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M ad e ÀM an
S tory of a Weakling Who Came to Know His 0w n Worth

TIIE town bandL ad bared and blustered through
the fIrst hait of the yookly concert and the
thlrsty musicians were seeking liquid, re-
freeliment-some, clamourously, at the Gol-

den West bar-room, others more polltely boisterous
at the soda-fountains.

Mon in shirt-sleeved undress and woxnen ln non-
sleeved full dress sauntered up and down Main
Street absorbing the cool of the evening. Bevys and
coveys of giggly girls loosed ripples of silvery
laugliter on the caressing air. Yoithtul gallants,
self-consclously taking a tentative dip into the swirls
of feminîne society, courageouly~ annexed a sliy
charmer hore and thero and proudly plloted lier past
timld and envions companions intio a laugliter-rlnging
Ice-cream dispensary. On the stone stops of the
Golden Rule Grocery, directly underneath the open
window, of Judge Morgan's office, the customary
gang of tobacco-chewing rowdies swapped dublous
yarns and-pxlanned siall-to'wi devilry.

The judge and I wero cbatting idly, scantily cog-
nizant of the hoodînins Ibelow, when two voices sud-
denly ralsod ln altercation leaped to our attention.

"Yesir, Bull-FIl bet the drinks yenu
can't eut Milton Cherry ont!"

"Got yuh, klddo. A, schooner o' suds
wouldn't go so 'worse--eh, fellows?" The
klngpln of local ruwdylsin eyed an
ap3preaching couple wlth no excess otf -
ploasurable anticipation. "Believe me,
tliough, a guy oarnis a drink when lie ýbraces
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"It's not!" snap.ped the judge. "It's wliat any milk-

sop deserves. I wlsh I liad thie training o!
hlm."l

As lie spoke tlie door at the bottom of the stairs
burst open and the objoct of our commentary
scrambled up beyond the reacli of lis pursuers,

"Corne liere, Milton!" called tlie judge, and the boy
scuffed into tlie reoom.

ln a padded chair, Milton soon regained his usual
stolidly acquiescent coxiposure. "Now, my boy,"
comxnenced the judge, ln a not unkindly voice, '*tell
me wliy yeu let tliat bully humiliate you."

"I-1 couldn't help It, sir."
"Couldn't you fIglit hlm ?"
Milton lookod up. surprised. "I-I don't know-I

guess 1 could."
"Thon why didn't you?"
From lis looks, I surmlsed that the idea hail

nover occurrod to Milton,
"Young man," wont on the judge, kindly, "I have

watched you grow up a butt for tlie ridicule and

.ay with yeur bot, 'Bull; don't get cold

e? You wajtch! Your Uncle Dud's,
masher when hoe gets gc.tng ge.

WilSOn 1>urlesqued a careful teilet and
dl for the approachlng couple to draw
Et.
iere's a Young man that illustrates a
ln PsYeboloigy," observed the judge.

on Cherry's mental and physi cal
ment le as solind as any young tel-
and yet he's been a butt for ridicule

since ho rwas a llttle shaver. Do you
why?"

,knowvled'ged my Ignorance.
!Cause bis mether-poor, fooýilih
în--couldn't bear to clip his long,
n curis the day she flrst sent hlm to
I. Of course, bis schooImates nick-
d hlm 'Baby' on the spot. The naine

11ke a sw'arm o! moequltoos at a
ter resort. The natural result seon
red. Tbey say that at flrstf. bsp Qhý,,

anci, as well as maniy who diti not belong
ln that category."

r or SMarter th~
1troat youin l th

-let

the
a nor

again, "I'd make a man of that boy if he'd give Il
liait a chance."

"By encouraging hlm to figlit, lke any comin(
ruffian?" I doulited.

"Certainly. 1 suppose your method wonld lie
s-tuif hlm. with learning-as if more loarning wou
command the respect of lis unletterod tormentor
That's the trouble witli yoti tlieorizing sohool-maste
-yon mInImize the value o! physical force-as
force, bloody and brutal and cruel as [bul ltselt,
not thie foundation upon whicli ail civilization
reared. If war broke out how many regiments col'
you decimato wltli a volley of mathemnatlcz or Latin

>U can't change humant nature," I replie
That young manis what lie is and that's S1
there la to It. He's not the anijitious, pus

id. What's the use of putting f001 notions
id? He's contented enougli as lie is-why n,
i alone?"
ause ies nover. had lhis chiance."'
a wlio aniount to somothing mslèe their 0w
s," I insisted.

"Not always. Your chance was, eturiisiE
by your parents and so was mine," repliE
Judge Morgan.

Milton Cherry. lvod wlIth his widowE
inothor, a weak-ed, work-worn little 'w
man who did cheap and Inefficiont dreS
making in a do'wn-at-tho-heels cottage, tl
weed-strewn lot, of whicli abutted on Il
ow^n -unpretentlous promises.

Oue evenlng, a tew days ator the bol
Interview 'with Jndgo. Morgan, I was puttE
log about the tool-and-trasbi-houseat tl
rear of my lot wshen &a urious sounid fra
the Cherry shed, across the alley, cg-n
stealing ln on my seuses. It was a sort
duil rythmetic pounding, like a 101150wl
hammoering tendernoss into a beeksta
'but much faster-the tattoo of a stearîvetter muffled to the duil toeof a dista
druin. I Ilstenod-and the noise stoppe
In a fow seconds It recommencod-a ru~
a-dub-dub that stopped and startod ir
gularly as though the porformer lalç
control. Cnrioslty at longth galning t
upper hand, I steppod across to the cher
shed-to flnd the mîld-mannerod and I
4thletic Milton engagod ln the belligee
exorcise of pyunchIng the bag!

"I'm taking the judge's advice," ho at
sheepishly, a, now vlvaolty ln his coloulel
voice, l'Lincoln was a strong mn-
sides-lt's goud tun. Try It yourself."

At coflogo, ten years before, I hada
quIred sonie adeptuess in the use oftsu
appliauces. Miltion was se appreclatlve
my instructions'that boforo I fnlly rele
wliat I was gettIng into I had promise 4

box with hlm, when ho recoived hi et
gloves:

"'I dox't want te get Into any fight,V
insisted.' "Only tot ho able to hIt ba.Oý
any one picks on me. 1 hope you O
mention this."1

However, news ot Miiton's trai'ning 50
leaked ont, a~nd, of course, the town teI9
could put but une Interpretation upon1h
actions. Ho was preparlng to lick 11

au Wilson!
at Inxmediately tho hitVhorto lowly and

yonng man becamo a personage. The juvoî
lation llunized hlm. The tough coterie gtu

)u possessed a little spnnk ator all. Event
er population caught the contagion o! the Ides
)u Cherry, the insignificant, the puny, the
ý,i heartod, the poor poltroon who had beon a
id joke for' years-Milton was training te
ss champion fighter ut Watortown! In vali
id protested that lie entertalned ne such intent
.r- report spread fastor than hie denials; ln
's hie anuditors, dlsbellevod hlm, whllo the e
il, joered lii. denial so voclferously that prei
iB allowed the report to go nncheckod.

.1 V/OMEN and tender-hearted old~ gentlei
is w It was dIsgraceful, the boy ougb
,hstoppe.!; Bull Wilson wonld surely d(

vory likoly would serlously Injure hlm. TI
ni- not one of them, however, who did not accoir'l a hitherto lacking moo.snro o! respect, s.'
is respect seeme.! to bo making a new max of

I. dîffîdonce an.! sour expression oxui
fade away. Ho acquire.! friends Innumeril]

le of them faIse unes, whose one objeot wa
if hlm into a flitht. a tow of them sJucere enot
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