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STORIES BY EDNA FERBER j
vin, Texas.''

"When do you think the war will 
end, Mr. Kamps?"

He told her, gravely. He told her 
many other things. He told her about 

“Out here for the Jackies' Texas, at length and in detail.
They danced again. Miss Cunning- 

ham introduced him to some other 
girlti, and he danced with them, and 
they in turn asked him about the «star 
tion, and Texas and when he thought 
the war would end And altogether he 
had a beautiful time of it, and forgot1 
completely and entirely about Gunner1 
Moran It was not until he gallantly 

A woman approached them hand out- escorted Miss Cimplngham downetadr. 
«I.eer-hod tor refreshment, that he remembered

Evening!" «he said, as if she hisfriend. He had pronto- hotdtoc-

^b„T;h,rr,V'T^ato Lb: srzSArJS
Z';,YZCZZ^rr rW ^haf. the matterr demm^ 

let faces. Four great hands Miss Cunningham. 
twisting ait white ca-pa in an agony of "My—my friend, I forgot all about
embarrassment. "Why, no ma’am." him." He regarded her with strlcMu1 

"That's fine. We’ll teach you. Then eyes, 
you'll go into the ball room and have »oh, that’s all right," Miss Cunning- 
a wonderful time." ham assured him for the second time

"But----- " in choked accents from that evening. "We’ll Just go and find
him. He's probably forgotten all about 
you, too.”

And the second time «he was right. 
They started on their quest. It 
was a short one. Off the refreshment 
room was a great, gracious comfort
able room all deep chairs, and «oft 
rugs, and hangings, and pictures and 
shaded lights. All about set pairs and 
groups of sailors and girl*, talking and 
laughing and consuming vast quanti-1 
ties of cake. And in the centre of Just 
such a group sat Gunner Moran, loll-' 
ing at his ease In a rosy veivet-uphok1 
stored chair. Four particularly pretty 
girla, and two matrone surrounded 
him. And as Tyler and Miss Cunning
ham approached him he was saying: 
"Well, it'e got so I can’t sleep in any
thing but a hamlck. Yesslr! Why, 
when I was fifteen years old I was—" 
He caught Tyler’s eye. "Hello!" he 
called, genially. "Meet me ” friend.” 
This to the bevy surrounding him. "L 
was just tollin' these ladies here—" 

And he was oft gain. All the tales 
that he told were not necessarily true. 
But that did not detract from their* 
thrill. Moran's audience grew as he. 
talked. And he talked until he >nd* 
Tyler had to run all the way to tBe 
Northwestern station for the last train 
that would get them on the Station be
fore shore leave expired. Moran„ on j 
leaving, shook hands like a presiden
tial candidate.

They did not talk much in the train, 
he and Tyler. It was a sleepy lot of 
boys that that train carried back to 
the Great Central Naval Station. Tyler 
was undressed and in his hammock 
even before Moran, the expert. He 
would not have to woo sleep tonight.' 
Finally Moran, too, had swung himself, 
up to his precarious nest and relaxed 
with a tired, happy grunt 

Quiet again brooded over the great 
dim barracks. Tyler felt himself slip
ping off to steep, deliriously. She 
would would be there next Saturday. 
Her first name she had said was Myr
tle. An awful pretty name for a 
girl. Just about the prettiest he had 
ever heard. Her fbBoe Invited Jack
ies to dinner art the house nearly ev
ery Sunday. Maybe, if they gave him
thirty-erix hours’ leave next time------

"Hey, Sweetheart!" sounded in m 
hissing whisper from Moran's ham-

And like children "What?"
"Say, was that fdur steps and then 

turn-two or four and two steps V the 
side? I kinds forgot.”

“O, shut up!” growled Monicker., 
from the other side. “Left a fellow 
sleep, can’t you! What do 
this Is? A boarding school!

‘Shut up yourself!" retorted Tyler, 
happily. "It’s four steps, and two to 
the right and two to the left, and finir 
again, and turn two turn two."

Quiet settled down upon the great 
room. There were only the sounds of 
deep regular breathing, with a.i occa
sional grunt or sigh The normal sleep 
Bounds of very tired boys.

THE END.

ror, accepted the inevitable. He gave 
a characteristic Jerk from the belt 

"Me, I’ll try anything oncet. Lead 
me to it."

The elevator stopped at the ninth 
floor.
trance," said the elevator boy.

The two stepped out with the others. 
Stepped out gingerly, caps in hand. A 
oorridor full of women. A corridor 
a-flutter with girls. Talk. Laughter. 
Animation. In another moment the two 
would have turned and fled, terrified. 
But in the half-moment of hesitation 
and bewilderment they were lost.

and looked at tt again, li only he had 
learned to dance. There'll be girls 
There’d have to be girls at a dance.

Suddenly, In his oar, a \goman's 
voice, very soft and low. "Hello, 
Sweetheart!" the voice said. His nick
name! He whirled around, eagerly.

The girl was a stranger to him. But 
she was smiHng, friendly, and the was 
pret/ty, too.

“Why, how-do, ma'am,'’ said Tyler, 
Texas fashion.

"Where you going kid?" she asked.
Tyer blushed a little. "Wall, no

where in particular, .ma’am. Just kind 
of milling around."

"Come on along with me,” she said, 
ard linked her arm in his.

"Why—why,-—thanks, bn;
"Hello, Sweetheart!" slltt a voice, 

A man’s voice, this time. Out

The moat glorious state in

“H'm—Texas,” grinned Red Cap.
“How did you know!"
"Ah done heah ’em talk beffloh, son. 

Ah done heah ’em talk be-foii."
It was a long journey through the 

great building to the section that tad 
had been set aside for Tyler and boys 
like him. Tyler wondered how any ono 
could ever find it alone. When the Red 
Cap left him, after showing him the 
wash rooms, the tuiba for scrubbing 
clothes, the steam dryers, the bathtubs 
the lunch room. Tyler looked after him 
regretfully. Thqn he sped after him 
and touched him on the arm.

Could I—would they—do 
you mean 1 could clean up In there— 
as much as I wanted? And wash my 
things? And take a bath In a bathtub, 
with all the hot water I want?"

”Yo' sko kin.
mighty gralbby now. Always 
days. Jes, waiit aroun’ an’ grab y o’ 
tax’n.”

Tyler waited. And while he waited 
he watched to see how the other boys

play-hungry devtia after their comfkne- 
memt. Six weeks of restricted free
dom, six weeks of etored-up energy 
made them restive as colts.

“Qoln’ to Chicago kid?” Moron ask
ed him; carelessly. It was Saturday 
morning.

"Yes. Are you?" eagerly.
"Kin a duck swim?"
At the Y. M. C. A. they had given 

him tickets to various free amuse
ments and entertainments. They told 
him about the canteens, and about 
other places where you could get a 
good meal, cheap. One of the tickets 
was for a dance. Tyler knew nothing 
of dancing. This dance was to he giv
en at some kind of wxxman'e club on 
Michigan Boulevard. Tyler read the 
card, glumly. A dance meant girls. He 
knew that. Why hadn’t he learned to 
dance?

Tyler walked down to the station 
and waited for the train that would 
bring him to Chicago at about one 
o’clock.
groups, or in pairs were emoting and 
talking. Tyler wanted to Join them,

SHORE LEAVE th

Tyler Kimt» was a tired boy, Ty- smiling, end saying futile, toolttii, tin
ier Kamps was as tired is only a toy al things.
TsM il m° AtVSS iSUeUi I «id'atont^nr&Tu know. Dry.

ïLraviM re.,r!wnd« that came from the depths of cookies. They're eo rich. Ole* some 
two hundred similar hammocks eue- to trh other—yes, I know you will. 1 
ndMed at regular inter trais down the was Juet . . . Went it he grand to 
lmjgdark room. A chorus of deep be right therereSSar breathing, with an occasions) time! My! . . 1T1 write erery night 
iront or sigh, denoting complete re- and then send it twice a week. . . I 
EStiom Tyler Kam£ should have don't suppose you . . . Well once a 
been part of this chorus, himself. In- week, won t you dear? . . . You re 
stead he lay staring Into the dark- moving. The train's going! Good-by— 
nen thinking mad thoughts of which she ran along with it for a few feet, 
th"'lae sample; awkwardly, as a woman runs. Stum-

“Gosh! W-nldntnike ti, Mt up ln bll^'„Menly M ,he rln, hl„ head 
my hammock and ghre one yell. The ^ just ahead of her, she thought, 
kind of a yeU a movie cowboy gives ' 1
on a Saturday night Wake 'em up am*r£Vhow >vang he How 
and step that-darned old breathing. yaung ^ ,s and he doe8n-t know any- 

Nervee. He thing. 1 ehould have told him. .
self, once or twice, btreanee it seesned, Thlng, He doesn't know any.
scacthow to relieve hie feeling of Irrl lloat . . . wad all those other
tatlon. And in that unguarded moment V *___., »
of unconscious relaxation Sleep, that 
had been lying in wait for him Just 
around the corner, pounced on him 
and claimed him for its own.

The trouble with Tyler Kamps was 
that he miseed two thing» he hadn’t 
expected to mise at all. And he missed 
not at all the things he had been pre
pared to misa mort hideously.

First of all, he had expected to miss 
his mother. It you had known Stella 
Kamps you couM readily have under
stood that. Stella Kampe was the 
kind of mother they sing about in the 
sentimental ballads; mother, pal and 

Which was where she 
When

on the water all the

"Listen.

of the cigar store came Gunner Moran, 
the yellow string of a tobacco bag 
sticking out of his blouse pocket.

A queer feeling of relief and glad- 
neis swept over Tyler. And then Mor
an looked sharply at tne girl and said, 
"Why, hello Blanche!"

Ou’y things look 
is Sart'* Two scar

The other boys in little

1!
Moran.

“Juet a minute, Miss Hall!” She 
beckoned a diminutive blonde in blue. 

Miss Hall, this is Mr.-^ah—iMr. 
Moran. Thanks. And Mr.?—yes—Mr. 
Kamps. Tyler Kamps. They 
learn to dance. I’ll turn them right 
over to you. When does your class be
gin?”

Miss Hall glanced at a toy watch on 
the tiny wrist. Instinctively and help
lessly Moran and Tyler focused their 

j gaze at the dials that bound their red 
I wrists. “Starting right now.” said 
Miss Hall, crisply. She eyed the two 
men with calm appraising gaze. “An 
sure you’ll both make wonderful 
dancers. Follow me.”

And the two as though hypnotised, 
followed.

A fair-sized room, with a piano In 
one corner and groups of fidgeting 
Jackies in every ether corner. Moran 
and Tyler sighed with relief at sight of 
them. Art least they were not to be 
alone in their agony.

Miss Hall wasted no time. Sli 
kies close together, head held high, 
the stood in the centre of the room,, 
•Now then, form a circle please!"

Twenty rtxifoot, well-built sped- 
ments of manhood suddenly became 
shambling hulks. They clumped for
ward. breathing hard, and smiling 
mirthlessly, with an assumption of 

that deceived no one, least of all 
"A little lively, please.

I’m not a bit 
vicious. Now then, Miss Weeks! A 
fox trot.”

Miss Weeks at the piano broke In
to spirited «trains. The first faltering 
steps in the social career of Gunner 
Moran and Tyler Kamps had begun.

She was strictly business, Miss Hall 
"Oneowô- 

And a one-two three- 
One-two-three-four ! And a

Now then, all

!

II
She ran on, one arm outstretched as 

.though to hold him a moment longer 
while the train gathered speed. "Ty
ler!" she called, through the* din and 
shouting. “Tyler, be good! Be good ! " 
He only saw her lips moving and 
could not hear, so he nodded his head, 
and smiled, and waved, and was gone.

The first few days had been unflPs- 
llevably mad, what with typhoid inoc
ulations, smallpox vaccinations, and 
loneliness. The very first day, when 
he had entered his barracks one of the 
other boys, older in experience,’ misled 
by Tyler’s pink and white and gold 
coloring, had leaned forward from 
amongst a group and had called in 
glad surprise, at the top of a leathery 
pair of lungs ;

"Why,-hello, sweetheart!" The oth
ers had taken it up with the cruelty of 
their age. ’*Hello, sweetheart ! " It had

Tyler met Gunner Moran. Moran, 
tattooed, hairy-armed, hairy-chested

gorilla and with something of the 
sadness and humor of the gorilla In 
his long upper lip and short forehead. 
But his eyes did not bear out *he re- 

bright,

1
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sweetheart.

made her big mistake, 
mother tries to be all those things 

that son has a very fair
____ce of turning out a mollycoddle.
The war was probably all that saved 
Tyler Kampe from sudh a fate.

In the way she handled this son of 
hers Stella Kamps had been as crafty 
and skillful and velvet-gloved ae a girl 
with her beau. The proof of it is that 
Tyler had never known he was being 
handled. Some folks in -Marvin, Texas,
«aid she actually flirted with him, and
they were almost Justified. Certainly semblance. An Irish blue; 
the way she glanced up at him from be- unravaged ; clear beacon lights in a 
-neath her ladhes was excused only by r0ugh and storm-battered countenance, 
the way she scolded him if he tracked gunner Moran wasn’t a gunner at all 
up the kitchen floor. But then, Stella or even a gunner's mate, but Just a 
Kamps and her boy were different any- 6eaman who knew the sea from Shang- 
,way. Marvin folks all agreed about jiaj to New Orleans; from Liverpool 
.that. Flowers on the table at meals. to Barcelona.
.Sitting over the supper things talking jen^ts and sails and rifles and bayonets 
and laughing for an hour after they'd an<j flats was a thing to strike you 
finished eating, as If they hadn t seen dUmb. He wasn’t the stuff of which 
each other in years. Reading out loud officers are made, 
to each other, out of books, and then Wave fleen him with a Springfield! Or 
going on like mad about what they’d & bayonet! A bare t-went^flve, Mor- 
just read, and getting all het up about ^ foUt with ten years’ sea experience, 
tt. And sometimes chasing >ach other jnto those ten years he had Jammed 
around the yard, spring evenings, like a lifetime of adventure. And he could 

pie of tool kids. Honestly, if a 4o expertly all the things that Tyler 
tSjy hadn't known Stella Kamps so Kampe did amateurishly, 
wall and what a fight she had put "bp • 33cause of ^at he knew they gave
to earn a living for herself and the 
bov after that good-for-nothing Kamps 
up and left her, and what a house- 
i oeper she was, and all, a person'd 
rU 11k—well—

So, then, Tyler bad expected to misa This it was who had Tyler
he.* first of all. And now he m's^ed hc.-j Kamips’ admiration. It was more than 
otily ae the average hoy of twenty-one a(imiration. It was nearer adoration, 
misses the mother he has been used 
to all his life. He rial expected to miss 
tbr, boys at the bank. He had expected 
to miss the Mandolin Club. The Man
dolin Club met, officially, every 
Thursday and ipav.e-l the Texas 
night with their tinkling. He had 
•expected to miss the familiar faces on 
Main street. All the hundred little, 
intimate, trivial everyday things that 
had gone to make up his life back 
home In Marvin, Texan—these he -ijad 
expected to miss.

And he didn't.
After ten weeks at the Great Central 

Naval Training Station so near Chi
cago. Illinois, and so far from Marvin,
Texas, there were two things he miss-
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themselves.
Dont look so scared.

!
— P

His knowledge of g?;
li f,

/But you should

/ No nonsense about her. 
three-four!

turn-two. turn-four! 
together. Just four straight steps as if 
you were walking down the street. 
Thait’s all! One-two-three-four ! Don't 
look at me. Look at my feet. And a 
one-two three-four."

Red-faced they were. Very earnest. 
Pathetically eager and docile. Weeks 
of drilling had taught them to obey 
commands. To them the little dancing 
teacher whose white spats twinkled so 
expertly in the tangle of their own 
clumsy clumping boots xvas the com
manding officer, 
they obeyed.

Moran’s Barbary Coast experience 
stood him in good stead now, though 
the stern and watchful Miss Hall put a 
quick etop to a certain tendency to
ward shoulder work. Tyler possessed 
what is known as a rhythm sense. 
Never a half-beat behind tlv inde
fatigable Mtes Weeks. It was a bit lab
ored, at first but it was true.

At 9.45 Tyler Kamps and Gunn or 
Moran were standing in the crowded 
doorway of the ballroom upstairs. In 
a panic lest some girl should ask them 
to dance; fearful lest they be passed 
by. Little Miss Hall had brought them 
to the very door, had left them there 
with a stern injunction not to move. 

I and had sped away in search of part
ners for them

Gunner Moran’s great scarlet hands 
were knotted Into fists. His Adam's

A \t'T
E XiNv

k\him two hundred men art a time and 
made him company commander, with
out insignia or official position. In 
rank, he was only a "gob" like the 
rest of them. In influence a captain.

X
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But there was nothing unnatural or 
unwholesome about the boy’s worship 
of this man. It was a legitimate thing, 
bom of all his fatherless years.

In Tyler's third week at the Naval 
Station mumps developed In his bar
racks and they were quarantined. 
Tyler escaped the epidemic, but he had 
to endure the boredom of weeks of 
quarantine. At first they took It as a 
lark, like schoolboys. Moran’s ham
mock was Just next Tyler’s. On hls 
other side was a young KentuckiSn 
named Dabney Courtney. The barracks 
had dubbed him Monicker the very first 
day. Monicker had a rather surprising 
tenor voice. Moran a salty bass. And 
Tyler hls mandolin. The trio did much 
to make life bearable, or unbearable, 
depending on one’s musical knowledge 
and views. The boy’s all sang a great 
deal. They played everything from 
a saxa.ph.one to a harmonica. They 
read. They talked. And they grew so 
sick of the sight of one another that 
they began to snap and snarl..

Sometimes they gathered around 
Moran and he told them tales they 
only half believed. He had been In 
places whose very names were exortlc 
and oriental, breathing of sandalwood, 
and myrrh, and spices and aloes. They 
were places over which a boy dreams 
in books of travel. He had an easy way 
with him that made you feel provinc
ial and ashamed. It made you ashamed 
of not knowing the sort of thing you 
used to be ashamed of knowing.

One of the boys to whom Tyler had 
never even spoken one day suddenly 
took a picture out of hls blouse pocket 
and showed It to Tyler. It -was a cheap 
little picture—one of the kind they sell 
two for a quarter If one sitter; two for 
thirty-five if two. This was a two- 

The boy, and a girl. A healthy, 
wholesome looking small-

.

but he did not. They seemed so suffic
ient unto themselves, with their plans, 
and their glib knowledge of place?, 
and amusements, and girls.

Tyler found himself In the same car 
with Moron. He edged over to a eeat 
near elm, waAching him narrowly. 
Moran was not mingling with the other 
toys. He kept aloof his seatblua eyes 
gazing out at the liât Illinois prairie. 
All about him swept and eddied the 
currents and counter-currents of tain
__talk of dances and canteen suppers
gnd entertainments.

Tyler’s glance encountered Morans.
Scorn curled the

you think
"Hello, yourself." answered the girl, 

sullenly.
‘ Thought you was in Itiscd.
"Well, 1 ain’t.”
Moran shifted his attention from the 

girl to Tyler. "Friend 0 yours?"
Before Tyler could open his lips to 

answer the girl put in, ’Sure he is. 
Sure 1 am. We been around together 
al! afternoon.”

Tvler jerked, 
vou’xe made a mistake. ! never raw 
ÿou before in my life. 1 kind of thought 
when you up and spoke to me 
must be taking me tor somebody 
Well, now Isn’t that funny----- "

The smile faded from the girl's face, 
and it became twisted with fury. She 
g ; red at Moran, her lips drawn back 
in v. snarl. Who're you to go buttin' 
into my business! This guy'c a triena 
o’ -v.lre 1 tell yah!”

"Yeb? Well, he’s a friend of mine,

<
y 1er found himselfI

w6.1 king up the street 

at smart _ge.it, 

leaving the girl 

staring after them

did things. He saw how they scrubbed 
their uniforms with scrubbing brushes, 
and plenty of hot water and ->oap. He 
saw how they hung them carefully, so 
that they might not wrinkle. In the 
dryers. He saw them emerge, glowing 
from the tub room.'. And he waited 
the fever of cleanliness burning in hls

Ills turn came. He had walked more 
than an hour reading, listening to the 
phonograph and the electric piano, and 
watching.

Now he saw his chance and seized 
it. And then he went through a cere
mony that was almost a ritual. Stella 
Kamps, could she have seen it, wotfM 
have felt repaid for all her years of 
soap-and-water insistence. He washed 
all his clothes in hot water, he took a 
bath in hot water, and he took a tap.

Then he placed his absurd round hat 
on his head at what he considered u 
fetching angle, though precarious, end 
suilied forth on the streets of Chicago 
in search of amusem- nt and adven-

1 > jfke wanted the decent privacy of hls 
I jjftpe.il quiet bedroom back home. 

#PyHe wanted to talk to a girl.
He knew he wanted the first, defin

itely. He didnt know he wanted the 
second. The fact that he didn’t know 
•It was Stella Kampe’ fault. She had 
kept hls boyhood girlless, year and 
year, by sheer force of h»r own* love 
for him, and need of him. and by the 
charm and magnetism that were hers.

A hot enough little room in the Tex
as winters. But his own.

Until he came to the Great Central 
Naval Training Station Tyler’s near
est approach to the nautical life had 
been when, at the age of six, he liad 
sailed chips In the wash tub in the 
back yard. Marvin, Texas, Is five 
hundred miles inland. And yet he 
had enlisted in the navy as inevitably 
us though he bad sprung from a long 
line of Vikings. In hls boyhood his 
choice of games had always beem pir
ate

"Why. ma’am, I guess

and rested there. ■
Irishman’s broad upper lip. Navy. 
This ain't no navy no more. Phono
graphs, an' church suppers, an’ pool 
an’ dances! It’s enough V turn a 
fella’s stiomlck. Lot of Sunday School 
kids dont know a sail from a table
cloth when they see it."

Tyler, who hut a moment before had 
been envying them their familiarity 
with these very things now nodded 
and smiled uuderstandingly at Mor
an "That's right.” he said. Mor&i re
garded him a moment, curiously. Then 
he resumed his staring out of the win
dow. You would never have guessed 
that in that bullet head there was be 
wllderment and resentment almost 
equalling Tyler’s but for a much dif- 

Gunner Moran was of

h^It- worked convulsively.
's duck,” he whispered hoarsely.

The Jackie band in the corner crashed 
into the opening bars of Pox trot.

"Oh, it don't seem------" But It was 11
plain that Tyler was weakening. An
other moment and ihey would have 
turned and fled. But coming toward] 
them was little Miss Hall, her blonde 
head bobbing in and out among the 
swaying couples. At her right and left 
was a girl. Her bright eyes held her 
two victims in the doorway.

"Miss Cunningham, this is Mr. Tyler 
Kamps. Mr. Moran. Miss Cunningham.
Miss Drew—Mr. Moran. Mr. Kamps. — wfiT ■■

"Would you like to dance?" >Vd ! ” | IVATiriDI* 
Miss Cunningham, and raised limpîd j JL It VFJJLU.CA 
eyes to Tyler’s. j - , w.

"Why—I—you see 1 don’t know how ■ lA/ e ♦
I Just started to----- ” Vf UUllI M.%

“Oh, that’s all right." Miss Cunning , _ _ _ ^
ham interrupted, cheerfully. "We'll1 X_1 I
try it” She stood in position and lsJEG •
there seemed to radiate rrom her a cer *
tain friendliness, it certain assurance | 
ing as it was stimulating. In a sort of I 
daze Tyler found himself moving over 
the floor in time to the music, 
didn’t know that he was being led. 
and understanding that was as calm-

PPle
"Le
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Me an’ him had a date to meet 
right now and we’re goin’ over to 

swell little dunce on Michigan Ave- 
So it’s you who’s buttin' ia.

eye.

Blanche, me girl. Beat it!" He tucked 
his arm through Tyler's with a Hint 
impelling movement, and Tylov fvuud 
him self walking up the street at a 
smart gal:, leaving the girl staring 1 
after them.

Tyler Kamps was an innocent, but 
At what he had

tx'-dU- 7

feront reason, 
the old navy—the navy that had been

■■■■■■■■ In thosedespised and spat upon, 
days hls uniform alone had barred 
him from decent theatres, decent 
halls, decent dajices. contact with de
cent people. They had forced him to 
a knowledge of the burlesque houses, 
the cheap theatres, the shooting gal
leries, the saloons, the dives. And now, 
bewtlderingly the public had right
about faced. It opened Its door 
him. It closed its saloons to him. It

he was not a fool, 
vaguely guessed a moment before, he 
now knew They walked along in 
silence, the most ill-scrted pair that

It was the roving, reetl spirit of
iis father in hlm. I suppose. Clint some.
Camps had never been meant for mar- wideawake 
iage. When the baby Tyler was ono town girl. _

osar old Clint had walked over to "She’s vice-president of the Silver
-Acre his wife sat. the child in her Star Pleasure Club back home the
lap. and had tilted her head back, boy confided to Tyler. I’m president 
kissed her on theJips. and had gently We meet every other Saturday, 
pinched the boy’s roseleaf cheek with Tyler looked at the picture seriously

. a nuizzical forefinger and thuirib. Then, and approvingly. Suddenly he wished sought him out. , _ ___ _
indolentlv negligently, gracefully he that he had, tucked away in his blouse, When the train drew in at the great
had sî^roîiei lut <5 Se hraw dmsn a picture of a cleareyed. round- Northwestern elation shed hr was 
the Btens into the hot and dusty cheeked viefe-presideat of a pleasure down the steps and up the long p*at- sÏLt md m on and o* and out ot club. He took out hi. mother’s picture form before the wheels had caused té- 

,their lives Stella Kamps had never and showed ft. volvlng.
seen him again. Her letter back home "Oh, yell," said 'the boy. disinter Tyler came down steps slowly him.

Kansas were trlumnhs estedly. Blue uniforms were streaming "1st
of bravrrv and bare-faced lying SJie The dragging weeks earns to'an end. him—a flood of them. The great train tng .his
mai- ccd ^to make out somehow at The night of Tyler's restlessness was shed awed him. The vast co.umned laken more time than lie had realized.
™9 Am. ,.tor ..." wel, md' d the last night of quarantine, Tomer- waiting room, the hurrying people, Ihe n was a mild spring day. with just a 

ihe years went on she and the hoy row morning they would be free. At uniformed guards gave him a reeling Lake Michigan evening snap in the 
‘ -Ived together In a "ort of ctosed cor- the end of the week they were to be of personal unimportance. He felt very air. Tyler, glancing abv.it alertly. Lev- 

Deration naradise of their own At given shore leave. Tyler had made up negligible, and useless, and alone. He ertlieless felt dreamy, and restless. He
L went von e^ Tvler who tod' gone his mind to go to Chicago. He had stood, a rather dased blue flgurv In loitered a moment on the bridge. Then
ttaiurt granmar schto? high stoool never been there. the vastness of that shining dace. A he went on. looking abuu. him Interest-
and collese and had a position in Five thirty. Reveille. voice—the soft, cadenced voice of the odly, and comparing Chicago, Illinois,
■the Ten?State Savings Bank of Mar- Tyler awoke with the feeling that negro—addressed him. with Marvin. Texas, and llnding the
vln had never klaeed^ girl or toU a something was going to happen. "Lookin’ to' de sailors' club rooms?" former sadly lacking,
iove-nang Stella Kamos kept her age Something pleasant. Then he reniera- Tyler turned. A toothy, middle- A dairy lunch room mvned him with
as a woman does whose brain and bered. and smiled. aged, kindly negro in a uniform and its white tiling, and its pans of baked
tody are alert and bnsy Tyler had no pal. His years of com red oap. Tyler smiled friendlly. apples, and browned beans and its

« on the day he left for the faraway pantonshlp with hls mother had bred "Reckon I am, uncle. Show me the coffee tank.V naval training ztitton Stella Kamps in him a sort of shyness, a diffidence, way?" solitary supper that was heavy on pie
lor the second time In her Me had a He heard the other boys making plans Red Cap chuckled and led the way. and cake.
chance to allow the muff she was for shore leave. They all scorned "Knew you was fern de south minute When he came out to the street 
msde of and showed it. Not a whim- Waukegan, which was the first sizable Ah see yo'. Calnt fool me. Le'asee again it was evening. He walked over
nor Down at the train standing at the town beyond the Station. Ohicqgu was now. Yon-all fosn------ ?" to State street (the wrong side.) Heoar w.udow looking ujj him and thali iasj, ï;s,ej. wja;» )lke a hutdq of "I'm from the finest statg ia the leÿtjhe.deae%^^#ut of Ilia unr.lifit psmt Moran, name

I 4 you might hope to find in all that hlgh- 
glcdy-piggledy city And yet with a 
new. ktreng bond between them.

Tyler broke the silence.
••Do you dance?”
“Me! Dance! Wel! I’ve mixed with 

everything from hula dancers to geisha 
girls", not forgettin' the Barbary Codst 
in the cld days, hurt well. I ain’t what 

call a dancer. Why you

THIS question has been 
answered by many thous- 

Hei and3 of women who have 
found health and happiness in

The music ceased. A spat of ap- the use of Dr. Chase’s Nerve 
Phrase. Tyler mopped his head, anil 
hls hands, and applauded too. like 
in a dream 
the encore.

Five minutes later he found himself 
seated next Mies Cunningham In 
chair against the wall. And for the 
first time since their meeting 
mists of agony cleared before his gaze 
and he saw Miss Cunningham as a trail,1 
slim, dark-haired girl, with a glint of 
mischief in her eye, and a mouth that 
looked as If she were trying to keep 
from smiling.

"Why don’t you?” Tyler asked, and 
was aghast.

"Why don't I what?"
"Smile if you want to.*
At which the glint in her eye and 

the hidden smile on her lips met and 
sparked and she laughed. Tyler 
laughed, too. and then they laughed to
gether and were friends.

"Where are you from?”
“Why, I’m from Texas, ma’an^Mar-

to
He found them.
Madison and Canal streets, west.

had little to offer him. He sensed that 
the centre of things lay to the effrr:. 
so he struck out along Madison, trying | you <1 rightly 
not to shew the terror with which the askin'?" 
grim, roaring clamorous city- filled "Because 1 cant dance either. But

we'll just go up and see what it's like, 
anyway."

'See wot wot's like?”
Tyler took out his card again, pa

tiently. "This dance we're going to.” | 
They had beached the Michigan ave

nue address given on the card, and 
Tyler stopped to look up at the great 
brightly lighted building.

’You mean V say you thought I was
goin’------* Moran choked. "Oh, my
Gawd!"

Tyler smiled at him, sweetly. "I’m 
kind of scared, too. But Monicker 
goes to these dances and he says 
they*re right nice.”

He linked hls arm through the oth
er man’s. Moran allowed himself to be 
propelled along, dazedly. Still pro
testing, he found himself In the ele
vator with a dozen red-cheeked, 
scrnbbed-looking Jackies. At which 

lu the face ot hor-

, Food.
They were off again for Sleeplessness, irritability, nervous

ness, gloomy forebodings of the 
future, depression and discourage
ment—these are some of the eymp- 

the tome which tell of exhausted nerves.

R was late afternoon His l.itmder- 
abluttons and his nap had

In order to avoid nervous prostré-, 
tion or some form of pa^lysis It is 
well to get the building up process 
established at ence by use of Dr. 
Chase’s Nerve Food.
60 cents a box, 6 for 12.75, all dealers, or 
Edmaneeu, Bates & Co*, Ltd., Toronto.

He went in and ate a

■
. ■V.
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known to the ^eotples, 
that retreat for prayer 1 
with the Master; and they, ovydm- 
pressed with the popularity that h»d 

Jesus, found him and cried 
Ji*nantir. "Ill men are seeking thee." 
To them tt was mi exciting fact tint 
their Leader bed "made a hit" tat Cap- 
ernaum. ,»

Lo, the news affedted him not at 
they expected; for Ms pioneer 

spirit wae not content to settle down 
and sip the sweet» of success. So 
he met their clamors for a return to 
Capernaum by the announcement 
that he was going to tour Galilee! 
He was the adventurer, the man of 
outreach and aotlrity. *I*e regions 
beyond ever
“other sheep’’ who needed shepherd- 

ever before hls vlaidh. 
What an Insatiable soul was the 
Saviour 1

wae habitual

zeal
ot

1 as
all as

Hide,
iome

beckoned him; the

6EVEN SENTENCE SERMONS. W
Our patience will achieve more 

than our force.—Burke.

He stands best who kneels most;
He stands strongest who kneels weak

est;
He stands longest who kneels lowest; 
Bent knees make strong backs—and 

strong backs are needed today.
-—Anon.

the

ther* 
f we 
, we

daily

f a
ibood 
Id in

the
I dread nothing so much as tun

ing into ruts and feeling myself be
coming a fossil.—James A. Garfield.

I charge thee in the sight of God, 
who giveth life to all things, and of 
Christ Jesus, who before Pontius 
Pilate witnessed the good confes
sion; that thou keep the command
ment, without spot, without re
proach. untU the appearing of our 
Lord Jesus Christ —1 Tim. 6:18, 14.

1 tko

In

al is 
Mt It

«lie

By all means use sometimes to be 
atone;

Salute thyself; see what- thy soul 
doth wear;

Dare to look In thy chest; for *tis 
thine own;

And humble up and down what thou 
- flnd'st there.”

5t Of
loped

—George Herbert.mm
To be everywhere and everythin 

in sympathy, and yet content to 
main where and what you are— 
is not this to know both wisdom and 
virtue and to dwell with happinessT— 
R. L. Stevenson.
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HUMAN NATURE.

There’s a lot In being gentle, 
There’s a lot in being kind, 

There'4 h lot to beaming trouble, 
And to live the daily grind; 

There’s a lot in being cheerful.
But oh Lordyl it does ease 

The whole darn combination 
Just to hit out when you pleeee.

bbath
spent

t out, 
place, 
have It is wise to take things calnriy.

It is strength to live aright,
It Is God-like to forget it.

And forgive the wrongful plight, 
But it’s human to be earthly.

It's not nature things like these? 
It relieves the situation 

Just to hit out when you please.
—Muriel Patriarche Glass.
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itTO MEN
) to Be a Strong, Husky, 
llow Once More 1
>d Without Drugs

The attached coupon entitles you to 
of my pocket\ one illustrated copy 

compendium and guide for the self- 
restoration of lost strength. (See 
description below.) Upon hearing 
from you, this valuable little book of 
private information for men will be 
sent by return mall in plain, sealed 
envelope. Please call or write to
day.

There is a new and marvelous 
method for restor- 
lnS tost manly 
strength, for re
newing vigor, which 
every man should 
know of, a self-re
storer which ope
rates without the 
use of drugs or 
medicines, a new 

1 the Manly Man. way to treat your*J 
teases. See description below.
TP^n is not one day older than he actuallt s®? 
what your age, if you are young or elderly,', 

imall, if I can show you, reader, how you, 
to your system, nerves and blood the very 
may have been drained away, and which is 
ig, vigorous and capable again, then I have 
f perpetual strength, and how you can again 
,lu be just as powerful in your influence 
ily in your capacity as the biggest, fullest 
!ellow of your acquaintance, 
for the restoration of manly strength, to 
le light-weight VITALIZING Appliance of 
r meeting with a tremendous demand, and 

over the world. This Uttle VITAr

!

al ounces, is comfortably buckled on the 
t is so small and so compact that even s 
ct that you were wearing it. . If, however,
1 size it \s not email in power, for it gen- 
ICE which can be measured on scientific 
;h i* call VIGOR or NERVE ENERGY, and 
iCE into your blood, organs end nerves 
lave to do 1» to lead a decent, manly life, 
ipation, then use the VITAL1ZBR, nothing 
iut and the VlTALIZBR does for you yhat 
r them, then all thq pain or weakness W* 
f your back—possibly from the first ntghVB W* 
ed to a strong, vigorous, manly, capable \ 
pain or weakness. Please remember, I am 
of these VITALIZERS, but merely request 

ree book described below, a section of whieh 
a of this VITALIZED and givqg, you its 
that you may know what intelligent young 
re are saying about it.

ie Book Yeu Get Free
booklet (pocket size) was compiled by me to 
those questions which are asked privately 

itrer.gth and who seeks personal advice per- 
l weaknesses he wishes to overcome. The 
h photo reproduction, contains much that a 
uld know. It also fully describe*» my VITÀL- 
av secure one to use In your own case, should 
eone. Remember, the book is sent absolute- 
elope. Why not write for a copy today?

every case.

Yonge Street, Toronto, Ont,
rward me your book as advertised, free.
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