


A $1000 Raise 
"-Williams is making $1000 -a year mo;re than yo� are, but 
he is leaving the first of the month. 

"You may not know it, Carter, but I've had my eye on 
you for some titne-in fact, ever since I found out that you 
were using your spare time to read up on Qur business. That 
study has paid you, and us too, mighty well. 
"Judging from th way you made good in your other positions I am 
convinced that yo have the training and the apility to do Williams' 
work. Therefore{ beginning with the first of the month you will be 
promoted to Wilhams' place at a $1000 a year more than you are 
now getting." 

I 

You Want a $1000 Raise Yourself 
and a position of which you can be proud. Our PRO· 
MOTION PLAN will help ¥ u get it. Carter's case is 

only typical of thousands 0( others who got b:g money 
and real jobs through our PROMOTION PLAN. It will 
work just as happily for 
If you were to look thrnn<rll our files, you would find 
case after case of big Men and women with 
no more and probably than you have are 
�aking good with progress. There is no 
reason why you should lose in getting more money 
and substantial promotion. or pull won'tgiveitto 
you but-the PROMOTION will. 

DON'T TURN THIS P 
your mind to find out 
Put a mark on the coupon 
are interested and we will 
tical PROMOTION PLAN. 

have made up 
A $1000 RAISE. 

of work in which you 
information on our prac

mail the coupon today. 

58th Street, Cbicaao, U.S.A. 

·-----------

1 AMERICAN SCHOOL 

I Dept. G6 I I S ,Drexel Ave. and 58th St., Chicago 
Send me full information on how the PROMO. I TION PLAN will help me win_promotion in the 
job checked. 1 ... -Arehlteet .. -Lawyer 

I ... Jlulldin� Contmctor .. ..Machine Shop Praetlce 
•. ...Automobile Engineer .. ..Pbotople.y Writer •.. ...Automobile Repairman .... Mechanical Enl(lneer 
.. _Civil Engineer • ...Shop SuperlntA!ndeot 

I ... ..Structoral Enaioeer •. -Employment Maoaaer 
... .J3usiDf•• Mannaer .. -Steam Engineer 1 ... �Cert. Publ i c Ae<:oontant •. . ..Foreman o bip •... -Accountant and Auditor .. -Sanitary En!Pnl!el\ 
.. -Bookkeeper •... SurYeyor (& Mopplpa) 

I ... .J;IraftamanandDeaiper .... Telephone Encince 
... .J;Ioctrlcal Engineer •..• Tolearapb Enclnccr •.. -Electric Licht & Power .. .Jliah School Graduat 
.�General Education .. -Fire Insurance Ex r I . 
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howddef en�ine@r(ooke 
makes big. 
paytneD �-

THERE'S no trick about it. First of As Chief Engineer of the Chicago 
all, Electricity, the greatest force Engineering Works, I know exactlythekinc:fof 

of todat}i offers unlimited rfbportuni- training a man needs to get and bold a big-pay 
· · 

ed jOb-andlgivemyatudentstbatkindof training t1es � e .tram • � ousands without any fuss and frills-with no big words, 
of bJg-pa}'lng posttions are open to no useless theory, no higher mathematics. just 
"Electrical Experts." plain every day, easy-to-understand English-

Th •at • fact t:.£ that's all. A 16-year-old school boy can under· 
t;n� my spec! ty, m. • �% 1Ue stand everything in my course. I train my stu

work ISm productng�trauung- Elec- dents at home. step-by-step, lesson-by-lesson, to 
trical E xperts" for big-pat jobs in 

* 
bt;come ... El�cal. Experts" and a man 

the Electrical Field. ao this WJth thiS trammg 18 inconstant demand, 
throughm�rHome-Study 

at $3.500 to $10,000 a year. The records 
Co · · El . . ofhundredsofmystudents�ethat"The 

urse m ectricity. Cooke Trained Man is the Big Pay Man." 

Be an ElectrleaiEXpert 
Earn $3500 to $10,000 a Year 

..,. S Is· ""-rtaiD Get Started Today-Write Be • oar aceess � I want to send you full particulars. ahowinlrJOU how Decide today to fit younelf for a big-pay job 1117 Couree in Electricity will mean aucc:eu and B!B.:_�y 
in this fascinating field. With my help you for�. I want to send you a copy of my � I''KEK 
wiD climb surely1 steadily and swiftly upward. , Boo�'�'k�=!J���c:n ��:a".; to areal The success 01 my system of putting ambi- future. t,Tse the coup_on TODAY-it's tho ti&-.t ltcD 
tlous young men into the big-pay class bas been towarda biBaer pay. "Joura for aucc:eSGJ 
proved over �d over again, and �is success L.L. CooK.& CHIEF �NGINE&Jt. makes it certain that I can put you mto the big- I"' E · Wo f:'�J:o �$'��=�u;�� to step a..HICA&D NI?.!�.��RIN& _ RKS 

So aure am I of this that I will positlftl� 
guarantee under bond to return every cent paid 
me if you are not entirely satisfied that my 
Course in Electricity is the beat investment you 
ever made. There's no <:hance for failure here! 

:Free Electrleal OaUlt 
JlriYe each of my students a splendid outfit of fiDe elecfiic:al toola. materials. instrumeota. etc. absolutely 

PRE&. Yl>u do practical work at home. riibi from the etart. These tools w_iU belp you 1187 fol' JOIIf coane iD piddng UD IIPUI>Ume IDGDeY. 

n-_ 229 1918 Suanyaido Aveaao, Chicqo .-...._ _________ _ 
ILL COOKE. ClaW �. a.Jcqo � 

Wwb. Dept. 229 I918SGDD�e A ..... Cbicqo. 
Dear Sir: Send at once your Big Free Book, How to 

Become an •Electrical Expe� and full partlculan of 
�r Free Outfit and Home �udy Courile- all fu1l7 
PrePaJd. vrithout obliption on my part. 

No.J� •••• ··············
·

······••••••••••••••••••••••••• 

1 



WAYSIDE TALES 
AND CARTCONS MAGAZINE 

Edited by H. H. WINDSOR 

Volume 20 Contents for SEPTEMBER, 1921 Number 3 

SHORT STORIES 

AlJNTTE Of.' SL\ll\IERING SANDS .. . . . . . . . . . ... .. . . . . . . . 34_; 
By Harold de Polo 

A western story, starring "Rainbow" Morrison and "Hard
pan'' Nichols, two of Harold de Polo's most delightful char
acters, holdovc:rs from a \Vest that is now all but forgotten. 

THE OlJTER REEF AT AMIGAL HEAD . . . . . .. .. . . . . . .. 3S4 
By Elmer Brown Mason 

.·\11 idyl of a quaint old fishing village of Maine; to which 
the fox-trot and the one-step have not yet penetrated, and 
where they still dance with zest "The Lady of the Lake," 
"Hull's Victory'' and other dances of by-gone times. 

THE \VISE GUY AND THE GAL ... . .... . .. . .. . . . . . . . . . 3t)8 
By Edwin L. Sabin 

A humorous story that shows the inevitable result of follow
ing a bit of advice left as a legacy to an underdone son: 
"Don't tell everything you know." \Vhich wouldn't have 
taken Philandt>r long, even if he had! 

THE REVENGE OF "VAGALU�IE" .... . ..... . .. . .... . . . 374 
By H. 1\I. Hamilton 

�cene: Rio de Janeiro. Characters, an American girl, beau
tiful and vivacious; a musician of international fame, though 
horn and at home in Brazil; former lovers. friends, etc. 
Theme: passion, intrigue, cunning, love. 

'·\VHY NOT TRY BEEZELUM ?" . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  .410 
By Harriette Wilbur 

:\ story which shows that even home-brewers can be made 
to forsake the product of their subterranean efforts-at least 
temporarily-provided they can he supplied with something 
just as good. 
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THE GHOST OF LILAC HILL . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . -4-1 CJ 
By Frank Dorrance Hopley 

A tale of ghosts-to be more accurate, of a gho�t, a very 
charming sort of ghost that should go with every home such 
a s  this one haunted-an old manor house that was redolent 
with the fragrance of lilac, musk and rose leaves. 

SERIAL 

THE FIFTH GUARDIAN ...... By Victor Rousseau . . .. . . . . 386 
This is the concluding installment of the three-part romance 
by the author of "The Messiah of the Cylinder,'' "Wooden 
Spoil," and "The Big Muskeg." A story that is filled with 
fun, mystery, action and romance, and with a surprise at 
every turn. 

NOVELETTE 

\V ANTED: A CO\V ARD ....... By Vincent Starrett . . .. . . . . .  426 
This mystery sto;·y, told with the dash and gusto that char-
acterize every Starrett story, has a plot that is "different." not 
only because the mystery is sustained to the very end. but 
because it shows how much harder it is for a courageous man 
to act a coward's part than for a coward to play the part 
of a hero. 

81 PAGES OF HUMOR 

Cartoons, Humorous Drawings, and Jokes 

THE MONTH'S BEST CARTOONS 

HAND PICKED .. . . . . . . .. · . . . . . . . . .  . 

........ 447 
. . . . . . . .  478 

24 pages of jokes and humorous drawing�, �electc<l from the • 

world's best newspapers and magazines. 

THE BEST OF THE JESTS . . . .. . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  502 
IS pages of original wit and humor contributed especially to 
WAYSIDE TALES AND C:\RTOO�S MAGAZINE by 
America's foremost humorists. 

Yearly aubscription, postpaid. in United Stat�s. and its poss�ssiona, Cuba, Mexico, and Canada, $3.00: In all other countries in the Postal Union, $3.50. Published monthly at 6 North Michigan Avenue, Cbie��go. 
For sale by newsdealer•. CoPl'Ti.li:ht, 1921, by H. H. Windsor. Entered as eecond cia .. mattct", December, 26, 1!111, at the post ol!lce at Chicago, Illinoia, under the act of March 3, 187!1. 
England:· Hachette .t C�� 16 King William Street, Charintr. Croaa, W. C. No. 2, London. Australia: 

Tbe Australalian N�a Co., llllldbourne. France: Hachette .t Cie, 111 Rue Rcamur, Paris. 
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Joseph H. Korff, 
a Federal student 
who became inde
pendent through 
Federal training. 

Finds Specialty Through 
Federal Training 

FROM a $15 a week apprentice in 
an engraving house to an inde

pendent advertising illustrator is 
what Joseph H. Korff accomplished 
in two years through Federal training. 

"The Federal School started me 
right,'' says Mr. Korff. "I don't think 
that I ever would have 'teamed up' 
with such good connections had it 
not been for taking this course. I 

find the knowledge gained by the 
study of the Federal Course to be of 
particular value because of its busi
ness advice which can be made use of 
by all students." 

A short time after enrolling in the Federal 
School, Mr. Korff secured his first art position 

with The Newspaper Engraving Company at 
Grand Rapids. Inside of eight months he was 

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

Convinced he could earn still more money 
by soliciting business along a special line, he 
established himself in the business of

. 
house 

organ illustrating and became independent at 
the age of 21. Though successful as a house 
organ ·illustrator and cover designer with pen 
and ink, he pushed into wash drawing and oil 
pa'inting. Korff is still studying for the biggest 
things in illustration under the guidance of 

Federal School instructors. 

\Vhile Mr. Korff has moved back to Grand 
Rapids, :Michigan, and rejoined the Newspaper 
Engraving Company, he is still continuing in
dependent illustrating, making use of tone and 
color under advanced divisions of the Federal 

Course in Illustrating and Cartooning. This 

means big money for the young artist. From 
the very beginning, he has had more business 
than he could handle. 

Plcull•: Mcutlotl ll'oysidc 7'alc8 a11d Cartoons Magazine 

J 
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A sampll' of IJO<w Federal Tminingl'nabled 
Korff to make uveral limn 

An Investment He Will Never Regret 
"l made an investment which I shall never regret when I sent up 

my first check for your course of instruction," says Korff. "I find 
that the Federal School books are a constant encyclopedia of refer· 
ence for my daily task and many a time do I turn to some of the 
lessons and plates to get the information or material desired. This 
course has pure business sense and that is what the artist of today 
must possess in order to be successful." 

The Same Opportunity Waiting for You 
The Federal Course offers you the same highly specialized train

ing as Mr. Korff received. Through lessons outlined and illustrated 
by more than sixty of America's leading illustrators and cartoonists 
you can develop your drawing ability along the lines your talent best 
fits you. With practical training such as Korff received, why can't 
you duplicate his success? 

Send for This Free Book 
If you are serious about your future, if you really want to succeed, 

write today for your free copy of "A Road to Bigger Things." This 
book tells of the opportunities in the art world, how many famous 
illustrators made the start that won them fame and fortune. It 
explains in detail the Federal School method of instruction. Send 
for your free copy of this book today. 

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

his former salary. 

Editors 
Chas. L. Bartholomew (llart) and 

JoaeDh A.lmars 

AdTison' Council and Contributors 

g�a,.': ��!f��""ituT� ... J:.!�fn;.a.lnter. 
1. N. Darlln1r tDing)-New York Trlbllne. 
Pontaln.o li''ox--Coutral PreM A.s��•n4 
Herbert Jobnsan-�a tllrd&y EYenlng 1'03t. 
D. 1. Luln Formerly Art Dept.. Man-

AECr Chlc&J:O 'l'rlbun�. 
F.dward M•nh&ll-Orpheum Kolth and Circuli.. 
Ntna Mc�fetn-Cover De.ol�:ner. 
Alton Pac:kard-Rodpath Cllautauqu .... 
Norman RockWell-Cover Desliller and n-

l�lralor. 

Charles M. RUMCII-Tho "Cowboy Artist."' 
Sidney !imlth-Chlca�o Tribune. 

��:��": ��kttJ:i�����\:i�:l""�'i,nitr':gcr. 
Frank Wlns-Miuneaoolls Tribune. 

Contributor& 
McKee DllrCILY-Baltlmore Sun. 
J. w. llengouah-Toronto. CIUl&da. 
Edwin Blooru-�'edcral Schoola. 
Paul Tirllll>IOIU-IIIuatrator 
"rod IJrown-C!IIcqo Dally NeWII. 
William Jonnlngo Bryan-Pormcr Sec�ta17 

or State. 
Perry Carter-FormerlY wltb Mlnneaool .. 

Tribune. 
O�ar Celare-Evculnr I'ost. New York. 
Clarence.- Conaughy-Buruu uf EDJTavl!li. 
J. B. Donahe:r-Clevelanu Plain Dealer. 
Wm. Donah•y-chlcago Tribune. 
Itay F:nn8-Baltlmoro Amcrkt.n. 
W. E. Hill-New York Sunday Tribune. Kin Bubbard-In<llanaoolls Ncwe. 
Wm. Ireland-Columbus Dispatch. 
Frank Ktng-Chlcqo Tribune. 
\YiniiOr M�t:ny-Xrw York American. 
I. W. McOurk-New York Amerlran. 
John T. ?.fcCutrheon-!'hlrago "rrlbunr. 
Ted N"l<IOu-Formorly wltb St. Paul Dill-

patch. 

Roy Olson-Animator. Chl�o;o. 
Car)ly Orr-Chlr&Jro Tribune. 
l.auroo Ill. J>ho•nlx-:"<ntlonal Society or 

Mural Patntef'8. _________ , 
IT. T. Wel>SIPr- Now York Tribune. 
cu.., Wet><I-Phllatlelpbla P ublic IJ'tlier. 
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••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••a••••••••••••••••••••••••• 

Mail This Coupon Today for Your Free Copy of "Sueeeu Throuch Jlhutratin&"' and "A Road to Biga:er Thlnll's" 

FEDERAL SCHOOL OF ILLUSTRATING AND CARTOONING. 

192 Federal Schools BuUdinc, MlnneapGli-. Minn. 
Please send by return mall my free copy of "A Road to BiHer Thinll's" toll'ether with complete 
information about the Fooeral School of IIIWitrnting and Cartooning. 

Name. . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . Asle. . • . . . . . . . . . Occupation ........................... . 
Address . . . . . . • . • . • • • . . . • • • . • • .  • . .  · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · • • · • · · · · · • · · • · · · · · · · · · ·  

City and Stat<! . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  

No person under 14 yean of qe ia elill'ible for enrollment in the Federal Sel\ool. 
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THE-
'-EB �INf-

]usl a few of the Ions lisl of 
daily newspapers in which 
the work o/ Landon aludau 
appeara replarly. 

"NEW YORK 
Herald" 

"CHICAGO 
Tribune" 

"PHILADELPHIA 
Ledger" 

"BOSTON 
Herald" 

"DETROIT 
Times" 

"CLEVELAND 
Plain Dealer'' 

"CINCINNATI 
Post" 

"ST. LOUIS 
Times" 

''SAN FRANCISCO 
Call" 

"DENVER 
ltoeky Mountain Newa" 

"ROCHESTER 
Democrat &·Chronicle" 

''ST. PAUL 
News" 

"PORTLAND (ORE.) 
Telegram" 

"SEATTLE 
Times" 

"LOS ANGELES 
Express" 

mTHE E�D 

4 

What One of Alnerica's Greatest 
Cartoonists Titinks 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 so completely explains the fundamentals of car
tooning. Your method of teaching drawing by means of 
"Picture Charts" is, in my opinion, not only practical but 
greatly superior to the methods of teaching used by other 
schools. I am not surprised that your course of instruction 
has developed so many more successful cartoonists and comic 
artists· than any other. 

Yours sincerely, 

J. H. DONAHEY, 
Cartoonist, "The Cleveland Plain Dealer.'' 



WAYSIDE TALES AND CARTOONS ADVERTISING SECTION 

THE • 
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"" 
�T 

5if �THE-�z THE-

LANDON PICTURE CHARTS 
A Sure Guide to Success 

C
ELEBRATED 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 
m1stakes 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 newspapers in 
America and abroad. Their clever, forceful cartoons and 
comic series make millions laugh daily and enable these 
artists to earn big salaries. 

Start right--take the same step these successful artists 
once took-write today for sample Picture Chart, long list of 
successful Landon students and details about this great 
course. Pletue .tate your a�e. 

The Landon School 
495 National Building 

CLEVELAND, OHIO 

Th e PlC1'URE CI-lART 
method of teaching here il
lwtrated wtu originated by 
Mr. Landon. These charts 
are fully protected by copy· 
rights issued /rom 1914 to 
1920, and this method of 
teaching i.5 used exclusively 
by The Landon School. 

"ALBANY 
Knickerbocker Press" 

"DES MOINES 
News" 

"SIOUX CITY 
Tribune" 

"BUFFALO 
Commercial" 

"COLUMBUS 
Citizen" 

"DAYTON 
News" 

"NEW ORLEANS 
Item" 

"SALT LAKE CITY 
Telegram" 

"SPOKANE 
Press" 

"ATLANTA 
Journal" 

"MINNEAPOLIS 
News" 

"MONTGOMERY 
Journal" 

"MEMPHIS 
Press" 

"MILWAUKEE 
Journal" 

<AJJitio,..., nam�• fortiiiGTtlrtl apon reqaal) 

7 
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" 'Is the gentleman who wrote me about poor Wilbur, Mr. Partridge. I think, anywhere 
about?' she asked, in a hesitant, quavering voice." (See page 346.) 
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Auntie of SimmePin8 Sands 
By HaPold de Polo 

The Harold de Polo "fan" will find in 
·
Hardpan Nichols and 

Rainbow Morrison two of the quaintest characters in western 
fiction. The unusual contact between the New England East, 
as represented in "Auntie," and the sun-parched West, as 
represented in "Simmering Sands," results in a situation 
that is funny from the very first line to its hilarious ending. 

"Hardpan," exulted Rainbow M orrison, 
a s  he entered the dilapidated shack that 
he and his crony inhahited on the out
skirts of Simmering Sands, "may ] never 
see another grain o' pay-dirt if this ol' 
w orl' ain 't jest the best whatever!" 

The eyes of the pessimist kindled, but 
he got h old of h imself in time as he real
ized that the optimist was unusually effer
vescent : 

" Panhandlin' prospectors!'' h e  grunted. 
with almost exaggerated disgu st. "But 
I reckon the self-same words'ud come 
from yore mouth did we git out on the 
des�rt with our burros dead an' our water 
gone an' a drink more'n a h undred miles 
away!" 

"Figger they wou ld-figger they likely 
would," merrily cackled M r. Morrison, re
straining his exuberance and pretending 

to find something sadly wrong with one 

of the wicks of the oil stove. 
Hardpan Nich ols bit. Tlie grouchy and 

ancient ex-prospector yawned, and m ost 
deliberately gazed at th e  azure sky : 

''Cal'late you done gone an' heard some 
t rash news down to Lon's, heh ?" he re
marked, endeavoring to speak with the 
utmost scorn . 

His partner, however, had the joyous 
outlook on life of a child, and the biggest 
heart in the camp. He held no rancour, 
and the ch ief reason for his happiness was 
hecause he knew h ow the informat ion he 
possessed would please the other: 

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

345 

-----
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\ \" eJ t, ol' -timer, a�pects looks promisin', 
yessir. 'l\Iemher that there no-acconnt, 
goou-for-nothin' Pcasly, him they called 
Soak, an' that jest died a couple o' weeks 
<lRO from D. T.'s an' that-" 

"'l\lember him?'' growled the pessimist. 
"Huh, han.' I g-one <"In' forgot he owed 
tnc four bit� more'n a year ? I ·should 

" say-
''\\'ell, Hardpan , on the stage from 

Hell's Gulch ye-�terday Lon Partridge has 
g-one an' got a letter. It's a letter from 
a �1i<;.s llclincla Pcasly, what says she's his 
auntie. 

'·It"s kind o' funny, though, for she goes 
on to tell a lot ahout how the family h::-.d 
always despaired o' \Yilbur-that was his 
n •me-but that how now, see in' as he's 
passed, they ought to let bygones be by
gones an' just go an' look back that he 
wa!> a Peasly, aft<'r all. She comes from 

�ome place in Connecticut, up there in 
that New Eng-land land, an' she';; comin' 
to take his body back to the home soil, 
like she puts it! . . . Yessir, Hardpan : 
what do you make o' that there situation?'' 

The pc�simi�t's face had iihown wha t 

amounted to gledttl interest, yet once 
more he smothrred his feelings and looke-d 
1:'\"t'tl hig-hc1· and more intently at the 
bea\"ens ::hnn•. His yawn was prodigiou�: 

"You shone' do �et het up about nothin', 

Rainbow, don't you?'' he drawled, as if 
gently reprim:m<ling- an infant. 

It \\·a� t ou, too much for the other. 
Generalis and lo,·ahlc thollgh he was, and 
always trying to look 011t for the next 
fellow, the limit had decidedly been 
reached: 

''Hardpan l'\ichols," he sto1·med, prac
tically ruining the wick in his rage, "I 
�!tore do rc�ig-n. ·nere I go an' do my 
blame'e�t to find you so methin' amusin'
here I. been doiu" it for oYer twenty year 
-an' here when I do get somcthin' 
tk1t 'ud makt" cn:·n a mum my rise up an' 

ouwind himsdf. you can't do nothin' but 

go an' dis-di,;raragc my news! . . .  No
l'ir. Hardpan, I'm jest about through, I 
am an' yon can go an' stake claim to yore 
o·<,'rt C\"{'nt:-; ! ' '  

WITHAL, H ardpan. a� u"ual, was 
there to meet the next bi-weekly 

F.tage. and in this he wa,; no different from 
the r�st of Simmerin� Sands. The camp 
was ont, en masse. Indeed. one cannot 
Llame them. Anyone-and especially a 
maiden aunt-who thought enough of the 
remains of Peasley to actually come with 
the in tent of removing them, must be well 
worth the seeing. One would have 
thought, the communit y argued, that rela
tives would have been so relieved at the 
rassing of Soak that they would have lt-t 
well enough alone. Perhaps it seems hard 
to speak ill of the dead, but So?-k Peasley 
had been-well, he'd been a pretty thor
ough reprobate, to put it m ildly. But all 
of Simmering Sands realizecl. when the 
rambling old vehicle from .Hell's GulCh 
got in, that this fact must be strictly and 
absolutely kept under coYer. To tel! th� 

truth, it was Lon Partridge himself. pro
prietor of The Golnen Pickaxe and 
deemed utterly without conscience, who 
gave the first hint of this: 

"Ga wd." he whispered hoarsely, "think 

·o' havin' ha know what a rum-chasin', 
small-thicvin', low-Iyin' no account he 

was!" 
"An' -:tn' she ain't goi11' to know," put 

in Rainbow, who happened to be nearest 
him. 

You would haYe �aid the same your
self, had you secri the sweet little old lady 
who stepped from the stage-. She was 
c\·en more ancient in years than the pair 
of old ex-pro:;pectors themseh·es. and she 
walked with a trembling step. Her body 
was very frail, garbed in stiff and rusty 
black satin. and two bright spots burned 
in her cheeks that showed she was nnd�r 
Rreat excitement. But it \\·as her eyes, as 
Hardpan later remarked, that got you. 
They were very wide, and very blue, and 

very much frightened-so frightened tl�at 
they lookt'd as if further fright, or any 
kind of paitl, mi�ht literally kill her. 

"Is the gentleman who wrote me about 
poor \Vilhur, 11r. Partridge, I think, 
anywhere about?'' she ask<'d, in a hesitant, 

q uan·rin� \'oice. 
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" He's right here, ma'am," acknowledged 
Lon, stepping forward w ith an air of gal
lantry that surprised the mining camp. 

"Oh, sir," she said, "it was so good of 
you to carry out \Vilbur's desires and let 
us know, and we do so appreciate it!" 

''Not at all, ma'am-not at all," assured 
Lon. And then, clearing h is throat and 
casting a glare at the crowd: "vV e shore 
was sorry we had to do it. vVe mean, 
ma'am, we was sorry Wil-\Vilbur had 
to make his exit. He-he was a mighty 
-a mighty fine man, ma'am, was \Vii
Wilbur, an'-an' we all  o' us shore did 
hate to see him go!" 

"You don't know h ow happy that makes 
me," replied Belinda Peasley, unheedful 
of the gasp from the crowd. "We knew 
that \Vilbur was-was possibly a trifle 
wild, as all young men of spirit are apt 
to be. But, whatever his faults, we always 
were certain that he had a good and true 
heart!" 

"A h eart o' gold, ma'am-a heart o' 
gold!" 

It was Hardpan Nichols, n one other, 
who made the assertion. Frankly, h is mo
tive is not definitely known. Whether it 
was h is innate love of complicat ing the 
situation, or an effort out of pure good
ness of heart to give Miss Belinda more 
happiness, or else to get Lon in deeper, 
w ill never be known. The majority, i t  
must be confessed, swing toward the latter 
belief. If so,  the tables certainly were 
turned, with neatness and dispatch. For 
the proprietor of the most popular hang
out in the camp had just then a tlash of 
genius: 

"An' Hardpan shore. ts putting' it 
straight, ma'am-an' he shore oughta 
be able to know, at that," cried the rotund 
Lon, with a wave of an arm as if deliver
ing an oration. ''Yes, there stands the 
man, Mister Hardpan Nichols, ma'am, 
that was \Vil-\Vilbur's best friend-hi,; 
pard, · h is on-seperable companion, you 
might say, for the last couple o' years. 
Yes'm, Hardpan should ought to know, 
all right, all right, that he had a heart o' 
gold!" 

MISTER NICHOLS gaped, gasped, 
turned on the other-but was un

able to utter a word in his shocked con
dition. Before he got hold of h imself, 
fortunately, the efficient Rainbow had 
managed to sneak up behind him and ad
minister a shark kick on h is heel. At the 
same t ime, the old pessimist began to get 
the motions of the rest of the assembly
motions that threatened him with torture 
and all forms of horrid death unless he 
played up to his part. But these, perhaps, 
were not needed. Hardpan was game, and 
he showed it now: 

"Yes'm-yes, Miss Peasley," he gulped, 
when he could regain h is voice, ''I knowed 
\Vii-Wilbur, all right. 1-1-" 

"0-o-o-oh, }'Oil were his  'pard,' as you 
dear, big-hearted \Vesterners call the 
word?" she cried, rushing up to  him. 

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

"Yes'm-cxcuse me, ma'am-1-1 got 
kind o' th inkin' o' \Vi\bur, now seeing' 
you, an' it-it-" 

"I know, I know,'' said the little old 
lady gently, ''he was your pard!" 

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

''Yes'm, he shore was," he almost bel
lowcd-"an' he shore did have a heart o' 
rrold !'' 

''Oh, how \\.ilbur must have l iked you, 
you good man! · Such l oyalty and affec
tion is wonderful, and-'' 

''Excuse me, ma'am," put in Harc.Ipan, 
''but hadn't I better see you to your room, 
an' get your hags up, so's you can rest 
after that trip? \Ve-l can tell you 'bout 
- 'bout \Vilhur later!'' 

''Perhaps," decided Miss Belinda, after 
a minute, during which the old m iner 
trembled, "it would be better for me to 
rest. I am t ired!'' 

"It shore would, ma'am," heartily agreed 
Nichols. 
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HARDPAN, finishing supper, departed 
for one of the very few times in his 

life from his regular habits. I n stead of 
sitting down with his corncob and chin
ning with h is old crony about days gone 
by, he got out his ragged razor and pro
ceeded to scrape off bristly stubble. After 
that, he used plenty of soap, and even 
carefully slicked down his fe·w remaining 
hairs : 

"\Veil," drawled Rainbow, "outside o' 
you gettin' some excitement at last, you 
sh ore likewise are accruin' right dude 
ways, heh ?" 

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

"Yeah ? An' let m e  tell you, Rainbow, 
that that there Lon Partridge is goin' to 
accrue some hot lead-someday, soon I "  

"Better b e  thinkin' o' h ot-footin' it, 
Hardpan. You went an' told Miss Be
linda Peasley you'd be there at seven, an' 
it's most that n ow. Bleatin' calves, but 
have I even got to tell you how t o  go 
courtin' the ladies ?" 

"I 'd never have to do n o  tellin' you how 
to court death," snarled his old chum .  

"Aw, shucks, Hardpan, y o u  wanted ex
citement-you wanted progression-all' 
you got it!" 

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

"\V ell, Hardpan," beamed Lon, "Miss 
Belinda sure is waitin' fer you. She's in 
the parlor, which I just done opened up ! "  

"It'l l  b e  a comfort t o  git some'eres in 
Simmerin' Sands, outside o' the seclu sion 

o·  yore own home, where it ain't neces
sary to look at yore face," was the oth e r's 
gentle answer. 

'·It will be-when you do find the place," 
sua \'ely concurred Lon, bowing deeply. 
"Come on, right this way I "  

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

''Right here he is, Miss Peasley-right 
h ere is \Vilbur"s pal!" 

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

"Oh," she said, holding out a hand ,  
"you're t h e  o n e  I 've waited for, Mister 
Nichols. 

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

HARDPAN NICHOLS must b e  given 
credit. The little old lady was look

ing him clearly in the eyes with her own 
luminous ones, and he masked his face 
like a consummate actor. He paid no atten
tion whatsoever to the grins and wmks of 
the others, but again finally had to resort 
to coughing : 
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''Yes, yes, Miss Peasley, he was-was 
:with-me ! '' he said. 

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

' 'Yes," continued Hardpan, "he was 

with me, all right, was poor ol' \Vilbur ! 
lie-he an' I ,  ma'am-we was out on a 
-a prospectin' trip, an '-an' if \Vil
\\'ilbur hadn't on'y been so fine; an' gener� 
ous, anyways, he wouldn't of had to be 
out l ookin ' for pay-dirt. But he allus 
gave it awa)', he did, to children, or 
women, or men that needt>d it. \Vhy, I 
remem ber the time when he on 'y had two 
thousan' to his name an' he . . . But 
where was I ? Oh, yes ; I an ' him was out 

on a prospect in' trip ! . . . \Veil, I ain't 
goin' to go in for no long-drawn details, 
I ain 't, to come to the point where we 
was out on the sandy desert, about a hun
dred an' fifty miles to water, an' with 
•uaybc jest enough ldt to last us-with 
maybe enough, remember I said. Tn fac'. 
ma'am, we was so skctry it might n't be, 
that 1 an' him decidt>s to spl it our paths, 
each takin' a different direction, an' to 
meet up in the e\·enin' over to a place 
called Thirstin' l\fan'� Crossin '. We fig� 
gere<.l, see, that if either of us hit water 
we'd he able to fill up the canteens with 
enough to sure last us 'till we st ruck more 
an' made our way out. \Veil, out we each 
started, 1lividin' the water, an '-an'-" 

Hardpan Nichols paused. He did more 
than cough : he extracted a monstrous 

bandanna and h�ew his nose several times. 
Miss Belincb. Peasley, now , was leaning 

far over, her face aglow. For that matter, 
every other man in the room was sitting 
there wide-eyed and sagging-jawed, mar
velling at the pe:;:;imist's story and wildly 
wondering what would come next : 

"Yes," gasped )fi ss B elinda, unable to 
hold in. "Yes, go on l" 

"Well, ma'am," said Hardpan, his voice 
slightly husky, his eyes suspiciously moist, 
"I got to Thirstin' ::\fan's Crossin', I did
I got there with my water gone, an' none 
found, an' well-nigh perishin' for a drink. 
It's hard, ma'am, goin' one whole day on 

that blisterin' sand with no more'n a drop 
or two, an' none can tell unless they been 
there. I was hopin'-1 was prayin ', more 
like-that Wii-\Vilbur had had more 
luck. But the sun goes down, ma'am, an' 
dusk comes, an' then dark comt:s-but 
�till yet he don't show up. No ma'am, 
there I waited-waited an' worried for 
\Vilbur, an' waited an' prayed he'd have 
water, an'-an'-" 

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

"An' then he come, ma'am, a�staggerin ' 
an' a-reelin' an' a-fallin '-an' a-droppin' 
an' a-layin' still jest as T run out to meet 
him t • • • I-ma'am, I don't like to 
speak o' it, I don't like to tell it all slowly. 
l-I-to git right down to it, ma'am, he 
didn't have no water-nor he hadn't had 
none all day !  He-he wasn·t able to do 
much talkin', ma'am, but-but it come out 
that jest after he left me, he run acro�t 
a man and a woman an' a little gal, an' 
they was wit hout water. The woman an' 
little gal-especially the gal, ma'am-was 
most dyin' o' thirst-an' \Vilhur-my pal 
\\.ilbur an' )'Or nephew \Vilbur-he give 
them his ! . . . That's the way he died, 
ma'am, to save a woman an' a child-died 
in my arms, al ong towards sun-up. Ycs'm, 

that's the way-" 
Rut Hardpan Nichols stopped. A great 

sob had come from Belinda Peaslt'y-but 
it was a sob of utter and infinite joy. Th::
hoy that tht•y had all thought a worth
less good-for-nothing had died like a ma11, 
and that, to the name she horc, meant 
much. 

\Vhat is more, there was not a man in 
tl1e room who clid not realize it, and farce, 
for a few minutes, was turned into serious 
gravity. She asked a few more questions, 
and every sinner present acted his part 
to perfection. \Vhether they would have 

or not, if left to their own de\·ices, cannot 
be ascertained beyond doubt. However, 
there was something in the eyes of the 
old pes simist that made them clo it .  He 
l"Xplained later. out in the bar : 
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" Be fo re G od , boys, I 'd 'a' kil led any o' 
you t hat done wrong. You got me into 
this, you did, an' I played my h and l ike 
she sh ould 'a'  been p layed. \\"h at's more, 

if I hear o' any man he re-c.r any man 
not here-a-makin' h er know that I lied 
about her \Vil h u r, may I ne ver rai se my 
head if  I don't go an' get my ol '  six-gun 
an' blow him t o  halleluyah an' stations 
further ! "  

BUT H a rdpan's work , after th.t.t even
ing, was not over. I ndeed, it  had 

just begu n .  l' nt i l  the  ret urning stage ar
rived, M i ss Peasley had begged him to be 
with her as much as p ossib le , and you 
may well imagine the qu est ion s  the poor 
pessimist was forced to answer. He stuck 
to his gu ns, h owever, like a man, and 
saw to all the arrangements of preparing 
the remains of t h e  now exalted Soak for 
transportation back East. In fact, Mister 
Nich ols, in all his career, had never 
worked i n  a whole month as much as he 
did during th o se next th ree days. 

The worst part was the lying. Al most 
repeatedly, h e  would be made to answer 
quest ions regarding what \V ilbu r  had said 
on t h i s  and that occa �ion, what he liked 
best of the n oble \Vest . h ow h e  had han
cUed such and such a situation,  did he 
often speak of the folks back h ome-and 
so on and so on ! 

The ex-prospector, withal ,  d i d  marvel
o usly. A s  he ph rased it  to Rainbow was 
q u i te the t ru t h : 
"01' t imer. if t hey was ever a man lh·in'  

that done all  the t h i n gs and said al l  the 
things that I says \Vilbu r  done an' said, 
h e'd 'a' had to be six hun dred years ol', at 
the least. Moreso, he'd 'a' been such a 
hero an' a sh in in ' example that he'd 'a' 
been took to h ea,·en to t each the angels
honest.  An'-an' she bel ieve s it all, Rain
bow. So help me, the sweet o l' lady be
lieves it an ' i t  makes her happy ! "  

" I  allus did allow, H ardpan," drawled 
his pard gently, "that you was worth 
somethin' i n  the wort' ! "  

Mi ster Nich ols,  at that, used profanity. 
\\'hen he had finished with it his eyes 

�p arkled mysteriously-and he cackle d : 
"Think you can make fun o' m e  ' b o u t  

t h i s .  heh ? \\'ell ,  Rainbow, thcy's others 
l i kely think t hey'll be able to,  later-Lon 
a n ' his crowd-b u t  jest you wait . I a i n 't 
done yet, I ain't.  I got somethin' ready t o  
exp lode t h at ' ll  maybe make 'em m o s t  
probably w i s h  t h ey h adn't o f  picked on 
me ! "  

"Glad t o  hear i t ,'' nodded the oth e r  p o 
l itely. 

" Y eah ? \Veil ,  I ain't tellin' you, no w 
you ask me . You jest wait 'till this after
noon, that's al l ! "  

Candidly, had Rainbow been anxi o u s
nay, had he been l iteral ly t rembling with 
excitement for Hardpan t o  divulge his 
secret-he would not h ave been disap
point ed when the great m oment at  l a s t  
came. 

THE st age was drawn up before The 
G olden Pickaxe, eYery inhabitant of 

the camp was th ere, and to the pessi mist 
fell the honor of escorting ?ll iss Peasley 
t o  the con \'eyance. First. he personally 
h elped with the coffin, put h er bags inside,  
an d  then. s uddenly rai �ing h is h and fo r 
si lence, he t u rned t o  h e r  and b owed : 

" 1\l i ss Peasky," h e  said, "we shore h ave 
hcen most hap py-t hat  is ,  h:tppy as much 
a s  we can be considerin' yore somewhat 
sad errand. you migh t say-t o have had 
you with us.  You take wi th you, ma'am, 
th e body o' one we th ough t a m igh ty 
amount of-my pal. \\'e want to sh o w  
you somewhat, th ough ,  ma'am, jest h o w  
much w e  did th in k  o '  him. an· w e  wo n't 
take 'no' for no answer. \Ve jest  got to
gether a n '  h a d  a little talk, an' we decided 
th at t h e  on'y fi tt in'  way to do it was t o  
donate a certain amount for a tombstone 
to \Vilbur Peasley, to he put over his 
grave back on his own soil h e  come 
from ! "  

The crowd gasped. Lon looked n e n-ou�.  

Miss B el inda al lowe(l t wo tears to trickle 

-and Hardpan boomed on,  his Y Oice 
fil led with emotion : 

' 'I 'm a pore man. I am, ma'am, an' i t  
wasn't  my own idea.  It  w a s  the great an' 
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the noble an' the fine idea, ma'am, o' our 
honorable host o' The Golden Pickaxe
Lou Partridge. He heads the amount, 
ma'am, he does, with jest five hundred 
golden dollars ! "  

Lon purpled, whitened-and stayed 
white. Before he could say a word, Tvliss 
Peasley had uttered a long-drawn "0-o
o-oh !" of appreciation, and Hardpan had 
walked over to him : 
"An' that ain't all, ma'am. Montana AI, 

ma'am, has come in with a hundred, an' 
Shifty Pete says fifty, an'-" 

Rel igiously, Hardpan Nichols picked 
out the six men-all cronies and hench
men of Lon's who had been in the parlor 
that first nigh t in the hope of seeing him 
make a fool of himself. Incidentally, he 
showed excellent judgment, for he judged 
to a nicety precisely the limit each one 
could possibly he damaged. \Vhat i s 
more, he took occasion to work in a few 
outsiders, . people who. off and on, had 
offended him, and for whom he had cher
ished vengeance. I ndeed, it was one of 
the greatest days in the pessimist's life, 
and it has gone down in Simmering Sands 
history as about the most brilliant stroke 
of turning the tables that the turbulent 
and hustl ing min ing camp has known. 

BACK in their dilapidated shack, after 
the stage had gone, Hardpan and 

Rainbow sat. They were silent. On the 
face of the latter was a wide smile, but 
as one was almost constantly there that 
was nothing unusual : on the face of the 
former, however, a grin that could not be 
held back was playing, and that was odd. 
for Hardpan rarely if ever showed mirth 
when not speaking : . 

"Wen, Hardpan ," opined his crony, "I 

shore reckon, I do, that jest for once 
you're goin" to admit that the worl' has 
done progressed an' that there ain't even 
one little thing wrong with it ! "  
\Vith a start, the pessimist jerked his 

body upright and set his features in their 
grimmest and bitterest and sourest lines. 
Nevertheless, appropriate words for once 
fai led to come to him : 
"You think so ?" was all he could man

age to bark. 
'"I shore do, Hardpan, I shore do," con

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

pessimist out of an optimist-but it is al
most a rank impossibility to make · an 
optimist out of a pessimist . I n  order to 
strengthen this assertion, I ask you to 
listen to what Hardpan Nichols said after 
a long moment of deep thought : 
"Rainbow, you shore are a fool-you 

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

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

"When West Meets West," by William H. Hamby, is a powerful story 
of the West to appear in next month's issue of WAYSIDE TALES AND 
CARTOONS MAGAZINE, the action affording a converging point of 
the old West and the new. Don't miss this dramatic tale of a heroic epoc 
in American history ! 
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Gooky: Come on down to the creek, Gimlet. 
Gimlet: Can't. Gotta go an' have some new soles put on my shoes. They're so thin 

the pebbles hurt my feet through 'ern! 
Gooky: Aw say, Jimmy, why don't cba get some real feet like us? 
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DAN M ORRI SON killed his engine, 
and the Sea Gull slid through the 

smod'th water and came to a stop along 
the edge of the fish-wharf. \Vith an un
conscious thrill of pleasure in his young 
strength the boy swung a heavy box of 
groceries from the able, little naphtha boat 
to the dock, then ben t  and picked up a 
smaller package, made as though to throw 
it, checked himself and laid it gently be
side the box of groceries. New hip-boots 
at nine dollars the pair were to be treated 
with respect. The Sea Gull moored, h e  
went up the pathway past t h e  s tore, gaily 
whistling in the summer t wilight. 

"Hev ye been to Portland ?' ' a voice 

hailed him. 
"Yes, Uncle Hen ry," the boy answered, 

"jist gittin' back." 
"Some fellers say the pollack was bitin'. 

Did ye git some ?" the old voice queried. 
" Eighteen hundred pound, hand-linin' 

an' o n  the trawls. They bring six an' a 
half cents to Portland." 

" \Vaal, ain't thet suthin' !" continued 
Uncle Hen ry. "I don't cal'late pollack 
bites more'n couple days each year an' ye 
j ist hit 'em right. Six an' a half cents, 
too, by jeast ! You he lucky, Dan'!." 

''I sure be," Dan agreed cordially, and 
Dassed on to his own home next door. 

I t  was past the usual supper hour, but 
his mother had some saved for him and 
the boy fell to the corned-hake, cold bis
cuits and blueberry pie with a will. Mrs. 
�Iorrison watched in that pleased silence 
common to all mot hers who have healthy, 
hungry sons to feed. The meal finished, 
Dan put t h e  money for the fi sh in the old 
brass kettle.  and donned the new sea
hoots. 

' 'They look fi ne, ' '  c o m me n t e d  :\I rs. :\l or

r i son.  " Be y o u  goin'  out ?" 

'' Ye!'," Dan answered,  gi v ing her a .  

grateful look for her praise of h i s new 

possc .-s ion� .  ' 'goin' t o  see Loretta." 

Cncle Hen ry was on his steps and 

greeted Dan with his customary del icacy : 

' ' Be ye goin ' t o  see Loretty, Dan'! ? 
Cal'late t o  make a match th ar ?" 

"I ain't rich enough to git married yit ,"  

The Ou ter 
Reef a t  

AmiSal Head 
By 

Elmer Brown Mason 

the boy an s w e red, laugh in g to cover his 
embarrassment. 

"\Vaal, ain't thet suthin'," squeaked the 
old man contemptuously. " Ye own your 
own boat, an' ye be goin' on twenty-one. 
I married when I was eighteen." 

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

Dap.'s road led along the sea, dotted 
w i t h  small, rock-bound islands of Casco 
Bay. 

T t  wa s a beautiful ,  clear June eve
n i ng, water and sky a deep cerulean b l u e, 

j u st t h e  color o f  Loretta's  eyes the boy 
told hi m self. l i e  pau sed and gazed out 
over the ocean . I ts immen s ity , mystery, 
sense of h idden power gripped him, th e 
spell of i t s beauty \vas u p on him, though 
he cou ld n ot h a ve t ranslated it into words, 
even into coherent t h ough ts.  \V i t h  a final 
backward g l a n ce he t u rned from the road 
u p  a dusty path l i n ed with hollyhocks. 

Th ere was n o  one on the fron t  porch 
and Dan pushed open the door into t h e  

l i \' i n g  room. only t o  find i t  empty. 
"Loretta ! "  he called. There was no 

an swer, but the sound of a rock ing chair 
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In this delightful New 
England idyl, Elmer Brown 
Mason has successfully 
caught and "fixed" the 
atmosphere of the Maine 
fishing village, pre-occu
pied with its little comedies 
and dramas, but with the 
spirit of tragedy always 
hovering sufficiently near 
to add a somber· note to the 
background. Into this set
ting, with its Dan Morri
sons and Lorettas and U n
cle Henrys, bring an Enid 
Tompkins, from the large 
city, and there is bound to 
result an inten&ely human 
story. 

violently i n  motion guided h i m  to the 
kitchen. As he  opened the door the chair 
abruptly ceased swinging and Aunt Jen
nie \Vatts spoke from its depth s : 

''Ef ye be lookin' for Loretty she ain't 
here an' she ain't goin' to  be." 

The boy stared at her uncomprehend
ingly. 

"She ain't here ! "  he repeated. "Where 
is she ?" 

"She's went to  Portland," announced 
Aunt Jennie with i m mense complacency, 
"My s ister's cousin got her a chance t o  
clerk i n  a store. I sez to h er, sez I ,  ' E f  you 
got the least git up an' git in  you, which 
the Lord knows none of the \Vattses ever 
did hev, you'll start right up thar to Bath 
by the night mail waggon an' take the 
�even-ten to  Portland. Ef you ain't you'll 
stay here an' marry a fisherman an' never 
be nothin' all your born days. Look at 
Mabel Taylor,' sez I .  'The Taylors never 
'mounted to shucks but Mabel goes to  
Portland to clerk an' marries a bank man 
an' naow she has her own h ome, electric 
lights, hired help, seven children an' sta
t ionery wash tubs I '  I allers done right 

by thet girl an' I don't aim to sec her 

wa!>tin' 'way takin' care c4 no fisherman's 
children. I . . . " 

" Did . . .  did she leave any word, any 
writin' fer me ?" interrupted Dan. 

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

'' 'I cal'late you're right ,' she sez. ' B ut 
I 'm goin' to leave h i m  this  jist the same.' 
I was in  two minds to put i t  in the stove 
after she had went but I clean fergit an · 
left it stuck up thar back of the clock.'' 

The boy took the pink envelope from 
its resting place and tore it open with 
awkward fingers. There \\'ere only a few 
l ines : 

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

"Loretta." 

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

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

DAN did not even hear her. The 
pink envelope crushed in his square 

fingers, he turned and '''ent swiftly back 
through the house. 

The light had all but faded and the 
moon had not yet risen to flood the world 
with mystery. Little wa,·es sighed and 
moaned softly on the rocky shore. The 
sea lay still, as though h olding her breath,  
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waiting. Through the turmoil and dull 
ache within hi"" Dan first became con
scious of the steady clump of his new 
sea-boots on the rocky ground, then of 
the sound of the water. \Vhy was · it 
that all women hated the sea, the sea that 
fed them, gave them their livelihood, he 
asked himsel f ?  Why was the lot of a 
fisherman's wife deemed so miserable in 
women's eyes ?  They �vere loved, bore 
children, were "cared for by their men as 
were their sisters of the city, and, in ad
dition, they had the sea. Dan tried to 
imagine living where he could not look 
out over the water-and failed. But, after 
all, what did it matter what he thought !  
Loretta was gone ! 

The sea boots clumped up the steps of 
the Morrison home. All was dark within 
and the boy groped his way toward his 
room. A door opened at the head of the 
stairs and his father's V\)ice t.ame down 
to him : 

"Thet you, Dan ?'" 
"Yes," the boy answered tonelessly. 
"Be at the store at six o'clock. Thar's a 

rusticator an' h is daughter wants to go 
fishin', They was afraid it mout be too 
early. Hope it ain't goin' to be so fer ye," 
and the door closed on a laugh. 

I I  

D..\X slept late--for him-and i t  was 
·five o'clock before he awoke to a 
world of woe. Loretta was gone I It 

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

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

"Mornin' Dan't," he greeted the boy, 
"Be ye goin' t

.
o take them rusticators fish

in'?" then; without waiting for an answer, 

"His name is Tompkins, ain't no one 
'round these parts by thet name. He 

makes bilers fer en-jines in N'York but he 
doan't look strong 'nough to do much 
work o' thet kind. Cal'late he's made- his 
pile. He's got one o 'them actressy
I ookin' daugh ters, so ye mind out haow 
ye do-Loretty's Jiable to give ye up an' 
daown the country ef ye doan't," 

"All right, Cncle Henry," Dan agr�d 
listlessly. 

Uncle Henry peered after him out of 
his dim, wise old eyes. "Suthin' ain't quite 
right thar," he soliloquized shrewdly, "an' 
Dan'l 's a good boy. \Vaa1, I reckon some
body 's liable to come an' tell me 'baout 
it ef I set here long 'nough." 

ON T H E  dock a rather frail, middle 

aged man greeted Dan with the 
question : "Are you Mr. Morrison?" 

It took the boy several moments to rec
ognize himself by this unusual title and 
even then he did not answer, simply 
stared at the girl who had come around 
the corner of the store. Gray corduroy 
knickers came just above her knees whic!1 
were bare, below them were heavy stock
ings ending in half length boots, She 
wore a middy with a very broad collar, 
a red tie at her throat and a corduroy 
Norfolk smartly belted in at the waist. 
Dan had seen rusticators of the opposite 

:;ex in trousers before, indeed the summer 
\'isitors rather affected Girl Scout outfits, 
but nothing so finished as this. His ad
miration was too p1ain to escape the girl, 
and it did not offend her. 

"I hope the boat named 'Sea Gu11' is  
yours," she addressed him. ''It's so nice 
and clean. Just a duck of a boat ! "  

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

I t  was low tide and the long, slow At
lantic swell was breaking on the reef just 
off Carrying Head. Dan guided the Sea 
Gult well clear of it and headed past 
Mark I sland. The engine was running 
sweetly and a l ight touch now and then 
on the tiller was all that was necessary to 
steer the boat. The man's few questions 
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as to t h e  fish i ng h e  m igh t expect, the boy 
answered b riefly. Then t he girl claimed 

h i s  attention. 

"l should t h in k  that it w ould be per
fect l y  h ean:n ly going out O \'er this won

derfu l sea e ,·ery day , "  she said. 
"I t's rough �omet i m cs,' '  h e  ,-e n t u rcJ 

shyly. 
' 'Then I th i nk it w o u l d  be j u s t  splen

di d , ' '  she cried cn t h u sia;,;t ically,  "1 can s e c  
i t ! The waYcs rol l i n g  m o u nt a in s h igh ! 
O h ,  I k n o ,,- I should n't he scared. ' '  

T I-I E  boy ,,·ant ed t o  laugh and then 

th ought better of  it .  I n stead he 
t u rned and examined her gra vely. 

" \\'omen folk don't  h o l t  m u ch by the 
sea,

.
, he said. " Least wise them at Amiga l 

Head doan't." 

' 'I  do, t ho ugh , ' ' she a nswered. smil ing 
at him.  ··o f co u rse , I know you go 

th rough 'all  the peri ls of  the deep.' b u t  

don't  you lo\'e i t  j ust the same ?'' 
Dan ga\'e the question some th ough t .  

\V hen he t u rned back to her she was st il l 
s m i l i ng. 

"I guess I 'm u st e r  it . ' '  he said, "I . . .  
I . . . well, I ' m  uster  it . "  

" Y ou mean you J o ,·e i t ," she ch allenged. 

"Listen : 

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

"The widow -maker is the  sea, you k n o w ,  

t h at t a k e s  you men away f r o m  us \Yomen . 
You can't  resist her. 

'She has ::u strong w h ite arms to fold 
\"OU, 

But tl1c ten-t imes-tingcring- weed tn holt! 
you Bound on the rock \\ here the tide ha; 
rolled you. 

Then ,-ou dri n: out w here the storm
,:louds s wallow : 

And the ,;otmd of ,·our oa r-blades fall inL:" 
hollow, 

· · 

Is all we ha,·e left through the months 
to follow !'  

"That's Kipling, you know, the English 
writer. I sn't i t  sp lendid ?' '  

"l t's . . .  i t \  poe t ry, ain't  i t ?" queried 
Dan suspicio u sly.  

"\ \' onde rful poe try , ' '  she ans wered. 
. .  Don't y o u  like i t ?" 

" Y e < '  he ans wered, after d u e  t h ough t . 

.. Y c .• .  I gu ess I do. l t ' s  so co m m on l ike 
-not l i ke no p o e t ry I \· e h ea r'tl.  That 

piece 'bout  t he sea-weed is righ t . I t  
docs b i nd 'round t h i n g ,;  s n ug." 

" Does n 't the las t  \'c rse so u n d  l ike the 
s<.·a t o  you ?'' she imistcd.  

c\ gain Dan ga ve t h e  m a t t er due con

�i <lerat i o n  b efore h e  answered.  
"\.' c-es,  a s mooth �ca, the rollers com in'  

i n  from out s ide .' ' 
The girl gaYe h i m  a look of surprise. 

ex a m i ned him w i t h  someth ing of a p 
p rai,;al in h e r  glance, t i ll the b oy flushed 
under her scru tiny and t u rned away. :\ 
m o me n t  later h e  swe rved t h e  boat with a 

� l igh t tw itch of t h e  ti l ler rope, ki l led h i s  
engine a n d  the Sea G u l l  slowed. rocked 
nearly motionle�s on the smood1 swell .  
Slipping past h i s  passengers t o  t h e  bow 
he let go the stone bound with wire that 
served as an anch o r  and t h e  boat swung 
head on to the tide. 

' ·Guess "·e orter gi t suthin' here," he 
!'a id .  

T l l  E fi s h  bit sharply ; hake,  cod,  rock

cod. e\·en a halibut. Mr. Tompkin s 
�oon abandoned h is deep-sea pole and 
took t o  hand-lining as more efficient . The 

gi rl hauled in fi sh after fi sh to h aYe them 
u nh ooked by Dan ; t i red final ly, o f  t h e  
sport and annou nced t h a t  s h e  would 
rat her watch. The h o u rs went by un t i l . 

enth usiast th ough he w a ,; ,  the su mmer 
visitor announced t h at h e w a s  ready for 

h o me. En id Tomp k i ns . who had been 

looking out OYer the water wh ile the men 
fi � h ed. t u rn ed at t h e  h omeward rush o f  
t h e  hoat and came t o  s i t  bes ide Dan. 

"\\'hen do you like the �ea be�t  ?''  !'he 
opened t he cO twersati on . 

"I gue�s  I l ike her all t h e  t i me," he 
a n s we red slowly. 

"I don't blame yon," sh e a%ente<l e n 
thusiast ical ly. "I don 't blame y o u .  Th ink 
o f  al w :tys looking out to s e a ,  of seeing 

• 
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the 'old gray-widow-maker' in all her 
moods ! Oh you don't realize your luck ! 
I 'd like to live by the sea for ever and 
ever." 

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

"I don't see how they can," the girl 
exclaimed hotly. 

' 'They do," Dan stated drily. 
"What do they like ?'' Enid Tompkins 

queried curiously. "I should think they'd 
be happy with the sea and . . . and you 
splendid, strong fishermen." 

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

" D o  you have dances here ?" the girl . 
asked. "\Vhere ? \Vhen ?" 

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

"I 'm certainly going," the girl said, "I 
know it will be most amusing-lots of 
fun. You'll ask me to dance, won't you ?" 

"I hain't figured on goin'," Dan an
swered, truthfully. 

"Oh, do promise me you'll go ! "  she 
u rged, with pleading eyes. "I shan't 
know a soul there but you." 

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

THE Sea Gull came to a perfect stop 
by the dock u nder the eyes of critical 

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

"Remember, you've promised t o  come 
t onight apd to ask me to dance with 
you." 

"Yes ma'am," Dan answered in a low 
voice, his face flushing crimson. 

III 

THANKEE, kindly," Uncle H e n ry 
greeted Dan as the boy came up h is 
steps with a small codfish dangling 

from his hand. "Ye al'lays think to guf 'em 
clean, too. Talkin' 'bout guttin' fish, 
Dan'!, 'minds me of the sayin' they is jist  
as good fish in the sea as has ever been 
netted, which applies to wimmen, too." 

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

"An', Dan'), the rightest man I ever 
heared of a:n' the best chu_rch goer h ed a 
motter hung up in h is kitchen, ' Dang aU 
wimmen'," and, with this surprising bit 
of prevarication, the old man stumped 
into the house, flapping the dead fish i r
ritably against the door jam as h e  went. 

Dan swallowed his dinner quickly a n d  
went out to  pull h is lobster p ots. He 
dreaded meeting anyone for he knew that 
all Amigal Head was seething with gos 
sip over Loretta's departure and curious 
to  see how he would take it. The after
noon went slowly. Mechanically, as he 
pulled the last pot, h e  noticed that the 
Sea Gull  floated exactly above the ledge 
on which the waves had broken at low 
tide that morning. He reset the trap near 
the edge of the reef, gazing down into the 
clear water t o  make sure that it sank clear 
of the rock. Quite a ledge, he told him
self subconsciously. A little sea would 
pile up a wave there that would crush 
anything between it and the shore, fifty 
yards away. Quite  a ledge ! 

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

" Be ye goin' to the dance, Dan'] ?" 
squeaked U ncle Henry after him. 

' ' I  be," h e  flung back over his  shoul
der. "You gain', Uncle Henry ?" 

''Wh o in time 'd call the figgers e£ I 
\\"ahn't thar ?" indignantly queried the old 
man. "I'm glad you're goin'. Perhaps 
ye might lick anybody who said anyth in' 
to ye ?" he hazzarded eagerly. 

" Might." came the laconic reply. 
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COU NTRY dances at Amigal Head 
are joyous affairs. Everyone goes ; 

everyone  has a good time. Grandmas are 
swung by their grandsons, while grand
pas blithely foot it with sixteen-year-old 
misses. Summer visitors are initiated into 
the mysteries of "Hull's Victory" and 
' "The  Lady oi the Lake,'' while the bolder 
spirits among the fishermen essay the 
fox-trot. Dan faced the entire popula
t ion of Amigal Head with the knowledge 
that Loretta's flight was the absorbing 
t opic of the hour. One youth ventured 
a reference to the subject in his hearing 
and was promptly invited outside. Dan 
e merged from the encounter viciously vic
torious and frankly looking for more 
t rouble. He returned to the dance hall 
and walked across the floor to the girl 
from the city, all eyes following him. 

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

"Come on, it's easy," u rged Dan, mar
velling at his own audacity and pleasantly 
thrilled with it. "I ain't goin' to dance 
with anyone but you,' he added for the 
benefit of alert listeners. 

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

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

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

"Thank yotJ., I didn't know that square 
dances were such fun," she said. 

"That's all right,'' the boy muttered 
uncomfortably. 

' " You and father are going fishing agair. 
tomorrow, I understand," Enid Tompkins 
continued brightly. "Do you mind very 
much if I go along ?" and she turned the 
battery of her eyes on the young fisher
man. 

"I t  . . . it ain't go in' to be rough," he  
stammered, and this time made h is  escape, 
slipping through the crowd of men about 
the door into the outer darkncso;. 

TilE moonlight was turning the little 
waves to silver as he went down the 

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

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

I V  

LORETTA WATTS, inspired by her 
aunt's tirade against the life of a 
fisherman's wife, had left Amigal 

Head, reached Bath and taken the seven
ten for Portland, all in one breath as i t  
were. 

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

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

Cousin Amos was one of the partners 
in the store where �he was to work, and 
the next morning found Loretta installed 
behind a counter of notions, with an 
el1lerly woman to initiate her into the 
mystery o f  supplying the needs of people 
in search of needles, thread and safety 
pins. It was a triumphant day. Loretta's 
mind quickly assimilated the prices of art
icles, and the most exacting customers 
failed to ruffie her good nature, :More 
than one admiring glance paid tribute to 
t he fresh young face and happy eyes. 
.-\nd there was no lack of Prince Charm
ings ! 

Loretta saw them all about her in the 
"tlatty drc..;scrs'' among the male employ
ees of the store. One of them, during a 
lull at her counter, managed to invite 
her to go to the movies, an invitation that 
�he promptly accepted. 

She was very tired from being on her 
feet all day when he called for her in the 
evening, hut fatigue was quickly forgotten 
i n  the sight of the crowded theatre, the 
l ights, then the sudden darkness and the 
thrilling story that leaped to life on the 
,...creen. Back in lwr room, she dropped 
to sleep happily almo..;t as soon as she 
touched the hed. Once she woke with a 
�tart of terror at the sharp scream of a 
�witch eng-ine, then lay awake lo l isten 
ior something that was unaccountably 
wanting-it was the sound of the sea she 
;-uddenly reali zerl-and turned back to 
sleep with a laugh. 

T
HE next day began inauspiciously. 

Under a cross-examination, held by 
Cousin Sarah at the breakfast table, Lo
retta admitted that she had only met her 
admirer ol. the night before at the store. 
She received a sharp rehuke with a warn
ing that it must not happen again. 
I t  was a sultry day and the girl, accus

tomed to sea breeezs, suffered according
ly. Also a customer asked where she 
might get just the shade of color that 
Loretta had, infuriating the girl when she 
realized that she was being i ndirectly ac
cused of the deadly sin of ''paintin'." I n  
the evening Cousin Amos tried to teach 
her to play checkers, but found her a 
dull pupil. 

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

FRIDAY n ight Cou�in ;\mos sudden
ly suggested takin g her to the 

movies. His sister gave h im a furious 
glance, then compre�sed her lips to the 
l hinnest of lines. Loretta, ti red of stay
ing- in the hou se, welcomed the diversion, 
anrl took h i s  arm with a happy lat1gh 

when they reachc(l the street, hlis:>fnlly 
unconsc ious of th c picture nf �I ay anrl 

Decemher they presented. . 
The unexpected presentation of some 

chocolates, a scat well in front, and she 
nestled down comfortably to the evening's 
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pleasure. A slight "Oh !" escaped her as 
the screen presented two children, bare
footed and dirty, stepping across a mud 
flat, their eyes fixed on the ground. Came 
t h e  tiny spurt of a buried clam and they 
dug frantically. Loretta knew how de
licio u sly oozy the mud felt to their bare 
feet. H er own toes curled involuntarily 
i n  th e new patent leather slippers. The 
simple plot worked itself out until nearly 
t h e  end, when a fisherman in his naphtha 
b oat swept clear of the docks, fading 
s maller and smaller out to the horizon. 
B u t  i t  was not at the hero that Loretta 
w a s  gazing, it was at the sea ! Pale green 
waves  t;ose and fell on the screen. She 
could feel the heave of them, taste the 
salt of the spray, plunge her eyes into 
their cool depths. Then, for one breath
less  m oment she remembered the look in 
Dan's eyes as they gazed out over the 
restless waves, the far-off look that was 
o n e  with the heave of salt water, she re
m e m bered. . . The picture on the 
screen changed. Loretta came back to 
t h e  sigh of dim forms about her, to the 
h eat, the stifling heat ! She fought for 
b reath, heard her voice as though from 
far away : "Cousin A mos, I 'm sick . . . .  
I want to get out . . . the sea." 

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

" What is it, dear ?" he asked in be
wilderment, "\Vhat got wrong with you ?" 

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

" Don't cry, Loretta," he said, a strange 
n ote in his voice, "Y au don't have to 
work any more if you don't want to. . . . 
You can have everything, a home of your 
own." 

"What do you mean," the girl asked, 
forgetting her tears. ' 'I dont' guess I 
understand." 

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

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

"I 'm rich. You can have everything i f  
you'll marry me,  Loretta. I 'm • • •  I 'm 
only your second cousin, you know," he 
added, lamely, at the look of consterna
tion on the girl's face. 

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

"But you're old," she cried in horror, 
' '\Vhy, you're-you're old ! "  and she 
darted up the stairs, the sound of her 
weeping coming down to him until it was 
cut off abruptly by th.e closing of a door. 

v 

W
HAT was thet piece 'baout the 

star an' the tide ?" asked Dan. 
B oy and girl had been together 

for four mornings and two lazy, summer 
afternoons. Under her friendliness Dan's 
shyness had worn thin. 

"I'm so glad you like it and remember 
it," she replied. "I only wish I could 
sing it to you. This is the one you mean : 

' I  must go down to the sea again, 
To the open ways and the sky. 

.c\nd all I ask is a tall ship 
And a star to steer her by.' 

' ' Oh, yes, the tide verse, too : 

'I must go down to the sea again.  
For the call o f  the running t ide 

I s  a strong call and a sure caH 
That wilT not be denied.' 

" Masefield must love the sea the way 
you do, Dan, or he never could have 
written that. I sn't the idea of the star 
lovely ?" 

Dan thought it over. 
"I like the tide best,'' he answered judi

cially. " You can feel it, j ist as .though 
it was pullin' you out to sea on the ebb." 

''You've made me understand the sea 
better," the girl said softly. "I don't 
know how I can bear to leave it n ow. I 
wish something would happen to keep me 
here always." 

The boy's heart gave a great leap. I t  
was not for nothing that she had prac-
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t iced h e r charms on h im in th e se �ea
ti l l cd days they h ad heen t ogeth er-and 
hearts are caugh t  easily o n  t h e re b oun d. 

' ' Let's go h o me now,'' s u ddenly spoke 
;\ I r. To m p k i n �  fro m his end of  the boat,  
w i n d ing up the heaYy l i ne a s  he �poke . 
H e  beck o n ed t o  h i s  daugh t e r  w h i l e  Dan 
bent O \Tr the engine. 

" I don 't "· a n t  a n y  m o re o f  t h a t .  Fnid . " "  
he sa id . a n g r i l y .  ' 'I "Ye hccn \\·atch i n g  
yo u a n d  I d o n ' t  l i ke i t .  That b oy i s  m u c h  

t o o  n ice t o  p l a y  w i t h -aiHI h u rt .  C n der
stand me. I don 't \\·ant any m o re of it ." 

' " H u s h .  daddy. he' l l  h ear you ! Don't 
be silly, '  �h e warned. 

D A l\' " S  m i n d  "· a s  a med ley of emo

tions as he drove the Sea Gull 
homeward. The image of Loretta re
proa ched him-but then, L o retta h ad de
l iberately abandoned h im. He owned h i s  

o \\·n boat and h a d  m oney i n  t h e  bank, and 

-and she lowd the sea. He'd t each her 
t o  l ove it m o re ! A n d  sh e said she wan ted 
to stay. 

He steered t h e  Sea Gul l between t h e  
reef  at Carry i n g Head and · the shore 
th rough force of h abit . Then h e  looked 

back to see the swell  of calm green water 
above the h idden ledge. Ten m in utes 
later h e  h a d  stopped the engine and glided 
s moothly up to the  dock. Mr. Tompkins 
got out first and Dan gave his hand to 
the girl, detaining her. 

" Y  ott-you can stay by the sea al'lers," 
he stammered. "That is, if you want to.  
I \·e got my own boat . . .  " 

"\Ve shan't go fishing tomorrow I 'm 
afraid." she in terrup ted quickly. " My 

fiance-that is ,  the man I ' m  going to  
marry-is coming up from Boston." 

Dan stared at her,  then groped fo:
w o rds : "'The man-oh,  ye� ! \\'e ll ,  i t 's 

goin ' to he rou gh , anyway . too 
rough ! "  

Fitful sleep, broken hy long period s of 
wakefulness,  wa� Dan's portion t h at n ight. 

\Vhat wa� wrong about fi shermen ? The 

g-irl of his own kind would have none of 
him,  the girl from outs ide who professed 
t o  lo,·e t h e  sea had mocked him. \\'hy 

was i t ? T h e  �ea was k ind to t h ose who 

u nderstood her. ga ve of her bounty gener

ouo;ly t o  t hem .  I t  was the sea that 

s m oothed out troubles,  absorbed them 
s o m e how in h er vastnes�. Dan arose, 

d rc��ed, and went down t o  the d ock. 
The gray morn i ng- l igh t showed how 

ro ugh t h e  w a t e r  was ou t side the h a 1·bor. 

Xot tno rou gh for fi s h i t t g. he told h i m 
self. Th ere w a s  p lenty o f  bait in  t h e  Sea 
G u l l , and he p u sh ed off. Another b o at 

w as ju� t  a h e a d  of h i m  i n  t h e  m orn in g 

h aze and Dan drew alongs ide it. 
" Yc"ll not git enough fish to  

gas"lene t h is weat her," Uncle 

greete d  h im , 

pay fe r 

Henry 

" \\' har ye goin' ,  Uncle Henry," the boy 
asked sharply. "Oh,  I forgot , it's the first 
of the month-your pension time. I t  
a i n't n o  weat her . . . " 

'·Fer an old cripp le fel ler to be sail in ','" 

cut in Uncle Henry. "\\'ell .  I hain 't ever 

steered n o  boat w i t h  my feet yit, Dan ' ! , 

an', talkin'  'baout steeri n ', your steerin ' 

gear ain't much." 
"Thet"s so," agreed the boy, "I got t o  

rig new l ines right away. \Vell, s o  l on g, 

l" ncle Henry ! "  

' '\Vait a minute ," 
-
the  old man com

manded. "Do you reckon a fisherman 
would make a good city man, a bank pres 
i d e n t ,  fer instance ?" 

"\Vhy, no, of course not," rep l ied t h e  

puzzled boy. 

' " I  agree with ye. Naow, do you think 
a c ity girl  would make a good fisherman's 
wife ?"' And. as Dan opened his mouth to 

angry words. the old man added, " Ye be 
a clanged fool. Dan'!," and sheered off with 
a qu ick twitch of the ti l ler ropes. 

VI 

C
RETT:\ cried h erseif m i serably to 

sleep, to dream blis�fully of the  
sea . · Cou s in Amos was absent from 

the breakfast table in the morning-, and 

h is sister gave yoice to the acri monious 

op i nion that there "weren't no fool like 
an old fool," addiug the pleasing state
ment t hat "them a s  nou r i shes vipers i n  
the i r  hosoms is  p retty apt  t o  get bit." The 



"Qwck u thoucht the boy jerked his tiller rope to meet the wave bow on. The rope 
snapped like a thread." 
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girl was glad to escape and face t he un
accu stomed heat of the stree ts .  

In s o me mysterious fashion, the l ife of 
the store h ad lost it s lure. The Prince 
Charmings who had so recently del ighted 
her eyes se em ed pale shadows of men 
"·h ose natty clot h e s  only accentuated the 
narrowness of t heir  shou lders. The day 
wore wearily on, broken only b y  a sharp 
repro o f  from the  fl o o r  walker for some 
fa ncied impertinence to a customer. 1'\oon 
came and the  store gradu ally emptied. 

T O R E T T,\ sank on a 
L coun ter, too weary 
think of going t o  l u n c h .  

c a m e  t o  her ears. 
"I 'll tak e  a h u l l  mess 

stool  behind her 
and dejected t o  
A fa mi!iar voice 

o' them safety -

p i n s, ef ye don't  mind," it said. 
The girl opened her eyes and sprang 

to her feet with a glad cry : 
" Uncle Henry ! �-f y. ain't I glad to 

see you ! I was th inkin'  I 'd ne\·er see 
nobody from the Head no more ! "  

"\Vaal, c f  i t  ain't Loretty ! "  the old 
man cried in badly-si m ulated s u rp rise." 
'' Naow ai n't thet suthin' ! Set t in' on a 
stool as happy as . . .  as a lobste r.'' 

"Oh,  I ain't happy." quaYered Loretta. 
" l.Tncle H e n ry, tell me what's happenin' 
at home." She l eaned forward eagerly. 

Uncle Henry l ooked OYer his glasses 
w ith an appraising glance. "Your Aunt 
J ennie's m ighty peart," h e  volunteered, 
then cautiously quali fied this  statement, 
" Leastways she was when she gave m e  
daown t h e  country 'baout Dan'! Morrison 
a few days back." 

" \Vhat has Dan done ?" demanded Lor
etta swiftly. 

"Oh, it ain't no wise his fault," drawled 
Uncle Henry. " I n  coaurse h e' s  a mighty 
good-lookin' young feller an' well off in 
this  world's goods. So's she, fer thet mat
ter . . . .  Oh, i t  ain't worth talkin' 'baout. 
Reckon your aunt wan t s  to marry him 
h e rself, th et's \vhy she's so rarin' mad." 

"You tell me who she i s ?" demanded 
Loretta · furiously. 

"I t's t oo hot to talk here," the old man 
objected. " Y ou come daown to my boat 

an' eat a smack with m e, Loretty, an' ·we 
can talk ca·m an' c ollected l i ke. I got 
an ottermobile out here some'ere s." 

I n  a m o ment Loretta had a ban don ed 
her counter and followed Uncle Henry. 
pinning on her hat a s  she speeded down 
t he ais le. 

I N THE boat,  Loretta demanded in 
n o  u ncertain terms what he 111eant 

about Dan. 
" \Veil, I dunno's I 'ye much to tell  ye, 

Loretty," t h e  old man b egan cau tiou sly, 
"th ar's this girl from the city that's spend
in'  the summer at Amigal H ead. Pretty 
she is ; yes, tol 'ble p retty, an' dresses in 
not much clothes,  b reeches an' sich. She 

pays Dan five d ollars fer her an' her 
father to go fishin' with him in the morn
in's,  an' then she goes lobsterin' with him 
in the afternoons-! don't cal'late he 
charges her much fer thet. Your aunt 
didn't think h e  was good 'nough fer her, 
I guess, an' so she comes " 

" N o t  good 'nough fer her ! "  repeated 
the girl scornfully. "She ain't good 'nough 
fer h i m, makin' a dead set · fer him in 
that shameless way ! .  Uncle H enry, when 
be you goin' back ?'' 

' '\Vaal, I cal'lated to start right soon." 
" I 'm goin' with you," the girl an

nounced, defiantly. 
"An' what be you goin' to do 'baout 

the store ?" 
"Noth'in'," she replied, stamping h e r  

foot. " I  never want to see the store 
again. I want to go back with you." 

"! kinder cal'lated ye would," mused 
Uncle H enry below his  b reath as he cast 
off and turned over his engine. 

VI I 

DAN found that the sea did not run 
so h igh i n  the lea of Big \V ood 
I stand, and slipped to the front of 

the Sea Gull to tigh ten the call\·as that 
tented the bow of the able little fishing 
boat. Once clear of Big \Vood he ran 
out past Mark I stand oYer a rough sea 
and reach ed the fishing grounds. H e  was 
late. and dre\\" scant ret u rn s  for his ef-
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forts. I t  was not bad fishing that both
ered him, though. Unconsciously he was 
trying to solve the riddle of the universe, 
mentally laboring over the why of his ex
istence. · \Vhat did the future hold for 
h i m ? \Vas it all laid out, as some peo
ple said ? \Ve�e there definite lines out
side of w hich he must not stray ? By 
rights he should marry a girt of Amigal 
Head, b u t  the one he had chosen had 
scorned him. . . . 

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

DAN came !Jack to the present with 
the sharp realization that he was 

hungry. He had had no breakfast ; it was 
now afternoon, and the wind blew keen 
over the sea. He hauled up the wire
bound stone and turned the bow of the 
Sea Gull homeward. \Vind and tide were 
with him and the little boat drove ahead 
like a frightened thing. Carrying Head 
loomed u p :  he skirted it, then saw too 
late that the sea might break any moment 
on the outer reef. 

The Sea Cnll was already inside and 
the boy, remembering his frayed tiller 
ropes, h csitatcd to turn her abruptly, pre
ferring t o  take the chance of the sea not 
breaking O\'er the ledge in the moment it  
would take him to win through. He 
edged a little nearer shore, glanced to his  
right. The sea sucked back till the teeth 
of the reef showed, jagged and black, then 
it  rose and the water caught under the 
rock, tipped forward in a wave twenty 
ieet high. 

Quick as thought the boy jerked his 
tiller rope to meet the wave bow on. The 
rope snapped like a thread. He jerked in 
the other direction, that he might meet it 
stern on. Again the rope parted. With 

· a  deafening crash the wave caught the 
little boat broadside and smashed it on 
the great rocks of the shore. 

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

I
T \VAS Uncle Henry who first caught 

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

"Pretty dose in, thet feller," he said, 
then added, "\Vhy, it's Dan'l, sure as 
shootin' !" . 

' 'Is that girl with him ?'' demanded Lo
retta sharply. 

"Can't see, the ledge is  breakin'. Dan'l 
better mind-Land o' Goshen ! "  

Uncle Henry put over the tiller and 
went straight in with the sea, The water 
was boiling over the reef from the back 
sweep of the last wave. There was every 
rrobability that the next wave would lay 
it bare, smash his boat to atoms, but the 
old man did not hesitate. 0\·er the rock 
he drove to the very spot where Dan was 
struggling feebly to keep afloat. 

AS THE boat roundecl beside him, Lo
retta caught the hoy under the arms, 

put forth all her splendid young strength, 
and drew him to safety. 

"Dan, Dan ! "  she cried, and pressed her 
warm red l ips to his  eyes, his cheeks, his 
mouth, the cortH•rs of which sagged wear
ily, "Oh, Dan . . . " 

The boy stirred in her arms, opened hi� 
eyes and gazed up at her. Then he closed 
them again and snuggled closer with a 
little sigh of content. 



From The Sketch. Lonrloo HALF CALF? 
B y  the way, what's your (ather, m y  child? 

3 6 6  

The vicar (to small parishioner) : 

The S. P. : A bounder, sir. 

The vicar : A bounder? 
The S. P. : Yes, sir ; 'e bounds books ! 
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"Ob, don't let'� take jn tl:at �bow, mother ! " 

''Why ?" 

"I got a bunch it's or.e nf those problem plays." 

3 6 7  



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

\\"hen Philander \Vhittemore's father 
died he left to Philander one parting piece 
of advice as a legacy : "Don't tell every
thing you know." 

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

The wodd, therefore, was l'ery wide to 
him ; whereupon as a free man, and under 
that Pro\'idcnce which looks after babes. 

fools, and pilgrim itinerants, he set out 
to seek fortune and journeyman jobs as a 
flivver mechanic. He was a wiz with a 
flivver, which does not require higher 
mathematics, and speaks simple language 
in plain terms. 

By d int of sundry sojourns and lifts 
along the way he arri ved at Baker's ranch 
and road-house in the Colorado Rockies. 
Here he fixed the Baker machine for his 
board, and received another piece of ad
Yice : 

"On your way t o  Sunset, steer clear of 
Old Man Mitch ell's." 

''\Vhy ?" Philander asked. 
"Not friendly to strangers ! " 
' '\Vhere does he live ?" 
• ·off the trail a little. If yon keep to 
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the main-t ra \·clcd road you "II be all right." 
Directions followed. 

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

Now in the bottom of a valley, he came 
to another forking, and a sign. The sign 
said, facing h i m  at the forks : "Hell's 
Crossing." Philander read and scratched 
his head, and seeing scarcely any differ
ence i n  the two trails he took the left, 
up the left-hand draw. 

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

\Vhcn he arri,·ed at a rotted log lying
across, \dth brush gathered against it, he 
put out his staff preparatory to vaulting 

owr ; then he heard a quick snap, and the 
�taff jerked almost from his grasp. It 
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was fast in the steel jaws of a venomous 
trap-a bear trap, although Philander did 
n ot know. Had he made an advancing 
step h i s  foot would have been in the trap. 

Philander thanked the brave staff ; he 
c o u l d  n o t  extricate it  and accordingly had 
to b reak it off, which he did with a slight 
wrenc h .  He trudged on, a little more 
c ircumspect, but undaunted. A person 
w ith greater sense than Philander might 
h av e  tu rned back to the oth er trai_l, for 
bear traps are ugly obstacles. But Phi
lander possessed no great stock of sense. 

He d id, indeed, poke with his shortened 
staff, the way getting gloomier and the 
path crookeder, until when he emerged 
i n t o  a sunny park all green and flowery 
a n d  smiling, behold the trail forked again, 
with a double sign set "V" shape. And 
t h e  one sign told of smallpox, and the 
o t h e r  of "suden deth." 

· 

Philander scratched his head. Evoking 
n o  idea he took the left-hand fork, into 
t h e  waiting timber. He had gone scarcely 
twenty paces when a rabbit jumped u p  
before him, and throwing his staff after 
it he was astonished to witness the missile 
s ink upright half its length into the ap
p arently solid twig-strewn way. Yes, the 
t rail here was hollow ; when he poked, 
the surface fell in with a crash and his 
staff again broke under the twist of p oles 
t hat had formed a roof. 

P
HI LA NDER stared. This was a bear 

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

The trees were thickly interlaced over
head ; young saplings crowded between 
the finest tru nks. I dly striking about 
with his cudgel to make a noise to frighten 
the wild beasts, Philander heard a swish ; 
a bent sapling had whipped straight, and 
his cudgel dangled out of his reach, 
snared by a loop of swaying rope. His 

strokes had dislodged the loop, fastened 
down before h im, and the spring sapling 
had hung his club high and dry. 

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

trail. 
Presently it  forked once more, with 

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

Philander explored his  head ; then h e  
ran t o  h i s  hat. I t s  crown had been gashed 
open. 

" But," he reflected, "nobody really shot 
at me. I t  was only a gun.'' 

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

First he came to another rude sign 
which announced : 

"BEVvAI R OF THE DAWG ! "  

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

Philander had no time even .to climb a 
tree. The dog, a mixture of bull and 
mastiff and Airedale and collie (judging 
by his guise) ,  bounded barking fero
ciously. He lunged-Philander left
stepped and struck h i m  lustily upon the 
nose with the cudgel, and the brute fled, 
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y elping. Philander entered the ranch 
y ard where i n  the open before a lean-to 
s h e d  a girl was cranking a Lizzie. 

" \V hat's the matter ? No juice ?" he 
h a i led. 

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

"I can't make it go.'' said she. " I t  hasn't 
gon e  for two days." 

"Aw, pshaw ! I can fix it," Ph ihnder 
prated. 

And then a bellow interrupted-a bel
l o w  not of brute, but ·of h uman ; and a 
l arge man in boots, overalls, flannel shirt 
and red whiskers came running from the 
b a rn. 

"You-, you-, you- ! "  he addressed 
with infinite variety of profane accusa
t ion. "How'd you get in ?" 

"I walked, sir," Philander explained. 
"Oh, he'll hurt you ! "  breathed the girl. 
"You got to fight, you got to fight ! 

I 'm going to skin you alive ! "  blared the 
man. 

Philander did n ot know just how he 
did it, but as the man charged in he 
stepped aside and when the man d ived 
past he hit h im-hit him full under the 
ear. Down sprawled the man. Up he 
jumped, cursing horridly ; in he charged, 
striking out ; whereat Philander affright
edly ducked and gave him a left u ppercut 
on the nose. Down sprawled the man, to 
sit and hold his nose with reddening hand. 

"I quit," said he. "By gosh ! 'N u£ I 
That's me." He rose. " How'd you find 
this here ranch ?" 

"By the trail," said Philander. 
"Didn't nobody tell you to avoid Old 

Man Mitchell's, h ey ?" 
"Yes, they told me, but-" 
"Signs didn't skeer ye ?" 
"They might have, but-" 
"Trap, dead-fall, twitch-up, and spring-

gun didn't stop ye ?" 
" No," said Philander. "But-" 
"All them blind forks didn't fool ye ?" 
"Well," said Philander, "but-" 
"And ye follered the trail right through, 

spite o' hell ?" 

''I guess so," said Philander. "But-" 
"And you l icked the dawg and you 

licked me, and by gosh you can stay and 
welcome ! She's yourn, she is. I know 
a man when I see him and I 'l l  be proud 
to  be your daddy ! What can you do ?"' 

"I can fix your flivver," said Philander, 
who had been itching · with that purpose. 

"Go to it ! "  bade the man. " H ooray ! 
I t's yore outfit ! Gal, machine, me, the 
dawg, and the hull ranch ! "  

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

"It hasn't gone for two days," she said. 
"It'll go now," Philander assured. "All 

that was the matter was the dumdoodle. 
\Vhere do you want it to go ?" 

"Just around the yard," said she. 
' 'That'� the farthest I 've ever been since 
rna died." 

" Let's try her o ut ! "  said Philander. 
And they rode around the yard. 

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

" I  didn't mind," said Ph ilander. 
"And the left-hand forks are worse I "  
" Yes,'' said Philander. "But-" 
" Pop did it to scare folks o ff, u nless 

they're very smart and determined. H e  
wouldn't let m e  marry any man who isn't 
smart and determined. Did somebody tell 
you to keep taking the left-hand forks ?" 

"No," said Philander. "But-" 
"You are the prince sent to find me, 

aint' you ?" 
"I dunno," said Philander. "I made 

all them turn-offs, but-" 
"You'll stay, won't you, then ? Pop'll 

be mighty proud of ketching you and we 
got .a fine ranch and a Lizzie. Nobody _ _  _ 

else's ever had the gump to come." 
"Yes," said Philander. "But- ! "  He 

gulped, and he added, only : "Yep, I 'll 

stay, and thank you ! "  
For his sentence long deferred• might 

have completed : " Bu t  you see I 'm left
handed and left-footed and I alluz make 
off to the left," had he not remembered 
h is father's parting injunction : "Don't 
tell everything you know ! "  
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COhe Revense of ' '  V asalu111e '' 
By H. M. Hamilton 

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

Steadily The Recife ploughed south
ward, leaving behind it a wide swath of 
foam, gleaming white and startling in 
the pu rple o f  twilight. A strong offshore 
wind lifted and t ore away the black 
smoke that poured from the funnels, 
t railing i t  off to the eastward. I t  was a 
moist wind, w·arm, rich with a tropical 
fragrance. \Y i t h  a sensuous joy Lois 
Heberton let it blow her hair back from 
her forehead, and leaned far over the rail ,  
striving t o  catch sight of the invisible 
land she felt the presence of so near. 

" That is  the breat h of B razil-that 
wind," whi spered a velvety voice at her 
ear. She did not turn ; she preferred t o  
listen to Sen hor Al vaes-rathcr than to 
look at him. She knew his  face well : 
white teeth flash ing in an olive darkness, 
under a cli pped b lack mustache ; ardent 
eyes...:....th e eye s of a p oet, and the mock
ing untru stw orthy lips of a cynic. She 
wished she could control her involu ntary 
aversion toward dark-skinned races. 
Senhor Alvaes was distinguished-by all 
odds the most distinguished man she 
knew, and one of the most delightful. 
Why was i t  she always shuddered a little 
when her eyes met his ? 

For-oddly enough-she loved to be 
with h i m-to h ear h i m  talk. In his Eng
lish-purer than her own-was a peculiar 
slurring of consonants at the expense of 
374 

vowels ; his  voice was lazy, sonorou s ,  
thick a n d  th roaty-filling her s o u l  with 
an almost physical delight. With parted 
lips she listened as h e  went on : 

' 'That wind-it comes from dense 
tangled jungle-forest, where no man has 
ever trod ; deep shades where there are 
panthers, and parroqueets of crimson and 
green ; where there are bright butterflies 
that dart in and out of huge blossoms
the purple Bougainvillea, poinsettias, 
hibiscus-a thou sand kinds that have 
never been n amed. There are lakes bluer 
than t h e  sea-palms-thickets of leaves 
where the sun never penetrates-and al
ways and everywhere, a moist vapor ris
ing from the drenched l and into t h e  
cl ouds-that i s  this wind." 

She scarcely h eard the words ; pictures 
came of themselves. 

"Tell me more," she said. "That 
sounds pretty." 

"At night," he went on, leaning closer, 
"all this is ch anged. There is only a vel
vety darkness, and stealthy sounds-and 
fi reflies. You do n o t  know fireflies u n t i l  
y o u  see the 'vagalumes' o f  B razil. They 
do not flash and di sappear-they hang 
motionless for whole minutes-with a 
slow green glow. They are in the 
forests hy thousands, and it seems 
the easiest thing in the world to put out 
a h and and gather them in. I n  reality it 
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1s t h e  h ardest ; pursue them, and they 
are gone-and one is  lucky if he does not 
lose his  way in  the swamps as well." 

"How horrible ! I 'll not care for Brazil 
-if i t  is like that." 

"Ah, senhorita ; so you say ! But wait 
until you know it. One cannot judge 
Brazil-or the Brazilians-from the 
standards o f  the cool,  t emperate north
no, nor of the cool temperate south 
either." 

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

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

H e  drew closer, and laid a soft hand 
on hers as it clutched the rail. And she 
let i t  stay. She did n ot know whether 
she loved or detested his way of making 
love to her. It was almost mesmeric in 
its effect on her ; i t  fascinated her, it 
made her long to  escape to someth ing it 
represented. Tomorrow-she might re
pent ; but there would always be  t ime for 
tomorrow, when i t  came I 

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

'' Don't please," she said. "It's-it's too 
warm. Tell me,  what makes the boat 
rock so ?" 

"That ? I t  is  the pulse of our Rio-Mar ; 

the sea-river, whose other name is Ama
zon." 

"But  I t hought we were far out to 
sea ! "  

"If  you were t o  dip a cupful o f  this 
ocean water, senhorita, you would find it 
to be S\'weet river water. And we are a 
h undred miles at sea ! Not even the 
ocean itse lf  can conquer the Amazon ! 
That is the true spirit o f  Brazil." 

His silky voice was a whisper close to 
her ear. "Other nations l ive by rules ; 
B razil and Brazilians know no rules. 
And when I tell you that I lm·e you, it is  
not a love l ike the love of other men : it 
is a tremendous thing-as strong as 
Amazon-as never-ending as this wind in 
our faces ! " 

Again h e  covered her hands with his ; 
this time she did not draw away. \Vhat 
matter tomorrow ? \Vhat matter any
thing ? She had been desolate and un
friended ; hut  here-with tropic stars 
burning in the sky-there was a rich, 
throaty voice to  whisper romantic love i n  
h er ears. She knew that h i s  arms were 
encircling her ; she felt her senses swoon
ing with a pleasurable languor. 
She had so far yielded, that the sound o f  
her name querulously being called roused 
her to a fury of resentment. 

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

Abruptly she thrust away the Brazil
ian's arms. 

"No-no ! "  she wh ispered. " Here I S  

someone coming." 
She took a step or so forward. 
" Did you see my spectacle-case ? I 

can't find it anywhere.'' 
'' No, uncle," she repl ied, bi ting her lip. 

" But-I 'Il fi nd i t  for you. You talk to 
Senhor Alvaes-he's been telling me all 
about B razil." 

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

"He's more insidious than Bartley ever 
was. H e's delightful, too-but I can't 
let him sweep me from my feet. I won-
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d e r-what's wrong with h i m-or if  any
t h ing is." 

SHE had known him four days. He 
had played at a ship's concert-so 

b rilliantly out of place in that  galaxy of 
mediocre talents that  she h a d  inquired 
about him. H e  was what she h ad felt 
sure h e  must be-an artist of interna
tional importance, fre sh fro m  triumphs i n  
� e w  York and London. 

B u t  this  had not accounted for her 
sudden su rrender. That lay deeper. She 
had l ost her b earings when she had lost 
Bartley-that dear, weak. gen erous B art
ley she had truly loved. After that
well, what did it matter ? I f  �he had to 
suffer, it  might as well  be the su ffering of 
action as that o f  inert ia. 

She did not come back to deck ; but her 
uncle h ad a w ord of warning when h e  
came down. 

' 'You see, my dear," h e  began clumsily, 
· •you can 't very weii  marry a Brazilian. 
He's  all very well, no doubt-but for a 
H eberton, with a long line of good an
cest ry-weB, it's quite out of the ques
tion." 

Lois paused only long enough to re
. fleet that Senhor Alvaes had not men

tioned marriage at all. Then she an
swered, bitterly : 

' 'Maybe that long l ine of good ancestry 
i s  what ails u s  all.  I f  you remember
Bartley h ad it too." 

She took a savage delight i n  the 
Bartley's name always gave her. 
uncle looked t roubled. 

pang 
Her 

"Yes-but Bartley was a gentleman ; 
and h e  knew the things we all kn ow
the good old t raditions." 

"There may be other thi ngs to know," 
!>he replied stubbornly. But in her heart 
she was troubled. 

' 'I 'll have t o  watch out for him," sh e 
thought sleepily. " H e's strong where I 

am weak." 
She half-expected him to follow up his 

triumphs ; and sh e was not su re whether 
his failu re pleased o r  piqued her. A t  any 
rate, he seemed singularly reserved, al-

most diffi dent. Only once did h e  t u r n  the 
conversation to personalities ; that was 
later. 

" I ' m t ruly your friend, senhorita. And 
I want to be allowed t o  come t o  see yo u 
i n  Rio. \Vhere arc you going to stay-?" 

"At the house of Senhor M iguel Barras, 
A venida B eira :M ar. Do you know of 
h i m ?'' 

"But  of course ! "  cried Alvaes. "I have 
played i n  h i s  drawing-room. I shall pay 
my respects at once. • And then-per
h aps-" 

Lois Heberton felt the old spell of his 
voice casting itself over h er. With an 
effort she evaded it. 

" I  un derstand that we are t o  reach Rio 
be fore sunset.  \V iii you show me the 
fi rst signs of the city ?" 

SOON the steamer turned in toward a 
narrow defile between steep green 

wooded h ills, ri sing mistily one behind 
anoth e r ; then i t  gl ided si lently into an 
immense blue harbor, whose waters 
changed in color as the sun approached 
the h orizon. From somewh ere on shore 
th e sound of band-music came wistfully 
over the w aters. Shadows lengthened, 
and a pale mist of purple spread i tself 
over the distant moun tains. Then the 
sound of a sunset-gun from a fortress
and the colors deepened, su ddenly grew 
dark. 

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

"That is Rio ! "  came the soft, slow, 
mu sical voice at her ear. "A ci!Y to l ove 
-a city for l o,·ers ! You have not for
gotten, senh orita ? For I shall have 
things to tell you-when you have 
learned to u nderstand B razil. Until 
then-" 

She did not dare to let h i m  see that she 
was m oved-n ot so much by his plead
ings as by the exquisite b eauty before 
her. After all, w hat did anything matter ? 
Why not be happy if sh e could ? I f  that 
little ache that had never been banished 
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from her h eart since Bartley Conover 
had left could be exorcised by pleasure
why not exorcise it ? True-she did not 
trust Luiz Alvaes ; but-she had trusted 
Bartley, and he had failed her ! 

Impulsively she put her hands in his. 
"Come to see me. I do not promise

b u t  I shall expect you." 
"Ate a vista ! "  he cried, and stood 

looking after her, hat in hand, while she 
went to find her uncle. 

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

"My niece, Senhor Miguel," said her · 

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

"And this is my daughter Gloria ! "  
Quickly, affectionately, t h e  girl clasped 

Lois in her arms. 
"I know I shall love you !" she cried 

rapturously. "I t is so wonderful to have 
some one in the house like you l I f  you 
like I shall teach you Portuguese." 

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

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

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

It was like a dream-that trip in the 
darkness across the glassy waters ; then 
in an immense automobile that dashed at 
high speed through crowded streets, 
sparkling with lights, 6Jied with throngs 
of well-dressed people-

"The Avenida Rio Branco ! "  exclaimed 
Gloria Barras proudly. 

'4But-it is more splendid than any
thing in New York," exclaimed Lois i n  
bewilderment. 

"Ah-New York ! "  The girl shrugged 
her slim shoulders expressively. "Yes
but this is Rio ! "  

Not until they had turned i n  at a mar
ble house like a royal palace, set in a 
garden colorful even in the darkness, did 
Lois 1-Ieberton realize with a start that 
she had not thought of Luiz Alvaes once 
since she had parted from him on the 
ship. 

II 

SHE had been in Rio for a week; this 
was the first time she had peeped 
into Gloria's little room. It looked 

out toward the garden ; it was sunny and 
cheerful as Gloria herself-and Lois felt 
something healing in its very simplicity. 
She walked around the room, looking at 
the pictures, listening to the girrs artless 
talk. Suddenly she stopped and .touched 
a photograph on the mantel. 

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

"That is 0 Vagalume," she said. "She 
is a good friend of mine." 

"Vagalume," mused Lois. "I have 
heard that word." 

4'0£ course you have. All Rio is mad 
over her. 'Vagalume,' you know-that 
means 'The Firefly.' Have you never 
heard of the opera 'Os Vagalumes' ? It i s  
the success o f  the season here. And she 
is the name-character. Ah ! She is en
chanting ! "  

To Lois there carne a swift vision of 
that night on The Recife ; a memory of 
the sumptuous pictures of tropical beauty 
he had evoked fo.r her. He had spoken 
of "Vagalume" also ! 

"It is very interesting," she told the 
girl. "But what is h: all about ?" 

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

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

"And to think-she is not Brazilian at 
all-she is Portefia ! "  

' 'I'd like to hear her-to see her," said 
Lois. 

' 'But-what a shame ! Did you know 
that my father irn·ited her to sing Friday 
night of th is  week-here ? And-it is 
de�olating- !-she will  not come ! I asked 
her my�elf. No : she is mourning the 
death of a dear frie nd named Paula." 

Gloria glanced around her cautiously, 
then added : 

• 

" I t  is a sa(l story, Paula was betrayed ; 
Vagalume is quite heside herself with 
grief and an�er. It happened in Buenos 
Aires. 

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

ALL that warm afternoon Lois had 
the feeling that Gloria wanted t o  

say something to her-and feared to. At 
last she exclaimed : 

' '\ Vhat is it )"Oll are hiding? I shall 
suspect the worst, unless you tell me � "  

Blushing, the young girl smiled, and 
said : 

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

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

"Dut hO\v do you kllow I want him t o  
talk t o  me ?" 

" O h-but I am a woman. And it is so 
stupid-this custom of ours, which never 
lets a woman haxe speech with a man 
alone. And I pity Senhor Alvaes. He 
comes-he goes away again. And I can 

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

"Out with it, Gloria I "  as the girl 
· stopped, abashed. 

"It is only this ; when we go tomorrow 
to Urea-l have an idea ! "  

She would not explain her idea ; it was 
only the next afternoon, when the whole 
party stood on the summit of the hill of 
Vrca, looking out over the wide p a norama 
of Rio at their feet-that it material ized. 

"Ah-sce ! '' she cried to Lois-"t h ere 
is something more wonderful than any
thing you ha \"e yet seen here ! "  

She pointed t o  a tiny black object, 
· w hich appeared to be moving i n  m i d 

air from Urea toward a steep conical 
mot1ntain which stood isolated •n t h e  
midst of the harbor. 

' "That is Pao d·Assucar ! "' she cried
"The Sugar Loaf t If you would see the 
most remarkable thing in Rio, you will 
ride in that little basket to the top of 
Sugar Loaf MOLmtain ! "  

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

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

' 'But there are young people here," in
�isted Gloria. She looked at Lois's uncle 
pleadingly. "1\fay she not go?'' 

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

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

SENHOR BARRAS seemed troubled 
as he watched Lois and the Brazilian 

step into the little aerial tram-car, which 
was to carry them across a half-mile of 
sagging wire cable to the pinnacle of 
Sugar Loaf. B u t  in Lois's heart there 
was a queer little choke of triumph-of 
apprehension. 

They crossed the deep chasm without 
words, looking over their shoulders at the 
white-clad operator in the front of the 
car. Only when they had stepped out, 
at the summit, �id Aln.es :;peak to her-
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then his veice was tremulous with eager
ness. 

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

"I have been offered a splendid con
tra�t for a series of concerts in Paris. It  
will make my fortune. But I must  go at 
once if I accept. The ship sails Saturday, 
the morning after the concert at Senhor 
Barras's house. I play then, you know. 
But-how can I go, lodng you as I do ? 
Scnhorita-will you not go with me ? I 
love you madly : as I haYe never loved 
hefore. \Vhat does anything else matter?" 

"All aboard, senhor," said the white
clad boy. 

"Yes-ye� ! "  cried A l vaes impatiently. 
''One moment." He turned back to Lois. 
" \Ve must go back to the other�. But� 
will you go?'' 

His voice was hypnotic-she seemecl 
not to have the will or the power to op
pose him. He seized her in h i s  arms and 
kissed her. 

"I do not know," she murmured. "I 
cannot tell. Rut-at the concert on Fri
day-then I shall tell you my answer-" 

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

"Yon are happy,'' she whispered. "J 
c:m see it in your eyes." 

Lois could not speak. But she shook 
her head. 

T
HEIR big motor car took them back 
through Beira Mar and into Rio 

proper--down the wide palm-shaded Ave
nida Rio Branco. I t  was late afternoon ; 
the throngs were at th eir height-in cafes 

-pouring out of places of amusement
of relaxation. Lois gazed at them with
out interest-then at sight of a face which 
evoked memories she laid her hand on 
her uncle's arm. 

"I-I thought I saw someone !'' she 
cried. "Some one from home. Let me 

walk for a little while-Gloria can come 

with me ! "  
Paying n o  attention t o  the surprise-

not unmixed with disapproval-which 
crossed the faces of the two old men-she 
seized Gloria's arm, and went back with 
her a little distance toward a cafe, '\vhere 
at a sidewalk table still sat the pen�on 
Lois had seen. She we'}t up to h i m  
abruptly and said : 

"Bartley ! Bartley Conover !" 
He put down the cup of coffee he was 

l ifting to his lips and rose to h i s  feet. 
"Lois !"  he cried ; only the one word. 
They looked into one another's eyes. 

He was pale ; slenderer, cooler, browner 
than she remembered him. His hand 
I rcmhlcd a little as he held it out t o  her. 
Finally she sa.id : 

"You ! \\That are you doing here, i n  
Rio ?  I thought-" 

He laughed shortly. 
''You thought I had gone to the devil ! 

I was headed that way. But I didn't. I 
found when l cut out the old crowd, and 
came down here where no one knew me ; 
and where I had t o  work-that I could 
g-o straight enough. I've been here two 
years, in a bank. But you ?" 

"I'm here with my uncle-at Senhor Bar
ras's." She introduced him to Gloria, 
who regarded him with shining eyes
then stepped deferentially out of earshot.  
Bartley seemed unable to express him
self-he hesitated, fina11y stammered out 
-his eyes lowered to the fanciful black
and-white mosaic of the pavemen t :  

"Lois-1 feel just the same as always 
about you-except that I've grown up at 
last. Is there any chance for me ?" 

Her heart fluttered ; it crossed her mind 
that Alvaes was not able to move her 
thus. She lowe•·erl her eye s ;  a rich color 
fl ooded her face, but her mouth was set 
in a stubborn line, and in her eyes was 
disillusion. 

"You had your chance, Bartley. I'm 
afraid it's too late now." 

White-faced, hut impassive, he took the 

blow. Then he smiled a little, with blood
less tips-a wi�tful, defeated smile. 
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"I know ; I was a rotter. I don't 
hlame you, Lois. Then its good-bye, is 
0 ?" I t  . 

She could hardly trust herself t o  an-
swer. 

"I-I don't know: Bartley. I 'm afraid 
�o. But-if you should care to come to 
see me Satu rday-1 '11 know-that is, u 
I 'm there. I f  I 'm not-you'll  know it 
w a s  too late. Good-bye." 

She felt o ld, and sad, and as if all her 
bridges were burned when she caught 
up with Gloria. He would not come
�he would never see him again ! \V ell � 
She laughed harshly. 

"0-what a wonderful young man ! "  
cried Gloria ecstatically. "Such eyes ! 
and so clean, and brown, and American ! 
I think I shall marry an American. They 
arc so  nice ! "  

THEY walked _through dense crowds 
-people who turned to  stare at the 

handsome young woman with flushed 
cheeks and the half-awkward, half
graceful young girl who walked unac
companied. At a certain street-corner 
Gloria touched her companion's arm. 

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

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

At one of these h ouses Gloria st opped 
and rang a bell. 

"I t's where Mercedes Vallena lives
you remember-'0 Vagalume,'-the girl 
whose picture you saw in my room. Per
haps if I ask her again-while you are 
here-she will come." 

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

"The senorita will be down in a mo
ment," she said in Spanish. 

The a door opened noiselessly, and a 
young woman came in-the girl of the 
photograph, but sadder, softened ;  with 
dark circles under her brilliant eyes. She 

embraced Gloria, who clung to her, toy
ing a pendant. 

"\Viii you not change your mind, dear 
Merce.des ? I have come all this distance 
to ask you again. I t  is  for this American 

. friend of mine that my father gives his  
concert, and I hoped-" 

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

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

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

"Not Luiz Alvaes ? The pianist ? For 
he is  in New York-" 

" No ; he is here-for a few days. Satur
day he goes to  Paris. But h e  is  t o  sing . 
on Friday at our concert. Tell me ; do 
you know him ?" 

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

"No-and yes. I have never seen him. 
But I have heard of him-I l ong to see 
him." Suddenly, engagingly, she smiled 
and took Gloria's hands in hers. "Listen. 
querida, I did not know this when I said 
I could not come. Perhaps-who knows 
-1 may sing after all-just to meet the 
famous Alvaes." 

T OIS could hardly recognize in the gay 
Lcountenance she turned on them, the 
sad creature she had been a moment be
fore. Gloria shook her curls knowingly. 

"Ah ! Coquette ! But you will find 
Senhor Alvaes n o  easy conquest-espe
cially since-" She paused, glanced at 
Lois, and finished her sentence lamely : 

" Besides, he does not like the Portefias 
of Argentine." 

"That does not matter. He shall like 
me if I wish him t o." Then she turned to 
Lois. " Forgive me senhorita ; perhaps 
you like Senor Alvaes. \V e are friends
you and I, remember-already." 
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Lois felt  the color come into her 
cheeks. 

" H ow can I say ! "  she replied. "He 
fascinates me-a little." 

Vagalume smiled, a gloomy smile. 
"That \vould be tru e ; I ha,·e heard of 

his fascinations. Ah, weli-I would have 
you remember - whatever happens - I 

mean it kindly to you, senh orita." 
Puzzling over her words. L ois could 

nevertheless scarcely credit the change 
that had come over the si nger. She moved 
quickly, lightly, and her face was lit  by 
sudden flashes of changing expression. 

"You are going home now ? I shall go 
with you ; I wi>'h to  tell your father." 

Outside, they took a taxi to the house 
of Senhor Barras ; as they h urried u p  the 
marble steps the door opened, and Ah·aes 
came out. He bowed silently. Gloria 
ran ahead of the others, and said : 

"Ah-Senhor-we ha,·e just made a 
great conquest for our concert Friday. 
'0 Vagalume has consented to sing." 

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

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

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

"A friend ?" Alvaes smiled uneasily. 
"Yes-my little friend Paula B ranca, 

of Buenos Aires-" 
He seemed suddenly t o  change color ; 

to grow livid. 
"Paula-your friend I I s  she here ?" 

I NTO Vagalu me's eyes came the un
readable expression Lojs had seen 

there before. 
"No ; senhor. She is with God. But

she died asking for 'Luiz.' " 
His heavy-lidded eyes fel l ; h e  was si

lent. At last he said hoarsely : 
"Dead ; I swear I never knew of it f 

I was in London-" 

The singer's eyes were hard, b rilliant, 
gem-like ; her voice suave and conciliat
ing : 

"Ah-but let us not spoil a meeting 
with sorrowful things ! My frie n d  wa:; 
dear to me-" her voice broke a l i ttle
"but-she was not strong. Vae vict i s ! 
You and I ,  senhor-we are strong ; my 
little Paula was weak-she paid f o r  it.  
But let u s  not talk of her : th e Past is 
the Past." 

Like the sun coming out from c l ouds,  
her  smile appeared ; and in its sudden 
radiance, Luiz  Ah·aes warmed h i m s e l f. 
she held out both hands to him. 

"I had refused to sing-until I learned 
that a great artist was to  play. Then, 
senh or, I consented." 

He smiled contentedly ; he seemed a l 
most to bask. She released h i s  hands.  

"But I m u st seek Senhor Barras, for 
just a moment.  I f  you care to wait for 
me-" to Alvaes-"I shall not be long. 
:\ nd-I am anxious to talk to you again:•  

Alvaes bowed. "I shall wait-gladly . .. 
They left him at the door. I nside. 

Vagalume looked at her h ands and made 
a gesture of distaste-almost of h orror,  
murmuring : 

"Ah-these hands ! \Vhat a lot of puri
fication they will  need ! B u t  come, child 
-let us go in to see your father ! "  

I I I  

TO LOI S it seemed as if Friday 
night-the night of the concert 
and of her decision would never 

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

But-Bartley h ad promised nothing : 
she would perhaps never see him again. 
Alvaes had promised her everything. She 
sighed. 

" Poor Bartley-but you're too late ! "  
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Then i t  came-the long-awaited night. 
From an alcove in the great drawing
room she had heard A lvaes . play, ex
quisitely, but leaving the hearers cold. 
After him came Vagalume. She was 
dressed in a pale green costume; the 
lights were lov·:ered-she sang her Fire
tly-Song from the opera in a dark hall, 
with a dreamy soft light upon her. 

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

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

"He has been seeing her !" flashed into 
Lois's thoughts. "And-he's not been 
here since-" 

Then she dismissed the thought as 
petty. Another followed it : 

"But if so-what of Paris ?" 

ALL at once she felt physically sick. 
The assemblage-of formal precise 

old gentlemen, of over-dressed, over
rouged, over-jewelle_d ladies, and timid 
young people-wavered before her eyes. 
She slipped out of the drawing room to a 
balcony overlooking the garden. There 
�he drew a long breath of relief. 

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

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

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

Lois could see two figures below h·er, 
in the darkness of the garden ; but on 
one there was a faintly l uminous gar
ment. She had the impulse to run away
to hide herself. nut-she could not move 
without being seen. Suddenly she heard 
Vagalumc's clear note : 

"Ah, you say these things to every one, 
senhor. Perliaps-even-you said it to 
the American girl-'' 

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

"No, senhor. You. ask too much of 
me. If I were free-I do not say. But I 
am an artist-and I have my own con� 
tracts-1 am to sing in Buenos Aires this 
coming week. I thank you for the honor 
you have done me-but I must go to 
Buenos Aires ... 

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

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

"Ah, then, my friend-farewelt.t• The 
light-colored figure moved lightly away
"I see that your protestations meant 
noth ing at all. I shall go alone. I wish 
you good-night." 

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

"But I cannot let you go alon e !  What 
matters Paris ? \Vh at matters anything? 
I shall go to Buenos Aires with you to
morrow." 

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

"Ah-my lover ! · �fy own true lover l 
You will_ al ways be true?" 

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

"But-my beloved-you must not go 
on the same ship. That would be too 
open. \Ve must be crafty. Two vessels 
sail tomorrow; The Corcovado at eight ; 
The Voltaire at noon. I leave on The 
Corcovado. Very well. At noon, you 
may follow me on The Voltaire. A t  
Buenos Aires w e  meet. I s  it understood?" 

Then there was quiet. Lois could see 
them walking away together, disappear
ing from her sight at a turn in the path. 
She hid her face in her hands. A voice 
jn her heart cried : 

"Oh-BarUey ! Bart ley ! And-it's all 
too late ! "  

I V  

THE next day she turned a deaf ear 
to all Gloria's pleas for admittance. 
To the timid knocking on her door 

she had only the one answer : 
"I've a frightful headache, dear. But

I"Il see you this afternoon." 
She felt she could not bear to face the 

innocent young girl again-or, for that 
matter, anyone. She was humiliated ; 
shamed. She had been ready to give up 
all-and she had not even been given that 
privilege I 

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

"I'm low enough," she said to herself 
grimly. " But-she is viler." 

Late that afternoon Gloria knocked 
again. 

"No, Lois, dearest-I'm not annoying 
you. But there's someone here to see 
you. May she come in ?" 

Lois unlocked her door reluctantly, and 
opened it . .  There stood before it Merce
des Vallena-0 Vagalu me ! In her eyes 
was the sadness of her first meeting with 
Lois ; but her lips trembled with an eK
pression at once cruel and triumphant. 

"What are you doing here?" gasped 
Lois. "I thought-" 

\Vith a gesture the singer stopped her. 
"You thought I )Vas in Buenos Aires 

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

"I had a friend-Paula Branca. I loved 
her as I never loved anything in this 
world. 

"She ·was betrayed by this-this rep
t ile - Alvaes. H e  did not dare to re
t urn to Buenos A ires-until I lured him 
on by thinking he could capture me as 
he captured Paula-as, perhaps, he o n c e  
dreamed o f  capturing you. But-praise 
God, I have avenged her !" 

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

"You think I mean merely that I have 
spoiled his contracts in Paris ? But t h a t  
i s  not all ; when The Voltaire docks at 
Buenos Aires the brothers of Paula w i l l  
meet it-1 have n o  fear-no fear a t  a n  of 
my revenge ! "  

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

"Paula ! My little Paula I "  

L
OIS was o n  the point o f  going t o  her 
side, to comfort her with the words 

one desolate soul can offer another, when 
Gloria's knock tapped again at the door. 

"Senhorita ; I do not wish to disturb 
you-but he is asking for you-that won
derful young American we saw in the 
A venida Rio Branco." 

Lois ran to the door swiftly : 
"TeU him, Gloria, that I will be down 

in just a minute ! And-Gloria darling
don't-don't let him go away until I 
come ! "  

Then she came back and knelt beside 
Vagalum e ;  into her own eyes, for the 
first time, the tears came freely ; they 
were in part tears of sympathy-but even 
more they were tokens o£ supreme happi
ness. 
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Wilmot r.unt In The Bystand�r. London 
THE LAST WORD 

"I should like to see any man try to kiss me !" 
"No doubt-but you · shouldn"t admit it !" 

3 8 5  
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COhe Fifth  GuaPdian 
lFa7't qjh.,ee of a Th7'eeMPa7't Romance 

By Victo1' Rousseau 
Author of "The Big Muskeg," "The Messiah 
of the Cylinder," 

·
and "Wooden Spoil" 

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

' ' I  can't understand men at all," said 
Polly Seaton, disconsolately, to Nan Dra
per. 

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

"\\'hat do you mean, Nan ?''  
"To try to find out what the mystery 

is that makes us like them,'' said Nan. 
"Well, there isn't any likelihood of my 

ever getting married,'' said Polly, "so I 

suppose the mystery will have to remain 
unsolved forever, so far as I am con 
cerned. But I was thinking of men in 
general, without reference to marriage. 

' 'Here Stepfather made that absurd will 
requiring me to select myself a guardian 
out of five gentlemen, and I 've tried three 

of them, and they have proved simply im
possible. Sometimes, I really think all 
men are monsters, in one way or another, 
Nan." 
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"Some of 'em are. Some of 'em aren't," 
said Nan, philosophically. 

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

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

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

"Now don't take it that way, my dear," 
said the old servant, patting her mistress's 
shoulder. "I 'm sure that M r. Cresswell-" 

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

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

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

"I 've come more or less to a conclusion, 
Nan,'' she said. "I don't believe there's · 

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

POLLY broke the fourth of the five 
envelopes which Mr. Brose, the law

yer, had given her. 
"Mr. Joseph Cranford, 109 Main Street," 

she read; and wrinkled her forehead again. 
"I seem to have heard somebody speak of 
Mr. Cranford," she said. "\Vho is he, 
Nan ? Do you know him ? Was he very 
friendly with Stepfather ?" 

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

"0, I do hope so," said Polly enthusi
astically. "What sort of man is young 
M r. Cranford ? Do you know him, Nan ?'' 

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

She knew, in the first place, that Colonel 
Sanford had idolized his stepdaughter, 
and that he had always carried unhealed 
the wound inflicted on him when the 
girl's aunt insisted on removing her from 
his home, alleging that the house of an 
old widower, who drank, smoked, and en
tertained his friends with cards played_ for 
small stakes, was n o  place in which to 
bring up Polly. 

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

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

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

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

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

Nan Draper turned away. "I don't re
member young M r. Cranford very well, 
M iss Polly," she said, crossing her finger 
and thumb ,  to make the lie no sin. 

But Polly did not detect Nan's guilty 
manner. She was bubbling over with a 
new confidence. 

"Nan," she said confidingly, "what 
would you think if I were to tell you that 
my moral principles have all vanished ?" 

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

Polly gave Nan a reproachful little look 
and continued : 

"It's true-it's true, Nan. All men are 
monsters, that's my firm conviction. They 
may not all be vicious monsters, but they 
are abnormal all the same. Aunt Jane's 
idea that somewhere in the world one 
true .  man existed isn't true. If it is true 

-----�- -----

I'm not likely to  meet him. And-you 
understand me, Nan, don't you ? I 'm only 
looking for a man worthy t o  be my 
guardian. 

"And-I'm going to be of the world 
worldly, Nan ! "  

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

"I told you, Nan, my moral principle s  
have broken down. 1-I'm not going to 
look for an impossible ideal any more. 
I'm going to be tolerant, and to take 
things as I find them." 

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

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

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

And for the first time Polly showed n o  
signs of dissatisfaction a t  hearing what 
had hitherto been unwelcome news. 

P
OLLY had written to M r. Joseph 
Cranford, and in due course a letter 

of welcome arrived. The Judge was en
tertaining a small house party, and they 
would be delighted to have her spend a 
few days with them. The letter · ended 
with the modest hope that the writer 
w ould have the honor of managing Polly's 
affairs. 

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

"She's just started for the Judge's 
house," said Nan. 

"She'll be taking the 10 : 10 then," said 
M r. Richard Cresswell. "0, Nan, how 
can I thank you ?" 

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

" Nan, I know you are aware of a lot 
that you don't tell. But sometimes, when 
I get to  thinking things o,·er, I feel quite 
desperate. You see, she's so hard to sat
isfy, Nan ; and how can I be sure that 
J oe won't round on her and win her away 
from me ?" 

"\Veil," said Nan Draper indignantly. 
' ' if  l\Iiss Polly's too fastidious for you to 
suit her, I guess she isn't likely to take 
to l\fr. Cranford." 

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

Nan reflected, and Dick did an im
p romptu tightrope dance at the other end 
of the line in his anxiety. 

"I don't believe she knows herself," said 
Nan Draper, finally. "But I 've thought, 
from the terrible things she says about 
you-" 

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

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

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

T
H R E E-QUARTERS of an hour latl'r 
a young lady, carrying a small bas

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

"How you frightened me, D i-Mr .  
Cresswell ! "  gasped Polly, letting t h e  suit
case fall. 

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

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

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

''There is  nothing for you to explain, 
l\lr. Cresswell," said Polly, coldly. "I am 
n ot your judge. None of the other gen
tlemen whom I tried to see whether they 
would make good guardians has followed 
me up like you." 

" I  don't want you to go where you are 
going before I have-" began Dick. 

"How do you know where I am going, 
p ray ?" 

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

"Have you ?" asked Polly caustically. 
Dick · swung upon his heel and raised 

his hat. "I shall n ot trouble you again, 
Miss Seaton," he said, with suppressed 
violence. " D on't be afraid that you will 
ever see me after th is." 

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

"Oh, Dick," she cried at length, stretch
ing out her arms toward the departing 
vehicle, "I-I-Oh, if you ever cared for 

�--�--------------------�-----�----------------------
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me the least' bit i n  the world you would · 
stay and explain it all, instead of being so 
angry every time r meet you ! "  . 

It was fortunate that there was n.obody 
passing to see the. pretty girl in the s·evere 
dress wiping her eyes by the dusty road
side. When the eyes were quite dry, out 
came something that Polly had achieved 
recently with · much misgiving, and with 
much sense ·of secret sin. It was-a pow
der paper. It went daintily all over the 
tear-stained cheeks and the grief-reddened 
nose, and was rubbed up and down, and 
round and round, with an intuition that 
might have been the experience of years. 
If it did not betoken the old Adam, let 
us call it the original Eve. 

Then Polly took up the bag and re
sumed . her walk. A few minutes later 
she passed up a very large garden anci 
rang the bell of an old-fashioned manor 
h ouse, standing c'uriously forlorn but 
splendid · among the vacant b uilding lots 
which had been cut out of the property. 

I 

AN H O U R  before dinner that night 
Pony sat in her bedroom in Judge 

Cranford's house, dressing slowly, and 
analyzing her impressions, which were 
certainly bewildering ones. 

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

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

It was the character and occupation o f  
t h e  other guests, h owever, that proved 
amazing. In place of the gathering of  
Ia  wyers, worldly wise, and shrewd finan-

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

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

A M iss Reeves, a young lady with a 
\vealth of fair hair, and a very engrossing 
manner, who was secretary to an organi
zation for the abolition of tobacco. 

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

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

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

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

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

"Our leading paper will be by Pro
fessor Slocum, on 'The I ntimate Associa
tion between D rink and the Drama'," re
sponded the dark-haired young man with 
a bow. 

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

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

There sounded a sudden noise like an 
explosion from the head of the table, 
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where Judge Cranford was seated. ·I t  re
solved itself into something more like a 
cli�king chuckle ; but when Polly turned 
her head to look the 1 udge was eyeing 
his plate and apparently clearing his 
throat. 

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

1 udge Cranford coughed violently and 
turned red in the face. Joe sprang to his 
� ide and began thumping the old man 
hard upon th e back until he recovered. 

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

"I want yot1 to let me show you the 
greenhouse after dinner, Miss Seaton," 
interposed Joe, with rather startling sud
denness. 

B
UT dinner was just ending, and, as 
is customary in houses where liquor 

and smoking are taboo, the gentlemen 
accompanied the ladies at once into the 
drawing-room. I n  the process Polly got 
separated from her escort. Seeing 1 oe 
leading the way a little distance ahead, 
under the impression that she was near 
him, she hurried after him into the pas
sage, and, as she emerged, a large object 
rjbounded from another smaller object, 
with the resiliency of a rubber ball. 

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

Polly did not think much of the epi
sode. She accompanied 1 oe into the 
greenhouse, a large place filled with 
flowering shrubs and ferns. They wan
dered about rather aimlessly for a few 
minutes. Then Joe began to hem and 
haw. 

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

"Why ?'' inquired Polly. 
"Well, my father and I have very-very 

strict principles about things which are 
commonly looked upon as venial" 

''Why, the idea ! "  said the girl indig
nantly. "I am sure n obody could have 
been brought up more strictly than I ! "  

"I hope I a m  not offending," said Joe 
bluntly. "But until you spoke a s  you did 
about the stage I had almost decided to 
decline the post. You see, though it is 
to be a business arrangement, it carries 
with it a certain moral responsibility. 
• Polly turned and looked at Joe with 
her most chilling expression. 

"Will you kindly tell me why you should 
imagine that I am a-a person who i s  
unworthy t o  be associated with yourself ?" 
she demanded. "Or why you think I am 
so inferior morally ?" 

"N9w, Miss Seaton, please don't take 
my words in that way," said J oe, plead
ingly. "I only meant that most wealthy 
young ladies are not brought up nowa
days as their grandmothers were." 

Polly's look was perfectly freezing. 
"Yes, yes, Mr. Cranford, I quite under

stand that you are altogether too good a 
person to become my guardian," said the 
girl. "It may occur to you, a little later, 
that I haven't asked you, and that it i s  
for me to  d o  t h e  selecting." 

"My dear Miss Seaton-" 
"I don't question that," continued PolJy. 

"But why-j u st why did you find it inev

itable that you sh ould arrive at this con
clusion ? You must have some specific 
reason." 

''\Veil," said 1 oe, driven into a corner, 
"if I had-" 

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

" Miss Seaton, I implore you not to  take 
me in that way. I t  had no reference-no 
direct reference to yourself." 

------�---- _,.....,.... ... ____ __. _____ ,..-. ___ _____ . _ _,_ __ _______ �� 
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" What is it ?" 
"\Veil-your stepfather." 
"What ?" cried Polly, staring at him 

aghast. 
. "The late Colonel Sanford, your step
father, was not a good man, Miss Seaton." 

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

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

' 'He drank.'' 
" H e  was brought up to drink." 
"He smoked." 
"Well, · yes, he did smoke. But only 

cigars-never cigarettes. People hadn't 
reached such a pitch of development when 
he was a young man." 

"He flirted," said Joe Cranford sternly. 
''He didn't flirt," cried Polly in despera

tion. ' 'He was just fond of young women 
about him and he u sed to  tease them." 

"And, he went to  the th eatre," .said Joe. 

POLLY hung her head. She knew, too 
well, that the charge was irrefutable. 

Hadn't he taken her to see "The Broad
way Twinklers," young women kicking 
their limbs shamelessly about the stage ? 
She tried to defend the Colonel, but she 
could not. · So i n  self-defence she took 
out her pocket-handkerchief and cried 
j ust the least bit. 

Joe was all remorse in a momen�. "Miss 
Seaton, can you ever forgive me for being 
such a brute ?" he begged, clutching in 
agitation at her sleeve. "1-1 was wrought 
up, and 1-1 want to be your guardian." 

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

"You are an angel, Miss Seaton. You-" 
The handkerchief fluttered to the 

ground. Polly stared out of her blue 
eyes at Joe. And, astounding as his state
ment had been, Polly was glad. 

She was so perfectly proud ta be 
thought an angel, and there was only one 
thing missing to make her joy complete. 
She wanted Dick to hear. 

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

" \Vhat's that you said ?" demanded 
Polly, trying to look severe. 

"I don't know," gasped Joe. "I guess 
it just leaped out of my heart." 

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

" 0, :\I iss Seaton," began Joe in deep 
distress. 

"Altogether too rash. \Vhy, you'd put 
my money into the first gold mine that-" 

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

"\Veil, we'll see,'' said Polly, in concil
btory tones, laying her hand on Joe's 
arm. "I shall try you out, perhaps, before 
I go home." 

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

HOW did she know ? She asked her
self that question the followinr� 

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

She wanted D ick to see Joe lying. bound 
in the chains of love, before her. Sh e 
wanted to torture D ick. I f  she couldn't 
torture D ick, she want ed to torture J oe, 
to punish him because of D ick's faith
lessness. 

Of course Polly did n ot know w h at she 
wanted. She was merely st ruggling to 
put Joe on the foreground and keep the 
memory of Dick suppressed. 

"\Vhy shouldn't I ?" demanded Polly 
suddenly, of nobody and n o t h i n g  in par
t icular. 

Nobody an swered , u n t il an early robin 
came on the scene. 

"Every woman d oes-ev�·ry woman 
does," it  chan ted, between b u r s t s  of ener
get ic warfare upon a worm. 

"I t's wicked-wicked ! " sang a song
sparrow from the top bough of a t re e .  

" I  don't care if it i s," said Polly defi
antly. "I 'm just going to ." 

A cluster of early asters underneath 
her window winked their yellow eyes and 
nodded their h �ds app rovi ngly. 

I T \VAS quite a d i fferent-looking Polly 
who went downstairs to breakfast . A 

mask seemed to have fal len from her face. 
Her eyes were shining. and beh i nd the 

shine was somet hin g that started J oe's 
heart beating wildly. 

On a previous occasion a certain Bel
gian maid named }.l athi lde had offered to 
show Polly h ow to bring a man to her 
feet. Polly had been h orrifi ed at the su g
gestion, but the failure of t h e  object
l esson h ad banished her belief in Mathilde's 
statement trat any woman could do the 
same. Now she knew it was true. She 
had learned to flirt in  an instant-the in
stant when she looked into J oe's eyes. 

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

t o  his st udy to meditate. T h re e  times 
he began a letter, and three  times he t ore 
u p  what he had written. · Then h e  set his 
teeth and wrote it a fou rt h  t i n1e from 
begin ni ng t o  end, addressed it t o  M r. 
R ichard Cresswell .  and started o u t  to mail  
it .  In the hall  he met Polly. 

• ·o, Tvi r. Cran ford ," she said, •·r was 

won derin g  what had become of y o u .  I 
am feel i ng so lonely." 

Joe snatched the letter from his p o cket 
and p repared t o  tear it into shre d s .  Yet 
he hesitated. and Polly went on : 

' ·I t is so desperately secret, all th i s  p ri 
vate meeting o f  your other guests, an d nty 
n ot being admitted." 

Joe stared for an i nstant. 
· ·o.  yes. M i s;; Se:t t o n ,  and we all fee ; 

very bad ly about  it ." h e  answered. " B u t ,  
you see, the organ ization s  t o  which t h e  
Da,·enants. and M i ss Reeves , and �I r .  
J ones b elong are affi liated branch es, a n d  
t h e-er-t h e  by-laws m ake secrecy po s i 
t i\'cly essential.  You know, they are de
hat i ng s o m e  plans of immense nati o n a l  
i mportance. That's why they just  h a d  t o  
l ock themselves i n t o  my father's study t o  
discuss them ." 

' '0,  well. I don't care,'' answered Polly. 
" B u t ,  you see.  I did feel  a h i t  lonel y ; a s  
th ere was nobody else I wondered w h a t  
h a d  happened t o  you ." 

Joe groveled-metaphorically. Also h is 
clutch upon the letter relaxed. \Veil ,  i f  
s h e  was so horrid he'd mai l it. 

··r was just  going o u t  to post a letter.' '  
' · M ay I come, too ?" asked Po l ly . 
"I shall be delighted," an swered J oc. 
They walked to the letter-box at the  

bottom o f  the garden. \Vi t h  a fi r m  h a n d  
T oe thrust in t h e  letter. I t  w e n t  i n t o  t h e  
box 's m a w ,  l i k e  a sacrifice to an awful  
god. 

" Y ou're very silent," said Pol ly. " I  don't 
think yo u 're at al l  n ice. M r. Cr:w ford, 
after arousing my-my int erest in you so 
m uch." 

Joe stared in agony at t h e  mouth of 
the letter-box. He was plann ing some 
desperate scheme of b urglary before the 
postman came round. 

�---------------- ---·· -- - - r ------,-r-- ,--- -· �� 
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' ' But, o f  course," t h e  girl continued, "all 
people interest me just now, because the 
world is rather new to me." 

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

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

HE \VAS more madly in love than 
ever by evening, for Polly had been 

n�ry gracious. \\"hen the girl went up to 
her room to dress for dinner they stood 
at the door, chatting. And here a remark
able episode occurred. 

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

He cast one glance tov.·ard Polly as he 
reached the head of the flight. uttered a 

�ort of low moan, and disappeared into 
his room, slamming and locking the door 
Lehind him. 

Polly clung to the jamb in terror. 
" M r. Cranford," she gasped, "did you 

see that ?" 
"Y e-ye-yes. l\1 iss S-S-S-Seaton," stam

mered Joe, who appeared absolutely para
lyzed with terror. 

·"What does it mean ? What is it ? I s  
he-is h e  insane ?" demanded Polly, panic
stricken. 

" Ye-ye-yes," stammered Joe. " No-

that is-why, · yes, Miss Seaton-that is
you see, it's this way. Poor J ones is per
fectly harmless, but he's been overdoing 
it in the cause of his society and he-well, 
he came down here to recuperate. The 
doctor says he'll be quite well in another 
week or two, but-but his campaign 
against theatricals, you know. He throws 
his whole soul into his  work, and some
times he has a momentary touch of in
sanity. lie wouldn't hurt a fly ! "  

" Poor fellow ! "  said Polly. 
" Yes," went on Joe volubly, "and that's 

really why we have to let them hold their 
meetings in private. You see, J ones gets 
a tnfle erratic, especially after an h our or 
so. He oughtn't to  be allowed to go, but 
he insist s, and so we hu mor him. Don't 
be afraid of him, M iss Seaton." 

''I 'm not afraid," said Polly, hesitant. 
"I knew you couldn't be," said Joe. 

· ·�I iss Seaton, I think you're such a splen
did girl. \Vould you mind very much my 
saying something ?" 

" I s  it very personal ?'' asked Polly, smil
ing. 

" \Veil, yes. B ut I can't help saying it. 
Ever since I saw you I've been thinking 
what a lot of blind dolts there are in  the 
world that some young fellow hasn't 
snapped you up. I know how crude that 
sounds, but the man that won you, Miss 
Seaton, would be just the luckiest fellow 
on earth, or, rather, in heaven." 

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

".\ren't you thoroughly ashamed of 
your self, you-you hussy ?'' it  asked. 
" \\'hat do you mean by bringing the poor 
fellow to that, when you know you said 
you never would marry anyone ? Of 
course you didn't mean it-" 

"I did ! "  said Polly. 
"\Vhat you meant was that you wouldn't 

marry anybody unless you could get Dick. 
But that makes it all the worse, letting 
Joe lose his head over you in this way. 
Oh, for heaven's sake turn them down ! 
Turn them down, I tell you. H e  thinks 
you mean .business when you look at him 
like that." 
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' 'You are a h o rrid th i n g," said Polly,  
' ·and I think your phrases are coarse in 
t h e  extreme. I shal l  look a t  J o e Cran ford 
j u s t  as m u ch as I want t o." 

" l\I is s  Seaton," said J l ) e  w i ,.; t f u l ly,  

" t here 's  somet h i n g  t h at I ' v e  b een wanting 
t o  say t o  you for some t i m e . J w an t t o  
s a y  it  very badly i n deed. To n i;.:-l t t I h ave 
t o  go over to D a r l i n g t o n  to :-;ee an old 
cl ient of my fat h er's, a n d  I don' t  expect  
t o  be back u n t i l  ahnut  this  t i me t o mo rrow 
afternoon. I w o n der w h et h e r  I could 
h ave a chance t o  meet  you i n  the garden 
about  then,  so t h a t  I can see you hy your
self." 

" No ! "  sh outed con �cie nce . 
But,  s i n e �  conscience speak s only i n  a 

st i l l ,  small v o ice. h o \vever h a rd it tr ies  to 
raise it ,  the re ply ,,· a s  d ro\\"necl in Poll y's 
fl u ttering "ye<" 

J oe went a ,,· ay s p ringily,  hi=- w h o l e  pe r 
sonal i ty  radiat i n g  sat i s fact i o n ,  and Pol ly 
ret i red int o her roo m .  She l o oked s o  
de mu re a s  she sat d o \\· n be fore t h e  nn rrnr 
t h at n obody would have dre::uned of the 
agitat ion i n  h e r  heart .  

"\Veil, you've done i t  n o w, "  s h e  sa i d to 
h e rself. " Yt"s,  you 've d one i t .  You've 
gone too far.  You 'll  h a ve t o  marry Joe,  
o r  pass as a s h ameless, abominable fl i rt ." 

Suddenly th e girl  fou nd h e rself  cry i ng 
t e m pestu ously. w i t hout h a v i n g  su spected 
that she was goin g  to. 

' 'I t 's  a wicked shame." she w h ispe red. 
" O h ,  D ick, if only you could be h ere 
n o w ! I f  only you could care for me,  and 
make me forget my stubbornn ess.  I I o n• 
you,  Dick, and I can't-! can't marry Joe." 

She was q u ite u nhappy when she went 
down t o  dinner that  n ight. . The on ly un
h appier person at t h e  t able wa� l\r r. J one�.  
H e  l ooked at Polly furt ively ; once their  
eyes m et .  and t h e  girl saw a p leadi ng ex
p ression in hi;;. And the temptation was 
almost i rresist ib le  to \vonder w h ose it was, 
and what h e  h ad done with that-t h at 
t h ing ! 

B u t  Mr. Jones was certainly a composed 
lu natic. His conversation seemed quite 
rati onal. It was n ot until  late in the 
evening that he had an outbreak. 

AND it  happ ened in th i s wi se. Y ou 
know that when you don't wan t to 

see a t h ing, you are sure t o  find you rself 
p laced unintentionally in  t h e  p o s i t i o n  o f  
a ,.. ort of spy. \Veil ,  Polly, ha vi n g deter
m i n ed t o  keep her  attention away from 
:\I r. J ones.  happened t o  be n ea r  t h e d o o r  
o f  t h e  drawing- room.  M is;; Reeve s .  w h o  
had been singi ng. h a d  gone o u t s i d e ,  and 
i n t h e  m i rror over t h e  mantel  Pol l y  s a w  

h e r s t a n d i n g  i n  the  h a l l . l o o k i n g  at a v a s e  
o i  flowers. Sudden ly M r. J ones 's h ead 
c 1 m e  into t h e  p i c t u re.  

:\ [  r. J ones de�cend·;-d t h e  stairs .  c rept 
u p t o  :M i s s  Ree\·cs, a n d  del i b e rat ely i m
p l a n t ed a-yo u  kn ow-on t h e  bac k  of h e r  
neck ! 

Poll y, agh ast.  saw t h e  g i rl spring ro u nd 
a n d  face t h e  madman.  Then the eyes of 
t h e  t h ree met in t h e  m i rror, and 1\-f r_ 
J on es simply van i s hed.  

Polly t o ok the h u l l h y  t h e  h o rns.  S h e  
went  out.  M i ss R e eves st i l l  stood near 
the flowers, but :M r. J o nes was no where i n  
sight. The poor girl 's face was pink with 
m o rt i fication: 

' " ::Vl iss R eeves,''  s a i cl Polly,  "I-I couldn ' t  
h e l p  seeing that .  I t h ought I 'd t e l l  you 
somet h i n g. Poor M r .  J ones-b u t  you 
kno\\" , of course, t h at he i sn 't re�p o u 
s i b l e  ?" 

ii i i s s  !{ecvcs t u rned fro m pink to scar

let .  " \Vhat  do you mean ?" she st a m 
mered. 

"I  t h ought you knew h e  has been over
working and is a l i t t l e  l ight-h eaded a t  
t imes. I t's t h e  arduou,; n at ure o f  h i s  
t a sk, y o u  know. I ' m  su rc-I 'm quite su re 
he didn't  m ean t o  i n s u l t  you." 

}l i s s  R eeves looked both astounded and 
curious.  

" D o  you mean t o  s u ggest that  M r. 
J ones is o u t  of h i s  m i n d ?" she asked. 

Polly n odded. 
' 'Just overwork," she said. "I kn o w h e  

would be the last man t o  think o f  doing 
such an abominable thing a s  that to you, 
of all  persons." 

"Oh , thank you ! ' ' gasped M i ,;s Reeves, 
and h u rried away. 

l\l r. J ones d i d  not return t o  the d rawing-

___ ....,..._ ...r--,..------ � _,.... ,..., _ _______ ____ _,_ � _..,_ 



CARTOON S  MAGAZINE 397 

room that evenin�. Polly went to bed 
early. 

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

PO LLY felt more and more depressed 
as the hour for J oe's return drew 

near. About four o'clock the sun came 
out and the damp ground b�gan to steam. 
The others were hard at their conference 
in' the J udge's study, at the back of the 
h buse, and not only were the doors 
locked, ·but a curtain was drawn before 
either window. Polly felt dreadfully out 
of  it all. 

'She walked round and round the house, 
each time approaching nearer the study 
windows, and, like Eve outside paradise, 
she began to long to be inside. Like Eve, 
t oo, she began to feel an insatiable curi
osity. What could be so very mysterious 
about this conference, that is should be so 
sc-rupulously concealed . .  

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

The fifth time Polly stopped. 
"I'm going to take just one peek," she 

said to herself. 
She saw that her eye was on a level 

with · the middle of the triangle. Polly 
tried to go on, but her limbs wouldn't 
move. She tried to turn her head away, 
but it was fast upon her shoulders. And, 
of course, she was not responsible for 
Jines of vision. 

1\:ext moment she started back in amaze
ment. For, in the brief moment's glance 
sh e had seen : 

Mr. Jones in his silk hat, frock coat, 
and lavender waistcoat. 

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

Mrs. Davenant, in a maid's cap and 
apron, holding a broom over M r. J ones's 
head. 

And M r. Davenant in a wig, lying, ap
parently unconscious, on the floor. 

None of which costumes was in the 
least appropriate for a crusade again ;t 
vice. 

"They're actors ! "  said Polly. "Comm n 

actors ! They've-they've all been decei -
ing me. And Joe-" 

A surge of anger went through ht r 
heart against Joe. Oh, h ow she wou:1l 
pay him out for it all ! 

Suddenly she saw Joe in the distanc, 
coming up the garden path. And, bein : 
a woman, she composed herself instantl:r 
into serenity, and went forward to met t 
him, smiling, and holding back the iny·;:;
ible burden of her resentment. 

JO E  took her hands. "Miss Seaton," L e  

said earnestly, "you don't know how 
much I have looked forward to this meet 
ing all day. 1-l want to talk to you 
about something that means all the world 
to me. Sometimes,'' he continued, as he 
drew her to a seat under a big tree, wiped 
it with his handkerchief, and sat down 
beside her, "sometimes I 've wondered 
whether you had a heart. At others I 've 
been sure you have. But I 'm not quite 
sure even now,'' he added. 

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

"You almost give me courage to tell 
you." 

" M r. Cranford, of course I don't know 
-1 don't kno� exactly what you are go
ing to say,'' said Polly, "but if it is some
thing of which your conscience approves 
I think you are right in wishing to say it.  
Only I h ope it isn't like what you said t o  
me i n  the greenhouse." 

' 'No-indeed no," answered Joe earnest
ly. "My conscience tells me I ought to 
say it. I don't want to, Miss Seaton." 

- - - - -- ___ _ ...... __ ' - -. -- -- --- - --- -�"-- -- "- -·--- �--.. __ _ __ _ ...., _ _  _ 
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Polly was st•pefied. "You-don't
want-to ?" she asked, turning toward 
_I oe. '"I thought you wanted to." 

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

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

" I s  M r. Cresswell not capable of speak
ing for himself ?" she asked. " M r. Cran
ford, do you think you are entitled to 
�peak for him, after inviting me to be 
your guest and deceiving me-shamefully 
deceiving me ?'' 

" Miss Seaton, I 'll explain." 
"There is  no need to explain." 
"I 'll explain," said Joe again, doggedly. 

" I admit I lied to you and I see you know 
everything. The Davenants, Mr. Jones
who is perfectly sane-and M iss Reeves 
are prominent members of the theatrical 
profession, wh o are staying here to re
hearse a play wh ich I have had the honor 
of writing: \Vhen you proposed your 
visit, knowing you·r prejudice against the 
..;tage, and being most anxious not to of
fend you, for Dick's sake-" 

"0,  never mind your friend Mr. Cress
well ! "  cried Polly vehemently. 

"For Dick's sake," repeated Joe im
placably, "we decided · that they should 
play the part s they assumed. I am re
sponsible for that. \Vhen I saw that you 
were deceived, I hoped to show you that 
your strict views of life were u nfair and 
a litt le-may I say inhuman ? For that 
reason I pretended to be st ill more puri
t anical than yourself. I insulted your 
st epfather's memory, which is most dear 
t o  me, in order to provoke a reaction in 
your own mind in favor of one of the best 
men who ever lived. I meant to tell you 
ever-ything tonight, and to ask your for
giveness." 

"And it was all unnecessary !"  cried 
Polly, hardly able to refrain from crying. 
" I  came h.ere-I came here already decided 
t hat my views were a little too strict. I 
w a s  a fool-a child, looking u pon the 

world with the eyes of prejudice, and you 
have humiliated me and made me a laugh
ing-stock. D o  you call that fair, or gen
tlemanly, �Ir. Cranford ?" 

" No," answered Joe. 
"And now," said Polly, "you may be 

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

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

Polly rose and flashed an annihilating 
glance at J oe out of her blue eyes, wet 
with tears. 

''I may be absurd," she said with dig
nity, "but that is no reason why I should 
stay here and be insulted further." 

"Miss Seaton ! I t's hopeless, I see. But 
listen, then. Just give Dick his chance to 
tell you. In common fairness give him 
one chance. H e  is waiting to know the 
result of our inten·iew, and-look, there 
he comes, Polly ! "  

The name slipped unconsciou sly from 
Joe's lips. Polly hardly heard it. She 
saw Dick in the distance, coming a little 
uncertainly toward her from the end of 
the garden. And, gathering up her skirts, 
she turned and ran. 

Joe held Dick Cresswell's hand and 
looked at his friend compassionately. � 

"I did my best, old man," he said. 
"I know you did, Joe." 
"You'll get her, Dick. I know you can." 
D ick raised his eyes and looked at his 

friend curiously. Did he su spect the 
mighty struggle in J oe's heart ? I f  he did, 
he knew that nothing could he said. Si
lently he grasped his hand again, and 
wistfully both men looked toward a dis
tant figure hurrying toward the road. 
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I TS the fifth,'' medita ted Miss Polly 

Seaton, h olding unopened in her hand 
the l ast of the five en ve lopes which Mr. 
Brose, the lawyer, had gi ven her. 

\Vithin each of these en velopes Polly's 
�tepfather, the late Colonel Sanford, had 
writt en the namt�s uf a potential guardiau. 
One of these gentlt!men had to be se
lect ed by Polly to mana�e her estate. And 
four of t hem had pro\'ed h ideous failures. 

There had been· Dick Cresswell, who 
had pret ended to care fur her. and had 
hroken an engagement for a �ociological 
lectu re to meet a h o rrib le, painted act t·e�,; 
at the stage door of t he theatn:. He had 
smoked, beside�. and had heen g�'nerally 
vtcwus. Polly drew the vL"il very q Llickly 
o v e r  those memories, for if Dick had 
n:-ally cared he would have expl ained

tla�re must be so me explanation�instead 
of going off in a hu ff whenever they met. 

And there had been Dick's frieml , J o,_; 
Cr<mford, who had b�cn more impo�::.ibk 
than Dick. And two otht·rs bt·sides. each 
worse than the ot he r. N o w  the fifth 
guardian would have t o  b e  clLO;;en, what
ever he happet1cd to be. 

"It makes my blood run cold," said 

Polly to Nan Draper, her old hou sekeeper, 
''Stepfather must have been ou t of hi� 
senses to put me to such a terrible ordeal 
as this." 

''The Colonel had a good deal of sense, 
Miss Polly," an�werC'd Nan enigmat ically. 

' 'Do you suppose he knew I'd refuse all 
those dreadful men for my guardians ?" 
asked the girl. "And then h e  m�ant to 

spring a surprise on me at the end ?" 
Nan was silent. \Vhether or no the 

late Colonel Sanford had had any such 
idea .in virw, one thing was sure : Polly 
hacl . had a varied expe ri ence in m ankind 
�ince she open ed the first of the five en
velopes in that same room some weeks 

IJefore.· 
. And . it had not broa.dened her. Nan 

looked with disapproval at Polly's shape

less. dress-the same dress in which she 

had come h ome from the Miss Tibbetts' 
hoarding-school ; at the beautiful hair, 

done u p  in a flattened hun and smoothed 

t ight ly hack above the forehe ad_ .Ka.n 
had almost thought that th e Colonel':. 
design was bearing fru it, until she came 
h ome from J udge Cranford's house almost 
hy:.terical, and exc laiming that J o e  Cran
iord had h u miliated and i nsu lted her, and , 

t o  put the coping-stone upon his villainy, 
had tried t o  invei�l-: her into a pri\•ate 
meeting with Dick. 

Polly turned toward ?\an, t he envelope 
still unopened in her h and . 

"Nan," s h e  saitl, "1\an,  dear, I 've been 
very foolish, and I h ave �uffered for i t .  
You know, before I wt>nt t o  .l\1 r .  C r a t ! 
ford's hou;;e I came to the con c l u s i o n  
that I was wrong i n  my attitude to\vard 
life, and that I mtJSt be more. toleran t .  
but I realize n o w  h o w  truly Aunt Jane 
�poke when she wa rned me ne\·er to conl 
( •romise with sin." 

" 'But,  my la•nl>,  .:\lr. Cre""''·ell isn't sin." 
' ·Nan, please don't speak that name to 

m e  again-nen' r ! A s  I was saying, 1 
went t o  M r. Craniord's hou�e resolved :.o 
ahand on what 1f i�!' Patience Tibbet ts 
used t o  call one's moral . arm.or. : An d  J 
deserved what I got . Henceforward · I 
shall be absolu tely u nbending. An�dj£ my 
fifth guardian isn't a man of th,e :lijghest 
principles and · absol ut e integrity , .I shall 
refuse to accept hiin

. 
and · Jet !.'O;Iliebody 

else h ave my fortu!t'e.'' · .  

Nan Draper sighed heavily. She did n o t 
know who . the fifth guardian was. The 
only hope which sustained het was that 
Colonel Sanford, .whom she had almost 

worsh ipp ed,. had devised his scheme cun
ningly enough t o  make the fifth lessou 
absol u tely operative. 

Polly broke t h e  seal anc.l pulled forth a 
piece of paper. 

' ' M r. Elias Goodenou gh," she read, ''The 

Old H ouse, Sudhury." She held the p a �  
per out t o  t h e  o l d  servant. "It sounds a 
g-ood name," she said thoughtfully. " B u t  
Sudbury

. 
i s  twelve miles away, and in the 

heart of the hills. I wonder what Mr. 
Goodenough's occupation t s .  Do you 
know him ?" 

"[ never heard of h im . �l iss P o l ly ," said 
Nan. 

-----�----���--'---��------�----------�-�--�-----------------�-- -------------�----�*·--·-�J-
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' ' \\'ell," said Polly with decision, "I 've 
got to go through with it, so I shall start 
tomorrow. And this time there will be no 
preliminary letter from me, so it will be 
impossible for l\'lr. Goodenough to pre
pare to deceive me." 

T
RUE to her word, Polly set off to 
the station next morning early. She 

was dressed in the very severest manner. 
And she was quite unaware _ that the 
shapeless dress and the strained hair 
merely made her look like an entrancing 
Ouaker maiden, and she thought that the 
;eople in the car, wi1o looked at her - in 
covert admiration, - were extremely im
pertinent. 

It was a long ride to Sudbury, and the 
wild character of the country, which was 
well outsi�e the range of the commuting 
�one, mad� Polly wonder more and more 
\\·ho Mr. Goodenough was, and what his 
occupat!o.n could be. At the station no
body _se�med to know him, until sh\! 
thought of mentioning The Old House. 
"\Vhy, Miss, that was Colonel Sanford's 

huntffig- place ! "  said the clerk in the 
ticket office. · "He bought it years ago, 
and when he stopped coming here he let 
it det�riorate. Yes, there was a Mr. and 
:\Irs. Goodenough rented it fr9m the agent 
�ome time ago, but I guess they haven't 
<\rrived yet." 

"They came up last week on the night 
train," put in the baggage-mastc;r. "Queer 
old couple, to9-'The Old H()usc'-I re
member their baggage had that on it." -

Polly's heart sank lower and lower. 
She had known that she did own ?. piece 
qf property somewhere in this district, 
but not that it was the identical residence 
of her fifth guardian. The thought of 
her stepfather having built in this deso
late region and ceased inhabiting his house 
struck her with a sense of the instability 
of l ife. And so Goodenough had a wife. 
and both were "queer." Polly disliked 
queer people. And hadn't she had enough 
of them ? 
"\Vhen is the next train back ?" she 

a�ked. 

":\ ot for five hours, �I i ss. I f  you like , ·  
D ick here will dri\·e you up to Mr. Good
enough's place, and you'll have plenty of 
time to catch the down train at 4 : 48." 

Polly considered. The name Dick had 
�omehow come to her as an omen. Then 
she dismissed her irresolut ion. The busi
ness had to be undertaken. 

"How far is it ?" she asked. 
"Three miles, Miss." 
"Then Dick can drive · me," said Polly 

graciously. 
And she experienced q':Ji�e a pleasant 

surprise when the Old House came into 
sight at the crest of a mountain road. 
Huge pines grew all about it, and it 
was -set in the midst of a flowering garden. 
She dismissed the driver at the gate of 
the long drive, and, taking her suitcase 
in hand, walked briskly up toward the 
house. 

She rang the bell, and after a sho.rt in
terval of that suspense that one always 
feels under such circumstances, the door 
opened. Polly knew at once that the el
derly gentleman who stood_ before her 
was Mr. Goodenough. He could not have 
looked any different with such a name. 

HE \VAS about fifty-fi ve. That alone 
pleased Polly- no more young 

guardians for her ! He had gray hair and 
a growth of snow-white whiskers that 
c;ame almost up to h is eyes. and ahp.ost 
met under his. chin, having ·been :-varn�d 
off the premises, so to spea}c; after pro
gressive trespassing, evidenced - by suc
cessh·e lines of incomplete shavings. 

:Mr. Elias Goodenough had a severe 
face and was clothed in sombre black. 
No frivolity about l\Ir. Elias ! · Th a t 
pleased Polly still more. 

"I'm Miss Seaton," said the girl. "Yon 
know why I 've come, don't you. My 
stepfather-" 

"Aye, I know all about that," answered 
l\Ir. Goodenough, without, however, step
ping aside. "Why didn't you write ?" 

"Mr. Brose told me that my guardians 
would be expecting me." 
"Aye, I 've expected you for a long 
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time," said :.\1 r. Goodenough_ "\Vhy 
didn't you come before ? Never mind, 
you're here now and you'd better come 

in. and we'll have a talk together." 
Polly, a little disconcerted, followed 

).l r. Gooden ou gh meekly in side. The 
liYing-room was not quite so sombre as 

she had anticipated from her guardian's 

manner. The furniture was modern and 
good, except the center piece, wh ich was 
e n �  .�f th o.;e ohl-fa�hioncd lounges \vith 
a circuiar ,.�_ u ffcd scat around a sort of 
padded p il lar, j u �t the thing for half a 
dozen guests wh o are not on speaking 
terms with one another. Upon this sat 
an old-fash iou cd lady, also dn·sscd in 
hlack, with jet earrings and a jet b rooch 
with a white cameo in the center, and a 
face even more severe than M r. Good
<"nough's and yet somehow reminding 
Polly of Dick. 

Y cs, Dick seemed everywhere that aft
ernoon, and in Polly's heart too. She 

hardened it and resolved to forget. 
"Miriam, this young lady is Colonel 

Sanford's niece," said Mr. Gooden ough . 
''She's been the rounds of her other 
guardians, I guess, and finds them not to 
her liking. And so she's come to me. 
Have I sized it up righ t ?" he concluded, 
turning to Polly with a sort of chuckle. 

"You have," said Polly. 
"Then you can shake hands with my 

wife." 
Polly, now very much disconcerted, and 

conscious of a strong impulse to turn and 
flee, took the icy hand that was partly 
extended out of the black mitten. 

''And now, Miss Seaton, we'll talk busi
ness," said Mr. Goodenough. "First let 
me ask you a question. What sort of 
man do you take me for ?" 

POLLY caught her breath before an
swering. Mr. Goodenough's manners 

were not nice. But "self-control in diffi

cult circumstances is the true test of 
1�enteel breeding," had been one of Aunt 

.Jane's aphorisms. Polly repeated it under 

l ll·r hreath. 
"\Veil, .Mr. Goodenot1gh. you !'CC I clon't 

know you yet," she said with a smile that 
was intended to be winning, but produced 
no relaxation of the muscles of M r. Good
enough's face. 

"You don't know me yet," repeated Mr. 
Goodenough, nodding his head. "Trn-e. 
and I don't know you. But if I 'm to be 

your guardian I mean to, Miss Seaton. I 
can guess what you are like from my 
knowledge of Colonel Sanford." 

"0 ! " cried Polly. "You mean-yon 
mean-" 

"I'll tell you th� sort o: man J. <:m.·· 
cont inueu Elias Go_odenough , as if she 
had not spoken. " I 'm a sober, sedate , se
rious man, and I have no use for worldly 

people. I talk straight and I act straight. 
If you wish me to act as your guardian 
you'll have to show me what sort of young 
woman you are." 

Polly felt much relieved at th is frank 
statement. She had always known that 
good people are apt to be unpleasantly 
direct, and if Mr. Goodenough was a trifle 
ctl rt, that was no reason for resentn1ent. 

"My stepfather was a splendid man in 
many way�." �he said, "hut of course he 
wasn't a good man, in the best sense of 

the word. He was a man of the worJd, 
and I was brought up away from him on 
account of it . I don't believe in drinking. 
smoking, gamhlin�, or theatricals, Mr. 
Goodenough, and I believe you'll t11ake 
just the sort of guardian I want." 

"That sounds good to me," answered 
the old man. "So we'lt try each other out 
for a week. You'll sign a paper agreeing 
to place yourself under my guardianship 
for one week. and we'll try each other in 
different ways, and I'll see the stuff you're 
made of." 

He stopp ed and smiled rather sour1y. 
"If you're not the sort of young woman 
I take you for," he continued, "you'd bet
ter go home. I'm a man of my word." 

"And I'm a woman of my word." cried 
Polly, nett1ed by the challenge. '; Rring
on your paper ! "  

Mr. Goodenou�h plun�ed his arm into 
the open drawer of a dc�k .�nd produced 
a document. 
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' ' I  had it ready in case you came," he 
said. "Read it." 

Polly looked through it  quickly. I t  
bound h e r  t o  accept M r. Goodenough as 
her personal guardian for the space of a 
week, without including her property. 
There seemed nothing objectionable in it. 
She put her name to it. 

P
O L LY affixed her name deliberately, 
and stood looking at Mr. Goodenough 

in laughing defiance. Her guardian folded 
up the paper and replaced it in the desk. 

"You may go to your room," he said. 
"I t's the second from the bath-room at 
the head of the stairs. You may employ 
your afternoon in any manner you think 
:!dvisable. \Ve dine at five. I 'll  carry up 
your bag." 

He did so, preceding the girl. who was 
choking down an irresistible i nclination to 
laugh wildly. He sat down the bag at 
the door of a very c9mfortable little bed
room and withdrew. 

Polly flung herself down on the bed and 
buried her face in the pillow. 

"You're a dear," she said, when she 
had recovered from her mirth. "I believe 
your heart's just as good as gold, in spite 
of your uncouth exterior. And I believe 
Stepfather knew just what he was doing 
when he appointed you n umber fi ve." 

She washed away the stains of travel 
and prepared to adjust her hair. To her 
surprise she found that there was no mir
ror in  the room. 

She opened the door, uncertainly. At 

the sound Mr. Goodenough came out of  
a room a t  the end o f  the hail. 

"Oh, Mr. Goodenough," called 2cl ly . · 
"there's n o  mirror in my room." 

Mr. Goodenough came quietly toward 
her. 

" Hush that noise ! "  he said sternly. 
"My wife's gone to bed. She's an invalid. 
You won't sec much of her." 

"0, I 'm so sorry," said Polly penitently. 
"Let me go to her." 

"The woman can take care of herself. 
What's that you were saying ?" 

"Why, I haven't a mirror." answered 

Polly, a little nervously, ' 'but I don't want 
to trouble-" 

"Trouble ?'' scoffed Mr. Goodenough. 
"You can't trouble me. And what sort 
of upbringing have you had, that you 
want to see your face in the looking
glass ?' ' 

" But I want to do my hair, :Mr. Good · 
enough." 

"Your hair's all right," said M r. Good 
enough. " \\'hen it's wrong I'll tell you 
sharp. I don't allow slovenliness in my 
house." 

"Mr. Goodenough, this is past a joke-·· 
"Joke ? What do you take me for ? 

I 'm not one of your worldly-minded, 
carnal-spirited jokers, Miss Seaton. I sec 
you don't understand me yet. And-" 

He stopped, not for want of words, but 
because Polly had executed a · strategic 
retirement into her room and closed the 
door. Deliberately. and with out knock
ing. Mr. Goodenough opened it. 

"And you'll please attend respectfu lly 
when I 'm t alking to yc," he added. 

P
O L L Y  sprang to her feet. " .i\lr. 
Goodenough. I 've had enough of thi� .  

I 'm going home," she said. 
Mr. Goodenough put his hand in his 

pocket; took out a key, inserted it in  the 
outside of the door, and locked Polly in. 
The girl heard him retreating along the 
passage. 

Furious at the insult, Polly sprang to 
the door. But before her hand touched 
the knob common-sense reasserted itself. 
After all, she reflected, the old man was 
only eccentric ; she could undoubtedly 
humor him and make the week an easy 
one. 

Of course he was impossible as a 
guardian, but if things got too bad she 
could go home. 

She unpacked her bag and adjusted her 
hair as best she could. Presently she 
heard her guardian coming along the 
passage. There came the sound of the 
key being thru st into the door. The l ock 
snapped. and Mr. Goodenough's head ap
oeared. 
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" 1 £  you\·c had your discipline, y o u  can 
c ome to supper," said the old man. 
''All right," said Pol ly. 

Supper was laid in the rec e p t i on-room, 

u pon a tiny tabl<;. I t  c o n s i � t l'd of a bowl 
of milk and two slices of bread apiece. 
Polly sat down and began to cat, resolved 

to say nothing. This, she supposed, was 
:Mr. Goodenough 's test. 

1\"Ir. Goodenough, who had taken his 
seat opposite her, sprang to his feet and 
snatched t h e  spoon out of her hand. 
' "Infamous woman ! "  he shou ted. '' J-Ia,·c 

you never heard of ask i n g  th e blessing 
before the repast ?" 

" '\Veil, I don't ca ll t h i s  mu ch o f  a re
past," said Polly suavely. 

' 'l'vlaybe not ! l\Taybe ye's been accus
t o med to steaks and st e w s  al l() s u ch -like 
trappings of the world. ::\b.yhe ye're a 
tea drinker ?'' 
" 'I am, and I want a cup. l\Iy head 

aches after my journey," answered the 
girl. 

"Aye ! The poor, drugged body's cal l

ing for its stimulant,'' sneered r;ood
enough. "Go on with your meal. You'll 
get no tea in this house." 

Polly, being simply hungry,. went on as 
she had been instructed, the old man 
gobbling down his food and watching her 
keenly. She thought he seemed almost 
sorry when she had finished. 
"If you want more bread and milk 

you'll find it in the kitchen," he said. 
"Thank you, I have had enough," said 

Polly. "And now I think there are a few 
things that I must say to you-" 

"And I 've got a few things to say to 
you," answered Mr. Goodenough, "hut I 'l l 
finish my meal first, and you can wait till 
I 'm ready; Oh, you needn't he looking at 
the front door. I t's locked." 

Polly smiled contemptuously and seated 
herself on the unsociable lounge. Actually 
she began to realize that she was in a 
serious situation. I f  Mr. Goodenough 
was not actually insane, he was not far 
from that condition. 

\Vhen he had finished he came toward 
her and drew up a chair. 

"i\ow, my girl, I 'l l hear what you have 
to say, and then I 'II tell you wliat I have 

to say," he said. "Go on ! Ask me for 

tea and coffee and such-like drugs. Ask 
m e  for looking-glasses to pamper the van 
i ty of the soul, and hot water to minister 
t o  the luxury of the body. Ask me ! "  
" You will unlock the front door at 

once, .1\I r. Goodenough," said Polly, h eat

edly , but with majesty. "And I shall leave 

your house immediately." 
l\I r. Goodenough threw back his h ead · 

and burst into laughter of the most u n - ·  
pleasant nature. 
"Now, my girl, we'll have it out to 

�ct h cr," he said. "I've heard about y o u .  
f ' vc heard how you've been traipsing 
round the country trying t o  find a guard
ian that's good enough for you. I h oped 
you'd come to me in the end, and you 've 
come. And I 'm going to do my duty by 
y o u ,  according to that contract that you' ve · 

signed. 
"I  just wan t ed a chance to take you in 

h and for a long t ime past. Your step
fath er, Colonel Sanford, was the most 
carnal minded, wicked man that ever-" 

T
HE GIRL was upon her feet, her 
whole body tense with indignation. 

"How dare you say such a thing to 
me ?" she cried. "Aren't you ashamed to 
speak that way about the dead ? My 
stepfather was the best man that ever 
lived. Yes, he was, and my contact with 
the world has brought me to see it. I f  
h e  did drink and smoke, wh ich I don't 
approve of, it didn't stain his nature. He 
was generous and good, and I was a lit
tle, narrow, mean-hearted wretch to make 
him so unhappy." 
''Granted, granted ! " sneered Mr. Good

enough. "But, as I was saying, I 've heard 
about you. I 'Ye heard all about your 
affair with that actor-monger Richard 
Cresswell-" 

"�1 r. Cresswell is no actor-monger. He 
i s  a gentleman, and he happt'ns to take 
an interest in private theatricals." 

' ·You flirted with him." 
"Oh ! "  gasped Polly, stunned. 
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"And I 'm going t o  cure you with d i � 
cipline or bust," went on the terrible o l d  
man. " I  planned it all long before I saw 
you. You came here this afternoon with 
a simper on your poor, silly fac:>, and-'' 

"How dare you speak to me like that ?" 
demanded Polly, at white heat. 

"And a dress that must have cost 
eleven-fifty if  it cost a penny." 

"Eleven-fifty ! '' cried Polly, half crying 
and half laughing. "Oh, you're crazy, 
that's what you are. \\'hy, it cost twenty
five dollars to make it-just to make it, 
understand ?'' 

"Aye, five-and-twenty dollars spent on 
the  vanities of the heart, to make fools of  
honest men with those unprincipled styles. 
You got it out of some fashion book, I 
suppose. A n d  then you came here t o  find 
out  if I was good enough to be your 
guardian. You though t you'd sit here 
and drink your tea and coffee, drugs that 
corrupt the body and the soul, and use 
looking-glas�es to see how your face 
looked, and corrupt my h ome as you\·e 
corrupted others. I ' m  a simple man, but 
I know wickedness when I see it." 

Polly walked toward the door with all 
the hauteur that she could muster. She 
laid her hand upon the · knob. The recep
t ion room was locked, too. She shrank 
back in rising fear, and 1\Ir. Goodenough 
chuckled. 

"You've made a contract with me,'' he 
said, a·nd you'll keep it, u nless you're a 
quitter. I f  you're a quitter and a con
tract breaker I h ave no use for you. But 
there's no train tonight, so you'll h ave to 
stay t ill morning. Then you can go, so 
don't be afraid. I don't want you. I 'm 
trying to see '''hat I can make of you, i f  
I 'm to be your guardian, that's all." 

Polly, relieved to find that she was n ot 
t o  be physically restrained, suddenly felt 
a reaction of strength. She turned and 
went up to the old man. 

" M r. Goodenough," she said. "I don't 
know what sort of people you have met 
in you r life, but if you've met many you 
must know that you are acting foolish ly 
and unkindly. \Vhy, I ' m  called a puritan 

wherever I go, because I object to drink
ing and smoking, but I 've never heard 
anyone object to tea and coffee. And 
my dress is quite simple and plain. And 
I though t  I was going to like you," she 
pleaded, coming close and looking at him 
winningly. 

Mr. Goodenough sprang back in terror. 
' ·Don't touch me ! Don't lay a h an d  

upon me, temptress ! "  he  panted. 
' ' \Vhy, Mr. Goodenough-" 
" You're one of those women that can 

wheedle the soul out of a man with your 
plausible words. I spotted you. Go to 
bed ! Begone ! Tomorrow I 'l l  release 
you from your contract. D on't speak 
to me ! Don't look at me ! I 'm not a 

strong man ; I 'm only a good one ! '' 
Polly obeyed. She could hardly con

tain herself as she flew up the stairs. She 
flung herself upon her bed and gave way 
to irrepressible mirth. The situation was 
t oo ludicrous, her rel i C' f  at being dismissed 
was too intense. 

I T M CST have been a quarter of an 
hour later, when she was j ust think

ing of going to bed, that a tap came at  
the  door. She opened it .  M r. Good
enough was standing outside. 

He laid his finger across h is lip, and 
then alongside h is n ose, and the expres
sion on his face was so remarkable that 
Polly was positively astounded. 

"Come out here. I want to speak t o  
you," he whispered. "Don't  talk too loud. 
The old woman will hear us.'' 

Polly h esitated, and then followed M r. 
Goodenough to the end of the hall. 

"I 've been thinking over what you said 
to me about n ot having met many people," 
he began. "I t's true. I 've lived a miser
able life. I married young ; I was only 
seventeen when that old woman got me 
to  marry h er." 

"Mr. Goodenough, if you refer to _your 
wife-" began Polly. 

"See here I I 'll  tell you a secret," h e  
interrupted. " I  pretend t o  be  a better 
man than I am. I t's not my natural in
st inct to be a good man. I t's fear of that 
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female monster with  t h t· fox c a r s  i n  

t h ere.'' 
And he pointed toward the bedroom 

with a ghastly grin. Before Polly could 
protest he resumed : 

"I 'm not nearly so old as I look. I 
could spruce up and sha\'e cl ean . All the 
smartest men are clean shaved. And we'd 
have some good times together." 

" \Vhat do you mean ?' ' gasped Polly. 
"I wou ldn 't have b een so strict with 

you if I hadn't hecn fight ing my own 
n ature. I took a fancy to you the mm
n t e  I saw you, with you r pretty face 
and dress. I ' m  going to get rid of that 
1 1 1 iserahle vampire and marry yap. I can 
get a divorce in Arkansas or :t\Iinncsota. 
or maybe Nebraska. \Viii you be true 
to m e ?" 

"Certainly not ! · · cried Polly. "I thought 
you were crazy, :\Ir. Goodenough, but 
now I see that you are jnst plain had. 
D on't dare to speak to me again. I shall 
take the first train-" 
"Come to my arms ! "  said l\I r. Good

enough in ecstasy. 
Polly fled, and as she ran she h eard the 

miserable old creature come pattering 
along the passage aft er her. She gained 
her room and shut the door. Then , pant
ing, she dragged the washstand in front 
of it. 

"If  you dare to try to break in I shall 
scream, and your wife will hear you," 
sh e called through the key-hole. 

Mr. Goodenough pattered aimlessly 
al1out on the ot her side of the door. 
Presently he went away with out a word. 
Polly heard him shu ffl e  into his room 
and close the door behind him. 

For five or ten minutes �he did not stir. 
Then she sank down in a cha ir, hysterical 
from terror. 

She must escape at once, before 1\Ir. 
Goodenough could change his mind and 
come. back to frighten her. Desperately, 
she ran to the window and looked down. 
It was about twenty feet from the ground 

-too high to risk a leap, unless compellefl 
t o. Polly glanced back. She had an idea 
of knotting the sheets and blankets t o-

.t.:·eth er, a device of which sh e had read . 

Then s h e  lo.okecl down again. And s u d 
denly her heart gave a fearful leap and 

then began to gallop, gal lop , u n t i l  she 
could hardly breathe. 

For in the garden, below the ·window. 
clearly out lined in the moonligh t ,  stood 
Dick Cresswell. And he looked up and 
saw her. 

Polly leaned out of the window . " D i c k  � 
Dick ! "  she cal led. "I am in great trouhk. 
Oh, Dick, save me ! " 

DICK'S response was instan t a n eou s. 
He stooped and raised an extens ion 

ladder which lay alongside the hou se. I t  
w a s  the work of a moment to set i t  i n  
posit tOn. The top reached almost ex
actly to Polly's window. Dick scram b!cti 
1 1p,  and, standing dizzily upon t h e  top 
rung but one, Dick leaned forw a nl .  
�rasped t h e  window-sill, and pulled h i m 
�elf into the room. 
. . Polly-Pol ly-Pol ly !" he excla imed. 

and, taking the girl in his arms , h e  
smothered her with kisses. 

.\nd Polly lay there, supremely hap py 
and perfectly motionless. She knew it  
was a terrible thing to let  Dick do, but
well, she had to.  
"Polly, I knew you were coming h ere, 

and I guessed what would happen !" said 
Dick. "The infamous old scoundrel !  H is 
reputation is terrible, Polly. I 'm going 
t o take you home, b u t  fi rst I 'm going to 
hreak every b o n e  in h i s  body." 
' 'No, no, Dick ! "  p leaded Polly. "Take 

m e  away. Don't touch him-for his wife's 

sake. She's an invalid." 
It was curious what a soberin g effect 

Polly's words had upon D ick. 

"\V ell, in that case-" he began, h csi · 

tating. 
And suddenly Dick's intentions. what 

ever they may have been, were nul l i fied 
by an unexpected diversion. For the door 
was pushed inward against the washing
�tand, which yielded about three inches 
of space ; and in that three inches of open 
door appeared the face and whiskers o f  
}fr. Elias Goodenough. 
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Dick leaped toward him, pu lled the 

washing-stand aside, and, seizing him,  
dragged him into the pa�sage o u tside. 

The two men struggled furiously. Polly 

ran to the door. 
"Don't h urt him, Dick ! "  she pleaded. 

"Don't hurt him ! "  
"You scoundrel ! You infamous ruf

fian ! "  sh outed D ick, shaking his captive. 
"I 'll teach you a lesson that you'll never 
forget. "I 'I I-" 

" Dick ! "  begged Po l ly, running u p  to 
him as he  struggled with M r. Good
enough. 

"Go back, Polly ! "  cried Dick. 
" Leave him alone, then. His wife's a • t  

invalid ! "  
" You can thank your stars that Miss 

Seaton has intervened for you, then ! ' " 
shouted Dick, giving Mr. Goodenough 
one fling which sent him flying against 
his bedroom door. 

The door, \vhich had appeared closed. 
yielded, and lVIr. Goodenough was pre 
ciptated violently u p o n  the floor, where 
he lay looking very woeful in the glare 
of a big electric light. 

" Dick ! "  began Polly-and stopped. 
She had been about to remonstrate on 

account of �� rs. Goodenough. But Mrs. 
Goodenough was not  in the  room, and 
the bed was unmade. And suddenly the 
girl uttered a cry. For l\Ir. Goodenough's 
hair had fallen off, and his whiskers were 
hanging by a strip of what looked like 
plaster ; and the face was the face of M r. 
Joseph Cranford. 

And, as Polly stared, first in terror, and 
then in wild hysteria, Joe rose to h is feet 
sheepishly. 

"You-you-" began Polly. 
"Yes, I 'm Joe Cranford," acknowlcd;:-(·d 

M r. Goodenough with a feeble grin. 
"Where's your wife, then ? I mean-I 

mean-oh, what do I mean ? 
She turned to Dick, and suddenly 

screamed and started back. 
"Dick I" she gasped. "You-you-" 
" Polly, don't be angry with me. I-" 
"Who are you, D ick ? \Vho · were you, 

Dick ?" 

"I 've been Mrs. Elias Goodenough ," 
said Dick, almost in a whimper. 

' "You've tricked me, then, the pair o f  
you. This i s  t h e  last and the wor-.;t 
thing-" 

"Polly," cried D ick, "now we've got 
you and you're' going to listen to me at  
last." 

"That's right," cried Polly. "Use vio

lence with me. It would be just like your 
infamous t rick, you-you actor-mongl"r." 

"I'm going t o  make you listen," said 
Dick very sternly. "You dro\·e me t o  
this. And I 'll have you understand I 'm 
not an actor-monger. I 'm a gentleman. 
and I happen to  take an interest in pri
vate theatricals." 

"So you were listening ! Just like you ! . .  

" Yes," said Dick, "I overheard every
thing." 

"Where were you, Dick-M r. Cre ss
well ?" 

" U nder the circular sofa." 
"Oh, this beats everything ! '' g:-�spcd t he 

girl. 
"You flirted with me in your eleven

fifty dress." 
"I didn't, and you know it. And th<> 

terrible, awful things that M r. Cranford 
said to me-" 

"Ah, Polly, my dear, you made us do 
it ," pleaded Dick. "I t's all been a wretched 
mistake from the very beginning. Listen ! . , 

' "I  won't listen ! "  said Polly, covering 
her ears with her hands. But Dick 
caught them and held them, and some
how Polly didn't struggle very hard. 

"I had to break my engagement with 
you that night. I had forgotten that I 
was pledged t o  attend the amateur theatri-· 
cal performance. I couldn't go back on 
my word. And I didn't dare tell you, 
because I knew you'd never speak to me 
again. 

"I loved you, Polly, dear." 
"A-a nice way you have of shmving 

it," said Polly. 
"That actress you saw me talking to 

was Joe.  Look in his face and see i f  
you don't remember him.  Yes, it was 
Joe, and I 've t ried to explain dozens of 

- --
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t imes, and you\·e ncYer g in �n me a 
chance." 

''Dick, what an awful thiBg to :;ay. 1 '\'C 
tried to get you to explain, and you 've 
always gone away angry. :\.nd you said 
you'd never trouble me again. Not that 
I cared, but it hurt me. And if you care 
to explain-not that it make.> any differ
ence to me-yon can tell me why you 
planned this wicked trick.'' 

"Because I loved you, Polly, and I 
hadn't any other way. I tried and tried, 
and then Joe sugg-ested this as a last 
chance. ( h a tt.'l\ the very idea, but he 
kept urging me and saying how easy it 
would be to let you think I 'd san•d you 
from a horrible old m an , and at la�t he 
won rne oYer." 

JO E  emitted an extraordinarily long 
whistle : but, as Polly looked at him, 

loyalty held him silent. 
"It  wasn't plannt•d that you should ever 

know. \\' e' d deceived everybody in the 
neighborhood, and they thought ll s an 
eccentric old couple. If Joe hadn't been 
�uch an ass as to burst in at the wrong 
time-" 

"! told you it would frighten her," said 
Joe, "but you insisted that it would give 

you a higher rating with :Miss Seaton." 
"Joe, you infernal liar, shut up ! "  
"It's all right," said Polly. "It doesn't 

make the smallest difference. I was just 
curious to know to what depths you could 
(l esccnd, !\.fr. Cresswell. Let go my hand s ;  
you've made m y  wrists a l l  red." 

' ' .-\nd, Polly, dear, there really was a 
little more to it all than that," went on 
Dick, not in the least abashed. "You 
see, you really were a little too-too 

s�'Ycrc, and the only way to show you 

,,·as to give you a sort of object-lesson 
in � omcbody worse than yourself. And 
then dear old Colonel Sanford-" 

"Dear Stepfather !'' said Polly. "How 

I \\'ish he were aliYe today , so that I 
coLlid tell him what a wretched l itt le fool 
T \·c been, and how ungrateful ! " 

• · I  guess the Colonel understood humaa 
nature quite well,'' answered Dick : "And 
he understood you, Polly. He loved you 
more than anyone on earth, and I 
�houldn't he surprised if he knows now 
that his hopes have come true." 

"\Vh-what hopes, Dick ?'' asked Polly, 
looking at him with tears in her blue e;,·e. 

For answer Dick put his arm .soout 
her. 

' 'Is it all right, sweetheart ?" he asked. 
" Yes, Dick," said Polly. ; ,1 guess I 

lacked charity and kinune�s. and-I ' m  
sorry as  I can be.'' 

"Then what are you ft'c l ing in my 
pockets for ?" 

Polly plunged one hand into Dick's 
right coat pocket and pulled out a silver 
cigarette case. Extracting a cigarette, 
she placed it between Dick's lips. And 
Joe came forward with a match. Dick 

drew in a puff or two and handed the 
cigarette to Polly. 

"Just one puff, to show that you don't 
object to a hu:o;band who smokes a cigar
ette occasionally." 

"Oh, no, Dick l I can't bear the thought 
of women smoking. It's so unwomanly. 
I t's-well, for the first and last time.'' 

And in the middle of a spasm of Polly's 
coughing, ] oe Cranford slipped out of the 
room, and closed the door upon the ter
minating kiss. 

W. Carey Wonderly will be back in WAYSIDE TALES AND CAR· 
TOONS MAGAZINE next month with another of his inimitable racing 
storieS. "Romance" is the title, and it is every bit as good a yarn as Mr· 
Wonderly's "In and Out of Arcady," which we published in our July issue. 
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A Little Adventure in Drouth, being a story about a 
Druggist, a Deacon, and the Desert. Oh, yes-and 

about what old "Sixty-Three" had on board. 

' ' Why Not TPy Beeze lurrz ? '' 
By HaPPiette Wilbur 

' '\Vhy not try Beczel u m  ?" sug-g-c stl·<l 

Shursen, who, by turning his head to 
-.quint up the t rack in the direction the 
daily-except-Sunday t rain would come, 
made the question seem one of brotherly 
kindness and fraternal good-will instead 
of the bit  of business finesse it was in
tended t o  be.  

His companions in wait ing- followed h i �  
g-lance, also h i s  line o f  thought-all ex
cept Deacon H i ram Adkins, wh o saun
t ered up just then. 

Day after day a select coterie of B rant 
fordites, confirmed depot platform lizard�, 
watched for the afternoon train t o  creep 
into sight over the crest of the long 
grade l ike some monstrous black bug on 
the prowl, coast toward t own at awe
inspiring speed, gathering size as it came 
along, zoom down the t rembling, clicking 
�teel pathway as if it would sweep all 
before it, and then, just when it  seemed 
t hat Engineer \Vatkins would miss Brant
ford by a mile and end up in some farm
er's potato patch, come to a neat stop 
while Conductor Hart made a light leap 
out  u pon a certain squeaky platform 
hoard. This was a bit  of adventure not 
to be missed, even for a day. 

B u t  attractive as these well-anchored 
landsmen found it to watch old Sixty
Th ree snort into town for her h alf-hour's 
\Yait before starting back down the line, i t  
w a �  t h e  conversation filling in t h e  wait 
4 1 0  

that  gave life its chief zest. For t l l..,. 
longer the wait the more p lea san t ly 
meandered. even babbled, the conve rsa
tional stream. Had old  Sixty-Three e v e r  

heen on t ime there would have been great 
disappoint ment among Brantford's fai t h 
ful platform roosters. for it  would h a ,· c 
cu t short the daily discussion of t h e  t o p 
i c s  which ne\·cr fail to  interest man kin d .  

Y e t  this afternoon . wh en Deacon I I i 
Adkins sauntered down to the platform 
in t i m e  to hear Shursen the drugg i s t  
make his  off-hand suggestion that Beeze
lum be given a trial, the apparently inno
cent remark was  wholly misleading. For 
i t  happened that instead of  discussing 
politics, telling tales of boyh ood days,  
boast ing of past  achievements.  or of  those 
still in the future, or detailing those gos
sipy tid-bi t s  of local news villagers are so 
fond of pondering, the  clique, taking ad 
vantage of the Deacon's absence, had 
been h olding an experience meeting o n  
the subject never long out of their  
thoughts. I n  Brantford. as  elsewhere, 
there was one conversational spring that 
showed n o  signs of running dry. though 
the country m ight be parching : often. 
too, i t  th reatened to reach th e boiling 
point becau se Deacon Hi's manner of 
chortling o\·er the way the wets were 
being wrung dry put on their m ettle th ose 
whose p rinciples were not so high and 
d ry. 
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"Yes, times have changed ; nowadays 
the weemen talk pol'tics an' the men swap 
receipts." 

So Lute Ballou had remarked, with a 
sad wag of his grizzled poll, after listen
ing to Tim Rafferty and Dan'l Black dis
cuss, pro and con, the advisability of 
scalding wild cherries before squ<:ezing 
oitt the juice, or extracting it raw. It 
seemed that the "setting" fermented better 
if the juice were left raw, but there was 
more of a " hatching" if the cherries were 
first scalded. 

N
EARLY every one of the members 
of the gang now assembled had ''an 

old hen on" something. Herman Schenck
weiler's clutch of hops, malt, sugar, rain
water and wigglers had "too much yeast 
and fermented all over the place ; tasted 
more like dish-water 'n anything else ! "  

B u t  i f  reports a s  t o  various "hens·• and 
"settings" were disappointing, those re
garding the effect of the various brews 
were still more gloomy. 

Chet Wilson's raisin mash had "pretty 
nigh kilt him, it was that piz'nus !" his 
"stummick wan't right yit, an' prob'ly 
never would be, dang pro'bition !" Others · 
were complaining of a certain lack of pep 
they had formerly enjoyed, of a disinclina
tion to eat, of a loathing for what had to 
suffice them for drink. Some had fairly 
ruined their constitutions on home-made 
brew no stronger than a newly-foaled 
colt ; others had accomplished the same 
result with a villainous concoction that 
kicked like a full-grown and rambunc
tiously healthy stallion. 

About the time the Deacon appeared 
coming down Main Street, the remarks 
had long since reached the condolence 
stages, with a recital of symptoms show
ing that appetite and health were rapidly 
declining under this monotonous regime. 

"Divil a bit o' use my stummick's been 
to me sence," sighed Tim Rafferty, re
ferring to the mess of ground horseradish 
and potatoes he had made, on the assur
ance that it would have a kick-one he 
had found "th' aqua] of a slingin' clout 

in th' solarplex from th' fut of a shod 
mule, 'twas that powerfu l ! "  

"Why don't you try Beezelum ?" Shur
sen had suggested, with that canny up
track glance, just as Deacon Adkins strad
dled up and seated himself at the end of 
the line. Then he added, with ·the sprightly 
zest of the natural'born vender, ''I'm get
ting in a trial shipment on this train, and 
I'd like to have you fellows with weak 
stomachs tty it out. From reports it's 
selling big everywhere. I t'U cure-well, 
it will make a shorter story to tell what 
it won't cure-nothing. I t's a general 
tonic for the ills that afflict mankind
modern mankind, too. Only a dollar a 
bottle, and the very best cure-all known. 
\Vhy, I've reams of testimonials from 
people all over the country-it's a sure
fire hit." 

And just at that instant old Sixty-Three 
peered over the hill and came swooping 
toward Brantford like a bird of good 
omen, with healing in its wings in the 
shape of a consignment of lleezelum. 

Shursen identified the box, then turned 
to his platform confreres. 

"Tell you what, fellows. I've got to 
take the train back down the line, so if  
any of you want to try Beczelum you can 
have it now. I only ordered fifty bott1es 
as a trial shipment, and-and-" 

"I'll take one," interrupted Herman 
Schenckweiler. 

"I 'IJ take five," chimed in Dan'l Black. 

OTHERS were keen for a try at it, 
and promptly produced the money 

for as many bottles as could conveniently 
be toted home. Shursen, with the help 
of several husky and eager aides, lugged 
the box around to the shady, breezy 
driveway of the Farmers' Elevator. Bert 
Budlong, the manager, produced a ham
mer, and the lid was soon off. Having 
nothing better to do, Deacon Adkins had 
sociably followed the crowd. Too, he was 
always glad to get a bit of doctoring free, 
and was not averse to patent medicines
rather, he had always put considerable 
faith in them, as a cheap substitute for 

·-� .- -- -
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"Shursen gave the crowd a wink that the Deacon did not catch, being engaged i n  shakin�, the bottle, holding it up to the light. and shrewdly appraising its general appearance. 
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physician's bills. And Shursen� thanks to 
his rather ingratiat ing ways, combined 
with keen business perspicacity, filled al
m ost as.·  Illany : prescription s  of his - own 
as oL Doctor Stin.ion ·s. · 

But, the ' D eacon would not venture on 
a purchase without .some bickering� 

' ' Let me haYe a look at one o"them b ot
t i ts." 

•· :Make you eat better,·- sleep better, work 
hetter. feel better. Y o'tr ought to try it ,  
Deacon. :.\lake a new man of you." 

Shursen gave th e cro\\:d a wink that 
t he Deacon did n ot catch, being engaged 
in shaking the bottle, h ofding it up to 
t he light, shrewdly appraising its general 
a ppearance. 

' 'Hu m ! Nice color ! "  
'"Here,; Deacon," p roffered Dan'! Black, 

wha ai i-eady had one of. h i s  five bottles 
unc·orked. "Sa11_1ple ·her ·once." 

Tht; . D"eacon took the · open · bottle, 
sniffed at the neck, nodded, wiped the 
rim with , his  shil't-sleeve, wrapped his 
lips· aboUt: . the n ozzle; threw · oack his 
head'; and "sampled''· .generou sly, in . one 
convl�lsive . gulp. He blinked his  eyes, 
m ade a *ry mouth,  but smacked h is lips. 

"Seems all 'right ! "  He squinted at the 
bottle once more,. then again upended it 
t o  his  lip s ·  for another gulletful "Bitter, 
but the bit�e,er the better, they say. I t  
oughter be good· for so111ething." 

Anoth�r' swaliow left the bottle about 
half emptied, which caused Dan'l to reach 
out a grasping: hand and rescue his prop
erty. "Hu m ! \Vahl, I guess I 'll  take
money back if not satisfactory ?" 
· "Sure ! '! - · · 

"Hti � ! \Vahl, I guess mebbe I 'd better 
try a: bottil. Or here's a five-doltar-bill. 
Gimme five. Been feelin' sorter offsense 
this hot spell ·come on . . .  Griess I db ·need 
a tonic." 

· 

S. H URSEN disposed of his fifty bottles 
without the trouble of getting it up 

to the store, and as  old Sixty-Three pu11ed 
out on her return trip, Shursen, standing 
on the rear platform, saw the crowd still 
gathered in the elevator driveway, even 

Deacon Adkii1s with bottles under his 
arms, all chatting sociably. 

"That was a q•tick turn-over," he con
gratu lated him self. "And everybody ap
pareJltly satbfied, too." 

\Vh en Shu rsen h opped off the train two 
days later, he greeted the crowd of plat-. 
form lizards with a gay "Hello. hoy � ! 
H ow's Beezel um ?'' 

"Fine attd then some ! "  
" Feel chipper a s  a �tr iped �qnirrcl 1 ".' 
"Can't 9eat i t ! "  
" 'Tis a grand l i t t le im·int ion. t n bbe 

s u re !" 
"Good ! I 've got another consignment 

in on this t rain, and when you're out 
j u st call again. And I 'll  want some r e c 
ommendations ! "  

H i s  wandering glance took i n  Deacon 
Adkins, standing apart, i n  his usual se
vere, judgematical manner of shunnin� 
the very company h e  sought. 

" H ow about it, D eacon ? \Vii i  you 
write me one-a h u m dinger ?" . 

He felt a sort of ghastly silence follow 
his words, so h u rried on deferentially, 
" You're a man . of consequence in th� 
community-a recom mendation from you 
would be great." 

A little stifled titter broke out, rather 
to Shursen's confusion. He knew the 
men rather had it  in for the good Deacon, 
and supposed that had inspired their 
snickers. Depot platform lizards • are 
prone to giggles and cheap jokes at o·ne 
another's expense, and he thought h i s  
singling out  t h e  Deacon h ad been made 
the occasion for such a bit  oi guying. 
But this only roused his dander ; they 
couldn't bluff h im. 

· "\Vi11 you write me one for today's 
\Veekly Courier ?" 

He saw by the Deacon's scowl that t h e  
choleric gentleman didn't like - this pub
licity, SO' h"urried on with his winning
over tactics. 

"I t's two now, but you've j ust time to 
get i t  in before t h e  Courier goes to press. 
It would be a fine send-off if you'd j u , t  
drop i n  there a n d  get in something for 
today's paper. Hatton'll help fix i t  up." 
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Another ghastly :-ilen ce , broken by rc
p rc�scd titters, which seem etl t o  decide 

t h e  Deacon . 
" H u m ! \\ "ah l-yC' .; , I ' ll \\ r i t t· y' :l r,·c· 

ommcnd ! " he spoke up with a grim glare 
for the whok cro,nl. 

"Than ks.  Ikacon. ). [ ak<· i t  a h u m mer.'' 
Sll\1 rsen ftickt>d t lw gapi11 g lizanls with 

a tri u mphant �lance . "'\\'ell. boy�. I 'm 
sure glad to sec Beezeln m ha� al ready 

l"lcgun to impro'-c your old carcassc'-'. 
You look youngl'r. and pearh'r. an d hand
!'Omer. and hu ski<>r. to a man. Kccp up 
the treat ment . i s  my a<h·ict' . So long ! "  

And h e  was o ff  up-town t o  ascert ain 
how his wife had managed things du ring 

hi;; absence. chuckling all  thr way oYer 
his triumphant wheedl ing- of the rchlC
Iant Deacon . 

M
RS. S H l' R Z E �  h acl done wl'l l 

enouJ;h. '' Only there had been 
�e\·cral calls for that new med icine you 
were going to take on-Hcczclum. wasn't 
it ? I told the men you expected a ship
ment the other day. h u t  it had n't come. 
and lo call a�ain in a fnv days. \Vas that 
al l  ri ght ?" 

"Certainly. There\ a ca;o.e at the �ta
tion now : Tim Rafferty wil l  p1·ohahly 
haYc it right up. '' Shursen grinned to 
him�clf. "Tho�e old scouts arc advertis
ing Bcezeh1m all right. al\ right." 

At' four he stepped into the Courier 
office to get his copy of the weekly paper 
-hot off the pres�. 

Hat ton grin ned as h c handed one over. 
"Deacon Adkins was in. Said you 

wanted him to recommend Bcezclum. I 
helped him with the wording and spell
ing. I got that grandiloquent style in it .  
hut the sentiments an." h i s. Hope it suits 
yon.  It's a hummer. anyway.' '  

"Good ! That's what 1 wanted. Thanks." 
Shursen was in a hurry. and darted 

out without further comment. Tim 
Rafferty. the city drayman, was just back

ing up to un load the consignment of 
Beezelum. 

• · llegob," he sniggered, " 'twas grand ro
mancin' you had out of you o\·cr beyant 

at the dec-po. ax in' th' D eacon would he 
w r i t e  you a hit of a rt·comind for th' 
.�t h u ff." 

"Say, what's wrong about that ? He 
.·.:Lid he'd write one. And he did." 

" 'Thin hl' my way o' th in kin ' you'\'e a 
rig-ht lo be a-readin' the scrawu he's writ 
you. 

Shur;;;cn found the letter on t h e  back 
p:1g-c. :uul read. with eyes that bulged 

more and more as he gulped down the 
\Ynrd s : 

" ' I ha\'e hccn a�ked t o  write a recom
mendat ion of Beczelu m , fh·e bottles of 
wh ich 1 hm1ght and paid for i n  goo I 

fa it h I hat it was an effective stomach 
tnnic. As many Brantfordites al ready 

know. and as all w i l l  learn sooner or 
later, it made a changed man of m e .  Be
fore taking- 1 was a respectable citizen of 

the community: after taki ng I spent the 

n ight in th e calaboose as a disorderly 
�nd disrepntahle low-life. Fellow Brant· 
f01·ditcs. look not on Reezelum, wh en it  
i s  re1l or any other time, nor take it for 
tliy stomach's liake, or woe and disgract· 
wi l l  he �·ou r portion. at h ome and 
through out t h e  town. Hiram Adkins!' 

' '\Vhy-what- ?'' 
"Th' ralc right of it is th i s . \Ve though t 

to be roo�tin' i n  th' dri veway that day be 
way of findin' a taste o' cool air an' to 
samp le our bott�1ls in pace and qu i et . 
nut m u sh a  to goodness ! Th' Deacon 
was put into sich a bedivilmint wid thim 
t h ree big swallys he'd out o' Dan'l Black's 
hottul. he wint an' opent up wan of his 
own an' afore we knowed th' right of it , 
'twas a sizeable stew th' onlrl lad had on 
him. tuhhc sure.' 

''Stew ! '' 
"Bedad yis ! Au' 'twas enough to make 

a skewbald horse laugh to see him a-cu t 
tm capers an' quare monkey-shines. 
'Twas pluther-plnthcr like an ould gander 
gahhlin' to hissilf wint th' Deacon , an' 
jiggety-jig like a last-year's grasshopper 
gone crazy in th' head, an' sorra a bit o' 
sinse in it whatsomeiver, till at last he 
rlropt hissilf down righ t there on th' flure 
fnr a taste o' slape. Thin, he way of a 
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'oke, we i n v i uted up a plan for his cddi

ficat ion . \\. e drayed him over to t h' cala
hoose ; t h e  place hean't locked until  afther 
th '  Deacon wa� ahed there." 

" 'Oh.  thb is awfu l ! "  
'"Troth an' twa� t h at. t u bbc �urc. For 

midnight. or t hercahotlts. wh in th' old 
� l icveen keme to. 't\\":t� rag-in' he wa:>. H e  

t l  p an' to re down t h · hit o f  a n  iron hed 
t hey're afthcr hcYin· in th' lockup , an· 

hrokl· hi" "·ay out a witHly, clare au' c!anc. 
an' g-ot home �dt er his w i fe, th' crathnr, 

lud been a-h:twl in'  t h '  whole town over 
in th' grcatc"t con�tarnation iver wa.c:, to 

find where he m ig h t  he at. Sen se thin 
,,-e ·haven't bcTn �;1yin' much about Dcezc

lum, you may hct your old hrog-ucs, wid 
t h' Deacon black out an' not speakip' to 
ns. Not that J can rig-h t ly blame h im for 
t hat. though . "  

· •If I 'd only known ! Why, this will kill 
J :eczc lnm in t hi� town dc:uler than a 
smelt t Just wait nnti l I RCt hold of Hat

ton !"  
''\Va1t a minute," interrupted Hatton, 

\\·hen Shnrsen tumbled into the printing 
office � moment later, in a tu mult of rag_e 
and recrimination. "\Vait a min ute. You 
must admit the good Deacon had a come

hack due him. As for your precious . 

Beezelu m-you don't h appen to have any 
more of it on hand?" 

", \ big �hipment in on today's train," 
wa iled Shnrscn. 

"\Veil, save ten bottlcs for me. Here's 
the nioney. I 'll  he in late t o  get them, 

after rlark, say." 

SHURSE� stared, then grinned. A n d  
a few days late r he called u p  Deacon 

Adkins. \\·ho had been avoiding the 

crowd of depot lou ngers , though he stlll 
went clown to src the train come in. That 
hah it was too well-formed to be easily 

broken. 

' ":\[  r. .\dkin�.  this  is Shursen. 

Oh, no,,-, yott'rc a fine fellow, Dcaco�, 
:1nrl we m u �t n "t ha,·c any hard fee ling-s in 

Br:�ntford O\"er that  l ittle affair. 

Sn re. yon weren 't to hlamc ; you were 

merely a victim of circumstances. 

Y cs, that's the way t o  look at it. :\nu 

say, by the way, I want to thank you for 
that recomnH•n(Iation. I said, I 
\\·ant to r hank you. \Vhy, I '\·e 
had such a call for Beczelum from t h e  

readers o f  the \\' cekly Courier all on•r 

the county T \·c just had to tel egraph for 
a dozen ca�cs. Sure , human na

hJre's depraved, but I can 't help that. 
\\'ell, I can 't make folks over-anyway, 
it's my b u siness to selt what the public 

wants-and they sure d o  want Reeze

bm ! '' 

Readers who have been de�ighted with Victor Rousseau's chann
ing story, ''The Fifth Guardian," concluding in this issue, will welcome 
the announcement that Mr. Rousseau will contribute a story to the 
October issue of WAYSIDE TALES AND CARTOONS MAGA
ZINE. The story, which will be complete in one numh..-r, is entitled 
"Out of Arcady," and is written in the finished style which aistinguisbea 
every Rousseau tale. 
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The Ghost of Lilac Hill  
O n  a tnornin� lat e i n  � I  ay. ;m o r u n i iHt � 

dra11 11 by a rat h L·r furlu rn looking- hor�e.  

lll<tde i ts  1ray fru111  t h e rai l road �tation to 
th�· hutbC o n  Lilac I I  i l l .  I h �o le p;t s s c n ·  
ger wa� a g-irl "· I t o  wore :t �Olllcwhat 
d i :tp !Lt l l oll s d rc�s. i,,,. 1 h at 'L'<b' Hl of the 
yc:tr. ; 1 tHI �� ��� furt h e r adorned with a 

l : tr�e picture h a t .  The h a t  �hat!c<l a very 
pretty iacc, and the l')'CS wh i ch looked 
uttt frum u n der the brim \YCt"C b right and 
rogu i�h.  

l:dorc � l 1 e  arrin·d at t h e  lwu sc . t h e  

�irl opL·ned ht•r Yan ity c a � c  an d t a k i n g  out 
a put!'. carciully p<Hnkrcd her no�e. Then 

�unTying !H.T."cli i n  a m i rr o r, she �a\'c 
l ie !' h a i r  l it t le pats a[)(l adjusted h er hat. 

�at i�tiL·d t h at �he \\·a .-< fairly prc�cntabk, 

� h e  kancd h:tck cont ent edly. 
.\s t l t e  hu� drew up before the HTanda 

and the g irl got out.  a \\'Oman app�·ared 
:\ltd ).!'rcd cd her conlially. Then h old int-; 
t h e  g irl off at arms l engt h  :-he exclai med : 

"I didn't know you r \Hrc �0 pretty, 
An�cla. It's three )-Tars you kn ow , since 

I saw you. You'·ve ch anged a lot. :Mr. 
Lawrence saio he wouldn't have a pretty 
woman around t h e  place this  summer and 

I 'm afraid--" 
Angela laughed gleefully. 
"So he's com ing up here to escape pretty 

women ! \Veil, tell h i m  it can 't be done. 
Dut don't worry, Cousin Martha, I've a 
scheme. \Vait until you see me in my old 
gingham dress, and my hair up in braids. 
You'll ne,·cr know me. Homely !''  and 

Ang-ela threw u p  her h ands i n  a ffected 
dismay. and danced lightly into t h e  hottst:. 

T i l E  house on Libc H i l l  ha<l bl'long-t'd 

t n  t h e  Lawn·nce family fl)r !lC'arly a 

C<'n lur�'· The pn·,;�·nt o\\'ner, Philip Law
l'l'I1Cl', �omt•\\"hat  hla�t· th•;;pitt> h i s  �c:trcely 

By 

FPank DoPPance 
Hopley 

A ghost story that is "different"-be
cause the ghost is different. And Frank 
Dorrance Hop!ey has eiven us more 
than mere!y a "ha'nt," he has pictured 

a cameo-like setting that is very satisfy
ing of itself. 

t h irty )'l'ar�. hall inherited it from h i s  
father thn�e year, before, b u t  h a d  never 
entered it . Then, on a sudden w h i n1 he 
had installed h is hou sekeeper th ere, a n d  
planned t o  make \\·cck-cnd trips from t h e  
city duri11 g t h e  s u  mn11�r. 

"Get one of your relatives to spend the 
summer with you and keep _you company 
d uring the week'' he had said to Martha. 
· ' But remember, no pretty girls. That's 
what I'm trying to get away fro m ," s o  
Martha had invited Angela Warren, with
out a thought that the past few years 
might ha\"e wrought a wonderful change 
in a girl of eighteen. 

True to her word, on the day of the 
arrival of Philip Lawrence at Lilac Hill,  
.\nge[a prepared in a faded gingham dress, 
h er hair tic(! in pig--tails. and h�r face co\'
ered with freckh·� which she had pa int ed 
on that morning-. Her mo,;t intimate 
friend would nel'er haYc recognized her a s  
one of the \\'arrl·ns of Bost on. whn but 

a year before had kd t h e  daisy chain 
parade aromul t h e  grou n d s  at va��ar. 

�he was st and ing- j t ht hdtind a lilac 
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bush when the carriage came up and Phil
ip got out. As he turned to greet Martha 
he noticed the girl peering at him from 
between the clusters of blossoms. There 
was something so grotesque about the 
freckled face with its crown of pig-tails, 
that Philip laughed. 

"\Vho is that ?'' he asked. 
":i\ly cousin, Angela \Varren," said j\far

tha not without some trepidation at the 
deception in which she had been made an 
unwilling accomplice. You won't mind 
her will you ? She i s very quiet." 

Phil ip laughed again. 
"No, I won't mind her being about. but 

-such a face. You certainly follow('d my 
directions," and with another look at the 
bl ossom-framed face, Philip entered the 
h o u se. 

T
HE house on Lilac Hill was filled 
with furniture and antiques of the 

Colonial days . The bedsteads \vcre high 
with four square posts. The beds were 
thick \\:ith feathers, and the quilts down
filled. The chairs were of wood, hard, 
with straight, high backs, and in the liv
ing room the furniture was ttphobtered 
with horse-hair cloth. The most vivid 
reminder that the house belonged to other 
days was the spinning wheel of Grand
mother Lawrence. I t  had stood in the 
same corner for nearly a hundred years, 
and one of the bobbins \Vas still wound 
with the yarn which Betty Lawrence had 
used. 

Into this house, breathing of ant iqu ity, 
came Philip Lawrence, and reveled in it. 

"It takes one out of the busy world of 
today and back to t he peaceful times of 
long ago," he said, as he stood in the hall 
on the day of h i s  arrival. "That painting 
of grandmother Betty Lawrence, when 
she was a g irl, is delightful. I t's a mas
terpiece, Martha. The painter, whoever 
he was, has caught her true spirit. \Vhat 
a modest, sweet girl she tuust have been. 
I can almost detect the odor of the per
fume she ·used. :\Tusk, I believe it  was 
in those days or. perhaps, it was lavender. 
That's th e kind of a girl I 've heen look-

ing for, for a long time, Martha. They 
don't exist these days, I ' m  afraid." 

''I t el l you what I ' m  going to do," he 
continued. "I'll  have that picture moved 
and put i n  the l ibrary. A t  the end, be
t>veen the two doors, where I can see it 
all the tin1e. I t's an inspiration." 

Angela, l i sten ing on the floor aboYC. 
came down the stairs with little awkward 
jumps, and landed at Philip's feet. 

''Oh, Mr. Philip," she burst out. ' ' Don't 
)'Ott do it ! 'Twill bring bad luck. l 'n: 
heard it said that. if  you move a pictu rc 
of some one who has been dead a long 
t ime, their ghost will  come hack and ha11nt 
you. I ' m  afraid of ghosts," and Angela 
shuddered. 

' 'But I ' m  not,'" laughed Philip, "and I'm 
going to h:n·e the picture moved tomor
row. I f  the gh ost of Betty Lawrence 
comes back I'll be here to greet her. 
Keep watch, Angela, and if she return� 
lead her to me." 

Angela, with wide-open eyes, shook her 
head ominously. 

'·I've warned you, Mr. Philip," she said. 
' · If  she comes back and haunts you, it's 
not me that will be to blame." 

N
E X T  morning the pictu re was taken 

from its ancient habitation in the 
hall, and placed at one end of the library, 
where Philip, sitting in h is easy chair hy 
the window, could look full upon it. 

"Seen any ghosts yet, Angela ?" · que . .;
t ioned Philip upon his return to Lilac 
Hill at the end of t he week. 

Angela slowly shook here head, an(! 
made little holes i n  the gravel walk with 
her foot, before she answered. 

"Not yet," she said, ''but I heard a ru�t
l ing in the lilacs last night and there 
wasn't a breath of wind stirring. I was 
afraid to look out, but pretty soon I 
heard an owl hoot, and then all was still.  
They say that ghosts like a storm best to 
come out in, perhaps--" 

Ph ilip laughed. 
'·I wouldn't be surprised if we had a 

litorm tonight , Angela, it has been s o  
warm today. I f  w e  do- well, l o o k  out." 
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A n ge l a  studied the western sky where 
huge banks of wh ite-capped clouds were 
�lowly r is ing. 

" ' L o o k ! "' she said, p o i n t i n g  t o  a fluffy
l o o k i n g  c l o u d  h igher t h a n  t h e re�t . ' 'Don't 
t h at l o o k  j u st l ike a ghost.  \\· i t h  h er fi nger 

p o i n t i ng right at  u:-;; and h e r  h a i r  t1y ing 

i n  the w ind . �lr. Ph i l ip , y o u  did n't do 

anybody any good w hen you h at! that  p ic 
t u re m o \·ed." 

Ph i l ip 's predi c t ion of a storm came t rue. 

A l l the e \·en i ng the th under could be 
h eard in long, distant ru m bles,  wh ich were 
;- J owly co m i ng nearer. Philip, in his chair 
hy the w indow, was smok ing idly, and 
contemplating the p icture of Betty Law
rence as he  sat facing it. As the evening 
wore on, h e  dozed. Then, it seemed to 
him ha l f asleep and ha l f waking. he felt 
a presence by his side. The girl in the 
p ictu re seemed to  have stepped out of 
the frame a n d  was stand ing befo.

re h im . 
There was a sharp peal of thunder and 

Phil ip roused quickly. The room was 
dark and l ighted only,  now and then , by 
the Hashes of l igh tn ing from the ap

p roach ing sto rm . 
During o n e  of the  flash es Ph i l i p looked 

a t  the pict u re. I t  was st ill within the 
frame. 

"I m u ,t h ave dreamed it," he said, "but 
I 'd a sworn she was here by my side." 

Then there came to him a faint, but 
very distinct breath of perfume. The 
odor of lavender. As he wondered where 
it came from, he saw through the long, 
w indow, the unmistakable figure of a girl 
glide swiftly along the veranda and dis
appear in the darkness. 
In two bounds Philip was out upon the 

lawn. He could dimly see the figure some 
distance ahead of h im. There was a flash 
of lightning. The figu re turned, h esitated 
a moment, and t h en pas�ed beh i n d  a 
clump of l i lac� .  I n  t h at b rief  i n stan t .  
howeyer, Phi l ip  saw t h e  face a n d  form o f  
Betty Lawrence , a ,;  she wa:.  dep icted in 
the portrait in the  l ibrary. 

\Vhen Phil ip reach ed t h e  l i lacs there 
\ras no one in sight.  Noth ing to ind icat e 

t hat any o n e  h a d  been t h ere except-a 

fai nt b reath of lavender, which Philip 
caught in the freshening breeze. Before 
he could s<.�arch further, the rain came in 

a blinding gust, which drove him into 

t h e  house.  

AT B R EA K FAST Philip was more 
.f"\. than usually silent, and Angela. 
watched h i m keen ly. 

"Did you see h er last night ?'' she ve n 
t u red, as she b ro u gh t  him h is second cup 

o f  coffee. 
"See who ?'' 

"The lady in the p icture. O u t  on  t h e  
lawn- I-" 

" \\"hat do you mean ?'' 

' ' I t was j ust before the storm b roke. 
was looking out of the window upstair>. 
saw her run out of t he house and go 

toward the lilacs. Then it was dark and 
I couldn't see any more. There came a 
big flash of l ightning and I saw her again. 
She stopped and looked scared l i ke, then 

she ran behind the l ilacs and the rain 
c 1 m e .  I knew she'd haunt you if you 
moYed her picture. Did you see he

.
r too ?"' 

"Angela, you're a fool," said Philip as 
he rose . "I don 't believe in ghosts," at 
wli ich Angela laughed u proariously. 

P
III LI P LAWRENCE was greatly 
mystified at the occurrence of the pre

vious evening. He was possessed of t h e  
cool, practical philosophy of a l l things 
material. Ghosts, to him were but th e 
distorted imaginat ions of a weak mind. 
He did not believe in them. Yet-with 
his own eyes he had seen the face and 
form of Betty Lawrence-the girl in the 
p icture-and Angela, much to his surprise 
had seen her also. He did not know what 
to make of it. 

The next two days passed without any
t h i n g  occ u rring to mar the qu iet of the  
h ou se on Lilac H i l l .  and ag-ain .  Philip r e 
t u rn e d  t o  t h e  city. \V h e n  h e  ca me back 

t h e  fo l l ow i ng Satu rday . Ang-ela  was ea

ge rly await ing h i m .  
"She was up in y o u r  r o o m  last nigh t 

look ing for you. "  she said excitedly. ' 'I 
didn't  :-ee her, hut I h eard a ru�t l ing in 



C\RTOOXS �IAG.\ Z I N E  

there like I heard i n  t h e  l ilacs. It kept 

up for some time and then it stopped. I 
,\·as scared t o  get up b u t  i n  the morning 
I peeked in the door. I didn 't sec any
thing bnt I smelt her. Lavender ! All 
over the place ! '\'a it 't i l l  you go in, i t  
hasn't gone yet." 

Philip laughec\ in !'pitc of himself at 
Angela's graYe face. 

''This is gett ing t o  he �et·iou s," he said. 
''I f  the lady comes 1 a night I shall lay a 
trap for her. J '11--" 

"Right i n  t h e  middle of the room," 
hroke in .-\ngela. ",\ great big one with 
a chain on it. I �aw one down in t h e  
cellar. I gttess they used t o  cat ch hears 
w ith i t .  1 '1 1  go and get it." 

"No, no. \\"e don't want to h u rt the 

lady gho�t. I 'l l  pretend I'm asleep, but 
I'll keep wat ch nml i f  she com es I 'l l  jump 
up and catch her." 

Angela laughed immoderately. 
''Think of grabbing a gho,;t," she saitl. 

"\Vhy, 1\Ir. Philip, th ere i�n't anything t o  
take hold of. You can walk right th rough 
them. I heard a story once--" 

''Never m ind the story, Angela, hut to
night we'll both keep watch, and it will 
take a pretty lively ghost to get by Loth 
of us. I'm going to be h ere a week, and 
before I go back t o  the city this ghost 
business is going- to he solved." 

TH..-\ T night wht>n Philip went to his 
room, h e  threw open the blinds, and 

then settled hi mself in an easy chair and 
watched the moonl ight streaming in. I ts 
rays, throu gh t h e  strands of woodbine, 
which co,·ercd t h e  entire side of the house, 
formed Jitt 1c �i l rcr etching-s on the floor. 
The etching� made a frame, and in the 
frame Phi lip i mag-incd he cou ld see the 
face of Betty Lawrence. For a long time 
he watched it, and then as the mo on went 
slowly down the face on the carpet grew 
less distinct, until at last , it  d isappeared 
altogether. The next thing Philip knew, 
the sun was shining in where the moon
light had come, and nothing had h a p 

pened. 
The follo\\'ing evening, h owcvcr, a� 

Philip sat u pon the piazza, the ghost ap
peared aga in. It was dark, with the moon 
just showing itsdf above the tree-tops. 

J t ca�t a long, pale ray across the Jawn 
�ome distance from the house. Into thi-<  
streak o f  momtlight th ere suddenly walketl 
a figure-t he counterpart of the lady in 
t h e  p ictu re. For a moment it hesitatt•d 
and lookt>d toward t h e  house, and a l 
though the light was dim, Phi lip was po!'i
tive that h e  saw the apparition smile. 
Then it slowly went towan.l th e  l ibc 
hushes and disappeared hehintl them. A 
moment later Phi l i p  h:td reached the spot 
but could find no une. 

In the n ight Philip sudd en ly awoke. As 
his brain cleared he heard the clock in the 
hall  chi me th rn. The air was sweet wit h 
the odor of Ia \'cndtr as on previous occa
:;ions when the ghost had been �ecn. 
Through the sligh tly opened door Philip 
caught a glimpse o f a figu re in white. H e  

�prang from the bed a n d  rushed in to t h e  
hall. 

The light was dim, coming on ly front 
a half-shaded window. At the furthn 
end of t he hall, just start ing down the 
stairs, was the spectre. It turned its 

face toward Ph i l ip fnr an instant, and it 
sttrcly was the face of Betty Lawrence. 
Phi l i p  dashed forward , t ripped over a 
ch air that had been placed in t he midtlle 
of the hallway, and fell sprawling. That 
moment's delay was sufficient to enable 
the ghost _to make its get-away and, as 
on ol'her occa� ion �. Philip could not find 
it, and aft(·r a search returned to his room. 

DE PF.:\TED appearance o f  the figure 

I'- wi th the face and form of h i s  graud
moth er, as �hown in the paintiug in the 

l ibrary, had fi lled Philip with an eager de
sire to  deln� into the mystery and di�

covcr, at all hazard�. \\·here the st ran r�e 
lH'ing came from and where she di .�ap
peared to  upon beinK pursued. 

For a long time the next morning h e  sat 
pondering the question. Then he walked 
acro�s the lawn and inspected the various 
clumps of bushes, behind wh ich the figure 
had di sappeared. Finding nothing worthy 



"With a quick movement he put out his hand to grasp her, but the girl was sriU 
quicker. and leaped away." 
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of interest he returned to the house with 
no plan of action decided upon. 

\Vhen evening arrived, h owever, instead 
of taking his customary place on the pi
azza,. Ph il ip walked cautiously around the 
grounds, and by a circp it ous rou te came 
t o  the large�t of the clumps of l i lac bu shes,  

behin d which he secreted h i m self.  
For some time he st ood t here l isten ing. 

There was n o  sound but the c h i rping of 
the cri cket �. Then. suddenly, Phi lip de
tected a fain t  scratching · s o u n d  which 
seemed t o  come from the very center of 
the Jibes. There was a quiverin g  of the  
bushes and.  with a l i t t l e  j u m p , a girl 
t h rust the b ran che s aside and stepped ou t 
upon t h e  lawn, a l m o � t  at Ph i l i p 's side. 
For a momen t  she st ood peerin g into the 
darkness and P h ilip,  whose eyes had b e 
come accu stomed t o  the gloom, cottid see 
that she was t h e  coun terpart of t h e  p i c 
t u re in  the  l ibrary. A t  l a s t  t h e  g h o s t  of 
Betty Lawre nce was w i t h i n  reach. 

\Vith a quick movem ent h e  put Otl t  h i s 

hand to grasp h er. but the girl was stil l  
quicker, and leaped away. In an in stant 
she h ad started to run. Across the lawn 
she went,  dodging behind hush and shrub,  
with Philip only a j u mp behind. At last, 
as if weary of the chase, the girl suddenly 
stopped, in a beam of moonlight, and 
faced Phili p  half defiantly. \Vithout a 
word she allowed h erself to he led by him 
t oward the hou se, u p  the piazza steps.  and 
into t h e  l i brary where h e  switch ed on th e 
l ight. 

A
GH O S T  is always su pposed to be 
transpart·nt .  hut  t he one t h at Phi l ip  

had capt u red was of a very � u b � tantial  
material. A gh ost too, h a s  the repn tation 
of being cold,  with icy fi ngers and ch il l ing 
b reath, b u t  the arm t h a t  P h i l i p  he ld was 
\varm and yielding, and the quick breath 

ing of his captive sh owed t h a t  she was far 
from being a maid of ice.  

For a moment Philip stood l ooking at 
the girl. He was quite su re that he h ad 
never seen her before. Then he looked at 
the portrait of Betty Lawrence. The gi rl 
was an exact duplicate of h is ancestor. 

The same brown, -wavy hair ; the same 
plaintive face ; the same manner of dre�s 
of the days of long ago. Even the per
fume was not lacking ; the odor of laven
der was sweetly strong. As he looked at 
t he girl Philip Lawrence was more mysti
l icd than ever. 

' ·Sit  down," he said at last, "and tell me 
who you are." 

The girl did as she w as bid and mo
t ioned Philip t o  a scat a t  her side. 

"I am t h e  ghost of Det ty Lawrence," 

�he said in a tone which she e ndeavored 
to make s o u n d  sepu leh u ral , but wh ich was 
�o young and fresh t hat the at temp t w a s  
a fai lure. 

• · r  have come back because you m oved 
my pict u re,  after a l l  th es e years. I wan ted 

t o  frighten you , but I see that you are a 
man w h o  cannot be made afraid even by 
a g-h ost . So, in stead, I have a request to  
m a ke. O n e ,  Angela \Varren, has been de
c c i,· ing y ou.  She is not th e h o m ely, awk
,,·ard girl she appears to be. She played 
the p art becau se she was told you h ated 
pretty women, but now she wants to be
come h er real self again, she--" 

"Stop," broke in Philip. " Never m in d 
. \ngela. Tell me who you are. That's 
\\· hat I want to  know." 

For a moment the girl was silen t ,  look
ing into Philip's eyes. Then she burst out 
passi onately : 

" Can't you u n derstand, Ph ilip Law
rence ? Don't y o u  see that  I- I am An
ge la \Varren ?" 

' ' .\ nge la \Varrcn ! I mpossible ! You 
arc heau t i ful , while sh e--" 

" .1'\  ot t h e  Angela that you know, but 
t l 1 e  .\ n ge l a as she real l y is . 

" Li sten ! \Vh en I accept ed Cou sin 
:\Iart ha's  invitat ion to c o m e  here for th e 

� u m m er,  sh e was d i s mayed to fi n d  t hat I
I was so p ret ty, as she said. She told me 
t h a t  you didn 't want any pretty women 
arou nd and that I wou ld have to go. But 
I wan ted to stay, so I made mysel f up to 
look ugly. I put my h ai r up in pig-tails, 
and painted freckles on my face every 
morning, and put  on an old d re ss. I 
fooled eve n  you . 
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"Then, when you moved the picture, I 
h ad an idea for some fun. I remembered 
t he o l d  su perst it ion that if you changed 
a dead person's pic t ure around, its ghost 
would come hack and h a u n t  you. I went 
to t he city and got a dres� made l ike that 
of t h e  lady in the paint in g-, t h en I fixed 
my h a i r  and eye ryt h ing l ike hers. I did 
i t  j u �t for a lark. Dy day I was A ngela 
\\'arrcn .  the h o mely c o u s in. By n igh t , the 
ghost of  B e t t y  L a \nence. Then I grew 
t ired of playing t h e  part of ' pig-tail Sue,' 
as  you called me. I wanted t o  be my own 
�e l f again becau se- I wanted t o  make 

you- you like me.'' 
A1 1gela's face grew rosy and she h (•si

tated,  while Phil ip looked at her adm ir

ingly. 
" \Vhat a girl ! ' ' he said. musi ngly, under 

h is b reath. 
" D ut I t h ough t , ' '  cont inu ed Angela, "I f 

I told you about it you would despi s e  me 

for being so foolish,  and perhaps be sore 
at 1\l a rt h a  t oo , although she doesn't know 
a t h in g ahout t he ghost part. 

' ' The fi rst day I was here I discovered 
a secret passage beh ind a panel in th e wall 
in  the cel lar, wh ich w as probabiy u sed by 
t h e soldiers at the t i m e  of the re volut ion. 

I explored it ,  with out saying anything to 
any one, and it came out right in the 
m iddle of the lilacs. You would never 
� ee the place u nless you knew it was t here. 
That is h ow I disappeared every t ime in 
the lilacs. 

"I  decided I would let you catch m e  

tonight and would plead for  Angela-my
self as I really am-but I guess I 've made 
a mess of it  now.'' 

Angela began to dab her eyes with the 
bit of l a c e  wh ich she carried for a band

kerch i ef. 

FOR a l ong- t i m e  Ph il i p looked at h er 
w i t h o u t  speak i n g-at least it seem e d  a 

long time t o  Angela. She knew t h at h e  

was very a ngry, so ang-ry t h a t  he  would 
never forg-ive her. She would b e  sent 
away and, perhaps, Martha. She felt sorry 
for l\Iartha,  as she had been with the 

Lawrence family so long . . A ngela closed 

her eyes and waited for the storm t o  
break. 

I nstead of the denu nciations she ex
pected, she suddenly felt ari arm around 
her waist. 

"Angela," said Philip softly. "Do you 
remember the day I said I had been look 
ing for a girl like B etty Lawrence, for a 
long, long t ime ? I meant just what I 
said. I had been. But now, I have fou nd 
her, and my q uest is ended. She is the 
same sweet, loYable girl t hat Be tty used 
to be. The same, even to the perfu m e .  
musk and al l ."  

"I t isn't musk ," said Angela indignantly, 
opening her eyes. "It's lavender. I spe n t  
three hours in the city h u nt ing for i t ,  a n d  
i t  cost t w o  seventy-five with war tax." 

Then, as Philip drew her n earer yet , 

she closed h er eyes again and sighed con 
tentedly. 

H. M. Egbert, whose "jacqueline of Golden River" was one of the 
much talked of novels of its season, will contribute, beginning with 
the October issue of WAYSIDE TALES AND CARTOONS 
MAGAZINE, a two-part mystery story entitled "The Four Dumb 
Men." It is a most engrossing tale of intrigue- and suspicion, with 
an end that is wholly unexpected, and as gratifying as it is un
looked for. 

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



From Tllo Sl<ctch, London 

WHEN H E  ROSE TO THE OCCASION 

The customer: Why do you always say the roses were painted by Billingsley? 
The dealer : Ah, roses by any other name wouldn'\ >ell as swee t !  



Wan ted: A Coward 
For the equal of this merry enter
prise) entered upon in the spirit 
of pure adventure, one must go 
back to the pages of Robert Louis 
Stevenson. Whimsical, elfish, with 
a ·:vaggish ton�e in cheek, Vin
cent Starrett's "line-up, play 
their parts with a blithe gusto 
that makes us love them, hero and 
villain alike. 

''I n the a h�t ract onl<.:r," sa id Devereux, 

''two and lwo are fou r ; lmt in the dis
t ort ing at mo� ph ere of our material in1 er
e � t s  the mere mathematica1 statement he
comes often antecedently improbable. I t  

(kpends whether b lac k i s  white, ami t h  . •  t 
depen ds u p o n  circumstances." 

A typical Devereux dictum. I c:!n 

almost hear him now, with his odd drawl, 
and his malevolent but humorous eye 
seems stil l  to gl itter down the length of 
the table that is long since k indl ing. I n  

. t h e  light of events wh ich I a m  about to 
relate, that particul ar paratlox remains 
in my me mory as peculi:..rly applicable ; 

al most as prophetic. Poor old l k n-reux ! 
That wa� a m:H! party t h �tt us(·d t o  forc

�athcr at the Dal7.cll, o n  the first and 

th ire\ ·M ondays of en· ry month. Ostens

ibly we tll('t t o  plot trca�on, but in real ity 
it  w:ts to drink and smoke, and to damn 
modern l i fe and letter�. There \\·as sel
dom a vac;�nt place, for we \\-ere a vaga
hnnd lot, ;md an C\'Cllillg t o;.:-et h e r  nt'rn:J 
us for the desperately u n happy c :--; i stenccs 
v:c: led hct \\·(·en mectin��-�- I u �ed to think 
t •f the Su ic i :l e Club-that fantastic Stc\·en · 

s on ian cn·ation, with i t s  mcm h<·rsh ip oi 
d i spirited adnnturcrs-when I lookc<l 

a rounc1 ott r bizarre apartm('nt and st ud iccl 
t h e  hard bees of Dc,·crenx, Damcrcl and 
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By 
Vincent Starrett 

Uarlin� ( the Three Decs. we uscJ tl) call 
t h e m ) ,  ami t h e  rest of our curious group. 
The anal ogy was hardly a perfect ouc. 

h owever ; onr membersh ip never had been 
curtailed by volitional removal , whether 

sclf-n l:got iated or by proxy. \Ve lackeJ 
t h e  cou rage-or cowardice-required for 
:·.ny such suhlime athenture. 

The comtmm:ty has gone the way of 

othe1· hapha::ard org-::nizations founded on 

loneliness and discontent, and prolonged 
only by a tolerant sympathy one man for 

a noth er and c�ch man for h imself. Dam
nel and Dadittg are enriching French soil 

for future �encrations, and Devereux i s  
; 1  decrepit h y p  och ott d  ri  <LC i n  �omc foreign 

f�arret ; I ha \'C not h e;lr,J of him for year�. 
( ;  reu he l ,  t h e  Swi,;. ; .  \\ ho at the secon1l 

meeting of t h e  c!nh held h i s  finger in a 
candle-lhlllc fur a fu l l  minute,  on a wager, 
i� abo in ex i le ( ;:ht"r internment on � u s 

p ici ons not  i l l -founded ) ,  and Co:1 .�idine i s  
i n  Congre��- . . . I wonder w l t d  Con�i
din e would say were l to just lc hi 111. 
g-ently, in t h e  street, some fine eYening, 
and whisper "Largc�sc !" in his car ! 

The rl',;t are scattered to the four wimh. 
I am certain then� arc more t han four. 

�incc thrice t h a t  mtmhcr h �t \'e h 1 DWn ntc 
ill  fortune O\'cr a dccatlc. Som e of us an: 
clead. I am t urn ed �cribbkr, and m u o; t  
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needs seek "copy" from half-forgotten 
associations that were better left unchron
icled. I t  is a lone thought. 

I AM thinking of an even ing in the fall 
of our third year. The atmosphere 

was blue with �Ill oke and probn ity ' anu 
t he hour was nine-thirty, when De n.:n.:u x: 
tard ily entered and wa\·cd u� to s ikncc 

with an unfolded ncw�papcr. 
" 'Have you seen the pcr,;onal column 

of the Globe?" he asked. There was an 
air of mystery about him. \Vith out awai�
ing our reply, he proceeded to read the 

following astoni�h in� aLl vc rti�emcnt : 

fVanll'd: a Com1rd. Non,• ollrcr tl<"<'d 
apply. Good position for right 111<1H. Call in Pl'T".JO", R1,om J7. Vcndomt•, bctwun 8 and 9, Tr�,·sd<ly morning. 

He chanted the paragntph in his accus
tomed drawl, then fell back, eyeing us 
with sardonic gaze ; whereupon we all 
laughed together, thinking he was mak
ing it up. 

"Laugh, fools !" he pleasantly observed. 
"It is your way when Opportunity 
knocks." 

"Opportun ity with a waxed moustache 
and a cheroot ! "  shrilled Grayling, the 
Latinist. "Have you applied and been 
rejected, Devereux?" 

The reader grinned evilly, and tossed 
the paper onto the center table. 

"The description," he replied, "does not 
fit me." 

Greubel sputtered like an angry cat. 
"Perhaps you will suggest which of us 

it does fit t•• he invited. with a baleful 
glare. 

D
AMEREL had captured the news 

sheet, and was verifying the an
nouncement. 

"It interests Damerel, at any rate," 
smiled Devereux. with composure. He 
added, good-humoredly : "I am making 
no invidious suggestions . I suggest mere
ly that here is Opportunity in its prov
erbial role. The applicant need not be 
a coward, I take it. Indeed, n o coward 

will apply, since only a very brave man 

will acknowledge hi mself a coward." 
''\Vhat is your idea, Devereux ?" I 

asked, im p;tticntly, fur the <td n:rt isement 
i n l nc�tcd me. I had been rc:>tlc�s s i nce 
the fa i l u re of my purposed marriage to 

t h e  d;w;.:-h t e r  o f  t h e  ( t l 1 e n ) Secretary o f  
St:ltc, an t l 11· ould IVL·lcomc a d i1·c r . .;ion. 

· " O n l y  th at there i�  something here for 

a hraq: lll<tll to Clpturc,' '  h e <Libwcrcd. 

··] t i n t l·rc�ts me, but hardly en ough t o  
\\' ;trr:tnt m y  t:xerti ng my�·a· !f ; an d, agai n, 

I am engaged up t o  the hilt, as it is .  I 

h;tvc no idea 1d1<1t is behind it, but t h e  

paragraph i s  t • IO fan tas t ic n o t  to he va l id. 
Somebody w a n t s  somchody-el.;e f,>r a pc-

. culiar �e n- i cc. I bequ eath you the adn.:n 
tllrc, Garbnd, i f  you care to take it up." 

" I  th i nk I shall accept ," I qu ie t ly re
plied, before anyone e l�e could speak. 
:\nd I adrJed w ith a laugh : "I believe I 
am an excellent practical coward. Al
ready r hl'gin to feel a thrill of appre . 
h(�ll �ion." 

M y  dctc1·mination and my con fessi on 
were J,;n:ckd w i th Hattcring acquiescence, 

and the inciden t was closed. It was an 
unwrit t(·n but inviolable rule that no 
me mbl'r mu,;t interfere in the declared 

intention of another, 
''Lc� us hear the sto ry, some time," said 

Devereux, lightly, as he seated himself 
f or an exciting game of solitaire. 

I regret that my coll{rt"res will be un

able, in the flesh at any rate, to enjoy the 

talc, now that it is told. As connoisseurs 
of grotesquerie, they would not fail to be 
amused and delighted. 

II. Room 17, Vendome 

THE Vendome was casually known 
to me as a middle-class hostelry, 
largely fre quented by transie n ts, 

and not unknown to the police. Thi,; 
latter situ at ion so paral leled my own, 

hO\YCH'f, that f felt no qualms as, prc
ci .;l' ly :tt e i gh t-thirty the following mom

in g. I rapped with my kn uckles upon the 
panel of a closed door hc:1ring the figures 
' ' 1 '' and ' '7." 
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I managed my brief tattoo, it seemed 
to me, with just the proper shade of hesi
tation, for I had not forgotten the sort 
of person I was suppose d  to be, 

There was no respon�e. 
I strolled as far as the next door t o  

assure myself that I h a d  assailed t h e  right 
room ; but there had been no mistake. 
Returning to No. 17, I raised my hand 
for a more vigorous advertisement of my 
presence, when, quite suddenly and before 
I had knocked, the door was opened in 
my face, My hand dropped to my side ; 
I receded a step, involuntarily removing 
my hat. 

A handsome young woman was re
garding me, with some astoni,:.hmcnt, 
from the doorsill. 

Her attl'activeness was considerable; 
her surprise seemed genuine. It in stantly 
occuned to me that the absurd "personal" 
had contained a misprint, o r  had been 
intended as a hoax upon this pretty, wide
eyed creature. I began a lame apology, 
menti oning the newspaper, but omitting 
the nature of the position I was seeking. 

"The error m ust have occurred in the 
newspaper office," I concluded. "I am 
surry to have disturbed you." 

She heard me out, smiling a cu rious 
little smile ; then, as I was about to turn 

away, she carelessly observed : "You are 
the first who has knocked before e ntei-
ing. It is an excellent beginning, for I 
believe a coward may be a gentleman. 
\Yi11  you come in ?" 

This speech completed my discomfiture, 
and I fancy I gave further satisfactory 
e \'idcnce of timidity in the embarrassment 
\\·ith which I followed her into the room. 
The encounter was salutary, however, for 
it sharpened my wits, I had expected a 
man, I suppose, and the surprising reve
lation of this handsome girl had thrown 
me off guard. \Veil, I woul d not be 
caLight again ! 

Her voice was ]ow and curiously vi
brant, It thrilled me indescribably, in 

spite of the few words she had spoken. 
And now I heard it politely request me 
to be seated. A s  I cro;;sed the room, I 

felt that I was rather precariously sup
ported by my trousers legs, and it was 
with relief that I sank into a chair, wafted 
th ere, it seemed, by that remarkable voice. 

THE room was plai nly furnished ; an 
ordinary hotel sittin g room, obvious

ly hired for the purpose-whatever the 
plll·pose might be ! A small _table near 
the window held a pen, a bottle of ink, 
and a quantity of ru led paper. I raised 
my eyes to the chamber's occupant. 

She was studying her latest applicant. 
Under the disquieting scrutiny, I think 
I blushed-one of my valued accomplish
ments. She seemed pleased, if I could 
j udge, and her eyes, I now noticed, were 
not so much brown as gold-an odd phe
nomenon-and when not too personally 
engaged, quizzical and reassuring. 

''You are a-a coward?" 
There was a trace of compassion in 

the extraordinary voice. I fought down 
a desire to smile. 

"Yes, Miss," I humbly replied, 
"You must not be ashamed of it," she 

said. "It is an excellent thing in a man, 
�Tarried or un married ?" 

"Unmarried-twice ! "  
She smothered a laugh , and I repented 

of my witticism. I t  was not in keeping 
with the part I was playing ! I assumed 
an air of stupidity. 

"\Vhat is your profession ?" 
My asinine sense of the ridiculous 

again lifted its head. I was on the point 
of saying, briskly : "I am a professional 
coward," but I caught myself in time. 

"I am a book-keeper," I replied, i n
stead. 

"The third this morning," she com
mented. "I wonder why book-keepers 
are cowards. Or are they, ncces�;arily ?" 

"The life is one of slavery," I hazarded. 
"True," she mused. " Peonage is for

bidden by statute, yet we chain our serv
ants to the bench, like captive volumes 
in a monastic library. Lives bounded by 
a time clock and " 

"Indigestion ! "  I bitterly put in, as she 
paused. 



CARTOONS MAGAZ I N E  

"Yes," she smiled. ''I am glad you 
have wit and intelligence. You are sure 
you are a coward ?" 

My eyes dropped . 
.. 1-!y best fr iend cut me because, once 

when I was cal lt:d one, I did not re

sent it." 

\Vas there scorn in her l'ye,:, ? 
"Are you cursed with curiosity ?" 

I T OCCU R R  E l) to me instantlY that 

this question was "loaded." It was 
no doubt the first i mporl<m t question of 
the catechis m . But my reply \\·as as in

genuous as it  was disingcnuou�. 
"A little perhaps ; we all arc. �ut 

much ! Chiefly, I ask to Le let alone. 
But I confess I am curious about this 
position." 

' '  Douj)tless," she smiled, grimly. ' 'How 
about your habits ?" 

I shrugged. 
u1 am a poor drinker, i f  th at is what 

you mean. I smoke a bit." 
"\Veil, that is not very seriou � ;  and 

you may be reqLtircd t o  do a b i t o f  dri nk

ing, too. Have you any rcicrences ?'' 
"As a coward ?" I smiled wanly. "I 

have lost all my positions. I 'm afra id I 
have not been very aggressive." 

"I was about to say that I did not care 
to see them." She smiled indulgent ly, 

adding dryly : "I congratulate mp;clf ! "  
I t  was evident · that the more I con� 

vinced her of my fitness for the posit ion, 
the more I lost ground in her personal 
esteem. I rather liked that . But I won

dered who her incredible employer might 
be-the strange figure in the background 
who needed a coward in his mysterious 
establishment. 

"Names are unimportant," she contin
ued, after a pause. "but it will be neces

sary to call you something. Have you 
any preference ?'' 

I instantly gave my own. It was as 

good as any. 
"Very well . Mr. Rupert Garland ! You 

come to scratch, so to speak, not badly. 
I l ike your answers. Your name is ob
viott�ly not your own ; it is quite too 

stagy and attractive ; but that is your 
atl <tlr. I hoped you would conceal your 
l lamc, for the act ion is in keeping with 
t he character of man I want." 

T l i  I S  tim c the sneer was scarcely 
\·cikt!, aut.l I chuckled inwardly. She 

w : 1 s  a glu�ious crcatun:. this employment 

a�cnt. 

I then YO\\'l'U I \Yotdd know her very 
well,  ''orne uay. .-\ s ior my name, it was 
n o t  the tirst t ime I had heen accused of 
assuming it ,  for all its authenticity. A 
name that sa\'ors of Zenda romance has 
i t s  ad,·antag-l��. On t h i �  occasion, had I 
cal led myscl i \ \cilliam Brown, I m igh t 
ha\'C lost the p osition . 

Ag-ain I dropped my eye s before her 
gaze. 

" Y ou will report at ten in the morning, 

at t h e  address I shall give you," she said , 

ahrnvtly. ' ' :\ sk for Mr. Paradise." 
" You, then," T cried . exultantly, "are 

an angel from Paradise." 
But I did not cry this  aloud. It was 

my h ea rt that shrieked. 

"At ten," I rcpcatc<l. taking the card 
she extended. 

"lly the way," she asked, carelessly, 
"have you any relati n�s ? I forgot to ask. 
You have no wife, I know." 

Again instinct cried a warning that 
here was a question of tremendous im
portance, casually tacked on to give it 
the appearance of a mere postscript. I 
shook my head, and answered her thought 
as well as her words. 

"No," and for the first time that morn
ing I was telling the truth. "If I were 
to be killed today, or were to vanish 
overnight, there would be none to miss 
me or inquire about me." 

A strange gl eam appeared in her eyes, 
I thought ; certainly they narrowed, I 

was satisfied that my shot in the dark 
had been accurate. I n  a moment she 
smiled. 

''If you should find others waiting, as 
you go out,'' she observed. "please let  
them know that the position has been 
filled." 
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I C O C L D  h ave laughed a l o u d .  She 
was underestimating m e  beau t i ful ly. 

She had ;i.s good as told me that a man 
w ou l d  be waiting. Thus, I was not un
p repared t o  find a disreputable fellow 
l oi tering in the hall,  when I h ad closed 
the door of No. 17 behind me. 

ll e was a l arge person, and a rough 
one,  wearing u p o n  h i s  undershot  jaw a 
! \Y o-day gro w t h  of b l u e - b l ack heard. H i m ,  
I t imidly approached. 

' ' Pardon me,' '  I sa id , "but i f  you are 
here in response to an advert isement for 
a-a coward" (I b oggled over the word ) 
" I  am inst ructed t o  t e l l  you t h at the place 
h a s  been fil led." 

The man glared �a\'agely. 
" By you, I sup po�e ! ' ' he inso l e ntly re

t u rncd. 
" \'-yes,  sir ! "  
' ' H el l ! "  h e  commented angrily. ' 'Th at 's 

the second j ob I 've had taken away from 
m e  th i s  week.''  He fixed his  protruding 
eyes bel ligerently upon me. " \Veil. I 
guess t h e  j ob 's well  fil led," h e  sneered. 

Now here was the veritable coward ; a 
brutal, truculent b u l ly who would faw n 
before a spirited glance. B u t  I d i d  not 
give him t h e  glance. I could have killed 
him with ease, and I would have half
k i l led h i m  w i t h  a great deal of pleasure ,  
if  I h ad not been certain he w a s  playing 
a part. I n st ead, I tu rned my back on 
h i m ,  and scu ttled for the el evator like a 
frigh t e ned rab b it. 

I watched for t h i �  objectionable person 
i n  the l ob by . when I had de scended ; b u t  
as he did n ot appear I su rmised that h e  
w a s  c l o s e t e d  w i t h  m y  a t t ract i\'e friend i n  
N o .  1 7-report in g, n o  d o u b t ,  on my ex
cellent fi t n e s s  for the p os i t i on of coward 
i n  the establ ishment o f � f r. Parad i s e ,  who
n·er that celest ial  gen t l eman migh t be.  

I TOOK the card from my p o c k e t ,  and 
n o t e d  that t h e  address I h a d  be en 

given was far out  fro m t h e  city,  in O wl
h u rst, a fashionable suburb on the n orth 
!<hore of the lake. A n ew wonderment 
came over me. It began to look as i f  I 
\\l ' r e  t o  he active i n  h i gh society. I 

w h i s t l ed pen � i v ely, and, as if my melody 
had been a ,.ignal,  a singular t h ing hap
pen ed. 

A boy suddenly approached from the 
st reet and, calling me by name, handed 
me a folded slip of paper. A fter which, 
he quickly mounted a b i cycle that stood 
at  the curb, and sped away. 

I looked s t u pidly at the paper, when I 
had u n folded it.  The message was type
written and un signed. I t  read, simply : 

· · J f you go t o  O w l h u rst you will  be 
k i � se(J ." 

III. A Reconnaissance 0\VLHURST is not a l ong run 
from t h e  city on the special � u b 
u rban trains, labeled Express, that 

run for miles w i t h o u t  a stop. The j ol ly  
l i tt le  engines are bui lt  o n  the ' general 
lines o f  a teaket tle,  and act and sing in 
much the same w ay, but i n  spite of the 
explosion t h at always seems imminent 
they come and go in good time and with 
iew accidents. 

I ani an early riser, and with ple nty of 
t ime to spare I boarded the Owlhurst 
rattler, resoh·ed upon a reconnaissance 
before I should ring t h e  doorbell at ten 
o'clock. I t  occu rred to me that an h ou r  
or t w o  spent in the village, making dis
c reet inquiri e s, would not b e  spent amiss. 

.\s we sped along t h e  sh ore of the lake, 
m y  though t s  w ere upon the curious events 
of the day before, and the undoubted 
mystery nea rcr an d nearer to which I 
was now approac h i n g. The sudden n ote, 
o u t s i d e  the \·en d o me,  h ad been the fi nal 
(leci d i n g  fac t o r  in determ i n i n g  my cou rse. 
I n  t h e  face of such a t h reat,  I could not 
very wel l  r e t reat ; for ,  o f  c ou rse, i t  w a s  
patent t o  me that  t h e  lud icrous l ine con
t a i n ed an e rror. I t  was equally p l ai n t h a t  
t h e  error l a y  in  t h e  fi n al w ord. Someone, 
wri t i ng h urr iedly , h ad written " k is�ed " 

for-t h er e  could be n o  doubt of it
"killed.' ' 

I operate a typewriter reasonably well 
myself ( a l h e i t  w i t h  two fi n g-er,; i n stead of 

e i gh t ) , and if  my mem ory did not sene 
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to rccon�truct t h e  keyboard, my flngl:r� 
did. C losing my eyes, I dru m nJ t:d the 

mcs�age on my knee, first u sin� the word 

' 'kis�ed," then "killed." The "S'' and the 
'' L," I �a w at once, \\'l'rc at opposite en cl� 
of t h e  keylwanl, but t h e  uncon�cinu� a�
�nciat i n n  n i  t l ll :  let t L·rs \\' i t h t h e  word� 

which sound s o  much alike. mi�llt very well 

account for the mist;tkc ; indeed, the al
ternation of hand:< made it  ea�icr to write 
'"ki,;.s'' than ' 'kil l ." 

But-was one to dnlncc a man or a 

woman from the errnr ? ,\ fler cardul 
thought , I dec ided t h a t  the nickncc did 

not overbalance in fa\·or of either as the 
writer of the note. 

Certainly there hat! bet:n no typewriter 
,·isiblc in No. 17 . . \nd, i n any l'\'('nt, \\'h)' 
should l\Iiss-whatt:vcr her name migh t 
he-warn me against Owlhurst, after or
dering me to report there ? \Vas this 
another cowardice test ? Then. as a con
fessed coward, I mu�t take fri�ht and 
stay away. If I d id not st ay a way, I was 
no coward ! All of which appeared silly 

to me. I decided that my charmin,� 
friend had noth i ng to do with the warn
ing message. The counter propo�ition. 
then, must be accepted seriou�ly : the 
warning was authentic and not liRht ly to 
be ignored. The boy who dcli\'ercd it 
had called me by name ! But wh o knew 
of my intention to �o to Owlhurst ? 

\Vith such unprofitable reflections I 
whiled away the jou rn(•y, and with two 
good hours to spare, I alig-hted from th e  
train in Owlhurst, 

I I-I AD no difficulty in locating the 
house whose street number I carried 

in my vest pocket, and I was surprised 
at its size. Big and rambling as undoubt
edly it was, however, it appeared dwarfed 
in the great acreage !'tl rrounding- it. The 
body of the place was of g-ood brick, but 
cnrious wings and addi tions o f  le:<� dur
;�blc materials were t ac ked on in t h e mo,;t 
� u rprhing fashion. Three storit·s up. t h e  
ron£ was surmounted by a conical tower. 
pierced hy embrasures like porthnll'�. rtlHI 
on this metal chamber the sun �hon e 

h t)tly. :\ bout the ,,· ido: ground� ran a n  
iron picket fence. h i � l 1 1:r than a tal l  ma·.l. 
Th<.: pickt•t �.  though, were not too close!�· 
;..paced, and it occurrL"tl to me t h at a sl in 1  
man-.;ay m y ..:t•l f  !-cnuld readily sl ip 
t h rn\!gh.  i f  t h t.: need "·ere s u fficiently 
gH·at. I n�ide the rai l i ng. and forming. a� 

it \\'('!"C, a �l'L' • >nr\  l i n\.' uf fort i fic a t i o n - .  
rl'ared a t h i c k  and prickly hcdg¢, not ye t  
f1l l l  grown. 

I n  t h e  early � u n l lgltt . th ..: h o u ..:e and it�  
:�rou n d �  \\l'H' h ighly attractiv.::. 

I did not l ike to make i n q uiries in th e 
YillaRe that might �ccm too cu ri ou�. and 
�o contented n l \·,elf \I· i t  h soll l c ,..h rew1l 

g;1zing. B n t  it �oon dncloped that I was, 

lll}''L' lf ,  an ob,iect of cu rio,it  y .  
A !i  I lighted a cig:lrcttc. u nder a fricn Jh· 

awning, �ome blocks di,tant from th•: 
�ccne of my in\·e . .:.tigations, a man ap · 
proac!H·d and con rteou �ly asked for St'C · 
onr\ righ t ..:.  on my match. He was a bi:: 
fe!lo\1·. thrk ami o f  middle age, and c\' i ·  
tkntly very powerfnl. H c might han.: 
hecn a dcl ect i,·e . hut �omdtow I sized 

him u p  as a man of con-.i<h�rahle int cl l i 
g:cnce. 

"Strang-er in to\\'n ?" he a �ked . casually. 
"Yes." I !'aid. "Thoug:ht I mig-ht buy <L 

small  place, hereah ollt�,  if I could find one 
to suit." 

"Lots of place�." h e  returned. "but ex
pensive. Th e smaller houses are acros� 
the tracks. This sect ion is supposed to h� 
particularly toney. Half the millionaire.; 
of Ch icago liYC here. I suppose.'' 

"\Vhich one are you ?" I asked, with a 
smile. 

He laughed amiably. 
"I don't belong- at all," he answered. 

frankly. "I'm almost as much of a 
stranger as you are. Only J ',·e been here 
before. I saw you looking at the old 

Cmn\ery place. I su ppose that's not for 
sale ?" 

"You mean t h e  hig: place with the wide 
grounds h:tck there ? Not that I know 
of 1 I t  a t t ractt.>1\ me h y  i1s pic1llrL'�C)ue
m· � ' ·  a l t h oug:h if� out of my class." 

".-\ �trang:t place.'' he said g-rave ly . " T '1·e 
felt dra \\"11 to it.  nn·�elf. It  h:1� an l " : -
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traordinary h istory. Two of its owners 
ha,·e died violent deaths at their own 
hands, supposedly as a result of the influ
ence of the house itself. The present 
owner, I believe, is an invalid. At least, 
he never appears in the streets. He walks 
at night in the grounds.  and with so much 
mystery that one would think he had 
something to conceal." 

"I ndeed ! "  I said, surprised at all this 
Yoluntary information. 
"Yes," he continued, and shook his head 

seriously, "it's a good house to avoid. 
I ndeed, the whole village, attractive as it 
appears, i s a dead little hole. I strongly 
recommend the townships further north." 

" 'Thanks," I said, dryly, "but I fancy I 
shan't stay long in any of them. This is 
more of a hol iday than anything else. 
\Vhat you say of the Cowdery place is 
interesting, though. I am a student of 
old houses, and I am very much tempted 
to beg a sight of the house. Do you sup· 
pose I could gain admittance ?" 

Certain, now, that his interest in my 
movements was genuine, I challenged his 
glance. 

"Don't do it ! '' he said earnestly. "Un
less," he added swiftly, "you have actual 
business there, that is none of mine." 

"At any rate," I said, "I shall remember 
your warning." 

N
ODDING carelessly, I turned away, 
and he resumed his stroll i n  the 

opposite direction. I did not care to be 
followed, and so I made a wide detour, 
and shortly before nine o'clock ap
proached the mysterious house from the 
rear. The trees and bushes were thick at 
this point, but abo,·e their tops rose the 
tangle of turrets and gables · that marked 
the house. At one point, the sun shone 
upon a window that fla�hed back a note 
of color, and I concluded that the strange 
place boasted one window, at least, of 
stained glass. The shades of all the win
dows within view were stil l drawn. No 
one seemed to be abroad in the grounds. 
�or was my friend of the casual encoun
ter in sight. 

\Vith a quick effort, I writhed through 
the fence, and found myself confronting 
the hedge. This was more formidable, 
but with infinite patience I broke down 
the spiked arms and managed to effect a 
narrow passage. 

I was in a grove of fine trees, beyond 
which a spread of green lawn leading to 
the back of the house was visible. The 
trees and bushes. I could now see, were 
a third line of fortification, and · extended 
around the house, save at the front where 
they thinned out toward the entrance. 

I looked about me ; then choosing a 
giant tree whose branches offered a fine 
,·iew of house and grounds, I deliberately 
climbed into it at\d hid myself among the 
leaves. The heavy foliage was an excel
lent screen, and in an excess of idiocy I 
lighted a cigarette and soothed myself to 
fancied security. 

After a time, I pushed aside the screen 
and looked out, and as I did so the door 
at the rear of the house suddenly opene d, 
and a man stepped out. I t  required only 
a glance on my part to know him for the 
disreputable fellow whom I had met in 
the V en dome. 

There was something furtive in the 
man's movements. He had flung into the 
yard briskly enough, but now he cau
tiously looked about him as if surveying 
the grounds with his eye, then at the 
windows of the house he had quitted. 
Finally, he turned his red eyes upon the 
very tree in which I sat, and instantly his 
attention was riveted by something he 
saw in the branches. Without turning 
his head, he called to the house : 

· ·.1 ack ! Bring my rifle quick ! There's 
a funny bird in the tree here I "  

There was indeed ! 
I might have stopped to argue that, 

after all, he had not seen me ; that, in 
fact, a "funny bird�' had engrossed his 
attention. But there was a savage humor 
in the fellow's voice that I did not like. 

I negotiated the last fifteen feet of tree 
trunk with a rush, and dashed for the 
fence ; but it was too late. A rifle bullet 
hummed past my ear, and another neatly 

------------........... ......-...---------------·-6�-·��--���� 
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removed a piece from my hat. The devil 
was shooting to  kill ! 

Ignoring the fence, I darted into a 
clump of bushes, and behind this frail 
shelter ran swiftly toward the front of 
the hou se, pursued at intervals by the 
spiteful pellets from the rifleman's 
weapon. Then a heavy crashing sounded 
behind me, and I knew that my blue
jawed acquaintance had struck the trail 
and was after me. 

AVAILING myself of every piece of 
cover, I flew about the house like a 

frightened hare. The affair was ludicrous 
enough, on any count, but this mad pur
suit in the timbered grounds took on the 
aspect of a nightmare. Whenever the 
armed maniac in cry behind me caught 
so much as a glimpse of my coat tails, he 
halted and pumped lead into the foliage. 

Suddenly, as I rounded the front of 
the house, and for a moment was in the 
open, I pitched over a heavy stone and 
went down with a crash. Half stunned, I 
lay for a moment, expecting the arrival 
of the madman with the rifle. 

But the accident was fortuitous. As 
my wits returned, I saw that I was still 
partially screened, and rising to my feet 
I plucked the stone that had thrown me, 
from its bed, and sent it smashing through 
the bushes in my rear. I t  fell with a 
tearing of branches in a clump of vege
tation some hundreds of feet distant. 

Instantly my pursuer was off in the di
rection of the sound, and I heard the 
crack of his rifle at a safer distance. The 
weapon seemed to be a perfect arsenal 
in itself. 

I FOUND TI M E  for a glance at my 
watch. It was almost ten o'clock. I 

was due on the doorstep. Panting, I ran 
for the front door, quickly mounted the 
steps, and plunged my thumb into the 
doorbell. On the far side of the house, 
my pursuer was still beating up the bushes 
and firing at random. 

A click sou nded on the other side of 
the door, as the  latch was sprung by a 

button pushed in a rear room. Then the 
heavy door swung inwci;-d, and I spran,;,!" 
into the aperture and closed the paneled 
barrier behind me.  

I passed through a second door and 
into a corridor noiseless with fine rugs, 
and saw a woman advancing t oward me 
from the far end of the hall. 

"Mr. Garland ?" she queried, lookiug 
curiously at my disheveled clothing. " ).fr. 
Paradise will see you at once." 

She was a plump body of perhaps forty
five, with an amiable face and an ample 
bosom ; a motherly, reassuring person. I 
liked her at once. I n  her wake, I t rod a 
handsome, curving stairway t o  the second 
floor, dusting my garments as I went ; 
thence to the front of the h ouse and into 
a snug library, attractively paneled in oak. 

" M r. Garland to see M r. Paradise,'' 
spoke the servant, casually, and retraced 
her steps. 

· 

I found myself fronting my pretty friend 
of the day before. 

"Good morning," she said, evenly, look
ing shrewdly, I thought, at my tou sled 
appearance. 

I bowed. 
"You see I am prompt. I hope l\1 r. 

Paradise will be pleased." 
"I am sure he will be," ·responded the 

young woman, dryly. "I  am Mr. Para
dise." 

My face, I suppose, showed my sur
prise. 

But it was evident she was not jesting, 
and it occurred to me that I dared not 
seem curious. I bowed again, in acknowl
edgement of the introduction. 

"Y au seem upset," she said. "You 
would appear to have been running. And 
you have lost your hat I "  

1 t would b e  easy enough for her t o  di�
cover what had happened. Realizing this, 
I resolved to tell the story myself, which 
I managed with some really excellent 
faltering. 

' '.My hat," I stammered, '1was shot from 
my head ! I was running. I was never 
s o  frightened in my life." 

· · y  cs ? Tell me about it ! ' ' 
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I
NSPIRATION gripped me. I would 

confront her with the typewritten 
note, and call it the basis of my fright. I 
slowly produced the message and handed 
it to her. 

" I t  kept me awake half the night," I 
confessed, when I had told her how 1 had 
received it. "And so I came here, this 
morning, before ten o'clock, to look 
around. I was afraid I didn't 
know what to think . . . and then that 
man . ·  . ..  '' 

"Harper?" 
"If that is his name ! He found me 

looking at the house, and chased me with 
a rifle, and • • . I" 

Mr. Paradise suddenly threw back her 
shapely ht>ad and laughed merrily. 

"You are a quite flagrant coward, Mr. 
Garland, if you are afraid of being 
kissed ! "  she taunted. "I shall not hlame 
you for running from H arper." 

I rapidly adjusted a blush, and contrived 
to stammer. 

"If it were only that!'' I said. "But 
surely you see that-that it i� a mechan
ical error-that word ! The writer in
tended to say 'killed'.'' 

"Do -you think so ?'' she asked, mock
ingly. "Why•?" 

I gave my reasons in detail, setting 
forth my Sherlockian deductions \',·ith 
some pride. She listened patiently, with 
a little smile at the corners of ht'r lips. 
When I had finished, she stood up and 
came around to where I stood. 

"That is very clever," she said, "but you 
are quite mistaken. I assure you that 
the writer of that n ote meant exactly 

what he said.'' 
"You mean • . •  ?'' 
"I know,·• said l\Ir. Paradise, kindly, 

"because I wrote it !'' 
My head began to feel tight. The room 

revolved with the chandelier as an axis. 
"\i\fhen you kiss me." she added, "please 

put enough enthusiasm into the action to 
suggest that it is not distasteful." 

"My God !" I said. 
Suddenly she was at my side, and her 

voice was hissing in my ear : 

"Quickly, you fool ! W c are being 
watched ! "  

\Veil, i t  was a gift o f  t h e  gods, and not 
for me to refuse. I kissed her with con4 
siderable ft:rvor, and, having started, 
found it difficult to stop. 

IV. In The Moonlight 

I T D E V E L O P E D  that I was to be a 
courier-a fine-sounding word, with 
a flavor of old days in it. But o f  its 

immediate application, I was given no 
clew. I was to do as I was told, that was 
clear, and in due time I would be ready 
for the higher test, whatever it might bt'. 
There seemed to be amazingly little done 
about the place. The servants went about 
their ordinary tasks in leisurely fashion, 
and the duties of the lovely creature who 
called herself 1\l r. Paradise. as nearly as 
I was able to make out, had to do with 
the reading of innumerable novels. As 

she did her reading at a desk, there was 
lent to the performance an air of business. 
The objt'ctionable Harper seemed t o  
spend h i s  time alternately o n  the roof 
and in the gardens, and he was seldom 
without a pipe. 

\V e dined together in almost complete 
silence, in the early afternoon of the day 
of my arrivaL �ly presence , perhaps, was 
responsible for that. Harper. for all his 
ungenteel appearance, conducted himself 
at table like a gentleman. \Ve were waited 
upon by the pleasant, middle-aged woman 
who had greeted me at the door, and 
when we were half through the meal, I 
sa\v her passing upstairs by a set of steps 
at the rear. with a tray of steaming food. 

Somebody on the second Aoor was hav

ing his dinner in privacy ! I thought of 
the "invalid" of whom my street acquaint
ance had spoken, and wondered mightily. 
Bnt I said no \vord. 

"I'll be obliged, Harper,'' said Mr. Par
adise, when we had pushed back our 
chairs, "if you'll show :M r. Garland about 
the place. It will be well for him to know 
his way about. Return him to me, please. 
in nn hour. Mr. Garland i<: to be my pri -
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vate courier, and you are to accept such 
orders from him as come from me." 

THE man nodded politely enough, 
then turned his murderous red eyes 

upon me. I stepped forward without a 
word, and together we passed from the 

. room. 
"You won't need to see the grounds, I 

suppose ?" he sneered, when we were clear 
of the dining halt. "But the h ouse will 
be new to you. This big room in the 
center we call the 'Meeting Room' ! I t  
isn't much used just now ; and there's a 
row of bedrooms off this long hall that 
are private. None of 'em occupied at 
present, but as you may be sent to . 'em, 
you'd better glance into 'em. This is 
called the 'Red Room,' on account of the 
wallpaper, and next door's the ' Blue 
.Room,' and beyond that's the '\Vhite 
Room.' If you ain't color blind, you can't 
miss 'em. But don't make any m istakes. 
I f  you're sent to the Red Room, it's just 
as well not to go to the Blue Room-and 
don't you forget that ! "  

"I'm sorry there's no Green Room," I 
. . said. "It's my favorite color. This is a 
, .  regular Bluebeard episode, isn't it ?" 

He looked at me suspiciously, and 
-grunted. 

"We'll go downstairs," he said, and leJ 
the way into what seemed to be a half 
basement, fitted out as luxuriously as 
the floor above. In a moment we had 
entered what appeared to be a music room, 
since two upright pianos were there, one 
at either end of the chamber. There was 
also a tall cabinet of heavy mahogany. 
My guide looked at me with half a grin 
on his wolfish face. 

"This," he observed, "is the armory I "  
Stepping quickly forward t o  the near

est piano, he threw back the top l id, and 
bade me look within. When I had done 
so, I received a shock. The piano was a 
h ollow shell, and the cavity within was 
crammed with rifles, packed in neat rows. 

My eyes swung to the second instru
ment. 

p rove it, he ran his heavy fingers brutally 
over the keys, bringing forth a furious 
discord. "The cabinet,'' he added, "is 
loaded with ammunition." 

I smiled feebly. 
"Where are the machine guns ?" I asked. 
''\Ve couldn't get 'em into the room,'' 

he grinned, "so we put 'em in the grounds • 

They're hidden by the bushes-four of 
'em-one at each corner of the grounds." 

But in that I was certain h e  lied, for I 
knew every inch of the grounds, myself. 

"Jack," he said, "has charge of these 
things. He sleeps in a little room off this 
one, and he wakes easily. D on't ever 
come in without letting him know who 
you are. I f  you need a pislol, in the 
night, you'll find one in your own room. 
Every room has its automatic, and plenty 
of ammunition. This is only a reserve." 

By this time, I may as well confess, my 
head was whiriing. 

"There's a sub-basement below this," 
he added casually, "but we needn't go 
down. \V e keep the dogs there, and 
they're death to strangers. I 'II introduce 
you to 'em, some day, and if they take to 
you, all right. I f  they don't- ! "  He 
shrugged eloquently. 

NO W ONDER they wanted a coward ! 
\Vhat they wanted, apparently, was 

someone they could stuff with lies, think
ing to frighten h i m  so that there would 
be no prying curiosity into the real mean
ing of this strange house and its inmates. 

vVe climbed to the second floor, and, 
avoiding the room where M r. Paradise 
read novels at her desk, swung down a 
central corridor. The elderly servant was 
leaving a bedroom on the right, with an 
empty tray. This room my guide delib
erately ignored. 

"No one goes in there," he said, "but 
Mrs. Balcom, the woman that let you in, 
and M r. Paradise. Mr. Purviance is an 
invalid, and can't be disturbed. But you'll 
know him a damn sight better, later on. 
The bedroom opposite yours belongs to 
Mr. Paradise, and that one at the far 

' 'No," he ch uckled .. "that's real." To end is mine. You needn't look in, and 
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I 'm seldom there. Now we'll go up to 
the roof." 

We ascended a narrow, coiling stair
way, somewhat like a fire escape, and 
emerged suddenly on a fiat roof, in the 
center of which reared the observatory I 
had seen from the street. This we en
tered, and I was looking at a fine and 
powerful telescope. 

"We command the country for m iles 
around," waggled the blue jaw. "We are 
p repared for any emergency. I believe 
we could even repulse cavalry ! "  

I did not doubt it. 
"Take a look," he invited, and I bent 

my eye to the telescope. The village be
low leaped up to meet me, and through 
a second story window, half a mile away, 
1 could see a pretty young woman drying 
her hair. 

A man was busily painting a flagstaff 
on the roof above h er, and in a tree, in 
the street below, a small boy was con
tentedly p uffing a cigarette. 

Catching the direction of my gaze, Har
per sprang at me savagely. 

"Damn you ! "  he shrilled. "That's my 
girl ! Turn it the other way I "  

I t  developed that the telescope was piv
otal, and obediently I swung it about 
gradually, sweeping the landscape and 
the lake. Suddenly, I arrested its prog
ress. 

A pleasant little cove had come into my 
vision, landlocked on three sides, and 
within this enclosure a small steam yacht 
swung at anchor. Her brass fittings shone 
brightly in the sun. 

"Ah, you've found it ! "  said my guide, 
composedly. "Well, that's ours, too, and 
a right powerful little boat she is. You'll 
see more of her before you're done with 
this place." 

He calmly placed a cap over the end 
of the telescope, without waiting for me 
to remove my eye from the other end ; 
and I understood from the sudden dark
ness that the peep show was at an end. 

"Come on," he ordered, brusquely, "it's 
time to go back. I'd as soon face a ma
chine gun as M r. Paradise in a rage ! "  

�AFTER this surprising confession, he 
led the way down, by the same de

vious route, and piloted me to the sunny 
front room where, at her desk, still sat 
the lovely figure of M r. Paradise. 

"Well," she asked, looking up from her 
book, "how do you like the place ?'' 

"I t's very interesting," I said, lamely, 
"and very-mysterious ! "  

She laughed lightly. 
"When you are accustomed to it, you 

won't ever care to leave it," she said, sig
nificantly. 

"I don't care to leave it now," I said. 
"There is nothing for you to do, at 

present," she continued, "so you may lie 
about in the grounds, if  you like, or in 
your room. Or, there is an excellent 
l ibrary downstairs ; you might read, if you 
care to." 

And so for the rest of the afternoon, 
greatly wondering, I puttered about the 
house and grounds. With every minute 
my mystification increased, but of one 
thing I was already certain. The whole 
h ouse was waiting ! Something was to 
happen, and that probably very soon. Un
til it happened, there would be nothing 
for me to do. This knowledge came to 
me more by instinct than anything else, 
but I was sure I was right. 

I retired early, and smoked innumerable 
cigarettes in my room. My window was 
up to its fullest extent, and a pleasant 
breeze was blowing in from the lake. My 
room overlooked one side of the grounds. 
It was an admirable night to see, and to be 
seen. A fine, full, silver moon floated, 
like a newly-minted coin, in the heavy 
velvet sky, and a million stars were points 
of ice against the same dark background. 

AFTER some h ours of tobacco and 
!>peculation, I yawned and looked at 

my watch in the moonlight. I t  was nearly 
midnight. I determined to turn in, and 
was on the point of doing so, when a 
patch of light sprang out of the earth, 
below and to one side of my window. I 
knew that the Jights in one of the adjoin
ing bedrooms had been lighted. From 
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the p osition of the light, I judged that 
it was Mr. Paradise who was astir, and 
once I saw her shadow, colossally dis
torted, cross the square of light on the 
grass. 

Then the light vanished. I looked out 
of the window, and heard the door at the 
£root of the house open and close. Steps 
6ounded on the verandah, and on the 
stairs. I pulled my head back, standing 
in darkness so that I could look diagon
ally onto the lawn. The steps now had 
left the asphalt of the walk, and were 
treading earth. 

They came on slowly, and in a moment 
the walkers were in view. Two figures 
were outlined in the moonlight, and I saw 
that one was supporting the other. The 
h eavier figure walked with a pronounced 
limp, and with some panti.ng. The sup
porting figure was lighter, and could only 
be that of the mysterious M r. Paradise. 
Undoubtedly, then, the lame man was the 
still more mysterious Mr. Purviance. I 
watched them with eager eyes. 

The figures passed below my window 
in silence, and there was an interval of 
even deeper silence before they reappeared. 
They had traversed the grounds in a cir
cle, when again I saw them, and were be
ginning again to make the circuit. But 
now they were talking. 

I strained my ears, but could catch no 
sentence of  their conversation. Only one 
word was my reward, and that a strange 
one. The word was " Prince." 

A third time they made the round, and 
then a window was flung up farther down, 
and a low whistle floated across the lawn. 
Instantly, the two below wheeled and re
treated to the house. I heard the click of 
Purviance's stick on the gravel and on 
the asphalt, his heavy steps on the front 
stairs, then the opening and closing of 
the front door. After that I heard 
nothing ; and suddenly, out of nowhere 
and dreams, it occurred to me that I did 
not know that this was an old man that 
had leaned on a young woman's arm. 

Something flicked my imagination for 
a moment, but  when I tried to grasp it, it 

was gone. Nor could all my thinking 
recapture it. For a moment something 
very strange had been almost clear to me : 
the next moment nothing was clear, and 
I had a headache. 

H ours later, it seemed, when I was in 
bed, I heard the door of M r. Paradise's 
room close softly. 

V. The Duel 

T

H E  following day was similarly 
eventless, so far as I was concerned, 
and for a time I was threatened at 

the very outset with ennui. Inaction is 
not my best role. I was courier to Mr. 
Paradise--very well, indeed !-but who 
was M r. Paradise, and what were to  be 
my actual duties ? Did they involve jour
neys by the trim yacht concealed in the 
bay ? 

Had they a bearing upon the affairs of 
the strange man who kept his  room by 
day, and tramped the gardens at mid
night ? The fact is, I yearned for some 
excitement, and the prospect of weeks of 
inactivity, waiting for something-! knew 
not what-to happen, was far from allur
ing. 

However, the episode was yet young. 
I would give it a fair trial. 

My mood changed, later in the day, as 
an idea struck me. I resolved to have a 
look at the mysterious Mr. Purviance. I 
wanted to see this person with his swath· 
ings torn away, to look into his face and 
know the man I served. Harper's half 
warning had indicated that Purviance was 
important and dangerous. Very well, I 
was important myself, and upon occasion 
I, too, could be dangerous. But my in
tehtion was to be secret, at this time, and 
give the invalid no opportunity to dis
cover me in the act. 

I would wait until midnight-until the 
lame eremite had gone forth from his 
room for his midnight stroll. Then I 
would enter his room and await his re
turn. Beyond this point, I made no 
plans. Circumstances must direct me 
thereafter. 

-
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THE scheme was simpl icity itself, and 
with the departure of the concealed 

Purviance, I had no difficulty in entering 
the chamber. I heard the approach of 
Mr. Paradise, the opening of the door, 
the steps of both descending the stairs, 
the opening and closing of the front door. 
Now, in the darkness, I turned the knob 
of the door leading to Purviance's room 
and boldly pushed in. 

The blinds were tigh tly drawn, and the 
place was heavy with blackness and si
lence. I flashed a thin light around it, 
from my pocket torch. Apparently it wao; 
an ordinary enough bedchamber. The 
furniture was rich, yet simple ;  the paper
ing severe and cold. No pictures adorned 
the walls, and the closet revealed only a 
few suits of men's clothes, well-made and 
with no revealing clews to their owner's 
identity. All this was very discouraging. 

My search must have lasted longer 
than I had thought, for, suddenly, I heard 
footsteps approaching, and concluded that 
the stro1lers were returning. H astily 
slipping back into the closet, I drew the 
door to, leaving a thin crack for light, 
and concealed myself beneath (or at least 
partly beneath) a heavy suit of gray 
tweed. The door opened. 

Silence lay around me as thickly as a 
blanket. Yet I knew th at a man had en
tered the room. Only one man, and 
therefore it was not Purviance ! Or, if it  
were, what had become of Mr. Paradise ? 
No light heralded his approach. With 
catlike footsteps I heard him slip about 
the room ; th en his hand was laid upon 
the handle of the door behind which i 

crouched. 
Discovery was inevitable. Here, too, 

was an intruder like myself, or so I chose 
to belieYe. It '"as an interesting situa
tion-for a coward t 

I gripped my electric torch and waited. 
. . . The door was pulled slowly open. 

· On the instant , I flashed the full 
strength of my beam into the face of the 
intruder, who fell back with a cry of sur
prise, then came at me with a rush. 

It was Harper, th e bully of the Ven-

dome, and my guide of the day before. 
"Damn you ! "  he panted. �·r knew you 

were snooping here. Come out, you ad
jective spy, you ! Come out quick, or I'll 
let daylight through you !" 

I SNAPPED off my light and caught 
his wrists, and we wrestled for a mo

ment in darkness. He was a powerful 
animal , but I was not a child, myself. 
And I knew a trick or two unknown to 
him. In a moment he was helpless, 
though his tongue still worked furiously. 

"Dry up, Harper ! '' I said at length. ''If 
I let you go, will you keep your mouth 
shut and come to my room, for the end 
of th is discussion ?" 

He assented with surprising readiness, 
and taking him at his word I released his 
wrists. Pushing him ahead of me, I left 
the room, and in a few moments we were 
facing one another in my chamber, with 
lights on full. \Ve kept our shadows 
from falling on the shade, however, an 
excess of caution at which we both grimly 
smiled. The whole episode of H arper's 
descent upon me, our grapple, and our 
peaceable settlement of the immediate dif
ference, had taken less than ten minutes. 
I t  had been le:;s than half an hour since 
I had pushed into Purv-iance's room. 

"Well ?" I queried, brjefly. 
"Who are you ?'' he asked, with eqnal 

curtness. 
"A coward ! "  I smiled at him. 
"You're a hell of a coward ! ·· was his 

flaming tribute. 
"\Yell, a hero, then," I said; amiably. 
"\Vhat's your game ?" he demanded, 

again. 
"No game," I assured him. "I am sim� 

"ply curious about your Mr. Purviance. I 
thought I 'd have a look at him. \Vhat 
was your game?'' 

"I thought I'd have to look at yort !" he 
retorted, ferociously. "I know you, Mr. 
Rupert Garland, or whatever your name 
is ! You're a gov'ment spy, that's what 
you are ! And what's more, I'll let that 
silty little female know about it before 
I'm an hour older. Then we'll see I" 
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"\Vhy should a government spy be in
terested in the movements of you peo
ple ?" I asked. 

"\Vhy is a mouse ?" he asked, sardon
ically. "You don't know anything, do 
you ? Oh, of course not ! "  His irony 
was rich and broad. 

"\V ell," I said, "if you're going to de
nounce me-although I 'm uot a govern
ment spy !-I don't see how I can let you 
go. I 'l l  have to keep you prisoner until 
you listen to reason." 

He laughed boisterously. 
"Quit kidding ! "  he commanded. ' 'Do 

you k n ow what I 'm going t o  do ? I ' m  
going to see M r .  Paradise a s  soon a s  she 
comes up, put your goose on ice, and then 
take her orders. .-\nd do you know what 
her orders ' will be ? To slit your throat ! "  

" You wouldn't do that ! " I said, re
proachfully. 

"\Vith real pleasure," he assured me, 
evilly. 

"A cheap murderer, eh ?" 
"Not very cheap," he said, shrewdly. 

I T DAWNED upon me that this persi
flage was getting me nowhere, and 

that this disreputable h ireling meant what 
he said. He was, in fact, wiiiing to talk 
and kill time as long as I was agreeable. 
So I took the affair into my own hands. 

"Look here, H arper," I said, "appar
ently this is your life or mine, since you 
put the  case so baldly. It is plainly your 
idea that you will have no difficulty in 
'slitting my throat,' as you elegantly ex
press it ; and so I offer you the oppor
tunity to do it. \Viii you fight ?" 

"Will I ?" 
"Very well, then,'' I said, "where shall 

we go, where we will not be disturbed ? 
The armory ?" 

"All right ! "  he said, with alacrity, and 
leaped to his feet. "And don't think, old 
bird, that you've got a chance," he added, 
"for if you had I wouldn't be taking one. 
llut Mr. Paradise has a soft spot for you, 
and it's just as well if I put you away 
before sh e finds it out. She might object, 
after all." 

''Go ahead," I said, laconically. 
Thus it was that, while . M r. Paradise 

and his-or her-mysterious employer 
tramped the gardens without, two des
perate . men negotiated the lower hallways 
of the grim old house, and came at length 
into the quiet room known as the armory. 

"Swords ?" asked Harper, with a grin. 
" .\s you please," I answered. "Swords 

will do." 
He flung open the tall cabinet, and pro

duced a set of duelling swords with the 
celerity of a conjurer. One he handed to 
me,  and I tried it  a bit awkwardly, for 
I had no intention of letting him know 
that I was an accomplished swordsman. 

He carefully closed and locked the doors 
at both ends of the room. Then he fell 
into position with tigh t  l ips that boded 
ill for me if he should reach me. 

No sooner had our blades crossed than 
I knew, with some surprise, that here was 
a fellow who knew the game. He was 
no mean duelist, this blue-jawed Harper. 
1\fy utmost skill would be necessary to 
touch him. His wrist was of iron. 

COR a time we fenced carefully, feel
r ing one another out. Harper's sur
prise m ust have been as great as mine. 
I had not his  brute strength, but I was 
more agile ; and i f  h is wrist was of iron, 
mine was of steel. 

Our feet danced in circles about the 
room. Now he was at one end and now 
at the other ; we advanced and retreated, 
changing positions one with the other. 

I t ried a number of easy thrusts, all of 
w hich were met and parried with great 
skill. The man was a master. After one 
of my childish thrusts, he smiled, and 
replied with a vicious lunge over my guard 
that all but took me in the throat. I 
leaped back, and his harsh laugh grated 
through the room. He, at least, had no 
doubt about the outcome. 

I fenced more carefully, and managed, 
after a time, with a swift forward plunge 
of body and arm, to put my point through 
his  sleeve. He avoided the thrust by a 
miracle, and his  face changed. 
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The ring of · our steel filled the room, 
as the contest waxed hotter, and I thought 
his breath began to come more heavily. 
I was wearing him down. Yet neither of 
us had drawn blood. We fought with 
greater equality than I had fancied. 

Quite suddenly he wavered, and made 
the thrust of a boy. I turned it aside 
with ease, and now it was my turn to 
smile. My arm straightened as he lum
bered forward-then, before I knew what 
had happened, his point was at my heart. 
It had been a trick, and I was nearer 
death than at any time in my wild career. 
Desperately I leaped away, pushing aside 
his blade with my bare left hand. I felt 
the warm blood trickle down my fingers, 
and then a searing pain in my left shout· 
der. His point had found a bed ; but I 
had deflected his lunge sufficiently to sav-e 
my life. 

He laughed again, and his little red 
eyes flamed death at me ; h is yellow teeth 
grated through his half-opened, snarling 
lips ; his blade sang against mine with 
sinister melody. The tear in my shoulder, 
and my lacerated left hand were giving 
me pain. • • • Well, I would try a trick 
of my own. 

My eyes glazed, and my point wavered 
downward. He leaped forward with fu
rious joy. As he leaped, I fell forward 
beneath his blade, tintil my left knee was 
upon the floor, and my left hand was 
daubing the boards with blood. And as 
I feU, my right arm straightened, shoul
der-high. 

He plunged forward against my point. 
. . . I felt the steel pass into flesh. . . • 

His horrible, gasping cry sounded above 
me . . • •  

"Let me in !"  cried a low, thrilling voice 
beyond the door-the voice of "Mr. Para
dise. "Let me in, I say ! What are you 
doing ? Harper ! Rupert ! You are fight
ing ! Oh, let me in ! "  

All i n  a low, furious, distracted whisper. 
I wiped my blade on Harper's limp 

shirt, and walked to the door. Slowly I 
turned the key, and pulled open the bar
rier. 

She rushed past me into the room, and 
with a cry fell on her knees beside the 
body of Harper. 

" Dead ! "  she whispered. I nodded 
gravely. 

"Thank God ! " said M r. Paradise, sud
denly. 

And then she was weeping quietly on 
my shoulder, while I endeavored to hide 
from her view the red tear in my shirt, 
and the torn fingers of my hand. 

VI. The Man in the Street 

THE loyalty exacted by Mr. Para
dise from her servants was a thing 
to wonder at. This Harper affair, 

instead of i"nvolving me in enormous dif
ficulties, as I had confidently expected, 
seemed to be accepted as the m ost natural 
thing in the world. M r. Paradise herself 
had bandaged my hurts, and I had turned 
in and slept soundly in spite. of myself, 
to wake in the morning refreshed and 
eager to arise. This M rs. Balcom, who 
attended me, forbade, explaining that her 
orders were strict. I pleaded that my 
shoulder was just a little stiff, and that I 
had no immediate use for my left hand ; 
but she was adamant, and so perforce I 
remained in bed, while the world about us 
wagged on much as ever. 

What had become of the body of the 
unfortunate Harper I had no means of 
knowing until the following day when, 
having risen in the face of protest from 
my bed, I was summoned to the presence 
of Mr. Paradise. 

"I shall not ask embarrassing ques
tions, M r. Garland," she said, quietly. 
"This affair between yourself and Harper 
seems to have been of some days' stand
ing, and it has ended unfortunately for 
the man I am best able to spare. I con
fess, however, I am beginning to view 
your cowardice with something akin t o  
suspicion." 

"It was my life or his," I stammered, 
"and even a rat will fight for its life." 

"Your knowledge of the sword must be 
remarkable, at any rate," she said. "How-
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ever, that is past. I have had Harper re
moved, without ostentation, and we shall 
forget the incident. I fancy I owe you 
some explanation, which- unhappily I can
not give you just yet. You have been 
kept in the dark as to your duties, and 
have had to find employment for your
self. It could not be helped. The fact is, 
affairs have not turned out as we had 
planned, and at the moment we have no 
use for you in the role for which you 
were employed. 'Ve may have befo·re 
long ; I can not tell. I t  may be that we 
shall never employ you. This may not 
be satisfactory to you, but it is all I can 
say, and, as it happens, it is quite impos
sible for us to let you go, now that you 
have come among us.'• 

"I have no wish to go," I said. "And 
whenever you need me, I h ope I shall be 
ready.'• 

"Indeed. I hope so, too." she said, smil
ing strangely. 

But my employment was to begin 
sooner than either of us thought. I t  be
gan the following afternoon. 

I HAD B EEN up on th� roof in the 
morning, and looking through the tel

escope had failed to discover the little 
vessel in the bay. This had set me to  
wondering, until i t  occurred to me that 
possibly Harper had been given a burial 
at sea, as it were. I n  the afternoon, Mr. 
Paradise sent for me, and I was directed 
to go down to the lake and receive a 
package from the captain of the yacht. 
Minute directions were given me, as to  
my journey to the bay, and it  was evident 
that l was to make the trip u nobserved 
by strangers. 

What was much less evident was why 
I was told, almost in confidence, tl1at I 
might come back through the village and 
stop off at the post office to ask for mail. 

No mail was delivered at the. house, 
and there was no reason to seek it in the 
village. Further, the village certainly con
tained strangers, one of whom, at least, 
was interested in our movements. Yet I 
was to make the journey to the boat in 

secret, and come back from it (with what
ever package it was I was to get),  through 
the very heart of the town. Th is looked 
to me like folly. but I said nothing. 

By a circuitous ro·..tte, I reached the lit
tle bay, and was taken off to the yacht in 
a small launch or tender, operated by a 
single man whom I had not before seen. 
The day was fine and the water delight
ful. I would gladly have remained indefi
nitely, but beyond an invitation to smoke 
a Havana on the deck, while my dispatc:t 
box was being procured, I received no 
hint that my presence would be welcome 
on the yacht. And, of course, I had or
ders, after all, to return. She was a fine 
and clean vessel, The Flame (the name 
painted on the yacht's stern) ,  and her 
brass railings shone brightly in the sun
light. She carried a small crew, so far 
as I was able to ascertain. The captain 
was an affable enough fellow, who wore 
a sort of half uniform ; that is to say, he 
wore a cap and a blue serge jacket, and 
carried some exceptional binoculars. 

My return package turned out to be a ' 

small portfolio, such as lawyers carry, 
apparently stuffed with papers. This I 
took, and was taken back to the shore, 
where without further word my friendly 
seaman left me. 

With a parting look of admiration at 
the trim craft I was leaving, I set off 
along a path t oward the nearest thor
oughfare, and before long was in the 
center of village activity. I bore off for 
the post office, where, quite as I expected, 
there was no mail whatever for Mr. 
Adrian Purviance. 

AS I LEFT the doorway, a man j ostled 
me, and I turned to see the detective

looking individual who had stopped me 
on the first day of my employment. 

"Pardon me ! ,; he apologized, and then 
exclaimed : "Hello, it's you ! So you 
decided to remain for a few days.'• 

"Yes," I replied, readily, "but you were 
right. The place is dead enough in all 
conscience. 

He laughed. 
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"Did you manage to get a· view of the! 
Cowdery place ?" he asked. "You were 
bent on seeing it, you remember." 

"I got into the grounds, at least," I said, 
and made a face. "And I had a talk with 
a fellow there, who seemed to be gar
dener. But the man's not Cowdery-not 
now, anyway. I t's Ad-something like 
Adriance.'' 

"Purviance," he said, instantly ; then 
scowled, and looked at me as if he had 
spoken without thought. 

"Yes," I replied, "Adrian Purviance, 
that's it ! A collector, I believe-rugs, 
pictures, porcelains, and the rest." 

He smiled politely. 
"I understand he has a beautiful daugh

ter," he m•tsed. 
"Indeed ! "  
"Yes, she i s  a sort o f  legend i n  the vil

lage." 
"I should like to see her.'' 
"So should I ," he said, rather grimly I 

thought. He added : "I thought perhaps 
you had had a glimpse of her." 

"Just a glimpse," I returned. "Of 'Course, 
I had no knowledge of the relationship. 
His daughter, you say ?'' 

"So they say," he sneered, suddenly. 
My face colored, ·  and my impulse was �o 
knock him down. Yet I had invited his 
remark. 

It was apparent that we were talking 
at cross purposes. He, too, felt it. 

"Shall we drop our masks ?" he asked, 
at length. 

"With pleasure," I said. 
"What are you doing there, Mr. Gar

land ?" he asked, instantly. 
"If you will prove your right to ask, I 

will be happy to answer," I said. 
"That's fair ! "  He dived a hand into 

his pocket and produced a small leather 
card case, beneath an ising-glass pane in 
which lay a printed card. The card certi
fied to the bearer's entire trustworthiness 
and probity, and revealed the not sur
prising information that he was a mem
ber of the government's deteetive force. 

"Very well," I said. "The fact is, I don't 
know what I'm doing, yet. I · was e m -

ployed through an advertisement a s  a 
messenger, and for what purpose I bav� 
no idea.'' 

"I believe you," said the detective. 
" Permit me to . tell you that Mr. Adrian 
Purviance is one of the most dangerous 
men in America, today. He plans nothing 
less than the overthrow of government 
and civilization on this continent. Not 
that his plans will ever carry through ; 
but he is always a menace. He has be�n 
watched for some time, and it has been 
our hope that he would be caught with
as the saying goes-'the goods on him'." 

"And his-daughter?" I asked. 
He shrugged. 
"Why do you tell me this ?" I pressed 

him. 
"Because," he answered, "you can be 

of service to us. There is little you can 
tell us that we do not know. But if we 
had a friend in that house, it would spare 
us much labor. Purviance had an acci
dent, not long since, and still has a bad 
leg. It is his leg that has kept him idle. 
His yacht is below here, and almost any 
night we expect him to make a break for 
it. If we had knowledge in advance o l  
t h e  night he intended t o  leave. 
You see ?" 

"Yes," I said, slowly. I was turning 
his words over in my head. 

I had no intention, of course, of be
traying my employers. But I did wish to 
ascertain how much was known to this 
man, and what his intentions were. 

"We could arrange signals,'' he said. 
"and apparently you are trusted. You 
can come out and meet me here." 

" I f  you still lack evidence," I said, "what 
good will an arrest do ?" 

"You will procure the evidence," he 
said, coolly. "Indeed, you possibly have 
it on you." 

His significant glance fell upon the 
portfolio beneath my arm. 

"Come," he added, "let's have a look, at 
least. That will do no harm. Or turn 
over the whole thing to me, and tell them 
at the house that you were held up and 
it was taken from you. Believe me, they 
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will accept your word. They know quite 
well that their game is about up." 

But there I rebelled. 
"No ! "  I said, and smiled into his eyes. 
"Yes !" he replied, with equal firmness. 

But he did not smile. 
His right hand came out of his side 

pocket, casuaJiy. and in the palm of his 
hand lay a small and deadly pistol. The 
little black hole looked at me unwink
ingly. 

"I can take it, you see," he observed. 

A GREAT light came over me, a sud
den, paralyzing thought. I was sup

posed to be a coward ! I had been sent 
on this journey, with deliberate instruc
tions to return through the village I Could 
it be possible that Mr. Paradise . • . ?  

But I would not think it. 
He watched me closely. Suddenly he 

came nearer, and pushed the muzzle of 
the tiny death-dealing pistol into my �ide, 
while with his left hand he seized a corner 
of the portfolio. 

"Have sense, Garland I "  he said. "The 
government is behind me. You are a 
dupe." 

I released my hold on the portfolio. 
The thought now was clearer. After all, 
it was this great detective who was the 
dupe. It all pointed to that conclusion. 
Undoubtedly, the packet of papers was 
intended to be taken from me ; had indeed 
been prepared to fall into enemy hands. 
I. as a coward, would of course give it up. 
And at the house, Mr. Paradise would be 
pleased. These papers • . • what were 
they? At any rate, they were planned to 
lead the detectives astray. 

"All right," I grumbled, "but you've got 
to take care of me, when this thing is 
over. I'm not rich.'' 

He smiled. 
"You'll get yours," he said, reassuringly. 

"Now beat it back to the house as hard 
as you can. Run in panting, if you like, 
and report the holdup. Make it good ! 
And meet me here the next time you get 
out. If you hear anything at night, get 
out whatever happens and let me know. 

I or another will be outside the grounds, 
at the intersection with the next estate. 
Don't fail ! "  

''What's your name?" I asked, boldly. 
"Emmett," he answered. 

-

" Atl right, Emmett," I said; and again 
he laughed. \i'/hat an ass he thought me I 

And what a coward Mr. Paradise would 
think me, even though she would be 
pleased ! I began to be highly displeased 
with myself. 

On my return, I went directly to the 
office-chamber of my fair employer. She 
looked up expectantly, and I hung my 
head. I thought she smiled. 

"I've been robbed," I said, without in
troduction. 

"Of the papers?" she asked, swiftly, 
breathlessly. 

''Yes !'' 
She drew a long breath. \Vas it relief ?  

I did not look up. 
"How did it happen?" 
I stammered out my tale, and she heard 

me through without a word. Then her 
scorn flamed out. 

"For a time I suspected you," she said. 
"I doubted your cowardice. When you 
killed Harper I was almost glad-God 
help me ! Glad that tlre man I thought 
was a coward, was not a coward ! Now, 
I know I Oh, what a creature ! 

I could have laughed aloud at her dis
tress. 

"But a coward is not necessarily a fool !'• 
I said, when she had finished. 

She turned like a flash of light. 
"What do you mean?" 
"Only, Mrs. Purviance, that I have ful

filled my task with intelligence, and now 
ask to be released from my position. It 
grows distasteful." 

She stared at me as if I had gone craty. 
"A real coward," I continued, acidly, 

for I was enjoying myself now, "might 
have bungled your plans hopelessly. As 
it is, all is well; the false papers have 
been delivered as you wished, and I am 
still at your personal service, although no 
longer in your employ. Why you ever 
thought you needed a coward," I added, 
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" I  d o  not know. Why did you not turn 
over the papers yourself ? Or let Harper 
do it ? Or Mrs. Balcom ?" 

S
H E  gasped. After a long moment, 

she seemed to grasp the purport of 
my words. She laughed a little, I am 
sure. 

"You mean you gave up the papers, 
believing I wished them turned over ?" 
she asked. " Believing them to be false, 
as you say, and intended to deceive ?" 

"Quite so ?" 
Suddenly she was laughing in earnest, 

and coming forward she seized my hand. 
"Forgive me,'' she begged. "\Vhat led 

you into this adventure, I don't know, but 
I see I have been more fortunate than I 

thought. And you are partly right. l 
did want those papers taken from you, 
but-" Her voice sank to a sibilant whis
per-"they are not false ! "  

"Not false ?" I echoed. 
"Not so loud ! No, the papers tell the 

truth about this Purviance ! The truth 
that I wanted known, but did not dare 
to tell myself. I was bound. And so I 
_got a coward-". She laughed again. "A 
coward ! "  

"Then w e  are allies ! "  I said. 
"Perhaps," she replied, "but 'I cannot 

betray him-:-and tonight is the night I "  

VII. The Flight 

TH E  h ouse used as h eadquarters by 
Purviance and his gang h ad been 
leased furnished, and none of the 

servants, save only the dead Harper, was 
concerned in the affairs of Adrian Pur· 
viance. They would no doubt be ques· 
tioned and bothered, but no ultimate harm 
would come to them. They could not be 
connected with the rifles, since the rifles 
were to be taken to the ship, and a hollow 
piano means nothing in particular. The 
dogs, as well as "Jack," it developed, were 
inventions • of the ingenious scoundrel 
whom I had killed-the right hand man 
of Purvi�nce, and a rascal well out of 
the world. The fine telescope, I was told, 

would have to be sacrificed, but I .  pri
vately resolved to make application for. :t 
myself, when all was over. 

I had confessed everything to Mr. Para
dise, and she was not displeased. 

"And you," I said, "are Mrs. Purviance, 
after all ?" 

"Yes," she admitted. "I am h is wife in 
name, and that only through the deceit 
and trickery of my guardian. Purviance 
was supposed to be dying, a�d to help 
my guardian-who is my uncle-out of a 
grave difficulty, I consented t o  marry this 
man, and become his widow. I was told 
he would not live twenty-four hours. I t  
was all a lie. He was not even ill. But it 
was too late, when I discovered that, to 
withdraw. I hated him from the first, 
and it was agreed that we should keep our 
separate · rooms until he was out of 
trouble. He really loved me, I think. At 
any rate, he was kind enough to me, al
though savage with others." 

"You could have easily dissolved the 
marriage," I insisted. 

"Not without bringing disgrace upon 
my mother' s  brother," she said. "No, I 
thought it all over, and decided t o  wait 
and see what happened. I was certain 
that sooner or later he would be taken 
in a criminal act, and I could then apply 
for a divorce without any suspicion. I 
pretented to fall in with his plans, and 
even became what I am now-a sort of 
secretary, with a fantastic name to de
ceive the curious. When I learned that 
it was his plan to flee the country, taking 
me with him, I made up my mind that I 
had gone far enough. The plan to hire 
a coward was my own silly idea-received 
from much reading of novels, I suppose
and I was obliged to tell Purviance that 
I was h iring a young man who was in 
love with me, and who would do our 
every bidding. \Ve needed such a man, 
and I was encouraged to deceive you. 
You recall that I forced you to kiss me. 
He was watching then, and I thought he 
was susp1ctous. The note I wrote you 
was a silly test of your alleged cowardice. 
I think that is all you have not surmised." 
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"The fact is," I made answer, "I am a 
coward !" 

She looked at me amazed. 
"I want to tell you that I love you/' I 

continued, "and I am afraid ! "  
She looked serious, 
''I am glad," she said, at length. "But 

I am still in a sad predicament. Please 
say no more just now. \Ve are still sur• 
rounded by great danger." 

"You will aid him to escape?'' I asked 
"Yes," she said, "but praying all the 

time that he wiH not I If the detectives 
cannot get him now, certainly they are 
not worth the name. But if I flinch, he 
will kill me." 

"Then I shaH hinder his escape," I said. 
"I don't like it," she answered. "I 

should prefer that it come about in some 
other way. You can't kill him, you know, 
without its being murder ; and I don't 
want him killed I Don't think that I'm 
entirely cruel and bloodthirsty I I only 
want to free myself from this fearful 
tangle." 

I said no more. 

N
lGHT was all about us, and the final . 

Jight in the house had been extin
guished, when we were ready t o  depart. 
The servants were asleep. In the silence, 
then, the door of Purviance's room 
opened, and I heard his limping step in 
the ha11. 

"This, then, is Prince Rupert," boomed 
a low, mocking voice, at my ear. 

I laughed and bowed in the darkness. 
"I am the Prince, then ?'' I asked. 
"It is our pet name for you," he said. 

"Have a care tonight, my dear Prince, 
for I shall be behind you all the way, with 
a pistol at your back. Your little play 
with Mr. Paradise is at an end, and we 
have no time for tricks. \Vhen we are 
safely on board, you may go." 

"Where?" I asked, as if bewildered, 
"To the devil, if you will," he answered. 

politely. 
"Mr. Garland will not betray you,'' said 

his wife, coldly. "Are you ready?" 
''All right/' he said, "open the door ! "  

I stepped forward and slipped the 
latch ; then softly drew the door inward. 
I would have shouted, but that I feared 
he would injure the woman beside him. 

Somewhere, not far off, · was Emmett. 
'We descended the steps, slowly, one 

on either side of Purviance. 
"Captain Osterma� is close at hand, 

sir," I whispered. "He is to meet us be� 
yond the gate. Shall I signal him ?" 

"Yes," h e  said, "and remember what I 
am carrying in my hand !'' 

My low whistle to Emmett floated 
across the night, and ·a moment later we 
passed through the gate. 

On the instant, I flung my arms about 
the man at my side, pinning his arms to 
)lis sides. 

" Emmett ! '' I �houted. 
''Coming !" came the voice of the de

tective ; and a pounding of feet �ounded 
along the walk. Two men came into 
sight, running hard. 

\Vith a furious oath, Purviance tore 
himself from my embrace, and fired once 
at the oncoming men. They did not 
pause, and hurling the weapon from him 
the desperate man turned and· fled. · The 
girl's hand was on my arm, . 

"Let h!rn go !" she whispered. 

T
HE dark form of Purviance was 

speeding along the pavement on the 

far side of the street, away from. the on
coming detectives. · The night was so 
black that only his movement served to 
keep him in sight. 

Suddenly two revolvers went off almost 
· together, as the government men opened 

fire . . . And near the corner of the 
next street, Adrian Purviance tossed his 
arms in the air, clawed in dark circles, 
and fell upon the sidewa!k 
"That done it !" called th e voice of 

Emmett, and the two detectives passed 
us with a rush. "Hold the girl, Garland !'' 
roared back the former, over his shoulder. 

Rut his injuncti on was undecessary. 
I was holding the weeping girl v.ery 

tightly ; but not more tightly than she 
was holding me. 



·.• ' ·  

ll'rom Puneh, ©. I.on•lon 

Doctor (vainly trying to telephone telegr;Jm) : Facial-F-A-C-I-A-L. Look here, "F" for 
fool ; "A" for ass; "C" for cuckoo ; "I" for idiot; "A" for ass ; "L" for lunatid 

THE M O NTH'S BEST CARTO ONS 

(In this and the thirty pages which follow will be found a digest of the month's best humorous cartoons, 
drawn by the world's greatest funny men.) 
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-

From EJ:celaior, .llexlro <.:ILY 

O U R  RESTAURANT S !  

"lmbcc:lle I The fi&h you served me eight da:vs ago was better thaD tbi .. " 
"You are the imbecile. I wiU abow you that tbla is the same 61hl" 



l l  j . { 
I 
( 

L 

CoDJr\;bt, 1.1111, by 1"- PubUmln& Co. 
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------

--

.1 H :. ' ( I i i ; I'll .. ' { I I " I . .' ' l '  . .  
i ( ' i '  ' 

"I betcher balta- put up with a lot of queer lookin' birds who try to vamp you, hey, what?" 

- ----- - ·-

\ 
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1...,men In St. LoUis Post-Diapatcll 

MUCH-NEEDED INVENTIONS 

Especially constr\lcted �t (or the woman who bates tobacco smc.ke I 
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NUMBER 
FIVE 

IS YJ=LL I/J6 
l="OR THE 

COMMI,�ARY 
])EPA r?TME!fi; 

PAPA 

HELLO 
Po"/?, 

THE' 
[)o6-HOU�� 
�QU�AK�. 
"1AV8E 

WI= HAVE A 
1-!0TBox 

�u. can get them. double deck 
when . thl' road get� tbo nQ.rrow to"f> . more 

� br Georp llattbew Aduu Bei'Oid for Geon:e Matthew Adams 
As the family increases just add another llide-diab to this sectional motorcycle ! 

451 
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AW ! WJ-W. G£.T ALL... 
WO R. )C E.. l:> I)? 'C AUS� 
'(OU ...S F'O I L.E.;:b Pt 

ME.SS OF" cn::. LLY !!  
GOSH!  WAIT .LL- vou . 
HFWE- .$0M�TJ·UN6-

wo R R..'t' A-ao0T �� 

(;.JtE. f\T (TUNS !! 
l ..5 -r J·U S ""r"'-\ E.. 

l.f� o T" .:BATC H l 
:b�E.W E. l)  ?? 

LOOk:. ;:,T Ml:_ 
') J-I ONE..V !1. FfM I 

·E.VE. Je. :DOWN Ui 
TM' t<lOU T  Ji ?? 

l'f O'T" WH I L E._  I 
.H �VC... M}" HC.F)LIH 
AN:D A :b � S H  o• 
JiOIVl� ���W NO W 

AN� T.M .E N !  

T.H C. W H O L E.. TE..N 
.ALLON5 SPO t L.�'l:> !� 
f'ClV.S T J-t � V� U S &J) 

0 J'"'O\J C H  W �T£R. � 
OF F"Ll. TM , R.OTTE.ti 
l..U t. 'k::.. ! ! ' G-\\I E. u� ! !  

�an, the muter.! · · 



Thomas 1D The Skttch. LoadOD 

454 

THAT'S THE STUFF TO GIVE 'EM I 

He: What about that atuff for your dress ? 
She ; Ob, nobody'e wearing that now I 
He: Well, what about tbie etuff? She : Why, everybody'• wearin& that ! 



-

Why bridegrooms ·are nervous during the ceremony! 
455 
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' ' ' \ \ \. \  .. ' \ \ 

Copyt111ht, 1021. by -Tho Presa Publlelllnc Co. 
"I'm aurc:, cook, you'll like it out in the country !" 



-157 
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Tb e atake-bolder 

WAYSID 
-

E TALES 

at last week' • game bad 
, 

. .  run away with 
COJ>)"l'�t. 

the money ! 

' 
• 
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"PaUl 'er tight I" 

459 

- .  \ _, . 

Tm!ple In Lcub-rllle 'l'lmee 
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'W IlL If, 
llft:RE'S A 

fLY 
ON Tfi' 

lfMOHAI>E 
PIKHfR !  

; 
• 

i 

I 
I �- ITS OVE'Jt HE�I! 

BY POP ! 

Aft« that loac hot IIPell will we EVER cet tbe old pep badtP 

AW 
LET TH' POOl\ 

fLY 
ALONI:� 
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MOV e OVER. 
A l tTTLE,O�.NT 
'lou MARrA 7 

In loving memory of the summer of 1 92 1 1  

" 461 



TWO HOURS 
LATER 

I know lin l'ifht I rDII/tfn't' 
ha.� . na.Jp a 1nMa/oa. I'll 
fo ovw- if afaill 



C::ro A.� ENTE:R.TAIN 
Ml�� VA11 PY  WHILE 
I DRE.!>S 

Copyrlcbt, 1031, by Prete Publlshina Co. 
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LET HER.. 
E t-{ IERTAIN 

HE RSE.Lt I 
I W.t..Ni To· 
REA() NY 

PAPE;R.S 

I Dot-.fT KNO W 
HER. _ -----
1 DoN'i 
KNOW 
WHAT 

� 

Can yoa be��t it? 

463 

K�w ln Rt.. 
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oti! OH'OH ! 
JA8Y MOSTI'<l'r 

Fox I n  T.oulntllo Cowit>r 1oumr.l 
Dad and the baby were the first ones downstairs I 
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>-!IS WIFf. 

Oolll'TUht. 10!1, by New York Ewllni' Post. In�. 

TO A R R. I U £,.  AT Tf-1£... 
P6'1'C HO LOG-IC.AL MO t'l � N T ? 

L I'\ .S T  TH R O W� 
:BOYS ! -rJ.i E.... 
W r F E..'S .1-!0Ml,. 

R L O Ne.,. � 

Will someone explain this, please? 

465 
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To the rc:IICUC:. 

·� -�·· ::1. � .. c . '. . rf:j . . �";. 



I - --

Sybil: She looks after No. 1 !  
Grace : No. 2, you mun-ahe's a widow! 

.:.Y I L 'T c. ,.,..
W �J. l-1 -'t"'l ! -

From The SI<Ptrh. Lonrlou 

467 
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From Puncb, ©· London 

T H E  IN DEFATI GABLES-In Four Scenes ! 
Scene 1 :  Extract from young lady's letter : "Dearest Mother: This must be a very 

bracing place. Although I golf-

·' 

Scene 2 :  "-ncS bathe every moraine-

- - �  



,-l 
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Scene 3 :  .. _nd sail in the •fternoon-

Scene 4: "-.nd dance .n night, yet I ne11er - to set tired." 



470 

B�rold for Georp� Matthew Adama Semco 

\VAYSIDE TALES 

Now, bo� 
lets havPsome 

oVPr OIJ the gtadiolas 

With a smart dog, using the gardm hoee bec:omea a mere matta' of getieral•hi!? l 
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,.. 

T H E  EVENING S O N G  
"Ah, Gustave, the old folk-songs always sound s o  melancholy !" 

.. » ---



4 7 2  
A-H U NT I N G  W E  W I LL G�Firat · Snapahot l 

Stag-hunting in the What-Not Valley. 

-



l 
A-HUNTING WE WILL GO-Second Snapahot l 

Snake-blowing in tbe upper reacbea of, the Pip-Pip. 473 
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I 

JietlJe In l.be New Yorll. Worla 

4'14 

Jimmy M cKnutt seems to have the stuff in him for a successful business man. By emp� 
inlt an old mirror of his mother's he gets a nickel apiece from the gang for 

flashing important features in the game aero .. the wq. 
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F&NE·Gc:>LF weA-n-tf:5t.�? 
1' M /}N My WAV -ro "T'Ht' 

CLU13 NO'\N. 't'OU PlAY 
Oo N' T. you ,  ";rt M '?  

Dto Yo u EvE� TRy rr � WH'V, 
:J�M \F 'YOU·E�E� Go-r ,- T�'T't::t> 
'fou ''o Go CRA'ZY o\IC.R IT ! 1 
G�eATt;;<ST" GA1'>1C: oH E'A"Tt'i . 

----""' AOO 1 0  Y€AR5 To 
'YouR L • FC 

WtiA'l" r DoN'T TeL L  Me 
vou . l)o N' T Pt. A..., GoLF m 
MAN ! M A N !  t' M AStiAMeP 
OF YOU ! How CoME ? 

NOW, Ll s-reN, -=rtM - Y(XJ'"rz 
Go• To CoME. DUT 'SOME. .f>_A'f 
1\NO HAVE: A Go A'T ITo ��Ll, 
t' 'IIC. GOT To �T<H MY TRArn. 

'-------. ) f; 6 'YOU �OON • 

Tbe begioning of a beautiful frieodship I 

475 
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AN ANCIENT "WOODCUT" 
Y e Hanging Committee 

- -. . 
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From Kaoper, Stockholm 

'TERROR" 

" I n  this picture I have reached the &ummit of naive art. I have, after twelve years of study, 
succeeded in drawing a picture as it would be done by a child of eight." 



Somebody Satisfied ! 

Th e vegetarian is on the job, 
His features wreathed in optimistic leer. 

The price of meat he scorns. Corn on 

the cob 
He now consumes, and smiles from ear 

to ear. 
-New York Sun. 

Two Are Not Company 

Bored wife : I wish a friend would 
come to see us. 

Ditto h usband : Yes, or even an enemy. 
-London Opinion. 

From ...ondap Nl .. e. Stockholm 

"Farewell ! We ahall meet aiainl" 
''Are you goin� abroad?'' 
"Not I'm iOing round to til� other aide af 

you!" 

f78 

Worth Something 

The schoolmaster was explaining the 
meaning of · ·n.  C." and "A. D.," and 1 o  

see if his l esson got home h e  asked tqe 
boys what they would do if th ey fourid 
an old Roman coin stamped with t�e 
year B. C. 68. 

' ! 
"Ignore it as a forgery,'' said one bo�, 

whose experience as a stamp collector : h�d 
sharpened his wits. i 

"Very good," said the master. "ObJf
ously the minters of that time woutd 
know nothing of Christ." ; ! 

"I'd pick it up. though," said t�e 
schemer of the class ; "it might fit a .slot 

machine."-Detroit Free Press. 

Both Divorced 

"I call the Blanks the cream of society," 
"Vv ell, they've both been through the 

separator."-Boston Transcript. 

Obliging 
,/,;'She screamed for help when I kissed 

her." 
"What did you do then ?'' 

· "I gave her a second helping.''-Kansas 

City Star. 

That's Suitable 

Bullying lawyer : Have you appeared 
as a witness in a suit before ? 

\Vitness : Why, of course ! 
Bullying lawye r : \Vhat suit was it ? 
\Vitness : Blue serge. - London An-

S\vers. 



OH ME � OH MY ! 
SOM�TIM�S I GET 

Dl�COURAGE"D. 
f HAVe To SWIN6 TH/ �  TRUNk 

� 42 1 _, g�4 Tn1ts �o /'1Ak't3" 
A fUL L MtAL ON Pt:"A NUT�. 
P�OPLF EXPECT A i=UL L SW/N6 
f:OR ONE: 

PE.ANUI 

A Mt6HTY SL oW WAY FOR A FULL GRoWN 
E LEPHANT TO 6E;T SU!;TI;NANC� 

Proc.ecud by Oeorp Hanhew Adam• Herold for Georae .Mattho10 Ada.m.. l:!enlc• 

Not a polltital artoon-jun a sympathetic study in natural history ! 

47! 
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Frolll Kasper. Stockholm 

T H E  PRO FITEER ARRIVES LATE AT THE CONCERT 
"What are they playing now, Miss?" 
"B eethoven's Ninth Symphony I" 
"Wha t !  Have we m1ssed the other ejght?" 

An Impromptu Definition 

W illie : Pop, \\'hat is an "impromp tu" 
speech ? 

Fat h e r : O n e  f h a t  ha been carefu lly 
memorized and then forgotten at the last 
minute ! -\Va. h i ngt on S t a r .  

Experience 

l{ccru iting officer : So y o u  wish to j oi n  
t h e  army ? H ave y o u  any mili tary e xperi 

ence ? 
Applican t : Ye�,  indeed . I have worn 

a wri t watch for t \\'O years.-Portland 
Oregon ian . 

Worse and Worse 

K an. a� paper : \Ye \\' ish to apologize 
for the manner in which we disgraced the 
bea4 t ifu l wedding last wee k .  Throu gh an 
erro: of the typeset ter we were made t o  
F a y  :"the ro. es \\'ere p u nk." What we 
!'h oti ld h a ve said was "the noses were 
pink."-Boston Transcript. 

Matrimonial Problem 

Among th ose present at a colored func
t ion in M obile w as a Mrs Melinda Jack
son, who evinced great in terest in the lady 
in t h e  boot h labelled '' Clai rvoyant." Mrs. 
Jackson im mediately consul ted the seeress 
\\' it h respect to h e r  futu re. 

'· Yo' is gwi ne to vi it  furrin lands," said 
t h e  clairvoyant. " Yo' is gw ine to conquer 
a l l  rivals a n '  ma rry de man of yo' choice. 
He wil l  be tall  an' h andsome an' aristo
cratic an' ·weal thy." 

" n '  is he gw in e t o  be young ?" asked 
1\I rs. Jackson, her bosom heaving with ex
ci tement. 

" Y es, he's shore to be young," said the 
c la i rvoyant. 

· 

\\ hereupon M rs. Jackson clasped the 
fort une teller's hands a n d  pressed them 
hard. 

"I  thanks yo', an' now tell me one thin g  
mo'. H ow's I gwine to git rid o f  mah 
p resent husband ?"-Philadelphia Pub l i c  
Ledger. 
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The Reason 

"\Yhy do the nobility so seldom marry 
for love." 
"Many of them would like to, but 

their creditors won't let 'em."-Lou isville 

Courier-J ou rna I. 

Love Must Eat 

She : ''And will you ahvays love me
all the livelong day ?" 

He : "Ye-es, I think so. You'll give 
me a· chance to stop for meals, I s u p 
pose ?"-Philadelphia Inquirer. 

The Resentful Tramp 

A woe-begone !>pecimen of the tramp 
tribe made a call at a rural residence to 
ask for aid. The door was opened by a 
woman of angular proportions, severe in 
demeanou r, and of uncertain age and 
temper. Having speedily ascertained the 

object of the v1s1t, in ra�py tones she 
observed : "I shall not give you anything. 
Do you know who I am ?" 

The weary wanderer replied that he had 
not the pleasure of knowing. "\Veil, I 'm 
a policeman's wife, and if he were here he 
would take you, and very quickly, too." 

The tired tramp looked at her quietlj 
for a minute, and then repl ied : "I be
lieve you. ma'am. If he took you h e'd 
take anybody.''-Passing Show. 

She Liked It 
Father and mother came to the city 

for a few days, leaving little Elsie with 
grandpa and grandma. 

There being other guests, Elsie slept in 
the folding bed. A few days later Elsie 
sent the following letter to her grandma : 
"Dear grandma, I slept in your bureau 
d rawer and liked it very much."-Inclian
apolis News. 
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Lady (gently but finnly refusing all aubatitutea) : 
No, thank you, I muat have Scroggins' I I notice 
the advertiaementa apeak 110 wdl of it I 

How Much and How Well 

Business man : As soon as I found 
there was a possibility of dishonest profit 
being made in the p osition, I got out 
of it. 

Reporter : Yes, go on and finish the 
sentence. 

Business man : I have. I say I got 
out of it. 

Reporter : Yes, yes ; but my bu siness 
is to discover what you got out of it.
Detroit News. 

Mid-Victorian 

< ;Those people who j u st moved into the 
house next door are awfully old fash-

, 

ioned." 
''I n what way ?" 
"She won't let him sm oke in the house 

and h e  won't let her smoke outside."
New York Sun. 

Why Men Go Wrong 

Don't you know that you are married ? 
Don't you know you've got a wife ? 
Will I have to keep on nagging 
The remainder of my life ? 
PUT THAT PAPER DOWN ! !  You 

coward ; 
You can read it on the trajn. 
What's that smell ? ( Sniff-sniff) So ; 

that's it ! 
You've been b rewing beer again. 

Have you no consideration 
For .my feelings ? Don't you think 
It 's a rotten bad example 
For the children, when you drink ? 
H ave you put the ash can s  outside ? 
Where's my kitchen butcher knife ? 
Put that paper D O WN ! ! ! Stop S\vear-

ing ! ! 
And remember ; I 'm you r wife. 

Do you think it's elevating 
When the chiJdren hear you swear ? 
Can't you please improve your language, 
O r  have I that too to bear ? 
And the drain pipe from the wash· 

·
t u bs

H ave you fixed that yet ? Or will 
The Day of Resurrection 
Find me asking you that still ? 

Don't you eve r pay attention 
To the little things I ask ? 
You know how hard I work for you ; 
How difficult my task. 
There's the matter of the clothes line ; 
And my oil can-where i s  that ? 
How can I do the wash ing 
With the cellar one large vat ? 

-New York Sun. 

Class Wanted 

Mr. Nouveau Rich e ( selecting devo
tional gift book) : "Common Prayer"
'aven't you got any a bit more clarssy ? 
-Dallas News. 

Measure in All Things 

"Should Film Actresses Marry ?" asks 
a cinema-paper headline. Yes ; but only 
now and then.-Los Angeles Times. 
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Frnm The Dullt<ln, Sydnry 
POOR M A N  I POOR MAN I 

''My husband baa had indigestion for the past month.'' 
"Really I I'm ao sorry I I had no idea you were wi:hout a cook." 

A Test 

� iog�ne,s wa,s search ing for the h one�t 
. . . 

man . . 
"Ask him how h� enjoyed his  vacation," 

we su gge ted.-N ew York Herald. 

The Bathtub Pirate 

Th ough gales be strong and billows rough 
And black with storm the ski  e. , 

From Faucet Point to Porcelain B l u ff  
H i s  e v i l  signal fl ies, 

And well m ay mariners t u rn  pale 
And head their  craft toward h o me, 

\\' hen t hey decry h i s  bellying sail 
Across the t ossing foam. 

\V here he has cruised, a long the beach 
Are stately ships and grand 

'vVhose 
'
gaunt and naked ti mbers bleach 

Upon the sunl i t  sand. 
\Vhere he has sailed, beneath the waves 

A re h eaps of h u man bone 
Consigned t o  the eternal grave 

\.Yatched o'er by Davy J ones. 

Blow h-igh or low, he h olds h is course 
Forever in pursuit ,-

( U nt ouched by pity or remo r�e )-
0 f galleons t o  loot.  

A n d  treasure ve sets seek in Yain 
To double Shower Cape. 

\\'hen h e  appears upon the main 
H e  baffles all  escape. 

Rut even pi rates need mu t res t ,  
A n d  when t h e  shadows fall ,  

Across t h e  ocean's h ea v i n g  b reast 
A deep and p u rple pall,  

H e  says farewell a while to crime. 
For Mother pats his  head, 

And m u rm u rs : " D on't  you t h i n �  it 's  
t i m e  

That children were 1 11 bed ?" 
-New York \\' or!d.  

Exactly 

B inks : vVe are beco ming a nation of 
s·nobs. 

J inks : Why so pessim istic ? 
B inks � I t 's gotten so a te ! eph o n e girl 

will hardly say h ello t o  you. n o  matter 
how m u c h  you r ing.-Kn oxville Journal 
and Tribune. 
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"iHe. OA'( tMMl' Rlf1"URN2P FltoH 
H•s swt M IN ,-)(,; RA lL RoAD Pofl80 
(J,.AI) IH A SfC1tOH Of 

WATf.RJ!Ifft.ON RIHO 

Family Too Tickled to Lick Him t 

An Episode of the Texas Panhandle 

I f  I'd only took the water back to Ma, 

'Stead of stoppin' by the trough to chin 
with Sam, 

Things had been better. And I might 'a' 
known, 

For I never fell down yet in what she 
wanted 

\Vithout some pesky business comin' of 
it. 

Sam bought the horse at a dollar more'u 
my price ; 

Six months I'd h ad my eye out for a salt:. 
But the trouble was that Sam and me's 

been friends 
Nigh onto thirty years ; and since he went 
And s·oJd my h orse same day for a doJlar 

more, 
Somehow or 'nother things ain't b�n the 

\Vrth Sam and me. And I hate to lose 
a friend. 

There's nothin' better in this world than 
friends. 

If I 'rl only took that water back to Ma, 
Things had been all right. And I might 

'a' known. 
-\\fitter Bynner in New York Tribune. 

Sad Case 

The two mermaids were seated,side by 
side on the resort hotel porch ; one read, 
the other looked wearily about the girl 
infested place. 

"Oh," sighed the first with tender sym
pathy, "could anything be sadder than 'A 
Man \Vithout a Country?' " 

"Yes," the other replied gloomily, "a 
country without a man." - Providence 
J ournal. 
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(,.f E ¥4 Hi l ,  
PIPE 
TH' 

P'AMS :  
� 1 1  �liL L, 

M'( 
f LUTTE�INC 

HEA�r: 
OH. 

AU·iT 
HE 

lH' PRf T TY 
THIN�! 

T•onahtY In Clnelllntl l'loln Oulrr 
The first time Smith wore his Palm Beach suit down to the office! 

Clara Declares 
john was certainly a steady man ; but 

he was a bit too steady for Clara. They 
had been engaged to be married fifteen 

years, and still he had never asked her to 
name the happy day. 

One even ing J ohn called in a romant ic 
frame of· mind, and asked Clara to ing 

something te nder and touching-some
thing that would move him. After a mo-

1 1 1cnt "s th ou gh t she sat do\\"n at th e piano 
and sang an old ballad with meaning. I t  
was entitled.  " Darling, I A m  Growing 
Old.''-London Opinion. 

Wonder 
"Mother. why did you marry father?" 

' ·So you'\·e beg-un to wonder, too, have 
you ?"-St. Lobis Post- D ispatch . · 
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From Kasper, Stockholm 

"My dear son, I have talked it over with your mothu and we have decided that next' -
New Year's you can take over the business and we will have a rest !" 

"Say, dad, why not keep going a few years longer and then we can all rest and retire?" 

Perpetual Youth 

"All my life I 've wanted to do some
thing big ! But the managers tied me to 
young-girl p arts, always young-girl parts. 
I 'm still p laying sweet young thi ngs." 

"·But why don't you try to do something 
big, something' dramatic, tragic ?" 

"Oh, I ' m  too old now for anything but 
an ingenue."--'-Passing Sh ow. 

Just Like That ! 

A well-known statesman was present at 
a dinner party. At his  side sat an old 
country gentleman. 

A conceited young man spent most of 
his time du ring the meal in making fun 
of this old gentleman. He kept on refer
ring to him as the Philist ine. 

Finally the old gentleman said angrily, 
" I  don't know what you mean by contin-

ually repeating that word. I really can't 
think what you mean by a Philistine." 

The statesman interrupted. "A Ph ilis
tine," he said, "is a man who is annoyed 
by the jawbone of an ass."-Chicago Daily 
News. 

The Problem 

A girl i s  quite queer with her beau x, 
\Vhat will she do next, no one neaux. 

Sometimes she will  sm ile, 
Nearly all of the while, 

And other times turn up her neaux. 
-Passing Show. 

Their Little Joke 

Every politician jokes with the country 
t o  the extent of telling it that it is intelli
gent, liberty-loving, generous and pa
triotic..-Philadelphia Public Ledger. 
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IHE. CROSS � OA t> S  
7i3Jr=rtt::C r- � 

WHEN A FELLER NEEDS A FRIEND! Throwing off the evening edition of the city paper at the crosa roadat 
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The Shock Extbangel 

Envious 

"I t's out rageous the way women dress 
nowadays." 

" I t  certainly is. · \Vhat right have they 
got to be cooler than we are ?"-Dallas 
Ne,,.s. 

A Mental Strain 

"I'm thinking of a trip to Paris this 
sum tner." 

"Really, old man, you can't afford that. 
You're not accu stomed to that sort of 
t h ing." 

"I merely said I was thinking of  it. I 
can afford to think, can't I ?" 

"No ; that's what I meant. You 're not 
accustomed to thinki ng."-Boston Tran
script. 

Animalcule 

A young scholar, taking his first lessons 
in natural ph ilosophy, had the existence 
of  animalcule, the minute creatures · too 
small to be seen by the naked eye, wh ich 
are to be found in liquids, explained to 
him. After the lesson he was asked to 
tell what animalcule were. 

'' They are animals you can't see," he 
said. 

' 'Well, that may do for an answer," said 
the teacher. " Now, will you give me an 
example of animalcule ?" 

"The h ippopotamus, the gorilla, the 
wl1 ale-" 

"Stop ! What makes you think th ose 1 
animals are animalcu le ?" _J 

'' 'Cause I never saw one of them I "· 
Boston Post. 

j 
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}'rom A Canlla, Bto do Jant!lro 
THE SPI NSTER 

Poor, poor mel The only animal I can't cet is a man I 

A Punning Acceptance Censored 

She : What are you thinking about? 
He : About asking you to marry me

but you should have offered me the pro
verbial penny. 

She (coyly) : I give assent. - Boston 
Transcript. 

It Comes High 

"If you were a man, Timothy Toddle
bury," said his wife, "you would go right 
straight to your employer and de�1and a 
raise. The trouble with you is that you 

haven't any courage." 
''I know I haven't, dear," admitted Mr. 

Toddlebury, "and the worst of it is that I 

can't afford to buy any on my presen t 

salary."-New York Sun. 

A school-girl was required to write two 
h undred words about a motor-c�r. She 
submitted the following : ' ' 2'vly uncle 
bought a motor-car. He was out riding 
in the country when it busted going up a 
hill. The other 180 words are what my 
uncle said when h e  w as walking back t o  

town, b ut I know y o u  wouldn't want me 

to repeat them."-Passing Show. 

Same Thing 

1\Irs Gahb : \Vhy do you h ave to sup

port your h u sban d ?  l s h e  crippled ? 
Mrs. Fagg : Oh, n o ;  he's j u st writing 

for the movies.-Film Fun. 



TH IS PIANO-TUB 
IS FOR THOS� WHO 
PLAY TH!::! JC  OVIN 
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492 So many people •Inc at their bath tbHc clayal 

JOH N, · ·. 
YOU . 

NW/5R WOULD 
GliT DOWN · 

To 
BREAkFAST 

• ·  
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Quite Reasonable, Too 

Doctor : '\\'hat will it cost me to have 
my port rait pai nted ? 

Artist : Twenty-two prescriptions. 

Nash v ille Tennessean. 

Short History of the War 

"Now cough." 
"Sign h ere." 
" W hen do we eat ?' ' 
"Haven't any 8s ? Take a pair of lOs. 
' 'You're in the army now." 
"Treat 'em rough.'' 
"Read 'em and weep." 

"All we do is sign the payroll." 
"The first seven years are the hardest." 
''Where do we go from h ere ?" 
"You can't stand t h ere, soldier." 

" Lafayette, we are here." 
" Let's go !''  
" Encore the vin rouge, see voo play ." 
"Toot sweet, monsieur." 
" I s  your right arm paralyzed ?" 
" Bon so ir, rna cherie, ou allez vous ?'' 
"Paint it w i t h  iodine and mark him 

duty." 
"Fini Ia guerre." 
"In the army, the army, the de:nocratic 

army." 
"So this is Paris ! "  
"H inky-dinky, parlez vous." 
"If I ever get out of this man's army-" 
"\Vho won the war ?'' 
"There's a long, long t ra il a-winding.'' 
"When do we go home ?'' 
"We've paid our d :::bt to Lafayette-

who the heck do we O\'lle now ?" 
"When the cruel war is over." 
"Say 'ah-h-h' and sign here." 
"Let's eat." 

-American Legion ·weekly. 

At the Ball Game 

"Goodness gracious ! "  exclaimed the 
girl in blue. "That ball  goes so fast, I 
don't see how the umpire can tell whether 
it is a ball or a strike." 

"A great many people think he can't," 
replied her escort .-Minneapoli�. Jo.4rna�. 

From The Mall. London 
Palmiat : You will be marri� within a year

your huaband-
llodun young person : Never mind about him. 

How long for? 

A Very Vulnerable Man 

A m i n ister spoke very strongly against 
betting. One of t h e  wealthiest members 
of the congregation was a great gambler, 
and some one told the preacher abont 

this. After the service he w ent up to the 
gambler, and said : " I ' m  afraid I must 

have offended you to-day, but-" 
"Oh,  don't mention it," was the reply. 

" I t's a mighty poor sermon that doesn't 
hit me somewhere."-London Opinion. 

Mean Trick 

''That druggist played a mean trick on 
t h e  gang." 

' 'I l ow so ?'' 

''He had a pretty salesgirl." 
"Well?" 
"Got a lot of customers and then mar

ried her himself."---:Louisville Courier
] ournal. 
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WE GAVE. THE H  
A SWELL DI NNE R. 
L A�T 'iON DAY 

Tt-IE'7' M t (!HT HAVE 
WA.I'TE.D U�TlL AFTER. 
To-lE.Y HA,D PAI D  &AC.K 
ou� DI� N E R.  

Kott•n II\ St. Louts Po;.I-Disratoh Copyright. 1�21. b)· P��ss t>ubll•hlnr Cu,. 
C A N  YOU BEAT IT ! ·... \ 

Fickle Pub!ic 

Despite h is shabby clothing and empty 
pockets,  it  was eviden t that h e  had seen 
better clays. 

" Y es,'' he said, "I \·e been q u i t e  a per
sonage i n  my t ime ; in fact, t h e  cynosure 
of all eyes." 

H is auditor waited in " i ' e n c e  for an ex
planat ion.  

"I w a s  t h e  tattooed m a n  in t h e  circu s ," 
h e  went on.  

"And how did you lose y o t t r  j o b ?'' h e  
was ask ed . 

" Pu b l ic w e n t  crazy on moving p i c 
t u res," h e  repl ied sadly, " a n d  m m e  won' t 
budge 1 "-L o n d on Opinion. 

Not Far to Go. 

E xasperated h u s band : I f  you don't  
stop your nagging I 'l l  go c razy i n  a min
u te.  

Sarcastic spouse : Y ou could make i t  
all righ t ,  and n o t  exceed the speed l i m i t  
e i t her.-Boston Tnnscript. 



From Tbo Sket.ch, London 
NOT FASHIN' HERSELF! 

"But, my dear, when I left this momin �r you were prostrate over Fido's illness!" 
"Yea; but I've just read that his breed •s out of fashion-so I've sold him l "  · 

4 9J 

· �  
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Lemen In St. I..ouJs Post-Dispatch 

ON THE FARM 

Smith accidentally backs into a blackbei'TJ' bush 
while viewing the bee bivu ! 

The Ocean Tramp 

Where are you bound, old cargo boat, 
Who, damp with mi•t, and ghostly dim. 

Slips down the bay at break of day. 
To sink beneath the ocean's rim ? 

I'll  surge my way through frostly spume, 

vVhere cold green peaks arc driftillg by, 

\\'here dark clouds fret and oceans fum e ;  
And, swept b y  spicy winds, I 'll  lie 

\Vhere gh ost white vines of coral stream 
And ripple down in light lagoon� ;  

I'll  rush o'er depths which only dream 
0£ long lost suns and vanished moons. 

And scrambling yellow men shall stack 
My hold with precious stuffs ; amain 

The knotted arms of brown and black 
Shall wrench them from my depths 

again. 
My decks shall clamor with the sound 

Of babbling tongues ; I shall behold 

The strife of men the world around 
Where gold is trade and trade is gold. 

I'll stand by cities drunk with might, 
With wharves encroaching on the main , 

\Vith towers which thwart the stars of 
night, 

Vvith men who bend their backs for 
gain ; 

I'll creep along weed ridden coasts 
By many a ruin haunted shore, 

\Vhere waves are mocking at the ghosts 
O f  things which lived, but live no more. 

0, could I wander far with you, 
Old frog clad tramp who, ghostly dim, 

Slips down the bay at dawn of day, 
And sinks beneath the ocean's rim. · 

-Ashley T. Locke in New York Sun. 

The Diplomat 

"Didn't you know i t  is against the law 
to beg for money ?" said the lady to the 
tramp at the back door. 

"I wasn't goin' t' beg for no money, 
ma'am." 

"It's just as bad to beg for bread. " 

"I wasn't goin' to beg for no bread, 

ma'am." 
"What were you going to beg for then, 

pray?" 
"Only for one o' your photograph s·. 

rna'am."-London Opinion. 

From Karlkaturcn. Christiania 

"Say, I have dreamed twice lat�l:r that I have 
been at work. If it happens again I ahall buy a 
dream book to see whether it moans anytbinc I "  
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Gloomy longshoreman : No, sir, since 'Mary 'Awkins threw me over I don't reely care wot 
.'appens l 

A-pl�ty 

Father : Haven•t you 
young man ! 

got any ideals, 

Son : Y ott should 
Th t>y're pe<tches._;Film 

see them, dad. 
Fun. 

Prudery 

\,Y e can recall the  farmerette, 
Who toiled between the garden rows ; 

I n  war's red days ; we can't forget 
How she deployed with rakes and h oes. 

We wonder wh ere she is today, 
To what far fi eld her fancy goes ; 

And where she flung her tools away, 
O f  course, we mean her rakes, not hoes. 

-Portland Express. 

Or the Sphinx 

Mrs. Nagg : Before you married me 
you swore that your love was as enduring 
as  the Rock of  Gibraltar. 

Mr. Nagg : I did, eh ? Well. I'm glad 
I didn't mention the Rock of A ges.-De
troit News. 

Malice Aforethought ? 

"\,Yhat's the idea of J azzfoot, the come
dian, suing the Slambang Productions for 
damages ?'' 

"They left the shells in a cocoanut pie 
that was th rown a t  him."-Cin cinnati En 
quirer. 

The Cheerful Abstainer 

· I know a hu ndred ways to die ; 
I 've often thought I 'd try one ; 

Lie down beneath a motor t ruck 
Some day when standing by one. 

Or t h row myse lf from off a bridge, 
Except such t h ings must be 

So hard upon the scavengers 
And men that clean the sea. 

I know some poison I could drink ; 
I 've often th ought I 'd taste it ; 

But Mother bough t it for the sink, 
And drinking it would w aste it. 

Edna St. Vincent Millay in 
New York Evening Post. 

----- ------- ------------------------------------
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In jeopardy 

A bold and ravaging leopard 
Was shot by a flock tending shcopard
Next morning 'twas found 
Lying dead on the ground, 
The Jeopard the sheopard had pcopard. 

-Puppett. 

After an Hour�s Ride in the Country 

She : Don't you think you have gone 
far enough ? 

He : Why, I haven't even put my arm 
around you.-Banter. 

Some Day You May Have Troubles of 

Friend : Have you named that new 
baby yet ? 

Proud father : No, he's a hard kid to 
handle.-Lehigh Burr. 

"I wteh roo would stop druddalf for IIDT �&Ire." 
"l'm aot drinll:inc for your lake." 

No Robbery 

Stude : Remember that dog I used to 
keep up in my room that howled so 
much ? 

His Neighbor : I'll say I do. 
Stude : Well, you won't be bothered 

by him any more ; I got rid of him. 
Neighbor: Great stuff-now I can get 

some sleep ! 'What'd you do with him ? 
Stude: Traded him for a cornet • .  -

Michigan Gargoyle. 

When the Movie Craze Hits the Authors 

"Sillyass and Fullisande," a rip-roaring 
symbolical drama by Maurice Missing
linck. 

"Pippa Passes Out," a Keystone Com
edy, by R. Browning. 

"A Woman Could, But a Lady 
\Vouldn't," a gripping story of New 
York's.slum-gullion, by Laura J. libby. 

"Riders to. the Sea,'' by Harry Singe, 
featuring Annette Kellerman. 

''Lust, or the Five Uttle Peppers," hot 
stuff from the pen of Cardinal Newman. 

"The Great Divide," with Charlotte 
Greenwood. 

"Idols of the King," featuring Gaby 
Deslys. 

"The Second Mrs. Tanqueray," a great 
serial. Have you seen the first? Don't 
miss the third and fourth ! 

"The Four Horsemen of the Apoca
lypse," the greatest racing picture since 
''Ben Hur."-Harvard Lampoon. 

Minus Mike! 

Holme : Did you know that Mike lost 
three fingers shooting craps ?  

James : No, how did he do it ? 
Holme : He didn�t know they were 

loaded.-Voodoo. 
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From The Unl.-ereltr or 
Pierre : I would gasp out my last breath for you. 
Jacqueline: Old stuff ! You told Suzanne that. Pierre: Sure I did, but I've caught my second wind si:1ce. 

'Snuff-
" Sneagle.'' 

•· Snotn eagle, snowl." 
•· Sn eith er, snost rich .''- Lei! igh R u rr. 

Static 
She : Do you l ike me s t i l l ?  
He : \\'ell, I wouldn't mind if you were 

a little more demon �trative.-Pu rple Cow. 

Zero 
Old lady : \\'hat wa� the �core ? 
Rooter : Nothing t o  not hing. 
Old lady : Thank goodness, I didn't 

m1s · anything.-Lemon Punch . 

The Original ] oke ! 
\\'hen woman was made out of man's 

rib someone pulled a bone.-College Mer
eu ry. 
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From Tho Unh-.:!l"'llly o! Pron.ulvanl& Punch Dowl 
He: For heaven's aake, look at the rouge you have on your lips. 
She: Oh well. the evening's young yet. 

The First Second 
Lulu : Serious results may come from 

kissing a girl just once ; doesn't that ever 
make you think ? 

Lou : Makes me think about a second. 
-Sun Dial. 

Knotty ! 
'24 : How can I tell i f  this is wood 

alcohol ? 
'23 : Strain it through your handker

chief and see if you find any slivers.
Medley. 

Any Time 
Chaperon : Young man, the lights of 

this house go out at 'ten o'clock. 
Lounge Hound : That suits me ; don't 

delay on my account.-Octopus. 

A Rising Financier 
"I see the Y. M. C. A. sharks are hav

ing a hard time raising money." 
"Yeah, they ought to hire Jone s ;  he 

used to run an elevator in the mint."
Penn State Frot h. 

The Fad 
''This little cup :!ncl spoon were given 

to me on my first birthday." 
"Oh, I must show them to Mama I she 

h<\,s a perfect rage for old silver."-Cor
nell \Vidow. 

The Limit 
Old lady t o  drunken student : Young 

man, don't you know when you have had 
enough ? 

Studegent : l\ladam, I don't know any
thing when I've had enough, I'm uncon
scious.-Virginia Ree!.  

From Tho Han11rd J.amJlOQn 

Music enthusiast:  Say, you know a lot about 
that 6ddle, don't you? 

Budding virtuoso : Yes, you see � bow Is edu
cated, too I 

Music enthusiast : How's that? 
Buddinc virtuoso: Why, it's taut. 
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I Reserved Section? 
"Is my wife forward ?" asked the pas

senger on the Limited. 
"She wasn't to me, sir," answered the 

conductor politely.-The Drexerd. 

If They Keep On 
"They seem to be making cigarettes 

smal ler and smaller." 
"Yes, it won't be long before it will  be 

a cinch to put a camel through the eye 

of a needle."-Purplc Parrot. 

Ouch ! 

He : My brother is j u !'t t h e  opposite o f  
me. I don't suppose you've ever met him. 
have you'? 

She : No, but I'd like to.-Yale Rec
ord. 

Repeater? 
Lawyer Brown : Have ah made mah 

point, yore hono r ?  
Ju dge White : You have, nigger, shoot 

again.-J ack-0-Lantern. 

Scene on 'Street Car 
Boo :  What time ish it ? 
Zee : Thurshday. 
Boo : Great Scott, I musht get off 

h ere.-Cap and Bells. 

Oscula tory 
He : \Vhat shape is a kiss ? 
She :  I don't know. 
He : Well, give me one, and we'll call 

it square.-Voo Doo. 

Something Awful 
Little Bobbie : 
Paternal One : 
Little Bobbie : 

squaw ? 

Mother. 
What, dear ? 
Did M r. Bates marry a 

Paternal One : N o ;  what made you 
think that ? 

Little Bobbie : Billie says his brother 
is such a squawker.-Sun Dodger. 

Fro"' Th� Cornell \\'ldO'o• 

She: Do you summer in the country? 
He: No, I simmer in the city. 

Double-Crossing the Bar 
( With tmconditional apologies to 

Alfred, Lord Te11nysot1) 
Sunset and evening star, 

So late I it can not be. 
I must not stay here moaning at the bar ; 

So just one more for me. 

But now, when I should surely be asleep, 
My lips are flecked with foam. 

Just one little night-cap, sighing deep, 
I reel towards home. 

Midnight and curfew bell ! 
Please God the door won't slam I 

And may my m u ffled sleep conceal it well 
How dry I am. 

For though my gait is steady, there's a 
trace 

Of you know what they are. 
I'd hate to meet my father face to face 

When I've been at the bar. 
-Harvard Lampoon. 



A Double Reply 

Hu.sband : What's your opinion of 
matrimony ? 

·slangy wife : You've got me ! 

Contrary 

A woman will contradict a fact that is 
hs plain as a chaperon. 

Drawn for Cartoons M ���::utnc by John ItVln \VIIgiJCI' 
"Where is your brother ?'• 
uout Wes t ! " 
"Homesteadin g?'' 
"No-Volsteadingl" 
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The Coming Blues 

"The worst is yet to come ?" 
"Yes ?" 
" Yes, I h ear that even lollypops are . to 

be prohibited on account of the stick in 
them." 

The Way With a Worm 

"What is that squirming, dangling 
thing ?" 

The fishes j oked. "Let's quiz it." 
Until a member of the school 

Spoke up : "I'l l  bite-what is it ?" · 

Saving - Grace · 

Mrs. B rowne : I must say my husband 
is most econom�cal. Does · y.our husband 
save much ? 
· Mrs. Towne : . Before we were mar
ried he saved me from drowning,.- but he 
hasn't saved anyth-ing since . .. 

Face Homage 

Fair maid, th ose rosy lips of yours 
I love in every mood, 

Now uttering honeyed words, and now 
I mpertinently rude ! 

I love them,. when I see them smile, 
As I my greetings pay ; 

I love them, when they droop with grief, 
I try in vain to stay. 

One shape alone from these fond eyes 
No approbation wins-

To see those ruby lips p ursed up 
To h old a row of pins I · 

---, 



PROBLEM OF C O N DUCT 
"Dear Miss Pairf.acts : During our clandestine meeting tonight my sweetheart sat on my 

lap until my legs went to sleep. • . . Her father has juat ap-
peared. What shall I do ?-Puuled." 

50:J 
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..  
THE LITTLE V 

.. 
Lady-Luck, 'cou , 

O ICES 
Come on yo' li'l D! fo yo'ac'f." 

awgawgc liftabl" 
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The Soft Answer 

"Oh, what's the use ?'' 
"Use of-" 
"Of getting mad. You can bottle up 

.your wrath, but some fellow i s  pretty sure 
to come along with a corkscrew." 

An Edward Lear-ic 

I went to hunt the troglodyte 
Once in the middle of the night. 

( O r  was it in the day) ? 
1 armed myself with gun and sword, 
And thought to catch a goodly horde. 

(Or seven, anyway). 

But then I thought the bandicoot 
\Vould be more practical to shoot. 

( O r  was it bandoleer) ? 
I armed myself with sword and gun, 
And said, "I'll give the hounds a run ! "  

(For taxicabs are dear). 

"But no ! I 'l l shoot . a platypus 
At sunset with a blunderbuss !" 

(Or was it with a pie) ? 
I armed myself with line and hook, 
And gazed up at the sturdy rook. 

(At least, I saw the sky). 

I said, "I'll stalk the jelly-fish 
For appetizing b reakfast-dish ! "  

( Or was i t  for my tea) ? 
T armed myself with hook and line, 
And brought down one of rare design. 

( ' Twas Bar-le-duc, you see) !  
Blanche Elizabeth Wade. 

A Fable 

There was a famous tenor 
\Vhose voice cou ld reach high "C," 

With voice robust this chap was just 
As fond of flatter "E." 

The Voice of Experience 

"Dad, I'm thinking seriously of getting 
married." 

" 'Seriously' ? Don't lie to me, 
son." 

, _ _ _ ,;.... .... . - -;X·4"" 
Drawn ror WaySide Tal"" by Frank Byder 

"You uy a myaterioua stranger's been bangin' 
'round your place for a weeki Why don't you 
tell him to move on?" 

"' 'Cos he's hangin' to a tree I" 

A Marrying Man 

Judd : There seems to be some ques
t ion about Billington's former wives. 

Budd : Yes ; I hear he has asked for a 

recount. 

That's How 

Browne : I never saw anyone quite so 
agile as Brooks. He's a regular contor
tionist. 

Towne : Yes, he gets that way from 
patting himself on the back so much. 

What Do You Mean, Serious? 

"Did you ever make a serious mistake 
in a prescription ?" asked the customer. 

"Only once," replied the drug store 
clerk. "I gave a fellow a quart when his 
prescription only called for a half pint." 

Tide ! 

Browne : Faith will move mountains. 
Towne : That's why I prefer a vaca

tion at the seashore. It's there when you 
want it ! 



-

Dtllf'tl for Wa,ldt Tal,.. bJ Carl T. AndfnoO 

G06 

•·no be careful of my china. won't you?"' 
.. Don't worry, mum! II I broke one ·o· dese dishes it ud 

whole aetl" 

--

make me so mad I'd buat de 
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-rif&Wn ror \y;;aldo Tales by John Irwin \Vall!ler 

Dolly Follyetar just can't keep out of the spotlight I 

To a Lady With Atropine in Her Eyes 
and Spectacles Impending 

Sweetheart , ;Bella Donna has made_ you 
h ypnoti_c �  

Your gaze holds me chained to this 
place. 

Th ose eyes, which are deep and most 
darkly exotic, 

Vv. ould quite set my bean off its base 
I f  I wasn't so sure they were only half

seeing, 
Th ough staring righ.t into- my face. . · . 

Perhaps I may seem to you now like a 
being 

_O f  i n finite beauty and grace, 
A young Belladonis-a s ketch pointi llis

tic. 
You can't tell a deuce from an ace, 

And though you have eyes like a far
seeing mystic 

The shell-rims creep on you apace. 
A ll too soon you will join the poor lense

ridden masses, 

The growing, quadruple-eyed race, 
And hear the soft, passionate tinkle of 

glasses 
\iVhen spectacled lov�rs embrace 

Weare Holbrook. 

They're Alike 

Young Son : Father, what is the dif
ference between a taxidermist and a taxi
cab ? 

Father : No difference, my son ; they 
both skin you. 

The Sharp Qnes 

· The bit terest words are those of our 
own we are forced to eat. 

Even As You and I 
North : My new car is black, trimmed 

with red. 
West : My car is black too, but I got 

the trimming I 
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Drawn for Wayside Tale. by Frank Ryder 

Doctor : If the patient coughs up during the day, let me know ! 
Nurse : Why, doctor, you haven' t sent in your bill yet I 

Plunging in Authorship 

"Can't you lend me a ten spot, old 
man ?" remarked Black, wh o had chanced 
to meet White at t.he  corner. "I'm dead 
broke. Been w rit ing stories for the mag
::: z i nes and haven't made a cent ! "  

"\,Yhat became o f  that five thousand 
dollars your uncle  left you ?" 

"I u sed that up for postage." 

The Reason 

"Was his bankru ptcy due to a lack of 
brains ?" 

"Yes-a lack and a lass." 

Taking No Ch�es 

The man who flees from te mptation 
gen erally blazes the trail so he can find 
his way back ! 
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The Wise One 

Dicker : Did you ever stop to think
Kn ocker : O f-
Bic ker : This, that it's a wise child 

that knows its own father-likewise, a 
wise cork that knows its own pop. 

With a Little Pinch of Salt 

Permit me to inform you of the fact, 
A fact I 've told a heap of gi rls before 

you, 
( I  say this at the risk of getting "sacked" ), 

That tenderly I love you and adore you ! 
Your ·laughter lends sweet ft"agrance t o  

t h e  bree ze, 
Y o u r  kiss is wine-the finest i n  the 

vault, dear-
( Be good enough, h owever, if you please, 

To take this with a little pinch of salt, 
dear) ! 

l saw you, and my heart was all afire 
W it h  passion quite impossible to 

quench, dear ; 
You represented all that I desire 

In ladies, say, A merican and French, 
dear ! 

I sighed for. you exceedingly, and wept, 
And vowe;d the raws of lovitig were at 

fault, dear. 
( Be good enough, h o wever, to accept 

Thi s . statement with another p inch of 
salt, dear) ! 

I f  destiny should come to me, and say · 
That never would you likely be t o  l ove 

me, 
1 'd walk about quite aimlessly all day, 

A n d  tearfu lly address the skies above 
m e ; 

A n d ·  when, dear, t o  the water's edge I 
came, 

You would not find me hesitate, o r  halt, 
dear. 

( B e good enough, h owever, all the same, 
To take this with a final pinch of salt, 
' 

dear) ! 

La Touche Hancock. 

Drawn ror Wayside Tales by Jlm Bendenon 

Footnote on "Page" three ! 

The Bass 

'Tis n ot the joys of summer time 
That fill  him with delight ; 

Nor does it wo rry him at all 
Th at m oney n o w  is tight. 

He dons his oldest coat and cap, 
And takes a can of bait, 

And casts his  line, and in the boat 
H e  sits, con tent to wait. 

He ambles h om e  at sundown with 
A solitary prize 

Reposing in the basket, lo ! 
A bass of m odest size. 

But after it is fried and served 
And but a me mory glowing, 

For years to come that little bass, 
B eh old, will keep on growing. 

Minna I rving. 

Paradisiacal 

H i s  "precious pearl" tripped lightly ; 
Her step he could not wait. 

And smiling at him brightly, 
H i s  "precious pearl" tripped lightly. 
His Heav'n drew near, for righ tly, 

Her steps were pearly gait ! 
H i s  "preci o u s  pearl" tripped lightly ; 

Her step he could not wait. 
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Drawn ror WoYBide TaleR by S. D�lo<Rntr 

Teacher : Now tell me, Willie, where do naughty boys go who · don't go to church on 
Sunday ? 

Willie : Fishin' ! 

Straight Goods 

There appears to be a joker 111 the game 
entitled poker, 

For t h e  man who's al ways chipper 
seems to lose ; 

v\'h ile i t 's  odd ( you get me.  Steven ?) if 
you break exactly even ; 

And the h eavy winner always has the 
blues ! 

Compensation 

"T hat's fair enough ?'' 
" Y es ?" 
' · E ,·en the fort une h u nter sometimes 

has to pay the guide." 

" You probably won't agree with me. 
but-" 

" B u t  what ?'' 
"Any politician ,, .. �n 'tell you that fac

tions speak louder than words." 

The Old School of Medicine 

De G ush : \Vhat would you prescribe 
for the ills of the ,�·orld today ? 

De Crush : The Mosaic t ablet s. 

Don't Get Ca�ght, Eh ? 

Black : I n otice Corinne Filmstar has 
j u st completed "A Kiss in Time." 

Blue : 'S mat ter, her husban d ? 



Drawn for \Vayalde Tales b)' Carl T. AnderiiOD 

''I've come to announce that I'm going to begin operationa l "  

6 1 1  
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Dra.11'1l for Wa.r•lde TalNI br John Jrwln W�ner 

Vi�itor : I'd like to ask you a question I 
Pnaoner: Aw, gwan! Ask someone connected wid de prison, will yer? 

A Capillary Attraction 
She wore a mighty fetching hat, 

The sweet coquette with look so prim. 
She wore a mighty fetching hat ; 
A n d  that was what the youth looked at, 
Nor dreamed when passing for a chat, 

Her cap wa!: 5et for him. 

She wore a mighty fetch ing hat. 
I t  fetched t h e  youth by pose demure. 

She wore a mighty fetching hat ; 
And soon beneath his best cravat, 
His heart was thumping pit-a-pat, 

A love-sweet overture. 

Blanche Elizabeth Wade. 



-
-- --;-, .... -

Try this on their piano I 
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"Boy, I abo' was foolish to come way out heah In dis storm I" 
"Say, what fo' yo' fusain'? Ain't I in de' same boat wi d  you'?" 

When We're Waiting ! 

Browne : I t 's the unexpected that hap
pens. 

Towne : Yes, especially when we are 
expecting good luck. 

Yes! 

Isn't it curious how a woman can call 
a ml\O· dear and then make him cheap ? 

Who's Who in Matrimony 

On the sea of matrimony 
'Tis a knack to keep afloat ; 

He who pays the alimony 
Is the fool that rocks the boat. 

Or Burn the Bridges 

Be sure you are right, then go ahead, 
but don't destroy your return ticket. 

- --- �--



·-------��·--;.;.;·-;;;, ... -,....-�- ---------..-..----� ---- - - _, - - .. - . .  

Driver : 

--

Dn�.wn for Wayside Tales by 0. B. Inwood 

Ye notice how much quicker we git across by bavio' Willie atop, while you look 
an' I listen? 

510. 
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FIGURATIVELY SPEAKING 

"Son, shake h�nds with N. Steen, my third cousin." 
"Where's the other two, pa?" 

Not Far from the Ooze 

I ' rofessor Garner reports that the fe
male ape says "Moohoo," and the male 
ape replies "vVahoo." 

Evolut ion doesn't seem to have carried 
us very far. At a dance last week we heard 
a chap address a girl, "\Vho i s  oo ?" And 
the girl replied, "J's oo's."' 

Hasty Introduction 

Breezer : Mr.  Sneezer, meet M i �  I cp
per. 

Sneezer (chronic hay feYcr \ ict i m ) : 
Ah��h-H oo-is-shee ! 

Bre�:zer : My cousin. 

Fashion Note-

The petticoat rule-don't wear any ! 

The Styles 

Milady's skirts affect me so 
That I burst forth in son g :  

''Man wants but little here below, 
Nor wants that little long.'' 

Beauty Hint 

".Beauty sleep'' : Handsome is as hand
some doze. 
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Here Is a Simple, Easy Way to Draw a Comic Face 

r - - - - 1 
. , 
I I 
J I 
L .... _ ... _ J  

' 

r - T - -· 
I • I ' , �---r--� 
I I 
L - J - - 1  L 

11 

TRY IT 

Make a Af)ua.re •ith I)(Oncil. then o'"td t o  It witb 
�a ell u abown lot he email eq_uar�n� abo•�. I:: rue all pencil 1JUide IIDCII alt.er the drawinc l• <"Ompleted.. 

We at ibute the 
vidu 
WE 
A 

Evans' 

I sure 
ired 

upils 

.A.-. ..... " .... ,.,...:....-uJ, indi .. 
��e t is jollied. 

_..,..,...,_ RICH IN 
ATERIALS. 
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M
ILLIONSof tired eyes light up,gloomy 

looks give place to smiles when Fox's 
"Powerful Katrinka" starts moving 

things. Hi.� Toonerville Trolley, Inventions 
of Thomas Edison, J r.,  Grandma, the Demon 
Chaperon, and other series of humorous car
toons are laugh producers that have won him 
both fame and fortune. 

M r. ' Fox's income is over $200 a day and 
over $1 ,200 a week in round figures. In a 
rec:ent letter Mr. Fox says : "There is always 
the chance that the boy who is entering your 
school today or tomorrow may turn out to be 
the highest salaried cartoonist the wodd has 
e\'er known." 

\Vith masters of illustrating and cartooning 
like Fox to instruct and guide you through the 
cightr-four lessons in the Federal Course, you 
are hOund to succeed. The Federal School in 

The creator of ''Power
ful Katrinka " givu you 
hia method of humoroua 
cartooning in the Fed
eral Course. 

I llustratingand Cartooning has taught thousands 
of people. I t  has trained hundreds of success
ful cartoonists and illustrators whose work is 
appearing in newspapers and publications all  
over the United States. Sixty o� the leading 
artists of the country give you advice, counsel 
and examples in these lessons. Their years of 
hard work and training save you from making 
the same mistakes they did. 

Yet, in speaking of the Federal Course, �on
taine Fox says, "Your textbooks and charts are 
the finest things of their kind I have ever sc.en.., 
They should prove invaluable not only to any
one wishing to become an artist or cartoonist 
but also to many whose success has already 
been established in this field. While looking 
over the books I picked up quite a few valuable 
pointers which I hope to use to advantage in 
my own wo�k.." 
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UT �fo fit' -�'T' .ct. C"�"O 
.,.., Jo4ollf.O AIOJT fT THAT )tl"HT· 

r....._ f_,� - A l'f�M�fl:.� -
• Cartoons by Fontaine F<n for The Cenl.r,� Ptesa Aswclatlon. 

1 1  

•1 

Little figurn �arn big money for Fox. Six drawings a week make Fox more than $70,000 a y�ar. 

Big qpportunities Now Open 
If you lik:e to draw, your talent is worth 

developing. You have the same chance for suc
cess as Fox and other highly paid artists. Why 
not start n o w  on the road to what may mean 
you r f ortune ? 

The Fe�eral method teaches you to draw 
just as you were taught reading and writing. 

You can learn right at home in rour spare time. 
Unlimited opportunities await the properly 

trained man or woman in the cartooning and 
i llustrating field. It is  not only fascinating 
work but it is "·ork that is profitable. There's 
many an artist whose income would look good 
to a bank president. 

Develop Your Originality 
The Federal Cou rse is so planned that you 

learn how to create ideas of your own, through 
training in the ground work or fundamentals 
of d rawing. I t  gives you a working basis from 

which you naturally learn to develop originality. 
Every step of the way, your progress is watched 
with the close, personal interest that this school 
gives every student. 

Valuable Book Sent Free 
Make up your mind to start now. Send 

today for the valuable book:, "A Road to Bigger 
Th ings." This book describes the Federal 
Cou rse in detail and tells you of the successes 

Federal students have made. Simply fill out 

and mail the coupon and we will immediately 

send you this book. 

FEDERAL SCHOOLS, INC. 
31 92 Federal Schoob Bldg. MINNEAPOLIS, MINN. 

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -

Mall This Cou110n Today lor Your Free Copy of "Succus Through llluttrallng" and "A Road to Biggar Things" 

FEDERAL SCHOOL OF ILLUSTRATING A.N D CARTOONING, 
· 3192 FederAl Schools Buildin�. Minneapolis, Minn. 
Please send by return mail my free copy of "A Road to Bigger Things" together with "Success 
Through Illustrating'' and complete infor·mation about the Federal School of lllustratine and 
Cartoonin&'. 

NADM!· . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Age . . . . . . . . • . . .  Occupation . . . . . . • . . . . • . . . • . . • . . . . . . . . •  

Addreu . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  : . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

City and State . • • • • . • . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . • . . . . . . • . . • . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  
No person under 14 :years of aee is elia'lble for enrollment in the Federa1 School. 
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S CHOOL �NEWS 
A R ECO R D  0 :"'  ACH I EV E M E N T  I N  

I L L U ST RAT I N G  A N D  CARTOON I N G  

E D I T E D  BY 

.,;=��A�� CHAS L. BARTHOLOMEW. 

CHARLES W. KEIL, dis
count correspondent in the 
Continental C o m m e r c i a l  
Bank of Chicago, illustrates 
the regular monthly maga· 
zine published by the bank. 
He is completing the Course 
in Illustrating and Cartoon
ing, and utilizing lettering in 
connection with bank busi-CHA.RLES KErL 
ness. He finds it profitable as 

well as interesting. 
E A R L  B U T L E R ' S  cartoon, "Our New 
Farm-hand," picturing Secretary Wallace in 
charge of transportation, made a big hit in the 
daily Register of Oelwein, Iowa. 

PERCY ]. HOFFSTROM 
first entertained the Seattle 
Press Club, since which he 
has performed at political 
meetings, local movie houses, 
and entertainments of various 
kinds, receiving good com
pensation, and giving an aver
age of two programs a week. 

Young Hoffstrom i s  con
PERCY HO.'FSTROM 

nected with the engineering 
department of a ship building company, whose 
house organ he il lustrates, receiving additional 
compensation for his illustrative work, thus 
making his Applied Cartooning bring him 
inte rest and profit. 

' ·  

.. 
· �· !t 

" -- . . �'\ �· • 

.... 

W I LLIAM H. ALGER, 
JR., of  Baltimore, has re
cently made use of tone draw
ing, which he has just com
pleted in Division Nine of 
his cou rse in Illustrating and 
Cartooning, by the produc
tion of a political cartoon in 
w as h ,  reproduced in t h e  
magazine " M y  Lady Beauti
ful ," published by the Mari-

wn.LJ.L\t ALGER nello Beauty Parlors, endors-
ing a bill before the State Legislature to protect 
the public and shop owners of Maryland. 

��r. 

THOS. E. CHALMERS of 
t h e  E x c h a n ge P r i n t i n g  
House, Atlantic City, occu
pies spare time illustrating 
p l ace c a r d s, d o i n g  l o d ge 
s ke t c h e s ,  a n d  o t h e r  p iece 
work, which he says has more 
than earned the price of the 
course. One wash d rawing 
from a phOtO brought him THOMAS CHALMERS 

ten dollars. 
CHARLES GOLDBERG , active student, 
has recently obtained -a position as an apprentice 
in the Commercial Ar·t Studios of Chicago, and 
is studying the use of tone for cover designs and. 
advertising illustrations. 

H O M E R  C H ER R I NG
TON of Logan, Ohio, sends 
in an enthusiastic letter stat
ing that he has made twenty 
dollars with the lettering out
lined in Division Two of the 
Cou rse in Illustrating and 
Cartooning, and is pushing 
ahead in Division Three with �1116....;-==----

ao�.rEn 
new zest. CHERRINGTON 

PAUL B RATTEN of Harrisburg, Pa., first 
obtained honorable mention, a five dollar prize 
in th.e secqnd contest, and a twenty-five dollar 
first -p rize in the third Wiggle '.V obble contest 
in Judge. 
GEO. S. MOFFATT, a 
freshman in the Polytechnical 
School of San Franeisco, won 
the editorship for the school 
paper with his first poster. 
He carries his sketch pad in
to athletics, winning d istinc
tion thereby. His cartoons 
appear in various coast publi
cations, encouraging him to 
open a studio for commercial GEORGE MOFFATT 

illustration. "There is not an-
other school teaching drawing and cartooning 
equal to the Federal School in its practical 
methods," says the young cartoonist. 

You Too Can Achieve-Write Bart, FEDERAL SCHOOLS, Minneapolis I 
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Get a Bart Drawing Table 
Adjustable to every need of the p ractical d rafts

man, i l lustrator, card writer, cartoonist, and chalk 
talker, the Bart table and chalk talk equipment 
starts you in these most fasci nating cal l ings. 

You need Ba rt's special  crayon for practice and 
public performance. Description of table and p rices 
sent on request. 

SOc Special Offer 
For SOc Bart sends vou an assortment of the famous 
American Crayon Company's colors. (This company is 
the original m aker of chalk talk crayons.) Bart will also 

send his "Do's and Don't's 
of ChnlkTalk" and pictures c:�e����,���� 
of Sid Smith and Clare 
B r iggs prod ucing t h e i r  
famous characters i n  cray
on-" Andy Gump," "Min," 
''Skinny," and "When a 
Feller Needs a Friend." 

Stnd for these today 
For 6c in Stamps 

Enclose 6c, in stamps for Dart's chalk talk folder, color cr.rd 
and Sid Smith's alphabetic 

The Bart Tab!� in Use for Chalk Talk faces. 

BART SUPPLIES 7 SOUTH SIXTH ST. MINNEAPOLIS, MINN. 

The Ford Motor Car 
and Truck and Tractor 

Adachments 
By H. P. MANLY 

A complete Instruction Book 
on every feature of the Ford 
car. including Truck and Tractor 
Attachments. It coven the Ford 
power Dlant; transmission system ;  
running gear·kcontrol; adjustment 
and repair; up eepandcare; trouble 
symptoms and remedies; driving : 
starting and lighting; truck at
tachments; tractor attachments. 

FVLLY lLLUII'l'BAT&D 
Ump cloth, -14 • $1.U 
Leetherette, p ... poold • a.7a 
DEPT., 6 N. Micbi&aa A.e., CHICAGO 

Strong Arms 
Powerful Back and Chest, Mili
tary Shoulden, Shapely Legs, 

and e. Healthy Stomach 
All or the abo•e el.ll be obtained by fol

lowln& tlle lnalructlollll ln �· book, Strona 
Artllll. whlcb eomalru a complete court(' ln 
J>hrslcal cultUJe tlllt wUI tlevetoo all parts 
ol 70ur bodY t.o !lf-rleet ProPOrtion. The exer• 
�I!M!a are llluolnlled with 20 full·pqe ball• 
tone c:utll &114 require no apparatus. Send 
2Sc In eoln. 

300,000 COPIES SOLD Send your onler t.odiJ' befonl 1ou forget. 
PROF. ANTHONY BARKER. D. C. StudJo 6S 127 Weat 42d New York 

The Bart Table in Use by an Illustrath·e 
Draftsman-It Fits Each Drawing Requirement 

L 
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Say, Mr. Artist!-
I've just been reading the NEW 
and ENLARGED copy of the 

Students Art Magazine 
and it's some magazine for artists and art stu
dents. Jam full of articles, lessons, criticisms 
and helpful hints and information such as all 
artists need-20 cents a copy, $1.00 a year. 

l"ve also been look ing at the fine set of Rodney Thompson 
Cartoons, they are 16x20 inches, all on fine velvet enamel paper, 
m06t of them same size as the original drawings and every one a 
IruUiterpiece of thought and technique, not ordinary cartoons, 
they are fine examples of accurate work. Just the thing for 
decorating an artist's den or studio, a perpetual source of inspi
ration to all who possess them. The set of 20 sells for $3.00 and 
easily worth ten. You can get them and the magazine for one year 
together for $3.60. Satisfaction guaranteed or money refunded, 
you can't Jose on this proposition, so send NOW to the editor, 

G. H. LOCKWOOD 
Department 7 1 5  KALAMAZOO, MICH. 

"The NEW Cartoon Course" 
Is " "system" that Is ru�>nlll!eed to actually teach roa 

"";> o.Jl the fundament.AIS Of cartooninll. ll starts With the 
<::- � slrople Pll'ments ot the art and Jf&dually leads YOU 

.- �<\ thru all the complications tO U1e top rung In ."?' the ladder. It Is a "system'' by which all oU1cr 
cartOOnists lcan�e<l tlle art, finally aeblevllli 
fiUDe ILlld fortune. It Is tho very same "system" 
tor wbJch otllcrtt pai<l from l25 tc $i00, but you can get It from us tcda:y for onlY 

EIGHT DOLLARS I ! 
"THE NEW ARTOON COUltSE" contains 20 

IC!80D8 on Cartooning, Caricaturing, Comle-Drawltl&, 
Portro.lt Drawing, Engrsvlllg. Commercial Cartooning, 
Stereopt.lcon Slide Cartoons, La1out.s, ete., ete. Each 
Jes!!OO Ill dh -ldcd Into 2 cl1n.ptcrs l l lu.stratetl with a 

g.���g: me�n �'L.�et��:!;P����n�!f� ��h�:��fem��:;!: tion�t. 20 �tre (llotea. � nearly 10.000 pa.n.anvhe of tn-.tructiona . And jcwt thiok, u.c orlce iaoruy EIGHT DOLLARS ! ! 
Contents or the complete courae: Copying, drawing the bum an tll:
urr. head an.! pro6te. oketcbtns from Urc. nso of note book, facial 
expressions, dra••lng at paUllcaJ gatberlngtl, zinc etchings and tal
cum eut.s, perspective, ae�lal and linear, carloaturlng, features or tho (.eo. action Mot.c.h,.• and WTinldC:t&.anlmal ehe.ru-tmadm_. O>nti'Udn.- ahaddl wwklne up to a com�et..ed .. :f'tcb1 nAtional and pol£tlc&l emb i,.rMI and a7mbollea meaning • .evere.J �D etunta. now to orfai.a.to a eomfe 111Lri1,!, edv"rtill rtl' ca.r· 

:::c���o.a �;:�����ltJ�:=:���:��JA�(it,':��:� 
EIGHT DOLLARS ! ! 

"Your course Is all  ond mueh more than you cl&lm it to be. Am 
�.!f1��"):��anu�:;r-.1ed0��:h �u/:::=: Don't sec ho•v :vou 
can protltubly sell It at the price." Ronald Rotblor, Ch1caao. 
"One tblng about It, a person can't 110 wrona: with the 'NEW 
CARTOO:-< Otllt "E.' " Wm. K. RamS<lcll, New York City, Com
plcle course and Atlsfactlon guaranteed. 

EIGHT DOLLARS ! ! 
The Cartoon Service, Box 762, Newark, Ohio 

v ��! !�sh!?o9 Y H�! M 
Small cost. Send today 2e stnmp for particulars nnrl proof. 
0. A. SMITH, .Room S503, 801 Bi�elow St., PEORIA,lU.. 

S CE N E  PAI N TING 
A valuable book on the Art o r pnlntl o g Soone!7 nnlt which 
ohonld be owned b1 aJ l Carl<loo let., Pictorial 1111d Bl&u Pain ten 
and Window Deoorato1'11. Tboroagh nnd np.to-du.te. highly n�G
ommended IUid tnllr ll lnat.rated. Only book oov rln& er ola.
�IYely the Art of_:pnlntlng 8c neq for Theatreo� and MoYinlf 
Picture Showe. Ve ry Yal u Rble tor nrtlstlo window docornti.ng. 

Prfce $ 1.75. 18& �'��•-
APPLETON PUBLISHING CO., :C.�h�a OMAHA, NEB. 

Glossary of Aviation Terms 
A eompletG gl-ry of pr&A)Ucally nll terme need 1u aviation ln both French and Engliah. 

lllu•tratect. Price, S I .OO -tpoold 
POPULAR IEOlANICS 8001 D£PARTIIENT, 78 E. lladisoo SL, CHICAGO 

TH E HOFFMAN U NIVERSAL ADJ U STABLE 
ARTISTS' DRAWING STAND�=� 
A light, handsome indestructible stand. Made of steel 
tubing, elegantly finished. Instantly adjustable to any 
position. THE BOARD REVOLVES. Quickly knocked =�--11:.-.,

lt;( 
down and packed in small space for shipment. Guar- tl���� anteed the finest stand on the market for CARTOONISTS, .. 

COMMERCIAL ARTISTS, CHALK TALKERS, RE
TOUCHERS, etc. Your money refunded if not satisfied 
after 30 days trial. Write for circuU.r No. 1 1. 
HOFFMAN DRAWING STAND CO., 470 Lyell Ave .. Rochester, N.Y. 
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'$75QQfor One Days 
Pleasant Work 

New Easy 'Way to 
Become an Artist 

No matter what your previous experience or education 
has l>ccn -no matter even if vou feel that you ha•·e no 

special "talent" for drawing-this new methu<l <JUickly 
teaches you Illu"'mting, Cartooning anrl ne�igning. You 
learn �t home in your spare time, yet the work which you 
8<"0d in receives the personal attention and criticism of one of America"5 most 
euccessful artists. It is just as if this 
great artist stood at your elbow giving 
you the little secrds of successful 
drawing. 

You will marvel at the simplicity of 
this method and at the rapidity with 
which you learn. First you start with 
straight lines, then curves. Then you 
Jearn how to put them togetlru. Now 
you are drawing simple pictures. Shad· 
ing, Action, Perspecttve and all the rest 
follow until you arc drawing pictures 
�hat bring you from $50 to $500 (lnd 
o•·cr - pictures that were an actual 
pleasure to make. 

Big Opportunitiea NOW 
Get into this uncrowded, high-salaried fidd now! Com· 

m<'1'cial Art is as )'Ct in its infancy. Each day there arises 
.some new demand for men and women who can draw car· 
toons or comic strips, who can illustrate stories or draw 
magazine co•·ers, for Fashion Artists, Advertising Artist•, 
or Commercial Designers. l'icwsparers, Magazines, Depart· 
ment Stores, Business Houses-all arc eager!)' searchinll: 
for trained Artists to h-andle thcir Art \Vork, and they will pay almost any price to get them. 

\Vhatever your present ability ma)' be, we can prepare you 
for this fascinating profe-ssion . 1\hny of our graduates had 
never touched a drawing pencil when they first started with 
us. Ye-t those. who studied under this amazing methu<l rank 
among the most successful Artists of today-men and 

women like Frank Godwin. who has drawn co•·ers for Ladies 
Home Journal; Holcomb Wynn, who draws for Shadow land; 
Granville Reid, the New York Illustrator; Louise Rochon, 
the Fashion Artist ; Burwdl, th� Cartoonist. · And th is wonderful method will train you in tire sam� way. 

Send For Fr� Booklet 
Learn the details of this amazing 

new method and how it can qualify 
you for this pleasant profession so free from dmdgery and routine work. Mail 
the attached coupon and we will send 
you our handsomely illustrat�d Free 
lJovklet, "llow to Become an Artist'' 
and det:.ils of a special Free Offer of 
a Complete Artist's Outfit. Ncvc:r 
before has learning to duw been 
made so easy-never before has there 
been such wonclcrful opportunities for 
the trained artist. Mail coupon TO· 
DAY ! 

Washington School of Art, Inc. 
1672 Marden Bldg. Washington, D. C. 

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -

Waahln�ton School o f  Art, Inc, 1872 Marden Bid.-., Waabin�ton, D. C. 
Pleue �end me your Free Booklet. "How to Beeome an Artlot. •• 
and tbe delalll of your special � Otrer. No ollt�atlon to me 
and no 10Uctt.oc "111 call upon mo. 
Name . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  · · • • • · • • · · · · · · · · · · · ·  <State wb�er lib • •  Mra. ()t Mlul 
Addr:ea . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  - - · - . • . . . . . . .  

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -
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' 
·� 

WE TEACH · -
COMMERCIAl. 

ART 
Properly Trained Artists Earn $100 a week and up. 
Meyer Both College--a Department of the Meyer Both 
Company---offers you a different and practical training. 1! you like to draw, develop your talent. Study this 
praetieal course--taught by the largest and most widely 
known Commercial Art Organization in the field with 
20 y�rs· success-who each year produce and sell to 
advertisers in the United States and Canada over ten 

thousand commercial drawings. Who else could 
give you so wide an experience ? Commer
cial Art is a business necessity-the de
mand for commercial artists is greater 
every year. It's a highly paid, Intensely interesting profession, equally open to both 

men and women. Home study instruction. Get facts before you enroll in any school. Get 
our epecial booklet, "Your Opportunity"
for half the cost of mailing-4c In stamps. 

MEYER BOTH COLLEGE 
of COMMERCIAL ART 

Michigan Ave. at 2oth St. Dept. 26 CH ICAGO, I ll. 

"CARTOONING MADE EASY" 
Conalats of 

20 PRACTICAL CARTOON $800 LESSONS FOR • • • • • • 
The ruhJecLI dealt with are: Cartoonln.r. 
Comlc Dra,vlng, Caricaturing, Portrdt Draw
lor. Engra.vlDif, Store Window Cartooning. 
MoUon Picture SUdcs. otc. Tho set cont•lns 
hundreds or llluatralloM. twenl.1 tull llt.ed 
plates and fort.Y lnstrnetlon sheets. H Is 
printed on heavy &lued paper and Ia en---�������closcd ln 1. port!oUo. 

OTHERS THINK OF TAIS SET 

mo.tcfi�:�li\rtrfii¥l.��t�rcu�e worth tbe �1.tb�,.��'L;tN� w:.r"��' 
ooJy • mootb aDd ca.n�N*roc?����:: .. 

"CARTOONING MADE IEASY" Is probnbly tbe only cartoon 
oouree which lneludea artlsUc poses dn.ped and ln the nude. It 111 
also the onlY coune selling under '35 which GU..utANTEES to 
make of o.nyooe who tl.kea It 1. capable cartoonlet. Wltb each eet 
sold we 1116ue 1. wrULen guan.ntee to eacb pupil thaL wbeo ho re
ceives the lessons, 11 ho Ia not sausned, his money will bo refunded. 
So not onlY when you get "CartoooJng Mo.do Easy" do you have a 
chance tn learn rapidlY this money maklnJ, art, but 70u know there ��:e"�C:�o!:J,�'.�: gnu{,•G.� th� ==:-�IDa at I oar 

A SHORT SYNOPSIS OF THE COURSE 
LM8oo No. 1-TTow to ooPY a picture. No. 2-Dlvllllona ot the anat
omy. No. 3-Skeleton work. dlvtalons or t.lle h�ad. colloctlnc 1. mor&Ue. 
No. -Drawlnc from Ute. No. 11-Not.e book sketches. No. 11-Exllres
alono. No. 7-Drawlng at conventions. No. II-Engro.Ylnr. No. 9-Per
IIJ)CCtlve. No. 10-<:arlcatnrln�r. No. 11-l;,..ea, eara. nose and mouth, 
No. \2-A('tlon and wrlolclea. No. 18-Anlmals. No. 14-8hadl.nlr. 
No. 15-Contra<t. No. 111-" 'Roughl!ll ln 1. sketch." No. 17-BYIObols 
of no.Uoo& No. 13-How to re•eree 1. plcturo, spatter work. etc. 
No. 19-Type! and �haracterlaUee. No. 20-Photograph cartoooa 
and other atunLI. Bow to cet started 1.11 a cartoonist.. 

K. RICKETY GRANVIL&.£. OHIO 

Can You Draw a Little ? 
Don't you often notice the wonderful hlt a 
dru\\ lng stuut mo.k s on the stage ? 
Don't :you wonder at the pa y  they get ? 
You also won der how they think of 1111ch 
clever ideas. 

Well, they don't ; we furnish the 
ideas and they use them. You can be 
just as clever as they with our set 
of pictures and very little practice. 
No talk or chatter is required; our 
well-thought-out ideas are enough. 

Ten to Twenty-flve 
dollars ll nigh t is yours with our 2 0 New, Big 

• .}' JTits. Complete with _, lnstruetlons. Price $1 
MACKAY STUDIO, �����=��y i� 

1! you are looking for 
CHALK - TALK BU&'&'e&
tions that will please any 
audience, ao you c a n 
make a auccesa, we invite 
you to invest in our pro
&"Tams and avoid disaP
pointment. We cuarantee 
satisfaction. Full par
ticulars FREE. 

TRUMAN'S 
CHALK-TALK STUDIO 

Box 582 Penysville, Ohio 

BE A REAL MAN ! 
LOOK LIKE ONE AND 

FEEL LIKE ONE 
Broaden your shoulders, deepen your 
chest, enlarge :yollr arms, and get a 
development that will attract attention.. 
Fill yourself full of energy and be 
powerful. MY NEW BOOK 

"Muscular Development'' 
Will Explain How 

This book Is illustrated with 25 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 you greatly. 
Send 10c (stamps or coin) for a co{Jy 
NOW, today, wltlle it is Oft l'OIIr mi nd. 

EARlE UmERMAN. = 305 Broadway, New York • 
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U N U S UAL 
SUM MER HOME 

IN MAI N E  
CAMDEN, MAINE - A grand location 
where mountains and lakes meet the 
sea. Unusually complete modern estate. 

160 acre•, extending from hiU
top to •hore• beautiful Lake 
Megunticook, with boat hoa•e, 
dock, and motor boat. 

Improvements Modern-Everything Best 
to give most luxurious living accommo
dations. House and Guest House Well 
Furnished. Ready for immediate use, 
with all weather facilities; outbuildings 
to fill all requirements. 

Expert manager operates at small cost. 
Have recently inspected ; pleased to show 
pictures and describe fully. 

SeU For Leee Than HaU Value 

E. H. PECK. 4o S. OSGOOD PELL & CO. 
Ttl. 5610 Yaaderbllt. 17 W. «Ill St., lew York City 

The Vest Pocket Lawyer 
�tains a S.year University Law Course in nut...hell form 
together with 112 Lep) Forma. Cloth. Prioe $L60 postpaid. 
Cartoons Magazine Book Dept. • �- :����� ...... 

The HOFFMAN REVOLVING 
Drawing Board Bracket 

Screw to yo ur board-at
tach to table with d o u 

ble clamp, hold.s board rlpdly 
at convenient anele - R E ·  

V O L V E  Y O U R  B O A R D .  
.Made o1 meu.J, atrong, 

tndestrucUble. nleelr 
llnlalted. Guaranleecl 
to pleue or your 
mOIII'Y bact. Price. 

wllb lc:reWll to allach to your board. $4.00. 
HOFFMAN DRAWING STAND CO. �:�c':ii:n.;, S,.� 

You Want to Earn Big Money! 
And ,.oa wiU aot be aatiafied uuJeq 7ou eam eteadr 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 _general know· 
ledge is not equal to a high school course. W hy ? Because 
big business refuses to burden itself with men who are 
barred from promotion bythe lackofelementaryeducation. 

Can You Qualify for a BeHer Position 
We have a plan whereby you can. We can give you a com· 
plete 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 hold your own where 
competition is keen and exactin�. Do not doubt your abili· 
ty, but make up your mind to 1t and you will soon have 
the requirements thAt will bring yo11 success and big 
money. YOU CAN DO IT. 
Let us show you how to get on the road to success. It will 
not cost you a single working hour. We ke so sure of be
ing able to help you that we will cheerfully return to you, 
at lh• end of too Jeaona, every cent )'OD aent oa I! :vou are not ab· 
aoloteJ, eatisfled. What fairer offer ellll we make 700% Write 
tod..,. I' cost& i'OO oot.hlng bot a etamp • 

AMERICAN SCHOOL 
Dept. II-611SDre.!rd Ave. and 58th St., Chlaco 
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CLASSinm ADVERTISEMENTS 
Advertiaementa Ia this eectlon, 5c per worcl each loeertlon. 

To insure ads being inserted under proper classification in the October issue, 
copy must reach this office not later than August 25th 

AG ENTS WANTED 

NEWEST Thing Ou t-LI L.hogra.m Inltlals 

for automobiles, motorcycles, canoes, go!r 
sUcks, tennts raCQuets. etc. Anyone ca.n 
apply Lhem In a. jUfy. Sell to everybody. 
Bet costs 15c; brings $1. 50. FILSt sales and 
big dally profits ror agents. Write for cata-
1011. L!thogrnm Company, Desk 24, East 
Orange, N. :S. 

BIG J\loncy nnd Fast Sllles. Even· owner 
buys gold tn !tlals for his auto. You charge 
$ 1. 50. make $ l . a5. Ten orders dally easy. 
Write for partlculars and !reo sample. 
.American Monogram Co. , Dept. 70, East 
Orange, N. J. 

NEAT Llttlo Kitchen Novelty. 150 % 
vrotlt. Sample 10 cts. Lisbon NoveltY 
(-.ompany, L' sl•on Fall A. �la\nr. 

ART AND ADVERTIS I N G  

W E  lla.ve t n  stock b ig llnu or wortll
" bile oll palntlng books at prices lb<Lt wUI 
Interest you. Write us for quotation a.nd 
full Information. Tho Art Studio, 809 Oak 
St.. Ca.rtltage, Mo. 

PEN picture of yourself or friend 16x10) 
by a. Cartoonist. Send photo and llrr:y 
rents. All photos returned. Address, E. 
M. Hildreth, 200 Brook Ave .• Bronx, New 
Yorl<, N. Y. 

tiOio.I.MEHCl.AL .Art, Cartoons. Comics, 
CariCAtures from photos. We draw 'em at 
right prices. Inquire about our "Carl.oon 
Autobiography." Schmidt's Studio, Slnton 
Street, Portsmoulb , Ohio. 

SEND us your picture and we will 
paint It In oil colors tor you. Write The 
.\ rt Studio. 809 Oal< St.,  Carthage, Mo. 

AUTO M O B I LES 

A UTOMOBI Lfo: Owners. Garagemen , � 
��;'��P����· lt""�dut��. r��PFuf.Y ��� 
structlve lnformaUon on OYerbaulfna. !gnl
uon troubles, wiring. CArburetors. storage 
batteries, etc. Over 120 pages, lllustrated. 
Send tor free copy today. Automobile Dl
"�•t. fill Butlrr Bldg . .  f'!nrhmat!. 

B O O K S  A N D  P E R I O D I CALS 

WOUTNIXG Cartoonist 's book or Secrel.l, 
$1. Complete course trick drawlng, o•er 60 
stunts wllb cllallr. Sati sfaction guaranteed. 
Samples 10c. Sa.tlor Artist Cllrls, 2925 
t;ucl!d, Kansas CitY, Mo. 

BOOKS. All J.inds. Lists. Hlcene's, 
C-2441 Post Street. Sn n Francisco. 

B U S I N ESS OPPORT U N I TI ES 

JNITl.A.LS In Old EngUsb Capitals, Gold 
will\ hlacl< outline wlt11 ruu Instructions 
bow to put on Automobiles. Lockers, 
Trunks, Suit Cases or any smoolb surface 
In ,. lnch Jetter 15 cents each. 1odem 
lnal.ructlon Company, 1316 Shemeld Avenue, 
Chicago, Illinois. 

CA M ERAS A N D  PHOTO S U P P L I ES 

MAIL us 20c wllb any alze tllm for devel- • 
opment a.nd alx velvet prlnu. Or send slx 
negatives any alze and 20o tor six prints. 
Or send 40o for one 8x10 mounted enlarge
ment. Prompt, perfect service- Roanoke 
Plloto Flnllllllng Co., 281 Bell Av. , Roanoke, 
\'a. 

GLOSSY Prints S cents each. Rolls deYeloped 7 cents each. Firat claas pbotogra.
pby. MacFarlane Photo Service, 1712 
Bluerook, Clnctnnatl, Ohio. 

KODAK Film developed 5c. prints 2%c 
each. Young Photo Service, 431 Delaware 
Aic . . Albnny, N. Y. 

DOGS, B I R DS, POULTRY, PETS 

HOUNDS. W!lb Pork a.nd Cotton down 
went Mr. Hound. My A 1 thoroughly 
tralned Coon and Possum Hounds. $50.00 
and $00. 00 each ; partially tra.!ned ones, 
$:!5.00 04ch, $65,00 pair ;  30 days trial. I 
sell on money ba.c.k gua.rn.ntee. Reference, 
�!srchant State Bank, Humboldt, Tenn. J. 
D. lnvin, Humboldt . Tenn. 

�m. SPORTS.:c:M:=..AN::-.-=-=:T.:.:Ip:.:s_o_n_c_oo_n--=h-o-un�da 
and hunting. .A little booklet that stri kes a. 
warm spot. Published by 1\ mountaineer coon hunter. Price 50 cents. Do not send 
stamps. Black Hawk Kennel, Escatawpa, 
Ala. 

OLDJ.'.ASHJO!Io'ED Soulbern coon. skunk, 
opossum. rabbit hounds .. nt on trial. Llllt 
1 0  cts. �lrLister Bros .. Brighton. Tennessee. 

E D U CAT I ONAL A N D  I NSTR U CT I O N  

..Ulli iTIOUS Writers send today for Froo 
Copy, Am.erica.'s leadlng magazine for writ
ers or photoplays, stories, poems, 90DP : 
Instructive. llclvful. Writer's Digest, 615 
Bur.ler B ldg. , Clnc!nn&ti.  

PAINT Pictures for art stores at borne. 
New method, uo study or lessons, lnstruc� 
t!ons $1.00. Moran Art Service, Bolt 173, 
Michigan City, Ind. 

F O R  I N V E N TORS 

P .ATENT8--Wrlto tor tree Illustrated 
guide book a.nd Evidence of Concepr.lon 
Blank. Send model or sketch for free opin
Ion of patentable naturo. Hlghest refer
ences. Prompt sen1ce. Reasonable terms. 
VIctor 1. EvAoa & Co., 168 l\lnlb, Wasb
!J>gton, D. C. 

WE make working modeh for lnventors 
and do experimental work, and carry a 
complete stock of braas gears and model 
supplies. Bend for catalog. Tbe Pierce 
l\!Odt�J \Vorks, Ttnl�y Park, IlL 

FOR M EN 
SAFETY razor blades aharpened. B!nelo rdle 2o. Double · 3c. Best work gu&r&Jl

teed. Joseph Alpert, 601 Bercenllne .AYe., 
Weat Hoboken, New Jersey. 

SMOKERS of taste ch.::oo�oc,:.-T=ac=-=o"'• a.,-,CI=ga.-r:-
ettes, mild, exoeedlngly !fOOd. llfa!J $1.50 
for 100. Tat'O.,. Cigarette Company, U 
Union Square, New Yon, N. Y. 

FOR M U LAS A N D  TRADE SECR ETS 

FORMUL.\8--Tollet article&, olber prae
tlcal specialties. Personal ..,rvlce. Satlld'ac
tlon guaranteed Write your needs. Kn01: Chemical Co.. Rockland. Maine. 

GAMES A N D  ENTERTA I N M ENT 

MYSTIFYL'<G, perplexlne and enuortatn
lnr. Your name wpcars and disappears 
from lbe face of a card. 25 cents. Ad
dreas today, J. W. Kerns, Box 163, Green
�llle, B. C. 

M ISCELLA N EO U S  

A WONDERFUL Opportunity ; ScU!n1 
our 1enu!ne leather bll1folda. Sells for 
$1.25, costs you $9.00 dozen. Send $1.00 
for aa.mplo. Albert E. Sparks Co., Box 
260, Bristol, R. I • 

WE buy Canadian and Foreign Money, 
precious metals and uncancelled United 
Bta.tea stampe. C. Morton King &. Sons, 
Address Box 351.fi5, Station B, Brooklyn, 
New York. 

MECHANICAL Ice Saver 25c. Lawn 
s.priUier, 25 ft. spray, 75c. &Uld'act!on 
guaranteed. B & T Spec.!al!J' Co., Dept. 
A. 7 528 Evans Ave. , Chicago, Dl. 

CUTS anybody c&n make. Simple, clleap 
proceas, $1. Specimrns. particulars for 
stamp. T. DIIJ', Windfall, Ind. 

M OTION PICTU R ES 

WANTED--�Ien and women amb!tlolltl to 
mako money writing Stories and Photoplan. 
Swd for wonderful Free Book tllat tells 
llow. Autbor·a .Press, Dept. 117, Auburn, 
N. Y. 
M U S IC A N D  M U SICAL INST R U M ENTS 

PAl!ODi J:;S-Vaudevi!Jo's bt:st song paro
dies or 1921 ; COPYrillht material; 20 lr.ulh
makers for 50 cents. NoveltY ; lbousands or 
mpiea sold. Ottle Colburn, lS Clinton Ave. , 
Brockton, Massachusetts. 

"SHE Found Him," lbe runniest IOilC 
published ; loca.t!"" a.nywbcre; e.ura. chOTllJieB� 
title page copy for 15 cents. Ottle Colburn, 
13 Clinton Ave.,  Brockton, Maseachusetts. 

M:USIC compo��ed to words. BaUer BroiL 
(formerly of Sousa's Band ) .  Oshlrosh, W!a.. 

PATENTS FOR SALE 

PATE�TS-Send for tree book. Con-
tains valuable tntormatlon for ln•entora. 
Send sketch or )'Out lnYentlon for Il'reeo ()pinion of Its J>atentahle nature. Prompr. 
service. (Twenty years' eJti)erlenco. ) Tal
bert & Talb<!rt, 401 Talbert Bldg. , W&all
lngtou, D. C. 

PERSONAL 

TUIN JX!Ople lncrcaso welchL GWiran
teed melbod. Send $LOO now or write for 
folder. Albert Ward, 21 Forbea, Amster
dam, N. Y. 

TOB.AOCO or Snufl' Habit cured or no. 
pay. $1 If cured. Remedy sent on tri.-1. 
Superb& Co. , S. S.,  Baltimore, Ald. 

P R I NT I N G ,  E N G RAVI N G  AND 
M U LTI GRAPH I N G  

PRINTING lbat pleases, 100 hond Jetter
laeada and envelopes, blue, butr or white 
paper $1.60 post paid. Sa.mplea and price�< 
on IILI'I'lr quantities free on request. B. W. 
Spafl'ord Co., L. B. No. 7, Hartville, New 
York. 

CLASSY stationery, Jlrlnted In gold, 100 
blue or white llnen enoelopes and letter
heads tor $2.25 past paid. Samples tree. 
E. W. SpMford Co. , L. B. No. 7, Mart
ville, New York. 

REAL ESTATE AND FARM LANDS 
lF rou want to sell or uchance :rour· 

farm, unlmprooed land. city properl3 or 
patent. write me. John J. Black, 192d St . • 
Chippewa. Falls. Wis. 

SITUATIONS WANTED 
CAUTOONIST-Well educa.ted. I>Nlres 

position. Orlctnal ideu. best of references. 
StatQ salary. Bo.s: 22, Station A, DanriDe. 
m. 

ARTIST wants Penwork. Monticello, 
Minnesota, Box U. 

.;!1111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111 11.1; ; ; 
� THE _. MERI,.. _. ..... '2.oo � 
; A '-"" Yearly iii 

BRINGING UP FATHER 
� A RT STU DEIIilt.JT Canadian � 
; A " �� iii ; EST ABLISHE'> m• iii 
� � !!! 21 Park Row, NEW YORK CITY • 
l;llllll l l lllllll l llllllllllllllll lllllllll l llllllll ll lllll ll llllll ll lll llll llll l l ll ll lllllll l�� 

BOOKS 1 AND a 
By Geor�re McMana 

Greatelt of all cartoon booka. Size lOxlO ln. Boucl coven. 

Price 35c: vol poatpaid 
CARTOONS IAGAZINE 11001 DEPT., 6 N. �Dip. Aft., OIICAGO 

, 

1 
J 
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� N I "-.A�T E.O C�R...,-CJC)N� 
THE PUBLIC PAYS BIG MONEY TO BE AMUSED. Animated Cartoonists are 

in great demand. 
£an:! b� IDDMJ rrom your drawlna talent. Write lodaJ tor lnronnallon about our great courld of hatructlon In drawl�. 
NewsoaPOr C&rtoonlnc a.nd Animated Cartoontna. You ahould tn•estlcate our rn.Jffldual CutoOnfna oour-.cs and methoda. Send 4 cent.a In al&mi)OI, aL&Una yOur ap. We ban yaluable adfl� for all who wllb to aucceeJ as Cartoonlll&. 

C O R R E S PO N D E N C E  O R  L O C A L  C L A S S E S  Assoehrted Studios of Motion Picture Cartooning :: :l96 Broadway, New York Cit)', N. Y. 

With Balda'a Comic Trfek Drawings you wi11 always be 
in demand for ebalk talk.a, becau.e they are clever and 
anappy stunt&. Tickle the funnybone. Theo applause from the 
audience is ccntinuou. from ttart to finish. Chatter with 
i011lructiona for beginner�� by a profeuional cartoonist. Set No. I of 2l Comic Trick Drawlnu . . . . . . SI.OO Sd No. 2 of 24 Comic Trick Dnawln••· . . . . •  1.00 

Set No. 3 of 18 Comlo Trick DuWlnas • . . • • .  1.00 
Sat of 10 Patrlotlo Stunh.. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  .50 
Set of 10  Landscue Scon... . .  . .  . . • . . . .  . . . • . .50 Satlrfactlon Guaranteed. Deserlptlva Circular Free. 

BALDA ART SERVICE. Dept. 3 . . Oshkosh, Wis. 

B O U N D  V O L U M E S  of 
Cartoons Magazine 

Vol. 15---,.January-June, 1919 
Vol. 1 6--July-Decemher, 1919 
Vol. 1 7--January-June, 1920 
Vol. 1 8--July-Decembel', 1920 

now ready for your library, book case or rendln& 
table. Bound in heavy buckram, with gold lettering, it makca an attractive addition to your permanent 
book colleetlon. The price of $3.00 a volume barely 
covers t.be cost of production. Sent anywhf!re in 
the world upress or postage prepaid. 

Price $2.00 a Volume 
Send order direct to publi.J .. r 
CARTOONS MAGAZINE 

6 No. Mle�.u Avenue CHICAGO 

Play the Hawaiian Guitar 
Just Like the Hawaiians!  

Our method of teachmg is so simple1 plain 
and easy that you begin on a piece witn your 
first lesson. In half an hour you can play it ! 
We have reduced the necessary motions you 
lea_rn to only four-:and you ac
quire theee in a few minutes. Then I is only a matter of practice to acquire 
the weird. rasclnating tremolos, atae
cntos, elura and other e!Teets that 
make this instrument &o delightful. 
The Howailnn Guitar ploys any kind 
of muaic, both the melody and the ae· 
companiment. Your tuition fee in· 
elud� a beautiful Hawaiian Guitar, 
all the necessary picks and steel 
bar and 52 complete lessons 
and plecc:a of m1lllc. Special 
nrranaement for lessons if 
you have your own &uitar. 

Send Coupon NOW 
C £ T  F U L L FREE PARTICULARS 

� - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -
Firat Hawaiian Conservato,ry of Muaic, Inc. 
233 Broadway (Woolworth Bid�. ) ,  New York City 

I am lo�csted lo the TlAWAUAN OU(TAR. Pleee l<'nd 
complete lnCormaUoo, &I)Oelal price orttr, etc., etc. 

N.'\.&11') . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

ADDRESS . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

TOWN . . . . . . . . . . . . .  COUNTY . . . . . . . . .  STATE . . . . . .. . C. :M.. 
Print namo and addroee clearl7. 

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - � 



20 WAYSIDE TALES AND CARTOONS ADVERTISING SECTION 

$500. R EWAR :fijr TWO HOURS . WORK 
W

ARREN BIGELOW, the Finger Print Detective, Almost Immediately Bigelow turned bla attention to a 
was making his usual review in the morning news- heavy table which bad been tipi>e9 up on Ita side. Exam· 
papers. He had just fin ished reading the press re- inatlon of the glossy mahogany showed an excellent set of 
ports of the daring robbery of the offices of the finger prints. The thief might just as well have left his 

T- 0- Company when the telephone on his desk rang. calling card. 
Central Office was ·cal ling, asking him to come imme- To make a long story short his prints were photographed 
di4ctel y  to the scene o f  the robbery. and taken to Central Office, where they were matched with 

�)though he drove hie high powered roadster rapidly those of "Big Joe" Moran, a safe blower well known to 
and arrived very shortly at his destination, he had plenty the police. Moran was subsequently caught and convicted 
of time to consider the main features of the case as reported on Bigelow's testimony, and the finger-print proof. Most 
by the press. The job had undoubtedly been done by skilled of the money wu recovered. In the meantime the T- a-
cracksmen and robbers of uncommon nerve. Sixty-five Company had offered a $600.00 reward, which wa& given t<J 
hundred dollars in currency-the company pay-roll-were Bigelow-his pay for two hours' work. 
gone. Not a single, apparent clew had been found by the Learn at Home in Spare Tim, e police. 

Fm. ger Pnn' t 1:"-ert Solv•• Mystery Could you imagine more fascinating work than this T LoA., ,... Often life and death depend upon decisions of finger-print 
On his arrival, Bigelow was greeted by Nick Austin, Chief evidence--and big rewards go to the Expert. · Tbousanm 

of Detectives, who had gone over the ground thoroughly, of trained men are now needed i n  this great field. The ftnger-
"Hello, Warren. Here's a job print work of governments, cor-

that has us stumped. I hope 

Wla d 'I� h 
porations, police departments, 

you can unravel it for us." � on o" e a 
detective agencies and lndivid-

B:v this time, the district .. uals has created a new profea-
officers and the operatives from alon. Many experts regularly 
Central Office had almost given Rng Pd. Eqert? earn from $3,000 to $10,000 a 
up the investigation. After 

er. •nt • year in this fascinating game. 
hours of fruitless efforts, their And now you can easily Jearn 
work was at a standstill. They the secreta of this new Science 
were completel y baffied. in your spare time--at home. 

With lively interest and a feeling of relief they stepped Any man with common school education and ave�e 
back to await the results of the Finger Print Detective's ability can become a Finger Print Detective in a surpns-
flndings. They were plainly awed at his quiet, assured lngly short time. 
ft\llnner. The adroit old Chief himself was manifestly im- Free Course in Secret Service pressed at the quick, sure way in which Bigelow made his 
Investigation. 
- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - �  
UIIIYEISI1Y tl APPUED sm:JICE. "-. 1376 1920 S..,sWe A•� Qlcac. : 

Gentlemen: Without ·any obligation what•••• send me your 1 new, tully Illustrated, FREE book on Fln,cr Prlnto and your I oft'er of a FR•;E course ln Secret Serflce Jntelllgonce and the 1 
Free Proresslonal Finger Print OuUii. 1 
Name . . . . • . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . • . • . • . . . • • . . . •  · . . . • • .  : 
Address . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . • . • • . . • . . • • . . . . . . .  : 
p,_.ent Occrtpatfon . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Age . . . . . . . . .  I 

For a limited time we are making a special offer of a 
Profeuional FiUC"er Print Outllt, absolutely Free, ancl Free 
Coune in Secret Service lntellltrenee. Mastery of theae 
two kindred professions will open a brilliant career for you. 

Write Quickly for fully illustrated free book on Finger 
Prints which explains this wonderful training in detail. 
Don't wait until this offer bas expired-mall the coupon 
now. You may never see this annou ncement again I You 
assume no obligation-you have everything to gain and 
nothing to lose. Address 

UNIVERSITY OF APPLIED SCIENCE 
Dept. 1376, 1920 Sunnyalcle Avenue, Cb!catro, Ulh>oJa 



f 

$300!! a Month Salary 
S4SO!! on the Side at Home 
That's the kind of money my drafting students make. Read what this one says: 
.. As a begrnner I am doing fine. Am earning a salary of 

rREE $25 00 0 , •. , r $300 per month, besides I made over $450 at home the r 1 U 1 I last two months, draw in/( plans for private parties. The • • 
practicol drafting traimng you gave mo by mail put mtl And moro-I give you a whole set of drafting tools 
where I am an less than si:c months 'study. Thank you for the minute you become my student. You get every 
all your personal interest and hely you gave me so far. " tool you need. A magnificent $25 set of instrumenta 
(Name and Address on request. (Signed) J. B. with which to build your success in draftsmanship. 

I T -a,·n .,ou • 'nt··· Vou Get a •oiJ A very high-grade $25 drafting outfit free. • II 1 .. I IIJj .. I VI $3,600 a year salary. Trained by me per· - - --- - - sonally until you get a job. That's the big 
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 eet it in a real job. I give you my personal man-to-man attention • 

Send Coupon for 
F B k No matter what plans ree 00 

you have fo.r the fu· 
ture. Get thiS book
" Successful Drafts· 

mansbip." Find out about the simply marvelous opportunities 
ahead now. How the world needs drafts:nen, engineers, archi
tects and builders. What great salaries an.d possibilities there 
are ! Send the coupon for free book today. 

Chief Draftman Do be, Dept.t SYCS, COOl Broadway ,CbJc:aco 

• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 

Chief Draftsman Dobe 
Dept. l376, 4001 Broadway. Cblcaco Wltboot any obll��n whatsoever, please mall 

book, " Su�cessfui-F.,�ft.lmanship," and ful\?.artic.

��le'::'�. J;:.eral • craonal Instruction" o er to 

Name . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . .  

Addrao . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . . 

Poat081ee . . . .. . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . .  State ... . . . . .  . 



21 Ruby and Sapphire Jewels · 

Adjusted to the second
Adjusted to temperature
Adjusted to isochronism -
Adjusted to positior.s-
25-year gold strata case
Montgomery Railroad Dial
New Ideas in Thin Cases. 

a Montb 
And all of this for $5.00 per month
a great reduction in watch prices direct to 
you - a 2l·jewel adjusted watch at a rock
bottom price. Think of the high grade, 
guaranteed watch we offer here at such a 
remarkable price. And, if you wish, you 
may pay this price at the rate of $5.00 a 
month. Indeed, the days of exorbitant 
watch prices have passed. 

See It rl�•af You don't pay a cent to anybody 
,- j • ·� until you see the watch. You don't buJ 

a Burlington Watch without seeing it. Look at the splendid beauty of 
the watch ttself. Thin model, handsomely shaped-aristocratic in every line. Then lOok at 
the works! There you will see the masterpiece of the watch maker's skilL A perfect time
piece adjusted to positions, temperature and isochronirm. r Practically every vessel in the U. S. Navy has many Burlington watches aboard. Some have 
over 100 Burlingtons. The victory of the Burlingto:l among the men in the U. S. Navy i8 
testimony to Burlington superiorty. 

���\� Send Your Name on Dept. 11'18 Cllleaco. m. • 
���n����Jr��ru�����k ••• Thi·s Free CoupoD �f Y����e:h :t��1a e;.��th3��! \• on tbe Burlington Watch. • 

\ Get the Burlington Watch Book by sending 
-... this coupon now.You will know a lot more about 

Nt1.,. • . . . . . • • • . • • • • • . .  . • . • • • • •  • • • . . . . . .  •. watch buying when you read it. You will be able to "steer 

\ clear" of the over-priced watches which are no better. 
t • \ Send the coupon tvday for the watch book and our offer. 

\ ���s. · · • . . . . .  • •  • • • · · • •  · · ••• • • • • • • • • · · · · • • • •  \ Burlington Wateh Co. \ 
19tb St. and Manball Blvd., Dept. 1378 -cweqo, DL \ Canadian Office : 338 P«tac• AYfl., 'Wimllpe•• Maaitoba 

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

. .. 


