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taches to him for that. Of course, it is a small club.

Also, though money is the least of all passports there,
it is a wealthy club. No stretch of the imagination
could describe its dues as low. But through its sons
of plutocracy, and their never-ending elation at find-
ing themselves in, has arisen the Fund, by which poor
but honest men can join, and do join, with never a
thought of ways and means. Of these Herbert Horn-
ing, possibly the best-liked man in the club, who sup-
ported a large family off the funny department of a
magazine, was one. He had spurned the suggestion
when it was first made to him, and had reluctantly
foregone his election; whereon Peter Maginnis had
taken him aside, a dash of red in his ordinarily
composed eve.

“How much?” he demanded brutally.

“How much for what?”

“How much for you?” roared Peter. “How

much must the club pay you to get you in?”
Horning stared, pained.

“God meant no man to be a self-conscious ass,”
said Peter more mildly. “ The club pays you a high
compliment, and you have the nerve to reply that you
don’t take charity. I suppose if Congress voted you
a medal for writing the funniest joke in America,
you 'd have it assayed and remit the cash. Chuck it,
will you? Once in a year we find a man we want, and
then we go ahead and take him. We don’t think much

of money here but — as I say, how much?”
The “but” implied that Horning did, and hurt as
it was meant to. He came into the club, took cheer-
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