h of a car into 
the darkness. It was clear that the assail
ant had made his get-away. 

Shore struck another match, snapped 
an electric light button upon the wall with 
no result, and lit the lamp. · He was. 
shaken by the discovery, and the t"ea1iza
tion that h e  might have been in time hl 
save Sands, if he had not let his judgment 
overcome his instinct. And the presence 
of the injured man appeared to be the 
positive refutal of Mrs. Bronson's charge, 
which had brought him to Longfield. 

H aving relit the lamp, Shore turned to 
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Sands and began to make an examination. 
Sand� was completely unconscious. He 
had probably been attacked while dozing 
in his armchair. 

The financier had been assailed exactly 
in the same way :lis Bronson and Catter
mole. The extravasated blood was al
ready beginning to ring the left orbit with 
a circle of reddish black. Over the upper 
eyelid, near the angle of the nose, was 
what looked Jike nothing more than a 
small puncture, from which the blood had 
already ceased to flow. 

Shore felt the supra-orbital ridge. His 
first impression was that it might be bro
ken, that a fragment of bone was perhaps 
pressing inward upon the nerve centers. 
But this was not the case. 

S
HORE became more and more bewil

dered as he continued his examina
tion. He could not understand why in 
Sands's case, as in Cattermole's, a blow 
in the eye, however violent, followed or 
accompanied by a slight puncture, should 
produce more than momentary uncon
sciousness. He knew there was no poison 
in the world that could act so instan
taneously. 

Upon the table was a thin, flexible 
paper-cut�er. Lighting another match, 
Shore sterilized the point in the flame, 
and used it to probe the wound. To his 
surprise, he found the puncture much 
deeper than he had expected. The force 
of the blow had pierced the frontal bone, 
without fracturing it ; it had been gauged 
to a nicety. 

And . suddenly the devilish scheme of 
the assailant became clear. At this point 
above the eyelid only a thin lamina of 
bone protected the most highly organ
ized center of the brain-the convolution 
of B roca, in which are situated the 
speech, reading· and writing centers-all 
those that are associated with the higher 
development of man and differentiate him 
from the ape. 

Broca's convolution is situated in the 
left frontal hemisphere of the brain. The 
choice of the left eye had been deliberate. 

A similar injury to the right orbital re
gion, though ir pierced the frontal lobe 
of the brain equally, would have pro
duced no such effects-because that part 
of the brain hemisphere is a mere dupli
cate of the left side, and contains no 
organized centers at all. 

The assailant, having an exact knowl
edge of the anatomy of these parts, had 
put into effect the most awful concept 
that could have crossed the mind of any 
human being. He had deliberately dis� 
integrated this portion of the brain sub
stance in each of his victims, thereby 
effectively cutting him off from all com
munication with the external world for
ever. It was the plan of a human monster. 
It was the most diabolical conception 
possible, the product of a fiend's mind. 

And, in the horror of this discovery, 
there came to Shore, as if by inspiration, 
the knowledge of the precise means by 
which he would be enabled to circumvent 
the devil who had conceived these crim�s. 
It was as if Providence, and not I nspec
tor Clambarn, had been at the Headquar
ters and of the telephone that morning. 

As Shore stepped back for a moment 
and surveyed the unconscious man, he 
was startled by the sound of a motor-car. 
I t  stopped before the house. Before he 
could make up his mind whether to re
main or to escape by the way he had 
come, he heard quick footsteps on the 
stairs, the door opened, and a girl stood 
in the entrance. 

CHAPTER Ill 

S

H E  was a dainty, pretty, dark-haired 
girl of twenty-three or four. At the 
sight of Shore she started backward, 

and her eyes grew wide with fear. Then 
her glance fell upon the man in the chair, 
and she uttered a loud cry and ran for
ward, flinging herself upon her knet-s 
beside him. 

"Daddy l Daddy, it isn't true I You
you're only pretending I "  

She sprang t o  her feet. confronting 
Shore. "What is it ? ·who are you ? 
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What has happened to my father ?" she 
panted. 

Shore took her by the arms and forced 
her, as gently as possible, into another 
chair. 

"You must try to keep calm, Miss 
Sands. I am a physician," he said. "You 
cannot help him if you allow yourself to 
lose your self-control." 

But he was compelled to restrain her 
forcibly. 
"I t's all useless ! "  she cried hysterically. 

"It's all for nothing ! Let me go ! Let 
me go to him ! " 
Shore was still struggling with her 

when there sounded the heavier steps of 
someone running along the hall. A man 
came stumbling into the room, came to 
a standstill in· the middle, and uttered an 
amazed cry. 

THE newcomer was a man servant, 
about fifty years of age, and dressed 

in evening clothes. The smoothly shaven 
face was surmounted by thin wisps of 
yellow-gray hair. There was something 
repulsive in the oleaginous face, with the 
thick nose and drooping mouth, and hard 
blue eyes beneath heavy eyelids which 
blinked into his. 
"Miss Marianne ! What is it ?" mum

bled the butler, blinking from one to the 
other, and at the injured man. 

· Shore released the girl, who at once 
sprang to her father's side. 
"Come here ! " he called. "Take your 

master by the feet ! I 'll hold his shoul
ders. We want to get him on this lounge. 
That's right ! Easy, now, and don't jolt 
him ! So ! "  

When Sands was in his new position 
Shore turned to Marianne. 

"I'm a surgeon att�hed to New York 
police ·headquarters," he said. "I heard 
your father cry for help when I was out
side the house, and, as the front door was 
closed and no one answered, I carne in 
through that window. He had just been 
struck down. The man who did it got 
away in a car. I was too late." 

The girl broke into a frenzy of weep• 

ing. "You were too late !" she sobbed. 
"We've been afraid of this, we've been 
expecting it every hour, but Daddy 
wouldn't believe he was in danger. I 'll 
never forgive myself for having left him 
for the day. But I had to. It was for 
his sake-! had to !" 

S
HORE turned to the butler. "What 
were you doing while this was going 

on ?'' he demanded. "That's what seems 
to me to need the most immediate 
explanation;" 
The butler turned a scared, yellow face 

upon Lawrence. "I-I was at the bottom 
of the grounds, sir," he faltered. "All the 
lights had gone out-in the house aml 
along the drive. Mr. Sands had only just 
got home. He called me and said he 
thought something must have happened 
at the power station, and he sent me 
down with a lantern to meet Miss 
Marianne, who had taken the car into 
town this morning and was expected back 
any minute." 

"Where are the rest of the servants ?" 
asked Lawrence. 

"The cook and the maids left yester
day, after they'd read in the papers that 
Mr. Sands's life was threatened. He 
offered them a lot more money if they'd 
stay, but they were too scared. There's 
nobody le.ft but me." 
"And how long have you been employed 

by Mr. Sands ?" 
"About four months. You can't put 

nothing on me." 
"I 'm not trying to-at present. Where's 

the telephone ?" 
"Downstairs in the hall," muttered the 

other. 
Shore turned to Marianne Sands. "I'm 

going to try to get a message through to 
Headquarters," he said, "unless the wire's 
been cut, as it probably has. Show me 
the telephone ! " he demanded of the 
butler. 
The man, still mumbling, turned and 

preceded him out of the room. At the 
head of the stairs the lantern, which he 
had deposited there, gave out a littl� 
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gleam in the darkness of the interior. He 
picked this up and led the way down to 
the hall. Lawrence, having located the 
telephone, picked up the receiver, but, as 
he had anticipated, there came no re
sponse from the local exchange. 

He hung it up. "Wires cut," he said. 
'"They've done their work thoroughly.'' 

M
ARIANNE SANDS came runnin� 
dowa the stairs. She came to his 

side. "What is the use-what are you 
going to do ?" she panted. "\Vhat's thLlt 
you said?" 

The girl seemed beside herself with 
terror. 
"The 'wire's been cut," said Shore. 

"Your man will have to notify the vil
lage police." He turned to the butler 
again. "Tetl them what's happened," he 
said, "and have them get in touch with 
Headquarters in New York right away. 
Say that the assailant of :Mr. Sands got 
away in a car a few minutes ago, and that 
Doctor Shore is remaining at the house 
to attend Mr. Sands, and will be over as 
soon as possible. \Vho's the regular 
physician ?" · 
"Doctor Featherston, sir, but he's gone 

away for a week. Doctor Banks, of North 
Centre, is attending his patients." 
"Ring him up afterward and tell him to 

come over immediately. That's right, 
Miss Sands ?" he continued, turning to 
the girl, who had once or twice appeared 
to begin some pn:ltest. 
"Oh, I suppose 'i'>o," she answered 

drearily. "What does it matter now that 
they've got my father? You'd better do 
as he tells you, Anderson." 

She plucked Shore by the sleeve. 
"\Von't you come back and sec-see if 

nothing can be done for him ?'' she 
begged. "I'm quite calm now." 
"Hurry !" said Shore to the butler, and 

he and Marianne ascended the stairs 
again. Sands lay on the lounge exactly as 
he had been placed there. Marianne 
kneeled down beside him again and peered 
anxiously into his face, seeming to hang 
upon every breath that he drew, Shore 

began to count the pulse. I t was full, 
steady, and very slow. The pupils under 
the closed eyelids were contracted to pin
points. Sands showed no signs of awak
ening. The injury seemed even more 
severe than in the case of Bronson. 

S
HORE tried to figure out the situa
tion during the few minutes of silence 

that ensued. Mrs. Bronson's charge was 
certainly discredited more thoroughly 
than by any other possible means. The 
attacker had laid his plans with horrible 
efficiency. And there was no clue ; but 
Shore's suspicions kept turning toward 
the man .\nderson. He did not like him. 
The butler's story had been plausible, it 
had effectually acquitted him of being 
Sands's actual assailant ;  but it was too 
plausible, too timely-just the sort of alihi 
that a confederate would have arranged· 
for himself. 
As i£ reading the thoughts that went 

through Shore's mind, Marianne rose, 
turned toward him, and asked: 

"Who did this ? If I knew, I swear 
there is nothing I would not do to bring 
home his guilt to him. I'd go through 
fire-I'd die ! I s  there no clue at aU ?" 
"None, so far .as I know, Miss Sands. 

We hoped to save your father. I was five 
minutes too late." 
"You weren't to blame. The police 

sent a man to watch the house, but Daddy 
sent him away. He wouldn't believe he 
was in danger. He seemed so confident
that's what I couldn't understand." 
"Miss Sands," Shore interposed, "may 

I ask you something ? \Vhat did you 
mean when you cried out that your father 
was only pretending to have been injured, 
and that he was trying to frighten you ?'� 

S
HORE sensed the change in her be
fore he read it in her face. She was 

on guard immediately, and for the first 
time the idea occurred to him that she 
knew or suspected something that she was 
unwilling to communicate to him. 
"You do trust me, Miss Sands?" he 

asked. 
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"Of course I do. But--" 
"Remember that we are anxious to de

vote all our interest to clearing up this 
mystery, to punish the assailant of your · 
father, and to prevent the possibility of 
its recurrence in the case of others. You 
must do everything in your power to help 
us." 

"Do you mean that 1-that I 'm not 
willing ?" she demanded vehemently. 
Shore could see that his words had agi
tated her intensely. 
"I don't mean that. But when you 

seemed to think your father might be 
pretending--" 

''I don't know what I said, or why I 
said it. How should I remember ? I 
was stunned when I came in and !>aW 
that the blow had fallen, the blow we'd 
been fearing every moment since .Mr. Cat
termole was attacked. How should I 
know ?" 
"And you suspect no one ?" asked 

Shore. 
The stubborn, set look on the girl's face 

began to confirm his suspicions. 
"You said something was useless," he 

continued, hating to press her, and yet 
growing more and more sure that she 
could tell him something which might 
throw a new tight on the conspiracy. 
"You said it was all useless, all for noth
ing. Did you mean certain precautions 
that you had taken ?" 

She wrung her hands. 
"I didn't mean-1 didn't mean that," 

she answered. "If I were to try to speak 
-but I can't speak now. I can't. I must 
think. I haven't a friend to turn to. I 
must wait till I can see clearly what I 
ought to do. I f you force me, I shall tell 
you lies. Wait-wait-" 

A 
ROAR interrupted them, so deep, 
sudden, resonant, that both leaped 

backward. As that night in the vestibule 
of Moschenhoff's, JiO, now, the stricken 
man had suddenly come back to con
sciousness. Charles Sands was sitting 
bolt upright upon the lounge. 
And the sounds that came from his lips 

were like those that might have been made 
by an enraged gorilla. 

But it was perfectly clear that he was 
not infuriated. He stopped, and, evi
dently under the impression that he had 
perfectly expressed himsel f, he seemed to 
be waiting for a reply. There was recog
nition in his eyes as he turned them upon 
Marianne, and perplexity in the stare with 
which he favored Shore. 
Marianne flung herself beside him and 

put her arms about his neck, breaking into 
heart-rending sobs. 

But she sprang back as another roar 
issued from Sands's mouth. And now 
the financier seemed to realize that some
thing was wrong. He became silent again, 
and looked at Marianne in irritation and 
bewilderment. 

Then he clapped his hand to his in
jured eye. He remembered and under
stood. A groan broke from his lips. He 
fell back on the pillow, silent, bracing 
himself to meet the realization. 

Shore bent over him. 
"Listen, Mr. Sands ! Do you under

stand what I am saying ? I f so, nod your 
head/' he said. 
Sands did not nod his head ; he only 

stared at Shore with the same look of 
pathetic helplessness. 
"Have you a pencil and a sheet of 

paper ?" Shore asked Marianne. 
The girl hastened to a desk in a corner 

of the room, and came back with them. 
She was holding herself together with an 
intense effort of will. Shore wrote: 
"Can you write down what has hap

pened to you ?" 
He held it a little distance from Sands's 

face, so that the light from the oil lamp 
should fall on it. Sands looked at it and 
then at Shore. He took the pencil in his· 
hand. Shore drew up the table and laid 
the pencil on it. 
Sands began scribbling furiously. The 

paper was quickly covered with fly-tracks 
and ellipses, such as might have been 
made by a child of four. But there was 
absolutely no meaning in them. 

Shore took the paper from the table. I t 
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was all exactly as he had expected. Mar
ianne stood before him, her hands clasped 
tightly. 

"There is no chance at all ?" she asked. 
Shore, who knew that there was none, 

tried nevertheless to minimize the shock 
of the truth. 

"I'm afraid he is in a bad way." 
"Then he is doomed to go through life 

like this ? For years, perhaps ?" 
· Shore inclined his head. 

"Then," said the girl slowly, "I'll tell 
you what I know . . . .  What was 
that ?" she added quickly, assuming a lis
tening attitude. 

'[HERE was the sound of low voices 
in the hall below. Anderson must 

have returned with the police. Mari
anne's fingers gripped Lawrence's arm. 

''I 'll tell you," she repeated. "I'll trust 
you. I said I hadn't a friend to turn to. 
Will you be that friend ? Tell me your 
name and where you live, so that I can 
send a message to you." 

Lawrence told her hurriedly. The men 
were bounding up the stairs. The door 
flew open. Two policemen leaped into 
the room. Over their heads Shore saw 
the butler, Anderson. 

"That's h im !" shouted Anderson exul
tantly. 

The two flung themselves on Lawrence 
and precipitated him to the floor. While 
one of them went through him, the other, 
who must have weighed three hundred 
pounds, straddled his chest and thrust the 
barrel of an ancient revolver against his 
cheek. 

" One move and you're gone ! "  he 
panted. 

Shore heard Marianne scream. Taken 
entirely by surprise, after a momentary 
struggle he lay perfectly still, making no 
attempt at resistance. From his place on 
the floor he saw a fourth man push past 
the butler and make his way into the 
library. 

He recognized this man as Vincent 
Blake, from the photograph s  which had 
been frequently published in the news
papers. 

Vincent Blake had been a Sunday celeb
rity ever since his rise to fame. 

"Hold him ! "  he commanded, casting a 
glance at Lawrence on the floor. His 
eyes fell upon Sands, who seemed to h ave 
relapsed into unconsciousness, and, as 
Marianne cried out again, he turned to 
her and put him arms about her. 

"Try to be brave, Marianne I Found 
anything on him ?" Blake asked of the 
policemen. 

"On'y this," answered the one who was 
searching Lawrence, holding out his 
pocket-book. Meanwhile the stout police 
captain, having satisfied h imself that he 
had his captive in hand, got off his chest, 
puffing, and motioned him to get up. 

MARIANNE detached hersel{ from 
Blake's arms and stepped forward. 

"Let Doctor Shore go I This is ridicu
lous ! "  she exclaimed. "Doctor Shore 
climbed in through that window when he 
heard my father cry for help. Do you 
suppose he would have remained here to' 

be arrested ? He's from Headquarters 
in New York." 

" Detective, p'raps ?" inquired Captain 
jones sarcastically. And to Shore, 
"Where's yer badge ?" 

"I am a police surgeon for the N'th pre
cinct, and am acting for Headquarters 
under instructions,'' answered Shore hotly. 
"You'd better get after the right man ! "  

"And what business had you prowling 
about this house and breaking in ?" de
manded Blake vehemently. "Captain, I 
advise you to hold that man." 

"Well, that's about what I was thinkin," 
answered Captain Jones good-humoredly. 

And with surprising dexterity for one 
so cumbersome he snapped an ancient, 
rusty handcuff on Lawrence's right wrist, 
and attached the other to h is own. 

(The concluding chapters of "The �our Dumb Men" will appear in the 
· tNovember iasue of WAYSIDE TALE � AND CARTOONS MAGAZINE.) 
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TH E  laboratory was so dusky dark 
that· Brodin, standing in the door

way, thought no one was there. He had 
come to see Kendricks for something to 
kill the green worms on his elm trees. A 
girl-a dark slender girl, was with him. 
They looked in among the tables and 
bottles, and the girl shivered a little. 

"The last time I was here, Kegway was 
sitting there by the window. Was it four 
years ago he died ?" 

"Yes," Brodin nodded, "four years. 
Don't know why Kendricks isn't here. 
He usually is at this time. I think I 'll 
wait for him if you can find your way 
home alone. Can you ?" 

"Yes-I think so," she decided. ( She 
had been in Marshall just one day.) "I 'll 
come back for you in about an hour." 

Brodin watched her down the hall and 
out, then turned into Kendricks' acid
scented den, and made himself comfort
able in a big chair by the window. He 
had been there a good ten minutes, when 
the sound of liquid pouring in a beeker 
tinkled into the silence, and, half-startled, 
he sat up and looked over the back of the 
chair, only to see Kendricks sitting at a 
desk on the far side of the room, all ab
sorbedly mixing, measuring, pouring
thinking ! 

"The devil ! "  Brodin exclaimed. "You 
are here I Why can't you speak to a fel
low I" 

But it was another good ten minutes 
before Kendricks did speak. Then he 
came across the room, lit a shaded blue 
light above Brodin's head, turned a gray
cloth chair to face his guest, and sat 
down, smiling. Two slender vials of dull 
purple liquid lay in the palm of his left 
hand. Where the light caught them, it 
gave B rodin the thought of their being 
mixed with fire ! 

"When'd you get back, Brody ?" Kend
ricks greeted him, delivering a warm hand 
shake. "I 've missed you a long time. 
Glad you came." 

Brodin found a case of cigarettes in his 
pocket, offered one, and helped himself. 

"Just got back today, Ken," he began, 
· '  
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lighting his cigarette, and tossing by the 
match, "and I found a million worms in 
my elm trees. Those pesky green ones. 
Got anything deadly ?" 

Kendricks fingered the little vials and 
looked out into the gray of twilight. He 
was handsome, was Kendricks. Tall, 
blond, serious, with dark eyes, and lips 
that meant a great deal before they said 
anything at all. Firm, expressive lips
boyish, humorous lips-serious, decisive 
lips, and a firm, fine chin. His hair was 
thick, brushed back from a splendid fore
head, and his eye-brows keen and close 
together. He was older than young, and 
younger than old-a boy, a man-a 
thoughtful, almost dreamy combination of 
both. 

"Yes," he said at last, facing Brodin and 
smiting again. "I have something deadly 
tonight all right I I 've got-Brodin, I 've 
got what we've been waiting for I "  

"Ken ! "  Brodin exclaimed, coming t o  
his feet. "You've got it ! You hat!e it I ' '  
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H a s  th e "lo v e  sto ry" 
seen its day? Is ail old
fashioned love story with a 
modern, 1921 setting still 
possible? H a v e  all  the 
known a n d  availa b l e  
changes been rung upon 
romance? Don't say no 
until you have read this 
altogether charming tale 

by Dixie Willson about 
the man and the maid who 
met and re-met upon the 
Great Highway - a beau
tiful story that you'll re:
niember � · and tell others 
about. 

Kendricks slipped the little bottles in 
his pocket. 

''Yes," he assured his friend, "I 've got 
it. I 'm so sure of it, I can't wait to try I "  

Brodin was thoughtful a long minute. 
" Kendricks," he said at last, "if you 

have got it, you've done the most won
derful thing in the world ! You've found 
the way out of man's one great · terror ! 
You've discovered the one long road-the 
one great country . no man has ever 
known. Have you told the boys ?'' 

·"No," Kendricks replied. "No, I haven't. 
Call them, will you ? Tell them to come 
soon, and we'll find out the rest." 

He put his handsome blond head back 
against the gray . chair, and looked out 
again into the gathering night/' 

· "I 'm mighty anxious to know," he said, 
thoughtfully. "Tell them to come-to
night." 

S
EVEN MEN .were iron-bound pals. 

Seven men, and · bachelors : John 
Kendricks, the chemist ; Bar bet, an au-

thor·; Dean Fletcher, a millionaire ; A. C. 
Rolly, a carver ; Dickerman, a �echanic : 
Woodson Belding, a gardener, and Brodin, 
a scientist. 

These were the six good men who had 
put up six pots of money for John Kend
ricks to do this thing he had so much 
believed in. 

"If certain chemicals can stop life,'' 
Kendricks had said, "then also certain 
chemicals can begin it." 

At first the six pals had let him talk, 
but finally he had convinced them. He 
believed so well what he could d o-be
lieved it so positively that at last he left 
no room even for them to doubt. He 
would prepare two chemicals of opposite 
action-one to stop life, one to start it. 
He would take the first, and thus put him
self where he could see those things that 
no man sees, and discover the country 
that no man knows ; the second would 
bring him back to tell them all he had 
found ! 

I t  was so easy ! I t  was as easy as turn
ing red to blue and back again, and yet 
such a big thing for men to know ! 

Kendricks had become very eager to go 
through with it ! He had begun to dream 
about what he should see, as he had once 
dreamed about a trip to Alaska. 

"I wonder if I 'll  find old Kegway,'' he 
had mused. "I wonder if he'Jl ask me 
why I let them give away his railroad 
stock. 

"I wonder if he'll ask me if Carrie has  
been happy since he died ! ' '  

And just for fun, with the whimsical 
spirit of a tragedy mask and a comedy 
smile, he had called Carrie on the phone 
to find out, in case Kegway did ask him. 

S
O N O W  he was all ready. By the 

lucky accident of a wrong combina
tion of formulre, he was now all ready, 
and with cool excitement, he was eager 
for the boys to come ! He listened while 
Brodin called them, and asked him to 
remind Dickerman to invite someone in 
his place for next night's opera. 

"Tell him I'll be dead tomorrow, so 
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I 'll bring Kegway and come without a 
ticket," he laughed. 

Kendricks was like a boy waiting for 
his first ride on the train l Brodin re
garded him thoughtfully. 
"Ken, you're very positive, aren't you ?" 

he said. "It will be a wonderful, won
derful thing if you really make it true 
but-" He stopped, and walked the 
kngth of the shadowed laboratory. Kend
ricks smiled. 

"Sit down, Brody," he said� "It will be 
just going into another Metropolitan 
Museum that's all. I 'll tell you what I'll 
do to make you feel better. rll run over to 
your place for a box of those green elm 
worms, and give them a chance at dying 
and living, to show you. How's that ?'' 
"\Vhy, I 'll get them for you," Brodin 

began, reaching for the telephone. "Sit 
still ! ·• 

But Kendricks was already getting into 
his coat. 
''No," he interrupted. "I 'd like to take 

another spin down \Voodward A venue be
fore my-" He smiled in that boyish way 
of -his and fingered the little bottles in 
his ,·est pocket-"before my vacation, 
you know," he laughed ; "when I come 
back I 'll be so famous I 'll never be able 
to drive out in privacy again ! Make your
self at home-but don't touch anything." 

B
RODIN heard him stride down the 
hall-then he remembered some

thing, and hurried to the door. 
"Oh Kendricks," he called, and the 

blond fellow turned to listen-"! forgot 
to tell you about Elise. You'll find her 
there. Just stop and say hello. She's 
-you remember my sister, Mary Navarre ? 
Elise is Mary's daughter, and she's here 
for a day on her way to the mountains. 
She's a lovely th ing. I 'd like you to see 
her. Just tell her who you are, and say 
hello. She knows your name." 

In _ the drive by the door Kendricks' 
gray car was waiting, and along the street 
the lights were bright, like little signals 
of life . going on everywhere. I t was a 
festiv�·thing, was life. Did dead men see 

those lights, Kendricks wondered as he 
purred out into the avenue. Were dead 
men living up and down that white 
road, riding in the wind ? Would he, the 
next night, be looking on and laughing 
jlt how little he had known this night
or would he, on next night, be all gone
in the dark somewhere-just a snuffed
out nothing ! But anyway, when he came 
back, in still another night-when he came 
back, then he would know ! \Vhatever he 
would find when he got there, at least 
he could bring back word of. And he 
would be the greatest man in the world. 
. . . He took off his cap and lifted his 
head to the wind. The greatest man in 
the world. He smiled to think bow proud 
the old professor would be-and then be 
turned up Brodin's driveway, and sud 
denly remembered he hadn't brought a 
box to carry those worms home in ! 
But he knew Brodin's house like his 

own. He ran up the steps, pushed open 
the door, hurried down to the den, and 
there, in Brodin's big willow chair, was 
Elise ! 

· 

Somehow it didn't seem to frighten her 
when he came in. She smiled and asked 
him what he was looking for. Her v_oice 
was low and very ful l of the sweetness one 
thinks of when one thinks of a woman. 
She was rather pale, slender, with wide 
gray eyes, and a beauty that brought into. 
John Kendrick's mind a moon-flower he 
had fownd one midnight in his grand
mother's garden. 
"Are you looking for Brody ?" 
"No," he told her. "No, I'm looking 

for you. I 'm John Kendricks. Brody 
told me I 'd find you here.'' 
"Did you know my mother ?" she ques

tioned. "\Vhy are you looking for me ?', 
"Why I-1 haven't any reason," he said. 

"I-1 just came !" 
He sat down on the wide sill of the 

open window by the willow chair. 

A
LMOST always we try to make 
rather than just to live it, and 

often our clumsy fingers make mud 
from soil where seeds of roses are. 

life 
too 
pies 
But 



" 'Ken,' Brodin exclaimed, comlnc to bla feet. 'You've cot it! You have!' " 
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when in some long now and then we let 
life come as it was meant, then uncertain
ness is spared, for when it comes that 
way it is so right there can be no uncer
tainness I 

In the shadow of Brodin's (len, John 
Kendricks and Elise Navarre talked of 

'everything-talked of nothing. But both 
knew all the while that suddenly the won
derful thing had happened I 

"Elise," he said slowly, 1'you know what 
I'm , thinking of, don't you ? I've heard 
of things like this. I've heard of find
ing-'' he he�ita.t� then said it softly
"of finding- love a]( of a sudden, but I 
never believed it. I never could believe it.'' 

Elise looked beyond him. 
"I can't believe it-now," she whispered. 
John picked up the hand in his lap and 

closed it in his own. 
"Elise may I kiss you ?" he asked, as 

quietly sure in daring to love as he had 
been sure in daring to die. "Then you'd 
believe it. I'm sure you want me, Elise
don't you?" 

Her fingers lay in his a moment, then 
she rose, and crossed the room--closed 
her eyes and turned her face away from 
him-turned away to try to know if, when 
he was gone, she did want him. Could 1t 
really be that in this man's nearness was 
the strength, the warmth, the joy that 
makes love real I I t  had come so soon I 
Dare she believe it ! 

A minute Kendricks waited-two min
utes-then in the half darkness, he heard 
her crying. 

"Elise I "  he cried, reaching her in a 
second. "Forgive me if I frightened you I 
I'll go I See; I'll go right now !" 

But she turned to him smiling, tears still 
on her lips. 

"No," she said, "you're right. I do want 
you." 

LOVE is hard to telJ about. If one 
hasn't had it, one knows too little

if one has had it, one knows too much. 
But when it comes, it takes away every 
yesterday that has been, and every tomor
row that might be-it takes away oneself 

and everybody else, and leaves one just 
completeness I 

John Kendricks was twenty-nine y�ars 
old, and a man who had gathered hitriself 
knowledge of every subject men need ·to 
know--except the one of love. Not that 
he hadn't thought about it. It had oc
curred to him, but as a vague far-away 
something that only meant a lot to men 
who had no other vital thing to get out 
of life. But John Kendricks had! Chem
ist, scientist, psychologist-his life was so 
full with just himself that nothing else 
had occurred to him. So now, when sud
denly . these gray eyes set his blood tin
gling-when suddenly the touch of these 
fingers caught him like the teeth of a 
trap-Kendricks found himself lost in an 
emotion he knew nothing about at all r 

He kissed her. He held her head against 
his shoulder, and then after the first fear 
of it was over, h e  laughed and popped 
boyish kisses all over her face. 

"I didn't think anything ever could hap· 
pen like this," he laughed. 1'You came 
like the girls a genii brings when h e  snaps 
his fingers ! "  

"But it's very real," she said thought
fully. "It doesn't seem new to me some
how. You don't seem strange. When I 
first saw you there in the door, I felt you 
as close as you are to me now." 

"It will be wonderful to have you in my 
house," he mused. "Why I don't know 
how I can ever go back at all without 
you I Think how it will be to find you 
sitting in my leather chair, and find you · 
reading my books, and have you some
where around to answer when I call! 
I'll call a thousand times a day just to hear · 
you answer ! You feel that's just where 
you belong, don't you ?" . 

She put her arms around his waist, 
shut her hands together against his back, 
and looked up at him smiling. 

"Yes, John, I do," she said. "It seems 
to me there never has been any one at all 
but you, or any time at all but now. Will 
you go to the mountains with me tamer
row? I can't even think ahead without 
you"-and she laughed happily. 
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"Oh boy, you know it ! "  he fairly ex
ploded. "We'll make it a honeymoon ! 
We'll be married tomorrow ! I 'll have the 
Ia ugh on everybody ! " 

Then he caught her in his arms and 
looked straight into her shining eyes. 

"Elise ! ' ' he said with tremulous tender
n e s s ,  "Elise-! love you !" 

I I 

B
RODIN played host in the Kend-. 
ricks den. Dickerman arrived first, 
feeling in a serious solemn mood. 

Rolly came next, taking it rather as a 
joke. 

"Ken's got it in his head he's going to 
see Kegway," he laughed. "Can you 
imagine that ? I'd send him a glass of 
good beer-if I had one ! 1' 

Then Barbet, Fletcher and Belding 
came, and the six discussed the thing, 
and waited for Kendricks to return. 

Brodin told how sure Ken was of suc
cess. 

"I wouldn't believe it possible, if he 
didn't seem to know so well himself," 
Brodin said, "but now I declare I do be
l ieve it. I feel certain he's going to find 
out exactly what he's going after. I think 
in one day John Kendricks will be the 
most famous man in the world ! I think 
in one day John Kendricks will have 
solved the great mystery ! " 
And the more the matter was discussed, 

the more certain the six became. Why 
not ? \Vhy not ? \Vireless, electricity, 
the X-ray-all had been impossible things 
nobody could do-until sometime some
body dared really to do them ! 
So they waited eagerly, and began to 

count the hours until morning, when he 
should have gone beyond the horizon and 
come back to tell them what was there. 
They waited eagerly. Nine o'clock

ten-
"Call up your house, Brody," Dicker

man suggested. "See what's keeping 
him." 
So Brodin �ailed. For fifteen minutes 

he called, with no answer. 
"He must be on his way back," he de-

cided. "Probably be here any minute 
now.'' 
Ten thirty-ten forty-five-then Beld

ing became apprehensive. 
"Brody, did he have the stuff with 

him ?" he asked suddenly. "Did he take 
it with him when he went ? Would he 
have dared to-" 

Brodin thought a minute. 
"Yes he did have it,'' he remembered, 

"but would he-" 
Each man's face questioned the others 

in thoughtful concern. 
"My big car is here," Barbet said. 

"Let's go over there." 

00\VN the lighted length of Wood
ward avenue, the six men went in 

search of the other one. Brodin's house 
was dark, but Kendrick's car was in the 
drive, and striding up the steps Brodin 
found the house with door wide open. I n 
two minutes the place, flooded with light, · 
had been searched, every room, and 
Brodin's man, snapped out of the tail of 
a nap, was informing them that he had 
let no one in during the evening ! Well
Ken wasn't there !-that was obvious, but 
more than that, Elise wasn't there, either ! 

I t  was Rolly who thought of the gar
den, and the garden was where they were 
found-Kendricks and Elise in Brodin's 
big swing, his arms around her, her head 
on his shoulder, wishing on stars like two 
children. 
They didn't hear anyone coming behind 

them. 
''See that little red star four feet over 

the next-door house ?" Kendricks was 
saying. "Well, my wish is that we'll see 
that star together every night for--" 
She interrupted him with a kiss on the 

tip of his ear. 
"For ninety years ! '' she finished. "But 

then we'll be so old I don't suppose we 
can see anything at all but each other ! "  

Just behind them six astonished men 
stopped, looked and listened. 

"Well I 'll be damned ! "  exploded 
Brodin. "Elise can't you-- ! Kend
ricks what the-well, I 'll be damned ! '' 
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Kendricks looked up over the S\ving 
back. 
"Oh, hello boys ! " he said. Then he 

grinned. And laughed ! Then he stood 
up and grabbed Brodin's hand. 
•'Say, old man," he cried, "everything's 

great ! . Wonderful ! "  
He drew Elise u p  beside him and turned 

her toward them, her face-her arms, her 
dress, almost transparently white in the 
moonlight. 
"Excuse us, boys," he said. "This just 

happened tonight, and you'lt have to ex
cuse . us if we're a little bit unconven
tional." 
Then he noticed a peculiar tone in 

Brodin's look. 
"Why what's the-what's the odds 

Brody ?" he asked. "What's the matter 
with all of you ?" 
Brodin laughed shortly. 
"Well, you've been a fast boy at this 

·end of the line," he said, "but we've been 
waiting five hours at the other end. You 
know when I told you to say hello to 
Elise I didn't mean--" 
''By George," Kendricks interrupted, "I 

forgot all about you fellows ! "  And then 
he grew suddenly serious. "And I forgot 
all about the rest of it, too I "  He felt in 
his vest pocket and brought out those 
little vials, that seemed, even in the dark
ness to be holding liquid fire I "I really 
forgot-what I was going to do tonight ! " 

I
T WAS VERY QUIET in the garden. 
Just a breeze through the trellis, and 

that little live sound in the grass. Anx
iously Elise questioned Kendrick's face 
-and seriously the others watched h im, 
too. Brabet broke the silence. 
"Are you-going to do it tonight ?" he 

asked. "Or are you-afraid to try ?" 
Kendricks put an arm around the 

shoulders of the girl beside him. 
"Well," he said, "it looks a lot different 

now. I 'm not afraid. I 'm perfectly sure, 
but it does look a lot different, now that 
I 've found Elise," and he drew her closer. 
"Well," Brodin said, "if you don't know 

what you're doing, of course that's an-

other story, but if you are as sure as you 
were when you left me, it's such a big 
thing that some of us ought to go 
through with it, even if you don't. I will ,  
Kendricks. I 'm ready right now.'' 
"Or I will ," volunteered Dickerman. 

"I 'll take the chance." 
Kendricks rolled the little vials in h i s 

fingers. 
"Shall we go in the house and talk i t 

over ?" he suggested. "We needn't worry 
Elise with all this." 
Her face questioned him, but his man's 

smile reassured her of everything. 
"Just a little while, sweetheart," he said. 

' ;It's nothing much. I 'l l see you in just a 

little while." 
He smoothed her dark hair back from 

her forehead, put a whisper kiss squarely 
on her lips, and followed Dickerman, 
Brodin and the others into the house. 

A
GAIN Brodin and Dickerman offered 
to try the experiment in his stead, 

but Kendricks was insistent. 
"Why, it's nothing so serious," he said. 

"You needn't be so solemn about it. You 
don't seem to understand that I know per
fectly well what I 'm doing ! I don't mind 
this little trip any more than I would- any 
other. You know," and he laughed boy
ishly, "you know, I'd think quite a while 
about even going down to the club for 
lunch, now that I 'd have to leave Elise to 
do it. But this isn't for you to do, Dick, 
nor you Brody. I t's just my own little 
errand, and if you don't mind my being 
in your house instead of my own, Brody, 
we'll go ahead." 

He gave Brodin the smaller of the vials. 
"Let Elise give me this, when it's-" 

he looked at his watch-"it's almost mid
night now. Let her give me this in the 
morning. I want her to be the first one 
I see when I come back. . . . I say," 
he laughed, "I never knew how much the 
Lord puts into a man until tonight ! Get 
out now, everybody, and leave me alone. 
It'll be a great day tomorrow ! My wed
ding day, Dickerman ! " 
And he prodded his young pal in the 
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ribs as he playfully pushed the six of 
them out into the hall. 

"Get out the rice, Dick I Order the old 
shoes ! "  

B u t  a t  the door he held Brodin a min
ute, and his face was suddenly serious. 

''Old man," he said, 'Tve been mighty 
careful about this. There isn't one chance 
in a thousand to slip, you know, but I do 
Jove this little girl of yours, and I just 
want to say that everything I have is hers 
-whether I give it to her tomorrow-or 
whether you do." 

"I'm damned glad you found her, Ken," 
Brodin answered, seriously. "You're the 
biggest man I know !" 

In the dark of the hall the two men 
gripped hands understandingly, then-

. "So long boys ! "  Ken called down stairs. 
''So long, old man !" as, smiling at Brodin, 
and putting off the light on the wall, h e  
closed the door between himself and 
everything-but Elise Navarre ! 

K
ENDRI CKS crossed the room to the 

window and looked out into th� 
garden. There, swinging just a little in 
the white-night shadows Jay Elise, her 
dark head p i l lowed on her arms, her face 
watching the stars. 

Kendricks felt his heart pounding 
against his ribs. 

"That old heart is strong enol!gh for 
anything," he said, aloud. "It's strong 
for you, S\�.:eetheart !" 

And with a little ghost of her in  his 
arms, h e  put the fir.�t vial to his lips
drained it-and dropped it, empty, out 
onto the grass. 

III 

T
H E  \VI N D  was cool against Kend
ricks' face-no-it w asn't wind, it 
was a cloud-no, not a cloud-it 

was just a feeling of freedom-the cool� 
ness of just a thought that is tied to 
nothing at all-a lazy kite without a 
string. 

"Hello ! "  he said to himself. "Hello 
John ! Where are you going?" 

And then he laughed. For the first 

time since he could remember there was 
nothing-absolutely nothing in his way. 
1 t reminded him of mornings at his coun
try grandmother·s, when he used to waken 
in a room full of sunshine, with green 
meadows out of the window, and a white 
Led to stretch in, and nothing to think of 
but the creek full of water to wade in 
unt il night time ! 

"That was nice," he saiJ, ''but quite a 
while ago." . 

"This is nicer,'' his grandmother said 
"and this is right now ! " 

John turned to look at that sweet o!J 
grandmother of his, and then, like the big 
boy he was, he snatched her up and 
h ugged her. 

"Say, you're good to see ! "  he cried, 
''I 've missed you a lot-but-" and he 
felt puzzled for a minute--"but aren·t you 
dead, Grandmother?" 

"Why, yes," she laughed. "So are you. 
So are a lot of people ! "  
And then Kendricks remembered, 
"Well, yes," he said. "I a'" dead, lhat's 

right. What's the difference ?'' 
"Why-I forgot," his little Grand

mother said thoughtfnlly. "I don't re� 
member how it used to be. Do you ?" 

G
RADUALLY it all came back-and 

Kendricks remembered why he ha•l 
come, and he began to think of whom 
he'd like to see before he went home 
again. And the very wonderful thing 
about it was that when h e  thought of 
them-there they were ! 

His Mother ! H e  hadn't dared to think 
about finding-his Mother ! 

"Oh !" she said. "Oh, my big little boy ! 
My dear big hoy ! Let me touch you !' '  

Her soft fingers kissed his face. And 
his head in her lap found rest it had for
gotten could be. How long h e  stayed 1 
Such blessedness it was to have her ! 

Kegway ! 
"\Velt say, old John ! "  Kegway Iaugher!. 

"Yml'vc come along have you ! Now listen, 
J ohn-wha'd you Jet 'em give away m� 
railroad stock for? And say, John-i-. 
Carrie happy?" 
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Kendricks ,.,.·inked at his friend. 
"Called her up yesterday on purpose to 

tell you, Keg," he said. " Carrie has lots 
of money and a new husband, and it's 
fine. And what d'ya think ? Dickerman 
wanted me to bring you a glass of beer ! "  
.Kegway laughed. 
"Dickerman's needing beer wor�e than 

I. am," he said. "Say isn't this great. 
Ken ? Don't need a thing !  Don't want 
anything at all ! You feel Jikc a spring day 
smells, don't you ? :My soul plays marbles 
all the while !" 

Kendricks looked ahead of them
around them. 

"It's just a great highway," he mused. 
· "Just sky and space and the smell of 
flowers-just a great highway. But it's 
�o big ! So wide and free ! I sn't there 
any end to anything ?" 
''Of course not," Kegway smiled. 

"There's no end to soul, is there?'' 
''\York and streets and duties and peo� 

pie would be hard to live with after thi;," 
Ken remarked. "I'd feel tied up like a big 
thing in a little pen !" 
"That's all any man is anyway," said 

Kegway-"a big thing in a little pen. Yes 
it would be mighty hard to be shut up in 
the limit of a life again I "  
But still-there was Elise. Ken told 

Kegway about Elise. 
"She's such a beautiful thing," he said. 

"Just a flower-that's all. 1-I want her, 
Kegway. I do want Elise !" 
"Well," Kegway saitl quietly, "if you 

want her now you do love her. Real love 
i-; the ,only thing you can't leave behind 
,·ou. Most love isn·t real, so that doesn't 
�natter on the great highway, but when 
love is love-death can't make any differ
(·nce. Here, as in life, you only wait, and 
-know ! But here it's joy to wait, be� 
cause here always love comes back to 
love-so a world of waiting isn't long." 

T
HEN Kendricks toJd about his going 
home again. "\\'ell," said Kegway, 

"maybe you wilt-maybe you will-but I 
don't see how anything could squeeze you 
into a hC)dy again. I couldn't put an oak 

tree back in a seed, but maybe you know 
how it's done. But life is so littl e ! Peo
ple just step on your toes all the while ! "  
Kendricks thought of his four-wall 

la boratory, and the dark stairways-of 
li ttle \Voodward A venue that had seemed 
,;o wide before ! He thought of having 
to pour things out of bottles, and mind 
the hours and days ! Such a lot of l i tt le 
troubles ! Such a lot of building blocks 
and tipping them over !  • . . But still. 
there was Elise. The great highway wa.s 
empty without Elise ! Yes, for her he 
mttst go back. They must build their 
blocks and Jive their little days together. 
He thought about it quite a while-and 
then from out of a distance he heard her 
\'oice ! 
··Ken," she was calling-"Ken, hold my 

hand ! Don't you know me ! Here I am ! 
Look at me ! Look at me ! Can't you 
see me, dearest dear?" 
He felt her fingers soft and sweet in 

his. 
He felt her cheek against his o\vn. He 

heard her voice, closer-closer-but he 
couldn't see, he couldn't see ! And then 
out of a mist she began to come to him
her wide gray eyes shining with tears
her hair dark against her forehead-her 
Hps sweet, and trembling and half afraid. 
''Oh," he cried, "oh, my sweetheart ! I 

knew I 'd find the way back to you ! Days 
and work an<i life are little-but Jove is 
big ! 

.. I c·an bear even life again, for you ! " 

S
HE held him close. "I s-is the other 
so good, then ?" she asked, curiously. 

"Tell me about it, dearest dear ?'' 
''It's just a great highway," he told her. 

"\Vide, fresh cloudless sky, and-" he re
marked Kegway and smiled-''and no one 
to step on your toes. Shall we go and 
tell the boys?" 
··Do you want to see the boys?" she 

asked. "\Ve'll find them if you ·want to, 
hut there are a lot of people around the 
house, and they're pretty busy." 

"Busy !" Ken said, a bit surprised. 
''\Vhy, what are they so busy about ?" 
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"Oh," she told him, "with flowers and 
things"-and then he remembered. 

"By George, that's right ! It's our 
wedding day !" he exclaimed. "This is 
'tomorrow' isn't it ! And to think it's only 
yesterday I found you ! Oh my sweet
heart, can we believe i t ! " 

Elise, her eyes shining with love, looked 
into his adoring face. 

K
EN," she breathed, "you big sweet 
boy ! Don't you know any better 

than that ? They arcn "t our wedding 
flowers, Ken ! The flowers are just for
me ! This isn't 'tomorro\v ! '  Ken, don't 
you know you ne,·er came back ? Don't 
you know that now, at last, I've come to 
.)•ou-that 'J'esterday' when you found me 
was twenty years ago ?" 

The Lan8ua8e of FZowePS 
By ]ames Owen Tryon 

Doctor Abercrombie took the afternoon 
train from New York to Philadelphia to 
call upon :Miss Fellowes. He had been 
introduced to the young lady for the first 
time the previous week at the Charity 
Ball, had danced or sat out se\·en dances 
with her in the course of the evening, and 
in availing himself of her urgent invita
tion to look her up when in Philadelphia, 
believed that he saw the commencement 
of a mutual fancy which had promise of 
developing into something stronger. 
After leaYing the station he walked to 

his hotel, stopping on the way at a flor
ist's establishment to order a box of flow
ers delivered to 11iss Fcltowes' address 
immediately. At the hotel he called her 
up on the telephone, announced his inten
tion of calling that evening, and was 
pleased at the apparent enthusiasm with 
which his unexpected presence in her vi
cinity was received. 

During his solitary dinner at the hotel, 
Doctor Abercrombie's thoughts were en
tirely occupied with the coming meeting 
and with the nO\·el emotions caused by 
the prospect. No other young woman 
had ever set his heart in such a flutter. 

Precisely at eight-fifteen he mounted 
the steps of a substantial brown-stone 
house on a quiet street and was shown 
by a man-servant into a tastefully fur-

nished library. A dignified interval only 
preceded the appearance of Miss Fellowes, 
who greeted him cordially. I n the men
tal stress of attempting to determine just 
what degree of warmth her manner was 
intended to convey, the doctor quite for
got his purchase of the afternoon and 
failed to notice the absence of any floral 
tribute either upon Miss Fellowes' person 
or in the room. 
The conversation, from a commence

ment of generalities, became more per
sonal and intimate. It was at length in
terrupted by the appearance of the man
servant, who presented to Miss Fellowes 
an oblong box upon which. in large let
ters, appeared the in;:.cription : 

COHEN, CHEAPEST FLORIST 
IN PHILADELPHIA 

Miss Fellowes smiled enigmatically and 
opened the box. The doctor S\vore furi
ously but silently, and sought vainly for 
some uncensorable words with which to 
express his feelings. The result was an 
unintelligible sputter, which was inter
rupted by a deliciously musical laugh from 
the lady. 
"Why waste words ?" she asked sweetly, 

"You have said it with flowers !" 
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CC5he �Bes of GPeed 
By S. OmaP BaPkeP 

and 
Phil Le Noi., 

The setting is laid in old Mexico. The theme is 
the old, old story of the debasing power of the 
gold lust, in striking contrast to the transmuting 
power of the pure, white love of Y sobel Ortega. 

The :Mexican village of Ojo Sarco is old. 
The clank of Spanish mail once echoed down 
her narrow, aimless streets, and there 
was once the shadow of waving plumes 
on her dull mud walls. Spanish cavali�rs 
have passed, and doddering, black-cowled 
Dominican monks where now still stand. 
the cracked adobe walls and axe-hewn 
<.•igas of an ancient day. 
A tale there is that there is gold-enor

mous wealth-hidden in the walls of Ojo 
Sarco and beneath her tortured streets. 
If it is so, Ojo Sarco is a cunning miser 
and guards her secret well, for today her 
only visible gold is of the desert sun
set or the deep red cl1ili drying on her 
ugly walls. 
Hidden, like her fab1ed treasure, within 

the walls of sunbaked mud and beneath 
a cloak of utter outer ugliness, the village 
has also beauty. Starry eyes, and lips 
like rich red wine, and love and life
and even hate_:_are there, securely hidden, 
for outwardly Ojo Sarco is old and staid 
and gray. 

Like the village of his birth was Don 
Juan Montoya-old and utterly unbeauti· 
ful, with wrinkled features brown as the 
straw-flecked adobe of the cracking walls 
and houses ; and, like the ancient town, 
a miser. But it was often whispered 
among the brown-armed women as they 
5 � S  

drew water at the village weU that h i s  
was a real treasure, not fabled as that of 
the age-old village, and carefully guarded 
in some secret place. 
One might know, they said, the hiding 

of 'the cunning wolf, but never the hid
den pitcher containing Don Juan's gold. 
Even the hawk-like, plotting eyes of Pedro, 
his ne'er-do-well son, had never found the 
coveted treasure of the miser. And much 
as old Don Juan loved and trusted his 
other son, Francisco, this secret he had 
kept from him as from his mother now 
long since dead. 

Often sharp eyes, black and covetous, 
peered from under huge straw sombreros 
and catlike feet followed Don Juan as he 
moved about the village, for the men of 
Ojo Sarco loved gold. Chief among these 
watchers, always with a long knife in his 
belt, was Antonio Ortega, gambler, evil
minded and unscrupulous, but withal 
father of Y so bel, sweetest flower of an
cient Ojo -Sarco. 

IT WAS MAY. The light of a warm 
spring sun glinted on her hair and 

warmed her bare brown arms as Ysabel 
Ortega came tripping with huge earthen 
jars for water at the plaza well. There 
was a rippling song on ·her lips : 

"C1ta11do voy a ttt casa, Celita linda-'' 



CARTOONS MAGAZINE 54D 

.\s she came out on the plaza toward 
the well her song was interrupted. 

"Bt�enos dias, S eiiorita Li11da ! You 
are very happy this morning, is it not 
true?  You sing and the very birds are 
jealou s ! "  

Pedro spoke softly but without remov
ing his yellow cigarette from his lips nor 
his beaded sombrero from his head. His 
small black eyes had a c_ovetous light in 
them. 

Y so bel smiled. Pedro was neither hand
some nor attractive. He was not even 
commonly courteous, and Ysobel did not 
like the proprietary stare in his eyes. But 
it was :May and the world was bright and 
kind : why spoil it with cross word s ?  She 
smiled and answered him, half joking, half 
serious. 

"Bue11os dias, Senor Gllapo ! Certainly 
I am happy this morning. And why not ? 
I keep no big sombrero on my head to 
hide me from the sun, and there is no 
s
•
tench from yellow puuche curling in my 

eyes. 
"You men, you smoke until I think 

the very fireplace �s jealous of your 
smell ! 

"Ah !  Btuuos dios, Do1� Paco Jfonlo)•a!" 
she called brightly, turning from Pedro 
and waving a shapely brown hand to 
Francisco, plowing in a little field near the 
plaza. 

Francisco called a morning greeting to 
her graveiy. Even at that distance the 
girl noted the damp ringlets of handsome 
black hair lying on his forehead as he 
courteously removed his slouching. work 
hat. 

"Your brother is a caballerQ-a hand� 
some gentleman, Don Pedro. You should 
be proud of him." 

Her eyes still followed the tall figure 
at the plow, not knowing the heavy heart 
he carried at seeing her with Pedro. 

'• Bah I" exclaimed Pedro with an ugly 
laugh. 

"Paco is a foot. A simple-minded 
peon ! Handsome ? What is that with
ott t brains ?" 

Ysabel's face flushed a deep red under 

its brown as she picked up her ollas and 
started on to the well. 

"The day is too lovely and the sun too 
bright to mar it with unkind words. The 
world is too kind today for anger, Pedro, 
or I should know how to answer you. 
.-"ldios !'' 

The ill feeling in Pedro's eyes as they 
followed her gave place to an expression 
of plotting desire. He smiled a twistecl, 
cryptic smile, shrugged his shoulders <1nd 
left the square. 

THAT NOON when Ysobel had every
thing prepared for the mid-day 

comida and her father did �ot come, she 
slipped quietly out and followed the foot
path, overhung with mesquite brush, that 
led from the village a few hundred yards 
over the hill to La Cartti11a de los Via
jeros, where Antonio Ortega, the gambler, 
could often be found. The noon day sun 
was warm, and near the crest of the hill 
the girl paused to wipe the dampness from 
her pretty brown forehead. 

There was a worried, anxious look in 
her big dark eyes which changed at once 
to a startled one as Pedro Montoya 
stepped suddenly out of the thicket of 
mesquite and confronted her. 

"A-ah ! 'Tis thee, eh, fair little daugh
ter of the devil ? Dost seek a tryst on 
the deserted path at noon ? So ! We are 
well met, my little one, for-" 

"No, no !" she internlpted, anger kinl'i
ling in her eyes at his insolent use of th� 
familiar pronoun. "I go to La Cantina
let me pass ! " 

"La Cantina!" Pedro smiled, the smoke 
of his yellow cigarette framing his fac� 
as he blocked her way. "It is wine than 
desirest, hijita li11da del diablo! See, here 
I offer thee wine of love, and after-Pedro 
they servant will go and bring what thou 
mayst desire from La Cautiu-" 

The last word was cut short by a blow 
on his mouth from the soft palm of a 
swift little brown hand. I t  knocked the 
hot ashes of his cigarette into his face, 
and as he spluttered Y so bel tried to pass, 
but he caught her. 
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"Then she listened ouietlv at the door until she had heard a one-sided rehearsal of the meet
ing on the trail with herself and Francisco, the finding of Montoya's hidden 

wealth--all poured into willing ears by the wily tongue of Pedro." 
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· ·so ! ·· His nails dug cruelly into her 
soft arms and as she winced he smiled . 
" l  t is thus thou wouldst greet thy lover
thy I! O'llio, eh ? Now give me a kiss to pay 
for that blow ! No, thou canst not cry 
for he lp ," he added, placing a rough hand 
at her throat to restrain her. 

Y so bel was not frail nor was Pedro big 
and strong like his brother, and the girl 
struggled and scratched like a wildcat, 
h oping someone might happen along the 
t ra i l. 

Dut the villagers, dueiios and peones 
alike, were all at their noon comida, and 
t h e  streets of the village in sight below 
seemed deserte.d. The strength of the 
man gradually overcame her. His loathe
some lips were almost at her mouth when 
she felt a slight jar and saw a brawny 
fist strike Pedro's jaw. Like the laxing 
of muscles when one wakens from :1 
dream, Pedro released her and turned on 
his assailant. 

• From the village below, Francisco h�d 
seen struggling figures on the hill. Quickly 
guessing the situation he had run qp 
the path and now faced bare-handed the 
long knife his brother had jerked from 
his belt. Even thus armed Pedro was no 
match for Francisco's superior strength 
and agility. Twice Francisco dodged by a 
hair's breadth the skill fully handled weapon 
and a third time caught the arm that 
swung it. With a powerful effort he 
wrenched his brother's arm until Pedro 
cried out in pain and dropped the weapon. 
Unarmed, Pedro was helpless and cried 

out for mercy. A few punishing blows 
and it was granted. 
"Now '1/ete ! And learn to treat young 

women with respect. Were thou not my 
brother thou shouldst not escape so 
easily ! " Francisco motioned him away. 

A DOZEN STEPS down the path 
toward La Canti11a Pedro stopped 

and rolled a cigarette. Then through 
the curling blue smoke he called in sneer
ing tones : 
''Wait, thou hijo de un demo11io I .  This 

is not my last with thee ! " 

"Go ! "  Francisco movetl a step toward 
. h i m. 

Pedro shrugged his shoulders. 
"Bueno, I go," he muttered, "but wait ! 

This is not the end ! "  
Francisco turned to the girl. 
"He did not hurt you ?" he asked 

anxiously. 
Y sobel gave him a look and a sniile that 

brought a tingling flush of delicious em
barrassment to his face, and nodded a 
negative. Then she came close and laid 
a hand on his bare, muscled arm. 

''And you, Paco, you are not injured ?" 
The question with the familiar use of his 
nickname was almost a caress. She said 
no word of thanks, but Paco did not mind. 
He was drunk with what he seemed to 
see in her deep eyes, and confused at · his 
sudden discovery. 
"He did not touch me," he answered. 

''I wish-may-I-the truth is, I must 
apologize to you for my brother's rude
ness," he �dded in confusion. ''I t shall 
not happen again. But the sun is warm 
-shall we not return to the village ?" 

"I was going to the saloon for my 
father, but perhaps he does not wish to 
come ho�e. for dinner, anyway. Many 
times he does not come and many times 
he is late and curses me and beats me if 
I displeased him. Yes, I will walk back 
with you to the village. I f  he sees me 
with you he will be angry-but then, I 
am used to that !" 
Together they walked down the path 

and at the plaza they parted, a new note 
of happiness singing in the heart of each. 
Across the hill the beaten Pedro walked 

slowly and broodingly down the path 
toward La Cantina. 

S
UDDENLY Pedro was startled by a 
cry. He stopped and listened. A 

little to the left of the trail was a big 
clump of mesquite. From behind it came 
a voice, strangely familiar, calling for 

• help. ·without hesitation, Pedro ran 
around the big mesquite. A large flat 
stone of blue slate lay slightly tipped 
against a jutting of the main ledge, and 
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from between the two protruded the griz
zled head of Juan Montoya, Pedro's 
fath�r. wedged tight by the weight of the 
flat rock. I n  going to his gold the old 
miser had allowed the stone to fall before 
getting his head below the surface. 

"Por 'l-'ida de Dio.s, Papa !" exclaimed 
Pedro, "what are you doing there?'' 

" Dying, fool ! "  howled the old man, 
" i f  yot� stand there like the tonto that 
you are and ask questions ! Hurry ! Lift 
this stone from my neck, or the curse of 
Judas be on you ! '' 

From above, where one could obtain 
an easy grasp on the stone it was easy to 
raise, and in a moment Pedro had his 
father released, slightly bruised but other
wise unhurt. 

Under the stone was a circular shaft 
with a rough ladder leading down into 
what was evidently a subterranean cham
ber. 

PEDRO dropped qui ely down the ladder 
to the bottom and struck a match. 

In one corner of the little hewn-out cellar 
stood a huge earthen jar ; into which 
Pedro thrust an eager hand and drew 
forth gold ! The secret of secrets had 
been discovered. 

As rapidly as his old legs and the weak
ness from his recent ordeal would permit, 
the miser followed his son. His voice 
took on a pitifully whining tone. 

"For the love of the Virgin, Pedro, hijo 
mio, do not disclose my secret ! You 
shall have gold-see-here, you may keep 
that handful. Ah ! I t  is beautiful, my 
gold ! Next to you and Francisco, my 
sons, I love my gold. I t  is an old man's 
only joy. You will not disclose it, Pedrito, 
no ! Promise me you will not I "  

The old man fell t o  his knees at his 
son's feet. A queer light came into Pedro's 
eyes and he smiled his evil smile, but his 
\'oiee was soft and soothing. 

"No, my little father, certainly I will 
not diclose your secret. And I will take 
no gold. See, only this one small coin to 
drink the wine of an evening to your 
health." 

TH E  OLD MAN rose reassured, and 
together they climbed quickly to the 

outside and carefully replaced the big 
flat stone so that there was no sign of an 
opening in the earth. Then Pedro tu rned 

again toward the saloon and the old man 
went back over the hill to the vi llage. 

''My good Pedro," he mumbled to h i m
self, "he will not tell ! He will not tell f'' 

But the crafty Pedro had plans of his 
own. Through the thick, ill-sm el ling to

bacco smoke of La Cantina his eyes 
sought Ortega-and found h i m , half 
drunk and in the midst of a group of 
gamblers and parasites of the tables. 

"Por a Santa Virgin, .com padre !" he 
exclaimed when he saw Pedro, "what has 
happened to you ? You look like 'the be
draggled rooster in a first-class gal!o race. 

Pedro came close before he answered. 
"Just a little ill luck," he said, "I m u st 

tell you of it and of other things you will 
wish to hear-something to delight your 
soul, compadre." 

The gambler's keen eyes searched 
P��h·o's. Slowly the inquiry passed from 
them and his yellow stained teeth showed 
in a comprehending grin. He called for 
aguardifmtc and filled two glasses. 

"Pedro Montoya," he said pompously 
as he lifted his glass, "the friends of 
Antonio Ortega are welcome at his home. 
You say you have important news for 
me. It is well. But not here. This is 
a den of thieves. Tonight-tonight you 
shall come and we will  talk. Is  it not well 
so ?" 

Pedro gulped his glass of whiskey 
"Convcnido !" he said. "It is well

tonight." 

I
N THE unlighted night of Ojo Sarco, 

when only the moon shadows tall som
breros on the dingy walls and streets, the 
faces beneath them arc faces of mystery. 
As in the days of the Spanish cavaliers, 
dark-skinned Romeos twang their guitar.� 
in soft accompaniment to old Spanish air� 
of love, while olive-skinned J uliets slip 
from the protecting wings of parental care 
to court romance in the witching night. 
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But romance is not all there is abroad 
on moonlit nights in Ojo Sarco. As in 
days of old there stalk abroad both knaves 
and knights. 

And so it was that Francisco, nursing 
in h is heart the hope of love he had 
seemed to see that day in the eyes of 
Y so bel, and as yet not daring to go to 
h er, wandered forth into the warm May 
n ight and took the soli(ary path that 
they had trod together in the day. 

Pedro, nursing in his heart plots and 
plans of another sort, slunk like the knave 
h e  was to the house of Antonio Ortega, 
who welcomed him at the door. At once 
they were in conference, and Y so bel, in 
another room, awaiting, too, perhaps, the 
song of a too .timid Romeo, overheari 
them speak her name. 

Then she listened quietly at the door 
until she had heard a one-sided rehearsal 
of the meeting on the trail with herself 
and Francisco, the finding of Montoya's 
hidden wealth-all poured into willing 
ears by the wily tongue of Pedro. And 
then she heard the contract whereby it 
was agreed that her father should steal 
into Montoya's secret chamber and re
move the gold, after which she was to be 
given to Pedro as his reward, and the 
three were to disappear from Ojo Sarco. 
The next night was chosen for the deed. 

Shocked at the disclosure of plotted 
crime, her thoughts turned i�stinctively 
to Francisco for aid. A light mantilla 
about her head and shoulders, she ran 
swiftly to the Montoya house and 
knocked. 

Only the voice of the old man ansered 
her call. 

uQuien est" he called before opening 
the door. 
"It is I-Ysobel. I must see Francisco 

at once ! There is something like the 
smell of the seiior devil in the air ! " 
Montoya opened the creaking door. 
"Come in, nina," he said, the ugly lines 

of his face softening into a kindly smile. 
"The old man is alone. My two good 
sons are out mooning in the warm night 
-singing, perhaps, at the portal of some 

.H!norita, not knowing that the fairest of 
these is come to their very door." 

WHEN she had entered, Y so bel came 
quickly to the object of her vistt, 

telling the old man what she had planned 
to tell Francisco. She laid bare her 
father's plot, but because she knew how 
old Don Juan loved his sons, and Je,t 
he should not believe her, she did not 
mention Pedro's part in the affair. Her 
own father she did not spare. 

During the relation of the proposed 
plot, Don Juan twitched from hands to 
eyebrows in agitation, but as she finished 
he became calm, and placed a wrinkled 
hand kindly on her shoulder. 

"Nina," he said, "it is well that you 
have told me. I shall know what to do. 
And as for you, you need not worry. You 
know I have no daughter, child, and 
often I long for one. \Vhatever else he 
may do, old Juan l\I ontoya will not forget 
your kindness. Should aught befall your 
father"-a hard gleam came into his eye> 
when he mentioned Ortega-"you shall 
come to live with me." 

His kind words and tone, of a sort to 
which she was unused brought tears to 
her eyes as she left him ; . but outside she 
met Francico, · returning from the hill 
and sad thoughts left her as he turned 
timidly to walk at her side along the old 
gray wall of passion vines that led to her 
home. 
And then, having told his father, she 

made no mention of the plot to Francisco. 
lest she divert his mind from dearer 
things. 
When Y so bel had gone, Montoya's lips 

stiffened into a hard line and he raised 
a tightly clenched and gnarled old fist 
toward the heavens. 

"In the name of sweet revenge, Antonio 
Ortega, tomorrow night you shall feel its 
just and heavy hand ! " 

The next day, Don Juan Montoya spent 
out · in the sage brush on a strange mis
sion. With him he carried a lidded water 
jar, a small rope, a black shawl, and a 
small flask of dark Mexican whiskey. 
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"The old man fell on his knees, sobbing. 'Santa Virgin I Ob--ay-ay-ay I Pedrito, little 
son, 1t was not for thee-not for thee ! For thee I would have given 

the gold--all ! Speak-speak I Little Pedro, ay-gran Dios I' " 
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EVENING came and then in the dark 
hour before the rising of the moon 

the conspirators met in the shadowed 
alley beside Ortega's door. But the gam
bler had a new plan. Like men of his 
ilk from time immemorial, he shrank from 
the possibility of personal injury in the 
execution of a dangerous deed. 

"Pedro, compadrc," he said, "we must 
not both go for the gold." Do you wish 
your bird to fly the nest while we are 
away and have naught but the gold on 
your return ? No ? Then must I stay 
h ere and keep her, for she is suspicious 
o£ us, while you go bring the ·gold. I t  
i s better thus, compadre." 

. "�Or I will stay-and keep her-safe
whil e  yo� fetch the gold," said Pedro, his 
eyes l ighting evilly at the thought. 

"No, no ! It is better that the girl 
sh ould not suspect until all is safe. No, 
I will stay. Besides, you know best just 
where to find the �old. No, Pedro, it is 
b�t that you should go.'' 

"Bie!J !" Pedro responded, "we will 
not quarrel over it-I go. In an hour I 
shall be back-with the gold ! '' 

H e  slipped ,off into the darkness. As 
he stealthily lifted the great stone and 
descended the rude ladder, he did not 
see the figure of his old father hidden 
beside a browsing burro in the mesquite 
and sage brush. 

Nor did the old man recognize the 
stoaithy figure as his son ; and Francisco, 
strolling up the path to breathe the soft 
night air before making the visit his heart 
told him he must, saw neither the old 
man nor Pedro and passed on. 

AT THE MOUTH of the hidden 
chamber, Juari Montoya listened ex

pectantly. He heard the slight click that 
accompanied the removal of the cover 
from the all a; then a faint buzz as of a 
bee in dry leaves, followed by a human 
shriek of pain and ho"rror indescribable. 

"Ah ! "  exclaimed the old man. "Anto
nio Ortega, robber, son of the devil, re 
venge is mine I Thou hast thy punish
ment !" 

After the shriek came groans of agony, 
and fear, and the sound of groping foot
steps, as of one bewildered seeking an 
exit. Montoya waited. A few moments 
and there was the sound of a body fall
ing to the floor. Then he descended, lit 
his lantern and approached the body of 
the robber, motionless, but still groaning. 

o; Antonio Ortega,'' he intoned, "it is 
thy just fate ! "  

With his foot h e  turned the body face 
upward. . . . The man was not Ortega. 
The face that looked up at him out of 
the agony of approaching death was that 
of Pedro� 
The old man fell on his knees, sobbing . 
"Santa Virgitt ! Oh-ay-ay-ay ! Pedrito, 

little son, it was not for thee-not for 
thee ! For thee I would have given the 
gold-all ! Speak-speak ! Little Pedro, 
ay-gran Dios ! 

Fumblingly the old man felt for his 
knife and then cut deep gashes across 

· Pedro's hand where the wound was, hop
ing that the flow of blood would carry 
out the poison. He even put his lips to 
the wound and sucked and spat frantically 
in an effort to save his son. But the 
poison was acting quicldy and there was 
not even recognition in Pedro's eyes. In 
a few moments the hurrying blood had 
carried poison through the heart valves 
and the body was still in death. 
Only then did the old man arise. Still 

sobbing, he seized a stone and hurled it 
at the big uncovered olla. The stone shat
tered it and among the pieces all in a 
pile of gold coins a huge rattlesnake lay 
coiled, ready to strike. For a second it 
remained thus and then glided to a thin 
crevice in the hewn stone wall of tlie 
cellar and disappeared. 

Montoya's face became suddenly calm. 
He stared alternately at the pile of gold 
and at his dead son. His agitation ceased 
as if a burden of years had been removed. 
A grim determination showed in his eyes 
and with it a strange, whimsical smile on 
his wrinkled lips. With great difficulty 
he carried the body of his dead son up 
the ladder to the surface, came down 
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again and gathered the pile of gold into 
a sack made from his coat, re-ascended, 
and then fetched the browsing burro. The 
moon was just rising over the trail from 
La Cantina de.• los Viajeros as the burro 
topped the ridge with its doleful burden. 
Across its shoulders, already straight and 
stiff in death, lay the body of Pedro Mon
toya. Back on the burro's h ips. sitting 
erect and with his long hair glistening in 
the moonlight, rode the old man. 

OJO SARCO is old, and there are 
those among her aged men who have 

seen strange things. Old Jesus Castro, 
the village shoemaker, will cross his beard 
devoutly, and mutter prayers to the blessed 
Virgin as he tells you of a May night 

in the days of old Montoya the miser , 
when he looked up and saw against the 
white orb of the rising moon at the top 
of the trail a living, moving cross. And 
(que Ia Sa11tisima Virge11 nos proteja ! )  
at the top of the cross the long h air of 
the crucified Jesus could be seen to move 
in the moonlight. 
And the next morning the bodies of 

two men were found-dead by the hand 
of judgment-Pedro Montoya and O rtega, 
the gambler ; while along the trail to the 
village was the red track of bl o od sh ed 
by the avenging, living crucifix ! 
And all through the streets of Ojo 

Sarco were found bloody coins o f  gold, 
strewn there for the poor-aye, by the 
graci�us, nail-pierced hand of God ! 

The Openin8 Sesame 
By Hapry 1Pvin8 Shumwuy 

Mr. Youngblade was staying late. Both 
he and Myrtle realized it with a start when 
her father, Old Yellencuss stamped into 
the room. Myrtle trembled for her lover. 
Had she not seen more than one young 
man thrust bodily out into the cold, empty 
ozone ? 
"Young man," roared Yellencuss, "this 

is no all-night parking place ! Haven't 
you any home-answer me ; have you for
gotten your address ?" 

"Pardon me, sir," began the young 
man, "I was just telling Myrtle-" 
"Yes, and you've been telling her too 

darned long. It must have been import
ant news." 
"Why, all I was talking about was-" 
"Was about five hours," snapped the 

girls father. "Too demned long. Now 
you beat it before I-" 
"Yes, I am going right away. I was 

just describing the round of golf which I 
played this afternoon. 'Now Myrtle,' I 
said, 'my ball went into the trap on the 
seventeenth hole. I was away from the 
pin at least a hundred and twenty yards. 
I took my mashie anq the ball soared up 
over the cluster of trees and landed
where do you think ?' "  

"Yes, yes, where did it land ?" breathless
ly inquired old Yellencuss. "I never could 
get over those trees.'' 
"Plunk on the green," proudly answered 

Youngblade. "Yes sir, two feet from th� 
pin. We'll I 'll bid you good-night." 
Yellencuss pushed him back in the chair 

with firm hands. 
"Sit down, sit down," he cried eagerly, 

"it's just the shank of the evening. Say, I 
want to tell you how I did the eight hole 
the other day. I t  was like this-" 
As they say at the races, "they're off ! '' 
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A story of the ponies and those who play them. being 
particularly the story of Rand Warwick, to whom life was 
an open racing book, who operated just a hairs breadth 
inside the law, but who at heart was as straight as they 

make them. And then there was Amelie-

Romance and R·and W aPwick 
By W. CaPey W ondePly 

Rand Warwick l ived by his wits. Many 
of us do. But Warwick belonged neither 
to the modern crusaders, professionally 
trying to reform the world, nor was he 
a member of the Wall Street brotherhood, 
a politician nor yet a gentlemanly crook. 
He was a track follower and he was to 
be found invariably where the ponies 
raced. 
His specialty was easy money. Some

times he owned a horse or two, again he 
trained briefly for a newcomer to the 
sport, and he would bet his last penny 
when a melon was to be sliced or a sure 
thing ready to be turned loose on an 
unsuspecting public. Always he kept 
within the taw. He knew better than to 
incur the displeasure of the Jockey Club, 
or get himself in the bad graces of the 
Pinkerton men who patrolled the tracks. 
Seldom were his dealings open and above
board, yet if his game savored of sharp 
practice, he was blessed with common 
sense enough never to cross the safety 
zone. 

Coming down to Maryland for the 
autumn meetings, an old ally, Whitmarsh, 
handed Warwick the lay-out with which 
to gather a cool thousand or two with
out as much as soiling his well-kept 
fingers. The transaction was perfectly 
legitimate, even if Whitmarsh had over
reached h imself and was hurrying away 
by invitation. There was an old well-to
do farmer in the neighborhood who owned 
a pet horse called Gipsy Baron, and it 
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became Warwick's business to get hold 
of this worthless animal through the 
claiming route. It was an old trick and 
one with which the young man was thor
oughly familiar. He promised Whitmarsh 
a commission, saw him away on a train 
headed South, and then sat down to wait 
for the magic name to appear in the over
night entries. 

Rand Warwick was seven and twenty. 
tall, slim, fair, with an engaging smile and 
a wheedling tongue. Known from Tia 
Juana to New Orleans, and from Mary
land to Canada, the paddock had been his 
nqrsery and the race track his alma mater. 
Like Mrs. Stowe's immortal Topsy, this 
well-groomed and debonair young gentle
man might have just "growed" for all 
he bothered his handsome head over the 
subject of ancestors. Actually, he was 
more concerned about the hang of a 
sleeve, the cut of a waistcoat. Foot-loose, 
he followed the thoroughbreds as relig
iously as the faithful sought the Holy 
Grail, and the oldest regular could 
scarcely remember the time when Rand 
Warwick wasn't flirting with the ponies. 
In spite of his nomad's existence, gipsy

ing from the border to the gulf, he lived 
a simple, somewhat monotonous life. In 
days of plenty he feasted, and the exorbi
tant, brass-band hotels knew his ready 
smile ; yet when famine came his mood 
was just as care-free in a little hall-room, 
with his pockets lined with pawn tickets. 
\Varwick met the same acquaintances in 
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both resorts. They nodded and passed 
on, with a golden tomorrow always just 
around the next corner. 

Prince George's was an unimportant 
track in a primitive, sparsely settled cor
ner of the State. The town was small 
and dull, a community that became aware 
of its neighbors only when the race meet
ings were in . progress each spring and 
autumn. The natives set themselve� on 
record as being against the track, but 
the paved streets of the town, the flour
ishing schools and handsome churches 
were silent but eloquent testimonials to 
the generosity of the horsemen. During 
the meets the little hotel which was pat
ronized by the turf followers was invari
ably deluged with tickets for suppers and 
fairs and books of chances to provide a 
stained glass window, the winter's coal, 
or a new red carpet for the Sunday 
school. 
Rand \Varwick had bought and helped 

whenever and as often as he was ap
proached, but never before tonight had 
he considered even remotely the desirabil
ity of attending one of these church 
socials. Afterwards he couldn't have told 
you to save his soul what it was that had 
prompted him to walk. into the Sunday 
school room of the Prince George's con
gregation that was celebrating its annual 
Han·est Supper. Usually he hated this 
sort of thing with a man's healthy hatred. 
He dined sparingly, and made friends 
slowly, so that he was in search of neither 
corporeal nor spiritual refreshment when 
he wandered in at the door. 
The dinosatlr couldn't have created a 

more pronounced excitement than when 
Rand Warwick appeared in these people's 
midst. At the door someone had relieved 
him of one of the six tickets he had 
bought, and then, just across the thres
hold, he stopped and waited, and waited 
all evening for a welcoming hand or word. 
The natives eddied around hirn like toy 
boats around a treacherous shoal, and 
like the worthless barks escaped destruc� 
tiori. He was a danger to be played with 
-and ignored. The buxom belles of the 

county withdrew to a safe distance of ten 
feet and then discussed him in under
tones. Magnificent and righteous young 
manhood marched by without a look. 
And the elders sat along the wall and 
nodded their approval of the whole pro
ceeding. 

AT FIRST it was a sort of latent pride 
that held Warwick chained to the 

spot. He wouldn't be driven away like 
this. \Vhat he had hoped for in the be
ginning he scarcely knew, He had some 
money in his pocket. He would ha\'e 
spent it all-gladly ; laughed a bit with the 
church officials, a joke for the men, a 
compliment for the girls, and then taken 
himself off as he had come, satisfied with 
the moment. This harmless, swaggering 
role v .. ·as not to be hi�. however. Sweep
ing the assembly with challenging eyes 
he failed to come across one kindly, sym
pathetic face until he glimpsed hers ! 

The rest of the evening \Varwick spent 
in watching her. Each was conscious of 
the other's interest. The girl reminded 
him _of a sapling, straight and slim and 
suggesting the new and delicate green of 
springtime. Her hair was a cloudy chest
nut mass which she wore low on her 
forehead and away from her ears, reveal· 
ing little pink lobes, attached to which 
were heavy gold hoops. These earrings, 
an alien touch in a Quakerish profile, were 
emphasized by the dark eyes. \Vithout 
the gold ornaments, and forgetting her 
eyes, the girl was a prim and unawakened 
little puritan, a little finer grained per
haps than those \Varwick saw in the 
town ; it was when she looked at you, and 
the significance of her glorious gaze was 
realized that yon were reminded of the 
influence of foreign blood. 
All evening she was clos.ely attended by 

a long, gray, silent man who in some way 
suggested the earth from which he made 
his living. And yet, while he was for
ever at her elbow, the girl seemed in some 
mysterious manner happily aloof from 
him, as if her heart and soul, if not her 
spoken word, belonged to her alone. 

�---- -------:. . --------------
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\\'hen she stepped out in the moonlight, 
ready to go home, Rand \Varwick came 
up to her and touched her on the arm. 
• · I want to talk to you," he said. 

She wasn't surprised, and neither did 
�he resent his words or actions. Disney 
had gone back in the hall to fetch a for
gotten cloak, and she walked on with 
\Varwick as if such a person as her mid
ti le-aged lover didn't exist. 
"Why did you look so kindly at me all 

£·vening ?'' he demanded, and his rich, 
t empestuous tones stirred her strangely. 
' 'Don't you know who-what-I am ? 
\Vhy should you be kind to me ? I could 
have thrashed every man-Jack of them in 
the room tonight, and then I wanted to 
laugh, they were so cheap and ridiculous ! 
It was a struggle between anger and con
tempt, and then, all at once, I saw • • • 
you !" 
His eyes as much as his words required 

an answer, and Amelie replied as if she 
had known him all of her life. 

"You didn't see me when you first 
walked in." 
''Somehow I wasn't conscious of _you, 

110 ! " 
"I turned and looked over my shoul

der just as you came in." 
"It couldn't have been very long be

fore I discovered you." Rand Warwick 
looked at her searchingly. "You were 
the only one in that room that didn't 
knife me with a glance." 

She sighed. "It was rather daring of 
you, I guess." 
" 'Daring' ?" he questioned. 
"Yes. No�e of-of you have ever come 

to the church sociables before, you see. 
You weren't kind of expected." 
"But I bought half a dozen tickets for 

this affair tonight," vVarwick argued. 
"Surely I was privileged to use one of 
them. Your people were anxious enough 
to get my money, but when I ventured to 
receive a return for my investment I was 
treated with the courtesy which might have 
been extended to a leper. Never mind ! My 
friends and I have paid for the last ton 
of coal and the last stained window. I 

wonder how many tickets the church will 
sell the next time they send a batch t o  
the horsemen who aren't expected to use 
them ?" 

Her unruffled calm contrasted oddly 
with his little outburst of passion. Her 
smile was sort of far-away and eerie. 
"Never mind them ; I do.n't," she said. 

"There are far more important things in 
the world." 
"Yes, there are you and me," cried 

Warwick. "You know who I am and 
you don't turn away ; you knew what I 
was and you tried all evening to make 
up for your townspeople's affront. Girl, 
girl ! I wonder if you know what you've 
done to me ? I 'm not the same. I walked 
into that hall tonight for something t o  
do, for some place t o go ; and when I 
got into the atmosphere I hated it all
everybody I I hated myself. And then you 
came upstairs and everything changed. 
Why ? You aren't so beautiful, you know, 
but, God ! what a girl you are, the girl 
for me !" 
All a-tremble, she answered him with 

gentle dignity. "You don't even k�ow me,'' 
was what she said. 
Warwick threw back his head and 

laughed, and Amelie thought his laughter 
was the proudest, happiest sound she had 
heard in all her life. · 

"As if that mattered," he cried. "I 
don't know your name, but as 
if that mattered ! You are you I Girl, 
I don't care who you are. You might 
go away from here and I 'd never see you 
again, but I 'd love you-so help me, God ! 
I 'd love you as long as there's breath in 
my body. You little flower-thing ! You're 
like the little spring flowers, aren't you ? 
After a time come larger ones, gayer ones, 
but those little flowers that come along 
in early springtime- ! You are just as 
sweet as one of them." 
Perhaps it was the moonlight, the per

fume of dying flowers, or just his words ; 
anyway, she turned faint and swayed, and 
'it required all of her courage and strength 
to say, "You mustn't-don't !" 
"Mustn't ?" Rand repeated after her, 

- -------------------- ---- � . ·- - - ·  

I 
I 

J 



"AU eveninc she was c:losely attended by a long, gray, silent man who In 10me wq 11111• 
ges�d the urtb from wbicb be made hia livinc.'' 

.. 661 



.562 \VAYS I D E  TA L ES 

and laughed. "Why, I love you so well 
I 'm going to take you away when I go, 
take you away and love you to death. 
Little, little, flower girl, kind to me in a 
den of hypocrites ! "  
She shook her head soberly. 
"I t isn't right to bet on the races and 

win money." 
"But suppose you bet on the races and 

lose ?" teased Warwick. "Good heavens, 
little sweetheart, they're not teaching you 
to look for the hole instead of the dough
nut, too ? Not on your life ! \Vhen I 'm 
going to steal you away and marry 
you- !" 

There was a hot-headed, picturesque 
note to the man's passion which fairly 
�;wept Amelie off her feet, for no one had 
�ver talked like this to her before. I n  
Prince George's i t  was generally under
stood that some day she would marry 
Silas Disney, but the middle-aged wid
ower who called regularly on Sundays and 
Wednesdays, each week, left her as cool 
and collected as a snow-maiden, and she 
saw in him only the husband of her step
father's choosing. Love, the love she had 
read about and dreamed of, Amelie had 
never glimpsed before tonight. 

With an effort she roused herself, shak
ing her head sadly as if putting from her 
a dream too rare to last. 
''It's just nonsense," she said in a low 

little voice. "You don't even know my 
name, and I-I am going to marry some
one else. I t's just nonsense, af!d now go 
away, please, because Silas is coming and 
-and I'd rather be alone." 

There was a moment so still and deep 
that the girl could feel the silence. I n  
spite of herself her eyes were drawn to 
Rand Warwick's ; she looked and turned 
aside, with something akin to a half
smothered sob. He caught the echo of 
this sound and started towards her, when 
she shook her head and waved him off. 
"You mean that ?" Warwick asked 

harshly, after another pause. 
' 'Y-es." 
;,You're going to marry that man ! ' ' 
"Ye-es." 

He straightened up and shook h imself 
like a capable, wiry terrier, tired of such 
foolishness and master of the future. 
"You're going to do no such thing !" 

he announced with smiling, triumphant 
eyes. "You're going to marry me. I 've 
got some plans on tap that will take sev
eral days to mature ; then I shall have 
plenty of money and I 'm coming after 
you. I 'm coming back to get you-make 
no mistake about that. Never mind your 
name, never mind anything but that yoa 
can't marry any man but me. You're 
mine-J 'm coming back, girl ! "  

For the first time in his li fe, then, Rand 
was seized with an overwhelming desire 
to make money-for her. Returning to 
the track i t seemed as if he could scarcely 
wait for the name of Gipsy Baron to ap
pear in the entries, and it was significant 
of his mood that he was more determined 
than before to wring the last penny by h i s 
bargain. If the horse was entered for a 
thousand dollars, it would cost his owner 
at least four to get his pet back again. 
Warwick entertained little doubt as to the 
outcome of his scheme, and with a couple 
of thousand dollars to his credit he could 
return and claim his lady-love. 

THE dawn of the momentous day 
found Rand vVarwick fully prepared 

for the business at . hand. I n  order to 
claim a thoroughbred in such a race as 
Gipsy Baron was entered in it becomes 
necessary for the claimant to be repre
sented by a candidate ; but Rand, without 
horses of his own just then, got around 
this rule by making his claim in the name 
of a friend who had a starter in the race. 
According to turf law this was a perfectly 
legitimate course to take, although War
wick's name never figured in the transac
tion. Gipsy Baron was entered for twelve 
hundred dollars, which meant that his 
present owner valued his horse at that 
figure, while any other owner fancying 
the old fellow had a chance to possess him 
providing his claim over-topped all others. 
\Varwick didn't believe there would be 
any great demand for the Baron, but in 
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order to  protect his hand he  wrote out a 
voucher for fifteen hundred dollars and 
deposited it with the stewards before the 
rae�. 

Gipsy Baron hadn't won a race in years 
and his intrinsic value was probably a few 
hundred dollars. As a racing tool he 
wasn't worth his salt, but to the well-to-do 
old farmer who took a chi:dish joy in see
ing his horse perform, the thoroughbred 
was well-nigh priceless. This man, Almer 
Trenworthy, regarded the Baron with the 
deep affection men usually bestow upon 
wife and child. Old Abner was without 
blood relations, a widower with what he 
considered an unfortunate matrimonial 
experience. Small wonder, then, in his 
dour existence, that he made a pet of his 
racer, that the horse was seen to follow 
him through the plantations with the 
docility of a dog. 

Rand 'Warwick didn't know old Abner ; 
he had no great desire to  know him. The 
young man's game was to capitalize the 
farmer's affection for his horse, scarcely 
a commendable thing, but then, as Rand 
worked it out, a perfectly lawful thing to 
do. When the field paraded past the 
5tands, \Varwick, from his secluded cor
ner, picked out and scrutinized Gipsy 
Baron with frankly cynical eyes. He was 
wondering if the old fellow could com
plete the mile and a furlong journey with
out accident. 

There was nothing to the race as far as 
the Trenworthy entrant was toncerned. 
He was beaten off in the first quarter and 
finished a distant last, trailing his field 
by a dozen lengths. I n  no way surprised, 
Warwick came down !rom the grandstand 
and went in search of his friend, Venton. 

When the box was opened, and the 
claims examined, it was seen that Gipsy 
Baron went to George Venton on his bid 
of fifteen hundred dollars. The stewards 
were mildly surprised to discover there 
was anyone so foolish as to· desire the 
old horse ; but their emotions were mod
erate compared with Warwick's when he 
went with Venton to take possession of 
the racer. 

The stable was empty, and old Abner, 
with folded arms, stood in the doorway. 
H e  offered no criticism of the stewards' 
order giving the horse to another man, 
but launched his subject without prelimi
naries. 

"You can't have Gipsy Baron, gentle
men. \Vhy, he's like one of the family ! I 

didn't know the rules, I reckon. I didn't 
think nobody'd want my old hoss. I got 
a mare and a weanling out on my farm, 
and you can take them ; but no man gets 
Gipsy Baron." 

I t  was useless to argue with the old 
far.mer, and Rand Warwick, who pre
ferred not to figure openly in the trans
action, was afraid of saying too '

much. 
On the whole, he was elated at Abner 
Trenworthy's stand. He was fonder of 
the horse than Rand had supposed a.-.d 
the Baron's price rose accordingly. The 
Jaw was on \Varwick's side, and Venton 
reminded Trenworthy that unless he 
turned over the thoroughbred without 
further trouble owner and horse would 
be ruled off the turf for life. 

"I don't mind that. I never win any
thing nohow. It's all fun. And if you 
want my hoss, let me see you get him, 
that's all,'' announced Abner with a 
bravado he was far from feeling. 

Rand \Varwick nodded to Venton and 
the two friends left the stable together 
without further argument. "Trenworthy's 
hidden his horse on his farm. I 'll . take 
the warrant and run out there tomorrow 
and probably the trouble can be adjusted 
..,\'ith satisfaction to all parties. I think 
so," was Rand's comment, as they walked 
back to the paddock. 

George V enton grinned. "I'll say the 
old fellow sure loves his nag. Well, to 
get down to cases, it's an andent bird 
that knows no plucking. Best o' luck I'' 

WH EN he reached the Trenworthy 
farm next morning, Rand War

wick's p.ulse was beating out a paean of 
praise for the golden November weather. 
Autumn comes late to this corner of 
the State and there were none of the 
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graying skies and dying foliage which 
makes this month so dreary in the North. 
The woods were a riot of orange and 
scarlet in which birds still lingered ; the 
fields had yet to be ploughed up for the 
fall planting; and there was a virile note 
in scene as well as air. 

Rand left his saddle horse beside an 
apple tree and walked up to the farm
house, low and comfortable in the sun
shine, like a purring, contented ca't. There 
was nobody at home, as repeated knock
ing testified ; but the open door and the 
dinner table inside led \Varwick to be
lie,,.e the owner could be located on the 
grounds� Turning away from the house, 
he spent the next ten minutes roaming 
through the kitchen garden and the little 
plantation of silver birch trees, so that 
his progress was ,·isihle to those at the 
barn long before he arrived there. 

The lower halves of the big double 
Joors guarding this structure were closed, 
with a long, lean, gray man sitting on the 
rather narrow edge waiting for Rand. 
Now he was conscious of the pungent 
smell of hay and feed and cattle, coming 
through the huge opening above the man. 
\Varwick's chin went up, not so much a 
challenge as a keen appreciation of the 
scene and all it stood for. In spite of the 
spic-and-span order of the farm there was 
a homelike atmosphere about Abner Tren· 
worthy's domain. 

Not immediately did he recognize in 
this man guarding old Abner's property 
the Silas Disney of the Sunday-school 
supper, Rand's potent rival since the girl 
-his girl-was betrothed to Silas. But 
when Warwick finally placed his man, he 
felt that he was going to enjoy himself 
more than he had anticipated. 
"I'm here on business with Abner Tren

worthy," Rand \Varwick commenced, eye
ing Silas from a distance of a dozen feet. 
j•rve a warrant ordering the horse Gipsy 
Baron to be turned over to me, What 
do you know about it ?" 
"Everything, I guess," answered Disney. 

"Abner's gone in· to town \o consult a 
lawyer, but-" 

"That won't help matters a,ny," inter
posed Rand impatiently. 

"Just what I told him," Silas Disney 
said, from his perch on the barn door. 
''When you play the game--" 
''-you got to abide by the rules. That's 

what I was telling Abner. But he's so 
plumb crazy about his old hoss-•• 
"\Veil, I can understand a man feeling 

a real affection for a horse. There's 
nothing so strange about that. The les
son to be learned is that Trenworthy must 
he careful how he uses his horse in the 
future, if he doesn't want to lose him_." 
'"He's already lost him, ain't he ?" de

manded Disney blandly. "There ain't 
nothing to be done about it that I can 
see. I keep telling Abner so, and now 
he's gone off wasting money for a law
yer- ! You'll be racing old Baron your
self, I gues s ;  but you're too slick to place 
him where Abner--or anybody--can get 
ho1d of him, I'm thinking." 
''Every animal in my stable is expected 

to earn his way," Warwick said, a bit 
pompously for him. "If Gipsy Baron can't 
win among the handicap horses, he will 
soon find his way in with the platers. He' l l  
have to earn his oats with me.'' ·. 
Silas laughed derisively. 
"Shucks ! Gipsy Baron ain't going to 

win in any company," he said. "Abner 
just liked him, that's all. The hoss ain•t 
worth fifty dollars on the race tracks. 
LTnless you're just naturally fond of him, 
you'd better sell him to draw a wagon. I 
always told Abner that." 
''Fortunately it isn't true," replied Rand 

with a superior smile. "I believe the 
horse is a valuable racing tool. Of course 
I do !" he insisted quickly at Disney's in
credulous Joolc. "\Vhy else did I claim 
him ? I believe if properly trained and 
placed Gipsy Baron will more than pay 
his way. Fifteen hundred dollars-a man 
doesn't part with that money for a cart
horse ! " 
''No-o ! You mean it ?'' 
•·You'd better believe I do. I expect to 

win him out at Prince George's yet. Now, 
I want my horse. I've come for him." 
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"But Abner Trenworthy said the Baron 
wasn't to be disturbed in his absence-" 

''You know the law." Rand Warwick 
produced his warrant. "I want that horse 
now." 

SI LAS climbed slowly. down from the 
door and stood with his back against 

it, twisting a blade of grass between his 
thin, bloodless lips. 

"My friend would rather part with half 
his farm, I guess," he observed, filled with 
concern for Abner's happiness. "You 
d on't know. A boss is a boss to you-to 
you racing feUows. All you think is what 
an animal is worth-in money. Now, it's 
different with Abner Trenworthy. I dare· 
say his colors have never won a race-he 
d on't look for old Baron to win-nine 
years old, high in flesh, and sort of famil
iar, like a puppy. And you expect him to 
win races ! "  

"I do." 
"He's not worth fifteen hundred dollars, 

young man." 
"He is to me," insisted Warwick, rather 

enjoying himself. 
Disney felt his way cautiously, with 

cunning little glances towards Rand. "You 
-you wouldn't part with the Baron, 
then ?" 

Rand Warwick's voice was cool, but not 
discouraging. "I didn't say that. I'm not 
anxious to dispose of my bargain-! just 
got the horse, you know. But I'm a chap 
who'll sell every time-at his price. If 
Mr. Trenworthy wants to talk business, 
he knows where to find me." 

Disney nodded. "He might want to-I 
don't know. That old hoss is like his own 
flesh and blood. I f  he'd give you-how 
much say, to keep Gipsy Baron, young 
man?" 

"I can't say offhand. He'll have to make 
me an offer." 

"Two thousand ?" 
" Don't let's waste our time talking non

sense. Five thousand would be more 
like it.'' 

Silas Disney's jaw dropped. "That's a 
lot of money," he !altered. 

''The horse is worth it to me. I expect 
to win him out many times-" 

"Three thousand, young man. The 
Baron ain't worth it, but Abner's that 
fond-" 

"Fond of the horse, is he ? Then why 
does he hold on to a dollar until the eagle 
shrieks?" Rand Warwick threw back his 
head and laughed loudly. "I'll tell you 
what I'll do-make it forty·five hundred, 
take the nag or leave him. He's worth 
that to me as a racing tool. If Abner 
Trenworthy's sentiment is less than his 
greed, it's nothing to me. I've said the 
last word on the subject. Come across
forty·five hundred cash and the animal re
mains in that barn." 

Silas Disney looked at him for several 
minutes without speaking. Then he 
turned and threw open the lower doors 
of the barn, calling to someone who was 
hidden in the cavernous recess�s. 

"You can come out now, Millie, and 
bring the boss with you," said Silas. 
"Seen I was right, ain't you, girl ? I told 
you and Abner what he was up to. All 
this nice-spoken, slick-haired young fellow 
wants is your step·dad's money. You 
heard him ? Demandin' forty-five hundred 
for the Baron-says the boss is worth it 
to him. All right. You get that forty
five hundred dollar hoss for fifteen hun
dred, mister-dirt cheap from your point 
o' view. Take him away-take him away ; 
and win him out at Prince George's-if 
you can." 

R
OOTED to the spot, Rand Warwick 
discovered that his power of speech 

bad deserted him. He could only stare 
at Amelie, leading by a short rein from 
the barn, the animal that all unknowingly 
was the cause of this heart-break and 
tragedy. 

The girl wouldn't look at Rand. She 
had fastened an orange and purple scarf 
around her shoulders, which, contrast
ing strangely with her print frock, threw 
into bold relief her dark and scornful 
eyes. Wind·tossed hair curled low on her 
neck ; the gold hoops glistened in the 
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sunlight as she walked proudly out to 
him leading the horse. 

"You don't understand," cried Warwick, 
when she was close enough for him to 
touch her sleeve. "If you'll let me ex
plain-" 

"\Vhat is there to explain ?" Amelie de
manded, briefly lifting eyes to his. '·I was 
in there. I heard all that passed between 
yon and Silas. I t  turned out just as he 
said." 

The man cursed his luck and grasped 
frantically for the frailest straw. "Had I 
known Gipsy Baron belonged to your 
father, girl-" 

She shook her head, and Rand expe� 
rienced a feeling of failure. "A horse is 
a horse and a man is a man," she said. 
"'When Silas pointed out that you had 
planned to take advantage of the senti
mentalism of a childless old man I 
couldn't believe it, and so he made me 
hide in there and listen. I heard. And I 
wish I were dead." 

Her note of complete surrender to de
spair turned him faint, and he was afraid, 
oddly afraid ; then he knew he must com
fort her, win back her favor even by 
fraud. 

"I meant all I said. I want the Baron 
and I'm going to win races with him. 
Can't you understand what this man is 
trying to do ? He hates me because you 
don't. 

"Girl, if you'll only wait awhile and 
see !"  

Hope crept into her face, coloring her 
cheeks and brightening her eyes ; she took 
a little step towards Rand, her hands 
clutched to her breast. Yet before he 
could follow up his slight advantage, Silas 
Disney claimed the scene. 

"Don't let yourself be misled a second 
time by his wheedling tongue, Millie," 
commanded the gaunt, gray man. " But 
there-he's got no moon ; and somehow 
things sound different by daylight. One 
of them fellows that can explain away 
the sin of Cain, and you've got no call 
to listen to him. Millie, I don't ask you 
t o  p.onder on what I 've said; that man 

stands self-condemned out o' his own 
mouth." 

A curiously hard expression swept all 
traces of youth from her pre.tty features. 

"Are you going to keep Gipsy Baron ?" 
she asked Warwick, with a significance 
which sent the blood surging to his brow. 

He put out his hand and caught hold 
of the short check-reirt. ''I am, and you're 
going to be mighty sorry, too, some day 
soon. Here are my credentials." Rand 
proffered the stewards' warrant to Silas 
Disney. "That completes the deal, I be
lieve. Trenworthy's got my money-or 
can get it from the track officials-and I 've 
got his horse. · \Veil, may the worst man 
lose." 

AFFECTING a jaunty air he was far 
from feeling, Warwick made his 

adieux and led the Baron through the 
plantation to the apple tree where he had 
left his saddle horse. It was with an odd 
sensation of failure and dismay that he 
rode back to the race-track with the 
ancient thoroughbred in tow. There was 
only the knowledge that Amelie had 
climbed to the brow of the hill to catch 
the last glimpse of him to sustain Rand 
Warwick. She must care-a little. So it 
became imperative for him to make good 
his brave words and in this way recover 
his lost caste in her sight. 

Down in his heart Rand felt that his 
acquisition in horseflesh was scarcely . 
worth bringing home, and this in spite of 
the fact that he did his best to make him
self believe otherwise. The first owner of 
the original white elephant was confound
ed with no greater problem than he. 
Gipsy Baron was Rand Warwick's old 
man of the sea, and he clung tenaciously. 
There was the feeling, too, that his friends 
knew he had been vanquished by the com
mon enemy, so that it was as necessary to 
demonstrate to them as it  was to prove 
to Amelie's satisfaction that his horse was 
a winner of races. 

He gave over the early morning hours 
to training the Baron and quickly discov� 
ered that the old fellow was as difficult as 
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a spoiled child. Not that he was mean
tempered or moody ; on the contrary, he 
resembled a playful Newfoundland, with
out thought for work, and delight ing to 
follow his master ·in faithful dog-fashion. 
Rand could readily understand how old 
Abner had come to love the horse. But 
his very geniality made doubly hard the 
rigor of training. 

Purposely \\'arwick had remained away 
from the Trenworthy farm, feeling that 
he couldn't approach Amelie until he had 
made some progress with the racer. He 
wanted to see her. Often he spent hours 
walking along the sandy country roads, 
rehearsing what he would say to her-and 
Rand possessed a wheedling tongue when 
not caught unawares. Given a half-hour 
he could subjugate her. He had the 
strongest arguments ever devised all 
ready for the asking. He could prove 
Silas Disney to be a liar and a hypocrite 
and cover himself with glory and honors. 
There were only ten days now left of the 
racing season, and when he set out for New 
Orleans Rand wanted Amelie with him. 

Yet he couldn't go out to the farm ; 
something held him when he got as far as 
the gate and wouldn't let him enter. More 
and more time he devoted to Gipsy Bar
on's schooling, and without appreciable 
results. Fortunately for him, however, he 
was directing the exercise boy from the 
infield, on the morning old Abner came 
out to the track to visit his pet. 

Undoubtedly Rand looked very efficient, 
signaling to the lad who obeyed these 
commands as religiously as if he were 
astride Man-o'-War. Formerly high in 
flesh, the old horse had faken off some 
of his excess weight under Rand's guiding 
hand, he had been clipped, and his chest
nut coat presented a racy appearance 
when the sunlight struck him. But-it 
seemed that the Baron couldn't do a mile 
in better than 1 :48 to save his neck. 

RAND WARWICK permitted old Ab
ner to stand beside him for several 

minutes before he deigned to notice him 
at all. Indeed, in his role, Rand might 

have moved away without speaking but 
for the sudden appearance of S ilas Disney 
and Amelie. They had stopped to read 
the bulletin and faced him, a dozen yards 
off, before he guessed they were in the 
grounds. 
"Breaking any records, young fel l ow ?" 

Silas asked with dry humor, as he came 
within speaking distance. 
Rand removed his cap and bowed to 

the girl. He was as well groomed a t  n oon, 
out on the track, as he was in a p u b l ic 
place at the dinner hour. Silas seemed a 
grotesque figure beside him ; but t h en, 
Silas hugged to his breast a sense of 
righteousness which \Varwick d idn't 
know, and the older man was more t han 
willing to cross swords with such an ad
versary. 
. "How do you think he's looking ?" Rand 

addressed his question to Abner and saw 
the old man's eyes fill with a mingled 
pride and pain. 
"He looks kind o' thin, sir." 
"He must tip the scales at twelve hun

dred," thought Warwick. 
"The Baron never looked like that in 

his life ! "  cried Amelie, her words stum
bling over each other in her excitement , 
ignoring Silas. 

Disney's laugh spread like an evil whis
per. "Handsome is as handsome does, I 
guess. The Baron's just dressed up, that's 
all. All that sleekness don't make much 
difference in his speed, I 'm thinking. A 
real companionable old fellow, eh, mis
ter ?" 

Refusing to answer Silas, Warwick sig
naled to the boy to put Gipsy Baron to a 

drive ; and approaching the head of the 
stretch the lad set the old horse down, so 
that he came through the lane in a man
ner that couldn't fail to impress the novice. 
But consulting his stop-watch Rand saw 
that the time was wretched; and that the 
old thoroughbred had practically no speed 
at all. Yet he must be made to win a race 
for Amelie. 
The old man and the girl were watch

ing Rand's face anxiously for a favorable 
sign. 

I 
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"That was right fast running," ventured 
Abner at last. 

All along AmeJie's attitude toward War
wick was "'ne of shyness, and now she 
turned to Silas with unmistakable triumph 
in her voice. "The Baron's going to wio-
yon'Jl see ! " 

"Yes, and pigs '11 fly," chuckled Silas 
Disney, moving away with hands back of 
him. 

For some reason Amelie elected to fol
low, and presently Rand found himself 
alone with Abner. 

There was a real longing in the old 
man's face. . 

"I just didn't come over to see the boss, 
Mr. \Varwick," he confessed. "Si1as 
knows, and he's walked away a-purpose, 
chuckling to himself; but I don't care. I'll 
buy him back, like you said, for forty-five 
h undred dollars. It may seem foolish to 
you, and it seems foolish to Silas Disney, 
but I ain't got the heart to go outdoors 
n o  longer, knowing the Baron ain't 
around. I'm an old man, and somehow 
my boss is pretty close to me." 

Rand experienced a genuine thrill at the 
words, but first he wanted to satisfy his 
curiosity in another respect. 

''You've got your daughter, Mr. Trcn
worthy," he said. 

"Not my own flesh and blood,'' an
swered old Abner, sighing. "A fine, square 
girl, but we ain't got much in common, 
Millie and I. Sometimes I think it's her 
foreign blood. I married her mother 
when ?.'lillie \vas a little tot, and her own 
dad was a seafaring man, called the Portu
guese. Besides, Millie's due to marry 
Silas. He's waited a long time, but I 
guess he's getting tired, now. So you see, 
with her gone, and without my boss- ! 
Five thousand, if you keep your mouth 
shut to Silas, young man/' 

RAND was never more horribly tempt
ed in his life. He still had a little 

money left out of his winnings in the 
North last summer, but the check for 
Gipsy Baron had depleted his savings 
more than he cared to remember. Five 

thousand dollars just at present looked 
like a fortune and it would go far towards 
paving the way for a joyous and prosper
ous season at New Orleans. With the 
last work of the Baron fresh in mind, 
Rand was tempted almost beyond human 
endurance. 

And yet, if he sold back the horse to 
Abner Trenworthy it meant more than 
the mere branding of himself a liar and 
a cheat. It made all that Silas had ever 
said of him come true. And it meant los
ing Amelie, I n  spite of her affection for 
him, which Rand believed he saw in her 
shyness, it seemed to him that he couldn't 
hope to win her while he stood convicted 
of sharp practice. He was a holdup man, 
and he just had to make good or confess 
his calling. 

Amelie and Silas were coming back, 
slowly, but he had to make up his mind. 
Old Abner seemed hanging on his answer. 

"I guess the Baron's not for sale," the 
young man announced at last. "I'm sorry, 
and I appreciate how you feel about the 
old fellow ; but I'd like to win with him-" 

"Can you ?" 
So even Trenworthy doubted I Rand 

felt the blood sting his cheeks. "I'll show 
you," he said doggedly, a.s Silas and the 
girl joined them. 

Disney, all forbidding smiles, rubbed his 
horny hands together as he put .his ques
tion to Abner. "Takin' the Baron home 
with us, friend ?''-

"No," replied the old farmer shortly. 
"Mr. Warwick here won't sell." 

Rand had lost his investment, but his 
reward came in the shape of Amelie's 
transfiguring smile. 

T
HERE was a race in the book for the 
last day of the meeting which Rand 

\Varwick thought Gipsy Baron could win. 
It was a case of then or never, for the 
contest was framed for the cheapest sort 
of selling-platers, and with many of the 
thoroughbreds shipped away, it was 
scarcely likely that the entrants would be 
formidable. For ten days now Rand had 
spent most of his time studying the book 
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for the meeting, looking for a spot, hop
ing for a chance to drop his horse down 
to victory. Twice he had entered his can
didate and then scratched out, sensing the 
folly of sending the old horse out to meet 
such fields. 

But now-Gipsy Baron was a fresh 
horse, there was that in his favor. He 
hadn't been raced to pieces day after day. 
True, he hadn't any speed at any stage of 
the journey, but he could go a route ; he 
was a stayer. The race in question, a mile 
and a furlong, was about the right dis
tance. So Rand \Varwick entered the 
Baron's name again. 

When the entries appeared he scanned 
his racer's opponents carefully, and be
lieved he had a chance. Small stables 
seeking winter money, cast-offs, has-beens, 
and never-were-at-alls, and Gipsy Baron. 
Wretched company, and yet Rand knew 
he was fortunate in finding at last what 
looked to be t·he right spot. 

During the afternoon he sent word to  
Trenworthy farm-the Baron went for all 
the money tomorrow. Rand felt pretty 
confident by this time, and he wanted 
Amelie and Abner-yes, and Silas Disney 
-there to see his triumph. They weren't 
turfmen ; they wouldn't understand the 
conditions under which he raced ; all 
they'd see was the horse come home at 
the head -of the procession, 

And then Warwick heard something 
that threatened to plunge him into black
est despair. George Venton came to him 
with a whispered tale of an attempted 
coup on Flying Squirrel. The horse had 
been kept under cover; he had gone miles 
in better than 1 :44 ; the shrewdest people 
in the business had him in hand. 

All night long the name of Flying 
Squirrel rang in Rand's ears like a req
uiem. Yet in the morning Venton found 
him in a moderately cheerful frame of 
mind, and when the bugle sounded boots 
and saddles for the first race, he was 
greeting his guests with a smile of rare 
confidence. Abner and Amelie and Silas 
had drive:· over from the farm in Tren
worthy's cheap automobile. When they 

had been escorted to the grandstand, Rand 
Warwick whispered that they could go 
down on Gipsy Baron with both feet, he 
was going to win today. 

"Pretty confident, ain't you ?" mocked 
Silas. ''I heard 'em at the post office last 

. night talking about a hoss, but I forgot 
his name. He was a certain winner they 
said, however." 

Amelie turned anxious eyes from the 
program to . Rand. 

"What do you think ? It isn't p.-s
sible--?" · She knew how old Abner de
sired this race for Gipsy B:tron. 

Warwick laughed and stuck his pencil 
through the name Flying Squirrel. ''I s 
that the horse?" he asked Silas. 

Disney took the program and .:ead aJoud 
the printed name of owner and trainer. 

"Yes, that's the one," he almost shouted 
in his excitement. It was the Hamberton 
crowd-same name as on the program
that was boastin' about the hoss. I f  the 
Baron can lick him-" 

"I've declared to win with Gipsy B aron 
and I don't care a tinker's dam who knows 
it," laughed Rand Warwick, throwing 
back his head. " I f  you want to get your
self some easy money-" Then he broke 
off, glanced at the girl, and began to 
tease. "I forgot. It's wrong to bet and 

win ; it's only when you lose that the sin's 

forgiven. \Veil, then, stay off, for the 

Baron's the surest thing today you ever 
saw ! "  

TEN odds and ends o£ thoroughbreds 
paraded to the post for the sixth 

event of the matinee. Old Abner hadn't 
spoken since he arrived at the track, but 
when he saw the Baron, an ear-pricking, 
rejuvenated Baron, gallop past the stands, 
two bright red spo.ts appeared on his 
cheeks. The start was at the top of the 
stretch, with the field passing the grand
stand twice in order to complete the 
mile-and-a-furlong journey, and armed 
with an ancient pair of opera glasses the 
old man watched breathlessly for the bar
rier to be sprung. He knew nothing of 
the mechanism of racing and when Gipsy 
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Baron left the wire slug�ishly and trailed 
his field through the straightaway, Abner 
Trenworthy looked as if he were going to 
die. 

A s  the field swept in front of their box 
Gipsy Baron was in fifth position and 
closely attended by Flying Squirrel. 

"I bet Hamberton's hoss beats him 
now,

,
. muttered Silas, and was promptly 

h issed down by Amelie, who began to 
cheer feebly for the Baron. 

"Don't you mind, dad, he doesn't drop 
back-he's gaining," she whispered in the 
old man's ear. "It's a long way to go yet, 
and rhere'll be many a foot-weary horse 
before the wire is reached, \Vatch Baron." 

Down the back-stretch it seemed, in
deed, that the old horse was moving up, 
and while he lay a half-dozen lengths in 
back of the leader, he raced 

. 
with long, 

even strides. At the elbow the Baron 
went forward again, this time into second 
place, but as before he was closely lapped 
on Flying Squirrel, racing under stout 
restraint. 

Then the long, straight lane. How 
many a faint-hearted horse haq died down 
as he sighted this forbidding stretch ! To 
tired chargers it seemed like eternity it
self. The leader cracked at the eighth 
pole and to a rousing cheer Gipsy Baron 
forged to the front. Closely attended by 
the Squirrel, he raced straight and true 
down the middle of the course, and then, 
within a few yards of goal, with none near 
them to threaten victory, Flying Squirrel 
dropped back and Gipsy Baron came on 
to an easy score. 

\Vhile cheers for the winner rang in her 
ears, Amelie turned to her step-father. 
Tears honest and unashamed stood in his 
faded blue eyes. "My boss, Millie," he 
said, and felt for her hand. 

Behind them Silas Disney coughed vio
lently into his handkerchief. "\Vell, that 
Flying Squirrel almost had him," he an
nounced. "Once or twice I thought it 
was all up, and it was-the Squirrel quit. 
Maybe your heart's satisfied, Abner, even 
if the Baron does belong to another man 
now." 

The girl's voice laughed a challenge to 
the universe. "Mr. Warwick said he'd 
win with the horse I "  

They went down to the paddock, Abner 
Trenworthy stumbling along in his haste 
to shake Rand \Varwick's hand and get 
to his thoroughbred. All the way he 
talked to himself, while Amelie's heart 
sang an accompaniment. Once she turned 
and looked at Silas, following on leaden 
feet. No words passed between them, 
and Disney proved that he understood 
women ; for when they found Rand, her 
elderly suitor had fled. 

Rand \Varwick's eyes were as triumph
antly happy as Amelie's were. He wanted 
to steal away with her, woo her all over 
again with words that crowded for utter
ance, and then sweep her into his arms, 
cover her lips with kisses. But he had to 
pause to listen to old .\bner, and Abner 
was choked with . praise. 

"A real smart young fellow," he was 
saying, appealing to Mtllie with every 
other breath he drew. "I reckon I'd 
rather he had my hoss than anybody else, 
girl." 

I t  was with his answering speech that 
Rand clinched matters for all time with 
the old man. "Gipsy Baron's made good 
and now he goes home, Mr. Trenworthy, 
if you care to buy him back from me. 
The price is just what I paid-fifteen hun
dred. I won't accept a penny more and 
you can have him only on those terms, 
Is it a bargain ?" 

Abner's thanks were cut surprisingly 
short by a hurried departure, and Rand 
didn't grasp the significance of this until 
Amelie pointed out that the old man had 
gone to the stable to claim his pet before 
Warwick could change his mind. 

"I'm glad you've given him back," she 
said softly. "I couldn't bear to leave 
my stepfather on the farm without Gipsy 
Baron." 

"And you're leaving the farm very soon, 
eh ?" Rand whispered, with a boy's happy 
chuckle in his throat. "I 'm going to take 
you far away with me, sweetheart, and 
you're never going to get out of eye-shot 



572 WAYS I D E  TA LES 

again. New Orleans- ! Ever been in 
New Orleans for the Mardi Gras ? I 
guess you haven't, but it's good fun-'-fun 
for you · and me because life's so darn 
good itself. I want to show you all the 
world, I want to see it all again with your 
eyes. You care a little, you're coming 
with me, girl ?" 

WALKING through the paddock, they 
had left the race-track behind and 

come to a little lane still in leaf and 
strangely apart from the frantic, excited 
mob over there. 

Suddenly Amelie stopped still in the 
roadway and faced Rand with tremulous 
eagerness. "Are you sure you want me ?" 
she asked. 
"Want you, girl ?" He threw back his 

head, laughed, and poured forth all his 
colorful, lover's language. "What makes 
you ask that, sweetheart ? Is it that I 
don't care enough ? Girl, in all my life, 
in all my wanderings, I never wanted to 
marry a woman but you." 
"I don't deserve it-don't ! "  she mur

mured, hiding her eyes. 
"There's nothing too good ! Nothing 

good enough-" 
"You." 
"I ? I 'm no tin god, little girl." 
"You're wonderful ! You're everything 

that's big and fine and noble ! "  Her pas
sion frightened him ; he drew back and 
listened, oddly stirred. "When I think 
of how I 've acted-what I 've said-letting 
Silas Disney influence me, half convince 
me-" 
"Convince you of what, Amelie ?" 
"He said you were tricky, insincere. He 

got me to hide in the barn that day, and 
I did it. Can you forgive that ? Even 
when you took Gipsy Baron and said 
you'd win with him, Silas kept whispering 
insinuating things-. And I half-believed 
them-in spite of myself I half-believed 
the things he tried to prove. Tricky, he 
said-and I didn't strike him down for 
it I \V ell, today you've kept faith with 
us, even with unbelievers. All you said · 
you were going to do, you've done. When 

I think of how I acted that day-how 
I 've doubted since, even, I could creep 
away and die. Forgive me ! "  

Rand didn't draw her into his embrace 

and \:his per his forgiveness ; he neither 

struck her down, as she had seen the farm

ers do their women, nor call her to him, 
which somehow seemed Rand's way. He 

just looked at her, all at once white- and 
still. 
"Suppose I were ?" he asked at last. 

"Suppose you were-what, Rand ?" 
"Well, tricky. Suppose Silas was right, 

and it ·was all-all a trick this afternoon ? 
Suppose Gipsy Baron cou ldn't 

win ?" 
"But he did win ! "  Amelie cried, with 

a vague feeling of alarm in her breast. 
\Varwick frowned at the tip of his b oot. 

"The Baron won today because I said so. 

You've got to know the truth-it was 
what Silas-some people-would call a 

trick. Although within the law- a l l  
according to the rules and regulations of 

good racing. . . . \Vhy do you make 

me say these things, girl ?" 
"I haven't asked you-" 
"No, but I 've got to tell you. You " v c  

got to know the truth about me. I am 
tricky-just that. For I always keep 
within bounds, there is never enough 
against me to deny me the privileges of 

the tracks under Jockey Club jurisdiction, 
though again and again my operations 
savor of sharp practice-just that. I f  I 
were an out-and-out crook it wouldn't be 
so bad, perhaps. I'm doubly dangerous, 
I guess, because I don't break the law ; 
I get around it. Today Flying Squirrel 
was pounds the best horse in the race 
and yet the Baron won and I knew he 
was going to win. Can you figure that 
out ?" 
A horrible fascination had crept into 

Amelie's eyes and kept them fastened o·n 
Rand's face. She shook her head slowly 
as she said, "But I saw it all. Flying 
Squirrel quit in the stretch." 
"Riding instructions," nodded War

wick laconically. "When the boy on 
Squirrel saw that none of the other 
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horse s could pass Gipsy Baron, he pulled 
up h i s  mount and the Baron came on to 
an easy victory." 

"You mean the jockey on Flying Squir
rel didn't try to win ?" 

"Yes .  The instructions were to let 
your father's horse score." 

' "And who gave those instructions ?" 
"I did." 
"And it wasn't honest, you mean." 
" I t was all according to good, ironclad 

rules," declared Rand \Varwick, with a 
three-cornered smile. "See here, I had 
to win with that horse to make good my 
boast ing-to set me right in Old Abner's 
eyes. Silas Disney had called my bluff 
when he let me take Gipsy Baron-I 
didn't want the animal. \iVhat he said was 
t ru e �  I had claimed him to sell him back 
to your father at a fat profit. Silas 
blocked my game, and I had to keep the 
Baron. To save my skin I had to win 
with him. 

"You didn't know what a tough propo
sition that was, girl ! Except as a pet, 
as Abner keeps him, that old horse isn't 
worth his oats. As a racer- ! I studied 
the entries day after day like a child 
studying his lessons. I 'd think I 'd found 
a spot to drop him in and then something 
would show up and I 'd know the Baron 
couldn't do it. Time and again this hap
pened. I t  began to look as if he couldn't 
lick a flock of sheep and then I stumbled 
on today's race. The cheapest sort of 
company-bad legs, poor 'nerved' brutes, 
badge horses- ! But it looked like the 
right spot, and I 'd only boasted I 'd win 
a race with the Baron, and didn't mention 
the kind. 
"And then I discovered the Baron 

couldn't even win there. The Hamberton 
boys had a 'good thing' under cover
Flying Squirrel, yes. They had been wait
ing with their horse, just as I had waited 
with Gipsy Baron, and according to the 
work-outs, Squirrel could race the Baron 
off his feet. I didn't know what to do. 
I went to the Hambertons and talked 
it over with them. Naturally, they wanted 
to win-wanted the purse and the betting 

privilege. I couldn't induce them to 
scratch their horse, s o I bought him." 

THE words spoken, Rand waited anx
iously for Amelie's verdict and she 

didn't keep him long in suspense. 
"You bought Flying Squirrel and no· 

body knew it ? I remember that he was 
down on the program as owned and 
trained by the Hambertons. You mean 
that you took over the horse without 
anyone's being the wiser and instructed 
the jockey to let Baron win the race-for 
step-dad's sake ?" 
"Something like that." Warwick smiled 

briefly. "Though I suppose really the 
Baron won for my sake-yes, for me. To 
impress you. To make Silas out a liar. 
Do you see ?-that's the kind of chap I 
am. Though I didn't do anything as 
crude as running Squirrel without report
ing the change of ownership to the rac
ing stewards. No, I always work within 
the law. ·what I did was to wait until 
the programs were printed-with Flying 
Sqtt'irrel set down in black and white as 
the Hamberton's property. That was to 
fool you and your father and Silas. I 
waited until the programs were printed
then I reported the sale to the stewards. 
"It became necessary then to announce 

this change of ownership on the bulletin 
-which I knew none of you would ever 
see. And since Squirrel was my property, 
he and Gipsy Baron were coupled as th :! 
Rand \Varwick entry, and Rand \Varwick 
declared to win with Gipsy Baron. That 
was my privilege-that is why I paid out 
my last dollars to get hold of Flying 
Squirrel. Squirrel was my horse, and I 
could tell the jockey to pull him in so 
that Baron could win the race. I was 
within the law. There it was chalked 
up on the bulletin-Rand Warwick de
clares to win with Gipsy Baron. Those 
simple words permitted me to trick your 
father last as I had attempted to trick 
him first. I knew he'd never look at the 
bulletin. According to the program the 
horses ran in different interests , but really 
they were both mine, with Squirrel the 
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Letter animal. Now you know. what I 
am, now you see how I work--careful to 
teep within the law, but never wholly 
lwnest of purpose. Something I can't 
explain has made me tell you this. Now 
that you know the truth, I guess you had 
Letter go Lack to Silas Disney." 

Out of her face went all light and color 
11ntil only her eyes seemed alive. "You 
mean you don't want me any longer?" 
.\mclie asJ-ed. 

"\Vant you, girl ! "  The man was trem· 
hling with passion. "That has got noth
ing to do with the case, my wanting you," 
he said grimly, after a silence. "Disney 
is well-to-<lo, respected and reliable-" 

She tossed her head, the Portuguese 
sailor's daughter, with gold hoops swing· 
ing from her ears. "You can send me 
back to the farm, but you can't make me 
marry Silas," she cried. "I marry no man 
bnt on e ! " 

Rand looked at her long and �teadily, 

and hope and cou rage slowly returned. 
"Girl, you don't know what you're say
ing," he muttered at last. "I'm thinking 
of you-of your future happiness. Now 
that you know the real \Varwick-" 

"I can't help what you've done. But 
what you do tomorrow-" 

"I could go straight with your help , 
:\melie. I t's simpler to be honest. Think
ing it over, it's mighty hard someti mes to 
be tricky. The same energy directed along 
other channels, I suppose, would bring 
better results. Somehow I never cared 
before, as long as thcy couldn't jail me ; 
hut now-I care tremendously ! I t  "von't 
be easy at first, perhaps, for I 'm u sed to 
doing things the other way, but- \Vhat 
have you got to say?" 

"If you won't have me, I know I shall  
die an old maid," Amelie whispered. 
creeping into his arms. •·y ott have no 
rig-ht to send me away to another man. 
There, now ! "  

Bu t Once Th a t  Way 
By Henry KinB, Thayer' 

The well-dressed gentleman who smiled 
in the doorway was plainly a book sales· 
man. 

The lady of th e house sensed that such 
was his calling. She greeted him rather 
icily. 

"Ivladame,'' he said politely, "I am 
�elling a volume, a si ngle volume which 
I think will interest you. May I not-" 

"No books," she said firmly. "Posi
tively none. I am not interested in any 
books." 

"Ah, not any books possibly, but this 
particular hook of mine is the only one 
of its kind. in the world. I t  is only four 

dollars and worth many times as much 
to its owner. May I not-" 

''N o ! "  snapped the lady. "I wouldn't 
buy it at any price. I am tired of open
ing my door and finding an agent stand
ing there waiting to sell me something." 

"I thought as much, my dear madam, 
and that is why I h ope to sell you-" 

"I am not interested-" 
"I shall never come this way again. I 

knock but once-then pass on forever. 
The title of this volume is 'How to Get 
Rid of an Agent \Vithout Buying.' Yes, 
indeed, madame, four dollars is correct. 
I thank you I Good morning!" 

J 



From Der Brummer, Berlin 

"Why have you kept me wahin11: ao Jon��:?" 
"In the caves there ia a acven-fold echo--end It made aucb a pleasure of kisaine: that 

we couldn't lave before!" 

67() 



NINE O'CLOCK, �Ionday morning, 
and the rlay·s grind was about to 

begin. 
The police court was packed to the 

tloors, and the reek of fourteen nations 
rose to the rafters, subtly blended with 
the less pungent odor of tobacco smoke. 

I n  the foul atmosphere, a single electric 
fan on the judge's bench hummed a long 
note of exasperation, realizing the futil
ity of its efforts. An inconceivable babel 
f•llcd the chamber, a symphony in which, 
incredibly tan.�kd, occurred the voices of 
policemen, lawyers, reporter�. harlots, 
negroes, pickpockets, hang-over� and pro
fessional bondsmen. Thin, sharp-faceJ 
little Jews, these latter, hardly distin
guishal>lc from their brother-jackals, the 
�hysters-they p unctuated the disorder 
w i t h  furtive gesturings and · stinkings. 

I n  a corner, ncar the dusty windows, a 
group of plain-clothes detectives ex
changed Vlllgar repartee, or ch inned hope
fully with sensation-seeking journalists. 

A court clerk, behind his wicket, talke.-:1 
shrilly and rustled his innumerable papers 
as if h e  were shuffling a new deck, and 
a huge bailiff with the eyes of a rat and 
the manners of a thug made himself ob
jectionable to all about him. 

In the ceaseless line of prisoners pour
i ng into the chamber from the bull-pen 
hecame odoriferously evident the impar
t iality of j u stice and the comparative fail
ure of the Volstead act. These passed 
in to  the temporary confinement of a wired 
enclosure, like a rabbit hutch, pending the 
calling of their several cases. \Vitnesses, 
and a regiment of morbid spectators, 
crowded the benches. 

A small, gray-haired man pushed 
through the pack toward the bench. As 
he progressed, h e  exchang-ed idiomatic 
humor with his attaches and with re
porters, lawyers and policemen of his ac
quaintance. At length he mounted to the 
bench, beh ind which the upper half of 
him assumed a sudden and unsuspected 
majesty, a phenomenon for which his elt:
·vation was responsible. 

The husky bailiff pounded for order with 

The Story That 
Mi[jht Have 

Been 

By 

Vincent StaT'Pett 

a )"Oung mallet, and the noisy clerk ro,;� 
from his position with his mouth open. 
From the alarming aperture thus dis
closed issued an unintelligible medley of 
words only the opening and closing sy l 
Jables o f  which were deciph erable. 

"Hear ye, hear ye, hear ye . . . p u r _  
suant t o  recess ! "  

\Vhen h e  had finished, the chatter wa� 
resumed in full volume, and the huge 
bailiff added himself to the uproar until 
he had sl1 0uted down and pounded t o  
silence all but the lawyers. 

"Call the first case," said the court. 
calmly. 

And the wheels began to grind. 

F
A I R FAX of t he Daily Ne,vs watched 
the performance listlessly. It \Vas 

old, old stuff, and e-..·cn as local color the 
murky turmoil long had ceased to inter
est him. From his seat, slightly below 
anc.l to one side of the judge, h e  had seen 
it all before, and had extracted from i t  
its final decorative detail. 

Moreover, he was a languid youth, and 
on Mondays-after his day of rest-he 
was always tired and sleepy. He felt, 
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And it was worth tell

ing, was Fairfax's yarn. 

We suspect that the poet 

was dr eaming when he 

said that dreams are the 

stuff that life is made of, 

and that in a waking mo

ment he would have said 

that dreams are the stuff 

that life is made up of. 

W he r e f o r e  D r o m g oo l e  

w a s  n ot so m u c h  of a 

phantom after all, as a 

transcript of a bit of life. 

indeed, that he might as well sleep as 

listen, for :rvlonday is a dull day even in 
the news market. He could invent better 
st ories than he was likely to hear, and 
on occasion he had done so. He had no 
regular assignment, i t pleased h im to re
member ; he was to pick up what he could 
in the way of a "feature" and to "get in 
early." 

He listened with bored patience, auto
mat ically alert for a new thrill and 
serenely confident that it would not come 
off. The old, familiar stories ! Lies that 
were hoary with age ; heart-throbs that 
had ceased to stir when '' Beatrice'' Fair
fax was in rompers. The cynical youth 

at the reporters' table profanely wondere1l 
why they did not think of something orig
inal. The heat was stifling. 
\V ell, he could ahvays fake something 

that would pass muster, something that 
was not libelous for the reason that the 
principles in the narrative did not exist. 
What should it be ? Something out of 
Burke . . . "Limehouse Nights" • • . a 
negro triangle ? 

Quite suddenly he straightened, look-

ing hard at a man who now came for
ward from the press in response to the 
waggle of a policeman's finger. For here 
was something prom ising. 

THIS man-prisoner or witness-wa� 
a person of refinement. . Tall, slim, 

pale. A strip of court plaster bisected 
one cheek, and another crossed his chin. 
His throat w�s heavily bandaged. But 
h e  was clean, h is hair  was neatly parted 
and brushed back, and his eyes were gen
t l e. And just behind the prisoner's eyes 
lurked a second prisoner-fear ! A good 
l i terary touch,  that ; it could be worked 
into the story. Fear ! This man was 
afraid of something. 

\Vithout knowing why, Fairfax found 
himself becoming excited. He glanced 
about him surreptitiously. Apparently h i s 
companions had noticed nothing unusual. 
l-Ie leaned forward to catch the first 
spoken words. 
I t  was the court who spoke first. 
' '\Vhat is this man charged with ?'' 
" M u rder," said the detective in charge 

of the prisoner. "This is Peter Drom
goole. Your h on o r  will remember • . .  ?'' 

Fairfax wanted to scream. He, at least, 
remembered ! The case had been his one 
great failure. God, how he had hunted 
for Peter Dromgoole ! Murder, indeed ! 
For unl ess h e  could prove a tremendous 
alibi, this pale, frightened man would 
hang for the unprovoked slaughter of an 
entire family. This, after four years, was 
Peter Dromgoole ! \Vhat did his appear
ance mean ? Con fession ? And why here ? 
I t  occurred to t h e  reporter that he was 

missing some of the testimony, and he 
put h i s  memories b eh in d  him and leaned 
farther forward across the table. 
"\Ve picked him up last n ight," the 

detective was saying, "roaming around 
the very place . . . ! " 

He nodded significantly and, unseen by 
the prisoner, tapped a finger against his 
forehead. 

"He insisted on talking to your honor. 
He said your honor had been kind to him, 
and he would confess only to your honor." 
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The detective sh rugged h u morously, 

b u t  did not relax his grip on the prisoner's 

shoulder. 
"I remember," said the court, his eyes 

on Dromgoole. "I pro�ccutnl him,  some 
years ago, in a petty larceny case, and 
got him a l ight sentence because it  was 
a first offense. So he has remembered 
that ! '' 

''I do not forget my friends, your 
hon or.'' suddenly �poke u p  the prisoner. 
and Fairfax was held by his voice. Low 
and ;;ad, and mute of ma lice. Could this 
man be the mu rderer of a family ? 

.. :\I ay I speak ?'' a�ked Dromgoole. look

ing carg�:rly at the judge. ''Thank you !  
For four years I have been in hell. and 
i t  will reline me to speak. Sometimes 
I think I am losing my mind.'' 

He drew a full breath, looked about him 
uneasily, and seemed to he listening. 

''Crazy ! "  thought Fairfax. "Crazy as 
a bug ! They can't hang him ! "  

"I a m  accused o f  the murder o f  Casi
mir Arizewski, my employer, and his wife 
and two children," said the prisoner, 
clearly. ''I am guilty ! I killed them with 
an axe, one after another, as they lay 
in their beds asleep. None of them woke, 
none of them will ever wake. I also 
killed a dog that was in the house. It I'i 
the dog that has brought me back." 

D
ROMGOOLE chose h i s  words care

fully, keeping his bright, fearful 
eyes on those of the judge. 

"So much for my confession. Let me 
tell you my defense. Casimir Arizewski 
was a jeweler, and he was very wealthy. 
T. sir, am an educated man, and I worked 
for him as an expert. I repaired his 
watches. Casimir Ariz.ewski was an 
ignorant man. H e  spoke English poorly, 
and he was not an expert watchmaker. 
His hands were clumsy. 

"There came into his shop, one day, a 
beautiful young woman, with a ring that 
was to be cleaned. A plain, gold ring 
like a wedding ring. It was a wedding 

rmg. 
'' I recei,·ed the ring, and from the 

moment she spoke I was her slave. I 
lond her. I told her she could have her 
ring hack the next day, and offered to 
bring it to her ; but she smiled and said 

that she would come for it. As a little 
joke, she said : '\Vhen it is ready, you 
must place it on your finger and turn it. 
I will know, and I wilt come.' " 

He looked at the judge with eager, hag
gard eyes, as if praying belief ; and t h e  
judge squirmed humorously and lookec.l 
unutterahl�· fooli�h. Fairfax: grinn�d 
slowly, and stole a glance at his fellow 
p ress men . 

"Crazy as a lark � "  h e whi:<pered. " B u t  
a regular story, what?'' 

"\\'hen she sm iled, I knew she was jok
ing," continued Dromgoole, '' but when 
she had gone away, this ignorant Casimir 
ran into the room like a madman and 
snatched the ring from my hands. He 
had heard what �he said, and had belie,·ed 
it. H e  was ignorant and superstitious. 

"He told me that this woman was a 
sorceress, and that with the ring we could 
command the wealth of the world ; and 
he added that she had fallen in l ove with 
m e ,  and would d o  whate,·er I asked of her. 

''I told him he was mad, and stretched 
my hand out for the ring. But he would 

not give it up. He ' wou ld clean it h i m -· 
self, he said, since I was stupid and a 
fool. \\'e quarreled. then, and in the end 
I was discharged. He was my employer, 
and I had to g-o. I cursed him with the 
curses I knew would frighten h i m most,  
and went away. 

"That is why I went to the home o f  
Casimir Arizcwski that night. I t  was to 
recover the ring. It was very late when 
I entered his house, but I had no difficulty, 
for I knew it very well. E\·erybody was 
asleep. How I searched for that ring ! 
But I did not find it. Then when I 

thought of that beautiful young woman, 

and how I loved her, I hecame insane ; 
and I swore that if I might not have her, 
this ignorant Casimir should not. 
And I found an axe in the kitchen, and 
took it to his bedroom. I was quite 
mad . . . 
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·· .-\nd thero: s a ,,- t he nng' on hi� bulgiug. The court looked also at t he 
finger ! "  

The spcah-r pall �nl, almost i n  cmhar
ra��nu:nt. 

·· :\nd then j'0\1 k i(Jcd hi m ? .. a�k(•d the 
con rt, softly. 

· ·J  struck him without rcmor�e." said 
Dromgoole, fiercely, "and when I had 
killed h is woman beside him, I hacked 
his finger off and took a \\·ay the ring � ., 

KI :\GSTO� nodded Yig-orou�ly. The 
munkn:d man's finger ccrt<linly had 

been cut from his hand. I t  was a circum
stance that had adrlC'd to the mystery of 
the case. 

' ' Il is  ch ildren were in another room. I 

am sorry I killt>d them ; but I was in�ane. 
There were two. and one was very young. 
I k il lcd . her la�t. It was then, as I killed 
t h e  la�t. that the watch dog barked, and 
r \\"US afraid . I t  \\IUS a savage dog, and 
wry faithful to this brutal, stupid Casi
mir. 

It knew me, and disliked me. I \vas 
afraid to stay any longer. I went away. 

" B u t  when I had got home, I thought 
o f  that dog. I knew that it would track 
me t o the end of the world, and I knew 
that I !'h ould have killed it, too. I packed 
my satchel and left the house quickly, 
and that night I spent in a dirty little 
hotel hardly a block from the home of 
the man I had m u rdered. 

''In the morning, the papers were full 
of my deed, for it had hccn d iscovered 

through that cursed dog. His barking 
had b rought t h e  neighbors and then the 
police. I knew that the dog, too, must 
he killed. 

"The police did not guard the house 
that night. There was n oth ing to guard ; 

t h e  family were dead. And I retu rned t o  
it, after dark, a n d  killed t h e  dog. I killed 
it with a heavy stick. As I was lca,·ing 
the h ouse, a young man came up and he

Ran to talk to me. I was terribly fright
ened. I told him I wa s a relative of the 
family, and knew noth�ng. He was a 
reporter, and I see him here today.'' 

He pointed at Fairfax, whose eyes were 

reporter. 
"That's right," nodded Fairfax, address

ing the ju dge. "I'd never h ave recognized 

him, but I did meet a man outside the 
house that nigh t. Gee t' '  he added, "jf I 
had only known ! "  

A ripple o f  interest passed over the 
co n rt room, and a few cold-b loode d  per
sons snickered. 

"Gentlemen," continued the prisoner. 
slow ly, as if he were addressing an aud i 
l'llCe, "I ha\·e heard that dog barkin� 

ever since ! The police and the reporters 
hounded me from place to place, and 
were clo�e on my trail more than once : 
but that dog was always with me. When 
I t ried to sleep he wakened me with his 
ba rking, long and terrible. as he had 
barked when I killed the last one-the ] i t 
t ie  girl ! 

"Once again I saw this young man''  
{ be indicated Fairfax) . " I t  was three 
weeks later, at a railroad station in I n d i 
ana. He was persistent. He had struck 
�ome little clew and was running it down 
like a bloodh ound. I feared him more 
than any other except the dog. Once, 
that second time, I though t I should have 
to kill him, too. Perhaps you will re
member, young man, a poorly dressed 
stranger who directed you to a hotel . . .  · '  

"By George r· ejaculated the th under 
struck Fairfax, forgetting that he was in 
court. "So that was you, too ! "  He added 
hastily, "Pardon me. your honor ! " 

The cou rt nodded good-humoredly ; h e 
liked Fairfax. 

"But that cursed dog never left my 
heel s," conc lu ded Dromgoole. "Once I 
heard him, at night, in a western city, and 
I got up and went out into the dawn
and something gray and shadowy lea ped 

at my th roat and tore it. The wound is 
n ot yet healed. Some da)' the dog will 
kill me ! '' 

DROl\IGOOLE stopprd abruptly, and 
shuddered. V.:ith an indefinable 

thrill, Fairfax realized that the man's 

car was cocked in an att itude of listen-
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ing, and in the clairvoyant mood induced 
by the story he had heard the reporter 
could almost hear the long bay of the 
ghostly, implacable hound. 
"Are there-ah-wounds on h is throat ?" 

The voice of the court broke in dryly. 
•·y es, your honor," said the detective. 

"He evidently did have a run-in with a 
dog, somewhere." 

"Hm-m ! " said the court. After a 
moment, he turned to Dromgoole and 
asked : 

''You really believe all this ? About 
the ring-and the woman ? And that this 
dog is haunting you with its bark ? That 
it attacked you ?" 

Then, with a cry, the court was on his 
feet with concern in his eyes, for the pale 
prisoner's face was contorted with fear, 
and his body was shaking as with palsy. 

"I hear it 110'W !" he moaned. "I t is 
louder than it has been for months." 

Suddenly he screamed aloud. 
"It is outside the door ! It is in the 

room ! It has come for me ! " 
H e  flung himself upon the giant detec

ti-.·e and buried his head in the breast of 
that embarrassed and astounded man. 

THIS bit of melodrama upset the de
corum of the court room. The reac

tion from the suspense of the man's nar
rative was spontaneous. A roar of laugh
ter swept over the packed benches. . • • 

But high and clear over the cackle rose 
the deep bay of a hound, doleful and pro
longed and terrible to the heart ; and an 
awful silence fell again over the chamber. 

Then Peter Dromgoole tore himself 
from his maudlin embrace and started to 
run. 
\Vith wavering steps he ran toward a 

side door, and no one attempted to stop 
hi.n. 

But in a moment he had turned, and 
now came clattering back, and suddenly 
they saw that both doors stood open, al
though no human hand had turned the 
handles. And the chamber resounded 
with the musical bay of the hound. Then 
dreadful padded feet thudded along the 

boards, where no thing was visible, and 
Dromgoole screamed again. 
The prisoner turned at the bench and 

stood at bay, his face twisted and tor
tured, his hands thrust starkly before him, 
his eyes shining. . . . 

Those who \Vere nearest heard the leap, 
and saw the man's head snap back as 
something lunged upward at his band
aged throat ; they heard the snarling and 
worrying of a maddened dog, and turned 
sick . . . .  

Only Fairfax of them all retained some 
measure of sanity. Only Fairfax had 
seen what the terrified Dromgoole saw, 
the shadowy, sinister outline that plunged 
with awful accuracy toward its victim. 
\Vith a cry of warning he started for

ward, but a corner of the bench inter
fered and he fell back with aching head. 

Then he was conscious of the remote, 
grinning face of a fat policeman, and 
turned his head to the bench. The court's 
austere lips quivered imperceptibly. And 
suddenly a rude bailiff laughed aloud. 

Fairfax went crimson. 
The pale prisoner had vanished. I n  his 

place stood a bewildered negro, grinning 
vacuously. The chamber w�s a-titter. 

Fairfax blew his nose vigorously ; a fog
horn blast to conceal h i s  embarrassment. 
"Musta fal len asleep," he muttered 

sheepishly to a police lieutenant, standing 
nearby ; and the officer's face confirmed 
the amazing deduction. 
He looked at the clock. It was ten 

nrinutes past the hour of nine, and he had 
been asleep for about five minutes. 

Silent profanity filled his soul, as he 
waited for the next case. 

ON HIS \VA Y to the office, Fairfax 
reviewed the story of his dream 

prisoner with mingled shame and delight, 
and the lips of Fairfax cursed the luck of 
Fairfax for that it had not actually oc
curred as dreamed. 
"It's a good story, anyhow I" he de

clared, savagely. "And it ought to go, 
somewhere. Darned if I don't write it, 
anyway !" He did. This is it. 
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THE SHOW 

"What kinda dogs are them two what looks jes' alike, Herman?" 
"Them? Why them's Pickles an' M ustard, the chow-chow twins." 

. r-
r-- - - -

Rcbso In Now York World 
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Heath Robinson In The Passlnr Show. London 

"A-H U N T I N G  WE WILL GO" 

The only really aportamanlike way of trapping the tortoise. 
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Ebb Tide and the Dawn 
A poignant tale of the sea in a mood 
of fury-one of those moods when, 
as old Jerry put it, "she comes 
leapin• and snortin' and foamin' in;' 
and tries to steal folks• l ives
though in the end she brought love 
and happiness in the wake of her 
rage. 

Because the sun was directly behind, 
sinking slowly into a dun-colored mass of 
cloud, Elizabeth saw his shadow sprawled 
upon the grass beside her before she 
turned to look upon Old J erry him
self. The man was scarcely less grotesque 
than this same shadow. He gave the im
pression of being all shoulders-and eyes ! 
Childhood deformities had kept pace 
through the successive ages of man to 
leave at last a withered hulk of humanity. 
Shoulders ; great, broad hump-backed 
�houlders that were almost ape-like. 
Eyes ; queer little sparkling beads that 
gave a suggestion of almost uncanny 
intelligence, with just a softening, human
izing network of creases at the corners. 

"Mornin', Miss Garden !"  
"Oh, hello, Jerry !"  
Nobody ever thought to call h im any

thing but Jerry to his face, "Old Jerr�·" 
behind his back. Somewhere in the mists 
of the past a mother had brought Jerry 
into being, his names-Christian and sur
name-had been inscribed carefully in 
church and civil records and written by 
love upon the tablets of a mother's heart. 

But now he was just "Old Jerry." 
None knew his age ; few his history be
yond rumor, speculation, and tradition. 
He himself laid claim, with seeming 
authenticity, to being the oldest living 
inhabitant of this little resort by the sea. 
Nature, it seemed, having taken from him 

- · ---====--..:..==== 

By 
Leslie Gordon 

BaPnard 

proportion and symmetry of shape. had 
sought to compensate with the gif t  of 
some strange vitality. 

Long years, now, he had lived alone
largely upon public bounty which, with 
dignity, he accepted-in the little tum
ble-down cottage far along the cliff. 
Meals were moveable feasts with Jerry. 
which perhaps accounted for his invari
able habit of accosting all his friends with 
a greeting designed for the period pre
ceding the noon meal, whatever the posi
tion of nature's timepiece, the sun. 

A GREAT CALM held the ocean. .A 
hundred and fifty feet below the 

cliff-top where the girl and Jerry stood 
lay long reaches of sand, rippled into 
brown ruts and hollows and ridges by 
the action of wave and tide. Beyond, far 
out, the tide ebbed in its last outward 
sucking before the dull surge of breaking 
waves, ceaseless even in such a calm as 
this, would begin to creep up towards the 
crumbling caves and grottoes of the cliff. 
Elizabeth stood watching the scene, Old 
Jerry's eyes quizzically upon her. 

"You like to watch her, miss ?" 
'·You mean the sea? I love it, Jerry. 

It  has so many moods-always different, 
changing." 

"Ah, miss, 'tis myself that knows it. 
Always changing, that's it. Love it ? 
\Vetl, miss. folks come down like you 
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t>f a summer and see her a day like this, 
and say how calm an' peaceful she is, an' 
what sweet songs the waves are singin' 
and all, Oh, I know-I've heard 'e�
and I just sit back and smile- at 'em." 

Jerry's mouth wrinkled into a toothless 
chuckle, then the smile died. He said, 
almost in a whisper, "Are you never 
a feared of her, miss?" 

"Of the sea ? \Vhy, no." 
This was truthful. It rarely entered 

Elizabeth's pretty, dark-haired, little held 
to be fearful of any created thing. Some
one once characterized her as having all 
t h e  wild, untamed nature of a filly with
out its timorousness. Life was a thing 
demanding tremendous vivacity, and a 
capacity for joy : the world a playground 
for youth. 

JERRY chuckled again. He said : 
,;you're like the rest of 'em. But I 

know her." A gnarled fist shot out de
fiantly towards the gray-blue shimmering 
expanse beyond. ''She cheated me, she 
stole from me before. Look, miss ! "  

H e  pointed over the precipitous bluff 
to the sands below. 

"See how nice it looks, like gold in 
the sunshine, but I know it-when she 
comes leapin' and snortin' and foamin' 
in, how that sand sucks at the feet and 
tries to steal folks' lives. I know too" 
(Jerry was very confidential), "though 
they laugh at old J crry down t' the vil
lage. I know that every day she's eatin' 
away at this cliff and some day there'll be 
trouble. Some day soon.'' 

Elizabeth laughed, a little silvery peal, 
accompanied by a smile that few of the 
opposite sex could withstand. But Old 
Jerry remained unimpressed. A blaze 
lit his eyes. 

"Just like the rest of 'em. Laugh
laugh at old Jerry ! I know-because I 
know her, She's gettin' ready now to take 
another bite out of the cliff. Look ! "  

His long arm shot out, sweeping to
wards the west where cloud banks were 
obscuring the blood red disk of the sun, 
then to the eastward out across the sea. 

A peculiar mist veiled the horizon, the 
dead-calm expanse of water had lost its  
sunlit glitter. "Something gain' to hap
pen. I know it. Somethin' tells me, ju�:t 
like it told me that time before. Harkec ! 
-don't ye hear her tal kin' down there fL ,

all that she looks so pcacdul ? Just lik� 
a woman mutterin' when she's sullen, and 
angry-like." 

Elizabeth did not answer. Old Jerry, 
muttering to himself still, plodded on hi� 
way along the cliff. The girl had reverted, 
with characteristic sudtlenncss, to her own 
affairs, and was watching some pieces o f  
white paper, fluttering on the sand below. 
caught in a little eddying gust of wind. 

PRESENTLY, humming a queer little 
tune, Elizabeth went slowly along the 

crest towards the cottage that for two 
months now bad been the family's sum
mer stamping ground-a pretty, lawn-sur
rounded place with an exceptional view 
that the jutting out of that particular bit 
of cliff afT ortled. 

A man, immaculate in golfing flannels, 
stood on the edge of the lawn practicin.� 
imaginary drives. H e  waved a cheery 
greeting to the girl. Even a casual ob
server, seeing these two together, would 
have recognized the striking family like
ness and probably classified them a� 
brother and sist�r did further observa
tion not reveal slight traces of middle !if� 
that suggested father and daughter. The 
same straight-limbed, decently tall fig
ures ; the same dark hair and eyes ; the 
same look in the eyes-a careless, happy
go-lucky, devil-may-care, hail-fetlow-wc11-
met look that was far from being a true 
index of character. 

" H  u llo, Beth." 
" H  ullo, Dad. You're home early." 
"Too beastly sticky on the link<.. 

There's not a breath of air." 
He made another swing with his club_ 

A little powdery puff of dust swirled 
e:ddying away, landward. 

"The wiseacres down the village prom
ise a blow by night. \Vanless sent a mes
sage for you. They're having a Jittle 
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�ffair o ver at I nchcliffe Club house to
night ; he want� us to run over with him. 
He'll call at l'ight with his car. I told 
ltim ye5-was that righ t ?" 

The girl's eyes sparkled. 
''Ra-ther. J t's been slow as a funeral 

around here the last week. \Vait, though 
-can I ?'' 

''Come on now, llcth, don 't be a spoil
sport. 'You mother won't mind-she's 
fonder of her books than of us." 

Their eyes met suddenly, and shifted. 
A little t winge of conscience came to the 
'irl. But she said : 

"Mother will he all right , I suppose. 
It's Lynn." 

"Lynn ?" 
''lie's written to say he's arrtvmg on 

the ten o'clock, and will come right up to 
the house unless I meet him." 

"I thought he was away on a special 
business trip." 

Elizabeth poked savagely at a dande
lion with the toe of a well-shod foot. 

"He's-peeved about something. Oh-
1 suppose I shouldn't have written him 
that silly letter. I jollied him about Bob 
Wanless-Lynn is so deliciously funny 
when he's jealou s. I was only fooling, 
of course, but he thin ks I 'm serious. He's 
such a terribly serious person ." Elizabeth 
sigh ed. 

Richard Garden threw back his shapely 
head and laugh ed. 

"Do .Mr. Lynnwood Forbes good," h e  
opined. "Doesn't d o  for these young gen
tlemen to get too cocksure. Time enough 
when the clerical Amen ends the cere
mony and begins married life. 

H
E PICKED UP his golf-bag, 
placing his dri \"er, and started 

the house. A sudden breeze from 

re
for 
the 

ocean lifted his cap and carried it ahead 
of them in a little whirl of du st. They 
followed, boy and girl like in their laugh 
ter, i n  merry chase. Breathless, b u t  tri
umphant, they reached the house. All 
traces of work had vanished from Eliz
abeth•s eyes ; gone was the memory of 
that savage moment when sh e  had torn 

Lynn's stupidly serious letter inlo frag
ments, and tossed them down a hundred 
feet or more to the sarids u p  which, 
already, the gray line of surf was slowly 
cre('ping. 

I I  

T
HE life of Constance Garden was 
a thing of passive r.esignation rather 
than active struggle. And yet it 

was something more. Tranquillity of 
countetlance when the heart bears a 
constant burden of unrest is a thing 
not to be gained without some sus
taining power. Perhaps the woman 
herself had never thought to analyze 
it, but the power that had enabled 
her to take-without reserve of heart or 
mind-Richard Garden for "better or for 
worse" still held her through the years. 

Of late a· ne\'.-. source of unquiet had 
come to distress her. Elizabeth was no 
longer a girl, but a woman. Twenty-two 
years now since t h e  happiness of mother
hood had been Constance Garden's
somehow the years had flown, and it 
seemed incredible that the merry child
hood and the rollicking teen-age were 
past already. To see Elizabeth at work 
or play, to hear her speak, was sufficient 
to discredit her years. 

"Just like her father," Constance Gar
den would tell herself, and always, in the 
telllng, feel a quick contraction of 
heart. 

"Yes, what a carefree, light-hearted pair. 
I don't know that I'd want them other· 
wise--and yet ?" There was Lynn Forbes, 
for instance, whose ring Elizabeth was 
even now wearing. She felt a pang of sym
pathy for him. He never spoke to her 
of his troubles , but her heart u nderstood, 
because it, too, had suffered. 

Smiling, she watched them now race 

up to the house, breathlessly, demanding 
cold drinks and what not, in spite of her 
expostulations that they would spoil their 
appetites for the evening meal. 

"\Ve'll just have a snack," Richard told 
her, "Beth and I are going over to the 
I nchcliffe Club for an affair, and they're 
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strong on eats over there. Bob Wanless 
is calling for us at eight." 
" 'Oh !" Patient resignation triumphed 

again, but it took a moment or two of 
unnecessary adjustment of the golf-ba:::
he had deposited in the hall to prevent a 
break. Sometimes Mrs. Garden felt that 
her nerves were not what they used to be. 
"\Vhat's the matter ? You don't seem 

enthusiastic. \Ve thought you'd be qu i!e 
happy as usual with your books." 

CONSTANCE turned away again. 
\Vhen the flood-tide of love had 

swept them before it they had shared 
these very books together ; she had often 
wondered since how much of a trial that 
feature of the courtship _must have been 
to Richard. She spoke to Elizabeth : 
"I thought you said Lynn was coming ?" 
' 'He is. Tell him he can bunk in the 

!'.pare room, and I '11 see him in the morn
ing. Dad and I 'll be late." 
"Beth, dear ! Do you think it just fair 

to Lynn-running off this way ?" 
"Mother-please ! Every time I 'm go

ing to have a little fun you drag up Lynn 
l ike a bogey-man to spoil things." 

The blaze in the girl's eyes was genu ine. 
She said, tartly : 

"Sometimes I think I-almost hate ' 
him ! " 

"Beth, my dear ! How can you talk 
that way, even in fun, when you're wear
ing his ring, and all ?" 

"I don't know that it is in fun." 
Richard Garden interposed. 
"Here you two, cut out that stuff. Let 

the girl alone, Constance, she doesn't 
mean any harm. She'll only be young 

once." 

CONSTANCE said nothing. Elizabeth 
ran upstairs to her room ; the door 

banged behind her. Garden looked at his 
wife reprovingly, shrugged his shoulders, 
and went up to seek the refreshment of a 
bath. I n  the back of the house the 
library window slammed. The woman 
hurried out to prevent possible damage. 
An ominous darkness hovered over the 

ocean. A row of poplars that clung pre
cariously to the cliff edge just behind 
t�e cottage turned their leaves against the 

hot blast of a fitful east wind. 
I I I 

W
AN L ESS came promptly at eight, 

his h orn honking its impatient 
summons in unison with the an

no uncement of the cuckoo clock within. 
Constance Garden, wa tch ing them go 
from the doorway, waved a brave good
bye. She saw Richard pulling his cap 
more securely down, and Elizabeth bend
ing gracefully toward the wind that 
caught her skirts and coat sail-l ike, flat

tening them against her. The sound of 
the surf booming below the cliff was like 
a muffled, heavy cannonade. A rising wind 
moaned across the expanse, shrieking at 
last around the corner in a vicious swirl, 
snatching the door from her grasp and 
banging it to, as though to shut her 
rudely within. 
She attended first of all to the win

dows ; one that rattled more than its fel
lows she secured with a wad of folded 
newspaper. 

Her books-companions of many :1 
lonely hour, a goodly fellowship of great 
souls ! Yet tonight they failed her. A 
singular depression was upon her. She 
chose a volume in lighter vein, but its 

humor palled upon her. She went at last 
to a little desk, unlocked a drawer, and 
took out a book of red-padded leather, 
in which her own neat handwriting sup
planted the printed page. It was quite � 
thick little volume, and the writing was 
small. 

Memories-what a flock of them came 
tu mbling out at the opening of that book. 
Memories that, willy-nilly, evoked laugh
ter ; memories that brought simply a ten
der smile ; memories, too, that touched 
some nerve in exquisite torture ; honest 
entries these, as every dairy worthy of the 
name must hold ! 

Entries that covered her long engage
ment to Richard Garden ; entries tremu
lous it seemed between rapture and fear. 
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His courtship largely, awakening at first 
little response ; the coming at last of a 
passionate sense of fear lest he should 
not speak. She smiled now at her 
recrudescing timidity when the moment 
had come. Tht: lTcord held the story 
o f  it. 

"At last it has come--and yd I 
have delayed my answer. Richard 
has swept me from my ft.Tt. \Vhen 
he spoke my heart crit!d out, 'Say yes 

say yes,' but S01 1H' inward 
prompting-no uouot a cannirwss in� 
herited from tn\· Scotch forebears
bid me delay. N.ot for my own sake
that will I chance for him, hut 
because I should never want to fail 
him. 

''Let me face the issue squarely. Is 
this love I feel a passion that the hur
dt'n and the heat will fade, or some� 
thing that will grow, like the ivy l 
planted on the southern wall. clinging 
to and covering (•ven the rotrgh bare 
spots. I shall sleep little tonight for 
fear and joy." 

And the successive entry : 
"All night I have been asking myself 

the question Tennyson-isn't it ?-so 
clearly puts: 
'Heart, are )'OU great enough 
For a love that ue,·er tires ? 
Oh heart, are you great enough for 

love?' 
And the morning brings the answer 

of the heart. \Nhat a morning, de� 
signed for such joy a!l mine. Richard, 
how can I wait  till you come?" 

Constance Garden set down the little 
book. A sense of tranquillity had come 
with the reading. 1 t seemed to require 
a summoning of courage to read further. 
A later entry challenged her : 

". . . I know he means no harm, 
and docs not realize how it hurts me, 
that he should take others out now 
that we arc engaged. He is so l:�!It
hcartcd and a wee bit thought
less. . . ." 

She put the hook down again. The 
light of the reading lamp invested her 
with a soft halo. Outside, the wind 
howled, spindrift slashed occasionally 
against the windows, for the little library 
was at the back. The woman was ab
sorbed with her memories. By and by 
she rose and went over t o  a picture of her 

husband hanging on the far wall, above 
the bookcase. She stood long before it. 

''Sometimes I wonder, Richard''-her 
!'oft tones came as naturally as if he stood 
before her : mote naturally perhaps be
cause such expression in h is presence h ad 
been denied her-"wonder if you thought 
to ask yourself the question : 'Heart, are 
you great enough for a love that never 
tires ?' " 

She added in quick defiance : "I don't 
care-I 'm glad it all happened, even the 
suffering, becau se my heart has-never
tired-and some day I know he'll find o u t  
what love really is-that a woman needs 
more to satisfy than clothes to cover h e r  
a�d food t o  gratify the lesser h u nger." 

SH E  started. A banging at the d o o r  
shattered h e r  mood of absorption. 

bringing a rude intrusion of presen t  
things. At first she thought i t  was the 
wind, but again the knocking sounded. 
Ordinarily no thought of fear troubled 
her mind, but tonight some vague 
depression-

She opened the door. The wind seemed 
to thrust past her into the house a gro
tesque figure, dripping wet with rain and 
spray. 

"Why, it's Old Jerry ! What a night 
to be ou t, Jerry. You'll have rheurnatislll 
tomorrow." 

A queer light was dancing in t he old 
man's bleary eyes. 

"Listen !''  he said, setting a wizened 
finger to his month. "She's crazy tonight. 
Once as a little lad they took me to a 
circus. A ch ild was playing too near a 
cage where they had a t iger. I t  sprang 
and its paw come through the hars, crush
ing the child's skull. The animal roared 
just like she does t onight. Listen ! "  

H e  gripped her arm. ?\lore awesome 
than the violence of the gale was the 
surge and boom of the great breakers 
against the cliff face. A hundred feet and 
more below, but the spray was rattling 
against the rear windows. 

"Hear her growl ! "  said Old Jerry. 
"Feel hl'r shake ! She's in a bad mood. 
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I know her, I do. Come away with me-
. you're too near her. She might crush 
you.�· Oh, I know her and her ways. I 've 
been .a�g just now warnin' ·all the folks 
on· the cliff. They just laugh-but you 
won't � - laiigh at old Jerry, will you ? 
'Cati-s'�you're nearer her than any of 
'en1." . ' 

His voice fell into a warning sibilance. 
Constance repressed a sm ile. Everyone 

knew Old Jerry's peculiar obsession. But 
she s�id 'seriously : 
"Thank you for coming, Jerry. But I 

think I 'l l be all right . Won't you stay ? 

I hate to have you go out again into t h e  
storm." . . . 

Old Jerry shook h i s head. He had 

work to do. \Vhen she \\!JrS biting a·nd 

snarling he must he busy warning. Don't 
say he hadn't gi ven warning. They 
laughed at Old Jerry-but some 
day-

1\lumhling still, he passed out into the 
storm again. 

�.NSTANCE GA R D E N  went tack to 
\....... her diary . .  After a space she picked 
up pen and ink, and wrote : 

"Some urge within me bids me 
write tonight. Old Jerry has j ust 
gone, croaking his prophecy of evil. 
A strange loneliness and depression is 
upon ' nie:-akin to fear. I wish Lynn 
would co'fne. H is train will be due 

. soQn. :•Touight I cannot hear it whis
tle owing: to the wind, and storm." 

The woman paused. A heavier boom 
of the stofni 'smote the cliff ; the house 
shook. · 
''I wish Lynn would come," the woman 

said unea.'s.fly: :  "I wish he'd come." 
·Then she· went on with her writing. 

T
HE Inchcliffe Club h!)use lies snugly 
at the" end of the sand dunes that 

separate;· by a matter of a mile or two, 
"the village · and summer colony and the 
lnchcliffe 'Beach with its line of straggling 
summer hotels, and its popular attrac
tions that draw to its smooth, surf-lapped 
sand crescent a mixed but gay multitude. 
The Oub house, coming at the very end 

nearest the dunes, possesses a sense uf 
aloofneSS , that: ·hefit I it ;moderate ; eXclU
i�·e�eSS in the matter of members. 
They were daricirri tonight ; white--flan

nelled males imd� frilly 'nla.idens-dancing 
to the sprightly rimsic" .. of a five-piece 
orchestra. 

· 

Perhaps because the storm made the 
closing of the windows necessary the 
place was oppressively close. Elizabeth 
Garden whispered in her partner's ear : 
' 'Bob, let's slip out and get a breath. 

It ' s stifling." 
He fe tched her a wrap. They went out 

the door t o  leeward, and fought their way 
a ro u n d  t o  t h e  side verandah. The wind 
nearly s w e p t  them from their feet. 

"1 sn 't it glorious.  Bob ! ' ' She clung to 
h is  arm. "Oh ! ' ' 
She gave a l i t t le shriek. :\n extra bois

terous gust carried a drench ing spray 
soakingly upon them. 
"Highest tide I 've seen," declared Bob. 

"\Ve'll get drowned here. Good life, girl , 
you're wet ! " 

She said, exultingly : "I don't care ! 
I love it ! Feel the taste of the salt, Bob: 
. • . Sometimes I think there must be 
some old viking strain in me." 
A dim electric light fell upon her face, 

upraised to his. He drew her impul
sively to him . . 

"Dear little Viking," he said, and kissed 
her. 

Elizabeth made no protest . . I t · seemed 
that her senses were intoxicated - •by ."t l�e 
moment : the seclusion, tile voice·:o·f.;;:t�e 
storm, the thunder of the \va�es· tipon th� 
narrow strip of sand beyond, the tang · of 
the salt spray. All the senses exulted. 
When he found a secluded spot, sheltered; 
in the lee of the building, and fetched two 
wicker chairs, and a protecting rug, she 
still made no protest . Forgetful of the 
dance, they sat together in the alcove, 
regardless of the passing of time. 

J
AGGED clouds broke to admit a 
ghostly gleam of moonlight ; the 

wrack drifted, storm-whipped, across the 
crescent of the moon. 
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\VAYSIDE TALES 

· Two great eyes of light rose and fell 
beyond them on the sandy road leading to 
the clubhouse. 

"It's coming here-seems in a hurry, 

or else they're carde:'-s of �prings and 
axles," \Vanlc�s said. 
The motor stopped squarely before 

them, its two eye� upon them, lighting ttp 
their alco,·e like noontide glare. Eliza
beth sprang up uncertainly. A man, 
mackintosh clad, ran up the steps and 
faced them. 

" Beth !'' 
''Lynn ! You ! "  IIi:; eyes frightened 

her. "\Vhat-made you-come here ?" 
"\Vhere's your father, Beth ?'' 
"I n s i d e, Lynn - there's - something 

wrong. Tell me--" 
But Lynn had gone. There was some

thing in the manner of his leaving that set 
her heart throbbing poignantly. I t  was as 
though he were a stranger to her ; as 
though no common bond existed. 
She heard a chuckle behind hcr, anrl 

swung around. 
''Funny," gurgled Bob \Yanless, "speak 

of the devil and all that, you know ! 
Funny you should just have Lccn telling 
me how deliciously jealous he gets. 
Don't look so mad, I'm quoting, you 
know." 

Then he met her blazing eyes, and his 
smile faded. 

As though fleeing from the devil, she 
·turned and sped towards the door of the 
clubhouse, and ran squarely into the arms 
of Richard Garden. He was garbed ready 
for the road. His face was set and grim. 

· · Father-what is it ?'' 
He rntt her questJonings with an at

tempt at lightness. Some accident or 
other up at the village, due to the storm. 
She must stay and not worry : ::\1 rs. 
\Vhitefield would look after h�:r over 
night. 

"I must know - all. J t' s 
mother?'' 

Richard Garden noddt>d. I re spoke with 
difficulty : 

"Part of the eli ff-i, g-one-and p;nt of  
the cottage--·· 

She interposed hastily . .  
"And-mother?" 
The man turned away. She shook his 

<�.rm, repeating the words : "Tell, me, 
Dad, tell me." 

They haven't found her yet.'' he sairt. 

"Quick, dear, you mustn't delay us." 
• · r ·m coming with you--" 
"You can do no good." 
Lynn's voice spoke : 
"Let her come, �[r. Garden. It'll be 

easier for her than staying here." 
She ran to get on her wraps, grateful 

for Lynn's interposition, almost grateful 
for the calmness of his voice and bearing. 

It gave a sense of support in a time when 
all props had gone. 

Lynn sat beside the driver in the front 
seat. Elizabeth's heart cried out for his  
comforting presence beside her, but her 
lips were sealed. The memory of the last 
hour or two with Bob and-vaguely, in 
the background, that silly letter to Lynn 
-was acute. Beside her, seeming not to 
heed the fierce grip on his arm that she 
maintained, sat Richard Garden. She had 
never seen his face like that before. 

She could not stand it, after a time. She 
called to Lynn to tell her more of the 
affair. Speech was difficult, but he told 
her of his coming on a later train, of find
ing the village ablaze with excitement, of 
hearing the news and investigating, of 
trying t o  get telephonic connection and 
failing o\\·ing to the wires being- down, 
of finally learning where they were and 
coming on in the hired car he had taken 
from the station. 

T
H E  wind th reatened to lift the car 
from the precarious road across the 

sand dunes. Came at last the flashing of 
lights, and the Yillagc, and the faces of 
watchers in lighted windows, and, in the 
�t reets, clumps of women who stood a:-;ide 
to watch, with awesome glances. the car 
g-o hurtling by. The men were already 
all away up the hill to the scene of the 
disaster. More lights-impromptu flares 
--the coming of the car to a standstill
the red gleam of the flares upon oil�kins 
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of the coastguard, whose aid had been 
invoked-the crowds of anxious watchers. 
The men alighted. They left the girl in 
the car. She felt numbed, unable to move, 
scarce daring to look. 

She heard someone shouting an answer 
to an eager questioner. 

A few yards of the cliff gone. Under� 
mined ! The authorities are to blame, 
they must have known it wasn't safe. No, 
n6t much harm done, a corner of the 
Garden home gone. But they say it's the 
library, and Mrs. Garden is missing." 

She told herself sh e would wake up and 
experience relief at the passing of a night� 
mare. \\''hen Lynn came to take her to 
a neighbor's, she \\·ent without a word. 

By and by she would wake up. 
It took t he compassiotntc welcome of 

Mrs. Stebbins, to who.:e sheltering roof 
and care she was taken, to b rin g- a reali
zation that the nightmare would only end 
in a more terrible reality. She read the 
worst in the woman's eyes. 

I V  

E

BB TI D E !  Daybreak. cold and 
bleak-more like November than 
August-and a watery yellow in the 

east. Slowly the grey tumble of waters 
retreated across the wet sands, as though 
reluctant to leave tbe work of destruction. 

Pools lay upon the beach-pools, and 
seaweed, and wreckage, caught mostly 
about the little areas of jutting rock that 
honeycombed the sand. And in a large 
pile of.rock where the landslide hau oc
Cl�rred men in gleaming oibkins, with 
picks and crowbars, worked to release the 
imbedded wreckage from above. 1\len
and one woman ! She came alone, finding 
her way down the jagged trail, a slight, 
athletic figure in her mackintosh and boy
ish cap. 

''Beth I Dear, you should not have 
come ! " 

''I had to, Dad ! No, no, I 'll not leave 
-Lynn, tell him I may stay. My place is 
here-with you," 

• 

The men's eyes met. Elizabeth inter
preted the look. But she just said again·: 

"My place is here. I can face it as 
well as you." 

They stood aside in a little group. The 
workers were skilled in their task ; un
skilled aid would ha \'C been a handicap. 
But it took fortitude not to attack that 
ominous pile of rocks, and brick and 
wreckage, and still more courage not to 
run from the revelation that any moment 
might bring. 

"'You're t n•mbling, Daddy." 
''The wind's cold, Beth," he told her. 
13oth knew it was something more than 

the cold. 
Lynn was speaking to one of the work

ers, helping direct operations. He came 
o\·c r  to t h e  father and daughter. 

' 'D«:th-could you g:et a large pot of 
coffee from ::"-.frs. Stebbins, and two or 
three cups. I f  you want to help-tha�·s 
the way." 

B ETII nodded understanding. She 
turned to go, welcoming action. She 

went along the beach, passing the juttin� 
cli ff that shut the worktrs from sight. 
I t  occurred to her they might like some. 
thing t o  eat as well. She would ask Lynn. 
Beth retraced her steps. 

And then it dawned upon her why Lynn 
had hurried her away for the coffee. The 
workers had gathered in a little ominous 
group upon the beach. Two of them 
were tenderly lifting an object, to lay 
it on a level stretch of ·sand. Lynn's arm 
was around the bent shoulders of Rich
ard Garden. 

The awful horror of it all drew the 
girl with a strange fascination. Her prog
ress was mechanical. They saw her com
ing, and Lynn ran to stay her, taking her 

in his arms, shielding her sight from the 
-the object th ere. 

· 

Someone had placed a piece of sail
cloth over it. but not before a glimpse of 
recognition came. Just a torn p iece of a 
dress that protruded, but Beth knew it. 
I t  was the summer material her mother 
always wore . 
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L
YNN it was who took Elizabeth 
away from the scene ; who supplied 
such comfort as might be ; who 

shielded her from word of the condition 
of the woman's body, battered beyond 
recognition, had it not been for the 
shredded clothes. 
Until the safety of the place could be 

determined and repairs made, the cottage 
was impossible of occupation, even had 
not associations driven them from it. To 
their need the vicarage was opened in 
kindly 

No 1en 
granted to the girl to help her grief ; 
marble-faced, dry-eyed she wandered 
about the silent house. Tears came only 
after she found her father poring over a 
little red-covered book. Richard Garden 
seemed to have · aged in a night. How 
long ago the time when they had raced 
across the lawn in merry chase-and yet 
it was only yesterday. Through the open 
window the sunlight streamed ; out be
yond the houses, the grassy lawns, and 
trees - the sunlight sparkled upon the sea 
-a sea that was still running high as an 
aftermath of the gale. It came to Eliza
beth that she hated it-as Jerry had hated 
it. She wondered where ] erry was all 
this time, but other things dismissed him 
from her mind. 
Richard Garden spoke. H is voice was 

tense but quiet. 
"They found this," he told her, holding 

up the book, "jammed in the draw!!r of 
the splintered table. I t is-her diary. She 
must fiave be�n writing in it-then !" 

He stopped to steady his voice. 
"It's almost as if she felt this thing 

was coming. She left a note for you, girl. 
Perhaps it will help you to see things
straight before it becomes- too- too
late." 

She could not bear to look upon the 
thing in his face. She fled, taking the 
book with Iller ; fled downstairs. She felt 
that something inside her would burst. 
She saw Lynn sitting over in a shaded 

corner, saw him dimly because the suo�
light and now the darkened room blinded 
her. She paused a moment as though in 
hesitation, but the thing within her de
manded comfort. She ran to him, arms 
outstretched, with a little cry. An arm 
went around, steadying her. She looked 
up, drawing back, startled. 

"Bob ! "  
"Beth, dear girl. I came t o  tell you-'' 

S
HE heard no more. · It came to her 
that Lynn had seen her distress and 

followed her half into the room • . . in 
t ime to see and misconstrue this. Not - ·-· • - " ._ ____ ___.-._ _.,. __ ... ·- ---�.-- - \o-.- • .• -:;;·- -- - ---.....-:--- .. '"'r"-.. --that anything- mattered- much - now+':'\titl' •·· · 
yet she could not help running to the win-
dow and watching Cynn stride, bare
headed, across the gravel walk out into 
the garden. There was sotnething brave 
in the way he squared his shoulders. 
She dismissed Bob \Vanless somehow

anyhow. But she could not face Lynn 
just then. Bob had awakened memories 
of last night ; remorse and shame came 
in a flood. She picked up the diary and 
read. EsP,ecially the final entry : 

"Tomorrow I shall speak to Beth. 
Silly old Jerry's croakings have dis
turbed me. I£ anything should ever 
happen me, I want that she should 
have her mother's advice. I think I 
shall quote her that verse I always 
liked. Perhaps I can recall it, now. 

'Unless you can think, when the 
song is done 

No other is soft in the 
rhythm ;  

Unless you can feel, when left 
by O N E, 

That all men else go with him ; 
Unless you can know, when un

praised by his breath, 
That your beau ty itself wants 

praising; 
Unless you can swear- "For 

l ife ! For death !"-
O h !  fear to call it loving.' 

"Unless Lynn means that to her, 
far better he should go. Time the 
boy was here now. I wish he would 
come. That sounds like someolU.' 
knocking now. How wild the sea 
is; it is hard to hear anything to
night." 

Elizabeth put the book down. The last 
entry of all had done it. Hot tears flooded 
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to her eyes. She flung herself, sobbin g. 

on the sofa ; her lips repeated the outcry 
of her heart. 

V
AGU ELY, as from a distance, came 
the sound of hasty footsteps ; of 

'"oiccs-many voices ! The bell clanged 
an i mperious summons. A trim maid 
hurried to obey it. Beth heard her 
startled cry, and then familiar voices. A 
sense of unreality kept her rooted to her 
chair, when the ·scene in the little hall
way should have galvanized her. Old 
ferry-and beside him, pale and evidently 
ilcrplexed-Consta�ce Garden. 

"Beth-dear girl ! "  
Her voice broke the spell. The next 

moment Elizabeth" was in her mother's 
arms. 
"My dear-you must leave a little of 

me for-your-father." 

\Vhite as a statue Richard Garden 
�tood at the bottom of the staircase. No 
words were needed to give him welcome. 
Constance went to him, and even old 
J crry knew enough to turn away, that 
;dien eyes might ·not witness the meeting 
of one who was as dead and yet was alive 
again. 

VII 

P
ERHAPS it was natural that in 
that time of transport Lynn, who 
had shared the burden, should be 

largely excluded from the family joy. It 
happened, too, that Bob \Vanless, learn
ing the news on his way from his sum
mary dismissal, took heart of grace and 
returncu to join in the rejoicings before 
Lynn became aware of it at all. 

Old J erry �tood in the background 
through the time of explanation, chuck
ling and mumbling to himself. 

1 t seemed that Mrs. Garden was sum
moned shortly before the accident to at· 

tend' a sickbed at Dibblegate. five m iles 
inland. It was in a family in whom she 
had becvmc interested because one of 
the daughters did her washing-a girl 
who was rather simple. for whom Mrs. 

Garden had conceived a liking. The girl 
had come up from the village where she 
boarded with the laundress, for whom 
she worked, to say that her mother was 
very sick. and could Mrs. Garden go at 
once. The boy was here with the rig, 
and could not find a doctor. Mrs. Gar
den had gone with her, leaving the door 
unlocked for Lynn, and a note of explan

ation on the library table. It must have 
been shortly before the landslide occurred . 

"It was Providence," the vicar said 
solemnly. 

Old Jerry chuckled. 
"It was me," he declared. "I sent her. 

Oh, the woman was sick enough. I met 

Kate and the boy looking for the doctor, 
and I told them to get the missus here. 
She's better'n two doctors. And I knew" 
-Old Jerry winked confidently-"! knew 
that 'ud fetch her away, though she'd 
stay there and let the sea get her for aU 
Ill)' talk. I went out early this mornin• I 
did. to fetch her in, an' tell her old Jerry 
was right about the cliff. Folks won't 
laugh now." 

He swunr,- his gnarled frame around 
quickly, his eyes blazing, and shook hi s 
fist through the open doorway at the sea 
in the distance. "I beat her that time," he 
chuckled. "I cheated her that time." 

I
T \VAS NATURAL, too,. that in the 
excitement the body of a woman lying 

starkly in the little chapel nearby was 
nearly forgotten. Someone spoke of it. 
Notes were compared. ·· 

Elizabeth said . shakily : "It was moth
er's dress, I ' m  sure. That blue one you 
wear so much, mother." 

1\I rs. Garden paled. 
"\Vhy," she told them, ''I had that lying 

on a chair intending to do a little mendir�g 
on it. The girl-Kate-was fascinated by 
it .  J'yc given her other things. I said she 
could have this some time, perhaps. She 
wanted to take it with her, but I to1d her 

it was too wet a night and to come 
again." 

The woman stopped. 
"\V'ould you mind"-it was Jerry's 
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voice, a queer, quavering voice that spoke 
-"would you mind phonin' the laundry 
place, and askin' if Kate Connor is there ?" 

Bob Wanless it was who phoned. Bob 
had the faculty of making h imself quickty 
at home. He reported presently : 

"She went out last ni�ht with her 
brother from home to find a doctor. She 
h:�.sn't been back since. They thought of 
course she'd gone along home with him." 

O
LD JERRY said nothing, but his 
twisted body seemed suddenly · to 

s hrink. He drew his hand across hi:> fore
head, and slipped out into the sunlight. 
Lynn followed him-out across the sun
lit lawn, throur_;-h the old-fashioned gar
den, and so iil�O the little chapel where 
th e casket lay. 

Old Jerry was sitt ing beside it, a pic
tu re of pathetic tragedy. 

"I reckon it's Kate, right enough,'' he 
told Lynn resignedly. "I thought I 'd 
cheated her, but she got Kate, too. Years 
ago she took Kate's sister in a storm, and 
sent Kate's mother off her head, so when 
Kate was born she warn't quite right 
either. When her mother died I had Kate 
adopted out to Dibblegate. Nobody but 
Mrs. Connor ever knew she was mine." 

Old Jerry paused, then added, shaking 
his grizzled head : 

"I reckon I was crazy, too. I thought 
maybe I could cheat her." His long arm 
shot out towards the direction of the 
ocean. "But it warn't any use. You can't 
fool her. She wanted us all. She'll get 
me someday now. I reckon I 'll go on 
home now. I can't do nothin' here." 

L
YNN walked over and looked out 
through a narrow gothic window. 

The first long shadows were falling across 
the garden. The earlier breeze had 
dropped. Birds sang in the trees. The 
peace of nature in her most tranquil mood 
was over all. 

Old Jerry stole out of the chapel door, 
starting homeward. Lynn hesitated for a 
moment, then he caught up with the old 
man, linking his arm in his. 

"I reckon," said Old Jerry, "that's goqd 
of you." 

S
UNSET touched the ripples of incom
ing tide, but the watery waste beyond 

grew darker. 
Lynn sat beside old Jerry outside his cot

tage on the cliff edge, smoking in silent 
comradeship. Lynn was l iving in the 
future, Jerry in the past. Lynn would go 
first thing in the morning ; he would 
spend the night here with poor Jerry. He 
had postponed that business trip to settle 
the matter of the letter ; well, he had seen 
enough to convince h im that Beth had 
meant it. Yet he was glad he had come
to be here to serve her in her hour of 
need. That helped ! 

THE crescent of the moon grew 
brigh ter against a steel-blue skv. The 

night was soft as velvet. 
A voice spoke in his ear. 
"Lynn ! "  
"Beth ! "  
· He could hardly credit it. And then he 

saw the form of Bob \Vanless in the back
ground, and understood. He said, rather 
shortly : 
"] erry's better not to be bothered to

night. I'll stay with h im." 
"But Lynn-! didn't come to see pocr 

Jerry. I-I-" 
She turned quickly, calling to her e3-

cort. 
"Thanks, Bob, for bringing me down. 

Lynn wil l see me home." 
It did not occur to Lynn to demand 

much explanation. The soft dusk, the 
silver crescent of the moon, the dull voice 
of the sea made anything but the fact that 
they were together seem unnecessary. 
Little by little, though, she told him all, 
confessing very simply the things she had 
learned through the hours of suffering. 
Nothing would do but she must read him 
the l ines from her mother's diary, while he 
cupped a match with his hands to give 
l ight. 

Unless you can swear-"For life l 
For death !"-

Oh, fear to call it loving. 
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F
ROM out of the darkness behind them 
came Jerry's voice. They had forgot� 

ten him. 
''\Vould you mind, miss, reading that 

again ?" 
Beth. read it. Old Jerry sig"hcd content

edly. 
After a space he said : 
"For l ife-for death ! That's as can be, 

miss. I reckon, maybe, the old sea ain't 
so bad a friend after all. Now my old 
woman she warn't very strong-she suf� 
fercd a lot ; and Kate's sister she took 
after her ; and Kate-well she warn't ever 
right in her head, you know, and yet I 
reckon she knowcd enough to feet bad 
when folks called her queer ; and me
why I 'm a queer shapen old cuss, hut I 've 
had a long life an' lots of good things in 
it .  Now over-over there, you know"
Jcrry waved a vague direction with his 
right arm-"over there I reckon there'll 
be no sufferin' and Kate'll have a chance 
she never had here, and-why maybe I 'll 

stand a chance for a new body-funny, 
you know, even now I feel nasty when 
folks laugh and point at me. So I reckon 
when we all meet over there it'll make a 
!leap o' difference. Don't you think so, 
sir?" 

There was no answer. Along the cliff 
to the right two figures were dimly dis� 
cernible. 

Old Jerry actually chuckled a little as 
of old. 

"I reckon," he said slowly, "they ain't 
interested in anything much but them� 
selves just now. And that's as it should 
be. \Vhy I mind the time when I was 
courtin' my Martha-·• 

THE quavering voice trailed off. Old 
Jerry puffed steadily a t  his pipe. 

Memory-the refuge of age-had tf!ken 
hold upon him. Below the cliff, the tide 
swished softly against the rocks. But 
the voice of the sea was a peaceful voice. 
crooning a lullaby. 

My StPip of Sea 

By Chart Pitt 

Only a fragment of sea is mine, 
Distant and dark and blue

Only a breech in the stubborn hills 
\Vhcre the river rushes through. 

A little rift in the beetling crags, 
With the pine-trees bending o'er

Beyond it the ocean's endless tide�. 
And the call of a foreign shon·. 

I watch a sail in the twilight
Watch till it fades from sigh t : 

For dreams are mine when ships go h:r 
On the marge of the summer night. 

But the soul of youth is a vagabond. 
And little enough care we

For hand in hand, the river and 
Go down to the waiting sea . 
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" I ' m  looking for a vaudeville partner." 
" B ut I understand you were obliged to lay off for the next few months." 
"That's just it-1 want someone to share expenses." 
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Love came-and went, as love has a way of doing. And 
in the fullness of time it came again. But not in just the 
way that Lawrence Carter had thought it would-although 
when it returned he would not have had it different. 

Out of APcady 
By 

Victo1' Rousseau 
\Vhen Carter got out o f  the train at 

the sleepy little station more than a score 
of years had rolled away. U nconsciously 
he straightened himsel f ; the springin ess 
of youth came into his stride ; he looked 
about him bewildered that time had made 
so few changes in Dorchester. 

The line of white maples across the road 
stood jmt as it had, although the t rcec; 
were fuller and leafier than when Cy 
Bennett had set- them out. A few new 
residences had been constructed along 
the ridge, and Main Street, which had 
ended commercially at the station, now 
extended a half-dozen blocks beyond, and 
the new shops sported large plate-glass 
windows. But that was all the difference 
Carter's eyes could trace. 

He took in a score of forgotten things : 
the same line of hacks waiting before th� 
gates, with their fat horses and slouchin� 
drivers ; the b illboards opposite, plastered 
with advertisements ; the old po�t-office, 
u nchanged, the crowd gathered :!bout th.:'! 
steps and peering through the curtained 
windows of the room in which the mail 
was being sorted. 

Disregarding the invitations of the 
drivers, _ Carter walked out of the station 
and down the street. Here and there a 
name over a shop flashed back into his 
memory ; some faces looked vaguely 
hmHiar, and some he recognized . B u t  
h e  spoke to no one, and made h i s  way 
li98 

to the end of the sleepy Main Street, a n d  
took t h e  sharp hill leading past Brown's 
farm into the pike, running like a dusty 
ribbon heforc him over the undulating 
hills to ·washington. 

Every house and farm now began t o  
assume sharpness in his mind. H e  knew 
the inside of each one of them, the pools 
where the sleek cattle, plentiful in t h e  
fields, drank. Two boys, with towels o H r  
thdr arms-a degeneracy of which h i ;;  
conte mporaries had not been guilty-
passed at a lope and turned into a by-pat h 
through meadows y�llowing with golde n 
rod. He knew where they were bou nd. 

''Good swimming?" he called. 
They turned to grin at him, . and he 

stood to watch them vanish beneath the 
railro;td arch, beyond which was the well
remembered pool. 

Then he went on, still taking in the 
marvel of it all. It was all a heavenly 
recreation-the dusty pike, the humming 
telegraph poles, the sumach bushes, the 
goldenrod and opening asters, the hlu� 
haze on the hills and the faint. pl �a:;ant 
odors of rich earth, and above all, that in
definable sense of joy and bounty whicl1 
is Maryland. 

A GIRL was stand ing at the gate of a 
tiny garden before a tiny cottage. 

Carter stopped. He had never gone down 
the hill without inqu iring for the old 
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paralyzed man who· had lived there thirty
eight years with his wife and adopted 
daughter, M iriam. "] s ·your mother in, 
Miriam?" he asked, forgetting the lapse 

of years for the instant. 
A buxom, middle-aged woman appeared 

from the cottage. ''Someone asking for 

·you, Maw ! "  called the girl. "Guess he's 
made a mistake." ' 

Carter looked from one to the other 
as the woman came forward. •· You're 
never Miriam Anderson ?" he asked. 

"Well, I was," she smiled, "until J oe 
Bennett changed it for me." 

"What, Cy's son that went to Califor

nia after-after-" He stopped. That 
ttouble had happened long ago. 

"That's him. Shucks, that didn't 
amount to a hill of bean s !  He was back 
next year, and 'twas all forgotten . He 
came back to marry me ; we rented the 
Peach place till he died last year. Then 
I came back here. But I guess we have'nt 
met before, have we ?" 

She peered at him closely. "\Vhy-why 
it's never Larry Carter ! "  she exclaimed. 

" 'Tis so ! Laura, you remember how often 
your pa and I used t� speak of the Carter 
boys ! This- is Larry. And where's J im ?'' 
she asked, almost fiercely. 

"Jim died five years ago,'' said Carter. 

She drew her brows together. 
"And you'll be coming home to look 

things over," she said. "V\' ell, we'll miss 
him. He was a fine man, your uncle 
Roger, and never looked h is eighty-five 
years. You'll be coming into the prop
erty, I suppose?" she continued, with 
simple directness. 

"Yes. I never expected it, and yet I 
was his nearest relative. I was away when 
the wire arrived, or I 'd have come to the 
iuneral. 1 t was a surprise altogether." 

"And you've come back to stay?" She 
looked at him a little wistfully. "You Car
ter boys were real Maryland folks, though 
you weren't born here. You ought to 
have stayed with your uncle, �r.  Larry, 
as he wanted you to, instead of going to 
New York." 

queer how those little things that hap
pened so long ago stick in our memories,'' 
she said apologeticctlly. "And I suppose 
you're married long since ?" 

" I 've got a boy of twenty-three," said 

Carter. "His mother died five years ago." 
"I'm sorry," she answered sirnpl�·. 

"Seems when we get to be middle-aged 
death becomes so much more familiar. 
Like a friend, almost. Miss Tyson's gon� 
back to the old place, you know. Her 
husband gave up his business last year. 
She's got a girl about your !Joy's age, or 
a little less. You remember her?" 

"Yes," answered Carter, '"I remember 
her well." 
"Y au ought to bring that boy of yours 

down to get acquainted with the folks.'' 
"He's coming the day after tomorrow. 

I'm going to pass the old place along to 
him, to see what he can make of it--. 
Well, I 'll be getting along, �Irs. Bennett. 
I t's pleasant to have seen you. And your 

girl. what do you call h e r ?'" 
''She's Hallie," said Miriam Bennl"lt. 

"Not as unusual as I 'd have liked to have 
named her, but  her pa fancied it. It was 
the name of an old sweetheart of his. 
\oVell, it does one good to see_ old friends 
and old faces. I hope you'll bring your 
boy in when you're passing, Mr. Larry !'' 

C
ARTER climbed the hill steadily. On 
his left was the old Taylor pasture. 

now a waste of scrub oak and. wild per
simmon. Beyond, the road dipped sharp
ly through IO\v-lying meadows toward a 
wi1derness of undergrowth . This. was his 
uncle's property, which he had inherited 
so unexpectedly-eighty-two unfarmed 
acres and an old wooderi house, which 
even in his day was falling into ruin. He 
had not seen his uncle or the place since 

his departure. 
Not once in twenty·fi\"e years ! lie 

could not bear to revisit Do1·che�ter after 
Mary Ren frew married Frank Tyson. 

Reaching the pasture, he sat down tm
der an oak. and for the first time in all 
those years he let hi!; mind roam back 

She looked at him self-consciously. " I t's upon the past. I le lived it again , the in-
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tervening years, which had seemed all his 
life before, had dropped from his memory 
like the wraith of a dream. 

It was strange now, as he looked back 
upon that single week of infatuation, when 
the old playmate had suddenly become the 
Vision \Vonderful of his dre:1ms, to think 
how it had colored all his existence. Mary 
Renfrew's father owned the adjacent prop
erty, and there had been ye:trs of intimacy, 
of boy and girl acquaintance, running the 
gamut from the kicking and hair-pulling 
stage to the era of straw-rides and picnics, 
at none of 'vhich had he chosen Mary for 
a partner. 

AND THEN had come the wonderful 
week. I t  had broken upon him with 

a suddenne:;s that defied all analysis and 
swept him off his feet. They were walk
ing home from a neighbor's house, a lit
tle after sunset, and insensibly, and for 
the first time, a graver note had come into 
their conversation. Suddenly, as he 
looked at her, he became conscious that 
everything was changed. 

I t  was as if a veil had been torn aside. 
He no longer heard what she was saying. 
Ee hardly dared to look at her again. The 
mighty upheaval in his soul had struck 
him dumb and deaf. Dimly he knew that 
she had become conscious of it at the 
same moment. Always before they had 
chatted together unconcerned, old friends, 
comrades in a rough and ready fashion ; 
now the mystery of sex had swept across 
the vision of either, so that they were al
most dumb during the remainder of the 
journey home. 

\Vhen he left her at her gate she looked 
at him very steadily-and it was that 
frank, straightforward glance of hers that 
he ahvays recalled as her most striking 
quality. 

"Lawrence," she said, "I want you to 
l:now something. I'm engaged to Frank 
Tyson." 
"I congratulate you-both of you ," he 

had mumbled mechanically. 
He went away, knowing that she was 

watching him, and possessed of a mad de-

-- -�-- --�-� 

sire to turn back and snatch her in his 
arms. 

Then when he got to his uncle's house 
he was breathing like a man who has run 
a race. The sweat beaded his forehead. 
He went up to his room and sat staring 
out over the low Maryland hills. He was 
shaken to the depths of his being. He 
wa!!"'afraid. And the magic of it all was 
the transmutation, as if his consciousness 
had transferred itself to another plane. 
He had never thought of Mary Renfrew 
as a woman to be held in a man's arms, 
with lips for kissing, and eyes to reveal 
the intimate thoughts of love. 

WHEN they met hvo days later he 
fancied she understood. But now he 

was not sure. He thought she avoided his 
glances, that her bo:,om rose and fell more 
quickly at the touch of hands. His dou1:5ts 
agonized him. 
The engagement had already been an

nounced. Tyson was a lawyer in Balti
more, the son of a Dorchester farmer, a 
pleasant, commonplace young fellow. 
Lawrence had known him, too, for years, 
and marvelled at what Mary saw in him 
-she with her quiet depths and spiritual 
isolation. He watched the two together. 
He saw Tyson's hands flutter about Mary, 
helping her on and off with her cloak, 
relieving her of little burdens. Still he 
wondered how much she knew. 
.Lawrence's departure for New York 

had already been arranged. The boy had 
been offered a place in the office of a large 
corporation ; his uncle had been opposed 
to his taking it, but in the end it was ar
ranged that he should try it for six 
months. There was an informal engage
ment party the night before he started. 
Mary Renfrew was the soul of the 
gathering. 

She sang-love songs ; and her eyes 
met Carter's once or twice as the boy 
watched her from across the room. Then 
he was almost sure she knew. Afterward 
they were together on the verandah. 
Tyson had had to leave to meet a client 
who had come out from Baltimore upon a 
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sudden ·urgency, but -he was to return in 
:m hour. 

Mary spoke of New York. "I wi:;h 
you every kind of success, Larry," she 
said. "We'll miss you very much." 
The two were standing very close to

gether. 'The room behind was dark
some surprise was being planned in an
other part of the house. The night was 
velvet black, with innumerable points of 
light-fireflies that whirled and spun like 
constellations in miniature. They were 
standing so near each other that he could 
feel her breath on his cheek. The frag
rance of her hair was in his nostrils. He 
saw her profile dimly, the curve of her 
cheek and bosom. He felt maddened, in
capable of self-control ; she was drawing 
his personality and consciousness from 
him. Their hands touched on the veran. 
dab rail. He heard her indrawn breath. 

Then a light flashed in the room behind 
them. Connie Elkins was carrying a 
lamp. "\Vhat in the world are you two 
people doing here ?"' she cried gaily. "It's 
a good thing Frank doesn't know, or 
there'd be coffee and pistols in th�·mom
ing, Larry. Come along, people I We've 
got something to show you." 
Tyson did not return, and Lawrence 

took Mary home from the Elkins' .. It was 
two hundred yards from gate to gate. He 
knew that his life's destiny was to be de
cided in those two hundrt:d yards. But 
Tyson was his friend, of a sort, and he 
had been brought up among gentlemen. 
If the game was in his hands, he couldn't 
play it. So they said good-night at Mary's 
gate. Then Lawrence went home, to lie 
awake all night. at first watching the light 
in Mary's window till it went out, then 
burying his face in the pillow and choking 
the sobs that tore him. 

I
N THE MORNING he had left for 

New York. Some weeks later the 
announcement of her marriage ·reached 
bim. He had never opened it, because he 
could not bear to read it, but he had kept 
it�the only letter of hers he had, as an 
ironic memory. It was his only memento 

of her. Her personality was in the writ
ing-smal1, square, with queer syncopa
tions of the downward strokes. 

He had it in his pocket now. He meant 
to throw it away after he had faced the 
dream of twenty-fi..-e years at last. He 
had looked forward to this ultimate meet
ing as the one great thing in his life; but 
he had never dared to guess how he would 
act \vhen he saw her. 

He had been in love with his wife, but 
there had been none of that mad exulta
tion and wild uplifting that he had felt in 
that one memorable week. Yet no word 
had been spoken, and he had never even 
kissed her. 

C
ARTER rose up, still possessed of his 

dream, and went slowly through the 
pasture until he reached the branch road 
that ran past his uncle's. farm. He knew 
every tree that overhung it. Here was 
the maple, struck by lightning years ago ; 
his uncle had <:.:1id that ought to come 
down before it fell into the road, but it 
\vas still standing, a hollow shell, amid 
the undergrowth. Here was the rabbit 
warren, and, as he watched, two rabbits 
scampered away. At the turn, the home
stead came into sight, with the same fence 
of sagging pickets, a little more disrep
utable than he had remembered it. Across 
the road was the Renfrew cottage, from 
whose chimney a coil of smoke spiralled 
into the still air. 
· He went through the open gateway 
of the old house. The garden, overrun 
with v:·2e-ds, seemed to have remained un-
, changed since the days of his boyhood. 
\\'here the marigold border had been-the 
English species, not the monstrosities of 
modern fashion-a few flowers, lineal de
scendants in the twenty-fifth generation, 
still straggled. Hollyhocks rose singly, 
like gaunt spires, out of the wild asters. 
The doorbell of the house hung a little 
more limply from its attachment. 
\Vhen Carter had rung three times and 

hammered, a very old black woman came 
to the dooF. 
"You'll have to ·�cu�e m e ;  I 'm a trifle 
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deaf," she piped, her bleared eyes search
ing his face. 
''Aunt Chloe ! "  shouted Carter, seizing 

her hand and wringing it hard. 
'"It 's Master Larry ! "  cried Aunt Chloe 

tremulously, pressing his hand to her 
wrinkled l ips. "To think I didn't know 
you, and me setting here waiting for you, 
Master Larry, and dreaming of the old 
days ! You-you've grew up," she quav
ered. 

' 'Come in, Master Larry, the table's set 
for you." 

He followed her into the well-remem
bered house. For the first time .since his 
departure he remembered the old clock, 
ticking as busily as ever, at the head of the 
stairs, and the faded ottoman in the hall. 
A spotless table-cloth was laid in the din
ning-room, and through the open door h�: 
saw the gleaming pots and pans of Aunt 
Chloe's kitchen. 
Aunt Chloe turned to Carter triumph

antly. ' "I 'se got a fried chicken for you, 
honey," she whispered. ''I ain't forgot 
how you used to like it. And blueberry 
pie !" 
"May I eat in your kitchen as I used to, 

Aunt Chloe ?" asked Carter, swallowing 
a lump in his throat. 

She looked at him doubtfully, then 
laughed and clapped her hands together. 
"\Vhy, you'se not grew up after all ! "  she 
cried. "Bless your heart, Master Larry, 
come in and set there where you useter ! '' 
Carter took his accustomed place at the 

plain, worn table. He ate such a meal, 
a s  he had not tasted since he had been 
away. All the while he <:te the old woma:1 
talked of his uncle, and questioned him. 
Yes, she had heard of Will, and was glad 
he was coming down to taste Maryland 
cooking. Master Larry must be proud of 
his boy. Had he a sweetheart yet ? Mis' 
Tyson's girl and he must get introduced ; 
not that Lucy Tyson was a patch on what 
Mary Renfrew had been. But then you 
couldn't expect the young folks to come 
up to the old. Carter ate and listened. 
"And I 've kept your old room for you," 
Aunt Chloe announced triumphantly. 

AFTER the bl�eberry pie Carter went 
. up to the little room that had been 

his in boyhood. The same paper was ·on 
the walls, hanging in tatters here and 
there. There was his little bed, the same 
tear in the faded drugget, and the worn 
patch before the window. Nothing had 
changed, and the perceptible march of 
time was in himself alone. I t  seemed 
monstrous that his surroundings could 
have remained unchanged when he was 
different. It seemed incredible that he 
would not presently hear his uncle tramp
ing below, or see Mary Renfrew, driving 
down the road toward the village in her 
buggy with the grey pony. 

He looked out cf the window. He 
could see the Renfrew cottage plainly 
through the maples. Someone in a white 
dress was moving in the garden. The 
sun was declining. Carter had reached 
the point where he must face the ordeal 
to which he had set himself. 

He went downstairs and walked slowly 
to the Tysons' house. When she opened 
the door, for an instant he was back in 
the dead years again. The porch, shut
ting out the sunlight, made it almost dark 
within. He had the illusion of the same 
Mary Renfrew. Then he saw that, in fig
ure, at least, she was no longer a girl. She 
gave h im her cool hand, and there was a 
moment of silence. 
"I'm glad to see you, Lawrence, after 

all these years,'' she said in her grave way. 
"My husband's in the garden-and Lucy. 
I want you to meet them. We've been 
looking forward to yot,tr visit." 
When she stepped out into the sun

light he saw the fine lines about her mouth 
and eyes. There were streaks of grey in 
her hair. There was nothing of the old 
magic at all. She was just a woman of 
matronly age, holding her beauty well. 
She looked back at him and smiled. Her 
glance held the quintessence of friendship 
-but no more. I f  ever Mary Tyson had 
felt the same passion that had been his, 
she had forgotten it. 
Frank Tyson and his companion, Lucy, 

strolled toward them out of the well-kept 
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garden. Frank was stouter, more pol
ished, suaver, but little cha11ged. He 
grasped Lawrence's hand warmly. 

''\Ve're mighty pleased to see you, old 
man," he said. "This is Lucy." 

A pert, freckle�faced girl of about nine
teen put her hand in his. It was not cool, 
as Mary's hand had always been. She was 
the image of her father : Mary seemed to 
have n o  part in her. 

"Mamma's been talking a lot about you, 
Mr. Carter," she said, giggling. "I guess 
you were an old beau of hers, weren't 
you?" 

A faint fiush heightened on Mary's 
cheeks, but Tyson laughed. "l guess 
Larry isn't the only one-eh, Mol1y ?" he 
asked. "Gee, old man, I was scared about 
you once ! "  

"We're going to have tea on the lawn, 
Frank," said Mary. "It'll be cool under 
the maples." 

"You didn't happen to bring that boy 
of yours along, did you, Larry ?" asked 
Tyson, as they walked toward the rustic 
house. "I'd have liked him and Lucy to 
meet." 

"He's coming on Thursday," answered 
Carter, and Tyson looked at Lucy, who 
giggled again. Evidently there was some 
famfty joke upon the subject. 

C
ARTER did not stay long, bu� be

fore he left he had promised to bring 
\Vill to tea on the Thursday. H e  made 
his way back in angry bewilderment and 
resentment. Everything was changed. Ile  
had lived on a lie and a delusion, to whic!t 
he had given his life. He wanted never 
to see Mary Tyson again. He would 
leave as soon as \Viii w:.s settled. 

He had wanted so little-just the know]. 
edge that Mary had cared. So little con
tents us when we have reached middle· 
age. Carter was no philanderer, but he 
had stood aside and let Tyson take ail 
upon a point of honor. He had hoped 
only for some captured glance, some 
wordless intimation that they had 'both 
shared the buried past of that one week 
in Dorchester. Something in him seemed 

to have died. He felt that all his life had 
been thrown away. 

H
E WANDERED round the topic be

cause he could not help himself, prob
ing his own wound. · "I feel as if life has 
cheated me of a good deal, Mary," he said, 
a few evenings after, as the two sat to
gether on the porch. Tyson had had !o 
go into Baltimore, and Will and Lucy 
were playing croquet in the garden in the 
fading light. There was a rattling accom
paniment of mallet-strokes and laughter. 

She raised her eyes in question, and he 
continued : .  "I see now that happine:;s 
consists principally in the presence of 
fa.miliar things and people. �lore than 
half my life has been spent .

in New York 
apartment houses, and all the while, al
though I didn't know it. my true life lay 
in the scenes of my boyhood." 

"I think everyone feels that," she an
swered. "Frank and I did, at least. And 
I was always urging him to come back 
to live in Dorchester until he agreed.'' 

"I wish I'd known you all these years.'' 
She looked at him rather sl,tarply. "\Veil, 

why didn't you, then ?" she asked. " \Ve all 
wanted you to stay. And we still hope 
you'll stay." 

" But it wouldn't be the same. The peo
ple I used to know are scattered, or dead. 
You can't transplant a grown tree. It's 
ironic, this coming back to an unchanged 
home, and finding different figures mov
ing in the same drama.'' 

She thought a little. "Perhaps you're 
right, Lawrence," she answered. ''Y e�. 
of course it is different with you than 
with us. Frank and I, though we had 
our home in Baltimore so many years, did 
come back often, and kept in touch with 
the old folks. \Vhat are you going to do 
with Will, Larry ?'' she continued. 

"I'm leaving that to him. He's always 
had a taste for country life. I f  he ca�1 
make good farming the place, I'll be ' just 
as satisfied as if he were in business. I've 
nothing much to offer him, except a job 
on the bottom rung of the ladder that 
I've been climbing.'' 
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"Suddenlv he hearrl a ouick exclamation from Lucv. A gi11:gle, a low remonstrance. The 
white dress was bisected by an arm as the two came strolling slowly through the trees." 
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' 'You'll b e  lonely without him.'' 
"A good deal. But he's been away so 

much, at school and college ; and then, 
once I get back, all this will grow dim 
again,  I suppose. I t's horrible-! mean 
the way one has to let one's memories 
slide. But  it's essential to happiness to 
be able to live in the present." 

"Yes," she answered absently. 

H E STOLE A GLANCE at her face 
as she sat beside h i m  in the falling 

dusk. He had quite convinced himself 
during his week's visit that that week be
fore h e  left had meant nothing to her at 
all, tho ugh he still believed she might 
have perceh,ed his own emotion. But 
women were like that. Love was to them 
a blending of practical joys ; they knew 
nothing of that emotion that had seemed 
to rend his being, revealing an unknown, 
unsuspected presence within. Probably 
�he looked on him, as Lucy had said, as 
an "old beau.'' 

It was love that had been revealed to 
him, not Mary Renfrew. He knew that 
now. There were no such depths in her 
as h e  had thought he saw. There was 
nothing at all of what he had imagined in 
this pretty, matronly, contented woman, 
who seemed incapable of any grand pas
sion, whose very soul was loyalty and 
affection toward her own. He felt again 
as if he had been stumbling into a bog. 

"And you really are going back to
morrow ?" Mary asked. "You've paid 
Dorchester such a short visit. You ought 
to come down now and then, at any rate, 
especially now that \Viii's going to remain 
for a while, at least.'' 

She looked away again to where a white 
dress was just visible in the dusk. The 
tapping of the croquet mallets had come 
to an end. Carter could just make out the 
figure of his son, standing beside the girl. 
Lucy's rippling laughter came faintly to 
his ears. It was growing dark very 
quickly ; already the fireflies were begin
ning to flit through the air like points of 
fire. The memory of that last night was 
strong in him. How different everything 

had been. Gusty anger surged through 
him. I f  he had never plumbed Mary 
Tyson's heart he might have dreamed his 
dream to the end. 

Suddenly he heard a quick exclamation 
from Lucy. A giggle, a low remonstrance. 
The white dress was bisected by an artn 
as the two came strolling slowly through 
the trees. 

Mary was speaking. "I'm glad the chil
dren get along so well together, Law
rence," she said. "Lucy isn't a foolish girl, 
but she does love a good time. She's 
very like I was at her age-do you re
member ?'' 

He thought her voice was softer. So 
she did preserve some sentimental, cheap 
memory of his infatuation ! He had 
learned that much, and his anger rose. 
Not against VVill, but against his own 
folly. \Vas the thing that his son saw in 
that pert, freckle-faced girl the same thing 
that he had once seep in Mary Renfrew, 
a tragic memory, something that would 
have driven him to heights of heroism or 
plunged him into abysses of madness ? 
\\r as it nothing but the life spirit, a per
petual lure, revealing itself indiscriminate
ly to all created th ings, and investing all 
it touched with the same tinsel lure ? 

L
ATER that night, as they walked 

homeward, his son slipped an arm 
th rough his. "I think I like it here, Dad," 
he said. "And I 've been deciding that I 'd 
like to stay and see how I can make out 
here. Of course, I 'll  hate like thunder 
leaving you, now that we've been together 
a little after my leaving college, but-'-" 

"Well, I'm glad, old man, if you think 
that way," said Carter heartily. "I've 
never had any grandiose ideas about busi
ness success, and if I died there wouldn't 
be much to hand on

. 
to you, except this 

place. And, after all, though you've never 
been here before, it's your own country ! '' 

"That's just what I've been thinking," 
answered \Viii. "And the people are so 
fine and neighborly. I think I 'll love 
Maryland. \Veil, I 'll try it out, if you'll 
promise to run down often." 
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"Good for you, boy ! Of course, I 
will !" said Carter. 

HE LEANED OUT OF T H E  WI N
DOW of his darkened room again, 

watching the light behind the drawn 
shade in Mary Tyson's. He was offering 
a sacrifice to heaven-the dreams of a 
man's life, the little secret idol that he had 
treasured. 

Of a sudden a bird began to call from 
a tree. I t  was a strange call in the dark, 
a simple one, one or two notes only, but 
golden clear. It was a yellow warbler's, 
and he remembered for the first time in 
years how a yellow warbler had called in 
the dusk that night v.;hen he stood on the 
verandah with Mary Renfrew. He had 
heard it during that walk of two hundred 
yards from gate to gate which had decided 
life for him, crying as if its heart was 
breaking. 

He drew from his pocket the unopened 
envelope of five-and-twenty years before, 
Mary's wedding announcement, opened 
the envelope to read it, and then, despis
ing himself for that last act of folly, 
struck a match, applied it to one corner, 
and flung the letter into the grate. He 
watched it as the yellow flame crept along 
the edge, caught the paper, smouldered, 
charred it, and died down, leaving a few 
lines of writing visible. 

But-but it was a letter, not a wedding 
announcement ! He stooped down and 
picked up the fragment, and read, with 
quivering lips : 
" . . . can't bear your going . . • must write 

this to you, dear, because . . .  breaking 
from loneliness . . .  why you said nothing, 
and honor you more than . . .  know that I 
shared what you felt . . .  Lawrence, I love 
you with all my heart and being, and 
every breath I draw . . .  never told that to 
any man before . . .  life impossible . • . 
wherever you are, nothing else counts . • •  
waiting to hear from you . . . want you to 
know whatever I may do, wherever we 
are, whether I'm married or dead . . •  will 
always have my heart." 

CARTER read it through gravely be
fore he struck a second match and 

watched it burn to ashes. Then he turned 
to the window again and waited till the 
warbler's cry came to an end, and the 
light across the road went out. Dear 
l\lary Renfrew I 
Carter now saw Mary Renfrew quite 

clearly ; he knew that he would never see 
her again, and that it had all been inevita
ble from the beginning-and good ; an 
immense gladness filled his heart. He had 
given Tyson all, keeping the unrealized 
and imperishable essence of their love for 
the resurrection of all things. 

An entirely new kind of mystery story, with an equally new kind 
of sleuth, is the yam which Joseph Gollomb contributes to the 
November issue of WAYSIDE TALES AND CARTOONS 

·
MAGAZINE in "The Adventure of the Goldfish," the ••Goldfish" 
being the sleuth in question-though there is no question about 
his being even a super-sleuth. 
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WhePe West Meets West 
The transcontinental train whistled 

across the Y oJinda bridge, and plunged on 
into desert spaces. Franklin Cole picked 
up his grip from the station platform and 
started up town. 

· There was a swinging- nonchalance in 
his step which the eagerness in his eyes 
belied. He was looking everywhere at 
once, as though seeking for some particu
lar thing, but unwilling to miss any of 
the rest. 

An old \Vesterner, with faded moustache 
and pale blue eyes, sat in the doorway of 
an adobe house that jutted up against the 
sidewalk. A Mexican with the face of a 
grave digger shambled across the street. 
On the curb, three I ndians sat stolidly side 
by side, their coal black hair bound with 
head bands of brilliant red, blue and green. 

And this was the West-the far flung 
West ! 

A girl was coming down the walk
slender and lithe, with soft dark hair and 
distinctly arched eyebrows and long black 
lashes, and wearing a thin light dress, 
with slashes of color in it. The young 
man stopped as she passed. She was de
mure enough ; she did not even notice 
him, but there was something foreign, 
something smoulderingly tropic hidden i n  
h e r  soft dark eyes, concealed i n  her free 
graceful movements. 

Cole came to, when she had passed, and 
went on up the street with a distinct feel
ing that something had happened. 

A half block ahead a waitress had come 
to the door of a lunch room to catch a 
few whiffs of the cool breeze and lose a 
few whiffs of the kitchen fries. She saw 
the stranger and put up her right hand 
and shoved two or three straggling hair 
pins into line. 

" Had your supper ?" She smiled pro
vocatively as Cole came to a rather start
led stop. "I thought you looked hungry." 

"I am!' 
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By 

William H. Hamby 

In a most gripping manner this dra
matic story brings into conflict the Old 
West and the New-the West that 
was, the W eat of glorious tradition and 
two-fisted men ; and the tamed and 
changing twentieth century West. 

H e  turned in. It was one of those 
cheap eating places with a long counter 
on which daily several hundred "stacks of 
bucks'' are shoved out to shirt-sleeved ap
plicants for indigestion. He set his grip 
on the floor, mounted one of the stools, 
laid his wide straw hat-the sort tourists 
buy while the train stops at Albuquerque 
-on another, and smiled at the girl who 
had taken her place back of the counter. 

"Suppose we have some ham and eggs, 
sister, and a bottle of beer." 

At the sound of "beer" there came a 
snort from the end of the counter-up by 
the small second-hand cash register, a 
snort of such abysmal disgust that its fuU 
import meant the utter blasting of the 
whole United States. The young man 
turned with a good natured grin, to look 
at the author of the snort : an old man, 
evidently the proprietor, sitting moodily 
on the inside of the counter by the cash 
register near the window. 

"I suppose you have been in Yolinda a 
long time ?" Cole asked interestedly. • 

"Thirty-eight years," responded the old 
feJJow moodily, and his eyes went across 
the street to a Chautauqua poster in the 
window of a vacant saloon. "And she's 
deader than a butterfly in he]]." 
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''Have coffee·?'' the waitress asked, so� 
licitously, looking up into the roving blue 
eyes of the young stranger with increas� 
ing admiration. 

"You mustn't pay .any attention to dad." 
she said, setting the cup of coffee before 
him so carefully that it did not slop into 
the saucer. "He's ,let _ Dago Dan get his 
goat." 

"Dago Dan?" Cole exclaimed. ''Is 
Dago Dan still here ?" 

"The surest thing you know," she re
plied, carefully drying the counter near 
his elbow · with a clQth. ''Th�y put him 
out of the saloon business. But-" the 
waitress, not unattractive in a way, sig
nificantly winked the left eye-"he's still 
here. 

"What gets daddy's goat," she added, 
"the Italian is opening up a swell eating 
joint only two doors from here. That 
was his girl you passed on the street just 
before you came in. Some swell looker, 
ain't she ? They call her the Princess 
down at the road house." 

"The road house?" Cole's blue eyes had 
a touch of interested deviltry in them. 
"Where is that?" 

"Sh'h ! " She glanced toward the moody 
old man at the cash register and spoke in 
a lower tone. "I'll show you sometime. 
• , • No, not tonight-but sometime." 

"Stranger here, ain't you?" Bartell re
marked as the young fellow paid his check. 

"Oh, no !" He paused with the hat in 
his hand, and ran his fingers through his 
thick, wavy brown hair-the waitress's 
eyes said she would like to do it for him. 
"I've lived here most o£ my life." 

The restaurant keeper grunted dubi· 
ously, and remarked skeptically : 

"I don't seem to remember you." 
On the sidewalk the young man looked 

up and down the street musingly, and 
added to himself : 

"Stranger ? Why, I've b.een killed :Often 
enough . on these streets to fill .a _gl_'ave 
yard. 

"And if all the bad men I 've made .bite 
the dust in this town were .counted, it 
would depopulate Yolinda twice over.'' 

I I  

. ·, 

A
T TEN O'CLOCK that night 

Franklin Cole stepped from his 
room at the old Territory House 

out. on the screened--:in gallery that ran 
around three sides of the hotel. For l}al� 
an hour he walked, too restless, too ex
cited to go to bed. At last he sat down 
on an old hickory chair on the gallery, 
and faced the west. 

And this was Yolinda I His fa�her's 
Wild .\Vest ! And had the father co_me 
back here-and was .he still alive ? 

It was eleven o'clock and most of the 
lights were out and the people off the 
streets. It  was so still that he could hear 
the "wooish" of the river. Off in the dis
tance some belated player blew a few 
notes on a cornet, and a. piano tinkled in
termittently. The desert stars glittered, 
and a young moon showed pale through 
the limbs of a cottonwood tr�e. 

He felt a thin edge of sadness creep in. 
Cole was twenty-four the most remmlS· 
cent age between fourteen and seventy
four. 

He moved in the chair, and. put his 
hand down to where something hard 
pressed uncomfortably against his hi�. 
Then he grinneq into the dark. He .had 
forgotten that revolver. It was his 
father's gun, given to Franklin on his 
seventh birthday. The mother, filled with 
secret horror of that gun and all it repre
sented had hidden it, and he had not seen 
it again until a month ago, when, in going 
through the house the day · after . her 
funeral, he had found the revolver on the 
top shelf of the closet in her dressing 
room. 

And it was that evening after the 
funeral that h e  had got the full stqry 
which made him understand his mother's 
horror of the gun. He had slipped out of 
the house and lay down in the 'hammock 
swung between the two big elm trees 
which his mother had loved so much t� 
think. Two women, a rather romantic 
aunt, and a distant relative, brought their 
chairs out into �he yard to talk. They 
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did not see him,· for it was quite dark and 
the aunt began telling the story about his 
father and mother, which Franklin had 
never known except in patches ! 

D ICK COLE was a cowboy," said the 
aunt, "about twenty-two years ol•l 

when he met Etta. He was powerful 
handsome, and had black hair and black 
eyes, and a reckless smile that would turn 
any girl's head. Etta was one of the 
daintiest, prettiest things you ever saw. 
She was visiting up in St. Louis and Dick 
had brought in a carload of cattle from 
Arizona. 

''I think they met by accident. Etta 
never would tell quite how it was. Any
way it was the worst case of love at first 
sight you ever saw. He followed her back 
here to River Grove and in two weeks 
they were married. 
"Etta had inherited this place from her 

father, and she just loved every stick and 
stone of it, and every flower and blade of 
grass and tree and she would not hear to 
going west. She told him so before they 
were married. 
"They were about the happiest couple 

alive for two or three years. Franklin
his father always called him Klin-was 
born the second year. But by and by 1 
could see Dick was getting restless. This 
town seemed awfully slow to him. Nearly 
everybody had lived here for generatiom, 
and had their old friends and their family 
celebrations, and nearly all of them went 
to church and were law abiding and
safe. 
"Dick I know must have just been dying 

for something dangerous to break loose. 
"He loved little Klin, though, and more 

than half the time he was off with him in 
the woods or along the river. And the 
stories he told that boy-the most dread
ful stories of riding and shooting and 
gambling-and girls in saloons. I reckon 
he was proud of it, and used to boast of 
how they would spend six month's wages 
in one night. 

"I told Etta that Dick would put ideas 

in the boy's head she could never gd 
out-and she was awfully worried about it. 

"But I needn't have worried, for after 
Dick ran away there never was a boy 
better to his mother than Franklin has 
been. 
"Then after she started the little book 

store, he took hold-and he's never given 
her a moment's trouble. Quiet and steady, 
he hasn't even gone about much with 
other young people-just read and stayed 
with his mother. 
"Poor boy, I don't know what he'll do 

now." 
And Franklin had smiled grimly up in 

the dark limbs above him. How little 
they knew. All these seventeen years he 
had been going about helping his mother 
in the body, but in his imagination he 
was living in the Wild West of his father. 
He read of it, dreamed of it, and twice 
started to run away, as his father had 
done. But both times his heart failed him 
at the last moment. He was glad now 
that he had not gone while she was alive. 
He was glad she thought he loved the old 
house, and the smaJI quiet town, and her 
ways. But now he would waste no time. 
And he had not ; within the month he 

sold the book store and bought a ticket 
for Y olinda. Now he was here I 

C
OLE got up and went into his room, 
undressed, and, taking a large roll of 

bills from his pocket, stuck them under 
one end of his pillow, and the revolver 
under the other. He had sold the book 
store for ten thousand doJlars and had 
brought it all with him in bills-one big 
roll. 

He wanted a roll to flash. 
"Tomorrow," he told himself as he 

stretched out, "I'll see if I can get any 
trace of him." 

He still hoped his father had returned 
here and was alive. 
"And then I 'll forget that damned Ohio 

town and have a hell of a time ! "  
And with that h e  fell asleep-to dream 

of Dago Dan's daughter. 
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N

EXT MORNING Cole went down 
the street to Jim Bartell's place. 
He wanted breakfast, and he 

wanted more information. The lunch room 
in the light of morning looked even less 
inviting than last night. The screen door 
had a'

hole in the rusty wire, large enough 
to let all the flies in that were willing to 
hunt for it. The greasy doughnuts looked 
rather malignantly heavy, and the battere1 
coffee urn smelled of ancient grounds. 
Along the board counter were several rem· 
nants of ''stacks of bucks" which had not 
been totally demolished by earlier starch 
stokers. 

"Hello !" 
Ivy Bartell, the waitress, had been 

watching for him, and smiled wide, show
ing solid white teeth. She had tied a wide 
bow of yellow z::ibbon around her hair 
this morning. 

They talked in snatches between the 
varied courses of his devastating break
fast. 

The girl's vocabulary was limited, but 
her attention and intentions were not. 

Bartell, who had been absent from the 
cash register, shuffled in from the kitchen, 
his hair obviously undisturbed by recent 
comb and brush, his greasy trousers hang
ing perilously on a sharp left hip. 

"By the way," the young man turned to 
him, ''did you ever happen to know a man 
out here named Dick Cole?'' 

"Nope I" 
Bartell shook his head indifferently, 
"Never heard of him." He sat down on 

the stool near the cash register and 
looked out the window and wearily pulled 
his drooping mustache. 

"Of course," he added reflectively, "I 
might have knowed him, but not by that 
name. In them days a name didn't mean 
nothin'. A feller's name was just what 
he was called by." 

The old timer seemed reluctant to talk. 
Morning showed him the ghastliness of 
Yolinda's fall. There was that empty 
saloon building straight across the street, 

. 
w.ith the Chautauqua poster. in its . win·. 
do.w !, 

"Better ask Bill Callondar, the old sher
iff," suggested Bartell as Franklin paid 
his check. "If anybody by the name of 
Cole was ever here, Bill would know it.'' 

C
OLE went out to look for the old 

sheriff. Somehow the matter-of
factness of Yolinda in broad daylight 
struck him disappointingly. A truck load 
of vegetables had backed up in front of a 
grocery store, a farmer with a load of 
baled alfalfa drove down the street, and. 
a belated milk wagon rattled by. Clerks 
stood in the doorways of stores in their 
shirt sleeves. I t  was so peaceful and busi
nesslike that he grew secretly ashamed of 
carrying that huge roll of greenbacks 
around and went to the bank and de
posited nine thousand of it. He would 
still keep some ready money in h�s pocket. 

About five o'clock Cole climbed the hill 
to the abandoned penitentiary, where he 
was told he would find Callondar. 

The ex-sheriff came upon him sitting 
bareheaded, looking toward the desert. 
The weather-beaten old fellow ran his 
fingers through his wiry gray hair, and his 
pale blue eyes took on the look of specula
tive interest : 

"Well, stranger?" he broke Cole's rev· 
erie. 

F
RANKLI N knew from the moment; 

he looked up into the retrospective 
pale blue eyes of Bill Callondar that here 
was a real Westerner. 

"Did you ever know a man out here 
named Dick Cole?" 

The old sheriff studied a moment and 
then shook his head. He sat down on the 
end of the rock a few feet away and 
hooked his hands around his right knee. 
He was a rough, grizzled chap, essentially 
unchanged since the day forty years ago 
when he came down the desert trail out 
yonder leading a burro with a prospector's 
outfit on his back, headed for the Choco
late Mountains. Miner, cowboy, guide, 
bullion guard, sheriff, warden of the 
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prison-he had lived through all of it. 
Yet the changes in Y olinda had not 
changed him. He was fading out as the 
old life was, but not like it, into something 
new and different. He felt a responsive 
interest in this eager youth, and began to 
talk, slowly, reticently, but with that pe
culiar flavor of the man who has been a 
part of it. 

And it was the very stark reality of 
these tales that made for Franklin Cole, 
as it does for millions of others, the ro
mance and fascination of the old \Vest. 

They treated life roughly and held it 
lightly-bartered it for a drink or night'.:; 
carousal, spilled it over an ugly word, 
gambled with it in the desert, threw it 
away for a friend. 

"There was one feller we called 'Curly 
Buck' who was foreman of the Temple 
Dome silver mine where I used to guard 
bullion," recalled Callondar. "I don't 
know why, but I just never saw a feller 
I liked so well. Wasn't nothin' he 
wouldn't do for a friend. Didn't care no 
more about money than he did water. 
Quick tempered, though-he'd. draw at the 
bat of an eye. And when he started to 
draw on you, you shore didn't want to 
have any creepin' paralysis in your right 
arm." 

As the old sheriff rambled on in his 
bold, unexpurgated stories of Curly, the 
sun went down, the shifting sand hills 
gleamed yellow, a vast glow flowed over 
the desert, breaking into billows of in
describable color on the painted moun
tains to the north. Below, the swift dark 
river sucked and gurgled and swooshed, 
bringing down from a thousand miles of 
mountains rich soil to be spilled over the 
valleys. Back of them the · grim old 
prison, with its dim cells, the iron rings 
in the stone floors, and, below, the little 
black crosses in the fading light I 

"That was the life ! "  he exclaimed. 

THE ex-sheriff stopped. H is hands re
laxed from his knee. The foot 

dropped down, and he leaned forward, 
resting his chin in his hand. He looked 

very old and faded in the twilight, as one 
who has lost something that he does not 
expect to see again. 

He made no reply to Franklin's ex
clamation. 

Directly he stirred, shook his head 
slowly in the dusk, and looked over his 
shoulder at the row of cells, as though 
expecting a ghost-perhaps Curly's ghost. 
Then getting up rather hastily, as though 
ashamed of even suggesting sentiment, 
he remarked : 

"Got to get out and rustle some grub 
now. Hain't bad supper, an' l'in hun
grier'n a coyote." 

As Franklin went down the hill in the 
early twilight, his head up, his face still 
flushed, walking with a reckless swing, he 
chanted an old cowboy refrain which be 
had learned from his father. 

Near the foot of the bill, where the road 
turned into a street of old adobe houses, 
be saw a girl come in from some side 
street and walk ahead of him. His heart 
went thumping more recklessly than his 
gait. The movement of the lithe, slim 
body, the light dress, the slash of color 
around the waist-it was Dago Dan's 
daughter, the Princess. Sure ! He quick
ened his step, but never caught up with 
her-and she did not look around. 

OVER his ham and eggs at Bartell's be 
asked Ivy, in an undertone, "Can 

you go tonight ?" He felt himself blush
ing clear down his neck, and bated him
self for it. 

She glanced furtively toward her fathi!r, 
and nodded : "I think so. Come back 
about nine, and I 'll let you know." 

When be went out onto the street he 
felt himself still flushed, with a sort of 
secret shame. "Oh, hell ! "  he said, in vast 
disgust at himself. What sort of a Vv est
erner was he to blush like a school girl 
over a thing like that ? 

He strolled up and down the street 
waiting until nine. He started to enter 
the corner drug store where the big soda 
fountain drew a continuous trade-but 
stopped and drew back, as though the 
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screen door had giv�n him an electric 
shock. The . Princess. was coming out, 
had put her hand on the screen just as he 
reached for it, and their eyes met-met 
straight and held for a moment. Such 
eyes I He never had seen such eyes
felt such eyes-before. 

H e  stepped half way back on the side
walk to let her pass. She walked hastily 
away-almost as if running-and never 
looked back. Franklin felt himself hot 
and tingling. But curiously enough it 
was not the sort of flush that had come 
from the invitation to I vy. 

A few minutes later he inquired of a 
loafer the way to Dago Dan's road house 
-and, without going back to Bartell's, set 
out to walk the mile down into the cot
tonwood grove by the river. 

Franklin Cole felt the thrill of adven
ture as he went through the woods toward 
the surreptitious light that gleamed now 
and then between the trees. He felt as 
though he had known Dago Dan all his 
life. The Italian in the old days of which 
Franklin's father had told him had kept 
the big saloon on Main Street. 

TH E  road house was an old two-wing 
ranch house. In the center was the 

bar, supposed to serve soft drinks, al
though a ten dollar bill slipped to the 
waiter put a lot of kick into this softness. 
In the left wing was gambling-roulette, 
black jack, stud poker ; in the right wing, 
dancing. 

The floor was rgugh, and the tables were 
bare pine boards. The place was crude 
enough for the old days. But the patrons 
did not fit his picture of the roistering 
prodigal of his father's time. They looked 
guilty and surreptitious, and were too welt 
dressed-and not one bit hilarious I 

Franktrn took a seat at a small, square 
board table. Two men and two girls sat 
at the table jammed close to his elbow. 
The place was well patronized. 

"That is Dago Dan behind the bar," 
said one of the young men. 

Already Franklin had been watching the 
skillful mixer of drinks, wondering if he 

were the I talian. It scarcely seemed pos
sible he was fifty years old. His hair was 
black, his eyes quick and alert, his face 
pink. But he remembered his father say
ing that Dago Dan would never toueh a 
drop of his own whiskey. 

"He is one smart Dago," remarked the 
other. "He must be coining money-at 
ten dollars a pint." He laughed. 

"I hear," said the other, "he is planning 
to clean up here and turn respectable. 
He's bought the old Temple Dome silver 
mine, and is opening up a swell cafe in 
Yolinda." 

Cole slipped a ten-dollar bill to the 
waiter as he had seen the others do, and 
the drink he got brought a very rapid 
change in his circulation. He began to 
feel gay and hilarious almost at once. 
This was all right-this was the life. 

I N A B RI E F  LULL the Italian stopped 
mi"xing drinks and stood with folded 

arms looking over the room. Franklin 
got up and went to the bar and asked 
quite easily : 

"Ever know a man named Dick Cole-
twenty-five years ago ?" 

The Italian's dark eyes looked at 
Franklin closely a second, his lips parted 
in a friendly smile, showing the whitest 
of teeth, and he shook his black, curly 
head. 

" Never knew him by that name. What 
they call hem-you know ?" 

Franklin shook his head. He wished 
his father had told him what the fellows 
called him. It would have been easy then. 

"Who was he ?" the I talian asked, 
"somebody you look for, eh ?" 

"He was my father." 
The young man tried to say it carelessly, 

but his tone trembled a little. 
" Maybe if you have picture," suggested 

Dan hopefully, "I know hem." 
But Franklin did not have a picture. 
Dago Dan. was reaching under the 

counter and pouring things upon ice in a 
glass. . After giving it a good shake he 
set the drink before the young man. 

"Have one for hem," he said, smiling. 



.. 'Ever know a man named Dick Cole-twenty..Sve years ago?' " 

GH 
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"] f he ever in Yolinda he drink with Dan." 
Franklin turned the glass up. It was 

a delicious drink, a bit strong, but-wen, 
that was the stuff. 

· As he set down the glass, Franklin 
glimpsed a quick look of displeasure on 
the Italian's face, and, turning, saw the 
Princess coming directly toward them. 

· From the half puzzled surprise in the 
father's eyes, Franklin guessed the girl 
was not a frequent ·visitor to this place. 
But . h e  asked with unmistakable parental 
f-ondness : 

· "What is it leetle one ?" 
" Oh nothing," · she shrugged. "Only !P. 

glass of lemonade I "  
Dan reached for a lemon with one hand 

and the shaker with the other, talking a3 
he worked. 

'"Bonita, this young man's father used 
to drink with m� twenty-five years ago. 
Before you were born, eh ? But he don't 
know which of those wild fellows he was 
-for Mester Cole do not know what we 
can h em." 

The girl, standing by the bar near him, 
looked straight up into Franklin's face. 
Such eyes ! Not jet black like her father's, 
but a soft, dark brown, and large with 
long lashes. For a moment or two their 
eyes met, held-until his head fairly swam, 
and he felt as though he were floating in 
air. 

They talked for a few minutes while 
she sipped her lemonade. He saw that 
the lips that touched the glass were soft 
and richly pink. He was not drunk yet, 
but he never knew what they said during 
that brief conversation. 

THIS was the \Vest ! He had found it 
at · last-the glorious, reckless, care

free west. Look at her hair-those eyes I 
And the whiteness of her neck and shoul
der.s. He would show her he was of the 
West too-that money, nothing mattered 
with him, but a good time. 

He went into the gambling room. She 
went with him and watched him join in a 
game of poker. The drink was taking 
effect now. He bet a hundred do1lars 

and won, and laughed loudly. He bet 
two hundred and won, and became almost 
boisterous. 

Then he lost. 
But he would show them he was· no 

cheap sport-no timid tenderfoot. 
He lost again, and then began to w rite 

checks-thousand-dollar checks. 
After that everything was oblivion ! 
\Vhen Franklin awoke next morning h : 

was i n  his room at the hotel and it was 
ten o'clock. · 

Last night · came back to him rather 
dimly ; but he did remember about those 
checks. He leaned over the �dge of the 
bed and reached for his coat, which had 
been thrown across the back of a chair, 
and found his check book. Habit bad 
been strong even in drunkenness, and he 
had filled in the stubs. He had given n ine 
one-thousand dollar checks-exactly what 
he had in the bank. 

There was a moment when the sicken
ing thought raced through his conscious
ness to the rhythm of "damn fool, damn· 
fool ! "  But he stopped it with a wry 
grin. "Well, I showed 'em speed, all right. 
They must have known I was a real sport 
or they wouldn't have taken my checks." 

I n  the early afternoon he went down 
the street, rather pale, rings under his 
eyes, but his jaws set with reckless defi� 
ance. He was a real Westerner now, and 
he was going through with it. 

· 

Down by the river he found an old pros
pector with a loaded burro just setting 
out on a trip. Cote talked to him an 
hour ; then bought his complete outfit for 
twice what it was worth, and without 
even going back to the hotel to check out, 
Jed the burro across the bridge and headed 
off into the desert toward the mountains. 

I V  

T
H ERE are tw

. 

o situations in which 
the desert has charms : one when 

. viewed at a distance from a well 
watered, comfortable shade ; the other 
after one has suffered from it and sees it 
in retrospect. . . • 
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Late in the afternoon of the third day, 
Franklin Cole staggered into the north 
canyon, where an old prospector was pre
paring the deserted Temple Dome mine 
for reopening. His head ached, his mus
cles were sore, and his feet were skinned 
at every protuberant angle. But the old 
miner gave him water and food, and after 
supper they sat out in front of the cabin 
and talked. 

Of him Franklin asked about Dick Cole. 
The old miner smoked and thought a long 
time, and then believed he had known a 
man named Cole. Some of the old bunch 
-it seemed to him it was Curly Buck
had told him once when they were pros
pectors together that his name back east 
had been Cole. 

�·I tell you who would know," said the 
ancient prospector, "Dago Dan would 
know-for it was him that turned Curly 
Buck over to the sheriff after Curly shot 
Texas Jack !'' 

The chill of conviction ran through 
Franklin like a shiver of ice. He had 
feared all the time that Curley Buck and 
his father were one. . • . His father 
locked up in that terrible prison ! Hate, 
swift and vengeful, surged through him. 
He got up and walked away from the old 
miner and looked up at the stars. Damn 
that Italian into hell fire-if he had be
trayed his father, he should pay the price ! 

Cole set out next morning with his 
burro, his pans and picks, beans and 
crackers, and a roll of blankets, up the 
range of mountains to the northwest. I t  
was thirty miles t o  the next water, a hard 
two-days' journey over the broken trail. 

As he lay on his blankets in the sand 
that night-his first night alone on the 
desert-he did not feel the thrill he had 
experienced when he had heard or read 
about it in all those \Vild-West stories of . 
his youth. Instead, as he looked up a t  
the stars h e  got t o  thinking about his 
mother. She had worked hard all those 
sevent�en years to build up that store
up td where he could sell it for $10,000. 
He kicked at the blanket violently, turned 
over on his side, shut his eyes, while that 

mocking refrain ran through his brain : 
"Damn fool-damn fool-damn fool ! '' 

There was one grain of comfort-4e 
had not sold the house with its grass and 
rose \'ines and elm trees which she loved. 
And, he thought as he dropped off to 
sleep, he never would sell it I 

THREE DAYS later he pitched his 
permanent camp near a spring. at. the. 

foot of the Chocolate Mountains, seventy· 
miles from the Temple Dome. mine. And 
he discovered, during the days that fol-. 
lowed, that when one digs among dead 
mountains for gold, bruised and sore and 
aching, hot and thirs�y, and blistered by 
blown sand, he does not go into ecstasies.. 
over the yellow and purple and silver col-: 
ors of the desert. Neither does he throw. 
out his arms and breathe .in "great drdts 
of the clean, s\veet air." He digs and· 
swears and suffers ; eats and sleeps and.· 
moves on. 

Nothing but the memory of his father, 
and all those hard riding, hard working 
\Vesterners of his 8dventurous imagina
tion kept him alive and going. But he 
had begun to fear that either he was not 
really one of them, or else their life had 
not been so roisterously exuberant as he 
had imagined. In all that he had e� 
read of these \Vesterners they did not 
care how much they suffered-nor did 
they care a damn about money. 

But in spite of himself, Franklin kept 
remembering that nine thousand dollars· 
he had squandered-nine thous;tnd dol
lars his mother had worked aU her life to 
save ! And in spite of everything, . that 
grimacing refrain would rise in him : 
"Damn fool-damn fool-damn fool ! "  
And, too, h e  kept recalling glimpses ·of the 
old life ; mornings when his mother called 
him to breakfast, and he awoke with the. 
soft wind stirring the muslin curtains at 
his window, outside the sun shining on 
green grass and silvery leaves ; or again 
the long wooded path down the river 
where in June he had gathered wild straw
berries and smelled the blossoms of the 
wild grape in the woods. 
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FRANKLIN, like millions of  other 
lovers of adventure-literary adven

ture-had imagined that all Westerners 
took life all the time with a zip of 
boisterous enthusiasm. But it was not so 
-not by a million removes. Many an old 
time \Vesterner dug and sweated and 
cursed at the jabs of cactus and the salt
ness of the pork and the burntness of 
the beans, just as you and I would do. 
Life was meager and drab. He had rheu
matism that bothered him on cold windy 
days and nights, he was hungry, and 
there was not the slightest glory in going 
two days without water. He wanted 
money, he wanted a good bed, he wanted 
a Jot of things that he could not get. So 
he went on hunting for a stake that would 
enable him to leave this "cussed country" 
and go back to the sweet romantic pas
tures of the East and enjoy himself. He 
seldom got there, and if he did he found 
as little of the glory in it as, say, Franklin 
was finding now in his prospecting. 

There was only one thing he had found 
in the \Vest so far that more than filled 
his  expectations-and that was Dago 
Dan's daughter. The Princess was the 
Romantic \Vest. She stood out like a 
flame in his fancy during these days of 
disappointingly flat suffering. She was 
the \Vest that called to his riotious 
dreams. And yet-he had sworn to kill 
her father ! 

From the first Cole had known his . 
search for gold was futile. He knew he 
was not a prospector, that this was not 
his sort of work. And yet he did get a 
Jot of grim, savage satisfaction out of the 
thought that he could stand it. 

ON E  NIGHT at the end of three weeks 
he found his provisions practically 

exhausted, and realized he must get 
away immediately. He started a little be
fore sundown the next evening for the 
eastern end of that low range of moun
tains to the south, which he judged was 
the shortest way back to Y olinda. He 
took with him what provisions were left, 
and two gallons of water. 

Even a level de
.
sert has sand dunes and 

arroyos. Many times Cole lost sight of 
the mountains, and at best they were very 
dimly visible by starlight. He tried to lay 
his course by a· certain star ; but often 
lost track of which star he was following. 
At times the desert was broken anti 
rough ; at other places loose sand made 
progress slow for him and the burro. At 
midnight he had scarcely gone ten miles, 
and he was so tired h is legs would scarcely 
move. At four o'clock he gave up to his 
weariness, and lay down. 

I n  the night he dreamed he had wan
dered out from River Grove and down the 
path that led through hazel and sumac to 
the clear cold spring that bubbled out 
under the rocks in the shade of the gre:lt 
oaks, and as he knelt on a mossy stone 
and leaned · over to drink, he awoke gasp
ing with thirst to find the · sun an hour 
high and already hot. He rubbed his eyes 
and looked anxiously for his landmarks. 
Fear, real fear, got him for the first time. 
The end of that range to the south seemed 
to have receded. It had. He had drifted 
farther west. 

He ate a hasty breakfast, gave the burro 
a quart of water, drank a pint himself, 
and once more headed southeast. Heat 
or no heat, he would have to push on 
through the day. But by ten o'clock the 
heat was growing intolerable ;  and the 
glare on the desert makes the very eye
balls ache . 

Every mile or two he stopped and rested 
a little in the shade of the faithful burro. 
Twice he shared his water with it. But 
when night came the mountains looked 
almost as far away as they had that 
morning. He slept a few hours, a tortured 
restless sort of sleep. 

At midnight he got up and went on. 
When daylight came, he perceived he had 
made headway. The mountains looked 
much nearer. Perhaps not more than ten 
miles off. But his burro was done for. 
Cole put it out of its misery, swung the 
canteen, which was fearfully light 'now, 
over his shoulder, and started on. 

There is one western thing at lea�t 
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that has never been 
"
over-colored-the 

danger of the desert. Too many human 
skeletons bear mute testimony to its 
stark reality. And one of the ironic tricks 
of that menacing desert demon is . to slay 
the victim within a few miles or a: few 
hours of water and succor. Thirst and 
fear are the twin destroyers of the desert. 
\Vhen water is gone the seething heat 
envelops the wanderer, panic seizes him, 
and he fights as one being suffocated. 

ALL that day Cole staggered on, pant
ing and gasping. From sheer ex

haustion he dropped down every few 
hundred yeards. But up again in a fever 
of fear ! His water had been gone for 
hours, his tongue was swelling. Some
times the wind dropped and the whole 
desert seemed like a cauldron ; and again 
the wind blew and it felt like the breath 
of hell. And in his half conscious delirium 
Cole fancied he was staggering down the 
h ill road back home and just ahead were 
the green valley and the peaceful little 
town with its shaded streets, and at ttie 
end, the frame house with the green shut
ters, the rose vines and the big elm trees 
-and h is mother ! Only his mother 
would change every few minutes, and it 
would be the Princess reaching out her 
arms to him. Just a little farther and he 
would be there-one more hard pull. He 
stumbled and fell on his face and did not 
rise. 

v 

A 
L1 TTLE CAR, with the back part 
filled with boxes and bundles of 
provisions, bounced and bucked its 

way across the dim desert road from 
Yolinda toward the Temple Dome mine. 
The driver was a girl, a slender girl with 
soft dark hair, and delicately arched eye
brows. But she drove with skill and a 
firm ha:td ; and occasionally her brown 
eyes swept the desert ahead of her. I t  
was Bonita Simonetti, taking provisions to 
the old prospector who was re-opening the 
Temple Dome mine for Dago Dan. 

"You know," said the old timer after he 
had unloaded the provisions from the car, 
"I 've been sort of worried about ·a tender
foot that came out this way about three 
weeks bac;k. He had bought a real outfit, 
but he didn't know a darn thing about 
camping or mining either. He went off 
up the range toward North Canyon. I 
figured he'd be back in a day or two, but 
he ain't showed u p  yet." 

"Do you know who he WllS ?" 
The Princess' eyes opened wider, show

ing a little fright. 
"Seems to me," the old miner scratched 

h is head, "that he said his name was Cote. 
Yes," he nodded, "that's it, I recklect 
now-he said he was goin' to-" 

But even before he finished, the girl had 
thrown a few things back into the car
bread and cans of food-leaped in and 
was off across the unbroken desert to the 
northwest. 

"Well, I 'll be swilled ! " exclaimed the 
miner still scratching his head. 

BONITA SIMONETTI did not know 
what had happened to her that first 

evening she met Franklin Cole · on the 
street. But something strange and fear
ful had flamed up within. She dreamed 
about him that night. She managed to 
see him a half dozen times the next day 
and to cross his path as he came down 
from the old prison. And she had fol
lowed him to her father's roadhouse that 
night. 

And-and now that strange . feeling 
flamed and surged within her and sent her 
plunging wildly across the desert with 
only one great burning desire-to find 
him. 

She found his first camp, and then the 
second. Twenty miles farther up the 
range, she came upon the third. in the 
North Canyon. This must have been his 
last, for it had not been abandoned long. 

She got out of the car and studied the 
tracks, some of which, in sheltered strips. 
were still uncovered by drifting sand. She 
felt a catch in her side, and a dry tighten
ing in her throat. He had started south, 
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two, perhaps three, days ago, across that 
desert. She knew the danger. 

It would be hard trailing him, for in 
many places the blown sand would have 
obliterated all tracks. U ndoubtedly he 
had headed for the short low range of 
mountains near the river. 

She lost the trail several times but kept 
on in the general direction and each time 
picked it up again. About one o'clock 
she came upon his abandoned camp outfit 
and the dead burro. 

There is no greater mirac1e than a little 
piece of machinery on wheels that plows 
across a desert in four hours, over which 
a man would stagger fighting heat and 
death for four days. By mid-afternoon 

·Bonita was within a few miles of the 
range of mountains. The desert became 
·s.o broken that she left the car here, slung 
a water bottle over her shoulder, and took 
up the trail through the sand dunes and 
sha11ow arroyos. 

I t  was terrifically hot, the walking hard, 
but at times she ran until the pounding 
heat in her head made her stop. Then on 
again, stumbling, leaping, calling I 

She stood still, the desert whirling a 
mad dance about her, her heart almost 
ceasing to beat. Yonder he lay, face down 
in the sand. He must be dead, 

She went to him, walking heavily, as 
though her feet would not lift. She bent 
down dreading to touch him. 

N o--hc wasn't dead ! 
She turned him over and poured water 

into his mouth. She bathed his forehead, 
and wet his hair, murmuring the while to 
him in soft, passionate pity. 

He had not been without water long. 
His tongue was not badly swollen. He 
had fallen more from exhaustion aud lack 
of sleep than from strangulation. In a 
little while the muscles of his throat re
laxed. He swallowed the water freely. 
She knew directly h e  would pass from 
unconsciousness to sleep. In an hour she 
could rouse him, and they could get back 
to the car, and be in Yolinda before mid
night. 

But passing her moistened handkerchief 

very tenderly over his forehead, she smiled 
and shook her head. 

Toward sundown when he was sleep
ing peacefully she left him, went back t o  
the car and brought his blanket and some 
food. 

He was still sleeping, but swallowed a 
tin of milk. Then she spread the blanket 
on a smooth bed of sand, and eased him 
over on it. Her face was very flushed, 
her eyes very happy as she worked. 

She sat down beside him and bathed 
his face and temples with water and 
combed his thick brown hair with her 
fingers. Night came and stars glittered, 
and she sat crooning to him endearing 
Italian love song� which she had heard 
her father sing. 

TOWARD MORNING he awoke, but 
did not stir. As he opened his eyes 

he saw her standing a half dozen yards 
away, looking up at the stars. He was 
fully conscious now, and trying to remem
ber. Only dimly did he recall that some
one had come to him when he thought 
he was dying. Dimly remembered her 
voice-sweet and soothing-and the water. 

Yes, it was she, it was Bonita Simonetti, 
and he was not dreaming. The desert 
wind stirred her hair-her hands were 
locked behind her, her face lifted-very 
still. 

She was singing low-it sounded almost 
like a chant-in a tongue foreign to him. 
But he knew it was a love song, an I tali an 
love song, Now soft and tender, now 
pleading and passionate. 

And as Franklin Cole listened he 
stopped trying to remember. There wasn't 
any past, any desert, any \Vest-nothing 
in the world but Bonita Simonetti-and 
he loved her ! 

She turned directly, came and sat down 
on the blanket beside him. He lay very 
still, his eyes closed. Her fingers ran 
lightly, caressingly, over his face and 
through his hair. She bent and kissed 
him. For a moment his body seemed to 
float in a golden ecstasy-He woultl reach 
out in a moment and enfold her in hi�-
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arms. Then with a crash he remembered. 
She was Dago Dan's daughter ! Dago 
had betrayed his father to prison-and he 
was going to kill him ! 

VI 

I 
T \VAS DUSK when Cole stirred, 

opened his eyes, and struggled up 
from sleep to consciousness sufficient 

to remember where he was and what had 
happened. 

Bonita Simonetti had got him to Yolin
da in the cool of the morning. And left 
him at the Territory House. He was in 
bed in his room now. 

Something wonderful had happened. 
. . • Oh, yes ! Bonita had kissed him 
while she thought him unconscious-and 
he lO\·ed her as no other man ever loved 
a woman. And yet-what a damned, 
damned muddle everything was ! He must 
kill Dago Dan. For nearly twenty years 
Franklin had lived in his mind by the 
code of the West-the Wild Vl est his 
father knew. And, by the code, when a 
man betrayed your friend he paid the pen
alty at your hand. You did not count  
the cost-you merely gave him a chance 
to draw and then killed him like a dog. 

He had miserably failed as a Westerner. 
But this one thing he would do for his 
father-who even now perhaps was be
hind iron bars in that newer prison in 
the Salt River Valley. 

But first he would be sure. He got up 
and dressed and went down to Bartell's 
lunch room. Ivy was surprised to see him 
-and shocked at the look in his face. 
Where had he been ? Had he been sick ? 
Why had he not come for her that night, 
as he had promised ? 

He scarcely answered, and scarcely 
noticed what he ordered or ate. He was 
waiting for old man Bartell. Directly he 
shuffied in from the kitchen where he had 
heen jawing the milk man, and took his 
seat by the cash register. 

"Did you know Curley Buck ?" f.'ranklin 
t n rned to him abruptly. 

" Of course," old Bartell answered, 

• 
wearily, staring out of the window at the 
vacant saloon across the street. 

"What became of him ?" Franklin asked, 
his heart beating smotheringly. 

"Oh he had some trouble with Texas 
Jack over at the Temple Dome m ine. 
Both drew, but Curley got him. He 
always got his man first. Then C u rley 
came in here to liquor up. And that 
damned Dago Dan sent out for the sheriff 
and had him arrested while he was drunk." 

Franklin's hand closed convulsively on 
the edge of the counter. He got down off 
the stool, picked up his hat and went out. 

NE X T  MORN I NG Franklin Cole 
arose, shaved and dressed very care

fully. He discarded his Wild West 
clothes and put on the palm beach s uit 
he had worn when he arrived in Y olinda. 
He spent some time in brushing his hair 
and adjusting his tie. During the n ight 
which had seemed an interminable hell 
he had fought it out and emerged cold 
and qetermined. Curley Buck was his 
father. Dago Dan had betrayed him. He 
would kill Dago Dan. After that-noth
ing mattered ! 

He slipped his father's revolver in his 
hip pocket. I t  was heavy and made his 
trousers sag. He drew them up and 
hitched the belt tighter, and went down 
stairs. 

Y olinda was very still under the fierce 
heat of June as he went down the street 
toward Dago Dan's new cafe. A truck 
load of cantaloups had stopped before a 
fruit market ; a man in his shirt sleeves 
entered the bank with a handful of checks 
and bills folded in his deposit book ; a 
youth and a girl were sitting by the soda 
fountain at the front of the drug store. 

I n  the stillness, the matter-of-factness, 
the peace of the street, murder seemed 
incongruous-unreal. But he grimly heM. 
to his purpose. He would avenge his 
father by his father's code. 

A workman in the front of the cafe told 
him Simonetti was in his private office at 
the back of the building. 

As Franklin approached the office, he 
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put his hand on his revolver. He had 
planned that the scene should be very 
brief. 

The door opened brusquely at his 
knock, and there stood before him a large 
man with a ruddy face, and black hair, 
with brown eyes smiling warmly-and an 
outstretched hand. 

Bonita's father ! He could not do it. 
His hand dropped away from his poyet. 
AIJ the strength seemed to go out of him 
and he almost staggered to the chair 
which the Italian offered. 

SI MONETTI sat down by his desk and 
turned on Cole the friendliest of 

smiles. He n oticed the drawn look in the 
young man's face, and the almost fixed 
stare in his eyes, but attributed it to his 
recent experience in the desert, of which 
Bonita had told him. He liked this young 
man. 

" Did you know Curley Buck ?" Franklin 
asked, trying to revive his deadly hate. 

"Oh yes ;  I knew hem well. He very 
queeck tempered and reckless. We often, 
what you cali hem-argue ? I say to hem, 
'Curley, it foolish to waste anything ; but 
most foolish of all to waste life. It just 
a leetle bit we got, and it go purty queeck.' 
I say, 'Curley, if you have very fine gold 
watch, and see very small spider on rock, 
and you smash that leetle spider with that 
very fine gold watch, you damned fool, 
aint' you ?' Curley laugh and say he sure 
would be. Then I say, 'A feller come 
along and caJI you a liar or some bad 
name-just words that bite a leetle, but 
no more dangerous than that leetle spider 
-don't reaJly do anything to you at all ! 
But you shoot. He shoot. One of you 
killed. Your life that look very good, 
poof ! All out. Ain't that damn fool ?' 

"But Curley he only swear that no 
cussed man can call hem so and so. 

" One day some cussed man do call hem 
so and so-it was Texas Jack. He very 
bad man. They both draw guns. Curley 
kill hem." 

Simonetti stopped and turned his face 
away, looking out of the window. Cole 

leaned forward in his chair, breathing 
fast. 

"Well,'( Simonetti continued sadly, "I 
think a great deal of Curley-! love Cur
ley more than brother. Curley come in 
to my saloon and I say, 'Curley, Jack's 
friends bad men-tl!ey kill you sure. You 
go away queeck.' But Curley only laugh 
and say he not run from the devil and all 
his angels. 

"I know he wouldn't. I study about it 
all day. Curley get drunk and I put hem 
in my bed. I can't sleep that night think
ing about Curley being killed. He such 
a nice boy and love to live very much. 

"So I go to the sheriff and say, 'Come 
and arrest Curley and put him in jail-he 
kill man.' 

" He do it-1 very good friend of judge. 
He like Curley, too, and send h i m  to 
prison for five year, but promise me so 
soon as Jack's friends gone, and it safe, 
he parole Curley out.'' 

AGAI N the Italian stopped. His ruddy 
face gone distinctly pale-and for 

the first time little lines showed at the 
corner of his eyes. 

"But poor Curley-he got mad at guard 
-guard say some ugly word-and Curley 
grab piece of loose iron and kill hem.'' 

Franklin felt - h imself collapsing, but 
struggled against it, and said weakly : 

"Curley was my father." 
Simonetti gave a start, and turned 

quickly peering at him. 
"No, you do not look like h im. And 

yes, I remember, Cu rley tell me once he 
have no people-no wife, no leetle boy
and his name was Smith.'' 

As Franklin left the office, he wondered 
if that was really true, or if Simonetti was 
merely trying to spare him. 

VII 

T
OWARD EVENING he went up 

' 
to the penitentiary hill-drawn by 
a sort of horrible fascination. He 

must see that cell where Curley Buck had 
been locked in. 
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Bill Callondar, the �ld sheriff was feed
ing some mules now stabled in what used 
to be the main dining room of the prison. 

"If you don't mind," Franklin said with 
suppressed embarrassment, when Calion
dar had finished scattering a fork full of 
alfalfa for the mules, "I 'd like to see in
side some of  the cells." 

"Sure," sai� Bill, and led the way 
around the big rock to the north side, and 
unlocked the iron doors of several. 

"All of this row," said the ex-sheriff, 
"was for the bad ones-the ones that had 
to be chained down. But this one was 
used when a prisoner was to be shuffled 
off ! "  

"Which was Curley Buck in ?" 
Franklin's voice was barely audible. 
"This one." 
The old sheriff indicated the death cell. 
Franklin stood looking in. Somehow he 

dreaded to enter. He was afraid the 
!-heriff would see how moved he was. 

But Callondar started away. "Just look 
around as long as you want to," he said 
over his shoulder. 

Franklin went in-almost crept in. The 
cell, hewn from the solid rock, was about 
five feet wide, twelve feet long, and eight 
feet high. When that solid iron door was 
closed the only light and air fhat filtered 
in would be through those two rows of 
inch holes near the top of the door. 

He sat down on the stone floor and 
fought hard to keep from shivering. He 
felt ghosts here-the ghost of Curley most 
of aJJ. What must he have remembered 
that last night ; the J ight on the Choco
late Mountains, the glow on the desert, 
the lush grass down on the river bottoms 
where cattle grazed, the long trail, the 
merry boisterous ride to town where there 
were lights, and drink, and games, and 
girls ! 

FRANKL! N closed his eyes as h e  
calted up these visions which the pris

oner must have seen while listening to the 
pace of the death watch outsid� his cell. 
He opened them and looked around. 
Cu rley was not the only one that had 

spent his last night on this stone floor. 
Many words and names had been scratched 
on the stone wall-words and names that 
came in these last hours. A few blas
phemies, a few obscenities • • . but 
mostly-names ! J ust "Red," or "Dick,'' 
or "Susie''-that was the only woman's 
name on the wall. 

Franklin looked them over, spelling 
them out-for some were mere rough 
scrawls-wondering which it \vas Curley 
had made. 

And then his heart gave one horrible 
thump, and stopped-seemingly forever. 
He grew cold all over. There to the right 
was a name clearly clipped in the rock
not once, but three times, like a cry. 
" Klin, Klin, Klin ! "  

H e  did not know how long h e  sat there 
staring a_t those three words. Curley t�:•as 
his father. And had spent his last night 
here. 

He staggered out of the cell into the 
sunshine, and sank down on a large flat 
rock. 

TH E  sun went down. For a few mo
ments the crests of  the Chocolate 

Mountains glowed red like blood, and 
then dusk crept over the desert ; but still 
Franklin sat, shoulders lurched forward. 
his elbows on his knees, looking down at 
the swirling muddy river, and the little 
black crosses at the edge, where the con
victs slept, no longer rebellious at the 
narrowness of their cells. 

And as dusk deepened into star pierced 
darkness, he was back again on the leafy 
path that led down from River Gro\"c 
along the singing l ittle river. He saw the 
green fields of wheat in the valley, and the 
waving blades of corn. And sat beside 
h is mother in the cool fragant twilight. 

There was moisture on his cheeks-and 
he was unashamed. All at once he knew 
that the Wild West he had cherished all 
these years was a fevered dream. Simon
etti was right. it was hard and cruel and 
wasteful. He hated it. It was not .for 
him. Back. there was home-and his heart 
ached with homesickness. 



624 \VA YSIDE TALES 

A quick, light step approached, but he 
did not  turn. Yet his heart knew that 
step and began racing and surging like 
the river below. 

She slipped down on the rock beside 
him-close beside him, for she knew he 
was in trouble. Without a word she put 
:her arm over his shoulder ; and he put 
his around her waist and drew her con
vulsively close to him. 
· "Bonita," he said solemnly-"! love you. 
:no you love me ?" 

She kissed his temple. "I love you ! "  
she said, with awe i n  her rich, colorful 
voice. "Like the desert at noon-and like 
the river that never ends." 

"But, Bonita," grave trouble in his 
:voice, "you love this \Vest. I thought I 
did ; I had dreamed of it all my life-but 
�t killed my father-and I hate it. I'll 
stand it for your sake, but I am afraid 
l'll be awfully homesick sometimes for 
River Grove." 

Her hand rose from his shoulders and 
played softly in his thick hair, and then 
she laughed. 

"You do not understand. One time; 
long time ago, many wagons pass to Cali
fornia. My mother in one. She see my 
father. They fall in love queeck-just as 
I fall in love with you. She was Amer
ican. 

"She died when I was ten-but I've 
always worshiped her, and I always 
dreamed some day that I would go back 
to the country she tell so much about
where it rains, and grass is green in sum-

mer, and leaves colored in the fall, and it 
is all so quiet and happy." 

"Will you go, Bonita ? Really go back 
with me ?" 

He put both arms about her and held 
her until she could scarcely breath. 

"It will be Paradise," she said rever
ently. "But I would go with you even 
to purgatory." • 

And then in a few m oments he thought  
of material things. 

"We'll be poor," he said, "at first, any
way. If I had not been such a damn fool 
and wasted my money." 

Again she laughed. 
"That is what I came up here for-but 

you so sad, and I love you so much I 
forget. Here I "  

She thrust crumpled bits o f  paper into 
h i s  hands. 

"Your checks. You were a very drunk 
boy that night. They cheat at cards. I 
saw and took the checks away from them 
-and make them beg I do not kill them. 
All your money is still in the bank.�' • • . 

AS THEY went down the dim hill road 
toward the town, their arms were 

about each other's waists, and his spirits 
soared higher than the stars that sprinkled 
the deserts ·of the sky. 

"I am so glad, dear," he said exuber
antly, "that we are going back tomorrow. 
You are my West, and I 'll be the happiest 
man alive. But if you ever want to run 
away from River Grove-let me know and 
I wil l run away too." 

To the next number of WAYSIDE TALES AND CARTOONS 
MAGAZINE Victor Rousseau contributes an amazing tale of 
South African adventure. Victor Rousseau knows his South 
Africa, and "hell's leagues of scorched and broken ground. and arid 
wilderness of fantastically jmnbled kopjes and drifts" that go to 
make up the northwestern Transvaal-this is a setting for a story 
that is packed all the way with excitement, mystery and action. 



"Here, boy ; find someone to hold this horae, will you?" 
"What yer mean, 'find' ? I'm 'ere, ain't I ?" 

T H E  M O NTH'S BEST CARTOO N S  

From Punch. @ London 

( I n  this and the pages which follow will be found a digest of the month's best humorous cartoons, drawn 
by the world's greateat funny men.) 

625 
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From Notcokraker, Amaterdam 
I N  THE SMITHY 

"Look what a crude and heavy bammu. Tbe workers have no sense of art or delicacy." 
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AT MOSQUITO I N N  
The sho(t-skirt �thusiast has to. commandeu father's fishin& boottl 
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Doo .. heJ In Cleveland Pl..tn Doaler 

Fair dayal 
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Copyylgbt, 1921, b7 Press Publlab1Dg CO. 

"Why don't that poor fish put his band out when he's going to stop?" 
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'l'hom" In London Opinion 

What we may come to if the enthusiasts of the weaker ae."t persist in takin�r their 
tennis aerially 
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•'"EI!�IIle to Tho Sketch. Lcillclon 

WAYSIDE TALES 

CLUB WATER 
Or a likely pool 



7 
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Pa.h ' Not big e"ough ff! 
I I  

T H E  FASTIDIOUS FISHER M A N  

-Or "tit for tat'' 

' 
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ObUeblk In PassinG Bbow, London 
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TO SOFT MUSIC 
He (teasingly) � D'you lcnow, some one told me you had been divorced three tlmes ! 
She : Fl4tttter. 
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Ill IS I S  
UNCL� H1:.RM�N) 

MABL"t 

: IS TH lS 
A Rli"AL tJNCLf;' 

0� JUSI �NOT�� 
FRll:NO OF 
lttt= �M1LV ?  

\ \= l N'D I H AVI= GOT 
TO BE"G 1N TO 
D ISCR\ M \ foJ"T(; 
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BY TH£ TlMt= A CHIL-t:> Gt:TS s;�V�L. H VN�o UNCLl:S_, . 

1'-40 WOt.n:>� \\a� 5;\JSP,ClO�S ��E "'-�OUSE'D 

Do you puU thllt "uade" stull on your ' bitd  evny time a m11n frieDd comCII to the house? 
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Wtbrter In New Yor!r llerald 

WAYSI D E  TALES 

t a catastrophe I The home brewer narrowly aver • 
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0 �  GEORGE ! 
CO�'•'lE. � e RF.:. ,  

At-JD FEEl-JU�\oR' S NEW 
TooTH 

637 

Bnw lD New To:rk T!ibuDo 

When a feUer needs a friend I 
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't.o E�:re R, 
I HEAR YA "'" TH" HWE�! 

AJHT YA ? 
UH- HU H !  

YOU croT 'EM� 
NOPE. NOT YET!  

ID C!eftlud PlaiD Dealer 

Street cosllip I 
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�t, ltn, iiW PllDadtlpllla PUblic Ledin: Oo, 
The &nt bl11c Sunday 
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I T� K I ND\ WARM 
NO� 8l1T W� MAY 
HAV� WJNT!:R 

BEFORe MDRNING 

HO_, H UM_, 
Wt=LL CAROL.., 

1- t::-rs 
TiUR N J N  

641 

FOR THE SIX MONTHt ARCTIC WIGH� TH IS A RRAN6EiNEAIT 
WH�!<E"BY THE S.l.�E.PE::'RS CAN PULL DOWN 1=XTRA CO VS"RS. 
AS Tf4 E" MONT� PAss; IS ABSOJ. UTl:.LY NE"CESSA�Y 

A.d&ma Don Herold for OtorJO M&ttbt"w Adama 
Up north, where the ni«hta are six month• Jon.:. it must be han! to decide how many covers 

· to put on the bed! 
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Dacl r-ushe • out and b rulul up the biiU camel 



#\.A.W, TOODL £=� 
HA� 5WALLOWED 
A PEACH S TO N � :  

CARTOONS MAGAZINE 

A�, L �T IM 
SWALLO 'N 

IT! 

C;lnning days! 

) 
./ 
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JUM& lu New York World 

WAYSIDE TALES 

Copy rigbt, 1021, by Presa 

THE SUDDEN HALT 
Paaaenger: Say, Guard, who's the guy that's motorman on this train? 
G\&Ud; Ob, he's an a-baseball player-famoua as a short stop. 

- _ ...J 
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q Qua-re AfJSOR8£D IN AN £Drf"oRaA1. AND 
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Tbe ab�e��t-miuded profeNOI' I 
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WAYSIDE TALES 

Hratll Robilli!OD In Tbe Bystaoder, LondoD 

FOR THE CONVENIENCE OF BATHERS 
A neat appliance for pourinr oil on troubled waters 
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I VE FJXE:D IT 

50 THOSE 
DARNeD 

BE".D -SL/ PPJ=R� 
) CANT G!=T 

UND�R THE" BI=D 
1=V13RY 
NIGHT 

-------

Protftte<J b.7 GtoOJp Matth�w Adams llOTOid for Goorp ltatt.how Adams 8"' 
Now, bow on urtb is a �man 10ing to sweep UDder that bcd7 
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GEf:. WH I '2. : 
CAH You SEAT 
1 T ? 2. PAr R  NE"ER 
S TAN O uP ro�! 
I ' M GOIN' To QUIT ' I "TH I 5  GAME: • 

1 f?A$SE:D OP€1'1£ 
E.H 

Webster In New York Herald 

\\TAYSI D E  TA L ES 

A f" I N E  UI' 5TAN 0 1 H' I • 

lA D ,  PRE 51 0€NT 
OF H 1 5  CDN CE:taN . 

AN1) A''OE:�H Goo D 

The gang forty years hence ! 

Po1<e R Pt.A'l'E� . 
1 PA f$ 

GAl AH' 
6Ro'D SAIO 

Tt-lliv'o Be: . ' HeRe:. RECK N 
GAL'S S rATt Ct<Y' 

CoJmiaht, 1921, by tf. '1'. Webs�<"�' 
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}'rom The M&U, Londoo 

Every mouse hi1 day I 



Oh, Very ! 

"Is your wife economizing these days?" 

"Yes ; she cut our vacat ion expense in 
half by leaving me at home !"'-New York 
Sun. 

Appropriate 

''Chilton is having the i n terior of his 
new house decorated with a rather ornate 
frieze." 

"That's appropriate ; he made his money 

in the ice busi ness, you know."-Boston 
Transcript. 

2 2 3J I-1 1ACJ 2�01J;)A51TX3 
' 

rrom London Olllnlon 

Pugilist : I'd rather not take gas. 
Dentiat: I dare &ay I But I won't risk attend

inK you without I 
G50 

Thine 

v\.'here unto which art t h o u ,  who within 
whom ? 

Thou are the you of my bold hours, and I .  
I am t h y  me . But  "·hen thou dost epsky 
Your eyebrows, I accord to thee t he 

plume-
A n  oriflamme with but a h i n t  of broom ! 
Oh, homely touch that costs me bt.tt  a 

sigh, · 

Yields tl1.e incorrigible, whence of why 
And wh ispers wherefore ? in a vacuu m .  
�'hat is t h e  whither of t h y  pulseless l u re, 
The not withstanding of your neverthe-

less ? 
Thee knows the functions of your Q u aker 

dress ! 

Your winsome thou shall solecisms cure, 
l\{ake I's at any me's that I possess 
And wreak in perpetuity thy your. 

-Baltimore American. 

He Knew ! 

Teacher :  I f  you are kind and polite to 
your playmates, \\'hat will be the result ? 

Scholar :  They'll think they can lick
. 

ine. 
-Edinburgh Scotsman. 

In Short, Percy ! 

"\\'hat sort of a dog do you \\·ant ?" 
"Well, I'd like a fairly good dog : one that 

will be good enough to play a round the' 
house, and yet not good enough for other 
people to care to steai."-Detroit Free 
Press. 
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l"rom Dru' Dn1111111er, ll�rlln 

FLATTERING 
"Shall I accompany you to the theatre?" 
"No, t.hanks l I bear the play ia quite interesting l "  

Enough to Start With 

"\Vherc's Jimmy ?" asked the head of 
the house, coming home from work. 

"He was very naughty," replied his 
wife. "I sent him to bed for swearing." 

"Swearing?" roared the indignant father. 
"I'JJ teach him to swear ! "  and he rushed 
upstairs. For some minutes the indig
nant parental voice resounded through 
the house and then Jimmy's mother 
called : 

"John, dear, I'm sure Jimmy has heard 
enough for the first Jesson."-Passing 
Show. 

As to Luck 
.. Do you think Friday is unlucky ?" 
'·No, I was born on Friday." 
"Well, what do your parents think ?"

New Haven Register. 

Woes of the Commuter 

"Look pleas'!nt, please," chirped the 
photographer. 

"Can't be done," growled his victim. 
' · I 'm having this picture taken to paste 
on my commutation ticket."-Dental Di
gest. 
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)"rom Pa811ln& Show, London 

Irate householder (awakened by midnight reveller) : Go away! You're ringing at the 
wrong bouse I 

Reveller : Not a bit, old boy-you're shouting out of the wrong window ! 

A Demonstration 
The Customer : Fifty-fi ve c e n t s  fo:- a 

haircut ! How's that ? 

to i l l u s t rate my scientific lecture on th<; 
care and t reatment of the scalp, for wh ich 
I charge four bits. The nickel's for war 
tax.-Columbia State. The Barber : The haircut was merely 

/ ( 
I 
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MY 5TA"�.JO\o\tt 1 
6�\.\f;V\:: \ �O�<i101' \0 

Tf4c€ t: � t> Op 
A �'CRf r CI 1:>...._)'. 

Ratler1!eld 
THE END OF A PERFECT DAY I 

My stan, John, I believe I forgot to lock the back door! 

Incorrigible 

"Poland," said James M. Beck, at a ban
quet in New York-"Poland is the infant 
terrible of the world. She attacks Russia, 
and Germany-she is always attacking. 

"Poland is as bad as the colored 
preacher who was always preaching on 
infant baptism. His congregation got 
tired in the end and a committee waited 
on him and announced that if he didn't 
drop infant baptism for a while they'd 
look around for a new pastor. 

"Well, the old fellow took this warning 
in good part. He said that on the coming 
Sunday he would preach from the text, 
'Adam, where art th0u ?' 

"And he was true to his word. He rose 
in the pulpit the following Sunday and 
said that 'Adam, ·where art thou ?' w�s 
the subject of his discourse. Then he 
struck an attitude and began : 

" 'Mah tex', breddern and sistern can 

be devided into fo' heads. Fust every 
man am somewhar. Second mos' men is 

whar day hain't got no business to be. 
Third, you'd better watch out whar yo' 
is. Fo'th and last, infant baptism. And 
now breddern and sistern, passin' up de 
fust head, we comes to de las'-infant 
baptism, .,.,·h ich I devides into seventeen 
sub-heads or cross sections, to wit, as 
follers.' "-Detroit Free Press. 
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Fton1 l'uudt. (!). l..ondou 
Golo : a development of the polo habit. Maneuvuinr for a putt. 

Pleasing the Ghost 
"You admit, then, that you voted for a 

man who had been dead for ten years?" 
"Yes," said the practical polit ician, "but 

he was an old friend of mine, and I knew 
that we were carrying out his wishes."
B irmingham Age-Herald. 

The Big Question 
The movie producer was giving his final 

instructions for- the pr-oduction of part 19 
of "The Adventures of Annie." 
''Mr. Daring," he addressed the curly

haired hero, "for realism purposes I have 

borrowed a real live lion for- this act. The 
animal will  pursue you for 500 feet." 

Mr. Dar-ing interrupted him. "For 500 
feet ?" 

''Yes," replied the producer. " N o  m ore 
than that. Understand ?" 

The hero nodded dubiously. "Yes, I 
understand , but-docs the lion ?"-Edin
burgh Scotsman. 

Reflected Glory 
"Who's that man over there ?" 
''Why, he's the husband of Geraldine 

Garden ,  the great singer." 
"Yes, but who was he before he mar

ried ?"-Boston Transcript. 
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She : Ob, Percy, you always said you'd fllce duth for me! 
He: I would, but that beastly bull isn't dead 1 

Old Fashioned Doctor 

I see by the papers that old Doc is dead. 
\\"ell. he was a good doctor, and I 'll al
ways remember him with affection. I 'll 
never forget last winter when I h ad t h e  
influenza ; how hard h e  worked to keep 
me alive-and sick. And t h e  w in ter be
fore that, when I didn't ha,·c the intluenza, 
but was afraid I "· as going to. 1 called 
Doc up one day when 1 was feeling u nder 
the weather anq neryous. 

" D oc," T said, "what's good for the in
fluenza besides whiskey ?" 

"Gosh," an wers Doc. ""'ho cares ?''
Cleveland Plain Dealer. 

The Girl At Sea 

The speaker was an Admiral who was 
discussing at a dinner party certain stric
t ures that had been passed upon the navy. 

''\\'hy,· · he went on. smiling w h i m si
cally, "that armchair critic is as ignorant 
as the girl on the Cunarder. 

"This girl, crossing to England, got 
friendly with one of t he ship's officers, a 
young man of twenty-fiyc or so. The two 
were leaning side by side on the rail one 
day when the officer sai d :  

"There goes four bells. I must ask yot� 
to excuse me. T t " s  my watch below.'' , 

" O h. stop your kiddi n '  ! ' '  said the girl . 
"\Vhoe,·er heard of a watch strik in rr ao; 
loud as that ?"-\Vashington Star. 

"" 

Very Good Reason 

"This isn't a very good picture of your 
litt le baby brother, is it ?'' said the visitor. 

H !I.T ' ,. ) '  d ,. I fi 1, o, rna am, rep te Itt e ve-year-old 
Alice. " But, then, h e  ain't a very good 
bauy.''-Detroit Free Press. 

• I ' � • 
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MAW. I WANT· A J 
. DOL LA� TEACHER SAID 
1 tiAD TO &£T � G-'OG-MfHY 
8� TODAY OR I COULDNT 
COME JN TH' K\ � 

I 

WAYSIDE TALES 

WILli f, I TOU> 'YOU 
YOU:R PAW woN·T�ff PAID 

' llll SATUiroAY. I ONLY 
HAVE F-.lfTY C!;NTS 
tN IH" HOU�E 

Tbc morning after the day bcfcrre 



CARTOONS MAGAZ I N E  6.:>1 

� ·�---�·-
From ''••t)t-r, Storkl<olm 

Old �lrl (at the weddln�r celebration, the old soldier having fired a RUn in celebration ) :  
What is the Idea of firing a gun at a weddinR? 

Soldier : It just shows that hostilities have commenced I 

More Reparation 

(A doctor declares tl1at any burglar 
co11ld bt rcfor111cd by a room decorated 
i11 black l'lld blr�c.) 

H e  started to work while the hou!'-ehold 
was sleeping 

(For burglary makes a man shockingly 
late) 

I ntent upon taking straight into his keep
ing 

Our variou items of family plate. 
\Yith visions of p rofit his courage he 

bolstered, 
And, heartened thereby, without further 

ado 

He entered the .room we had just had up
holstered 

I n  black and in blue. 

In silence he gathered his booty together, 
No touch of conpunction as yet had he 

got, 

But merely a critical wonderment whether 

The rose bowl was silver (it's certainly 
not.) 

But soon his delight at the hauf he was 
making 

Was blent with a nebulous feeling of 
shame ; 

The room made him doubt i f  the course 
he was taking 

\Vas playing the game. 

And quickly such doubts followed one on 
another ; 

By prospects of lucre n o  longer be-
guiled, . 

He thought of his boyhood, h i s  aunts and 
his mother, 

And broke dovm and wept like a simple 
che-ild. 

He put back his spoil with a zeal that 
transcended 

The plundering greed that had moved 
him at first, 

And then in a fit of contrition he mended 
The Jock he had burst. 

-London Opinion. 
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THl CiOI.I'IIt� _,..,,,.,0� 
,.Oit tli.C.OVfllliNII I.GIT 
8AU. .. 

Tt·H: NEW PU1"Ta.tt 
I"ITTI.D WITH PAnNT 
BALl. QUIDI.R 

tr 

.t' . . 

llealh Hohlnson In Tho 1JH14ndtr. London 

WAYSIDE TALES 

-
,.... '• 

. . .. • • 

WHAT EVERY GOLFER WANTS 
More Improvements 

• • 

·,· 0 ' . 
• 
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Satterfteh1 for N�m<D•Jl<'r F.ntPrprlee ASOO<'laUon 

The evolution of Willie 

Service 

''Johnnie, the stork has brought you a 
little sister.'' "Aw g'wan. Stork nothin'. 
I t  was the milkman brought it. Doesn't it 
say on the wagon, · 'Families Supplied 
Daily' ?''-American Legion Weekly. 

'Tis Often So 

Wife : You know, Henry, I speak as 
r think. 

Hubby : Yes. dear, but much oftener ! 
-Kansas City Star. 

Not Then 

· · r hate to hear a man talking to h i m 
self. don't you ?"' 

· 'No. I f  he's talking about his troubles 
I 'd sooner have him talk to himself than 
to me."-Boston Transcript.  

But They Don't Scare Anybody 

The sea serpent has not been reported 
from the beaches, but he must be pretty 

much in evidence around the three-mile 
limit.-New Orleans Times- Picayune. 
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LOAN-SOME 
Fair Maid: Can you Aoat alone? 
Financier: I don't I< now, dear! How large a loan do you want? 

Home Brew 
".What is this insipid st u ff ?" 
"My wife made it ,  Colonel, and she 

fondly imagines it has a terrible kick to 
it. It would please her if you would act a 
trifle soused."-Louisville Courier-Journal. 

Between Friends 
Maud : ' ' I  am really surprised when � 

see what a lot of homely women get 
married." 

Ethel : "Surprised and encouraged, eh, 
dear ?"-Boston Transcript. 
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Tbe dlicicncy man! 

The French Sportwoman 

Georges Carpentier was talking to a 
girl reporter. 

"The modern Frenchman," he said, "is 
well up in sport, but the Frenchwoman 
is still rather retrograde. 

"I know a young Frenchwoman who 
called a friend up on the telephoiJ.e the 
other day and said : 

... 'I'm sorry to trouble you, dear madam, 
but can you give me a good recipe f-or 

cooking clay pigeons ? . Jacques has just 
sent me word that he is going out to shoot 
some, and he is sure to bring a lot home, 
and I can"t find a single word about them 
in the cook-book.' "-Atlanta Consitution. 

Record Sidewalks 

The new wide sidewalks are fine, but 
there is just one man in SO who, while 
leaning up against the building, . can spit 
to the curb . ....:...Jewell Republican. , 
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Yes, How Do You ? 

An A merican i n  dear old London wa� 
b ragging abou t  his auto. He ended h is 
eul ogy by declaring : 

" I t  runs so smoothly you can't feel it, 
so qu ietly that you can't hear it, it has 
such perfect ignition you can't smell it, 
and as for speed-boy, you can't see it ! "  

" Bu t  m y  word, o l d  dear," in terrupted 
the B riton, anx iously, '' how do you know 
t h e  bally t h i ng is  t h ero-?"-:\m erican Le
gion Weekly. 

Where Silence Would Be Golden 

There was n obody who could play the 
v i o l i n  like Bink , and he was delighted 
w h e n  asked to play at t h e  l ocal concert. 

" Th e  i nstrument I shall u se at your 
c oncert," he explained to the h ost ,  " i s  

o v e r  200 years old." 
"0, that's all righ t, old chap. Don't 

worry about that," replied the h ost. " I  
shan't  tell ,  and n o  o n e  will  ever know the 
d i fferen ce."-! deas. 

From Tite Bnllotln, Sydney 
The small one : S'pose �ou've got a little boy ? 
Miss Old bird : Oh, no, johnny. 
The small one : S'pose you've got a little girl, 

tben? 
Miaa Oldbird : No, Johnny. 
The small one (who has been thinking it over) : 
Well what kind have you got then ? 

Reynolds In J'unclt, (!), Lon<ICOJ 
Wife (reading from catalogue) : "The artist. By 

himself." 
Husband : "So he ought to be l" 

Speed 

" I s  M i ss Keyes a rapid 'typist ?'' 

" I 'll say she is. Why, that girl can op
erate a ntach i n e  faster than she can spel l." 
-New York Sun. 

Some Sight 

Teacher : You di rty boy, you. 'Why 
don't you wash your face ? I can see 
what you had for breakfast this  morning. 

Bob : What was it ? 
Teacher : Eggs. 
Bob : Wrong. That was yesterclay.

Passing Show. 

Not on the Race Card 

They were in a railway train and were 
discussing Dickens. - "Well," said one, 
"] ohn puts 'Bleak Hou se' first and 'Mar
tin Ch uzzlewit'  second." " Excuse me, 
gentlemen," said a h u sky voice from the 

seat behind. ' 'I  don't  know your pal, 
John, but you're being steered. There 
ain't no such h orses runnin'."-Fort 
vVorth Star Telegram. 
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])onakey In Cl""land Plain Ot-at•r 

HUH, 'E LOOKS 
L I K E  A,_. ANIMATED 
TOOTH PICJ( � 

NOW JOHti, DONT 
'(OU . SAY THAT HE 
L.OO�S RIG-HT 1'1\A�lY! 

Sia entertain a her new beau on the front porch Pfiq I 
664 

GEE I BET 
liE' G'c.JP 

PL�Y 
SO"E BALL' 

" . . � 
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From The nnu.odPr, t.ondon 
THINGS THAT NEVER HAPPEN 

All the Southern darkies go "Way Back Heme to Dixie" 

Good in All Things 

The Bore : This weather is awful. 
The Girl : You sh ouldn't grumble at 

the weather. If it wasn't for that you 
would have nothing to talk about.-Kari
katu rcn. 

Reckless · 

"That fashionable doctor seems to have 
a large practice." "Got so many patients 
he ean afford to send b�nches of them to 
Florida for months at time.''-Louisville 
Courier-Journal. 

"Madridgal" 

The spanish girls are sirens, 
A n d  they will get me yet, 
Since, when they start a-dancing 
For me they cast-a-net. 

-New York Sun. 

Too Noisy for One Thing 

"What is that mach ine?" 
"A concrete mixer." 
"Let's have a look." 

" "It's not adapted to making home brew." 
-Birmingham Age-Herald. 
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"Collins !" 
"Yea, my lad'{?" 
"C!ough like did yesterday, for the d :>Ctor to hear !"  

Our Own Movie Censor 

Picture : "Flames Destroy Soap vVorks 
at Detroit,  Mich., Doing $50,000 D amage." 

Eliminate subtitle ,  " O n ly Bare Walls 
Remain Standi ng" ; anything bare JS 
barred from movies. 

Eliminate closeup of fire chid ; hole in 
le ft rubber boot exposes h is big toe ; very 
i m moral. 

· Picture : "O verland E xpresses Crash 
Head-On at Syracuse, N. Y. ; Engineer 
Breaks a Leg." 

Elim inate reference to engin eer's leg ; 
too suggestive .  Eliminate subtitle 'Coaches 
S t ripped of All but Framework" ; no strip
ping scenes all owed. 

Picture : "West Point Cadets Spell 
Soup in No vel Drill Formation .'' 

Eliminate cadets : too suggest ive of 
war. 

Eliminate reference to soup ; it 's  a loose 
term. 

P.ictu re : "St eeple-J ack Smokes Ciga
rette 500 Feet i n  A ir, Penob cot , Me.'' 

Eliminate ciga,re tte ; bad example t o ! 
youth of land ; substitute lollypop or ·st ic k ; 
of slippery elm. 

_ 1 

Eliminate v iew of tall steeple ; i t' s  o ,·e r·: 
audience's head. ' 

Pict u re : " England Launches 500,000 
Ton Battleship." . , 

Eliminate scene showing girl b ·reak i n
.g ' 

quart of wine over bow of ship ; very de
pressing. 

Picture : " Liege, Belgium, B u rgoma t er ! 

Opens Annual Cheese Exhib it." 1 
Eliminate b u rgomaster or make h i m : 

wear skull  cap ; too i mmodest from eye- : 
brows u p. I n  close-up of ch eese elim inate · 
the holes ; not essential to development 
o f  plot.  

Picture : "B o�ton Fish i n g  Smacks i n  
w i t h  Record Catch o f  Smoked Herring.'' 

El iminate the fifth herring from t h e  
e n d  ( right)  in the third row from t h e  
back : conduct too frivolous : gen.eral man 
ner offensi ve.-H. I. Phillips in Chicago 
News. 
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Lem•n In St. Loulo Poot-Jllar>•t�h 
The CetliiOI' villi" the beach 

Psycho-Analysis 

Dissect his motives all you can, 
You'll not discover wbat he's got ; 

You never really know a man 
Until you see him top a shot. 

Analysis will not suffice, 
His heart you cannot read at all, 

Until some day you see him slice 
His ball. 

You may suspect that he is brave 
And has a soul of solid gold, 

That in a crisis he'll behave 
As did heroic men of old. 

But when you see the fellow quit 
When still an even chance he had, 

Your judgment, you'll perforce admit. 
Was bad. 

His piety you may approve, 
It shines reflected in his face ; 

No troubles, you may think, could move 
His tongue to evil words and base. 

And then the divots he will shear, 
And miss the pill and fan the air, 

And you'll be horrified to hear 
Him swear. 

For years you may have looked on him 
As stern and wise and proud and strong, 

Forever calm, forever grim, 
Though all the world seemed going 

wrong. 
But see him lay a mashie dead 

And putt the ball around the hole, 
And then you'll know, for you'll have read 

His soul. 
-James J. Montague in New York \Vorld. 
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From l\arlkaturcn, Chrlstiuua. 

''I don't like Miller-every time he sees me he tells me I look younger ! "  
'"But that i s  a compliment !''  . 
'"Not at all ! Men only begin to tell a woman she looks younger when they think she 

is beginnin& to look old ! "  

Fictions of Finance 
" N obody attempts to sell a farmer gold 

b r icks or green goods any more." 
"What's the use ?" inqu ired Farmer 

C orntossel. "They can w ork faster and 
safer with oil-stock l i terature.''-Wash
ington Star. 

Forgotten Horrors 
General Vanderbilt was talking about 

the German war crim inals'  trials in Leip
zig. . 

"Certainly," he said, "our war prisoners 
had a terrible time of i t  in the German 
prison camps. 

"A western farmer said to h i s  son, who 
had been a war prisone r : 

'' 'Jim, h ow did you l ike that leather 
jacket I sent you at the prison camp ? 
Fin_e, wasn't it ?' 

"The b oy nodded enthusiastically. 
" ' Fine ! '  he said . 'The very best piece 

of leather I eYer ate.' "-Baltimore Sun. 

Not All Of Them 
Teacher : D o  you know the population 

of Bradford ? 
Kenne t h : Not all of them, teacher. 

\\'e've only lived he re two years.-Edin
b urgh Scotsman. 

A Clever Ruse 
She thought she heard a burglar in the 

di ning-room. She was quite alone. She 
dared not descend t o  the lower floor, she 
could not handle a revoh·er, and she ·was 
afraid to scream for help. 

A t  last a bright inspiration came to her. 
There was an old "To Let" sign in a cu p 
board. She p u t  i t  in her ..,,· indow, where 
t he arc l ight from across t he street would 
fal l full up on it. 

In t h ree minutes a crowd had gath ered 
before her house, and three men had burst 
i n  her door. As she heard their deter
mined t read climbing the stairs. she 
dropped into a ch air and swooned with 
relief. She was saved !-Passing Sh ow. 
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Cuttinss from the ·Collese Cut-ups 
Getting Off 

Man : Is New York the next stop? 
Porter : Yes, sah ; bru sh you off, sah ? 
Man : No, I'll get off myself.-Banter. 

They'd Fire Him 

Senior : I'm a big gun around here. 
Junior : I s  that why they'r talking of 

cannon you ?-Pelican. 

Division of Labor 

"I see Jack and his father are carrying 
on the business as usual." 

"Sure ; the old man operates the busi
ness while Jack does the carrying on."
Cornell Widow. 

J"'um. 'l'be Pmurll'l81a Pallda Bowl 
Twice-told taln I 

A. Laurie, Americanized 

Virginia's shores are bonnie, 
Where sweet the birdies sing; 

/\nd 'twas the;e that Bill and Johnnie 
Made love to me last spring ; 

:\lade love to me last spring, 
Both kissed me in the swing; 

And for both Bill and }>hnnie 
I wear a diamond ring. 

They both ha'e gone and left me ; 
I tried to keep them, though 

I knew that they were married 
To Annabelle and Flo

About three years ago. 
They saw my wedding ring

And yet, both Bill and· Johnnie 
�fade love to me last spring. 

-Cornell \Vidow. 

For Kissing 

He : Your mouth and mine are about 
the same shape. 

She : You mean to suggest-
He : That's about the size of it.-Pur

ple Cow. 

The Skoit 

l\Iy gail's name's Goity �loiphy, 
She surely is a boid, 

She lives on Toity-second street, 
Right next to Toity�toid. 

She knocks off woik each Toi�day, 
\Ve goes down to Coney Isle. 

I asks me Goit to marry me, 
She knocks me half a mile. 

Ain't she some goil ? 
-Penn State Froth. 

Cable Rates 

An American girl in France who wanted 
to save cable tolls telegraphed her father : 
" Marseilles tomorrow.''-Tar Baby. 
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The Cold Digcen 
Two little worms were digging away. 

They were digging in dead earnest. Poor 
Ernest ! !-Purple Cow. 

The Change and the Weather 

She : \\' ouldn't it be better if we didn't 
go out for supper ? I think it's going to 
rain. 

He : Yes, I think so, too. I can tell hy 
the change in my pocket.-J�ck-0-Lau
tern. 

How• a Hia Humerus? 

"His humor is quite contagious." 
"How do you mean ?" 
"Whenever I hear it it makes you !iick." 

-Yale Record. 

Happy Habits 

He eats his soup with honey, 
He's done it all his life. 

'Tis not because he likes it so. 
But it sticks upon his knife. 

-Voo Doo. 

Local Color 

Felix : They tell me that your com
plexion is all made up. 

Felice : That's false. 
Felix : That's what they meant.-

Prin ceton Tiger. 

Raisinc the Value 

Collegian : Dave has all his checks 
photographed. 

Coed : Does he keep a "mem" book ? 
Col. : No, he has them enlarged.-t:ni

versity of Washington Sun Dodger. 

Trying! 
First : I read about a funny thing yes

terday. 
Second : What was it ? 
First : A man sued for his overcoat 

and lost his suit.-Punch Bowl. 

./ 

From Ttw Rarnnt IAnopc"" 

"Di4 abc buy ttt.t nuTow-�ted coat?" 
"No, abe thoucht it wae a bad habit to cet iDto." 

Accidents Will Happen 

Judge : Why did you say the shooting 
was accidental ? 

Culprit : \Vhy, the wictim accidentally 
called me a liar and I shot hi m.-Octopus. 

The Kissing Miss 

Worshipped H e :  Your lips were just 
made to kiss. 

Modern She : Did I really make such 
a good job of it ?-The Virginia Reel. 

A Toss�Up 

.. �ly heart is with the ocean ! "  cried the 
poet rapturously. 

"You',·e gone me one better." said his 
�ea!'ick friend. as he took a firm g-rip on 
the rail.-Tiger. 

Getting Away With It!  

"At your service,'' said the burglar, as 
he jimmied the family sideboard.-Goblin. 
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Fro m  Penn Stato Froth 

The modern "pied" piper ! 

The Evils of Intemperance 

Two pints, one quart, 
Two quarts, one fight,  
One fight, two cops, 
Two cops, one judge, 
One judge, thirty days. 

-Syracuse Orange Peel. 

Within the Law 

First Tea Toad (after the dansant ) :  
What do you mean by telling the girls 
your dad was a rich Southern planter ? 
He isn't, is he ? 

Second Tea Toad : Only part way ; 
he's an un dertaker.-Lyre. 
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Record Bad Luck 

"\V hat is sadder than a man who loses 
his last friend ?'' "A man who works for 
his b oard and loses his appetite."-Stan
ford Chaparral. 

That's Right 

She : What does Jack mean when he 
says I "slide a slippery heel ?" 

H e : That's just his slang ; he mean s 
that you "shake a wicked hoof � "-Yale 
Record. 

Good-Night I 
Father : What were you up to last 

night ? 
S o n : Twelve o'clock.-Pelican. 

Sad But True 

Mary doesn't rouge her lips,  
Neither does she paint ; 

I s  she a hit among the men ? 
You know darnn well she ain't. 

-Lyre. 

At 7 :45 P. M. 

The maiden scrambled round in haste. 
"I'm terribly late," she raved. 

"I have a date at eight o'clock 
And eyebrows still unshaved." 

-Sun Dial. 

Their Meal 

Phil : Say, Bill, h ad any Socrates yet ? 
Bill : Nope, but I 've had Plato soup.

Harvard Lampoon. 

The Egg 

"There's the guy I'm laying for," said 
the hen as the farmer cros�ed the yard.
Puppet. 

Fitting ! 

He : Shall we a.ll squeeze in the front 
seat ? 

She : John ! Can't you at least wait 
till we get home ?-University of Penn
sylvania Punch Bowl. 

Hen : Whence the black eye, old 
1.- :  O h,  I went to a dan ce  la•t 

wu •truck by the beaut)' ol the place. 

Doggone 

Him : You think more of your poodle 
than you do of me. 

Her : Why not ? He growls less.
Brown Jug. 

Not Partial 

She (fixing mussed-up hair) : My, but 
I like it in the fall. 

He : Hum, I l ike it any time.-Uni
\'ersity of Michigan Gargoyle. 

Bess ! 

"If I should ask you to marry me what 
would you say ?" 

"Guess." 
"Well, what would it rhyme with ?'' 
"Guess."-Tar Baby. 



Shirks Both Ways 

One man plus one wife=H ousework. 
One man plus two wives=W orkhouse. 

Gifts of Ye Gods 

Some people are so generous 
That every time they pay 

.-\ compliment, it see ms to us, 
They give th emselves away. 

/ 
; 

Drawn for Wasslde Tales bJ 11m Bl'lldcr!KJII 

"My gawd, strangu, you must live a fur piece 
from here ! "  

674 

The Spinister Has An Idea 

Why can't they m ake a bachelor wed ? 
There ought to be someth i ng for't ; · 

I say, the law should take a hand 
And summons them to cou rt. 

Vast Difference 

There was never any h aste at Aunt 
Dorothea's table ; consequently Ruth; the 
youngest of all the nieces and nephews 
who gathered at H unting Hill in the 
sum mer, had learned what t o  expect. 
Everything was served by A u n t  Dorothea 
herself and age had strict precedence. . 

There came a day, however, when Ruth, 
returning to the family dining-r-oom after 
a season spent in her room with a sore 
throat, found at her place a littlf" rlelect
able apple pie, so small that it seem�d as 
if it must be meant for her. aJone. Never
theless she determined to be cautious. 

"Am I "-she looked anxiously toward 
the head of the table, where sat her awe
inspiring relative--"am I to be aunty for 
this pie, or is it all mine,· Aunt Dorothea ?" 

Oodles of Karats 

He : I want to get you the finest en
gagement ring in the world. What kind 
of stone would you like ? 

She : One like David in the Bible used. 
He : Meaning ? 
She : The kind that'll knock 'em dead. 



l. 

Drawn ror Wa)'llldo Tales b¥ G. B. Inwood 
First taxi driver : They ain't so many jaywalkers now a days. 
Second taxi driver : Naw. they ain't hardly enough to go around. 675 
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Dr&wn ror Wa)llde T&J•• by Pcny narlow 
Genuine aympathy I 

676 
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Tbe Ju�erling McSwatts, being temporarily out of work, open a restaurant 

Myself and I at Tea 

I love a good party at l uncheon or tea 
I like with goodfellows to dine. 

With appetites hearty and gay raillery 
I t's all very lovely and fine. 

Delightful the chatter of restaurant folks 
As victuals and drink they devou r, 

The hubbub and clatter, the laughter and 
jokes, 

I can listen to it by the hour. 

I count it a pleasure, a real rare treat, 
To dine as we say en famille. 

vVith bountiful measure of all that's t o  
eat, 

And the jolly "at home" that I feel. 

But, sometimes, I ' d  rather be playing the 
host 

To myself, that ubiquitous guest, 
With no one to blather or blarney or 

boast, 
At home in my own little nest. 

What matter the ration of platter or cup ?  
I'm as happy as happy can be, 

When my hermit collation I nibble and 
sup 

And renew my acquaintance with-me ! 

Sophie E. Redford 

A Total Loss 

The fair maiden plucked a daisy, and, 
with coyly lowered lashes, began to pull 
off the petals one by one, as she mur
mured soft ly, "He loves me ; he loves me 
not. He loves me-" 

"That is a most inefficient procedu re," 
the young man beside her said briskly. 
"No need for that repetit ion of words, or 
the destruction of the blossom. Sim ply 
count the petals ; if th e total is an even 
number, the assumed answer to your hy
pothetical question will be in the nega
tive, while if the number is odd, the 
::m swer will be in the affirmative. Even 

in the most trivial affairs the principles 
of efficiency may be-" 

But the fair maiden wasn't listening. 
She was thinking sadly that here

' 
was 

another glorious summer afternoon quite 
wasted. 
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Dn..ni ror W&¥Side Tales by G. n. Inwood 

"Ia he well bred?" 

678 

"Say, lady, i f  any o '  your neighbor• hes got a dog ye'd like t o  see snubbed, this dog 
will do the job for youae I" 
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Drawn for Waysldu Tat•• lly G. Frank Kautrmao 

H e :  Well, what 'ave 
·
you got for supper tonight? 

She : Crab m"at I 

Duds I Ain't It the Truth 

Lots of men who make the most noi e 
in th e world are really i n  the blank cart
ridge· class ! 

The Offering 

Why should I try for you ? 
Nobody k nows, 
Love, I suppose. 

Many who sigh for yon 
Gladly would buy for you 

Castles and · clo'es. 
Vlh ile !-who'd die for you, 
Pluck ( very shy) for you 

A rain-jewelled rose. 
J u l ia Boynton Green. 

Don't Foot Your Bill 

A girl shou ld not kick when a fellow 
lays his heart at her feet ! 

I t's easy enough to be pleasant 
When the film· goes by like a song ; 

But the fan worth while 
Is the fan who can smile 

When the operator gums things so that 
the screen goes dark just as the hero 
is about to be mashed to bits beneath 
a descending freight elevator unwit
tingly run by the smiling heroine who 
is kidding the villian, and all the time 
wondering whether her handsome 
Harry i s  going to get in  wrong I 

-Frank H .  W.il liams. 

Insomnia 

Visitor : And what brought you here, 
my man ? 

Prisoner : Walking in my sleep, lady. 
Visitor : And they shut you up for 

that ? 
Prisoner : WelJ, it was in a bank where 

they fou n d  me walking. 



Dra •rn ror Warald Tales by Carl T. An de non 
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Profiteering landlord : Doctor, when I was poor I had a splendid appetite, but now 
that I am rich I don't appreciate good food and can scarcely eat at all: ·-

Doctor : Forget your wealth and eat only what your tenants invite you to sit down to. 
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Drawu !or WtU'alde Tales b7 Uerbl'rt 0. WIUI&I1lll 
DOWN JN GEO'GAI 

The Judge (plantation letter-writer. writing to Biff's girl ) :  Now, Biff, you're sure there 
isn't anytbin_g else you would like to sav? 

Bilf: Well, now, Jud��:e, you 8'ight put dere at de bottom, befo yo write mah name, 
"Plea��e 'cues de writin'." 

On the River 

Girls in white, and girls in bl nc ! 
Girls a many, girls a few ! 
Loving solitude a deux, 

On tf1e river ! 

�Iaids of seventeen or more ! 
�!aids, say, upwards of fourscore ! 
Pretty maids, and maids who bore ! 

On the river ! 

. Grassy vale and woody dell ! 
Music from the banjo belle ! 
Loafers only fit for-wel l

On the river ! 

Fancy often says can.oe ! 
Just the very thing for two ! 
Don't upset, or you'll be blue 

A s  the river ! 
La Touche Hancock. 

Old Acquaintances 

"Does he meet his obligations ?" 
"Yes, often. But he passes them by 

pretending not to recognize them." 

Force of Habit 
Baseball Manager : Say, four men stole 

bases on . YOU to-day. ·You've get the 
longest wind-up I ever saw. 

Pitcher : I t's my former environment, 
boss. I u sed to be a maker of eight-day 
clocks'. 

The Alter Eg.o 

Judge : Your tale that you stole this 
money sub-consciously impresses me. 

Prisoner : J t's true y ou r honor. I ,  my 

real self, didn't know a thing about it. 
Judge : Therefore, I am going to let 

your sub-conscious self imagine that it 
is out and getting the air for six months. 

Cash on Delivery! . 

That money talks, 
Of course we know. 

Sometimes it squawks : 

' 'I  told you so ! "  

N o  Bargain Sales 

" Yes experience comes high ! "  
"Yes, and the t rouble about buying it 

is · that you can't always get it to match." 
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Moee : Pahaw I I thought dis wus a painless 
dentist ! 

An Expedient 

I f  Martha's name were someth ing else
Say Polly, Prune or Janet-

I might complete an ode to her, 
I f  I but once began iL 

B u t  inspiration balks at names 
Which lack both rh yme and beauty, 

And ingen u ity's at loss 
To meet poetic du ty. 

As rhymster, I \vould u se my art 
This once for M a rtha's glory, 

For al l my h eart is he rs alone, 
But-that's another story ! 

So there is only one way left 
To have b oth rhyme and kisses ; 

I 'll take her to the m inister 
And change her name to " M rs." 

James O wen Tryon. 

Her Boots 

The shortness of my lady's skirt 
Demands a high-cut boot, 

Laced n eatly to the very knee, 
Her modesty to su it. 

She heretofore had always had 
A dozen beaux at least, 

But since she donned those high-topped 
boots 

The number has increased. 
And when the laces come untied, 

Not one adoring swain, 
But twenty lovers wait the chance 

To tie them up again. 
M inna I rvi n g. 

A Blessing 

\Vhen the setting sun is shining 
On the sea

(1 ha,·e not t h e  least idea when 
That may be ! ) 

That ts j ust the very time I 
Think of thee ! 

A s  the 6,·er nms unerring 
To t h e  sea

( H o ''" i t  fi nds i ts  way i s  very 
Strange to me ! )  

So my feet arc always running 
After thee ! 

T f  the set t ing s u n  and river, 
And th e  sea, · 

Ne,·er more i n  poets' verses 
Vve s hould see, 

Oh, my goodness, what a blessing 
It would be ! 

Two of a Kind 

Jay : Don't you hate to play poker with; 
a bad loser ? 

Ray : Yes, almost as much as with a 
g-ood w inner.  

Ego Answers Yes ! 

Som e p�rsons do not consider that they 
are taking t heir own part unless they grab 
the whole works. 
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Drawn tor Wayside Talt'8 by Jim HendeT!!OI'I 

1 t in dis bank four yura a��:o." • • 

1 ago " 
"I wants to draw out dat mone

_
Y pu 

I De interest done et up de pr>nctpal ong . ••Kan, }·ou ain't got no money Jn here now 

&83 
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Dra.wn for Wayside Tal<'!l by Stanley Misener 

' } 

"You leave my dog alone !" 

Game Always 

Preacher ( solemnly ) : Rastus, do yo' 
take dis here woman for better or for 
worse ? 

Rastus ( from force of habit ) :  Pahson, 
Ah shoots . it all ! 

As A Man Breathes 

(French physiciml declares lrt• can read 
character i11{allibly by phrcnascopy.
Ncws No te.) 

From Hal ifax to Frisco, from Butte t o  
Ala bam, 

O h ,  man, you'd better watch the antics 
o f  you r diaphragm ! 

A medico can tell exactly what you are 
about 

And the p h ren oscope will get you, if you 
don't watch out ! 

I f  he should catch you breathing, you'd 
better call a halt .  

H e  says that he can tel l  u s  your besetting 
sin or fault ; 

That he can read your character, we 
haven't any doubt-

And the ph renoscope will get you,  if you 
don't watch out ! 

I wonder if you'll  dare to d raw a breath 
in a l l  your l ife, 

I f  t h i s  ra di oscopic fixin' sh ould be p u r
chased by your wife, 

For she'd s u rely get you napping some 
unlucky day, old scout, 

Then the p h ren oscope wil l  get you i f  you 
don't watch out ! 

I f  t h e  federal agent had one it would be 
your Yery death ,  

H e  cou l d  then locate y o u r  cellar b y  t he 
way you draw you r  b reath, 

So you'd better p ractice breathing like a 

young and tender sprout, 
O r  the ph renoscope will  get you, if you 

don't watch out ! 
Sophie E. Redford. 

Narrowed Down-

Prej udices are merely other people's 
opinions ! 

The Net Result 

Kirk : Man wants but l ittle here be
low. 

Patrick : And h e's the only fellow who 
gets what he wants. 
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Onnm Cor Waydcle Ta.Jee 

Horrible example of tM younc man who developed too much per..,nal magnetism 

Should He? 

If a body meet a toddy, 
And a body's dry, 

Should a toddy treat a body 
Comin' through the rye? 

Not Much Left, Either! 

"Why do you call him scatter-brained?" 
"Because he gives every one a piece of 

his mind." 

Enter Poverty 

\Vhen poverty comes in at the door love 
never waits for the burglar alarm to go 
off. 

As If-

H e :  I love a girl like you I 
She (jealously) : Who is she ? 

Ev� Hole A Gasp 

Monkey : 'What are you stuttering so 
for, Mr. Ostrich ? .· 

Ostrich : I sw-swallowed one-one of 
th-those per-perforated music rolls and 
th-the da-damned thing's t-t-turning o,·er. 

No Doubt 

If all the sea were full of wine, 
Or beer or ale, I think 

They'd fence it  off and never let 
A fellow get a drink. 



686 

''I auppoae, cook, now that you are leavin� ua you will want me to write a reco��U��etu!atioa ... 
"No. mum, all I ask ia pbotygrafta of the family to abow folk .. " 



r 

Stray doe; : When he wakes up -be'U probably adopt me or eomethin(. 

687 
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The "skeleton" in the closet 

Droll ! 

Said a bibulous chap from the South, 
I n  a state of perpetual drouth : 

"Now it surely seems droll 
That a punch in the bowl 

Could e'er have been worth two m the 
· mouth." 

Touching Bottom 

"What is Beatham's credit rating ?'' 
"So low he can't even get a battery 

charged." 

Suggested Desk Motto for Congressmen 

The country's so fu11 of a number of 
hicks, 

It's  easy as can be t? play politics. 

The Way of the Maid 
Blake : It's a beautiful sight to watch 

a young girl growing into womanhood. 
Lake : That's right. So. many of them 

nowadays seem to want to grow into man
hood ! 

The Lover 
"You know, love laughs at locksmiths I" 
"Thereby proi·ing that love isn't such a 

scrwus matter after all ! '' 

Vice Versa 
"I am gong to serve on a jury. I think 

I will knit all the time." 
"Huh ! It's more. likely they will want 

you to unravel." 
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Here Is a Simple, Easy Way to Draw a Comic Face 

r- - - - 1 
I I 
I I 
J I 
L ..... _ � -- J  

• 

r - T - --.  
I I I 

t ' 

:---r-·1 L - ..!- - 1  L 

], 

TRY IT 

M.ake & eqli&nl wltb peac.-il, tbea adcl to It wltb 
r.encil u obown In tbe omall eqoareo &boYe. Eraoe all 
peocll plcle lloeo alter' tile drawl,.. I. compleu.cL 

We at ibute the 
vidu 
W E  
A 

- · 

Evans' 
1 sure 

ired 
upils 

ul, indi .. 

e t is jollied. 
RICH IN 

ATE RIALS. 
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' Bob Boardman 

at \-Vork in 

His Studio at the 

Rotarian Magazine 

Wins Success 
Through Federal Train ing 
BEFORE the war, Bob Boardman was a 

"·el l known coach and physical di rector. 
\Vhen war broke out he d ropped everything 
and joined the colors. 
. On his return .from France, Boardman was 
confronted ·with the necessity of making a new 
start. H aving frequently heard of the Federal 
Course from former Federal students, he de
cided to enroll. During the hottest months 
Boardman worked daily on the Federal 
Course. In less than· two months he com
pleted nearly Eight Divisions. 

This intensive training gained him a posi
tion on the Rotarian Magazine where he has 
been doing excellent cartoons, i l lustrations, 
and advertising design. 

Text Books Solve Daily Problems 
Boardman says, "Inquiry as to the best 

course, while in France, surprised me at the 
number o f  boosters for the Federal 'School.· I 
have since found the cou rse is far ahead of 
anything I ever d reamed it could be. I refer 
to . the lessons . nearly every day in my work. 
Often in the evening I read the Divisions for 
knowledge . of some difficult problem that has 
:trisen during the day's work. It is 'par ex
c�llence! I had previously taken aqother 

course, but it covered only pen and ink, and 
was much given to copying. 

"The Federal School was directly responsi
ble in securing my position as staff artist on 
the Rotarian Magazine. I want to· thank you 
for the real interest and help you have given 
me. I am receiving a satisfactory salarr, hav
ing had a number of good raises during the 
year. The course has been of great help to 
me and you may rest assu red I shall always 
boost for the Federal School." 

How You Can Capitalize Your 
Talent 

The necessity for finding a new profitable 
vocation spurred Boardman's determination to 
succeed. Why can.'t you, too, through a little 
extra effort, equal Boardman's success ? Per
haps you are confronted with the same neces
sity for find ing a means of increasing your in
come. You may · have ability but lack the 
i:raini.ng to make this ability pay you hand
somely. Don't you think you owe it to your
self to find out what the Federal Course can 
do for you ? 

More than 60 o f  America's leading artist.� 
constitute the Federal Staff. l\.1astery of the 
secrets and methods these men teach you is 
your surest road to success. You can best 
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SOME TEAM WORK 
A sample of cartoon drawn by Boardman for the Rotarian Magazine. 

learn profitable drawing from men "·ho have 
made their fame and fortune through draw
ing. Let the Federal School Staff of 60 of 
America's leading artists guide you in develop
ing your drawing talent. 

because you are not al ready a clever drafts
man. The purpose of the Federal Course is 
to teach you in the shortest time possible the art of 
profitable drawing for reproduction. You have the 
same chances for success as Boardman or any one 
of hundreds of other successful Federal students. 

Increase Your Income Through 
Spare Time Study 

Send For This Valuable Book 

Now is the time to develop your talent so 
�hat it will male money for you. No matter 
what line of work: you are now in you can 
learn the secrets of successful illustrating and 
cartooning. Study in your spare time. Make 
every minute count. · You need not hesitate 

Fill out and mail the coupon at the bottom of 
the page. It will bring you a free copy of our book, 
"A Road to Bigger Things." Read of opportunities 
in the art world and how you can qualify. Read 
how many famous artists, more than 60 of whom 
constitute the Federal Staff, made the start that 
won them fame and fortune. Find out what may be 
your future as a successful illustrator or cartoonist. 
Send for your free copy of this book today. 

Editora 
Cbu. L. Bartholomew (But) IUid 

looepb Alma .. 

Ad.,uon' Coaacil aad CoatriiMatora 
Clan Bnu-New York TTibune. 
Cbu. U'llocrton Buli-AnJmal Painter. 
J. H. Darline !Dinci-N� York Tribune. Foot&lne Fox-Central Pre. AWn. 
Herbert. Johooon-Saturd&J )iYenJnc Poet. 
D. I. t.nn-FormtriJ Art. DepL ll&n• 

acer Chlcaco Tribune. 
J:dward Ma...,.IJ-Orpheum Keith and ClteuiL 
Jll�rea Mclleln-Carer Deolrner. 
..llloo Packard-Redpatb ChautauQual. 
Horman Bockwell-Conr Dealsner and 11-l""trator. 
Charla K. B-ll-Tbe "CowboJ ..lrtlat.. •• 

Bldnt7 Smllb-Chlcqo Tribune. 
Chari"" Syk-Pbllatlelpbla E?enlnc Ledcer. 
Walm I. Wllwerdlnc-Anlmal Painter. Frank Winc-UlnneapolU Trlbwle. 

Coatrihutora 
U.c.Kee Barclay-BalUmore Bun. 
1. W. Bencouch-Toronto. Canada. 
Edwin Bloom-Federal Scbool1. 
Paul Brallilom-lllustrator. 
Ted Brown-chicago Dalll' Newa. 
William Jennlnp Br7an-Former �relarJ 

or State. Perrr Carter-J'ormer)J wltb lllnne&POU. 
TrlbuM. 

Oaear Ceaare-EYenlnl' Pott. Nnr Tor� 
Clarence Conauch7-Bureau of Enarulnc. 
J. B. Doo&her-CI.,.oland Plato Dealer. 

Wm. Donahe7-chlcaco Tribune, 
B&J En118-B&Itlmore American. 
W. E. Hill-New York Sunday Tribune. 
Kin Hubbartl-lndlanapollo Newa. Wm. Inolaml-Colwnbuo Dlspatcll. 
Frank Klnc-Chlcaco Tribune. 
Wlruor M<Car-New York American. 
J. W. llfeGurk-New York American. 
John T. U<Cutcheon-chka�o Tribune. Ted Netson-••otmer)J wtlh SL Paul Dla-

palch. 
Bo,- Olaon-AnJmaiOr. Chlcaco. 
Cam Orr-Chlcaco Tribune. 
t.uroa M:. Phoena-Nat1ocal BodetJ of 

Munol PaJn�rs . 
R. T. Webeter--New York Ttlbune. 
Clift Weed-Pbllatlelpbla Publle Ledcer. 
Gaar Wllllazu-lndlaD&POI11 Newa. 

FEDERAL SCHOOLS, INC. 3 102 Federal Schools Bldg. M I NNEAPOLIS, MINN. ------------------------------------------------------------- -----
•an Tlllt ef "laeceu ••••" 

FEDERAL SCHOOL OF ILLUSTRATING AND CARTOONING, 

Ul2 Feoleral lkhoela BaUollBI', lilllnaeapolla, lillhm. 
Please send by retuTn mall my free �opy of "A Road to B�er Tblnp" totrether with "Succesa 
Tbrouch Jth .. tratins" and eomplm infounation about the Federal School of Jlluatratin�r and 
Cartoon in&. 

Name. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ace . . . . . . . . . • . . Occupation . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  

Acldreu . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

Clt7 and State • • . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . • . . . . • . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . • . . • • . • . . . . . . . . . . . . • • •  
No penoa under 14 Jean of ace g elicible for enrollment in the Federal School. 
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S CHOOL NEWS 
A R E C O R D  O F  A C H IEVE M E N T --I N  

I LL U S T R AT I N G  A N D  C A R T OO N I N G  

E D I T E D  BY 

CHAS L. BARTHOLOMEW 

��T 

ALB ERT H .  AUSTIN is 
drawing a front-page cartoon 
each week for the Lowell 
Sunday News, and very busy 
the remainder of the time in 
the advertising department, 
which he finds most interest
ing, as well as bringing good 
remuneration. Thi rty - five 
dollars for one tone design 

ALBERT AUSTI:\ and a weekly average of 
forty dol lars is held very sat

isfactory by this beginning worker in adver
tising i llustration. 

DONALD A. FRASER of 
Fairy Lake Farm, New Lon
don, Conn. , was cartoonist 
on "The Echo," published 
by The Filene Co-operative 
Association in Boston, where 
young Fraser had experience 
in vaudevil le th rough fi rst 
using chalk talk in connec
tion with the entertainment 

DOX.lLD FRASEll 
work of his business organi-

zation. At present he is applying cartooning 
to farm betterment and extension work in 
New England. 

IUC' n.\RDSO� RQllE 

RIC HARDSON ROME is 
holding a position with the 
Kammann Advertising Serv
ice in Sioux City, working 
i n  c o n n ec t i o n  w i th T o m  
Fanning, who is doing tone 
dran·ings fo r newspaper ad
vertising. Y o u n g  R om e ' s  
\-..·ork is il lustrating for fold
ers, booklets and newspaper 
ads, which he solicits, using 
his ability to sketch the lay-

out while with the customer, thus assuring 
sale of advertising. Both Fanning and Rome 
are studying the broadest uses of i llustration 
for business pu rposes. 

R O B E R T  \V I L L IA M 
SON 'S cartoon "Snapshots," 
for t h e  P e opl e ' s  Po p u l a r  
Monthly, Des Moines, are 
proving very successful i llus
tration. In a recent letter, 
M r. Williamson says "Work 
has been going fi rst rate. I 
have averaged fifty dollars a 
week this year-at one time 

RODT. WILLIAMSON 

made forty dollars in one 
day." Mr. Williamson's assertion, "The best 
way to bruk into the· art business is to take 
the Federal Course," is certainly being verified 
in his case. 

ROGER RASE of Omaha. 
in connection with his study 
of Illustrating · and Cartoon
ing, has succeeded in· having 
cartoons reproduced in the 
Omaha Daily Bee, World 
Herald, and Daily News, 
with credit to the Federal 
School printed beneath repro
ductions of his d rawings. ROGER RASE 

ROZENDO M. GONZALEZ, eighteen year 
old cartoonist and editor of the B rackenridge 
Times, the; weekly newspaper publ ished by the 
students of B rackenridge High School, re
ceived high praise for himself and the Federal 
School in the columns of the San Antonio. 
Texas, daily paper. 

JO H N  PAVEL is inking in 
cartoons on celluloid, paint
ing backgrounds, and letter
ing titles for the Cartooni
grams, Inc., animation studios 
in St. Paul. He gives the 
credit for his success to the 
''wonderful "  training received 
th rough the Federal Cou rse. JOHN PAVEL 

You Too Can Achieve-Write ·FEDERAL SCHOOLS, Minneapolis 
· Please Mention llaystdc Tales and Cartoons Maga:i7Hl 
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Get a Bart Drawing Table 
Adjustable to every need of the practical d rafts

man, i l lustrator, card writer, cartoon i st, and chalk 
talker, the Bart table and chalk talk equ i pment 
starts you in these most fascinating cal l i ngs. 

You need B a rt's special  crayon for p ractice and 
p ublic performance. Description of table and prices 
sent on request. 

SOc Special Offer 
For SOc Bart sends you a n  assortment of the famous 
American C rayon Company's colors. (This company is 
the original maker of chalk talk crayons. ) Bart will also 'g;;;;:;••• send his "Do's and Don't's 

of Chalk Talk" and pictures 

,..... of Sid Smith and Clare 
B r i g gs producing t he i r ��� 
famous characters in cray
on-"Audy Gump," "Min," 
"Skinny," and "\Vhen a 
Feller Needs a Friend." 

Send for tlzest today 
For 6c in Stamps 

Enclose 6c in stamps for lhrt's 
chalk talk folder, color card 
and Sid Smith's alphal.tetic 

The .Dart Table in Use for Chalk Talk faces. 

BART SU PPLIES 7 SOUTH SIXTH ST. 
MINNEAPOUS, MINN. 

The Bart Table in Use by an Illuslrative 
Draftsman-It Fits Each Dr:l\ving Requirem=t 

You C a n .1' 
IMPROVE YOUR FACE 

FOR 2 5  C ENTS · 

nu bod ""nlairu a compldt a>ane 
of U..trrnion.t in Plt,liad 

Culture for rlre Fact 
M o�rio::J� s:c:o �����:.� 
l.odas. The:r will do more to bullrl 
bo&\llY \hall Lll the ll&Uit and 
=��'atlo th�• =·�� t�11�b"lac.'m 
dtCeela and o�rcome th•m. 

Not tlmplo or alii,.. Just phJ'Il· eat culture applied to the f#c:lal muselu; common �....,_...that't all. 
If 1011 want to lmpr"" '1DW looa. 
liODd !5 �nts In ooln ror ttols 
booll, todas. at once. whllo lt'l on :rour mlod. Thll 
l.took 11 tQoat to a $25.00 Beaut:r Courae. 

Prof. A.. BA.RUR..D.C .. Stlldlo 506S.I2:7 W.42c1 St..N. Y.C. 

V �A�!A!!}s�A!?o9 !I!! M 
Small cost. Send today 2c stamp for particulllMJ IIDd proof. E.:_ A. SMITH, Room 5504, 801 Bicelow St., PEORIA, ILl.. 

S CENE PAINTING 
A nluablo book on the Art of painting Soenorr oo<l which 
ahould be owned b:r .. n Oart.nonl eta. Plctorl&l and Sl@n PalntA,. 
nod Window DecoratonL Tboro<�!lh jt.nd up. to-doto. hllrbly rommooded and fu.llY lllnotrnted. Only boot oovo rloa oxclo
�lvol:r the Art of_pn1ntlng &l'ncry for Thentrl'IJ tond lllo •IJllr Picture ShawL Ver1 vuluMble tor nrtl..tlc wlndow dooonti.D&. 

P'lioe $1.75. 116 ...,.. •• 
APPLETON PUBLISHING CO., .:::-1�3 OMAHA. NEB. 

We have always aold for cash only, but to unload our 
eurplua stock, we will open chal"lreaccolltltawithretlable 
buyera .. if deaired. There is no extra chanr� for c:redit. 

EASY TO PAY-TAKE 10 MONTHS 
SPECIAL LOW PRIC£5-30 DAYS TRIAL 

t.�b��lll\M.�&l!8k-tJ!t.�o.\".''��d �r:;"_,. lo .. , 7. a s'4le';r'at eoRd t:okl rtna �h:d.d tn. of obaln. c-· ,...... rln&: and ., .. flnpr aile. 
o- o- 1198.00. F'o"""r ,.tall o .. ll PiM IIIS.OOs a-4 o ... , 114e.2e, tot .... , at7.80t 1-4 ..... .... ,.e. 
ll_,leciPQ1·5ol pt1ce ..,d-"' 10Motltfll!l� 

We .,..rantee to •tt•r., FOG or refaDd rvv-rcaoned'. 
0n1er - '"'m .-•-Of' - ler  ua_. cnaloa 

8. GU1TERIIS0NS rJI311MtJ�.i>,.�:nuf.�,. 
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S PECI.AL TERMS-Ten months• 
ct·edrt on any article selected from 

the SWEET catalogue. NO MONEY IN A DV A�CE. Shipment made for 
your examination. First payment to 

be made only after 
)'ou have convinced your· 
self that SWEET values 
ea n not be equaled. Jt not 
what you wish return at 
our e%pense. 

No Red Tape-No Delay 
Every Lranncllon CON
FIDENTIAL. You don't 
do justice to YOUI"IIel( and 
;rour dollan u nlees you 
Inspect our u nuaual values 
in Diamond>!, Watches 

Jewelry, Silverware, Lea: 
ther Goods, ete. S..nd TO
DAY for SWE!i.'T De Luxe 
CataiO&'ue. Write NOW 
to Dept. 1021-R, 

Capital $1,000,000 

Can You Draw a Little ? 
Don' t you orten Jlotlce the wonderful hit a 
drn"lng stunt mnkea on the stnge? 
Don' t ) OU wonder a t the pay they get ?  
YllU a l�o " onder bow they think ot euch 
c lever Ideas. 

wen. they don't ; we furnish the 
ideas and they use them. You can be 
just as clever as they with our set 
of pictures and very little practice. 
No talk or chatter is required ;  our 
well-thought-out ideas are enough. 

Ten to Twenty-ftve 
dollnN " nl�rht Is yours 
wiCh our �0 :S e w, DisHit�. ( 'ompl�te witb 

Instructions. 
MACKAY STUDIO, 

Price $1 
2929 Bambrey St. 
PhlJadelpbia. Pa. 

LEARN MUSIC 
AT HOM E! 
Music no loncer ditllcult t 
New plan makes it -Y t.o 
�:e� ��-��ll<�th P::: 
vale teacber. Falter � 
You will be able to piQ 
your ruorlte lllltrumeut In • 
few short mouths! More tbon 

��fi�o �:� 1':.':,;'!1° � -:.,� method. You, too, ean levn Ill :rou:r Jll&ro Um e. 
AMAZING OFFER 

We want to loare one puPil Ill 
�&ell locallt:r at o� to IWP 
&4t;!l't.Ua our boma •• •1<11 
llK:tbod. For a abort u-. 
O.ert'fore. •• offer our mar
vrlollll 1euon1 at pra�t.ICI'IIJ' 
no co.t. c:harsu arnouullnlf 
me...,ty lo about tho mat ot 
m ... t mwde. lklinn•ra or ad· 
ran� vu_ptla. Write tor 
amul nlf tree book lhlnc all 
!.be filcta and partlellla rt. 
S,od a J)(lltal tOIU.r I 

/ulnmtenC• a,.,u,.J "'Ita 
aHJtd, ault or cvtdit 

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC 
32510 Brunswick Bide., New York City 

The Vest Pocket Lawyer 
:ontalne a 8-:r-.r Uni,.....lt:r Law Coone in nut-aileD fmom 
together witb 112 Lepl FormA. Cloth. Price SUO poKpald. 
Cartoons MagazlJle Book Dept. • �· ==:; .... 

The HOFFMAN REVOLVING 
Drawing Board Bracket 

Screw to your board-attach to table with double etamp, holdS �1'\1 rtri•IIJ 
at NDYPnltnt ancte- RE· 

VOLVE YOUR BOARD. 
Afatle of ""'tal, IUODJt, 

lndeftzuctlbl.. ..U:.IJ 
ftula!JOd. Cuarant-1 
to plrase or 7our 
moll('J' back. hlef. 

'll'ith ICNWI w attach to YQIU boaru. ss.co. 
HDFFMU DRAWING STUD CO. ':u:t.;r.;, �� 



- -- - ------ - - - ·  · - -- ·· - --- - II' _...,.. ,.&' ..... -· ---- - . . ' .,..-- -

WAYSIDE · TALES AND CAR'l"OQNS ADVERTISING_ SECTION 15 

�WE TEACH-, 
r . COMMERCI� , 

ART 
Properly Trained Artists Earn $100 a week and ap. 
Me;ye.r Both College-a Department of the Meyer Both 
Company-<>fCers you a different and practice( training. 
If you like to draw, develop your talent. Study this 
practicnl course-taught by the largest and most widely 
known Commercial Art Organization in the field with 
20 years' success-who each year produce and sell  to 
advertisers in the U nited" States and Canada over ten 

thousand commen:ial drawi ngs. Who else could 
give you so wide an experience 1 Commer
clnl Art is a busi ness necessity-the de
mand for comm.ercial artists is greater 
every year. It's a highly paid, intensely 
interesting profession, equally open to both 

men and women. Home study instruction. 
Get facta before you enroll in any school. Get 

our · special booklet, "Your Opportunity "
for half the cost of maili ng--4c in stamps. 

MEYER BOTH COLLEGE 
of COMMERCIAL ART 
Michigan Ave. at 2oth SL 

Oepl 28 CH ICAGO, ILL 

Attention, CHALK TALKERS ! 
The Hayes Series ; 50 evolutions, patter 
and satisfaction guaranteed. A complete 
chalk ta l k  course fo r $1.00 postpaid. 

Stunta That Make a Hit 

THE HAYES STUDIO 
227 MAIN STREET, NASHVILLE, TENN. 

With Balcia's Cornie Tl'iek Drawings you will always be 
in demand for ehalk talks, because they are c lever and 
snappy stunts. Tickle the funnybone. The applause from the 
audience is continuous from &tart to finish. Chatter with 
instructions for beginners by a professional cartoonist. 

Set No. I of 23 Comic Trick t>rawlngs . . . . . .  $ 1 .0� 
Set No. 2 of 24 Comic Trick On�wlngs . . . . . .  1.00 
Set No. S of 18 Comic Trick Drawings . . • . . .  1.00 
Set of 10 Patrlofc s:unh. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  .50 
Sot of 10 Landscape Scenes. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .50 

Satlafactlcn Guaranteed. 0-rlptlve Cl,..,ol�r Free. 

BALD A ART SERVICE, Dept. 3 • . Oshkosh, Wis. 

You Want to Earn Big Money!. 
And you will not be aati.Eiecl unle., you eana ateadf pro
motion. But are you prepared for the job ahead o you? 
Do you measure up to the standard that insures success? 
For a more responsible position a fairly good education is 
necessary. To write a sensible business letter, to prepare 
estimates, to figure cost and to compute interest, you· 
must have a certain amount of preparation. All this you 
must be able to do before you will earn promotion, 
Many business houses hire no men whose B�neral lmow· 
ledge i.s not equal to a high school course. Why ? Because 
big business refuses to burden itself with men who are 
barredfrompromotion bythe lackofelementaryeducation. 

Can You Qualify for a Better Positiou 
We have a plan whereby you can. W ecan give you a com• 
p]ete but simplified high school course in two years, giving 
you all the essentials that form the foundation of practical 
business . It will prepare you to bold your own where 
competition is keen and exacting. Do not doubt your abili
ty, but make up your mind to it and you will soon have 
the requirements that will bring you success and big 
money. YOU CAN DO lT. 
Let us show you how to get on the road to success. It will 
not cost you a single working hour. We are so sure of be
inA: able to help you that we will cheerfully return to you, 
at liHI end of ten lenone, every eont you eent os If yoa are not absolol>ely eatl9fied. What fairer offM' C:llll we make JOu1 Write 
today. It coste :vou nothing bat a stamp. 

. A.MBRICAN SCHOOL 
Dept...li-7115Dre:u1 Ave. and 58th Sc..CbJcaco 

l'lf asc Ml'utio11 ll'avside Talcll ami Cartootts Mago::ine 
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COME 
ON ! !  
· G E T  
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BE A REAL MAN ! 
LOOK UKE ONE AND 

FEEL LIKE 0NE 
Broaden your shoulders, deepen your 

·cheat. enlarge your arms, and geL n 
development that will attract atuntion . 
Fill youraell full of enel"!D' and be 
powerful. 

MY NEW BOOK "Muscular Development'' 
Will Explain How 

This book ia illustrated with 26 full 
page photographs of myself and of some 
of the world's finest developed ath
letes whom I have trained. It will 
interest and benefit :vou �rreatly. 
St!ud 10c (stamps or coin ) for a copy 
NOW, today, while it is on )•our m in d. 

EARLE LIEDERMAN, m'o 305 Bro ,New YonettJ 

B O U N D  V O L U M E S  of 
Cartoons Magazine 

Vol. 1 5--.January-June, 1 9 1 9  
Vol. 1 6--July-December, 1 9 1 9  
Vol. 1 7--January-June, 1 920 
Vol. 1 8-July-Dec:ember, 1 920 

now ready for your library, book case or reading 
table. Bound in heavy buckram, with gold lettering, 
It makea an attractive addition to your permanent 
book collection. The price of $3.00 a volume blal'dy 
coven the co�t of production. Sent anywhere in 
the world express or poataae prepaid. Price $2.00 a Volume 

Send order direct to pa61ialter 
CARTOONS MAGAZINE ' 

6 No. Michican Avenue CHICAGO 

ANIMATED CARTOONISTS AND ARTISTS 
ARE WANTED TO EARN BIG MONEY 

Now's your chance-your oppor1ynity-to get ahead-� win 
success. For Animated Cartoonmg needs you-and wrll pay 
you big and make you famous. Your work can be shown on 
the screen in your home to\\"'l and thruout the country. 
Animated Cartooning is like the magicians' tricks-it's easy 
and simple-when you know how-besides there- are no ex
pensive materials to 

.
buy and our

. 
courses are reasonable 

which makes the learnmg cost but httle. 
If you can draw a little and are ambitious to succeed you owe yourwelf 
an introduction to our Individual Training Methods. Send ua a aket.ch, 
:pour age and Five c:enta in stamps and we will send you Uterature and 
proof that will open your eyes and make you realize what can be accom
plished in your spare tlm�t home--with our trainin�r. 

ISIOCilTED ITUDI81 OF 101101 PICTUIE ClllTOOIIII :y��-



WAYSiDE TALES ' AND CARTOON'S ADVERTISING SECTION 

Technique 
Plate• for 
ARTISTS 

M A G A Z I N E' 
For CARTOONISTS, Designers, Illustra-: 
tors, Card Writers, Chalk-Talkers and all 
Artists and Art Students. Publishes CASH 
ART ASSIGNMENTS, les
sons, Articles, Criticisms, etc. 
Fine art plates in each issue. 
Only $1 .00 a year. 40 HUMAN FIGURE 40 

PLATES 

Over 200 life drawings from the nude, a wonderful 
set in neat leatherette box, for $1.00, with magazine $1.75. 
We have 6 sets of these plates, 40 in each, all different, art 
model poses, animals, birds, cartoon animals, Mucha Prints, 

. etc., the 6 sets all for $5.00, with magazine $5.50. Something 
new and the finest thing for artists and art students on the 

market. Order plates and magazine NOW, satisfaction guaranteed. You can't 
lose on this, but if you wish, 6 aet.s of plates will be sent C. 0. D., privilege of 
examination. Write for them TODAY. 

G. H. LOCKWOOD, Dept. 704 Kalamazoo, Mich. 

{f;� CAN YOU DRAW? 
� � � � ,..., .• � , /, If you are looking for 
!'\. ,c2; CHALK - TALK sugges

tions that will please any 
audience, so you c a n 
make a success, we invite 
you to invest in our pro
grams and avoid disap· 
paintment. We guarantee 
satisfaction. Full par
ticulars FREE. 

TRUMAN�S 
CHALK-TALK STUDIO 

Box 592 Perrysville, Ohio 

�:eo:;�� t.,.��lt� ':1,-r,,tat,c:= s.ary. Un11mlted opportunh.y. �e tumllh eomptete outfit tree. Write for p.ar\ieu1ftn. ALPHA SHOW CARD SCHOOL 1123-H B,....dway Hew Yolie 

�!ol!�, , 
B R U SHES 
S U PPLL ES I 

TH E H OFFMAN U NIVERSAL ADJUSTABLE 
ARTISTS' DRAWING STAND�=� 
A light, handsome indestructible stand. Made of steel 
tubing, elegantly finished. Instantly adjustable to any 
position. THE BOARD REVOLVES. Quickly knocked ==:!i·�b=:Jl.
down and packed in small space for shipment. Guar-
anteed the finest stand on the market for CARTOONISTS, 41.�!!!�/ 

COMMERCIAL ARTISTS, CHALK TALKERS, RE-
TOUCHERS, etc. Your mone:v refunded if not satisfied 
after 30 days trial. Write f�r circular No. 11. 

FF MAN DRAWING STAND CO., 470 lyeU Ave., Rochester, N.Y. 
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CLASSIFIED ADVERTISEMENTS 
AdvertisemeDte Ia thb sectio ... Sc per word -ch lasertioD. 

To insure ads being inserted under proper classification in the November issue, 
copy must reach this office not later than September 25th 

AGENTS WANTED 

NEWEST l'hinc Out Llthosram lnltlala 
for automobile��, motorc>·clea, C'&Doea, 1olf 
stielu. tennis racquet&, •tc. A.nyooe .,.,.. 
apply them 1n a Jllfy. Sell to nen·bocb. 
Set <Uta 156; brinas $1.50. Faot sales and 
big dally proftt& for agents. Write for eat
alotl. LIU1081'&m Company, Desk 24, Eaat 
Oranp, N. l. 

:'llAJL us 20o with any size lllm for de
'Oelopment and six Yel•et prlnta. Or 81!11d 
alx n.,..u,eo any size and 20e for stx 
print&. Or aend 40e for one 8x10 mounted 
<"nlargement. Prompt, perfect senioo. Roan
oke Photo Finishing Co., 281 Bell A•·• 
JCoanoke, V a. 

AGEXTK-A Xew lm·enUon. Harper's 
nbre Broom and ten -uoe brush ""L It 
lnl'lli!P8, waahea and dries upstair& windows, 
IKTUbo porch oelllnp and dora ..,,,.n other 
thlniiL Big proftts: usy S<·ller. Free trial 
oll'er. Harper Bruob Works, Dept. F., Falr
fkold, Iowa. 

BIG llouey and Fast Sales. E•·ery owner 
buys 10lda initials for Ills auto. You ehal'llfl 
fl.50, make $1.35. T<·n ord<•rs dally easy. 
Write for particulars and free sample. A.mer
it'&D Mon011ram Co., Dept. iO, East Oran11e, 
N. l. 

BIG 1\foney, Qulck Salro, Fin" Profit& and 
ateady demand oelllu11 Clows- Knit IUU&D· 
teed hosiery direct from mill to W<•arers. AJI 
ll:rlea for men, \\'omen. children. lJany 
lll&klng $3000 year. Oeorge Clowa Company, 
l>Hk U, Pblla.delphla. 

WHY not carry our pocJtet outnt as side· 
Unef Llb<>ral lllonthly corumisaiona. Salea
book Service Compan:r, Palmer, :Ne1aun..,, 
IIOehlgan. 

"WEAIIE.\ILOOSE" and be eomfortable ; 
"outoslte" alu:nloum sldo liUJil)endeu unify 
ahlrt and pant& wiU10ut prP<sure : eoonooua 
""ller : agents' sample. set. 50 ""ots. Leon
ard Woods, 501& Xorth Seventh, St. Louis, 
lll1110url 

ART AND ADVERTI S I N G  SERVICE 

CAUTQOX8-Dld )'OU t'IH ""e a IOod 
Cartoon of yourself or friends ? You dou't 
know bow runny you can be made to look. 
•Ju.ot ��Cnd )'our Photo and 50c and 111'<1 for 
:I'OUJ'!M'If; pb.oro returned. l'attoo, 512 So. 
Fair Ave., Pana, I111nola. 

CARICATURE-Send & clear photo and 
one dollar to }'rank E. Patriek, 211 Colum
bl& Bldi .. CI!'Teland, Ohio. Satisfaction as
attred or your mont>Y ba�k : photo n•tumPd. 
. BEAUTIFUL eal'l'ed and IOUIIed card& 
tlaat make your eye t""lnkle wltll dellcht. 
:No .crap book II complete 'll'lthout one of 
m:r tinted (all colors) and embellhdwd l;<'ml 
fl't'8il from 017 knife. For 60e I will carve 
:rou six han<bome cards especially for :vour 
·ocrap book in lllx dlll'erent st)·les. It :you 
.wlsb your name llandsomely earved and 
tlor.d aend 10e (I'Oin). A. o. Ambrose, Card 
.Carving ArUat, lanc&fllle, Wlseonsln. 

AUTOMOBILES 

AUTOliOBILE Owners, GaraJ�<m..n, lle
ebanlra, llepalm•eu, •end for frt'tl copy of 
our rurrent !&IItle. It contains helpful, in

_atructlte Information on oV<·olaaulintr, lllnl
tlon troublea, wlriq, earburetol'll. atorap 

'batterlea, etc. Over 120 ))oi>Ke•. lllu.tral<'d. 
Send for tree ropy today. Automoblle Dl· 

• liP&!, 111 1 Rutler nidi. , Clnrlnnatl. 

BOOKS AND PERIOD ICALS 

RIX Dlll'ereut, lntell'otlug, Clever Pnbll
t'&tlons, prepaid to any addll'ss. only !lie. • Publlllh.r'a price $ 1.50. All cUITl'ot IMUefl. 
�tlsfa<'tlon 1\l&t&O!t'\'d, Walbamore Com
pany, J.afa,y�tte Bldg. , Philadelphia, Pa. 

"HOW to Paint Signs an<l Sho' Cards." 
A complete course of ... u !nstruetlon, con
talnllll 100 up-to-date alphab<>ts and de-
1111118 for Slrn Pabtters anrl -�rtl•ts r�n�rally. t'omplete lnotroctlon 1n e•ery branch of let
tering and alin palntlnc. Including: Com

. m�rtial ort work and all trl.-ks of the trade. 
Price, cloth bound, $1.50; order your COIIJ 
toda,y; aatlafactlon IUarant<M. New Era 
Studio, 3013 Easton A ... . St. Louis, Mo. 

J.IGH'fNING Cartoonist's book of Secreta. 
U. Complete courae trick drawlni. over 80 
stunts wUh chalk. Satisfaction IUarauteed. 
Sample& 101.'. Sailor Artllt Chrla. 2915 
Eurlld. Ji:ansu Cit>·. Uo. 

BUS I N ESS OPPORT U N ITI ES 

L'\ITIAUI In 01<1 Enullsh Capitals, Gold 
with black outline wltll full lnstructlona how 
to put on Automobiles. Lod:era, Trunka. 
Suit Cases or any 1101ooth ourface In %-inch 
h•tter 15 ""nts each. llod<'m lnatructlon 
Company, 1916 SheMeld A.•enue, Chle&IO, 
Illinois. 

BUSINESS won't walk to )'OUI You ha'nt 
to 10 11<t it. Make l&CObwt Balea Letter• 
your star saleomen-U1ey pull. $3.50 e&eh. 
Write fully today. l&CObUI A.d. Serrlce, f1 
Bruen. Irvington, N. 1. 

STAUT a lllapzlne ; capital $1, AJIIPie 
1(ko. Cope, Box 233, Champal�m, Ill. 

HOW and What to invent for profit, tree. 
Patento for aale. !'alent News, H� Wuh
ln�ton, D. C. 

CAMERAS A N D  PHOTO SUPPLIES 

ULOSKY Prints 3 cento e&Cb.. Rolle cle
vdoped 7 cents each. Fll'llt daas photog
raphy. lfarFarlane Photo Service, 1712 
Ul\lt"I'O<'k, Cinrl nnatl , Ohio. 

FIJ�'IS drveloped 5e roll. Velvet prints 
3e l'acla. Younc Photo Senlce, 431 Dela
w&re Aw . . Alhan:r. N. Y. 

DOGS, B I R DS, POULTRY, PETS 

HAUlliT Houuda, Corwtry ro.bed-brollco, 
Foxhound!, Coon. Opossum, Skunk, Squir
rel doga, Setters. Circular 10e. Brown'• 
li<•nnels, York, Pa. 

OI.DF.\SIIIO:\"ED Southern rooo, skunk, 
opossum, rabbit hound& B<'nt on t rial. List 
10 rts. lld.i•tt·r Bros., Brl11hton. Tt-nneaee. 

E D UCATIONAL AN D INSTRUCTION 

A.\IUITI0(;8 Wrlt�rs seud toda:r for Free 
Cop:r, Am�rle"''" leadloi m&��ulne for writ
rn of photoplays, atorit�s, J10('ms. sonp; tn
struetlve, helpful Writer's Dlgeat. 615 But
lt·r Bld1<. , Cincinnati. 

)IE!'O and Women, Learn llllo1rcard writ· 
hlll e""'l op. CoU1'110 free. Pay for material 
only. Earn while iearnlo�r. Sample leiSOn 
Oc post&,.,. 1\fodem Studio of Letter!Dtr, 
Dt•J>t. 3. Ma:nrt•ll Rtatlon, Detroit, Miclt. 

DOLLARS Saved. AJI klndo uoed corre
spondence courses sold, rented. boUiht and 
excllanl!t'd. JJst tree. Lee Mountain, Pia
gab. Ala. 

FOR ADVERTISERS 

FL Ylm I 28 words In 250 weeklies '10. 
C�otral Altenr:v. Ch&mpal�m. lll. 

FOR I NVENTORS 

PA.TENW-Wrii.C for f....., llluatr&ted 
sulde book •nd Evidence of CooeepUoo 
Jllank. Send model or sketeh for froo opin
Ion of patt•ntablo nature. Hlgbeat reter
�nces. l'rorupt �t•nke. Rt•asonable !l!rms. 
VIctor J. Evana & Co., 108 Ninth, Wash
ington, D. C. 

WE make working modele for inventon 
and do experimental ""ork, and �rry a 
romplete stock of brasa gears and model 
suwlles. 8t•nd for eatalog. The Plerce 
ll O<Jtol Works, Tin lry Park. In. 

GAirES AND ENTERTA I N M ENT 

(."}Lu.J.{ ·TALKETIS, I haYe ftye of t1oe 
ele•-cr.'llt triple •tuntl on the market. Flf· 
lt'<'n otht•r laugh promkers. 50 «'nts (roin ) .  
P .  E .  Emery, 0 4 3  E .  YamhUI SL, Portland, 
Or.-gon. 

TRICKS, Puzzles, Books, Eacapes, Pbotoa, 
C'ataiOJ:Ue Free. llaa:lcrart Co.. Dept. C., 
Box 251, Detroit, Mich. 

it8CELLANEDU8 
SPOT Ca•h for �rold and ••aluabl�a. re

turned 1t dlasathdled. Asaaylq for 111"»
J>erton by :maduate llll!tallurgt��a. Centr&l 
lleftDel'l, liOS N. Pro�. Cbampalp, I11. 

liYSTIC Pboto. l Surprt.e 70111' a 
Blank paper ehan��t-'11. into b&ndaoiDII pboto
grapb.s 1n 10 lleCOildl without eam�ra: : · !! 
blank& with dlreetlons, 10e. Catalo�t�e free 
ot the blneat barplos. Practical Bal .. 
Company, 1219 North Irvine A.l'eo, Dept.. 10, 
Chl�10. DJ. 

CUTS anybody can make. Simple, dleap 
prooesa, $1. Specln:tl'na. pa.rt.lculara for 
atamp. T. Day, Windfall, IDd. 

VIlE boy Canadian and 1"�1111 :WOIM:Y. 
prorlowo metals and unean<rlled Unit.e4 
Statea atamll8. C. 1\fortoo K.ln& lo BoDa. 
Addr.u Box 351115, Statlou B, Brook!JU. 
Now York. 

MOTION PICTU R£8 

WA.l'o'TED-lwn and women ambltloua· to 
make money wrlllnc Stories and Phot� 
&>.nd for woudertul Free Book that tella 
bow. Author' a Pre-. Dept. 117. .Auburn, 
N. Y. 

W A:STED-500 1\fovle fana to earn JDOD<':I' 
wr1Uni pbotoplayL My roune wlll &bow you 
how. R. P. lr . . Box 308, Hammond. IDd. 

MUSIC AND MUSICAL INST R U M ENTS 

THE ll•e-wire Vy-Bro Bridie for � 
makes every banJo ring out from llftet'D to 
twenty-n..., second& with & 111ap. lmPI'O'ftl 
your tone 50%. Sent by mall lllk:. Ordt·r 
today. William l'oet. 489 B. 6th Ave .. 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 

llll:S1C rompoaed to words. Bauer Bros. 
(formerly of Ronsa'a Bandl ,  Olbkoell, WIL 

PATENT ATTORN EYS 

I�Vt:NT0118-Scnd aketeh or JDodel of 
)'Our ln'OCntlon for opinion <OD�I"'linnr pat
entable nature and exact I'Ost of applylnl 
for patent. Book "How to Obtain a l'atent" 
l<'nt f...,, Gl•es information on patrnt rro
«'dllJ'e and tells what e'Oery lovMttor llhould 
know. Eatabllabed twent:v-elibt :.-rs. 
Chandlee 4: Chandlee, f15 SeftDth St., 
WaahiOI!on. D. C. 

PATENTS FOR SALE 

FOB sale outr1rht. United Statea a.Dd Ca
nadian patent on marble IUD- mOlt at
tract.h'll toy for bor•; atlmulatea the I&JDII 
of marbles and encour&.��<�� marksotansblp, 
Simple dcdce and money maklna proposi
tion. Add ...... Muk Bank&, �18 L&ta:rette 
A•enue, ChiC&«Q, Dl. 

PATENTS-Send lor froe book. Contain& 
•aluable lotormaUon for 1n•entors. tknd 
&ketch of your invention for Free ()pinion of 
Ita pa!t!ntable oature. l'rompt. ...,nlre. tTwelt
ty year.' expcrlenre) .  Write Talbert lo Tal
bert, 401 Talbert Bldi . .  Wuhlngton. D. C. 

PATENT for Sale or lloyalty-Tuol pie cut
ter and crlmplor ; can manuf&eture for sm&ll 
rost ; made 1o tin and wire. So lland:l' and 
attraeU\-e that bo118CWI•e• c&D't r..alllt them I 
Pnrtleulan. l. ll. A.lmedla, l1odt Sprlnp, 
W,-omln1. 
!'ATE:s�"rr=-t::-o-r-Bal:::-::-.,-o-r-=Boya:---:lc:-IJ'-----,N::--dtle:::-:-:-. 
fut.mer. Can make all sl11e11 and atrles; 
metal aprlnll lnsld•. Partlt"Ul&l'l, l. ll. 
Almedla. ROC'k Sprlngo. \\'yominc. 

PERSONAL 

TOBACCO or Soul! Habit """"d or no 
pay, $1 if rored. Remed:r aent on trial. 
SUJ>('Ii>a Co ..  R. s . . Baltimore, !lfd. 

R EAL ESTATE AND FARM LAND& 

I'EC.\:11 and Uranp Orchard! on the Gulf. 
Eu:r terms. B� quick returns. De� B. 
Suburban A.rrea Co.. Ool'an Springs. lllas. 

OKLAHOMA farms. Write for free 111'
rleultural booklet. Board of OommeNe, 
Shawn..,, Oklahoma. 

SAL£ OR EXCHANII£ 

J..ET'S Swap I Buy I Sdl l Wbatd':re aat 1 
\\"hatd')·e want 1 20.000 t:'('aders. Dime quar
terl:r. Swap Bull•tin, Detroit. 

STAMf' COLLECTING 

10 DIF'FEREJoo"T Fon�lp 8tampal ._.. 
ular Sl.OO 'Oalue, S5c. HutAeU. Box 753, 
WllmillltOD, DeL 
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�CIGAR S�"lt 
By Mail DIRECT TO SMOKER 

AT HALF PRICES 
We pUGTOnke Nliafaaiota ur 

naonq rt/'tmdU.. Mr.S-kar,Colllllder It:  
u you buy dlree� trom 

U.S. YOU 00\0DIJ &YOid &be hS.h orolh.• ol. reLailen. .U..-..n . .w-.. bu'r:·-· t;; 
..:lr.'j ,,.. 

........ 

I T Z E R  
32 Union Square Eaat, near 16th St. 

Roorn 1215 NEW YORK CITY 

Inve nto r s  
Before disclosing your idea to 
others write for our "Evidence 
of Disclosure" form. Send 
sketch or model of your in ven� 
tion for examination and ad� 
vice. Ask for free book "How 
to Obtain a Patent." Avoid 
dangerous delays. Highest ref� 
erences furnished. Write today. 

Merton-Roberts & Co., 162 Mather Bldg. 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 

PATENTS Secured 
Prompt service. Avoid danger� 
ous delays. Send for our "Rec� 
ord of Invention" form and 
Free Book telling How to Ob� 
tain a Patent. Send sketch or 
model for examination. Pre� 
liminary advice without charge. 
Highest References.  Write 
TODAY. 

J. L. Jackson & Co., 220 Ouray Bldg. 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 

PATENTS 
Send ... 8ketch or model ror oatentablllty opinion 

or oatent. Our book ''How to Obtain a 
FTN' on l"f'QoeBt. It t�Ue bo" to apply 

Tradt Mara. Forel1111 PAtt•tll,, Copy; 11.-ta Information on Patent PJ'OC(-4u.re: 
��11' lm't'ntor .5hould knot•. Thousands or 
ll'l;o arc our cU('nt:s, Ire our N"ft-rence!.. 

Chnndl�4' & Chllntlll't'-, 2G Y4'1U'tl EXlH"rlpoce 
415 7th St. Wuhlll&'ton, D. C. 

PATErff:S}:NSE 
"OAt> Book for Inventors fl Mft.s:" 

8x R..._ M.il PREE . Wftte LAcEY li LAcEY • . O.,Ca Z ............ DC, 
EataWi.laed 1 861 

$100.00 a Week 
He Doubled Hi• Pay 

arul nDw enjoy• the comFort• aru:l p/aOfllf'U 

of a nal income 
Why not double your pay? Thousands of our 
students have done it and thousands more will do it. 
You can be one of them. Do not think for a moment that jt la luclc or pall which brln� auooeea and N!al monq-!ar from it. It iA preparlne for the biiJ opport.Qnity and knowirllf 
what to do .. ben the rtgbt time COUles that dOH lt. The mea 
:"..':! ":.�n �:::..,:� lu":r ��ch:,.;�:-:t[( :!a.� 
Arc you rvadJr for l t1 

Remember the Empty Lot? 
The older fellows were playing ball and you were 

watebinsr. wonderlnc if you would c•cr cct a cbo.ndl to play. Youlmcw If you onl y got a ebanet� c.,ou would nhow them. Sure 
t.':,C:Ir!i;a:'.: :t"fhe�K .,t:J�'.' n:'t f!\�·�wi�bbt�;: 
Your chance nt the pill wiU eorne. but,� W1lllt to stay on 
��.,o�l ::; ::.;·.,�����"! � moneJ anddt������ job 110 to tbe man " wbo kooWII."' 

You Can be the Man "Who Knows'' 
We will show you bow. Without loss to you of a sin· 

,:rte workinsr hour. we ran ahow )"'U a 1uro WQJ" to ao�eeu and biw pay. A lat1re num�r of men in e�><:h of the po��itlona llat.ed 
are enjoying their aalnrtce becauao of our help. We want to help you, Make a checlt on Lho coupon ftll'lllnot tho job you •not and we ... n h�lp :roo �tct it. Wrlta or print your DlliDO on 
the couPOn and Hnd at an today. 

AMERICAN SCHOOL 
Dept. G 7llS. Drexel Ave. nnd 58th St.., Chica!fO 

,_. _ _ _ _ _ _  .._._ ._.._. .... ____ _ AMERICAN SCHOOL 
Depl C71tS. Drexel Ave. and 58th St., Chicago 

Send me full information on bow the PROMOTION PLAN wiD bclp me win promotion In tbe Job eht'Cked. 
-� .. Arebit.oet .... LaW7t!l' 
...... lloikliD¥ Contreetot" � .... UDCblnc Shop Pnctlee 
...... Automooile Engine« -Photoplay Waiter 
...... Automobile Repairman ---llleehiUllcal E"D�rlneer 
...... Ci..U Encineer ...... Sbop Superln\cndent ...... Strueturn.l En�neer � .... Employment Mllllllger 

::::::���b�:�tant ==�,:: .. �� : .... ���!"� t.Dd Alld1t.cw : .... t�t;::C ��log) 
• ..... Ora!-anand OC8!110er _ ... Telephone EnQ'IIMft' ...... Eieetrical Enl!ineet" ...... TeletrrasJ!..Enii'*" 
::�:� �..'!:.!""'er �bhaaar.!... � 

N"""' ................................. _,, __ ,_,_, ........................... --
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D IAMON DS 

• . $4- 8��5° -.. II 
4 - �� I • 

·- . --:;;:,{:.. ... -.... . , . '��:ai�JJ,. ,� 

�- :����f.t ; . . ' 7 ROYA l,,' ' - ,(LUSTE� 
PPrlully Matched 01�monds Set in $AD so 

Platinum, Resembles IYz K Solit<Jire.- ..,o -
Perfect cut, blue - white diamonds of 

superior quality, high grade jewelry and 
watches on longest terms ever offered
A FULL YEAR TO PAY. No money in ad
vance--if not satisfied , return at our expense. 

8 PER CENT YEARLY TNCREASE GUARAN
TEE on all diamonds bought from us. All transac
tions confidential, no references demanded. 

ThousandJ buy the ROYAL way without feeling the 
cosL Our money eaving catalog is youre for the asking. 

G<!t this free catalog with thousands of articles to 
, select !rom now-80 days' trial on anything you prder 

from our $2,000,000 stock. Write Department 37� 

ROYAL �·�rftJ CO 
35-37-39 Maidl'n Lilnl' - New York 

Glossary of Aviation Terms 
A com plete glooaary of practically all t..rma ueed lD a'l'iaUon 
ln both French and Engllah. 

lllu•trat..r. Price. $1.00 p-t1HIId 
POP!JLAR IIEOIANICS BOOK DEPARTMENT, 78 E. Ma.n- St., CH.ICAGO 

PI..AV THE HAWAIIAN GUITAR 

JUST LIKE THE HAWAIIANS! 
Our method of teaching is so simple, plain 

and easy that you begin on a piece with your 
first lesson. In half an hour you can play it ! 
We have reduced the necessary 
motions you learn to only four 
-and you acquire these in a 
few minutes. Then it is only a 
matter of l)ruetice to acqui re the wei rd, 
fascinating tremolos. staccatos. slure 
and other effects that make this in
strument 110 delightful. The Hawaiian 
Guitar plays any kind of music. both 
the melody and the accompani
ment. Oar complete coune 
of 52 lessons includes FREE 
a beautiful Hawaiian Guitar, 
all the neceesary picks and 
steel bar and 52 piecee of 
music. Spi!cial arrangement 
for lessons if you have your 
own guitar. 
SEND COUPON NOW 

GET fULL PARTICULARS fREE r · · · · · • • • • • • • • • • ••• · · · · · · · � · · · · ·  
Firat Hawaiian Conservatory of Muaic, Inc. 
233 Broadway (Woolworth Bldg.), New York City 

I am tnterrsted In U1e RAWAUA.� GUITAR. Please lend 
complete lnformaUon. special price o!fer. et.c.. etc. 

NAME . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  ., . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

ADDRESS . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

TOWN . . . . . . . . . . . . . COUNTY . • . . . • • • •  STATE . . . . . . . .  C. II. 
Print name and addrt'a clearl7. 

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - · ·  

FREE 
BOOK 

Wlroleee eXP&Dslonsweeptnao.er world llb 1illdtlre l Bl8 opportunltJ.ee now opon-<>n land and 6. Salaries amount to $200 to $SOO a month. 
Now method mal<•• Wlreleu amazioJ!ly ea&Y to 
lcam-AT HOME l:-1 YOUR SPAin� TIME. Won
der!'ul ln•cntlon also w.dles you rodo In half usual time. Tills Iolll�ut t.bo original and It'll· 
est aohool tet.chlug- \\1reless by mo.ll. Omela117 ,._ 
ognlzed bY U. S. Go• mment. Gr,tduat.es In e�ery 
fl&n or the world, holdlua fine positions. Tb1s tasclnt.tlng. uncrowded field needs rou too. Un
der our new method. It's real plea,ure to atudy If. 
nnd you learn In balf the WIUJLl time. ;rust a lit
tle of )'OUr waro tlmo now qulckl)' prepenoa you for 
the world '1 fa telt-llrowirut fteld-WI.rcleea. Fino � . bt• oDD01"tunltt�!a .... traYel lrr.l')o want. tt1.._Ud a tiDieoctld futar•1 Wrlto f0< FR._.. BOOk ' WIM>l ••· "'" 0....0� ofTo-<>a:�.;; and opedo l Short 'hm,�lfor. lfolf·,. 
'l:2-/��Wuh?n�t�n�If:1(J?NAL RA I INSTITU . 

Ru;cf.,.t S.:IIHU iN &UI_,., au WoolttN-

U NJJSUAL 
SUMMER HOME 

IN MAINE 
CAMDEN, MAINE - A grand location 
where mountains and lakes meet the 
sea. Unusually complete modern estate. 

160 acre•, extending from laill
top to •hore• beautiful Lalre 
Megunticoolt, with boat houae, 
dock, and motor boat. 

Improvements Modem-Everything Best 
to give most luxurious living accommo
dations. House and Guest House Well 

Furnished. Ready for immediate use, 
with all weather facilities ; outbuildings 
to fill all requirements. 

Expert manager operates at small cost. 
Have recently inspected ; pleased to show 
pictures and describe fully. 

E. H. PECK. 4. S. OSGOOD PELL & CO. 
11 W. 44111 st., lew Ytrlt City 
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saoo!! a Month Salary 
S450!! on the Side at Dome 
That's the kind of money my drafting students make. Read what this one says: 
"As a brgznntn' I om doing /inl!. Am earning a :salary of $300 per nwnth, besides I mcde over $450 at home the 
last two months, drawir./{ plans for private parliu. The FREE $25.00 8utlit! 
praclrcol drqfting traimng you gave me by ,.rail put me And more-I give you a whole set of drafting tools 
wlrere I am rn less than sr:tmontlr.S 'study. Thank you for the minute you become my student. You get every 
all your Persmwl interat and hely you gave ""' so for." tool you need. A magnificent $25 eet of instrumenta 
(Name and Address on request. . (Signtd) J. B. with which to build your auccess in draftsmanship. 

I Train Vou llntil Vou Get a Job �.6Wah�������4���!:f����r� - - - - - sonally until you get a job. That's the bi� 
3-featured offer I am making you. '']. B.'' was trained by me. I train you personally in the same way, I make you 
Qualified to draw �3.600 per year like scores of my other graduates are domg. I give you practical drawing-room 
work. Everything just exactly as you would get it in a real job. I give you my personal man-to-man attention • 

Send Coupon for 
F B k Nomatterwhat plans ree 00 you have for the fu· 

ture. Get this book
" Successful Drafts. 

manship." Find out about the simply marvelous opportunities 
ahead now. How the world needs draftsmen, engineers, nrchi· 
tects and builders. What great salaries and possibilities there 
are I Send the coupon for free book today. 

ChlefDraftman 13'18, COOt Broadway,Cblcqo 

• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  

Chief Draftsman Dobe 
Dept. 1376, 4001 Broadway. �o. DL 

Without .., obll�tfon wbamoenr, plfoue mall Jour 
book, "Su � """" fal Drafumanahlp,'' llDd foUputteolars of your Uberal "Penoaul ll»tnlctloa" ull'er to few atudenta. 
Name . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

AddNM . . . . ......................  , .... . .. . . . . ... . . ....... . 

Poe·t omce... . . .. . . . . . . . . .. . .. , ..........  State .••••••••• •• •• 



LEARN A TRADE 
SWEE EY AUTO AND TRACTOR SC:IInoL 
� Par Your Railway Fare !! Kansa City 




