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CHY AND SHORTY STORIES

o’

«“Doesn't that sound comfy end rest.
) y ?”  demands: Vee, wavin’
¥ ot ‘at mfx Saug Harbor
“Ub-huh,” ssys- L “The name list-
. “And then that about fresh vege-
from the Inn garden,” ehe goes
“and pure milk from ‘the Inn dairy.
what we t for Baby. Let's
re this 8. H. t person we
coming.” -
“It's taking e sporting chance,” says
‘“but at the worst I expect we can
a couple of weeks of it.”
‘That was along in August when I'd
down an overdue leave just as

sets Vee dancin’ around excit-

“What do you think, Torchy?” says
). ‘Why, it's Sally Pratt who is
Spug Harbor Inn. Good old

-'I ean't imagine it.”

“Who is she?”
Mre. Pratt ‘was some
t party. She'd been one of
¢ older girls at boardin’ school when
¢ was just startin’ »7 a head-liner
x e, in fact. You know how girls
mre, with the crushes they get on each
oth And to hear Vee tell it you'd
fhink Sally must have been some kind
of wuper-female, almost too good to be
strye, She'd been senior class presi-
dent, captain of the hockey team,
Aeader of the mandolin club, and I
idon't know what else. And the last
Yee's heard of her she'd been making
Juimost as much of a hit at college.
“And here she is running a sum-
mer hotel up on the coast of Maine,”
ys Veo. “What luck!”
W Somehow this
hbrow career didn't strike me as
{ ‘the ‘trajnin’ for a good landlady.
for once 1 knew enough to keep
suspicions to myself, and Monday
t found the four of us, includin’
master Richard and his nuree,
the Bar Harbor express. I
in’ how [ worked to cop out

[stowed away and prepefin’

outspoken lady with the string of
iwilted young queens in tow begins to
{opén up -on the Pullman conductor.

. 'She’s a bunchy, zippy dréssed party

with grayish hair, snappy black eyes
snd no hesitation about statin’ her
vidws in public. ¢

“Tell me, Conductor,” says she, “do
you have only upper berths in the
East? Or do you reserve all the low-
ers for men? Here I have a party of
gleven ladies besides myself and all
+I'm.given is twelve uppers.”

* “Sorry, Madam,” says the Conduc-
tor, “but you're lucky to get those to-
‘night."”

“Really!” says she. “But I tell
you I simply cannot climb into one of
those—oh, well, he's gone! And I
hadn't half finished. It's too bad girls,
hut' 1 don't see how I can endure a

in an upper.”

en if Vee hadn't nudged me I ex-
pect I should have offered to make the
swap, for the bunch behind her look-
ed 80 desperate at the prospect of hav-
in’ to trail back in the heat to a hotel.
~@Grateful? 1 nearly got hugged for it.
‘And of course, her being one of the
chatty Western kind, we had hardly

; t New Rochelle before we was
She announces
widow,
+hubby being a doctor who has volun-
iteered for fleld hospital work and is
'over at the front being bombed every
moonlight night. Markley’s the name.

“I suppose we look like a troupe or
something,” she goes on, “but I assure
vou welre not. We are merely Bluff
City left-behinds. You understand,
I'm eire. We are running away from
the war. Ever been in Bluff' City,

Wis.?" :

Vee and I admits that we've had no
such luck.

“What a pity!” says Mrs. Markley.
“But. then, you're young. And this
would be no time to visit us. As the
Poys says, the war has simply shot us
to:pleces. The town, I mean. Last
?mmr was bad enough, with so many|

our young fellows in training
camps, but this season—Well it's just
gahstly, that's all. Nothing but serv-

flags in sight. ' Really, you know,
;gjuly men under forty we have left

ell acquainted.

& few bald headed bachelors, two
"drug clerks, and some wretched
who have been outlawed from
7. Perhaps you can imagine
‘onr Wednesday . night dinner
at the Country Club are like.”
nods sympathetic. “Dull, I'm
#ays she:

. ‘sure,’
- { “Quite as lively as an art exaibit

at a'dlind asylum,” says Mre. Mark-
8y. “Not that I cared a bit for mj
but 1 simply couldn’t see all the:
gpe: around for another su: ¢

ftting socks that no one coui

, or crowding mothers of soldjers

SWway from the Red Cross tabies. ‘See

. girls, eald I, ‘you must get out

fhis. Youre not helping your
ers and sweethearts who are|
there. Nota bit. You are writ-|
gloomy letters and ruining|
What you need i3]

away for a whilel, and cheer up.

1 going 'to take ‘my two nieces

:{W, and a8 many more of you as

oome!  So here ‘we are.”

Mrs, Markley's idea of keeping the

fires burning is to find a place.

re her bunch of Bluff City belles

#an eut doose with the regulation sum-

mer. doings—picnics, dancing and so
on—and from what she’s read in the
mid-summer fiction numb she's
picked out the cosst of Maind\as a
likely sector.

“Of course,” she goes on, “we must
find some men, We're not geing to be
very particular, just so they're not in
wheel chairs, or college professors ov-
er fifty. But males there must be or
we don’t stay, I've written that to
all of the eix lords who have re-
pled to my inquiries. And I mean to
stick to it.”

I expect we’d had more details about
this man hunt of hers if it hadnt
been so late, but about then some of
her yawny crowd begun dodgin’
through the aisles in kimonos, so 1
climbs into upper ten and buttons the
green curtains. Vee had another lit-
tle chat with Mrs. Markley in the
morning, but as they was planning to
stop over for a day to take a look at
Portland we goes on without 'em.

t wasn't until we took the boat at
Bath and begun that long, twisty trip
in and out among the islands, that we
discovers how things had changed.
You see, I'd followed Vee up here a
few years before, back in the days
when her aunt was tryin' to discour-
age any ohance of our gettin' better
acquainted and we knew how it ought
to look-—crowds of young people on
every wharf, motor -boats chuggin’
around full of 'em, and the whole
coast gay and populous, as per rail-
road ads. You know, “The Nation's
Summer Playground.” But this year
the nation don't seem to be playing
80 strong. Why, at some places
tkere'd be a lonesome little group of
old ladies and kids, with a few natives
ecattered around, and at others there’'d
be even less than tiat to watch the
boat come in.

“Why, where is everybody?” asks:

ee.

“Looks like Maine had gone to wear,
too,” says I. “How many more stops
before we get to this Cosy Harbor
place?”

Vee eays it’s the third from there.,
“And ‘1 hope; for Sally’s sake,” saye
she; “that it will not be quite so deso-
laf ng ag, those we jave passed.”

But it was, and then some. * Onf the
rickety old wharf theré was af ani-
jmated mob of exactly two buman be-
ings; one a crook backed patriarch,
with a face the color of an army boot,
and the other a slim, old-maidish per
son wearin’ a saggy khaki skirt and
shell rimmed glasses.

“Anyway, there's dear old Sally!”
says Vee, wavin’ both hands.

“Huh!” says I. “She dont look but
half of it.”

I'd expected something spiffy and
fascinatin’. Miss Pratt is anything
but. So far as her costume goes
theres about as much style to it as
if she’d cut it out blindfolded on a
bet, and had lost the bet. She has a lot
of rusty hair that goes fairly well with
the generous freckle scheme on hes
face, and if it wasn’'t for the humorous
flicker in them blue-glay eyes of hers
you'd hardly notice her at all. Maybe
she'd been one of the kind who'd been
popular with the girls, but I could see
where she'd slipped past twenty-five
without havin’ to bother about dupli-
cate weddin’ presents.

She and Vee goes to a fond clinch
though while I'm helpin’ the antique
baggage smasher hoist the trunks on
the stone boat he uses for a dray.

“It's . pretty bully of you to come,”
says Sally, after the break-away. “I
was just beginning to think I would
have to shut up shop.”

She was statin’ only the facts. Here
she had a twenty-five room house,
with six people on the salary list, and
until we showed up her only payin’
guests were three fat old ladies who
looked like professional food destroy-
ers, a dyspeptic school superintendent
with dyed whiskers, and a t.H, im-
p:essive lookin’ gink who might have
been a prime minister, but who was
really a floor walker from Boston.

“Three weeks more,” says Sallie,
“and the deputy sheriff would have
been here tacking up his little sign.”

“But how,” demands Vee, “did you
ever happen to——"

“Precisely the way it occurred,” says
Sallie. “It happened to me. You see
Uncle Nathan was & born inn keeper,
or else¢ he had wonderful luck. Any-
way,he always had the house full from
the “l'?ourlh to Labor Day, and he made
heaps of money. If the old wretch
had only left poor Dad the qash he
handed over to that worthless nephew,
instead of giving him the Inn; or if Dad
Fad kept his place in the Custom
House instead of trying to be a land-
lord! Uncle Nathan knew very well
how it would turn out. He'd have
written the chuckles into that will if!
he could. So that's why I couldn’t
finish at college. And three seasons
of worrying were too much for Dad.
jell out as soon as you can, Sallie,’

ore almost his last words. But [
culdn’t se. Besides I was bound
not to fail. If I do it will not be be-
cause I haven't tried my best.”
““You poor girl,” says Vee.

It's a perfectly good inn, too; nice,
comfortable rooms, reg'lar home cook-
in’, with planty of home-made jams
and preserves and pickles; and the
garden and cows just as advertised.
It had begun &8s an old farm-house,
and Inztead of rebuildin' it lke a
square box with windowe, same as
most of the resort hotels are architec-
tured, low wings had simply been
tacked on here and there as needed.|
They'd even left the big maple trees
out front, and the old stone well with

Vi

the syringa bushes leanin’ over the
covered ourb. It all does seem sort of
snug - harbory, and from the front
veranda you could look out past the
end of Southport Island and get a
glimpse of the old Atlantic itself.
Then there’s a tennis court, a nicg
lawn with flower beds around the
sides, a lot of row boats and a swim-

Everything but names on

.You might know it was Vee that
got this hunch about helpin’ Sallie out.
“What a shame,” says she, “that eo

Egra Tuttle, the antique baggage rust-
ler wifo doubled &8 gardener and wood
chopper. Then there was Fuddy Nich-
ols, the half baked fat oy who took
charge of the boats and tennis court
and kept the lawn cut. Also there was
Ira Sprowl, who was the official lob-
ster man and clam harvester for the
Inn. Then we might be able to count
in the school superintendent and the
floor walker.
7 “They’'ll have to be outfitted
sporty, though,” says I. “Now where
could we borrow some i

“I have {t!” says Sallle. There's a
trunk in the attic, one that was left
with Dad two summers ago by a board
jumper. I believe it must be full of
such things.”

out o’ me, you do.”

“Then I'm seventeen years late,”
says I. “And remember, there’s a
whole half dollar goes with the act—
real money.”

“Awri,” says Fuddy. “But the min-
ute anybody loffs I quit.”

Old Ezra and Ira, the clam picker,
wag both shy of “dressin’ up - like
derned dudes,” but when I mention

good a place shouldn’t be appreciated.
It she could only get all those Bluff

N
il

I

I

City persons tg come here.”

“The gloom dodgers?”’ says 1. “Fat
chance! They wouldn't stay long
enough to eat a medl—no young
hicks.”

“But they could have such a good
time here;” insists Vee, “if they would
just try it once. This is so much
nicer than that great barny hotel @
Cunner Point where they mean to stop !
first. They'll be on the boat tomor-/
row, you know. Couldn't—couldn’t
something be done?”

“Let's explore,” says I,
And say, Sallie was right. This cheap

Foosre
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sport who'd ducked his board bill sure

had left behind a gay wardrobe, almost

enough to costume a male chorus with,

There was white flannels and white|ed the extry day'’s pay that would ba

ducks, two straw hats as well as some|coming to 'em they agreed to every

noisy plaid caps, and other stuff to|thIng except smoking the cigarettes.

match. Course, it's mostly bargain onthwtr""(Vked fer smokin’ Sweot Caps

sale goods and a bit out of date, but I|5 When I was a boy,” says Ezra,

figure it will help liven up the land-|, 2nd ’I ain’t never had no hankerin’ fer

scape if properly placed. en? % m,‘" s .
“Understand,” | warns Miss Pratt,| "I “I'm afeer'd they'd make me

“this’ll be a plain case of flim flam, sick,” says Ira, tampin’ a fresh load of

“Why, sure,’ says L grinnin wag-
gish. “She might camouflage the
place by paintin’ a row of young sporul
on the side of the barn, or by plantin’,
dummies around the lawn, or some-|
thing like that.” {
“0Oh, Torchy!” says Vee, mner eyes
sparklin’. ‘“The very thing!"
“Wh—a—at?" says I, gaspy.
aint in earnest, are you?”
She was. And before I can stop her
she's off to find Sallie. Next I knew|
the three of us was locked in a roomt
while Vee sketches out this fool plot
enthusiastic. And blamed if Sallie|
don't seem to be fallin’ for it.
“Honest,” says I, “would you stand
for a bunco game like that?"’

Sallie nods. . “For the sake of get-
ting twelve more guests,” says she, “l!
would risk going to jail for life!”
“Now that’s what I call showin’
sportin’ blood,” says I. “I aint sure
but the thing conld be pulled off, too.”
“But how?" asks Vee, breathless.
“I can't tell you,” says I, “until we
take a census of all the males in the
neighborhood. Come on, let's round
‘'em up.’ 1
it didn’t take long. There was old

“You

and inside of twenty-four hours that Stevadore’s Delight into his old corn
Mrs. Markley will be dead onto _vou."i“()b
“] don't care,” says Sallle. “To get| Course, when it come to the school
those people away from the Cunner, teacher and the department store gink
Point House I don't kmow that I I had to use different methods. ‘“‘Just
would hesitate at kidnapping or h(;h-‘u little innocent masquerade,” says |,
way robbery. Haven't I watched the “to put something over on a bunch of
steamer carry by dozens and dozene'Western folks Miss Pratt's expectin’
of folks and their trunks, all bound'on the afternoon boat. And she says
for the Point, where they get thelrvhow you're such youthful lookin' par-
fresh vegetables from cans and serve ties anyway that it won't be much
bakery pies? I've watched and then work.”
I've come up here to sniffie in the, Oh yes, that got 'em. They even
empty office. If 1 could only have a borrowed some rouge from one of the
chance to show a few of them howjold ladies to make up for the part.
much’better it is here!” ! So at fivefifteen when the boat
“If setting the stage will do it,” says whistles for our landin’, we had Snug
I, “then you'll bet your chance. It|Harbor lookin' as merry and festive as
won't cost much to make a try. And:any #pot on the map. Over on the ten-
we’'ll have a dress rehearsal at two- nis court, in plain view, was a pair of
thirty tomorrow.” |convincin' young gents in white battin’
Maybe we didn’'t have our troubles, the balls back and forth more or less
though, drillin’ the company on such | furious with a group of astonished
short notice. Fuddy, the fat boy, was females lookin’ on. Placed conspicu-
the first to show his artistic tempere- ous on the front veranda were two
ment. imore ruddy cheeked sports, wearin’
“Aw, you go on!" says he, eyein'|their straw hats rakish and costumed
distrustful the white ducks and the|in white flannels. While down on the
checker-board sport jacket I lugs out dock I'm paradin’ around in my best
to him. “You jest wauna make a fool uniform, arm in arm with the fat boy,

who’s complainin’ that he's liable to
bust through them duck pants any
minute and that the checked coat is
cuttin’ him under the arm-pits. And
hoverin’ near us, as if they’'d been sort
of passed up, was Vee and Miss Pratt,
all dolled up zippy.

“Now!” 1 whispers as the steamer
noses in to throw off some freight
“Hold the picture! Your cue, Vee.”

“Why, there's dear Mrs. Markley!"”
sings out Vee. “Hoo-hoo! Hoo-hoo!”

Does Mrs. Markley hear? She does.
She rushes to the rail and waves en:
ergetic. .I gets in my hail too, and
nudges Fuddy to make him take off his

p.

“Why, how do you do?’ exclaims
Mrs. Markley. “So this is where you
are stayin?” Do you like it?”

“Oh, it's perfectly lovely,” says Vee
“Theres our Inn, right up there.”

Course we hoped she wouldn't no-
tice the doings on the tennis court, or
the elegant pair on the veranda. But
that’s exactly what she does. For a
full minute her eyes are glued to those
white flannels. Then she turns and
calls excited.

“Girls!” says she. “Come here. Look |
at that, will you? Men!"”

“O—0—0—oh!"” squeals one of the
nieces. “I wish we were going to stop
here. Couldn’t we, auntie?”

“I say,’ asks auntie of Vee. “Do you
think we could get in?"”

Vee is almost sure it could be man-
aged.

“Then here we stop,”
Mrs. Markley. “Wait, Captain.
our bagg age off here. All of it.”

And almost before I knew it
whole delegation of Bluff City man
hunters was traillin’ up from the
wharf. 1 had just time to dash ahead
and shoo the antiques off the tennis
court and move my nearsports around
back to, so their whiskers wouldn't
show.

“Well” says Vee, half an hour later,
‘Sally’s done it! She has booked the
whole dozen for the rest of the season
at her best rates. Isn’t that splendid?

“It is until Mrs. Markley discovers
how she's been buffaloed,” says I.
‘When she does I mean to be ramblin’
|somewhere out in the back lots.”

She didn’t notice anything at sup-
‘pr-r, for the gloom dodgers had so
{ much washin' and dressin’ up to do

imm they was all late. And that eve

announces
Put

the

sides hit the feathers early.
after breakfast next mornin’ I
Mrs. Markley scoutin’ around
cant tennis court and the empty “W"iam!
with a meanacin’ glitter in her black|
eyes. She looked over thie school su- |
perintendent’'s dyved whiskers with a
specially disapprovin’ glance, and
after givin' the floor walker's shiny
cutaway the up and down she sniffs |
audible.

And when I heard her demandin’ to
| see the landiady I slipped hasty around
|the corner and out past the
|wing. Somehow 1 couldn’t see where
1it would be helpful for me to stick
(around just then

Well, I had a nice quiet stroll across
the fields and a mile or two up the
|shore I found a couple of patriarchs
consumin’ eating tobacco and buildin
|lcbster pots. So I hung up there chin-
inin’ with them until nearly noon. Then

sav

I eauntered back to the Inn with my|

|eye out for signs of disaster. But the
|{roof was still on and none of the win-
{dows smashed And there's Vee
camped out in a hammock kuittin’
placid

“Well,” say: “Is it all over?”

“Sally!” says she. “"Do you mean
tluncheon?

“I don't says I
and the Bluff City
Any casualties?”

“Oh, that!"” says Vee “My, but she |
iwas wrathy for a few minutes, until
| Sally 'fessed up and told her the whole
|story.”

“She did!” says I
{they go from here?

‘They don't go at all.” says Vee.
“You see, last night Sally’'s conscience
igot to troubling her and then she had
a brilliant idea There are a lot of
|college men working in the ship vards
{down at Bath and she knows some of
them. Well, when she ‘phoned down
{early this morning and told them
|about all these attractive Western
|girls who were staying here, and of-
|fered to take any of the boys who had
leaves at cut rates, they just jumped
at it. Half a dozen are coming up this
afternoon. Wasn't that clever of her,
now?"

“Clever!"” “It was uncanny.
Some girl, your friend Sally, even if
she don’t look it. She not only has
the nerve to put over a good bluff, but
she follows that up by deliverin’ the
goods.  From now on I'm backin' her
to win, whatever she tackles.”

And say that wasn'te guch a poor
guess. When them young college hicks
and those Bluif City queens got things
well started Snug Harbor was a little
the liveliest resort place you could
have found, 1 expect, between Mount
Desert and Coney Island There was
tennis and boating and bathigg going
on all day, and a dance every night in
the big barn. You could look out most
anvwhere on the rocks and see a coy-
ple establishin’ friendly relations, and
durin’ meals there was so much chat-
terin’ and gigglin’ you couldn’'t hear
the hired help jugglin’ the crockery

Nearly every day one or two more
amateur shipbuilders heard the news
and came dowp to look us over, while
the report of our merry times spread
to Cunner Point and other dull spots,
until the recruits began to pour in so
fast that Sally had to put cots in the
attic and hire in two more table girls.

When we left, after two cheerful
weeks, Sallie Pratt almost wept on

did
come

‘How
lady

Sally |
out?

says [.

oin’ they was too tired to do much be 1
But

the va |

kitchen |

“And where do|blossoming

SERIOUS CRASHES
NOT NUMEROUS TO
AMOUNT FLYING

Most Difficult Feat For Pupils
Is a Good Landing.

FINE WORK PERFORMED
BY REPAIR SECTION

To Royal Air Force Stations Is

Department To Rectify
Minor Damage.

The Royal Air Force, like the army,
is given to the use of time and space-
saving initials.

AR.S. stands for Aeroplane Repair
Sections. Attached to almost every
Royal Air Force station is a section
devoted to the repair of minor dam-
age to aeroplanc:. It has its separate
shed, its separate carpenter shop, and
various other shops needed for the
making and repairing of the smaller
parts of a machine. Specially trained
parties of fitters and riggers and other
air mechanics spend all their time on
this work under a «ecunical officer,
who is also a specialist at this kind
of work.

The layman may ask, “Are crashes
then so numerous that special Trepair
section is necessary at every R. A.
F. station?” The answer is that ser-
ious crashes are not common; in re-
lation to the amount of flying done
they are surprisingly rare. But min-
or damage is common.

Quaitities of Strength.

In its own element, an aeroplane
has marvellous qualities of strength
endurance But on the un-
vielding earth it is very susceptible to
{damage. The most difficult feat for
[lying pupils is a good landing The
ansition (necessarily at express
train speed) from flight to motoring
jover solid earth, demands nice hand-
ling, and a slight error of judgment will
cause a mishap which while it does the
young pilot no harm, sends the ma-
{chine into A. R. S.
} There the damaged parts are remow
{ed. What can be repaired is sent to
|the appropriate workshop, and new
{parts are obtained to replace what is
|irretrievably damaged. The machine
{is then built up again and carefully in-
|spected by experts before it is allowed
to fly again.
| Moreover, when  manufacturers
send new machines to aerodromeg -
| they usually go by rail, and of course
'their wings are sent separately, 'gs a
fully rigged machine would not go,in-
{to a railway truck. On arrival thiqy
{are brought from the station to th
!aerodrome by the Mechanical Trans-
port. and handed over to the A, R. S.
'to be rigged.
A Giant Chrysalis.

{ The technical officer-in-charge
gees the “fuselage” or body of the
machine, arrive, looking all the
world like a giant Chrysalis, a thins
!which seems dead but is capable of
into life A party is
|told off to rig it The wings and
{tail are fastened on with specially
strong wires. The controls are con
nected and adjusted and finally the en
| 8me is fitted. Then the doors of the
ished are opened. and the beautiful-but-
Iterfly emerges. The engine is tested
|the pilot takes his seat. and the wond
erful creature soars away into the
|air

The work of the A. R. 8. is full of
incident and excitement. When crashes
{have been numerous and the pilots
are clamoring for machines, the A. R
{S. parties must work all night, and
|great is the anxiety to see if all will
igo well and the machine be ready to
Ifly in the morning. In particular the
iwork of an A. R. S. officer is full of-
{interest He is always studying the
'wonderful flying machines and dis
|cussing with pilots the best way to
{“rig” them. Some pilots like the
|wires very tight and others prefer
them with more play The theory of
|flight is a fascinating study, and the
ipilots and the A. R. S. officer discuss
/it together and put their theories to
'the test. And when all the pilots in
the station are in the air, and content,
ino man is prouder than the officer of

‘the A RS,

|
{Vee’'s shoulder and inststed that we
|had saved her from the poorhouse.
J “Don’t you believe it,” says 1. “With
1,vour nerve things was bound to break
:good for you sooner or later. And
say, if this war lapts over another
|season I'm going /t0 quit private sec-
|cing myself and make my everlastin’
I!brtune travelin’ up and down the
|Malm» coast with that little camouflage
idea of—

“Of mine!” puts in Vee.

“Eh?” says 1. “Oh, ves. Right, as
usual.




