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SHORTY McCABE GETS
THE HAIL

SHOETT PtCKS A COMER

I
MUST My he was an unpromisiu- speci-
nicn Ho wore his cheek bones high and
h.s forehead low, and the only name anybody in Company B seemed to have for himfrom the Captain down, was Joe Pants

'

Not that I noticed him 'specially at firstn fact, I expect they had him doin- kitchenpohce most of the time for a vhile there whenI was startm the new rookies in on the caHs

a lot of this camp work since the War Depart-

as willin to do his part as anybody elseConrse, they'd had my offer filed away formore'n a year. But you know how it's beenThere was so many of us high talented people

A'K'..
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Anyway, I guess I made up for lost time, for

there in June and July, when the new draft was

comin' in so strong, I'd leave the Physical Cul-

ture Studio three afternoons a wejk to go out

and show these buddin' Fritz destroyers how to

breathe from below the belt and what their

hands was made for besides shovelin' in rations.

And say, before the Quartermaster had fitted

'em out with any uniforms but blue overalls

they wasn't an impressive lookin' lot of democ-

racy savers, take it from me. So it's no

wonder, with different squads of a hundred

lined up before me every half-hour, I

didn't single out this Joe Pants bird right

away.

Even when I did it was because he seemed a

little more stupid than the rest in catchin' on

to what I'm tryin' to make 'em do.

''Say, you! Fifth man from the right!" I

calls out. But I don't make any connection at

all.

"Ah, let's have the numbers!" I goes on.

<<One—two—three—four . Stop! Yes, you.

Uh-huh. This is all for your benefit. Sorry

to disturb your standee nap, but lot's see if we

can't get this right. Can't you breathe with

your mouth shut? Try it. You won't smother

or anything with the goulash trap closed.

There! See? Now from way down, with your

shoulders back. Ah, for the love of soup ! You
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ain't a fish, are you? All you moved then was
your gills."

Honest, I must have wasted more eloquence
on that one peanut-head than on all the rest of
the squad.

"Cap'n," I asks confidential after they're
dismissed, "who is this pet of yours that's so
intelligent from the ankles down!"

'*0h, that one!" says Captain Martin.
Why, that 's Joe Pants. He 's a Pole, I think. '

'

** Guess that accounts for it," says I.
"Wooden all the way from the roof. Maybe
you'll make a soldier out of him, too, but I'd
save him for a newel post."
The Captain grins. "The sad part of it is,

Professor," says he, "that I've got to make a
soldier of him.

"

"You're some wizard if you do," says I.
At that Joe might not have been so much

worse than a lot of the others. Part of it, as
I finds out later, is due to the fact that he don't
understand English very well. Then he's such
a pie-faced lookin' gink. With that Swiss
cheese complexion, and the dull, wide-set eyes
and the bat ears juttin' out from the side of
his head like they was stuck on as an after-
thought, he looks almost as human as something
carved on a pipe.

And yet it couldn't have been more'n three
weeks later, when I'd advanced the squad to
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exercise -v^-ith the soft mitts, that I'm consider-

able jarred at seein' this Private Pants steam in

a half-arm jolt, just the way I'd showed him, the

weight foliowin' the blow, and lift a big husk

opposite clean off his feet. First off I thought

it must have been an accident, but a few minutes

later blamed if he don't shoot over another one

just as destructive. That's when I begun to get

curious.

"Good work, Joe!" I sings out. "Here!

iWait a minute. Ginmie a pair of them pillows,

Sergeant. Now, Mr. Pants, shove one of them

short ones in at me so I can feel if it really

has the stuff behind it."

"Well, it had. And I want to say it was just

as well I was quick in blockin' it off.

* * Listen, Joe, '
' says I.

*
'Where 'd you get all

that?"

Joe hunches his shoulders but otherwise from

that don 't impart any info ination.

"I mean," says I, *' where you been working

—what 's your job ?

"

**0h, job!" says he, his pale blue eyes brigh-

tenin' a little. "Steam boiler man, by Jersey

City. Four furnace doors. '

'

"I get you," says I. "You've been tossin'

pea coal and rakin' out clinkers. And as an

indoor athletic pastime that beats rollin' ciga-

rettes or playin' Kelley pool. Shed the shirt,

Joe, and lemme take a squint at them shoulder



SHORTY PICKS A COMER 5

muscles of yours. That's it. Z-z-z-z, man I But
you have got some development there. Hey,
Cap 'n I Come look at this, eh ? No wonder he 's

got a punch. And notice the length of those
arms—like the hind legs of a kangaroo. Say,
if he only knew how to use 'em!"

I wasn't thinkin' so much of boxin' as I was
of bayonet work, for I'd been watchin' that
cold-steel drill quite a bit and thinkin' how
much it was like usin' clever tactics in the ring.

And it was really the Captain who suggests that
maybe Joe is the very one we've been lookin'
for. You see, A Company, havin' been organ-
ized some three hours ahead of Company B. had
been givin' themselves all the airs of Picardy
vets. Besides, in the draft they'd happened to
pidl this Crab Mitzler, an East Side mug, who'd
nipped off first money at a few Olympic Club
sessions and was already bein' touted as the
lightweight champ of the whole division.

It wasn't so much the chesty motions the
Crab went through—though he did kind of
throw himself around at times—as the cocky
persiflage about him that A Company's Capta'n
and lieutenants indulged in at the officers ' mess,
which got Cap'n Martin's goat.

"Why," says the Cap'n, "you'd think they
had a world beater over there—a second Bat-
tling Nelson. They've had his picture in the
Sunday papers, talk of having him give exhi-
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bition bouts at the nearby cantonments—all

that rot. If we could only find a man who "

"There's no telling, Cap'n," says I. ''One
may turn up."
Now this ain't the wildly thrillin' account,

such as the camp correspondents send out, of
how an unknown hero stopped from the ranks
and knocked the tar out of the regimental bully.
I didn't ha^'o such a lot of faith in Private Pants'
from the first. He didn 't act to me as though he
had head enough to sidestep the heavy ones.
Besides, his footwork was anything but shifty.

Still there was that wonderful punch, and no
other good material in sight. So Jce was
yanked off the potato peelin' and floCi scrub-
bin' and detailed for orderly duty that took him
to town often. ]Maybe you can guess thai he
spent his time here in the Studio gettin' some
intensive trainin' in the noble art of pluggin'
away at the ribs until you can swing for the
jaw.

Well, I've handled a lot of comers in my day,
before I took to coachin' plutes to stay with the
big money game, but I met mighty few plugs
who were so crude at the start. Private Pauls
didn't seem to have the fight instinct. Not that
he showed yellow anywhere, but it just didn't
seem to be in him to work for a knockout and
nothing else.

So I got to probin' into his past. It wasn't



SHORTY PICKS A COMER 7

much of a past. And first off it turns out that
hia real name is Pantlinski. He 'd been born and
brought up in one of them Polish places with a
jaw-breakin' tag, livin' there until he was six-
teen, and havin' done farm work ever since he
was big enough to lift a hoe. Then him ai d his
mother and an uncle, his old man havin' passed
in, had joined a bunch rounded up by a steam-
ship immigration agent and had come to the
United States expectin' to get rich right away.
Which hadn't happened.

The uncle had been shipped on to a Pennsyl-
vania rollin' mill, where he'd promptly got
mixed up with some liquid iron ore, and a
generous corporation had paid all the funeral
expenses besides expressin' the tin trunk back
to his relations in Bayonne.

Meanwhile, Mrs. Pantlinski had connected
with a nice easy snap in a steam laundry,
workin' only a twelve-hour shift, while Joe had
finally found this boiler room job. He's stuck
there nearly five years and his pay had been
raised to $2.25 a day. At that he'd saved up
over $300, and ^ thinking of taking out his
second papers u. d gettin' married, when his
number was drawn at Washington and he found
himself herdod into this camp.
Not that Joe seemed to mind it. He'd been

cussed and kicked around all his I5fe, so when
the drill sergeant got a bit personal in his

-«** '^C^^^S^^^^^Tt!I!?R?5'^
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remrks, Joe took it as a matter of course.He confic. s to me that he'd never had such good
clothes on his back, had never been so clean.and
badn t dreamed there could be so much good
food m the v.orld. Course, he expected the
Germans woul(? kill him when he got near
enough to 'em. They generally did. He'd been
brought up to believe that. He didn't hate 'em
exactly, nor he didn't seem much afraid. Theway he looked at it. this was simply his luck-
what he 'd been born for.

*

'
Huh I

'

'
says I, standin ' him np against thegym wall and makin' him look me square in the

lace -That's about the poorest dope I ever
heard from anybody that called Mm'^elf a man.
If you stick to that Joe, we might as well stopngh here, for this Crab Mitzler party has gotyou licked now. Understand?"

V, '^T ^!'."J?;^
'''''^^ '''' ^'"'^^^ ^"^ *h^n shakes his

head -That's too bad," says he. -The
Captain, he want me to beat him up, don't

"The question is, Joe," I goes on, "do youwant to beat him up?" > "
you

''Sure," says he.

"Then, that's different," says I. "Now we
got something to work on. For it can be done
•-easy. But you got to forget this whipped-
dog stuff. You got to remember, Joe, that
you re not only a citizen of the United States
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of America, but a soldier in the finest array that
ever marched anywhere. You're the pride and
hope of a hundred million free people. It's no
chain gang army you're in, either. AVhen you
salute an officer he's got to salute back. Why,
you even have a bugler who has to blow the call
before you'll get up in the morning, or go to
bed at night. You have cooks gettin' your
meals, tailors makin' your uniforms, ships be-
ing built to take you across the ocean, doctors
and nurses waitin' around to fuss over you if
you get sick or hurt, and a whole raft of clerks
and so on writin' your name in big books and
keepin' track of all the little things you do.
Get that?"

Joe says he does.

**Then we'll consider this proposition of what
you're going to do to Crab Mitzler when you
meet him two week* from Saturday night," I
goes on. ''You've seen him in action. His
style is to duck his head and wade in—the old
rush met' 3d. He has a bad wallop, too. You
couldn't op more'n half a dozen of 'em with-
out goin' groggy. So what's the use! You're
goin' to start in by coverin' up tight and doin'
the one-step backward. Yes, with the crowd
howlin' at you to stand up and take your dose.
Three rounds of that you'll have to stand for,
maybe four; and then, wLen you hear him
breathin' hard and his swings begin to slow up,
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you're goin' to cut looso with them short jabs
to the ribs. Never mind that ugly mug of his.
Hammer away at his slats. And keep hammer-
ing until your rubber gives you the word to
watch for a jaw openin'. And when it comes,

ZlZTu '°;7^*^ everything you got behind it.
That '11 be all. One will do the trick. '

'

Course, it didn't work out just that way. It
seldom does. You can't take a man who's
dragged his heels all his life and teach him
footwork m a month. Early in the bout Joe
got m the way of a couple of Crab's stingers.And one or two more later on. By the end of
the third round he looked like an easy mark and
the Company A people were up on their hind
legs howlin' delighted.
But about the middle of the fourth, when

Crab got ambitious to finish his man quick nnd
was swingin' a bit wild, Joe began to find his
body punch. -Ugh!" remarks Crab, sort of
surprised The fifth was about an even break,
ihen m the sixth-well, right in the midst of
one of his whirlwind rushes. Crab met some-
thing solid and impetuous. He meditated on
his knees while the referee counted eight. Then
he wabb ed to his feet again-and met another
that sent him almost through the ropes. Ten
seconds more and it was all over. A Company's
near-cha^p was a has-been, and PrivT Joe
Jr'ants was being earned around triumphant by
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as many Company B men as could get under
him while Captain Martin hammered me on the
back enlhusiastic.

So I wasn't much astonished, next time Iwent out to camp, to find that Joe had beenmade a corporal and been assigned as assistant
boxin instructor to some of the new draftee
squads. What did surprise me was to see how
easy he handled 'em and how well he'd remem-
bered the things I'd told him.

' 'Good for you, Joe, " says I. - Comin ' on,am t you? I expect you'll be goin' out aftei^
tne division championship now "
Joe didn't think so. -I don't like to light somuch," says he.

*

"Savin' ^t up to feed the Heinies, eh?"
says I.

'

Joe nods and gives me the grin. But from
then on he's a different Joe. For one tl mg
every man in the Company was his friend andshowed It. That must have helped. He takes
It modest enough, but he begins carryin' hischm up. His back has straightened and stif-
fened VVhen you talked to him he met your

squads
""'^^ "^""'"^ ^'''''^ ""^^"^ "^'^^ ^'^

So it was natural when the Top Serjeant
overstayed his leave or something, that the onewho should get his place was Joe^' I happened
into camp the day he bloomed out in his new
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chevrons. And that was when he first sprung
this on mo about his mother.

' * She don 't know yet, '
' says he. * *I—I kinda

want her to see."

"Course you do," says I. "Why not have
her come out right away?"
"No, "o," puts in Joe hasty. "Not—not

now. The old lady she—she wouldn't b©
ready."

"Whaddyo mesn, ready?" says I.

It's the first time, too I'd ever seen Joe int
up any. But ho works up quite a neck color

while he's tryin' to explain, and when he's

through strugglin* with the language I'm just

as wise as when he started.

"Say it in Polish, Joe," says I, "then maybe
lean guess."

But Joe won't do that. Just then, though,
out from the Hostess House across the way
drifts Private Crab Mitzler escortiu' a big,

high-chested female who looks like she'd been
decorated for a grand review. She has on a
smashin' big hat with purple ostrich plumes
wavin' over it and, although it's a warm day,
she has a fur stole draped over her wide shoul-

ders. Also she's sportin' ear danglers and her
facial color scheme is some vivid. A regular
East Side get-up, suitable for Yom Kippur or
any other holiday. Joe takes her all in, up and
down.
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'•Must be Crab's oiJ lady," I suffffests
"Some dolled, eh?"

»«PSesi8.

Joe is still followin' her with his eyes set.
Finally he turns to me. *

'My old lady wouldu 't
-wouldn't bo like that," savs he
"No?" says I.

''No," says Joe, kind of smothering a sigh.
bhe~8he'd be wnrin' a shawl. No hat

understand; alway. u .hawl, red and green!And her old purple dress, just like at home."
Then I got the idea. 'Moe," says I, -you

don t mean you'd be ashamed to have your old
mothf" come out here?"
"Me?" says he. -No. What do I care? But

she-well, when she saw the other women, she'd
teel bad. She'd want to go back, right off "
"Oh, that's it, eh?" says I. "Think she'd^e as If she wasn't dressin' the part, eh?

Well, what's to be done?"
"I could send plenty of money/ says Joe,
but she wouldn't know how to fix up right.

Not her. She don't go out much. If somebody
could kinda show her how '

'

"Joe," I brpiks in, "I hope you ain't puttin'
anythmg like that up to me?"

!!T?"~^°^
couldn't do it?" he asks pleadin'

Ab-so-lutely not, " says I. " I 'm handy at a
lew thmgs, but when it comes to costumin' any-
body's mother for a visit to camp, I'll have to
pass. That's a female job. But see here j ain't
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1

I

you got any women relations, or any young lody

frionda you could call on I"

He thinks hard for a minute or so, and then

announces hesitatin': "There's Minna and
Kosa, my second cousins. But they—they're

too stuck-up and stylish. They work in a hig

store by Newark."
' • Then they 're elected, '

' says I. ' • They 'd be

the vfry ones. '

'

Joe seems to think they wouldn 't do it.
'

' You
leave it to me," says I. "I'll persuade *em."

I'd got kind of interested in the game by that

time. Besides, as Joe's regiment was due to

be shipped over within the next week or so, and
as this might be the only chance the old lady

would have of seeing him—maybe the last time

she ever would see him—I thought it was due
to both of 'em. So I spends most of an after

noon chasin' around on the Jersey side.

And Joe hadn't exaggerated any about his

second cousins. I located 'cm all right, one in

the suit department, the other at the bargain

waist counter. And for girls who'd landed at

Ellis Island rot more'n six years before they

sure had caught on. You know—zippy dressers

on and off and not bashful about chattin'

through the gum. They was some impressed,

though, to hear how Cousin Joe had got to be
a Non Com and boss of a lot of men.



SHORTY PICKS A COMER 15

•'Wouldn't that bump you, Minn!" savs
Rosu. "Joe a officer. Wisht we could see him
at it once."

"You can," says I, "if you'll take this $40
he's sent and outfit the old lady for the excur-
sion."

"Will we!" says Rosa. "That's one little
thing we will do, and do handsome. Trust us.
How about next Sunday?"

'

'
Fine ! '

' says I. " I '11 hunt her up and let her
know. '

'

At the laundry thoy was good enough to give
her five minutes off to talk to a stranger in tiie

front onice. A bont-shoulderod, weary-cycd
little old girl it is that comes out wipin' her
hands on her burlap apron. I don 't suppose she
w-

.} much over forty at that, but sht might have
been sixty from her looks. Years of field work,
and more years tondin' a steam mangle are
bound to tell. And she seemed rather dazed at
the prospect of visitin' the camp.
"Aye like to coom," says she, "but—but Aye

no tank Aye can."

"Sure you can," says I. "Minna and Rosa
are goin

' along. They '11 fix you up for it.
'

'

Oh! >> says she. "Well, maybe Ave coom.
Aye dunno, though. '

'

I didn't either. She's such a timid, pathetic,
little old party. Where the girls were going to
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begin on her, or how they would finish, was be-

yond me. It looked hopeless.

So when I 'phoned over Saturday forenoon
to ask Minna how they was progressin', I was
prepared to hear that the party had been called

off. But it hadn't.
*

' Sure thing ! '
' says Minna ,

*
'We '11 make the

9.15 ferry—Desbrosses."

Even then I had cold feet. It 's a flossy bunch
that streams into them camps of a Sunday, and
it would be too bad if Joe's mother should get

to sizin' 'em up and balk right at the gate.

Besides, I kind of wanted Joe to be able to show
her around the place, without havin' any of

them new rookies snickerin' at him.

That's why, when I runs across Pinckney—
who's about the swellest friend I've got—I had
this ner\y hunch about borrowin' his car. And
when I'd sketched out my scheme for loadin'

Mrs. Pantlinski into his limousine, where she

could peek through the curtains if she was too

panicky to climb out, he falls for it like the true
sport he is.

*'My only regret. Shorty," says he, "is that

I have but one enclosed car to lend to my
country. '

'

Course, this means I've got to go along with
the chauffeur, so's to pick up the right trio at

the ferry. But what's a Sunday forenoon now
and then? I was down there with the old-rose-
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lined bus at 9 a.m., and when the crowds begun
pounn

'
off I had my neck stretched and my eves

open. "^

I was some disgruntled, too, when I got my
first glimpse of the girls, for there's three ofem I figured that when the old lady had
backed out they had just rung in a friend and
come right along. I wasn't goin' to hail 'em at
all, but they spots me before I could duck and
booms right over.

^

''Well, of all the swell-elegance!" says Rosa.
bay, Mister, you're a reg'lar feller, ain't you?

iJo w^e go in the rollin' boudoir?"
''Where's the old lady?" I demands.
Did you hear that, Minn?" says Rosa,

snickerin'. '

"That's handin' us sumpin', I guess," saysMmna. -Have another look. Professor. The
one m the middle."
Then it's me with my mouth open and my

eyes poppin', for the middle party-the one in
the nifty blue lid with the veil to match, with
her hair fluffed out and twisted into pats over
her ears-is Mrs. Pantlinski. I gasps and con-
tinues to stare at her up and down, from the
18-button white kid boots to the powdered nose
and the little dabs of color worked in artistic
just under the cheek bones.
"Will she pass. Mister?" asks Rosa.
Passl It

says I. ''Why she'll have 'em
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goggle-eyed out there. What gets me is how
you could do it all on $40."

"Less'n four," says Minna. "What have we
got extra wardrobes for, anyhow? But it's
lucky she was about our size."

^

Then I turns curious to see how the old girl
IS takin' it, bein' flossed up like a Canal Street
chicken. But say, she's wearin' a pleased,
simple look, and there's dmost a sparkle in her
tired eyes.

''Don't the- ^x me up grand to see Joe?" she
asks. *'Aye- ^ye never been fixed up this way
before, but-but it's kinda nice. Aye hope Joe
likes me this way.

"

I hoped he would. I wasn't a bit sure, though.
All the way out to camp I'd keep lookin' at her
and wonderin'. Course, when you got right
close you could see the wrinkles at the eye
corners, and the yellowish lined cheeks under
the drug-store complexion. But a little dis-
tance off, blamed if the effect wasn't stunnin'
fehe must have been quite a good-looker when
she was young, and them snappy clothes had
brought most of it back. But wouldn't Joe be
too .larred for words ?

He was. All xie can do for the first few min-
ntes IS stand and gawp at her. Then gradually
a smile lights up his dull-lookin' face-a happy,
satisfied, proud smile, that lasts all the rest of
tne time we saw him.
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''You—you look fine, Ma," says he
"You look awful nice, too, Joe,- say. she_. W fi„«e. ,en.,e over ^/sleev^e

And for two hours, until Mrs. Pantlinski says
she can't take another step in them high-heeled
boots, Joe tows her around through the bar-racks and grounds, introducing her to every-body he can find who'll stop long enough, fr^the Captam to the stew cook. And wl en h"finally helps her into the limousine, after a last

her whirled away, his hat off respectful, and ab;g drop of brine tricklin' down either side of

suZvfleT::,at'fi;;"^^""^^ ^'"-' "^^

aomeTitl'l/'^'"^''^'''"^'"*"'-'^*--
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SPEED WOKK FOE PIPKIN

There was Pinckney and me and Mortimer
Judders. Course, there was a hundred or two
others on Voard the Southland Limited, not
countm' tne train crew and the minstrel ag-
gregation in charge of the diner. But, bein'
shut off the way we were, we didn't see much
of the rest of the passengers. Oh, my, no!
Judders couldn't have stood it to be mixed in
promiscuous. So all we had was the drawin'-
room and an adjoinin' compartment, which
makes a real cute little two-room flat on wheels

I don't mean we had a wheel-chair patient on
our hands. No; Judders was just dead from
the chm up. You know-one of the sleep-
walkers. First few times I saw Judders, I
thought he'd been doped. Maybe I've stated it
a bit strong, but Judders wasn't what you'd call
a real active member. Seemed like he was
muscle-bound in the brain and was sufferin'
from ossification of the temperament A' d I
never got over bein' surprised when he said
anything on his own hook, -r now and then

so
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revealed that he did have certain likes and dis-
likes.

Along in the late thirties, Judders was, and
an o d bachelor-of course. You couldn't imag-
ine him ever havin' pep enough to try to get
married, and I expect he never had. Whether
or not he'd inherited this expensive system of
livin along with his preferred stocks and six
per cent bonds, I never found out. But he had

T J^ ' ^^^
'

^^'t^i"^ impulsive or offhand about
Judders' program of life. Near as I could
figure, he'd been followin' the same routine,

Ms^Ue ^'^' '"* ''""'^ ^' '^ "^""^ ^°*^

No that's wrong. I did hear Pinckney men-
tion how he changed his rooms at the club once
and one season he went to Bermuda instead of
Piney Springs, Georgia. Outside of that,
though, he'd stuck to schedule-startin' South
right after the first two weeks of grand opera,comm up in April, goin' to Tuxedo June 15

Labor D^'
^^'^ ^* ^^' ''^''^ ^^' Saturday afte^

Not such a poor order of events, I'll admit.
Strikes me I could follow that and have more
or less fun. But it does seem wasted on
Judders. I should have said he'd been just as
contented, providin' he'd started that way ifhe d been planted in dry sand about up to his
neck, same as they keep some kinds of vege-
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tables. Just as useful to society that way, too.
You might think it odd of Pinckney, trailin'

around such a non-conductor, bein' about as
much of a live wire himself as you'd find in a
week's hunt. But that's Pinckney—always
showm' up with some queer gink or other, and
lettm' on how there's a lot more in 'era than
anyone suspects.

"Huh!" says I, after he's sprung Mortimer
on me for the first time. ''Is he all bone above
the eyes, or what?"

*' Nothing of the kind. Shorty, I assure vou,"
says Pinckney. "My friend Judders has a
mental equipment rather over than under the
average."

"Eidos it well, "says I.

"Besides," goes on Pinckney, -he has an
amazmgly even disposition, as well as manv ex-
cellent traits of character which I am discover-
ing from time to time."

"You're some grand little explorer, Pinck-
ney," says I. -It's a pity there ain't more
poles to be located."

^^
*'Ah!" says he, lightin' another cigarette.

"What is the finding of a certain point of lati-
tude compared to the most trivial excursion into
that vast uncharted mystery, the mind of man?"

"Eh?"saysl, ga\vpin'.

^

"My latest theory about Judders," says he
IS that he lacks merely the subconscious'
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initiative. It is there, of course, but dormant."
**Meanin'," says I, makin' a wild stab, "tha*

he needs a jolt somewhere to make him come out
of the spell?"

"Quite so," says Pinckney. ''And I have an
Idea, Shorty, that between us we can supply
the necessary psychic urge."
"Ah, come !

" says I. "Layoff ringin ' me in.
1 m dizzy now. '

'

But a day or so later Pinckney tows him in
again. His new hunch is that wh ^ Judders
needs most is some of my physical culture work—a half-hour boxin' lesson every day.
"After all," says Pinckney, -it may be an

indolent liver.

"

"Sometimes it is," says I.

As a matter of fact,* Mortimer does look a
little yellow. But say, you might as well try
teachin' a guinea-pig to play Kelley pool. Mor-
timer's notion of boxin' is to hold the gloves out
rigid, like he was offerin' 'em for sale, and gaze
at me amiable. No good rappin' him on the
beak, or steamin' one in on his ribs. He just
acts surprised and puzzled. The wand drill and
medicine-ball stunts was more in his line He
got quite interested in that work, 'specially
when I made kind of a game of it. Did him
good, too, so far as his general health went.
But when It came to developin' what Pinckney
calls the psychic urge, there's nothin' doin'
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"It's higher up

I. "Where he's

ears. >>

than the

torpid IS

liver," says

between the

Then it came time for Judders to go South,
as per schedule, and he staggers both of us by
proposin' that I go along and relieve the
monotony of the trip by givin' him his usual
exercises.

^*
* Where ? '

' says I. "On the Pullman roof ? '

'

"Couldn't we manage something of the sort
in a drawing-room?" he asks. And when he
suggests that he'll pay fifty a day and expenses,
I figures I can't afford to stay at home.
"By Jove !" says Pinckney. ''If you two are

going to do traveling gymnasium work all the
way to Georgia, hanged if I don't trot along,
too. It ought to be worth watching."

So that's how we come to be sportin' around
in all this transportation space. And by open-
in' up the two compartments we did have quite
a lot of room to step around in. Anyway, I
managed to give Mortimer enough exercise the
first afternoon out so he got in a good night's
sleep.

It was about nine o'clock next mornin', and
we was just finishin' breakfast in the dinin'^car,
when we notices that the train is makin' a
longer stop than the usual water-tank halt. The
word is passed around that an air-couplin' had
gone bad and the brakes on the rear sleeper
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had been set. A lot of passengers was pilin'
off, so we follows.

And you know how good it seems to get out
of them stuffy cars, where they use the same air
from November to June, and pump in a fresh
supply that ain't loaded with dust and cinders
Besides, we'd left half a foot of slush on Broad-
way, with more snow bein' added, while down
here the warm sun was dryin' up a light frost
and the grass alongside the tracks was still
green Over in a field to the right some darkies
was dom' a little late cotton-pickin'. On the
other side is what passes for a to^vn, I suppose.
Ihere s a wooden station that might have been
painted once, a general store with a couple of
mule teams hitched in front, maybe a
dozen frame houses, and a two-storied shack
that somebody's had the nerve to call a
notel.

''Cunnin' little metropolis, ain't it?" says I.
Wonder what they call it?"
/'This " says Pinckney, -is the fair village of

Pipkin, South Carolina."

;*Pipkin,eh?"saysI. -Looks it. I hope we
ain t tied up here for any length of time."

^

That remark seems to stir something in Mor-
amer's mind. He glances around disappro.dn'
on Pipkin m general, and then taps Pinckney on
the arm. ^

*'I say," says be, -what if one did have to

I
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stay in such a place for—well, for a week
or so ?

"

"But why not?" demands Pinckney.
"Don't!" ' rotests Mortimer. "That's too

absurd."

If he'd known Pinckney as well as I do, he
wouldn't have put it just that way. I could tell

he'd made a mistake the minute I saw that
flicker in Pinckney 's black ey(>s.

"My dear Mortimer," says Pinckney, "to be
absurd now and tlien is the hi.di privilege of
man alone. Also, it is that which adds the fine

savor to existence. Now, neither of us has the
vaguest idea as to what living in Pipkin is like.

Here is our opportunity to find out. Let 's.
'

'

"Oh, I say!" gasps Mortimer.
"Your own suggestion," comes k.ck Pinck-

ney. "An inspired impulse! Who knows?
And we've just time to do it. Here, porter!
Get those ^^ags of ours oflf right away."
"But—but, Pinckney!" wails Mortimer, that

long, vacant face of his suddenly registerin'
seven kinds of agitated emotion.

"Quit your kiddin'," I puts in.

No use. Pinckney is shovin' a fiver at Eastus
and urgin' him to get a jump on. When I sees
that he meant it I takes a hand at helpin',
gatherin' up stray articles that w^e'd left layin'
around. Meantime the train crew has mended
the air-pipes, there comes a warnin' whistle
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from the engine, and as I dashes out on myHccond trip the last of the passengers waschmbm' aboard. So I drapes'an ovfrcoat'n
Judders' right arm, jams his shavin' kit and acoup e of collars into his hands, and b Ian oshis derby on t p of his travelin' cap. AThesees ho train movin' off without him, ho lets

noia hmi from runnin' after it.

;;But l-I Simply can't stay here," he moans.
ilo^v do you know until you've tried?" says

Tbotrdo.::^^'^^^^^^
'- ^--^-'y ^^-^^^ - -

"But this-this is awful," insists Judders.
Mortmier," says Pinckney, backin' him

against a heap of kit-bags and suitcases and

pomt of view. \ ou seem to think life is a fi\ed
cut-and-dned affair-a tread-mill. Well itisn t. It IS a glorious, splendid adventure "
Mortimer tried to crash in with some gulpyremark, about not carin' for adventure butPinckney cuts him off:

'

happiness that you should go, at this exact dateevery year, to that inexpressibly dull pfneySprings of yours. I know perfectlv well wh!fyou do there, for I've watche'd you it Evettorenoon vou play a wretched game of golf wi?^some otner duffer, and for the rest of^^e day

fiHft
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you sit around trying to convince yoursolf that

you're not horribly bored. While here—here

you have before you P' »hin—fresh, untried, un-

exploited; new surroundings; a new manner of

life; perhaps the most entertaining of episodes

awaiting. Then ho for Pipkin !"

Course, it's a nutty line of talk, but with

Mortimer's face to atch I couldn't help en-

joyin' it. If he'il been dropped on a desert

island he couldn't have looked more dazed or

desperate. He just sits there on the baggage,

clutchin' his razor-strop and shavin' brush,

starin' down the track after the disappearin'

train.
'

' Don't .iiiite seem to get tb it adventure stuff,

does he?" says I. "Acts more like he thuught

life was a term in jail."

"Oh, give him time," says Pinckney. "Now
suppose we see about accommodations."

That didn't take long. The landlord of the

Pipkin House was snoozin' in a porch chair not

two hundred feet away. He wasn't keen at

first about bein' roused up, but Pinckney finally

got him to show us what he had in the way of

rooms. Anyway, he called 'em rooms. They
looked more like box-stalls to me. I expect a

finicky mule-buyer or a real particular fertilizer

agent would have put up a holler over *em ; but

Pinckney only give me the grin and says how
we'll take 5, 7 and 9.
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"Of course," he adds, -you will have them
thoroughly cleaned and aired. I would sujr-
gest fresh sheets, too; nnd I am sure you canhnd some water pitchers that are not cracked "

Lxcuso me, Mister," says the landlord, "butwhat you-all think yer gittin' for a dollar'n a

r..rAV^'"l
^*'"'' *'""^'" ^«ys Pinckney.

pokm' Inm playful in the ribs. "We are paying
three dollars a day cach-perhaps four. Itdepends upon how good a dinner you can getfor us. I am leaving that entirely to you. Butplease try to make it worth four."
''Ah suttinly will, suh," says the landlord.
When he gives his whole attention to it he's"ome jolher Pinckney. And slippin' a five or a

IZZ'f M ^^""'. '^"°^ ''''^ ^"^ J««'» he surely

PiDkfn TT "^'-.^r'-
^^^^^" ^' «t^"^k thePipkm House it hardly looked like a goin'

concern. Half an hour later it was fairly hum-mm With busy hands. Two darkies were

brnMh'e 1 ^'"/"^^
n"''

^"^^^^^^ -- --"
frLf ' ^^°''' ^^h'"« ^^«« «h«kin' rugsfrom the upper windows, and out back we couldhear some women-folks directiu' a chicken
ciia

^ 3y the squawks I could make a ffood

Honest, when we come to lift Mortimer off thebaggage and lead him "r, fi,.-. ^-^_ ,
" ^"^

niii^f o\. A X ; , .
"^ -sere was nardiy anyquiet spot to put hmi. So we started out on a

i

!
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i
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u

sandy road that wanders off into the to^l :«3Lg~

leaf pines and walked him about four mi es.

And you know it ain't half so bad as 1 jjoks

from the car windows, this South Carolina sec-

tion of the map. 'Specially on such a mellow

January day as this. For one thing, you get

reg'lar breathin' air—clean and piny smellin'

and full of pep. Then, there's so many things

to see—little coffee-colored brooks meanderin'

across the road, quail wliirrin' up from tiie

bushes and white woolly clouds floatin' lazy m
the blue sky.

In the clearin's we came across little groups

of darky cabins with mud-chinked walls and

mud chimneys and groups of pickaninnies play-

in' around. At one place Pinckney bought a

live turkey and sent it back to the hotel. At
another he bargained for a roastin' pig, to be

delivered next day. Even Mortimer almost

smiled as he stood watchin' the antics of them
little razor-backs.

* *How odd ! '

' says he. *

' Do you know, I never

knew before that pigs—er—came in such small

sizes>."

"They don't on Fifth Avenue," says I.

"How's your dinner appetite about now?"
"Really," says he, "I am getting quite

hungry. '

'

He was more than that before we landed back

at the hotel, and he had begun askin' Pinckney
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if
J^e

could manage to get a decent meal at such
' 'One never knows, '

' says Piucknev - T?nf

X^:?,^^^
this sort of thin^g all the'mo^re infer!

I'll confess the dinin'-room didn't look promIS n -a dingy table-cloth, tliick crockery and a'

T^iQf^c, 1 T
^^t such trifles as nickpd

Thankee, sub, " says the landlor,! • ./
one around lieah allows th ' ml

"""5'"

when she spreads herself
"""'"^ '^ ^"""^ «»''

•;isa."htai::h:trd,"^.:^:^rhe
pnne,pa, bjecs of interest in ^-our to^r''^

:*^5oriSstw:ri^^^^^^^^

.^;;Good!'.saysPinckney. "We will inspect

';0h, I sayl" protests Judders.



f 32 SHORTY McCABE GET* THE HAIL

more have I. Then here is our opportunity."

So off we tramps again until we gets to this

huddle of tumble-dowTi sheds surroundin' a

smea' > hole in a clay bank. I must say, it ain't

much of a sight ; but Pinckney pretends to get

real thrilled over it.

"Just think!" says he. "Here is an im-

portant industrial process of which we are ut-

terly ignorant. If we could only find this ]Mr.

Grimes, now Ah, I wonder if this can be

the man!"
It could and Vv^as. He's a picturesque old

patriarch with a full set of long-staple whiskers

and jutty eyebrows. He's sittin' on a stump
watchin' three slow movin' darkies who are

shovelin' red clay into wheelbarrows and
trundlin' 'em up out of the pit '- string of

rotten planks. He admits thai name is

Grimes and that he owns the outfit. Also, bein'

urged by Pinckney, he sketches out how the clay

is handled, from the time it's dug out until it

leaves the firin' kilns for the stackin' sheds.

"And then," says Pinckney, "the bricks are

ready to be shipped off and made into homes
and factories and garden walls. How inter-

esting!"

* * Mebby, '

' says Mr. Grimes. * * But fer a man
who 's tryin ' to pile up enough to carry him back

to Schenectady, York State, it's a mighty poor

business proposition."
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"But, my dear sir," says Pincknov, '^vhy
leave such a charmingly named town for a city
with so unlovely a name as that?"
"Names don't count much with me " savs

Grimes. - Besides, my old friend, Jeb Snyder,
lives in Schenectady; and now that my daugh-
ter's married and moved off, and the old
woman's gone-well, I kinder got a hankerin'
to see Jeb onct more. Don't look like I'd fetch
it, though."

^

"Then I am to understand," says Pineknev,
that you find the brick business unprofitable?"
"Make enough to keep alive, that's about

all, ' says Grimes, tampin' down his old pipe.
"Wisht I could sell out, that's what I wish."
"Ah!" says Pinckney, his eyes sparklin'.
You would sell? And at what figure?"
"Why," says Grimes, -if I could git fifteen

hundred cash I-I'd But say, stranger,
you don t happen to know anybody that'd want
to buy, do ye?"
"Yes," says Pinckney prompt. ''This

gentleman here, Mr. Mortimer Judders, would
be delighted to purchase your brickyard."
"Wha—what's that?" gasps Mortimer.
"See how enthusiastic he is?" says Pinckney

rudgm' Grimes. -I suppose it has been one of
his secret ambitions for years, and now tliat the
happy chance has brought the thing actually
withm his reach '

'

^" »
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"Please, Pinekney!" breaks in Judders.

"Really, you know, I don't wish to own a

brickyard."

"Yesterday, Mortimer, I might have believed

you, '
' says Pinekney. '

' But you 've given your-

self away. Who was it suggested stopping off

at Pipkin? You, Mortimer. No use denying it.

And I presume you thought we would not notice

how eager you were to get out here. But we

did, didn't we, Shorty? Well, there is nothing

unmanly about such a desire, nor any good

reason why it should not be gratified. Perhaps

you have a special, heaven-sent gift for brick-

making. Who knows? Thus far it has been

latent, lying hidden in the bud. But now—well,

all that Is necessary for you to enter on your

chosen career is the mere writing of a check.

Professor McCabe, let Mr. Judders take your

fountain-pen."

"But, Pinekney, I—I " begins Mortimer.

Whatever he meant to say, he couldn't get it

out. I don't know if you'd call it mesmerism,

or what. Maybe it was just that it's so seldom

he has a new proposition batted up to him sud-

den that he's simply stunned. And then, he'd

oeen so used to followin' Pinekney 's lead that

I expect he didn't know how to duck. Anyway,

he acts like he was in a trance. And the next

thing I know, he's taken the pen and is writin'
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wliat Pinckney tells him. As for Grimes, he's
almost as much staggered as Judders

.i,'T^''!;t'
'^^'' Pinckney, handin' over the

cheek. -Now make out a bill of sale, Mr(xnmes and to-morrow the deed for the landc.n be transferred. Congratulations, Mortimerlou are now a captain of industry "
T don't know what move Pinckney looked forfrom Judders. Ten to one, all he saw was achance to put over something ioolish on him,

12 r ''f^ ""^ '"'^^' ^^^ Mortimer would
take It. \\ ell, for a wliile there you 'd think he 'd
been^ gassed in the trenches. Honest! Wedidn t get a word out of him for more'n two
hours. And then, as we're sittin' around a pine-
knot are in the hotel office, waitin' for supper
he murmurs once or t^dce, sort of to himself:

'

^
^

Bricks
!
Making bricks in a brickyard ! '

'

Quite so," says Pinckney. -Beautiful
thought, isn't it?"

'*I-I don't know," says Judders, starin' at
the fire.

He turned into the feathers earlv that night
before nine o'clock, leavin' Pinckney and me
gassin' with the landlord and old man Grimes.
Mortimer must have been up an hour or more
when we can., down in the mornin', for he'd
finished breakfast and was waitin' for us in the
dmm'-room.

H
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**Do you know," says he, "I've been thinking

a lot ?ibout this brickmakinf? business."

' Naturally, Mortimer," says Pincknoy.

"Being in it, you're bound to."

"I don't see," goes on Judders, "why it

shouldn't be made to pay."

"Eh!" says Pinckney, gazin' across the table

at him.

"I happen to know a chap," says Mortimer,

"who gets quite a large income from brickyard

interests—up the Hudson somewhere. Man-

ages the business himself, I believe. Harkley is

the name—Joe Harkley."

"Oh, yes," says Pinckney. "I've met him

at the club, haven't I!"

Mortimer don't seem to hear the question,

but rambles along.

"Now, it occurs to me," says he, "that Mr.

Grimes may not be using the best methods.

Those darkies with wheelbarrows—such a slow

way. There ought to be I say, Pinckney,

if I could get Harkley to lend me a few men

—

a foreman and some brickmakers who know

their job thoroughly—and with some up-to-date

machinery, I—I believe I could make a go

of it!"

It's Pinckney who's gaspin' now.

"By George!" says he. "Yoj—you really

mean to try it ? You are going to stay—^here ? '

'

"Of course," apologizes Mortimer, "I am no
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business man. I have never done anything of
the sort. But, as you mentioned yesterday, this
may be precisely the one thing I can do. It-
it would be rather interesting to try, wouldn't
it? And, while this hotel is somewhat crude, I
think I could fix up some decent quarters here.
I might buy a half interest, you know, put in a
few baths, enlarge some of the rooms, set up a
small electric light plant for the town, get the
railroad to run a spur track out to the brick-
yard, and "

"Stop!" says Pinckney, holdin' up both
hands. "Are you joking, Mortimer?"

Judders givcc him an injured look.

"Certainly not," says he, gettin' up and
startin'for the door.

"But—but where are you going?" asks
Pinckney.

"To telegraph Harkley," says he.

"Fa.:cy !" gasps Pinckney, as the door slams.
"Mortimer!"
"Listens like you'd started something for

Pipkin, don't it?" says I.

And he sure had. We stayed on long enough
to see the first gang arrive, a superintendent
with half a dozen men, who reports that two car-
loads of machinery was followin'. Also we saw
the carpenters start work on Mortimer's three-
room suite, and looked over his plans for the
new power house.

a
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When we left, lie was pacin' up and down tho

hotel office, di tatin' letters to a steno^'rapher,
while outside were two county commissionors,
some railroad men, an automobile agent, and
four contractors, all waitin' to see him. And we
had to dodge painters, paper-hangers, and
steam-fitters as we struggled through the front
door.

"Think of it!" says Pinckney. ''Mortimer!
I would hardly recognize him as the same
person."

**He ain't," says I. "And if that psychic
urge stuff holds out for six months you won't
know Pipkin, either. '

'

I
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No, I wouIdL't have thought it of a Kinney
Anyhow, not of this particular breed. For our
Kinneys out here in Kockhurst-on-the-Souid-
well, they're the kind we don't admit havin' in
our midst unless we have i,-. They're on the tax
books, I suppose, and the men have their names
on he votin' lists. But outside of that they
don't count for much.

^
As I've often told Sadie when she was dis-

ributin chanty funds or makin' up Christmas
baskets :;'Don't go wastin' money o'r sympatl"
on the Kmneys. You'll get no thanks from 'em
It you do

;
besides, they don't deserve it. Take

It trom me, they're poor trash."
"But Shorty," she'd come back, -that's justwhy I want to do something for them "
So off she would go, with a bundle of little

Sully s outgrown things for the kids, along withcandy and toys, and maybe a boiled ham or aroast turkey, to be gawped .t silent by the
youngsters and received haughty by the Kinneywomen. "^

They live just north of the Point, where the
89
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salt marshes make in along the creek. Two
little half-acre knolls heave up out of the marsh
there, one on either side of the creek, and on
each knoll is a Kinney shack. Scott Kinney
lives in one, Bruce Kinney in the other. I expect
the original Kinney scjuatted there years ago,
but I understand he got some sort of title. Any-
way, nobody evei' disturbed him. He built the
first shack on the .south side of the creek. Later
on a brother of his drifted down from Con-
necticut and built on the other side. They fished
and clammed and caught eels and raised chil-

dren and drank booze out of a ju;;. You know
the kin-^.

Also they started the Kinney feud. I don't
know as anybody can say now what it was all

about in the beginning. Probably nothing
niuch. And it wa -'* one of the picturesque
kind you read about wnere they shoot and carve
each other up reckless. The original Kinneys
took it out, so old settlers tell mo, in cultin' each
other's nets, settin' the other one's boat adrift,
or smashin' his eel pots. Except once in a while
•when they met in town on election days or the
Fourth, well primed with bad whiskey, they'd
maul each other in some bar-room and get sent
to the cooler for it. Oh, nice citizens, the
Kinneys

!

But by the time we moved out here to enjoy
the simple country life and be surrounded by a
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lot of near-pluto neighbors the older Kinneys
had passed on, and the shacks on the marsh were
occupied by this pair. Seems all the youngsters
of one fam'ly had left, or died or gone to jail.

Anyway, Bruce and Scott are brothers.
For a while, too, I hear they promised to turn

out fairly decent. They fished regular, started
a little market that they ran on shares, and
owned a motor boat together. Even after Bruce
married this husky country girl from some farm
up back of Portchoster the partnership was kept
up. It vv^as after Scott brought home a blushin'
bride that the families begun to disagree violent
and frequent.

There was nothing country about Mrs. Scott
Kinney, ""'lo'd been born and brought up on
Third Avenne and it was only because she hap-
pened to spend a summer as second girl at one
of the big houses down on the Point tliat she met
Scott. Her idea of life was to prop her elbows
on a pillow and lean out of a window t watch
people go by ; or to spend her Sunday ofif taking
in a chowder party trip up the Hudson. So she
must have found it sort of monotonous livin' in
a two-room shack on the north side of Rock-
hurst creek, where nothing went by but the tide.

And I expect her and Mrs. Bruce Kinney, who
seemed contented to go on gettin' fatter and
redder faced and raisin' more tow-hcadcd
youngsters—well, no wonder they didn't hit it

off.

m
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Anyway, the Kinney feud was revived. I

don't know how long it had been goin' on when
I first heard of i*. Bruce Kinney had been sup-

ply in' us with clams and the last two lots he'd

left at tJje kitchen door without collt'Ctin' for.

So when I runs across Scott sh)uchin' along the

Shore Road I holds liim up.

"Here," says I, countin' out the change,

"hand this to that br(»ther of yours, will you?"
Scott scowls at me and shakes his head.

"Why not?" 1 demands.

"I don't have no truck with him," growls

Scott.

"You mean you don't even si)eak to him?"
says I.

"We ain't passed a word for years," says

Scott.

"Well," says I, "I don't know as I blame
either of you."

1 meant it all, too. For of all the cheap,

grouchy, hang-dog lookin' specimens, the Kin-

ney brothers are about as bad as they run.

Scott is the tall, lanky one with the ragged,

sandy lip whisker and the scar over liis left eye.

Bruce is stockier built but his arms are just as

long. His face is wider and don'l look quite so

villainous, but he ain't a party a timid person

would like to meet at night on a back road.

Also Bruce has a game knee and walks with a

sort of hitch and shuffle.
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Not tljnt either one of Vm was ever guiltv of
a hold-up or anytliin^ir like that. Thov wouldn't
have th^ sand. No, Hioy'rc j„st shiftle.s, low-
down. «:ood-for-nothings, too lazv to do much
real work hut just onery enoui^li to accumulate
all the mean little hahit. then" are in circulation

First and last I tried out the Kinney brothersm a good many ways, mostly on Sadie's ac-
count. At different times I've had 'em around
the plate, got 'em jobs in town. I even had
Ncott cleaned uj) once and dressed him in white
ducks to act as float man at the Yacht Club
But neither of 'om ever lasted out a whole week
without queerin- himself. Thev'd either get to
soldierin' or turn sulky and impudent, or show
up so fuddled in the head that thev had to be
fired.

And meanwhile they lived, just across the
muddy httle creek from one another, with their
families, never swappin' a word or a look. If
there 'd been anybody else they could have
chummed with it wouldn't have seemed quite so
absurd. But there wasn't. And dav after day
Bruce's troop of tow heads would straggle off
to school, with Scott's two youngsters taggin' a
hundred yards behind. That is until the two
bigger boys-Buck and Tubbv—grew up enough
to loaf around the village or go fishin' with their
dads.

Day after day, too, the Kinney women would

;l
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work around their cluttered door yards, hangin'
out the wash or choppin' firewood, witliout so

much as a nod to each other. In the front of

each shack was a single dirty window that

seemed to glare across at the other hostile.

Yet the Kinneys seemed bound to do things

just alike. If Scott got tanked up of a Satur-

day night and had words with his wife, so did

Bruce. When Bruce painted his power dory a
sickly green with a red stripe around the gunnel,

Scott got hold of the same kind of paint and
daubed his old boat up similar.

Their duck enterprise was what got me,
though. One spring Scott found someone in the

village with a flock of these Muscovy ducks, the

kind with a red bunch on their bills, and bought
a pair. He hadn't had 'em more'n a week be-

fore Bruce Kinney went scoutin' around and
came home with a pair, too. For a while each

brother kept his ducks penned up separate, but

they didn't do well, so they had to let 'em out

and something happened to one of Scott's pair.

Then of course the single duck joined the other

two and went swimmin' around with 'em as

friendly as you please. Worse than that, even

went to layin' eggs in Bruce 's pen. That got

Scott real wrathy.. He 'd stand on his side of the

creek and cuss out that singleton duck of his

real fervent. But the ducks, not havin' the finer

human instincts, didn't recognize the feud at all.
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'•Dod gast ye!" says Scott, "rn learn ye to

Sadie got the details of that affair a couple ofweeks later, when she was down tliere inquirin'
after the youngest of Bruce Kinney's broodhtle Beryl Blanche, who'd been missing ™^'
the flock for a weelc or so. She wouldn't ha™kuo,™ about Beryl Blanche then if she had"thappened to have held up Tubby Kinney thedest of Bruce's boys, who'd come home agal^after having been off for a spell working on a

youth. Tubby, just about as industrious andenterpnsin' as you'd expect.
"Oh I guess the folks are all right," he tells

down?-?! '" "' ""'*• ^'^ ^""^"^ Sodie sentdown said It was some serious stomach trouble

wt S' uk'^'
'° P"" ^^'^'''' "«ybe too muchboded cabbage, and he didn't expect her to pullthrough. She didn't, either. But whertheh tie funeral procession of two village hackswith the httle casket in one, wound ac oss themarshes and up towards the village cemetervnone of the Scott Kinneys was in evUn^. ''

Sart,V "*t°*
^°" ''*'" *^''"«'"' Shorty," saysSadie, "that some of them would have comeover, at a tune like thatt"
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**I might," says I, "if I hadn't known Scott

Kinney so well."

I think that was the fall before we got into the

big war. Anyway I remember, along about

then, of comin' up through town one Saturday
night and hearin' someone holdin' forth loud

and rabid about the Lusitania business and
what we ought to do to the Huns. It's Scott

Kinney. He was for wadin' right in then and
there and moppin' up the whole German race

some mornin' before breakfast.

"Jest gimme 'bout ten rigiments of good
fightin' Americans," says Scott, "an' I'll guar-

antee to go over thar and bring back the old

Kaiser and the Crown Prince with their ears

sewed together, I'd end their baby murderin',

dam quick."

But somehow nobody offered to put Scott in

command of the army and I expect he slept off

most of his patriotism by noon next day. I

noticed, too, that when the call come for volun-

teers, and so many of our young college hicks

left for Plattsburg, or joined up with the

marines, or the artillery, or got into the flying

corps, that the two Kinney boys was still

hangin' around home. Buck Kinney had devel-

oped into a pool shark, I heard ; could take on

most any cue artist in town and spot him five

balls. Then came the first draft, and a couple
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fo/mfaulr^ ^'"'^'"'' ' ^^' Scott waitin-lor me at the gate one mornin'
"Do you suppose they'll git'BuckJ" says he

"HeV„T;e:i?[e;^ ^--^•"''" -- ^

''But I thought you was the one that wanted

-and there's plenty of other's th'lt wfl""'

J'^y T' ^- "^""'•e ™"in' other peooleshould sead their boys, but you want to kTenyours safe at home, eh!"
'^

'His maw's takiu' on terrible," says Scott

f"^Sl."""^" '""y''^ yo" eou'd gU him a

be t::i^''
-^"* ^°' ^'"* ^«''^' - ^"-onZ't

"Nothing doing, Scott," sayn I "Vi^.t
place, he couldn't hold down a ob a week tWeand you know it. Besides, the be tTh1 tlat'could happen to a young husk like Buck loufibe to be taken into the army.

"

"His maw don't want him to go into th™
git Shot to pieces right off."

"Oh, maybe he wouldn't," says I. "Any-

m

m
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48 SHORTY McCABE GETS THE HAIL

how, he's got a right to take his chances with

the others."

That don't end it, though. Next evenin' just

hefore dinner up comes Mrs. Scott Kinney her-

self for an interview with Sadie. She's a tall,

rangy female, Mrs. Scott, and what you might
call a sloppy dresser, even for the marshes.

Mostly her costume consists of a blue polka dot

dress that's turned purple in spots, and on her

greasy black hair is a battered old lid with some
straggly feathers trailin' limp over one ear.

It's the first time, too, that I ever knew of her

leavin' the shack. Too proud I expect. But
this seems to be a special occasion.

She starts in quiet enough, beggin' Sadie to

do something to keep her boy out of the draft,

but it ain't long before she's cuttin' loose with

the sob stuff, clawin' Sadie about the knees and
otherwise registerin' deep emotion in reg'lar

Third Avenue style. Course it's kind of embar-

rassin' for both of us, for Sadie feels a good
deal as I do about that sort of thing. She tries

to soothe her down by tellin' her that maybe
Buck's number won't be drawn, and that if it is

there's a chance he'll have flat feet or some-

thing to keep him out.

"Besides," Sadie goes on, **your son will not

be the only one. Think of the thousands and
thousands of others who must go, boys whose

mothers think quite as much of them as you do

r> "--r;:
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of yours. Y„„ brother-in-law's boy may have

_'Ihope t' Gawd he does," sniffles Mrs Scott

semshness of a crude, selfish woman came to

:fTeLt:^hr.rbS^::/--
d^:thatsrz^-;-'^p--t

im. ; -t , "^ ''^«° *»» m«<:t of that bomb-proof job huntin' goin' on about then andThe

marched off m a squad with a yellow ticket tied

I don't know whether the Bruce Kinneys feltas bad over it or not. They didn't doanytakm on to us, anyway. But when I luggeddown the two parcels that Sadie had madfupfor the boys I found fat Mrs. Bruce Kinneyslumped with her head between her beefv a™s

a^irhtdto^';.'''^'^^^'"^''""^-'^-*''-"
"You wouldn't think somehow," I remarks

irke'ttt-''^'^^
''''^' ^^'^ '' - ^-^"^«

"I'm afraid it's something all mothers share

tf^
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>>in common," says Sadie, "only some of us

manage to hide it better than others."

Later on Sadie sent down a couple of service

flags and from the top of each little shack they
floated, just as brave and snappy as them from
the big houses along the Post Road. It was
mighty interestin', too, to see the change a few
weeks in camp could make in Buck Kinney.
Why, when he come back on his first leave and
I saw this straight-backed, square-shouldered
young soldier swellin' around town I hardly
knew him for the slouchy young pool-hound that

had shuffled off with the draftee squad a month
or so before.

''Well, Buck," says I, **you sure look like a
reg'lar Hun swatter now."
He grins pleased. "Believe me. Professor,"

says he, "if I ever git near enough I'm goin' to

git me one of them square-heads all by myself.

I'll git him right, too."

"That's the stuff. Buck," says L "And
how's Tubby comin' on?"
"Him?" says Buck. "Oh, I d'now. All

right, I expect."

"But he's in the same company, ain't he?"
says L *

'You ain 't still keepin ' up the old feud,

are you?"
Buck scrapes his toe sheepish. "We—we

don't have no truck with one another," says he.

And I was almost as much jarred when I
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tIUh"^''^,/^ "l'
'""'°™ '<"• t""* fifst time.

ToL ", '^r'
"'"'"^ P'-^ds off him, I

walked, and that pasty, rubber-collar com-plexion of his had been tinted up by the s^nand ^nd until his round face looked ZZbottom of a copper pan. Him and his fatherparaded aronnd town all one Saturday after'

wit'h": lllg^ol?;*'
'"'«•' «™- -J'-^"'' -''e up

It was after this bulletin came from camn
,;•»"* how Bucky had been made a Z^
hough, that Scott begun to show signs ofsprucm- up. When he holds me up to WI meabout .t I notice that he's shed the hip ™bterboots for a pair of new canvas sneakers. Zthe s had a shave, and that his brea.h don'tremind one of the lee side of a distillery.
Whaddye know about that ! " says he ' ' Por

poral. Guess that's goin' some ain't it^Ha^be he'll be a major by the time he gits

"There's no telling," says I
Next I know Scott has quit ihe fish and clam

business and has gone to work steady in a ship-

It T r^ ^ir^' "^^^ ^*^^y ^th tools, butwhen I heard how much he was pullin' down aweek It got a gasp out of me. It wasn't long
either, before Bruce Kinney has followed suit
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by gettin' a job in a machine shop that was
turnin' out airplane parts.

And say, the way them two Kinney families
proceeded to bloom out! First thing they
splurged on was music machines, and from then
on you could hear jazzy melodies floatin' over
the marshes 'most any time of day or night.

Before long Scott had invested in a little speed
boat, to run back and forth to the shipyard in,

while Bruce blows himself to a second-hand
motor cycle with one of these wife-killin' at-

tachments that he could hook on the side. And
Sundays and Saturday afternoons while one
family was chuggin' around the Sound in the
launch, the other was scootin' and bumpin' over
the Post Eoad. It was some sight, too, to see
all five of the Bruce Kinneys stowed in and
draped onto that motor cycle, Mrs. Bruce bil-

lowin' up and down alongside, the baby in a
basket on the handle bars, and an American flag

wavin' over the lot.

But with all these changes they didn't mix
a bit more than they had before. Not even
when the word come, along in October, that the

two boys had been loaded into a transport and
been shipped across. Durin' the weeks that fol-

lowed I expect they was just as anxious as any
of our swell neighbors whose boys was lieu-

tenants or captains but was runnin' the same
risk of bein' sent to the bottom by U-boats.



TOUCHING ON THE KINNEYS 53

Course, these people began to get cables, but
nothing like that came through from Buck or
Tubby.

At last, though, Bruce comes speedin' into
the yard one evenin' on his bone-shaker all
excited. They'd had a letter. Not being much
of a descriptive writer Tubby hadn't said much
in it. Mainly he told how good the grub was on
the transport and what a whale of a big steamer
he was on. Incidentally, though, he'd men-
tioned that they was safe in a rummy lookin'
port and was about to land.

"Isn't that perfectly splendid news!" says
Sadie. ' * I suppose your brother has heard from
his boy, too?"

Bruce hunches his shoulders and says he
don 't know.

"Do you mean you haven't told him about
getting this?" demands Sadie.
Bruce admits that he hasn't.

"How thoroughly heartless!" says Sadie.
"Then I shall go down and tell him at once."
Bruce sort of hangs his head but he don't

make any move towards ditchin' the feud.
Neither would Scott, though Sadie gives both
families an earful as to what she Liinks of 'em.
They don't seem ugly aboui it any more.
They're just content to let t'lir ;s drift along as
they'd been goin' for so many j^ears.

So it was that way all winter. First one
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fam'Iy would get a letter, then the other, but
there was no eomparin' of notes or swappin'

"How silly of them!" says Sadie. ''When
they might be of so much help and comfort to
each other."

"I expect it's the old Kinney strain comin'
out, says I. "Way back there must have been
a grandfather with long ears."
Then along towards last spring, you know, we

begun to take a personal interest in the casualty
lists. I got in the habit of glancin' through the
names every day. But somehow when I first
run across this item under the "Wounded in
Action" line I didn't quite take it in. " 'Mar-ym J. Kinney,

'
" I reads, " 'Rockhurjt, N Y '

Why why-Sadie!" I sings out. -Come look
at t^is."

' 7hy, that 's Tubby ! " she gasps. ' ' I wonder
11 • ruce Kinney knows?"

It didn't take us long to get into the little
roadster and shoot down there. And Bruce had
heard. The telegrim from the War Department
had come that afternoon, while he was off at
work, and now he was sittin' there starin'
at It under the kitchen lamp, with the whole
fam'Iy gathered around sort of dumb and
scared.

"Yes," sayp he. "They—thev got Tubby."
Well, we soothed 'em down a's much as we

could, tellin' 'em how ninety per cent of the
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wounded got patched up again as good as newand sug^estin' that n.aybe it wasn't sorioul'

nil
«". But Bruoe shakes his head gloomyHe knew they'd got Tubby.

*'Ho was a good boy. too," says Bruce, still

d'^L^^'u '' *'^ "^^^«^- The. he LddDamn them Huns !

"

'

Must have been two or three days later that

middfe of
""

i""
'"" Kinney,'right in themiddle of our dmner. He brings in an evenin'

paper, one that I hadn't read careful, and pointsto a few hues at the bottom of the war news.

voice.'
'' *^^*'" ''^' ^'' ^° ^^^ °^ * «h«ky

Which I does. - 'Corporal Roland B. Kin-

8^8 1
*^^*'^ ^°"'" ^"''^^' ^^"^'^ ^*'"

He nods. "Go on," says he.
';WelI," says I, "he's got the D.S.C."

-Tfi ' t.T''^'^"'''
**'°'" ^^^«k« o'^t Scott.

I thought they didn't let them boys booze muchmth'army."

Scott. Not the D.T.'s. This is the D.S.C.-
D«tm8;Dished Service Cross. He's pulledsomethmg heroic. Understand? Yon didn'tread it all. 'For exceptional bravery durine
recent action on the Toul sector.' Good work!

hi^ " Eockhurst will be proud of

I gnep I got it through his head at last but
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he's still kind of \ igU( about it. He wants to
know if there ain't any way of findin' out just
what it was Bucky had done. Couldn't I ask
someone in Washington?
As it 1 appens, I could. And for a wonder

the query didn't get lost in the red tape. In
less'n a week I had a fairly full report of the
whole affair, and when Sadie had read it, too,

we just sat and gazed at each other for a couple
of minutes without sayin' a word.

She's tlie first one to break the spell.

"Imagine," says she. "Those two!"
"Well, we got to tell 'em," says I.

So this time we pays a visit to the shanty on
the north side of the creek, and when we'd got
Mr. and Mrs. Scott Kinney planted side by side
in the new red porch settee I springs the news
on 'em.

*

' It was this w^ay, Scott, '
' says I. * * Company

F had been holdin' a bridge end, with the Huns
comin' at 'em strong. Along about dusk it got
too hot and they had to beat it back across the
bridge, blowin' it up after 'em. x\bout an hour
later Corporal Kinney—which is your Buck

—

discovers that one of his men is missin'. He'd
been posted with a machine gun in a little clump
of bushes and the Corporal had noticed him
there just before the retreat. He'd waved him
to come in, too. But he hadn't come. What
does Bucky do, though, but streak it right back
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to the rivor, where the shells and bullets was
churniTi' up the water, swim across, scout
around the opposite bank, and conio back lug-
gin' that missin' private on hi.s shoulder. The
man had been i)Iugged pretty bad but ho was
still alive, and from late bulletins was gettin'
well fast. Classy work, ehf"
Mr. and Mrs. Scott glances at one another shv

and smiles sort of proud.
'* There '8 one curious thing I ain't got to

yet," I goes on. ''Who (^ vou suppose it was
that Bucky brought bac. through all that
mess?"

"Anybody we know?" asks Scott.
"Not very well, I guess," says I. *«It was

Tubby."

"Hell!" says Scott.

Mrs. Scott hadn't said a word up to then.
She'd been sittin' there kind of workin' her
fingers nervous. All of a sudden, though, she
gets up and gazes across the creek.
"Come, Scott," says she, husky. "Let's—

let 's go over. '

'

Sadie and I didn't leave, either, until we'd
seen 'em paddle across and disappear in the
shack opposite.

"Well," says Sadie, "I rather think that's
where the Kinney feud comes to ed end."
"Maybe," says I. "But my gu- ss is that it

saw its finish over in France,"
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If I hadn't got this sudden hunch about
wantin' to bore holes, I expect Bart and me
would have been strangers to this day. You see,
I was puttin' up a new piece of apparatus in
the Physical Culture Studio, and there was a
couple of bolts that needed to go ihrough a 2 x 4.

What I should have done was to call up the
janitor, tip him half a dollar, and had the thing
fixed right away.

Must have been that glimpse into Spratt's
hardware store, over on Sixth Avenue, that set
me off. It's a weakness of mine, gawpin' into
hardware store windows. Let me get one glance
at a lot of shiny new tools, and the next thing I
know I'm ranged up alongside with my nose
against the glass, like a kid outside a candy
shop.

Not that I'm any expert at usin' such things.
I don't suppose I could qualify as a saw-and-
hatcbet man on an army barracks contract. But
every now and then I'm tempted by some dis-
play, and add another chisel or a new saw or a

68

.Air;

."i_<^.-.*.:i:-ri;-%"-/ ^inrnniffir.'j^i .TastSC^^lfnij;



A SIDE BET ON BART 59
patent drm to the collection of weapons I'm apt

sLng.
^ood-butcherin' fit is on me

ofIm' i!r " ""'! .^ ''* ^^ ^"«' « ^^«I^ dozenof em put up neat m a varnished box. I didn't

hoTel ftZ It \^ '^^I^
' ^^°*^^ ^^ ^- °^efloles tor but I took a chance that one of thesetuts would be just right, and breezed into the

ItlThrc"l"^^^'^^'«*^^^^^™^-'''3ays

Ju^''^,7^^^^'''^y'^^>^on of crisp.

there '^ ''''' ^' ''' '^' ^^ ^^^' y-^ Sot

'^There's two windows," he comes back.
VV e got wrenches in one and '

'

says I, -s ep outside and I'll point 'em outIt 11 save time. Now look: this window, thirdfrom the end, second row up. '

'

'*0h!" he grunts. "Babcock's A 6's. Why
didn't you say so?" ^

"Because it ain't my job to know the hard-ware catalogue by heart," says I. -Don't haveto show a union card to buy tools, do I? or a
water-front permit?"
-Huh!" says he, gettin' busy with the wrap-pm' paper. ^

"Oh, by the way," I goes on, -I expect I'Uhave to have a bit-stock, too."
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''What kind?" says he.

"Hennessy's Three Star," says I offhand.
"Eh?" says he, stailn' stupid.

"Or a Timkins double-thrust," I adds. "It
don't matter which."

I had him goin' then.. He begins walkin' up
and down behind the counter, pullin' out
drawers and shuttin' 'em, and mutterin' to him-
self, while I stands back and watches him. Odd
lookin' gink he is. Face like a sheep. Honest

!

One of these long, pointed noses, and the rest
of his map taperin' away on both sides, with
bat ears that stick straight out from his head.
And his face seems to have a permanent straw-
b'ry tint to it, like he was sufferin' from a
chronic grouch.

I'd just decided that we was quits, and was
goin' to call the hunt off by tellin' him I wasn't
any connoisseur of bit-stocks, when a big full-

faced, grizzly-haired gent appears from the
back office—the boss, evidently—and demands
snappy of the clerk what he's lookin' for. The
sheep-faced one mumbles something about bit-

stocks.

"What!" growls the big gent, glarin' hostile

at the clerk. "Why, you mush-brained fat-

head! Been he e fifteen years and don't know
where we keep the bit-stocks ! Say, hanged if

you don't grow fooler and fooler every "

"My fault," i breaks in. "I was just kiddin*

1 >

!

i
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him along by askin' for a brand Fd made up/'

Vnn r.,^'
'^'""^^ ^"^" ^'^ ««°«e enough toknow It," says the boss. ''Here von » ^V

the gentleman that Spencer rlJ^L" ' Thtright under your nose, you numskulP-
'

Course that was kind of raw stuff to pull ri^htbe ore a customer, and I felt sort of mean abou

hlr^ n rr ^^ ^" ^'' ''' ^^^hen the big genhad drifted back to the office, I says as m;ch!

''Oh that's nothing," says the clerk. -Itwou d have been something or other, anvhowThat s what I get right along. It's vhat Vvealways got-always will, I expect. I'm used lobem' bawled out by old Spratt "
;;Must be in love with your job, then," says I.

,

Saj says he, leanin
' over the counter andwhisperm' hoarse ''I'll fnii , .

ThcZ.^
^udise, 111 tell you someth ng.There's only one thing in the world I hateworse'nmyjob. That's old man Spratt."

Then If I was you I'd quit 'em both," says I.
' Oh,wouidyou?"sayshe.
With that he goes on doin' up the parcelsWhen he comes back with the change for a tenhe seems to have a new idea. He suggests thatf my place ain't too far away he'lf bring ttthmgs around when he goes out to lunch. As Iwas bound for a chop-house myself, I gave him

the number and said he might. ' ^ ^^

"^"^

When I got back to the Studio about one-

I
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i'

i

thirty, there is Sheep-face waitin' for me with
the goods.

**I been thinkin' of what you said about
quittin','' says he.

"Ye-e-es?" says I.

"And I got a good mind to do it, too," he
goes on.

"What a reckless daredevil you are!" says I.

"Accordin' to your o\vn account, you've stood

Spratt's rough stuff for years, never dreamin'

of cuttin' loose until some stranger drops in and
gives you the idea. Huh ! Say, I'll bet you five

to one you don 't. Come ! '

'

"I—I ain't a bettin' man," says he, droppin'

his chin and shufflin' his feet.

And say, come to size him up close, he's about

as cheap a lookin' specimen as you'd run across.

It shows in his face, in the way his shoulders

slump, in the nervous trick he has of twiddlin'

his fingers when he talks.

"I see," says I. "The main thing you want
is to do a little safe beefin' about your boss.

Eh? Well, seein' how I helped pull down this

last blast, I guess I can stretch the willin' ear

for a few minutes. Go on. Works out his dis-

position on you, does he?"

"It ain't so much what be says," grumbles

the gent, "it's the way he looks at me, like I

was a yellow dog he wa-^ted to kick into the

corner. Why, there's i^mes when he don't
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speak to me for dava ai a af*«* u a ,

and me left in thT steetow -rt "'^ "'"'

be five or six nf „= ^ ' ^''^''^ "sed to

so much business has fallen off ^ 1^"*'"^

l«enletgo,onebyone" '
"""^ ""'y'^"

•'B^auTlTt thai"'- T"'"'" ' -^«-*»-

-'a^baSTal^^- "'"-"" '''''°'^ ^'""^^

"sJ'Z *^°°? """"^ ''™'" says the clerk

dirt under his fe t wl,^Tj? "^^ ' ^"^

-^Htobu.ari:;-js--fr^i^^

**You don't sav'" savo t i.-.

''Howwast^^t?" ^
'
^ ^'* ^""««s.

"I got a rich uncle out in Michigan," says he.
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"He brought me up, was goin' to leave me his

pile and all that, only—well, I got in a scrape.

I was runnin* with kind of a swift crowd of

young fellows then. They got mo into a poker

game, and I lost a lot of money, more'n I could

pay. They—they made me sign his name to a

caeck."

"Bad business," says I, shakin' my head.

"It was only for thirty dollars," says he,

* but what made Uncle Zeb so wrathy was when

h9 found out I'd lost it at poker, instead of

bein' robbed, as I told him. You know, he's one

of the religious kind, deacon and all that; but

he had an awful temper. And swear! I

thought he was goin' to skin me alive that night,

him and me locked in a room alone. It was

along in March, and a young blizzard goin' on;

but when he got through lamrain' me around,

he threw me out into the snow as careless as if

I'd been a rat or something. I was about all in

then, and he warned me if I didn't clear out, or

ever came back, he'd finish the job."

"Some uncle, I should call that," says I.

"You cleared out, eh?"
* 'You bet I did,

'

' says he. "I knew one of the

brakemen on the night freight, and when it came

along he let me crawl into the caboose. By
morning I was halfway to Detroit. Many a time

since I've wished I'd dropped in a drift that

night and had it all over with."

H
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"You look like you'd been up against it Mr-er-what's the nameT" I asks
"Nurn,"s(iysbe.

.^;'Ehf"saysI. -'Once more with that. Spell

Nuri!
"""''""'" "'^' ^'- "Bortholomew

"It's a perfect fit," says I. "Bat we mio-htas well have the rest of this tragedy of v"nT,Bartholomew After gettin' yourself S.monLegreed by Uncle Zeb, how'i von come to

g;tt'r,^-''"*''"'''''<^'^''""'''''osriike

"1 didn't, right away," says Num. "It wasfour or five years before I landed here I lisoust dnftin' around. Seems like I never did

I It T ""^ ""'" ^"'"^^ ^•-' happened to me

stS. '
Then T'df"r *"" ' """'"' •' -^^ *°stick. Then I'd have to move on. I never wasvery strong, so lots of the work I tackledZtoo hard for me. Some of them gang foremennsed me pretty rough, too. One broke mv^aw

^.
h a p„„eh of his big fist. Anc ,.. ,it ml^th a shovel. I was in the hospital ..re. weeksafter that, m Buffalo.
"A couple of times I came near starvingOnce was right here in New York, over fn

That was when b.g Pat Scully found me. Heused to be a porter at Spratt's. He picked me



66 SHORTY MoCABB GETS THE HAHj

*fl

m

up, fed me a beef stew, and got me the job.

That's how I come to be there now."
"But you went and got married," I puts in.

"Did that on your own motion, I expect I"
' * Ye-e-es, in a way, '

' says Bart. ' • It was like

this: Backin' up to the rear of Spratt's used to

be a restaurant. Luella, she worked there,

washin' dishes. We used to see each other at

odd times. She wasn't much to look at, any
more'n me, but we kiijd of got acquainted. She
didn't have any folks, either md she was havin'

a rough deal, too. We told each other, swapped
our troubles, as you might say, and I suppose
we felt sorry for one another. I don't remem-
ber which one of us it was said the word, but
first thing I knew we was married and livin' in

a couple of back rooms over on Eighth Avenue.
We're there now."
"Any kids!" I asks him.

Bart shakes his head. "I don't know how
we'd have fed 'em or taken care of 'em if there

had been any," says he. "I don't even know
what 'II become of us if I quit the store or

old Spratt takes a notion to close up, as he
threatens. I'm over forty now, and not very
well. My stomach ain't right; I have dizzy

spells. And Luella couldn't do much. We—we
—well, you see how it is."

I nods. I was beginnin' to squirm over
some of the brash things I'd said to Nurn.
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Poor cussl Life hadn't been much of a picnic

his^a^*
'''°°^^'' ''^ ^^^ ^^""^ ^^^^P ^°°^ <>^

''Never heard any more from Uncle ZebT" I
as&Si

"Never tried," says he. "I don't even know
whether he's st 11 livin' or not. He was mighty
tough when I left.

"

^

-How would it be," says I, -if you was to

that bad break you made when you was a yiung-
ster, but how you'd lived straight ever sinceand what a tough time you 'd had ? Give him the'

Tnd all.-''
^' ^°''''^' ^"^ '^ *^ me-about Luella

Bartholomew stares at his shabby shoes a
minute or so; then he lifts them shifty eyes of

''I don't believe it would do any good." says
he. He was a hard man-Uncle Zeb. Great

deld
'""' ^ ^'^^^'' ^^''^^^' "^^^^^ ^^'«

''It wouldn't cost much to try it on," says I.He might do a little something for you "
^'I ain't ever begged from anybody,'' saysNum. "Not a cent." ^ ^
T 'VZ'i^^''^^

'^" ^^'' ^"^^^'' «^^««y," says
1. It there was nobody else for him to leave
his money to, you got a right to come in for
some of It, anyway. Why not take a chance!"

*iP!P^
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'•I—I'll talk it over with Luella," savs he.

"Much oblip:ed, Professor McCabe. You—you
don't know how much good it's done me to—to

tell somebody."

And say, blamed if them narrow-set eyes ain't

leakin' as he turns and drifts out. Swifty Joe,

who always has an ear stretched and an eve
squinted, slides in from the gym just then.

"I tried givin' that skate the steer," says he,

"but he wouldn't have it. Did he work a touch

on you?"
"Not yet," says I.

"He will if he ain't blocked off," says Swifty.

"He's no good, that one, believe me."
Just to ease my mind, I dropped in to see

Spratt next day while Bart was out hittin' the

lunch-counter, and registered my alibi for him
a little stronger. I explains how it was that

Nurn was chasin' around foolish when he came
in, and says I wouldn't want to feel I'd got him
canned or anything.

"Oh, him!" says Spratt, hunchin' his shoul-

ders. "Never fear. I'm through trying to fire

him. He always comes begging back, so what's
the use ? The only way I can get rid of him is

to close up shop—or die, I suppose."

He grins as he says it, and I knew then he
wasn't half so bad as Bartholomew had tried to

make out. He's one of these husky, hearty old

boys, Spratt, with no patience at all for weak-

r. ^«.
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lings such as Xurn, and he takt^ no pains to
hide it.

Well, it must have been a fortnight after-
wards when, one noon, Bartholomew comes
scuffin' into the front office with his face all
flushed an' his little eyes twitchin'.

"Say, Professor," he begins, "you lost that
bet. I've quit him, cold."

''Eh?" says I. '*0h! Spratt, you mean?"
"Yes, sir," says ho. "But you were right

about Uncle Zeb. I've hoard from him.
Thought I was dead all these years. 1 expect,
too, he figured he'd done it. Anj-way, he savs
he's worried a lot. Wants me to come on and
see him. Sent me a hundred to do it on. What
do

:
ou know about that?" And he waves a

letter.

"Well, well!" says I. "And your first move,
I suppose, was to hand old Spratt a few crisp
remarks?"

Bartholomew scowls a bit.

"I sure meant to," says ho, "but somehow I
—I didn't say much except that I was through."
"Yes?" says I. "What does Spratt have to

say to that jolt?"

"xVh, he only growls something about good
riddance—the old sorehead!" says Nurn.
"Thinks I'll come sneakin' around again to-
morrow. He'll see. We 're off for Michigan to-
night—me and Luella. We may not come back,
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either. I shouldn't wonder but Uncle Zeb would
let us stay."

"Then here's hopin'," says T. givin* him the

grip. "And the best of luck."

Let's see, that was some time before Christ-

mas. And in a month I'd almost forgotten

there was such a person as Bartholomew Nurn,
I expect if I'd gone shoppin' again for car-

penter's tools I might have remembered. But
1 didn't. So here the other mornin', when
Swifty tells me about this early 'phone call from
the Plutoria and says it's a party from Michi

gan who left the message, all I can do is scratch

my ear, puzzled.

"Yes, but what was the name?" I asks.

"Sounded like Burns," says Swifty. "Said
he'd be waitin' in the lobby. He wants you to

come up for lunch."

"Oh, very well," says I. "Anybody that

wants to see me that bad ought to be accom-
modated, hadn't they?"

So about twelve-thirty I chases up to this

doUar-a-minute joint, and lets the guy in the

rear-admiral's uniform shunt me through the

plate-gla^s merry-go-round. Then I strolls

past rows of palms

—

dustosa cigarhuttis variety

—and wanders through lanes of high-backed

chairs, scoutin' for someone who might look like

his name was Burns. Nobody give me the glad
haO, though, or presents mc- with a meal ticket,
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and I was wonderin- if Swifty hadn't Kot tl...name of ,ho place wrong when I seea a pal ofears that looked sort of familiar
They're round bat ears, and they're juttin'out from under the edge of a blaek and "v 'e

„h t ^ ' "' ""'' 1 <"'''''' '"'ow anybodywho had nerve enough to wear a cap like tha^anywhere except at a polo match or a^uU fightBesides the gent is attached to one of theseoatmea terr.ers by a leather lead. Still, I wasure I'd seen them ears before as well as behindI steps along until I gets a side view. Andthere's that sheep-shaped face. It's Bartholomew. iiiuio-

r„3°^
"'!:''"'*' "' •""'" -^"y^ I' swingin' himround by the .,,. ,, .j , ;Wn' him the up-and

nv

>w shoes to .the Clan
who's done this to

irlendly as he spots
Got my message, did

down, from '..e ; ;.

MacLaren r:^. ^ J

you?"

"OhI"saysM., ^;

me. "Hello, Proio
you?"

n.r^'J^ v*"""'
^^'**'" ^ ^^^« «"• "What's happened You sportin

' around in a joint like thL,makin a noise like excess profits 1 How the
blazes can "

*'I found Uncle Zeb," says he
"OhI" says I. "How was the old bovf "
• very low," says Bartholomew. "He lasted
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only ten days after we got there. And what do

you think, McCabe? He left me the whole pile

—every dollar."

* Whe-e-ew ! '
' says I. *

'How much ? '

'

"I wouldn't dare guess," says he. **The

lawj'^ers ain't figured it all up yet. But there's

a lot—real estate, mortgages, bank stock, all

kinds of bonds, and cash. You see, there wasn't

another relation left, and after the way he'd

treated me "Well, he'd had the will made

out fo^ years. Anyway, I got enough, I guess,

to get what 1 want."

"I see," says I, grinnin'. ''And I take it

your first want was some sport-cut clothes."

Bartholomew looks sort of pleased.

"I never had anything but cheap black suits

all my life—the kind that turn green and

rusty," says he. *'I never did believe in this

mournin' stuff, either. And say, how do I look

in 'em?"
*

' Great ! '
' says I.

'
' Why, you look—well, like

you'd been oversubscribed."

"Huh!" says he, swellin' out his chest.

"You ought to see Luella. Come on. She's

waitin' for us in the Egyptian parlor."

Yes, Luella was worth seein'. I wished then

I'd known her before they found Uncle Zeb, so

I could have appreciated the change. But I

could guess. Tlie modistes and milliners and

beauty doctors hadn't been able to v.amoufiage

I
•3
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that heavy kitchen-help face of hers, or the dull
eyes. They'd done their best with what they
could reach, though. Her mud-colored hair had
been through the henna treatment and tortured
into the latest shape. She had jewelry hung on
her and pmned to her until she looked like a
munition worker's bride. The waist of her
dress began just under her arm-pits and
stopped about eighteen inches from the floor
Poor soul! She had a sort of pleadin', scared
look in lier eyes that told the whole story. It
would be some time before she got used to
appearin' in costumes like that.
As for Bartholomew, he was makin' a des-

perate stab at playin' the lordly plute. But he
almost apologizes to the bell-hop he asks to take
care of the terrier when we starts for the white-
and-gold dinin'-room. It's two or three min-
utes before he can get a head waiter to see him.
He shies at the silver-framed menu-card like
he'd been handed a bomb, and when the bus-boy
fills his water glass he says, ''Much obliged,'*'
and then giggles nervous. I helps him out by
suggestin' what wo shall have for lunch.
When we gets to the black coffee, though, and

he lights a forty-cent cigar, Bartholomew begins
to buck up. He shoves back a dollar tip at the
waiter and demands an ash-tray real rough.
"I ain't told you the big news yet," says he

waggin' his head.

.•».-5
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"Let it come," says L
He looks over at Luella and winks.

"About Spratt," says he.
*

' What ! '

' says I.
*

' You Ve been around and
unloaded your mind ? '

'

" Better 'n that," says Bart. "I've bought
him out."

"You don't mean it !" says I.

"Uh-huh!" says he. "I'm the proprietor
now. I'm runnin' the store. Spratt—well,
Spratt 's workin' for me."
You could see the buttons strain on his vest.

"Say," says I, chucklin', "that's gettin' back
at him. Got him right under your thumb now,
I expect, makin' him squirm!"

Bartholomt v^ nods.

"Course," he goes on, "I don't need to bother
with any such picayune business as that. I
wanted to, that's all. It don't pay. Not now.
I can make it pay, though. I always had a lot

of good ideas that Spratt would never listen to.

He'll listen now, I guess. You bet he will. I

ain't sprung 'em on him yet. But wait. I'm
goin' to change the whole thing—put in a line

of electric light and bath-room stuff, shift the

counters all round, hire a lot of clerks, and make
things hum. You'll see. And say, when I get
it all planned out I want you to drop around
some day—I'll tip you off when—and hear me

i
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you?

75

off.

yesterday. I whb there. Some of tLe new force

4" here " '""'"" '^"" ^"^"^^ "=<^ '°"^'"«.

ih^^^^V"«'^' '" ^P"«' "ti-a* "-ould spoilthe^oe effect, iiovr, what we want '
WeT'come8i„N„n,,gaspy.
Say, Bart," protests Spratt, dioppin' »heavy paw friendly on his shouldek ' yoTtaowyou're no more of a business man thJyoXl

he-angel Now just leave this to me. TuTeUMeCarty how to fix it.

"

^ " leu

''But the bath-room stuff," says Num.
Bah.' says Spratt. "This is a hardware

.''tore, r.ot a plumber's shop. Forget it What

cTeaTfunk "f V" l"'
'"'^ ''"'^ '^^ ^"» "- »

corkpXr n ; T'"' ^'"^^ '"""'^' P«"^°tcork pullers, picture-hangers-all that. Any-

a go of It far you. All you got to do is keep outNow run along while I teU McCarty what to

Bartholomew didn't ran. Not quite. He

-m

'
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stood there, openin' and shuttin' his mouth and

twiddlin' his fingers.

"But see here, Spratt," he begins; "I "

"Oh, don't bother me now," says Spratt,

brushin' him one side as he starts to tow

McCarty to the office.

Then Bartholomew looks up and sees me

standin' there. He don't say a word until he's

joined me and we 've fetched the sidewalk.

"It's no use, I expect," says he. "He's still

old Spratt, and I—I 'm just Num. I 'm the boss,

though, really. I ain't goin' to let him forget

that."

"That's talkin'!" says I.

Yes and that's about all it was. I ain't

spillin' any sympathy for Bartholomew Nurn,

though. He owns a dog now; and some day,

after he gets a little more used to 'em, he's

goin' to look a head waiter square between the

eyes.

*-;
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I AIN'T makin' any excuses for knowin' Herm

w''^f:.°T i'^°'^
^""'"^' «b«^t it. Some

would hink hey had to do one, while some
couldn't resist doin' the other. As for me I've
always classed Herm Fickett as sort of a human
curio; nothing you'd want to have around con-
stant or put in a parlor collection, but a speci-men that was worth inspectin' now and thenwhen there was nothing better to do
That 's how I happened to be ranged up along-

side of him in the lobby of the Ouija Gardens
that evemn' when this delegate from the clam
chowder sector drifts in and proceeds to turn
the spotlight on Herm's shadowy past

.J^""^ ?u^^
^''^/"^ surprised to loarn he hassuch a thing Anyone would know he had justto look at him. Yet while I've been more or

less well acquainted with Herm Fickett for say adozen years I didn't know much more about his
past than I did his future.

ov^t-i^ ^l®'
'^ """'^ ^^""^ ^^^^ ^"^^''n' that last

exhibition tour of mine that my manager picked
77
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him up, eith'T in Kansas City or Denver, and
put him in the box office to check up the gate

receipts for our side. Seems to me he'd been

treasurer, so called, of one ot them punk bur-

lesque shows that had gone on the rocks. Any-
way, he wa<5 such a seedy lookin' party that I

insisted on his havin' enough so he could spruce

up a little. And what does he blow a tv.o weeks'

stake against but a second-hand soup-and-fish

outfit includin' a foldin' opera hat two sizes

too big.

Maybe he wasn't grateful, though. For it

turns out that Herm's abidin' weakness is for

open face clothes. He was always perfectly

willing to rustle his chow from basement bean-

c^ies, go without smokes or drinks, or bunk at

any third-class joint, without ever puttin' up a

holler. And by day he 'd slouch around in some

old plaid suit that was mostly wrinkles and

grease spots. Come lightin'-up time though,

and Mr. Herman Fickett was bound to appear

in all the glory of pearl studs and braid-bound

dinner coat, no matter whether he was behind

the ticket window of the Chicago Auditorium or

squeezed into the dough coop of the skating rink

at Red Wing.

You'd think it was what he lived for, this

evenin' costume act of his. Maybe it was. Any-

way, he has always stuck to it. Even when he

drifts into New York some six or eight years
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back, so near broke that a fifty cent aroom _. „

to bJoom out in the usual regaf'' " "'""'"''

Dackin bim in this pool room and bowling alley

W 7sid: r'" 'r^ '" "" "P'o™ »" "h^west bide. I must admit it didn't look eood tome, or that end of Broadway was mostlynewapartment buildings then, with the tenan s only

sure If he could put up enough to take over afive-year lease and hold on until the district
filled up he -d develop something big.
Well he did. Inside of six months he'd

anHtt h"" T""' ""^^ '"'o " "ovie house

m^y "" '^' P°°' P"'" "^ « ^i" room.Within a year he'd negotiated a license and

garden. """* '"' '" *'" "" '^ <>
""-

And that was the start of the Ouija Gardens

electric sign, ,ts four floors and its thirty piece

a dtn ".H
' ?""' ^°" ^"^ S^' i-' - poor

InZt' '/" *'•-' "^ "' ""y joi"' i" town.And afterwards you can climb up to the CherryBlossom roof and watch as crude a program of
vaudeville and pictures as you can stand. H
Tth? .'"/"?

f"'™ '°" ^^^ ^"^ '"^ -"Ob ou

lath. w 1

1'"'°"'' """^ y"'" »"<• '"^le aleathery Welsh rabbit or defy ptomaines by

fl
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consurain' a chicken lobster that's been away

from salt water for a month or more.

I should worry, though. The fow hundred I

kissed good-by when I handed 'em over to Herm
Fickett so long ago have come back to me a

good many times since, and although I've tried

to tell him he could buy in my fifth interest any

;time he wanted, Herm will never listen.

"Ah, let it ride, Shorty," is all I ever get out

of him.

So every now and then, when I'm spendin' a

lonesome evenin' in town, I hop on the subway

and slip up to join Ilerm for an hour or so

while ho stands there w^atchin' the crowds pour

in. His favorite spot seems to be just in the

lee of a Charlie Chaplin display board. If you

ever saw him once you'd know him again. Uh-

huh! That's him—the squatty party with the

short neck, the long arms, the puffy little eyes

and the round smooth face with a complexion

like a Camembort cheese or u rubber collar.

So it can't be personal vanity that leads

Herm out there night after night. Hardly! I

expect he don't know how much like a dressed-

up toad he looks; or if he does he don't care.

But there you'll find him, planted solid on his

''hort legs, with them little eyes fixed steady on

the crowd. He don't seem to be watchin' for

anybody special, and he never turns to follow

any of 'em, but I'll bet there's no ^ he misses.

M
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iJ"",'^, °*"I *""' ''"'"• *''»' he was boss ofhe wbole outflt unless you'd stayed with him a;h.Ie, as I do. Then you'd see, from time totime people sidle up ,„ him and whisper ttolsn h.s ear. Sometimes it's the stage nana^fliurrym' out to report a break in the proT™or a head waiter gettin' adviee on whoth r "me'young sport ,s good for erodit ou a dinner bUI
^- more often some grafter tryin' out his tou hIpJ D. H. ticliets. And they all get their de

initials on a pass. Now and then they get to

and slip It to 'em casual
I grieve to state also, that a lot of 'em arefluffs; some just Broadway flappers, onlv beginmng to use lip-sticks and ey^brov pencilswh le others are bold-faced Janes with henna on

mo.t of them men, too, are a sousy looking, lot-gamblers, gun fio-hter*? x^ r? '-
i

'^'"0^°^,

likp ;f T'^
^to^ters, ^^.,.a n-ojers and the

'em it's b^ TI '"'^^" ^^''' '"'' Herm knowsem It s hard to say, fo.: nothii. . 3hows on thatleathery face of his, or in the steady ey... Th 'yall seem to know him, thoucb
^

rJZ 'Kt
"' T^'' ^ '^^' ^•'^ «"^ ^^ ^- ques-tions afterwards. Even if I am so^ of a sik'i i

I don't feel exactly responsible for Herm
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Fickett's present any more'n I do for his past.
He can 't b much worse than he looks, and if

he's any better he conceals it successful. All
I'm SI re of is that I'vo always found him
strictly sober and tendin' to business, and when
it comes to settlin' a deal, as straight as a plumb
line.

On this particular evenin' I must have been
fitunilin' there with Herm for near an hour,
neither of us sayin' much, but just holdin' the
bridge as you might say, when all of a sudden
this stray Rube drifts up and starts lookin' us
over sort of undecided. He 's a tall, lanky, loose-
jawed parfv with a droopin' lip whisker and a
slouch to his shoulders. And from the blue
cotton shirt and the brown canvas sneakers it

was easy to tell he'd wanderr 1 in froi^ the edge
of the map. As I'm about to step one side to
let Herm handk- hira he seems to make up his
mind which to tackle. And it 's me lie picks out.
"Your name's Fickett, ain't it?" he demands.
" No suvh luck," says I. "This is Mr.

Fickeit, here."

"Huh!" says he, tumin' to Herm. "So
you're the one, hey!"
Herm glances at him careless and nods.

"What then?" he asks.

"I'm from Setaugus, Maine," says the
fi.ranger.

"Eh?" says Herm, tumin' en him quick.



GUESSING WRONG ON HERM 83

^

''Thought that would git ye," says the other.

brothe^M'
' ^^'^"^^ ^^^- I'°» Maria Todd's

If he'd figured on handin' Hem a iolt hewasn t xnuch disappointed. Anyway, I'd never

wi'^'irLo^i''^^^
^ '''' -^^^ ^- «^-^

YouVe seen these country smart Alecks I
expect. Well, Lonnie was that kind; only aboutthe cheapest, cheekiest crossroads pill I've everseen m action. I was lookin' for Herm to signal

Zii!^ Tu^'l'^'P ^" ^«« patrollin' the frontand have this Todd party given the quick run.mt Herm just stands there starin' at him
vacant as if he was lookin' through and be-yond him, a long ways beyond. And the
next thing I knew Herm has taken me by thearm. •'

JnnT%''^^'^^' "Let's go inside. You,
too he throws at Todd over his shoulder
And when the three of us was in his pHvate

office he locks the door careful and proceeds toslump down into the big leather desk-chair thatHe nts so snug.

-I hope vou don't mind, Shorty," he goes on
'but m a . .0 like this I like to have a thirdparty on hand."
"Sure," Bays i. ^'I expect the two of ug

if

• i

a

i
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might handle him if he starts anything messy,"

"It isn't so much that," says Fickett, "as it
IS hearmg what he's got to say for himself, for
if he 's just lying '

'

''Ah, you can't bluff me off that way," breaksm Lonnie. "I ain't ascairt of you, Herm
Pickett, any more'n I used to be when you and
the rest of the big fellers belonged to the cider
mill gang."
"I give up," says Herm. ''You must be

Lonme, all right. But what's the idea of your
hunting me out ? Did—did Maria send you ? "
"You know denied well she wouldn't," comes

back Todd, lettin' on to be indignant. "I'm
here on my own hook, I am."
"That's interesting, too," says Herm.
How 'd you get here?"

rr 'i?"" ^J^J^^^^
schooner, out of Bangor," says

lodd. I m cook. And as we were unloadin'
up in Harlem River, I sees this ad. of yours in
th

'
paper. * Ooey-jar Gardens, Herman Fickett,

Manager; it says. An' I says to myself,
'That's him! I'll bet a dollar it is." Guess I
win, don't I, Herm?"

Fickett nods. ' *And now ?" he asks.
"You've come to be quite a somebody, ain't

you, Herm?" says Todd, gazin' around at the
mahogany desk, the pictures on the wall and
finally at Fickett 's broad expanse of white shirt
bosom with the diamond studs in it.
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ur, 3 ^"PPose lam somebody?"
I m ge tm' to that," .ays Todd, leerin' sn.

^he's stuck right there-^S- I ^^'ess
Z'

know who fer, Herm Fickett. • ' '
«"''^ y»"

foIl'^M'"-
'"'" '^•"^'^- "J^^' 'i>«t much of afool, Mana was. She thought vou meant itwhen you said you'd come bafk fer he

"' °' "

h. M f -T^ ^^™' squirmin- in his chair likehe d been jabbed with a pin. "Did-did Mariatell you that ?

"

"—uiu mana

lierd^'''lin't%'i?.'th"'' l'^'^^
^'^^-' ^-^eaa. Am t I all the one she's got left?"Herm gives him a disgusted glance and startssomethmg sarcastic but chokes it off. -Do youmean," says he, ''that she has been 1 vingZeon the Point alone ?

" ^
Mr. Todd favors him with a nod
How?" demands Herm.

uJTt ''! '^^L^^'^i^' "^or a spell she cook.Jup at Teeter's boardin' house. Then she tookto dom' washin' fer the summer peop e. But
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mostly she gets along by makin' these picture
nigs that she sells to the cottagers."
"Whaddye mean, picture rugs?" demands

Herm.

^

*'0h, they're crazy things," says Todd.
"Hooks 'em out of rags. Makes pictures in the
middle. Always the same—a boat with a feller
in it, and a girl standin' on the shore with her
arms out, and a big moon showin' over the
spruce trees. She's done dozens of 'em. The
summer folks thinks they're great. She's been
wrote up on account of them rugs, in the papers.
They call her the picture-rug woman. But say,
they don't know the whole story. I do though.
The girl waitin' on the rocks is supposed to be
her, and the feller who's paddlin' stiff armed
towards her, but never gittin' there—well,
that's you."

It's about the first time I ever saw Herm
Fickett's jaw sag or them steady little eyes of
his turn shifty. For a minute or so he don't say
a word, and then he asks, sort of husky: *'How
—how do you know it was meant for me?"
Todd lets off a chuckle. "I didn't until

lately, '

'
says he. '

' She 's always been one of the
close mouthed kind, Maria. But durin ' this last
sick turn of hers she went kind of looney in the
head and all one night she kept mumblin' things,
such as, * Oh, Herm ! Please come back, like you
said you would. You '11 know I 'm waitin ' if you

*i!
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sluff hLTh r^r ?^'- ^«"'" "-derstand.'

know.'! '
'^" ^^"^' °^^^^- That's how I

*'TOen was this?" asks Herm.
Bout three weeks ago," says Todd ^'iest

of .L 1 , t '" ^^'^ *™'""'' «°5^«y- Someot the neighbors was lookin' out fer her I

Ch H
' P""

'"f
o-S"- What I want to know

"For us?" repeats Herm, starin' at him.Yep says Todd. "Fer Maria and me."Huh] says Herm, indulgin' in a hard

uTn4nfd" "J""'"^'''-'
WelLLnne,'

bl!ck.

"

"" ^"'"^ '" '"'^'-* y"" ''*«<> »ff tbe

With that he reaches to one side of his -^eskand presse. , button. Course, Mr. Todd putsup more o less of a howl, but ins.de of ammn e the big special cop has him by the collarand ,s draggin' him towards the S^Hem never gi--, him another look as Lonnle isyanked out k._,n' and splutterin'. IJlMrFickett does is sit there gazin' at the wall Mspudgy fingers grippin- the chair arms.
Finally, he turns to me. "Weil," says he"you heardf You see the sort of skink I amf "I ezpect It wouldn't have been just the thing

;N

t



^1^

88 SHORTY McO.BE GETS THE HAIL
to have grinned at him. But I wanted to. The
idea of Herm Fickett, that I'd rated about as
bad an egg as you could find along Broadw ly
gettin' stirred up over a little old back number
romance such as he shows on the screen nearly
every night

!
Yet I couldn't put it to him that

way. So I switches to another line.

"I didn't know you was a State of Mainer.
Herm," says I.

*'Yep," says he. "I was born in Setaugus,
same as Maria. ^Y^ went to the same little red
schoolhouse, two miles back in the woods. And
she was a mighty fine girl, McCabe. It was all
true, what Lonnie said about my promising to
go back for her. I meant to do it, too, when I
left, to play the drum down at Peake's Island
that summer. But I-I drifted a good ways off.
You know. I got mixed up with the show game.
Worse than that. I had to shoot a man once-
come near being stretched for it. And there's
been women. Lord! One of 'em near ended me
with a knife, down in Santa Fe. A Mexican
girl. But that was years ago. Up here—well,
what's the use? You wouldn't believe it, l,ut
late years, since I've been doing so well,'l've
been thinking a lot about Maria Todd,' and
wondering. It's kept me from—from a lot of
things. Not that I'm playing myself for any
samt, but I'm different from what most folks
think. It's time, I suppose. I'm past fifty.
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np/if ^' ''^'' "''^ *° ^^^^ Cheeks like

tte ;; T " ^.' '^'^^ ^^^^ ^«^- ^"d «11 thistime she-she's been waiting for me Short

v

do you know what I'm going to do?^
^'

I admitted I didn't.

'/I'm going back for her," says Herm. -Pmgomg to-night-now."
m. i m

liie Idea of Herm Fickett as a bridegroom sort01 stunned me " AJn'f u „ Tiii i .
j^^" »"il

I suggests.
^'"^' ^"^^'^ ^"^"^ ^ '

'

Let'f see'V'
'''''

^t
"^^'*'" ^^ "P *« h^^-

can't iP '''' ""'^^ *'' '' ^'^'«^^ --P^-««^

And as I rode home that night I tried to throwup a picture of Herm coming back with a wifemos hkely a faded, dried up little old ma,d

Hnw ' ^?°/ '"^'' ^"^^*^^^^ that might beflow would she look sitting in the manager's'

dinneHn t

J''
"i?^'^^

^^^^^^^ ^^f' - talin^

West sfdert
'

i T""^ ^" ''''^ ^^^^ ^--ed
some of ^ ,

^^ ''^'^ '^'^"^^ «h^ thi°k ofsome of Herm's dizzy lady friends, or whatwould they think of herf

ZrL T^ ^ !' °'^''^^- "^* ^^^'t be done."

over It. I don't take things as hard as that

ii\

S*^i

m

n-
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'specially when they ain't any closer than this
was. In a day or so about all I remembered was
that Herm Fickett had started off to do some-
thing weird. And a week or ten days later,
when I gets this 'phone call from him, I had
to think back hard to make the connection. He
wants me to come up that evenin'.

"I got something to show you," says he.
And as I hung up the receiver I lets out a

groan. * I '11 bet he 's gone and done it
! " says I.

But when I gets to the Ouija Gardens I finds
Herm at liis old post out front, and alone.

"Well," says I, '4s it a case of wishin' you
happy days?"
He shakes his head solemn.
"Oh!" says I, "sh-- thought it was too late,

ehf"

Without answerin' that he unlocks a side door
and beckons me to follow him into the private
office. And when he's settled himself in the big
leather chair and lighted a fresh cigar he
remarks: "It was too late. Shorty."

says I. "You don't mean she"Eh?"
was >>

"Yes," says he. "The day before I got there.
I was in time to see about the funeral and so on,
but that's all. She—she'd got tired of wait-
ing."

We didn't say anything more, either of us,
for a minute or so. Then he begins again.
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"But I'm glad I went," says he "T =1, ii

sure I quite get the whole „? t^y' j \T Ibeats hell what some women are.""^ '
"-'

spetunmtgorit "^.iT^L'T"^"' ^- "

says Herm "fr .
?' "^ ^" ^°' Shorty,"

picture ™;s TL" ^'''"'""' "'«' ""»>" ^he

Lonnie said Th
""°' "^ '^"- J"'* "s

though; somethin-'r di^t T^^''^ ^'^^•

anyone but her. Nofeven ?he ne"!^""'"*'
'""

the road. Thev »I1 Z .
,
°^'8hbors across

beaten lit?,!' ?°l'^' "
^™« J"^' " Poor, weather-

a few flowers
'""<^ b.t of yard in front,

two room! "c ' Z^f't 'r''
"^-^

she cooked and worked ndsfep;"'Th;T''";
part was bi^s-er K-;„j t .^ ^"e front

feed up reaf n^ee wf r ' ""'"'• ^^' ^'^ »

t-ir''f-'-

J' ever guessed there was anything behind

^n

I:

^ft.r I
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it, until that morning when I come and one of
the women was helping me fix things up for—
for the funeral,

"We run across it by accident, pulled it one
side. xVnd then I saw what she'd been doing
all them long winters when she'd been waitin'.
It was a big thing, nearly as big as the bed-
spread. Another picture rug. But not like the
others. This showed the little shack, not exactly
as It was, but as it might be-vinos and flowers
all over it, smoke pourin' out of both chimneys,
a neat little white fence all aroun \ a boat pulled
'jp on the shore. And at the gate, a man and a
woman—clinched fond. She has on a white
dress, and a white veil over her sunny hair.
Pink roses in the veil. He is tall, and dark and
swell looking. You might not guess, Shorty,
but the woman was meant for her, and the man
—for me. A note pinned to it said so.
"You see, she'd worked it all out—her dream

of what might be. Years and years she must
have worked at it, believing it would come true.
And at the I ^st, just before she gave up, she'd
written the note. If I didn't come, it said, she
wanted the thing put away, where nobody would
see it. But if I did come, no matter when, I was
to have it, and she hoped everybody in the world
would see it, so they'd know she was right.
Now what do you think of that, Shorty?"

I don't know just what I did say. I got out

i: .-f;ylw
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foot mdo, «il|,?bour„ ,

'" !"'^,*d sold near a
bulbs floodi, • ttith: n "''''f

'"""''''' ^'^='"0

m'ss if, is Jfaria TnH^-. L , ,
""'' «"'' <=an't

^vho stream i„,„"o„Hf/
"'""^ "^ '*- "•"« folks

tard-pie oomedv .,i! 1 m''™'
'° ''°"' «' <''Js-

He seems satisfied
""""' "' '"''•

.o"^t! .TcTm-eth!"" '?^ '-' ^"-V he
in.. I like r H^owTouTd'irb^'sfV""''-have a whackin' h,V .

^' Shorty, to

keep it filled .^h'^irroV",
'"'" ^"''=' ""^

doit!"
""" pmk roses f ,,! Qad, I'll

And two Weeks no-r. :<? .-

have said
:
"Who hT; FiSu "f' ."?

''"

about as much seutimlt stolid
^"'''"^^K'"

system as there is san in = 1
^"'^ "" his

' e 16 sap in a lamp po.;t. '

'

i

i

.^.''i
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AND THEN, THERE WAS TODD

m

^—•-»!

1

As for me, I don't know whether to be glad or
sorry about what we helped Todd to do. Just
how Pinckney feels about it I ain't sure, either.

Course I know what he says. But what Pinck-

ney means by what he says is something else

again.

"Casuals of Kismet, Shorty; no more," says

he. "We served merely as the poor pawns of

the game."
"Huh!" says I, tryin* to look like I was

keepin 'up. "You don 't say ? '

'

And, after all, I only started the thing.

Funny about me and Tot'd. I expect we 'd seen

each other day in and day out for a matter of

three years or more, without either of us ever

battin* an eye as we passed. There was no
cause. He might of known who I was and he

might not. Course, it was plain enough about

him. There it was, right on his can

But Todd wasn't one you'd give the cheery

hail to offhand and uninvited. A sour, grouchy
little party. Yo'j could tell that by the sag to

his mouth corners, by the furrows between his

94
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AND THEN, THERE WAS TODD

o?hi'/'""?^'
'^•"'"°"'' «"d ^y 'he droopy i,Z

Well, I don't know as TV? Ko o i • ,

Mst insir . r
fo^^ay. ^"-hore he'd slouch

fh«V?r" i
*"" '° ^ *•'» '' "<"'« him any more

So this time, when I finds him shakin' his fiatat the broad back of ,he hook-nosed lady Jth

u^P:'s.rlTorre^m"rk''s^^^'"'-
'^-«^- "«

J^\rt%:rn«:7a^„thr:aV.tt:^
was no chance of her hearin' 'em NaturaHv ?»wmp my head to look after a part^X ta
mentlr;"nd^h ", """""^"^ and'unXu
"Todd' W. r '""' *° "'''° " """""^ «'an«

fidin' hf; <-
?^"'' '''"' *" ^^ his cue for con-Mm his further emotions to me.

"P.; .^
°''^- hippopotamus!" he explodesFat old swine I Look at her."

t

ft,

«•

a

1

1

M
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m

m

"Eh?" says I. "Annoyed about something,

are you?"
"Am I?" says he. "It's a wonder I don't do

murder one of these fine days, with the likes of

that makin' life hard for me."
"How's that?" says I.

"Why," he snarls, "comin' down here twice a
week, snoopin' around and findin' fault. Ever
since she bought the buildin' it's been that way.

And me holdin' the job for goin' on four years

with never a cross word from the boss. But
now—'Vy dond you the sidevalk sveep oop?'
' Vot is it you smoke in your dirty pipe—rubber,

eh?' And threaterin' to tie the can to me every

trip. Trust a woman. G-r-r-r!"

"That's right," says T. "Get it all out of

your system and then maybe you'll feel better."

And with a grin I leaves him to his happy
thoughts.

Seems to break the ice with him, this little

exchange. After that he never fails to hold me
up and spill his troubles. Yes, he had a lot of

'em, mainly havin' to do with the snake-

charmin' sex. It was one day when the old

elevator went out of commission and the repair

gang was tinkerin' it up that he finds his way
up to the Studio and gives me a complete bill

of complaint.

"I used to think I was a man," says he,

glarin' savage at the worn-out toes of his old

^*r:
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Bhoes_ '^>^ow—- Well, I don't know what Iam It's bein' surrounded and hectored somuch by old hens."

^t,ciored so

on the second; Madam O'Bryne VZ\ f
another; and all then, milliners!"'*;;«

v^ite s

ready to bawl me out any time of dav And Ihave to stand for it_me, Samson Todd "

,, fT'™'.
'''"' '"y^ I. s'^in' np this thinoi-ested, squint-eyed, booze-soaked spedmen of

Aor a party of your weight?"
''Maybe," says he ''Wi^hpri «r,

less unHlT ^^*\^*' J ^^ ^ee° a man, more orless, until I got stuck here, hoistin' women upand down all day long. Nothin' but womenYou've seen. Car's always full of 'em m^^tlvold hens-eacklin, Jabberin', Jawin' ddTns"^And then, when I'm through at ni^ht hZlamong more of 'em V«e ^t ^ '
^™^

at home.''
^es, three more old hens

"Steady, there, Todd," says I. -If vou're aMormon you shouldn't " ^ .
"u re a

L

V

/t=*:
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"Think I'd marry one, let alone three?" he
snaps.

Then he explains how he lives with a sister

who's a widow and runs a boardin' house.
Sister is helped out by an old maid cousin and
an antique mother-in-law; and, accordin' to

Todd, the combination is one that would drive

a saint into the souse class.

"Jawin' and naggin'," says he, "from the
minute I stick my head in the basement door at
night until I sneak out in the mornin'. I'd like

to quit 'em some day and never show up again."
"Well, why not?" says I.

"Eh?" says he, starin' as if I'd suggested he
tackle some miracle.

"Listen, Todd," says I. "You come beefin'

to me about the way you're pestered by women.
You state your opinions mighty free and bold
—when they can't hear you. Know what you
sound like? A yellow pup yappin' down an
alley. Uh-huh. Like a worthless, measly yel-

low pup that would run if a two-weeks-old kitten
humped its back at him. Now, if you must yap,
do your yappin' where it'll register. Buck up

!

Don't be an imitation man. If your women-
folk at home are pickin' on you, give 'em as
good as they send. Tell 'em where they get off.

The same with Mrs. Rosenbaum. Ten to one
they'll lay off it after that. Anyway, take a
chance. That is, if you got any nerve left.

'

'

%j.
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la^Vh^%l'7'^^r'^ '^"^^°^' «" ^^<^«Pt thatastjab^ That got under his skin. I could seeliim stiffen and his fingers bunch up.
lou thmk I ain't got any nerve?" says hegettm on his feet. " I'll show you. And rshow them, too."

"Yes you will-not," says I over my shoul-der as he drifts through the door
Maybe that was rubbin' in the salt. I didn't

could n,."^
.^'^° ' 7°* ^^^ *« ^'' '^^ idea hecould run in here and give me an earful when-ever he got a call-down that he most likely de-served. And I had no more notion he'd try tofollow my advice than I did of seein' him turnhandsome overnight T j„«t *i.. ^ J

and careless ^ "^ " "^ '^'"^^

Must have been nearly one oVloek before Igot a ehnnce to beat it out to lunch so as Is;^ngs onto Forty-second Street I'm n cons.derable of a hurry. That's how I happenedto plow nght into the middle of this youngmobof females bunched about the next entrance before I noticed anything unusual. But by the

trl<,f .' "
l""^"' ^"'^ P^rty in a blond

transfonnafion, I decides to slow np. It wasthen I heard this chorus of wild sqneab Indpamc% shrieks floatin' out from the doorway

iii
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' *What 's happenin ' ? " I asks an excited young

lady who's hoppin' up and down.
"Oh, it's perfectly awful!" she groans.

"Can't someone stop him?"
"Stop what—who?" says I.

"That wretch in the elevator," says she.
'

'He '11 kill them all—I know he will. He has the

car full, and he's running it up and down like a
crazy man, stopping and starting jerky, not let-

ting them out, and swearing something fright-

ful. They say that Madam Jezinski is in there,

and that two girls from the manicure parlors

have fainted, and- ft

<<'
'It ain't Todd, is it?" I demands.
"I'm sure I don't know his name," says she.

"It's that surly, smelly little runt with the

squinty eyes—the one that's always here."
"That's him," says I. "Todd." And I does

my best to smother a grin.

"They've 'phoned for the police and the

owner of the building, I hear, '
' says the young

lady. "I wish they'd come before anything
awful happens."

"Oh, I guecs it won't," says I, "if it's only

Todd."
With that I works my way out of the crowd

and starts on, chucklin' a bit. So Todd had
really cut loose! He was takin' it out in

bouncin' around a lot of his pet enemies.

-Wi &^^'^^^M!nW^^%
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Unique way of gettin' back at 'em-and one that
would most likely earn him his release. But
that was his lookout.

I meant to stop on my way back and ask some-
body how the afifair came out; but after lunch
I took my reg'lar stroll up Fifth Aveuuo, and
ran across Pinckney cruisin' along in his town
car, witii the usual results. From then on all
schedules was off. He insists on my climbin'
m, whirls me up through the park and back
drags me into a picture exhibit on the return
trip, makes a stop at one of his clubs, and landsme at the Studio again about three-thirty.
Havm nothing better to do, he says how he
guesses he'll trail along in too.

^''All right," says I; "but I ain't urgin' it
"

Your apology noted, '

' says he, '
' and such an

impulsive invitation I can scarcely resist Ah
here is your eminent assistant, Mr. Gallagher'
who seems to await you with news of import "

It's a fact. Swifty Joe is scowlin' impatient.
W ell, anything on your mind besides your

hair, Swifty?" says I.

-Nah!" says he out of the southwest corner
of his mouth. "But tnere's sumpin' on the mat
you might give the once-over to when you get
the time."

"Ah, ha!" says Pinckney. "A hint of mys-
tery. Excellent!"

i

r i,

!;•"
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'Since you're so strong for that sort of

thing," says I, "I'll let you in on it, whatever
it is."

'Done!" says Pinckney. "Proceed to the
mat."

So we files into the gym. I had to take a
second glance before I places this huddled-up
party witli the torn coat sleeve and the rumpled
hair. But as I walked around and stirred it
with my foot, a pair of squinty eyes are rolled
up at me.

"Huh!" says I. "Todd."
He moans out something or other, and goes

through some shivery motions.
"Well, well," I goes on. "Last I heard of

you, you was enjoyi- ' yourself fine, throwin' a
scare into ^n eievator-load of women, with Mrs.
Rosenbaum due on the scene any minute. Did
she show up ?

"

"Ye-e-es," groans Todd.
"And you called her an old hen and a few

other things like you threatened?" I asks
"What then?"

"I—I got the chuck," says Todd.
"Didn't look for any medal of honor to be

pinned on you, did you ? " I goes on. ' * But that
am't the only job in the world, is it? Is that
what ails you—or have you been home?"
He nods and lets out some more groans.

..
"Oh, you have?" says I. "And there was a
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'"W?.^""^ "t"'''
'^''^ "" "P'" '« says.

^VLatl-'saysI. "Three women?"
iou-you never saw that sister of mine "

whmes Todd. "She's as strong as anrmanIt wasn't so much that she hurt fs-as!L"
Here he breaks off, snifflin'.

"Ah, eomc," says I. "Let's have it Whatwas it she did to you!"
^JSpu-spanked me," sobs out Todd, hidin' his

"W-h-a-at I" I gasped. " fou let her spaGood n.ght! Here, Pinckney. Here's yourmystery. This noble gent here on the floorIMr. Samson Todd. Up ,o this noon he" aselevator-man ne.t door. He didn 't like the jobToo many females-old hens is his favorit.nam, for 'em. And he's been beefin' abou? h swomen-folks at home. I tried to tell him th^hc was a retiar guy he wouldn't come

TtZ
'° ^^^bout his troubles, but wouTd

s and up and feed t to 'em. Well, it seems hedid. And now look at him. He goes and lets

h'^or—.^" ' '^^^ ^^""^ '"' --P
Pinckney has hung his crook-necked walkin'-

^'
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stick on his left wrist and is holdin' up his other
hand.

"Tut, tut, Shorty," says ho. "Charity, old
chap. There may be extenuating circumstances.
Who knows? Perhaps the gentleman will sit up
and join me in a cigarette."

'*Ehr' .snys Todd, eyein' h'm suspicious.
Pinckney is offerin' his gold cigarette-case.

It's a minute or so, though, before Todd can be
induced to hoist himself into a chair and light

up.

''Pardon me for asking so personal a ques-
tion," says Pinckney, ''but you haven't always
been an elevator-man, have you?"

*

'
Not me, '

' says Todd. ' * Six years, that 's all.

And it wac six years too many. '

'

"There, Shorty!" says Pinckney triumphant.
"You see

! Mr. Todd is, as I suspected, a per-
son of defeated ambitions; one who has felt the
bludgeonings of fate, but whose head is as yet
unbowed. Am I right, Mr. Todd ? '

'

Todd was gawpin' at him puzzled; but after
thinkin' it over he nods solemn.

"And what," Pinckney goes on, "were some
of those unsatisfied ambitions, Mr. Todd?"
"You—you mean "begins Todd.
<(i'The things you yearr.ed to do and could

not," Pinckney helps out.

"I—I alius meant to take lessons on th' ac-

cordion," says Todd. "I can play it some—

1M
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part of 'Annie Laurie' and the chorus to 'Good
Old Summer-time.' I was learnin' 'Tipperary'
too, gettin' aloni? fine, when that old hen sister
of mine found the thing and bust it up on
me. '

'

'^

"On you!" says Pinckney. -Ah, figura-
tively, I trust? But none the less there burst
a rosy bubble. No more could your fettered
soul rise on the wings of Orpheus. Still, there
were other aspirations, no doubt?"

' • Uh-huh, '

' says Todd, gazin ' dreamy.
''Such as " suggests Pinckney, lettin' his

lett eye twinkle my way.
"I should ha' been a sea captain," savs Todd,
sailin' round and seein' the world; mavbe

smugglin' a bit, or mixin' in with pirates oVerm them Molly Islands."
Pinckney draws in a deep breath. It was his

turn to stare. He'd dug up something he hadn't
expected.

'

'
Oh, I say ! '

' says he. - That 's a whale of an
ambition. But what kept you from being a sea
captain, Todd?"

*

'
Ah, I never had no chanst, '

' says Todd ' ' I
been a stick-in-tb '-mud. Sick a lot, for one
thing. And then I never knew just how to get
started. But I alius wanted to strike out for
myself, to get away where there was danger
and fightin' and things to stir your blood. If
I could only get there now, right in the thick of

If'
*
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things, I'll risk but I'd take my share. I'd show
'em that Samson Todd was a man yet I"
He's straightened up, Todd has, and his

squmty eyes has -.n odd greenish flicker in 'em
and he's waggi..' his head cockv. I can't say
whether he's funny or pathetic-a little of both,
maybe. As for Pinckney, I can tell he's havin'
the time of his life.

"Todd," says he, "I am almost inclined to
believe you. As our friend McCabe would
phrase it, you tell it well. And yet-ah, I must
quote for you my favorite motto : Adventures,
lodd, are for the venturous."
"Hey?" says Todd.
"For cherries, '

' says Pinckney, '

' one climbs a
tree. Never were there more stirring times
than these. The wo-'d at war—and you run-
ning an elevator !

"

"Oh!" says Toll. -I couldn't get into any-
thing. I 'm over forty. '

'

"Still," says Pinckney, '«for one who so
earnestly craves that sort of thing there should
be some way open—perhaps not in the very
trenches, but See here ; what were you be-
fore you became an elevator-man?"

"Little of everything," says Todd. *'I used
to sell extras durin' the Spanish-American
muss. Later on I peddled bananas and potatoes
and such truck from a cart. Then for a whUe
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I helped in a quick-lunch joint. That's where Igot to be a cook.

"

cooler"""^'"
««^« P^°«t°-y- "Yc are a

"Nothin; fancy," says Todd. -lean hash upcommon th.ngs. though. Must have had hnlf a

I goT-^M^''
^"* °^ ^"« «^^«""t or another

"See here, Todd," breaks in Pincknoy -Ihave the ver>' thing for you. Heard of it'onlv
this noon Mhen . was talking to a friend-k
naval officer. Said he was desperate for cooks,
must find twenty of 'em right away-mess cooks
for the transport serA-ice. Just cooking for the
crews, you know. There you are. That's vou
I know where h^ is now. Wait; I'll call him

and!>!^H-^"V''^
" ^'^^°« Todd, openin'and shuttin' his mouth gaspy and stretehin' his

'phone
Pi°ckney, who's started for the

"Well?" demands Pinckney,
"Did-did you say them cooks was for trans-

ports? 'goes on Todd. -Steamers that carrv
over soldiers and supplies, ain't they, and-and
get sunk by submarines?"
"Yes," says Pinckney. "Precisely what youwant, isn't It? High adventure. It 's the chance

you ve been waiting for. ShaU I call him up ?

"

W-
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It was f.iacinatin' to watch Todd's face.

First off, lliat weak chin of his was sagged, his

eyes were popped, and his skin had turned a dull

gray. Sweat was startin' out on the sides of his

nose. Then, all of a sudden, the muscles in the

mouth corners stiffen, and up comes his head.

"Yes," says '^'odd, hoarse and husky. "Call

him."
Now ^ow you goin' to tell? Might have been

easy eiK ..gh for some of us, makin' a move like

that. But it must have been different with

Todd, who'd just been driftin' along, like rub-

bish on the tide, ever since he was born. I

expect he'd wanted to do things, in a vague sort

of way. Ile'd wished and waited. And that

would have been as far as he'd gone if ho hadn't

been picked up by the scruff of the neck, as you
might say, and chucked into this.

Things Ui(>ved fast for Todd from then on,

though. Insidf of half an hour he'd been

hustled in a taxi to a recruitin' office and had
signed up. Before dark he was on a dock some-

where in Tloboken, loaded down with more clean

warm clothes than he'd over owned before, not

to mention such trifles as new razors, fancy

toilet soap, a couple of pounds of his favorite

smokin' tobacco, and other little contributions

that Pinckney and I could collect in a hurry.

"There," says Pinckney, as we wa\js good-

by to Todd—"there embarks a potential her >.'*

-. I
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•I don't know the brand," Hays I, "barrin'
it's ono that makes good until be meets a
spankin' sister."

"That menace, at least/' says Pinckney, *'he
will be free from on the hipli seas. As for the
rest—well, let us wish him the best ol luck and
consider tlie incident closed. Thank you,
Shorty, for a diverting interlude."

That's Pinckney, all over. Two minutes from
then ho was taxin' his mighty intellect with the
proposition of whether he should go home for
dinner or stop off at the club.

I must say I couldn't forget Todd quite so
easy. Maybe 1 thought of him a couple of times
du-'i' the next week, when I noticed the West
Indian runnin' the elevator next door. Then
the affair faded out. In a month, if I'd heard
the name, about all it would have called up
would have been something humorous about
somebody gettin' spanked.
Then here yesterday in breezes Pinckney, and

instead of indulgin' in any of his usual piffle he
pulls a chair up to the desk where I'm sittin' at
ease with my feet up, and proceeds to talk
serious and confidential.

"Shorty," says he, ''I've just had a talk with
my naval friend in the transport service."

**Y-e-e-es?" says I.

"Well," he goes on, "the U-boats got the
Arapiqua on Ler return trip."
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'f'^.yjr

"Ara—which?" says I.

'Don't you remember?" says he. **The one

Todd shipped on as cook."

*'Wliat?" says I. "Sunk her? And how

about Todd?"
**I'm coming to that," says Pinckney. "The

Arapiqua went over loaded with mules and pro-

visions. She arrived safely, in spite of a lively

brush that the convoys had off the coast of

France. Coming back the fleet ran into quite

a storm. The Arapiqua became separated from

the rest—strained a propeller-shaft. She was

Ijang to, patching things up, when the sub-

marine appeared. Of course she put up a fight,

but a chance shot disabled the after gun, killing

or wounding nearly all of the gim crew. There

was nothing loft but to take to the boats. And
when they had rowed off, the sea still rather

rough, the Huns went aboard and planted a few

Kmbs. You know they don't waste torpedoes

on mule transports. And when they had done

their usual pilfering they went back to their

boat and watched for the Arapiqua, abandoned

and rolling helpless in the waves, to go to the

bottom.

"Then the unexpected happened. They saw

something stirring under the canvas cover of

the forward gun. A man had crawled out and

was cutting away the cover lashings. He was

trying to swing the gun around to bear on them.
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That was enough for the Huns. Down they
tumbled as fast as they could follow one another
below. But before the U-boat could submerge
the lone man on the Arapiqua had got the gun
gomg. The first shot missed by a hundred
yards, so the transport captain says—he was
watching through his glasses. The second
wasn t quite so wide. And the third was a fair
hit, just at the base of the periscope. A
tourth shot struck well forward. There was
a tremendous explosion. The stern of the
submarme was flung up and she sank like a
rock.

"The man on the Arapiqua was still firing,
shot after shot, as fast as he could feed them in
when the bombs began to go off. One exploded
amidships, another in the stern, and the third
sent the whole forward deck high in the air.
The lone man and his gun went with it—to kino--
dom come. But he'd done his work. Shorty,
can you guess who the fellow was f

"

''You-you don't mean," says I, "it was—
Todd!"
Pinckney nods.
'

'
Samson Todd, hero, '

' says he. '

« The trans-
port captain recognized him through his glasses
Besides, he was the only man unaccounted for'
and so far as known, the only one on board,'
besides the gun crew, who could load and fire
the three-pounder. He had begged so persist-

£5
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ently to be shown how that the men had

humored him. It seems he thought he might be

made a gun captain on the next trip."

"But how did he come to be hidin' there

under the canvas?" I asks.

"Couldn't we pass over that?" says Pinck-

ney. "Suppose he did begin the fight badly—

he ended it nobly enough. Not Ulysses himself

could have won to a more glorious end."

"That's right," says I. "It was a man's

finish. Huh! Todd! Who'd have thought it

was in him?"

S i
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SULLY AT A SKIP STOP

"Shorty," says Sadie here the other night,
" I hope you rf lember that day after to-morrow
will be the nineteenth?"
" J," says I, «'I can't remember that far

ahead.

"But you know what I mean," says Sadie.
'

'
Maybe I can guess, '

' says I.
'
'You 're pre-

dictin' it will be Saturday, too."
"And I suppose that's all it is to you?" says

she, sighin'.

"Wrong again," says I. "Seel" And I pro-
duces a little white box from my pocket and
passes it over.

"Oh!"saysshe, openin'it. "A wrist watch!
The very thing I'd been thinking of for him.
I'm sure he will be pleased with that."
"He ought to," says I. "Illuminated face,

gun - letal guard and genuine pig-skin strap,

just like the regular doughboys wear. And if

he don't use it in football scrimmages it may
last him a month."
"I suppose Sully is rather young to be given a

wrist watch," hedges Sadie.

113
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"He ain't so young as he was," says I.

*'He'll be ten Saturday."

"Just think, Shorty! Ten years old

—

Sully!" And Sadie stares into the fireplace.

"That's what's bound to happen to young-

sters, if they're lucky," says I.

"I know," says she, "and we "

"Ah, cheer up, old girl," says I. "We ain't

quite in the antique class yet. Several skip

stops before we get to forty. Let 's forget that

and s+ick to this big event of Sully's. Goin' to

celebrate for him in some way, I expect!"

Sadie admits that she's planned a little party.

"That's the stuff!" says I, "All the kids in

the neighborhood, I expect? That is, all but the

Honorable Peggy. Too bad she can't be in on

it, too. His first girl, at that."

"Yes," says Sadie, "I'm afraid he won't

think it much of a party without Peggy. I don't

see, though, just what I can do."

I didn't, either. For who were we to break in

where the Purdy-Pells and the Boomer-Days

was shut out? You see, we'd acquired some

mighty swell neighbors durin' the past six or

eight months. Oh my, yes ! The ones who leased

the Knight place. And we 'd always thought the

De Forest Knights was top notchers, in their

way; owned Mexican gold mines, sported two

men in livery on the limousine, had been oper-

ated on by the Mayo brothers—all th it sort of
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thing. Their four acres of shore frontage was
next above my little strip of sea wall, you know.
But a couple of years ago, when something

happened to shut off the dividends from the
gold mines, the De Forest Knights took a sud-
den slump. Kind of tough luck, too, for they
always nodded pleasant enough as they passed,
and once or twice De Forest gave me a lift up
from the station. All of a sudden, though, they
did a fadeaway. Just disappeared. I heard
fiOW they was livin' in one side of a two-fam'ly
house in Philadelphia. And for months there
was a big "For Sale or Rent" sign up on the
fancy iron gates.

Then came the Redingtons. For a spell there
was quite a mystery about this tall, spruce party
with the grayish mustache who walked with a
limp in his left leg. Some thought he was au
English plute who'd come over here to dodge
usin' a meat and bread card. But in a little

place like Rockhurst-on-the-Sound things get
around. It finally comes out that he 's Sir Hart-
ley Redington, who's been sent over on some
important government job—shipping, most
likely, or army supplies. That's as far as we
got.

For Sir Hartley is a poor mixer. He could
come nearer walkin' right over you without
seein' you than anyone I'd ever just missed
meetin' before. ' hing folksy about Si- Hart-



'jmm

^^

1

116 SHORTY McCABE GETS THE HAIL

ley. Not even a mornin' nod as he saw me
comin' out of my gates, no more'n a hundred
feet from his. Course, I didn't chew my nails

or grind my teetii over a little thing like that.

'Specially after 1 heard how Commodore Dick

Woods had been stung when he hailed Sir Hart-

ley jovial on the station platform one mornin'
and suggested that he'd like to put up his name
for the Yacht Club.

"Beg pardon," says Sir Hartley, givin' him
the cold eye, "but I don't care to join any club,

sir."

"Oh, well," as I suggests to the Commodore,
"maybe we can worry along without his royal

sirness."

But Mrs. Boomer-Day got the hardest bump
of all. Course, she'd rushed right over and left

cards shortly after the movin' vans had un-

loaded, and then she proceeds to orgt^nize what
she calls a garden party, even havir.' a white

throne-effect built where Sir Hartley and Lady
Eedington could have the neighbors presented

to 'em. And I understand she and Mrs, Purdy-

Pell almost went to the mat over who should

and whj shouldn't be invited. But when the big

day came the Redingtons took no more notice

of it than as if their engraved card had been

an auction hand-bill tossed on the front porch.

They didn't come and they sent no word.

From this and other hints folks got the idea
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that the Redingtons wanted to be left alone.
Someone discovered that the black band Sir
Hartley wore on his left sleeve was for two
younger brothers that had been lost at Ypres,
so the knockers gradually let up. But nobody
was left with nerve enough to breeze through
the Kedington gates again, not even to sell

tickets for Ked Cross benefits. And with all the
social climbers we got out here you can imagine
how hard that must have been on some of 'em.

That's what gave Sadie such a gaspin' spell

when she discovers how thick little Sully is get-
tin' with little Miss Redington. You know
there's a bathing beach on the Knight place and
while our old neighbors o^vned it Sully used to

make himself as much at home there as if it was
his own back yard. Him and the Knight young-
ster had a spring board rigged up and a float

anchored off, and what them two kids didn't
learn about swimmin' and divin' wasn't worth
knowin'. 'Specially Sully. Why, he was doin'
the Australian crawl before he was eight and
the way he could sport around in the water
would make a porpoise look like an amateur.
He was some disgusted boy, too, when he

finds that the only young person our new neigh-

bors has in the family is a girl. But that don't
last long. After he's seen her do one dive from
the float he gets into his bathing suit, jumps off

the sea wall and swims right over to join in the
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fun. I understand the governess in charge tried
to drive him home, but the young miss wouldn't
stand for it. Later on we got his report on the
young lady.

"Say, pop," he confides to me one day, "she's
a reg'lar person, that girl next door. Y'otta see
her do a back-flop. An' I'm showin' her the
barrel-roll an' a lot of stunts."

"What's the young lady's namef" says I.

"Ah, she ain't no young lady," says Sully.
"Only a couple months older 'n me. She's just
Peggy. Know what that old prune face gov-
erness calls her, though? The Hon'rable Mar-
jorie! I heard her tell the chauffeur that 'the
Hon'rable Marjorie wasn't through with her
bawth.' Wouldn't that crust you? Like she
was a congressman or sump'n. Where do you
expect she gets that stuff?"

"It's by me, Sully," says L "I ain't mixed
much with the nobility myself."
"Gee!" says Sully, "there ain't anything

stuck up about Peggy, take it from me. Course,
she does pull a funny line of talk; sayin' how
she feels top-hole, and tellin' me I needn't
swank around or carry so much side about my
swimmin'. Stuff like that. And she laughs at

things I say, too. Think of that! But she's
right there when it comes to playin' games.
'Most as good as Bob Knight was."
I didn't want to tell Sully so, biit I was lookin*

1



SULLY AT A SKIP STOP 119

for him to come home one of these days with
his mouth down, after an interview with Sir
Hartley or Lady Redington. Nothing like that
happened, though. Either they left such mat-
ters to the governess to settle, or else tliey

didn't want the youngster to be as lonesome «s
they were. Besides, the Honorable Peggy
looked like she could put up quite an argument
for herself, in case it was needed.

She's a slim, graceful young party, with black
hair and black eyes, and as well tanned as an
old boot. Mostly she wore a one-piece bathin'
suit and when it wasn't that she romped around
in khaki knickers. And with that box cut on
her hair you could hardly tell whether she was
a boy or a girl. If Sully could show her how to
bat up flies with a baseball, she could give him
points on cricket and lawn bowlin', and when it

came to handlin' a tennis racket I judge that
Sully was a poor second.

Anyway, they put in a lively summer, and
that governess must have earned her pay fol-

iowin' 'em round. It suited Sadie all right be-
cause Sully wasn't all the time gettin' mixed
up in scraps and mischief \vith the village boys.
I expect she was kind of tickled, too, at
the way Sully had crashed in with the aristoc-
racy.

''I believe he's getting quite fond of the Hon-
orable Peggy," she remarks once.

I

If
n
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'Ain't you bcjifinnin' kind of early to work up

a romance for the youngster?" I asks.

"How absurd, Shorty!" says she. "It is

only that I am glad he's finding out that girls

aren't quite such despisable creatures as he

used to think they were. You know, he has been

rather- >>

(<

:i ?

'I know," says I. "He's all boy, Sully;

r^iybo a little rough and noisy, but not such a

poor specimen at that, eh?"

Which gets a fond smile out of Sadie. "I am
sure that neither of us overlooks any of his good

points," says she, "but it's hardly the best

taste for us to mention them."

I agree to that. Still, maybe I can sort of

throw off casual and modest that if there's any

ten-year-old in Rockhurst or the adjoinin' sub-

urbs that has got Sully beat we'd like to see

him. Course, maybe some would object to the

curl in his reddish-brown hair, or the freckles,

or point out that his nose was a bit snubbed.

But I notice that when he springs that cherub

smile of his and lets 'em have the full effect of

them Killarney blue eyes—well, you should hear

some of the women rave. Them's his company

manners. Outside of that I'll admit he's a

young tarrier.

They made a great team, him and the Hon-

orable Peggy. She 's an inch or so taller maybe,

but Sully is stockier built, and from the very
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start thoy seemed to get aloni^ well together.

It's the first summer for two or three years tliat

Sully ain't showed up homo about every so oi'ton

with scratches on l<is face or a lump under one

eye. Also it's tlie first vacntion when I ain't

had to apologize to some fond mamma for the

rough way he's used her little pet. About all

the notice he'd ever taken of girls before was in

thinkin' up ingenious ways of tormentin' 'em

—

pullin' out their hair ribbons, chasin' 'em with

dead snakes, and so on.

Whether he tried any of them tactics on
Peggy or not we couldn't tell, for they did all

their play in' over on her grounds, except when
they'd jog down to town in the pony cart, after

sodas and candy. If he did put over any rough

stuff I expect he got back as good as he sent.

All through July anc' August he was there about

every day. Sometimes he'd stay for tea and
drift home about five-thirtv with his face

smeared with jam and no appetite for dinner.

""Whaddye know?" he announces once.

''They don't eat dinner until after eight and
Peggy has to go to bed at half-past seven.

Ain't that fierce?"

''It's quite English," says Sadie. "I think

you ought to do that, too."

a heart!" says Sully."Aw gee! Have
"Nine's bad enough."

Even after school opens and the football
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season begins Sully still finds time to see more
or loss of Peggy, and when ho don't get over
she comes to the hedge and whistles for him. I

notice he's generally ready to drop things and
go, too.

So it does seem kind of tough that she can't
be in on. his birthday party. I was expectin*
him to put up a howl about it, but when we're
goin* over the names all tlie suggestions he has
to make is about a few of his football bunch that
he wants invited.

"Don't forget Plug Connors and Joe Sarello
and Mutt Marsuvian," he puts in.

Sadie glances at me hopeless. "Is—is it

necessary to include them?" she asks.

"You know this ain't exactly a convention of
Allies we're arrangln' foi," I suggests.

"Ah, they'd be sore if they didn't get asked,"
says Sully. "Might not let me bo quarterback
anymore."
"Oh, very well," says I. "So long as we

don't have to have any Serbs or Greeks or
Polacker=. We don't want to give Master
Percey lioomer-Day and the others too hard a
jolt."

"Ah, say!" protests Sully. "Have we gotta
have Sissy Day and all them mollycoddles?"

Sadie insists that we have, so the debate ends
fifty-fifty, in a compromise. But never a word
said about the Honorable Peggy.
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.J^Z \
?'"'' ''""^^'

^^'"^"J "'^'''t thouKh Inotice that Sadio has her chin in the air and ismilin' sort of triumph, nt.
^'^ «n^ »^

"P «ffaloed the grocer into lettin' you havesome extra sugar .'" says L
She shai<es her head. "I've heen over and

called on Lady Hedington/' savs she
-The nerve of you!" says L -Did tiiey sicthe' iron you, or what?"
^ho was very nice. >»

says Sadie. "She is
-.' "— -

.
a".*a oiiuie. •»ne isgoing to let the Honorable Peggy eome to thepar y. I erhaps she'll drop in herself for a little

while. And I left an invitation for Sir Hartley,

GeorgeV"^
''Why not cable for King

-Of course," adds Sadie, -fvo no idea Sir
Hartley will accept, but I thought I might as
well ask him. Mr. and Mrs. Purdy-Pell will be
here, you know, and the Boomer-Days

; and even
If neaher of the Redingtons appear, I think it's
nice of her to M the little girl come. I'm notgoing to tell Sully. We'll surprise him with

"He'll be tickled, all right," savs I
Well the affair started the w^y kid parties

generally do with a few of the early comers
sittm around gigglin'; boys on one side, girls
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on the other, and nobody able to get 'em to-

gether. Then Sully gets his eyes on the Irish-

Italian-Armenian football squad, who have been

hangin' around outside bashful for half an hour.

He lets loose a yell and rushes out to tow 'em

in. And of course they starts rough housin' in

the front hall until Sadie marches 'em in where

the girls are and they quiet down like they'd

been put under arrest.

Accordin' to Sadie's program there was to

be dancin' first, so I feeds a one-step into the

music machine and tells 'em to go to it. Which
Master Porcey and a few of the other nice little

boys does prompt. Not Sally though. He can

dance as well as any of 'em, and usually does

;

but now he sits between Mutt Marsuviaiv and

Joe Sarello, entertainin' 'em with sarcastic

remarks.
'

' Why, Sully ! '
' says Sadie. ' * Can 't you find

a little partner?"

"Nah!" says Sully. "I ain't gonna

dance."

About then there's a stir at the front door and

in comes some fresh arrivals. I took one look

and nearly does a duck behind the music box.

For here's Sir Hartley, all dolled up in striped

pants, gray spats and a black frock coat, with

a splash of colored ribbon pinned across the

front—war decorations, I judge. Behind him

is Lady Kedington, costumed simple in white
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and black, and leadin' by the hand the Hon-
orable Peggy.

Say, I thought for u minute ihere that Mrs
Boomer-Day was go u' to thro, a cat-fit, but
she comes out of it beua.r. an.' almost parts a
corset lacm' when she's presented. I might
have had a lot of fun followin' her motions if
1 hadn t got a glimpse of Sully. He has his
toes turned in and his head hung down, but his
eyes are rolled up so that he can get a good
view of Peggy, and he's starin' for all he's
worth.

You could hardly blame him, for it's some
change that has come over the Honorable
Peggy. Maybe it's because we'd always seen
her m riding togs or knockabout costumes.
And there am't anything elaborate about what
she s got on now, only she looks so much more
dainty and girlish than I'd imagine she could.

^\hat a little beauty!" I hears Mrs. Purdy-
Pell gasp admiring.

In the meantime I was hearin' a little of this
pretty speech Lady Eedington was gettin' off
to Sadie about -her adorable little son who has
been such a charming, manly playfellow for
dear Marjorio."

Then she turns to Peggy and remarks : "Now
dearie, run and dance with the others. '

'

'

Peggy seems willin' enough. She stands
there lookin' sweet and smilin', waitin' for some

IS
...
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of the boys to ask her. But they didn't seom to

dare. Even Master Percej- Boomer-Day don't

quite have the nerve. So she's left staudin'

alone at one side. Most youngsters would have
flushed up, or sidled pouty into a corner. But
nothing like that from the Honorable Peggy.

She spots Sully over at the far end of the room
and makes straight for him.

** Please, Sully," says she, haltin' in front of

the mixed quartette, "can't we have a dance?"
And there it wi,-, up to Sully. Here on either

side was his rough-neck friends, who had the

say as to who played quarterback and who
didn't, and ^vho rated kids that danced with

girls in about the same class as the ones who
took piano lessons or collected stamps. They
was snickerin', too. And then again there was
Peggy, her sparklin' black eyes watchin' him
expectant and her slim, graceful figure swayin'

to the music.

"All, why not?" says Sully, gettin' up.

And knowin' something about just what that

decision meant to Sully I decides it 's a little the

nerviest play I'd ever seen him make. Off they

go, swingin' and turnin' in perfect time, like it

was something they'd practiced together for

months. The three in the corner stops snick-

erin' and watches with their mouths open.

"Chee!" I hears young Sarello remark,
*'they're some swell steppers, ain't they?"
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He wasn't the only one that was takin' n.r^of this particular couple, either I p tTRedmgton watchin' 'em annr-n! , T ^""^^

Hartley ^ives 'em « ^ .?^^ '''''• ^^^^ Sir

I was getlin' a h^ I T^" "' *^^>^ ^^^^ past

Sully faf^hol "' tl^ Tf\
^^'^^ ^^^ -^

when the piece ston?« L ^^''^'''* Performer

and his friends doesTh
^^'?' ^^^'^'' ^^^cey

Plaudin' enthusts ic
7'"'^ ""'''''' ^^""^ «^ ^P

looks like Sul V i?i 7 '" "°^«^'^- But it

of the floor and ^-^Z
^'^^^ ^° ^^^ "diddle

his bunch
''"^'^ '^^^^^' b^^k sheepish to

demands Plug Connors,

'^ys Sully.

or?" asks Mutt. "You

>>

^^
"Hey, Sully,"

"who's yergoii?"
"Aw, shut up'''

"Wotcher qu:
was doin' fine "

two they was at ft M ^ " " * ™""''o or
Peggy l^as tossed he" heal"'-

V"^ ^™"^'""«
drifted out bv the door Pd ?'f'"' "»'*

along in ease I Ihl^T^' ^ ^'"' "^ followed

t^efnC t'Tlti ! refeiVoT ""^ "'

hand when the thing happened
^ ""' ""

Peggy had been watchin' these fake rushes
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they was makin' for two or three minutes. You
could tell she was gettin' kind of interested by
the way she got up on her toes and held her
fingers gripped, but I didn'' look for her to butt
in. First thing I know thoup^h, she jumps out as
the bill is snapped back to Sully and cc'.o to
him:

'

' Here, Sully I To me, now ! '

'

There's an answerin' twinkle in Sully's eyes
and he makes a neat pass over the heads of his

squad. Peggy catches the ball fair, balances a
second on her toes, and then sings out defiant

:

"Catch me if you can," and is off like a
whippet after a rat.

They don't need iny urgin', that collection of
young hicks. No ? .rl was goin' to get the best
of them at their own game. With a chorus of
howls they follows. In through the livin'-room,

where the dance is still going on, they dashes,
spillin' one couple complete and shovin' others
against the wall.

And then the Honorable Peggy gives as fine

an exhibition of shifty footwork as you seldom
see. She ducks and dodges, first this way and
then that, shakes off the tackles and gets clear
with a ripply little laugh. And it's only when
Plug Connors organizes the interference by get-
tin' his crowd spread out fan-shaped that they
got her cornered. Even at that she makes a
dashin' try to break through. I ain't sure but
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she'd made it too, only Master Boomer-Day inhis pameky attempt not to get mi.,ed up in theaffair has to stumble right in her way. That'show ,t was he goes to the bottom of the heapwhen Mutt and Ping executes their flyin' jumpthat ended Peggy's forty-yard dash aVound the

Course, by then some of the ladies were

San ."1-^' ""tr '''^ "> P"' ""• "- onfootball practice. Master Percey had nearly
los his n,ce white collar and most of his ZZ
oraWe p"' """''' ''' ^'""^ ""•' >"" tl-^ Hon-

Iss'rdatT
"™"'"" '" "'' ^-' "-"'^

thaSThet ""''" ''" '""'"' ^P-^"'

"If it had been on a field though," says Plug

I was wonderin' whether the Redingtons wasgapm' for breath or sufferin' from shock, b^tl
finds them lookin' on kind of amused, as if theywas used to that sort of thing from Peggy ^

^

It was a wise move of Sadie's to spring the
ice cream and cake just about then. It quieted
things down a lot, and I noticed that Sully
didn t need any promptin' as to who he ought
to take into the dmin '-room with him. He grabsPeggy by the hand and tells her to -get in onthe eats. '

'
There was more dancin ' afterwards

1
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and always in the middle of it you'd see Sully
and Peggy. I didn't hear him apologizin' again
to the football squad for it, cither.

It wasn 't until the affair is all over and every-
one had gone home though, that we gets a true
slant on this buddin' romance. Sadie brings it

out by sayin' how Lady Redington tells her
they're leavin' the States for good next week
and are goin' back to England.

"Isn't that loo bad, Sully?" she asks.
"Huh!" says Sully. "I know."
"But you'll miss Peggy, won't you?" she

insists.

"Nah!" says Sully careless.

"Why, Sully!" protests Sadie.
"I guess you don't know what a lot that girl

cost me this summer," says Sully. ''Always
takin' a fifteen-cent plate of ice cream instead of
a cone. Gee

! Besides, if the fellers think you
gotta girl they'll kid you to death. I'm glad
she's goin'," And Sully walks off lookin'
bored.

"The little wretch!" gasps Sadie.
"All boy," says L ''And I expect the inter-

national alliance stuff is called off; eh, Sadie?"
"Perhaps," says she, "yet who knows?"

And she goes on starin' dreamy into the fire-

place.

Ain't that the female of it, though?
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A SLANT AT THE COMERS

I'D just finished a half-hour session with theHonorable Thaddeus Corson, durin' which I wassupposed to be tellin' him what was the beskmd of exercses to take for a Wall Street liverand a Lnion League digeGtion. Anyway thatwas what I was bein' paid for

Hotor'abT Tl' ^V'^^' '
^f

'"'^ ^^^ ^^"-' thenonorabJe Thaddeus much of anythin<^ Tfa^^been ,e„in. „,. Oh, yes. I'd beorf faloTod^-.ha full account of his case, from the way histongue looked in the mornin', to that heav^feehn
' he had after dinner

^

that^v^v^Th""^' ' '1°' "'^^^ ""^ P'»'^^ ««
oTher

• vJ" °""^'' S""'' ^' something orother.-jugghn. suburban and country trolleyproperhes was Corson's specialty,-and bT

hrv'ha^d th '""r "I"
""= -ven^tJgure classtney hand themselves the pleasin' fiction that

his'^haDDTd;^
''''''

''r
"""« «'«' <'°"'' disturbms iiappj dreams. I was willin' to admit thathe did know the trolley game fairly well. Must

181
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have, to keep on buckin' the big syndicates and
not get squeezed out. Short lines was his fea-
ture; independents, small-tow-n stuff. He was
fond of tellin' how he got hold of his first con-
trollin' interest—by swappin' a mortgage on a
run-down gas plant for five miles of wabbly
track, half a dozen punk cars and a twenty-
year franchise. Now he owned 'em all over the
lot—up in New England, down in Jersey, and as
far west as Iowa.

You'd never guess it, to look at him, either.
Kmd of a simple-lookin', leather-faced old
Rube. And in that dusty black Stetson, the
slate-gray frock-coat and the striped trousers,
you'd probably have sized him up for some vil-
lage banker or Cayuga County senator. He had
served a couple of terms in the Assembly from
an up-State district, hence the Honorable.
He'd been comin' to the Physical Culture

Stud.'o, on and off, for a couple of years, mostly
durin' the winter, when he missed gettin' out
and showin' his gardeners how to trim hedges
and plant trees. So I'd heard a good deal, first
hand, about how much he knew. Maybe that's
why I turns him over to Swifty Joe so prompt,
strolls out into the front office, and shuts the
door behind me.

I finds someone waitin': a tall, loose built
young gent, wearin' thick eye-glasses. Quite
a spiffy dressed party he is, with his fawn-

i
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colored gaiters and his yellow gloves, and he's
leanm jaunty on a crook-handled walkin '-stick
gazm' out one of the front windows.

Tif'r^u*r,f'*^'^'
s-,.ivigin' round. "Professor

McCabe?"
" No other, " says I.

''I suppose, then," says he, "that father is
about through in there?" And ho nods to-
wards the gjTD.

"Eh?" says I. -Sure you got the right
Shop? I haven't seen anybody round here that
1 d guess you'd call father."
"I think you have, '

' l,e goes on. '

' Thaddeus
torson, for instance. I'm Tliad Corson Jr "

'

'
One on me, '

' says I.
'

' You must take more
alter your mother than after the old man '

'

"I suppose I do," says he, "in more ways
than one. It is a fnvorite topic of father's "
And he shrugs his shoulders. "I merely
stepped in," goes on Thad, "because I missed
findmg father at the office. Thought I'd pick
him up on the way home."

^

"You're just in time," says I. "He'll be out
in a couple of minutes."
And, while he's consumin' a cigarette andgazm out on to Forty-second Street, I couldn't

help checkm' him up with Thaddeus, Sr. What
a difference there is, sometimes. Now, here's
this young sport with his long, pale face, full
eyes, his narrow stooped shoulders and his easy

L
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drawin '-room manners. Why, he's about asmuch like las old man as a spray of lilies-of-the-
valley is like a sunflower.
The minute his father steps into the front

office and sees him, he lets out a snort
'*Huh!" says he. "So you're back, eh?"
**Yes, sir," says young Thad. "I—I 'II tell

you about it after we get home."
" Oh, let 's have it, " says Corson. ' ' Come on

!

Out with it!"

"But, Dad!" protests Thaddeus, Jr., glancin'
at me. "Couldn't we save thi'. until after
dinner?"

Another snort irom Corson.
''Bah!" says he. "McCabe won't mind.

And I'm curious to know just how badly you've
fallen down this trip."
The youngster hunches his shoulders.
"I couldn't do a thing out there, Dad," says

''You mean you didn't," says the other.
But why-why? That's what I want to know.

VVhat's your alibi?"

rrJ'T^?!;;'^
^^"'^"'^ "^' *^^^'s all," says voung

Thad. -They don't intend to renew ou/fran
chise on anything like the same terms. Thev
mean to raise our taxes, make us pay a per-
centage on gross receipts, and perhaps let in a
competitive line."

"Oh, they mean all that, do they I" says Thad-
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deus Sr„ his amolderin' little ..yea flari,,' un

Willi the city council f"
"No use," says young Tliiid. "Reform a,I

mm,strat,o„ two Socialists a.non/ tl e lotVou kno,v that newspaper you took the adver

grade-crossnifr .„„,„,, |,,,, f.,„,

sent ment „p„„„ „„. oompany. And next v,.ar

Tu an iJ ' "T^'- ''"">"'•' »-""-« '» "•••'kejou an issne m the eoming city electh.n. I went

And, as r failed to see how I could do anythinRalong the l,„es you su«gestcd-well, I cam?

tile
"
TilTl'""!'''

'"""'•'™^ '''''' '>' him hos-
iiie. 1 Ben he turns to me.
"Talk about young blood being needed inbusmess!" says he. "This is a saml Hegoes out and lets a sore-head newspaper and a

mal".^''^'',™'^"
''?''* '^""'"

'•''P^ out the old

?U W r 'IS
"""^ '^''""- "^'y- '<">1^ here:i U bet I could go out there to-morrow get aIme on that bunch of w.rd heelers, and in ide 0?
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a week have enough of 'em fixed so I'd be mak-
ing the city council jump through a hoop."
Young Thad don't .ay a word. He just

shakes his head.

"EhT" demands Corson. "Think I
couldn't?"

"I think you would be indicted before you
could get out of the county."
"Bah!" says the other, "Maybe you've got

some brilliant scheme of your own!"
"Oh, what's the use, Dad?" says he. "They

wouldn't seem good to you."
"How'd you guess it?" sneers Corson.
"Simply because you never have conceded

that I could possibly know anything on any sub-
ject whatever," comes back young Thad.
He don't say it messy—just states it quiet

and patient.

But Corson blows out his cheeks and glares
like he'd been mortally insulted.

"So that's how you feel about it, eh?" he
rants. "Want to give McCabe here the notion
that you've got an old tyrant for a father, do
you ? That 's your gratitude for r11 I've tried to

do for you ! What do you think of that. Pro-
fessor?"

But I'd had about enough of the old grouch
myself.

"Ah, give the boy a chance," says I. "He
might have a hunch; who knows?"
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"Very well," says Corson. "Let him toll ua
why he shouldn't have followed my orders.
Think I don't know the street-car business, c^ f

"

"I am quite sure you did know it—once,"
says younf? Thad. '*But this 'fixint?' game is
slightly out of date, Dad. It doesn't work as
it used to."

"Oh, doesn't it?" gasps the old man, gettin'
purple in the gills. "Then what would? Let's
hear what you'd do instead. Or would you
make a present of the line to the city and tell
'em to run it as a public charity?"
"If you wish," says young Thad, " I will give

you the facts in this particular instance. As
you know, the company hasn't paid a dividend
in the last three years. The rolling stock is in
bad shape—cars dirty and shabby, half of them
with flat wheels, and all of them rickety. Then,
there's the power plant, with a set of'patched-
up engines that arc coal-eaters and energy-
wasters."

"Huh!" grumbles Corson, actin' sort of
jarred. "I suppose you would give that one-
horse town a metropolitan outfit?"
"Not precisely that," says Thad.
"Well, well! Just what would vou do?"
"In what capacity?" asks Thiddeus, Jr.

"As office-boy, for instance?"
"No; as general manager," raps out Corson.
"Do—do you mean it?" says the other.

I
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''Why not?" says Corson. ''If I'm an old

fossil, I ought to know it; and if I'm not, per-
haps it will be worth what it costs to prove it

to my son. Yes, I'll make you the G.:M. I'll

give you a year, full swing. But I must know
something of your program, cf course.

"

** Certainly," says young Thad, producin' a
notebook. ''You see, I had jotted down a few
things, just for my own satisfaction. First, I
would instal a new Corliss, so that we could
keep our schedules. Then I'd paint and repair
the cars, one at a time, perhaps adding three or
four new ones of the pay-as-you-enter t}T)e. At
the same time, I would start a publicity cam-
paign—big ads. in both papers, assuring our
patrons that we were there to give them service,
first, last, and all the time. There's a young
reporter on the Herald out there, a chap who
was a classmate of mine, who can write that
sort of thing with either hand. Yes, I know that
is the paper which has been roasting us. But
we'd forget that. So would they, after our ad.
contract was signed. And I should hope, within
a month or so, to have public sentiment with us
instead of against us; then I wouldn't care
about the city council. It 's an entirely different
policy, I know; but "

"Yes, yes," breaks in Corson. "It's the fad
just now—soothing syrup stuff. Make 'em be-

;:, 'f
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lieve you're running your business to suit them
instead of yourself."
Young Thad indulges in a quiet smile.
'I suppose you wanted to try out new

methods when you first started?"

.•il^^^^ ui'T *^' ""^^ °'^°- "^^>' I began
with a cable line, and in six months I'd chan-ed
It to an overhead trolley-first in the State.
Some of the directors thought I was crazy. ButId studied It all out; I knew what I was doin-
1 ou though

!
Why, you 've been out of college

barely two years.

"

"Just look who's been coaching me all that
time though, Dad," puts in Thad.
"There, now! None of your blarney," says

Corson, slappin' the youngster playful on the
shoulder. -But you shall have a shot at itson-a year's try-out. And if you can show the
old man any new tricks—well, we'll see."
And off they goes, arm in arm-which was a

happier finish than I'd looked for when they
starts in.

^

A w"' f.'^'^'''
^'^ *^^'° P^^^ ^^ t^^« original

debate, old Corson sort of counted me in on the
deal.

"Wasn't it you urged me to give the boy a

tr^' ' ,t'T"^''
°"^^ *^°^^ 1^^ ^«°^^ to 'the

Studio. -Well, I've done it. He's in full
charge out there now, with two hundred thou-
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sand to finance his schemes. I'll bet he sinks

every dollar.
'

'

"What's the stock quoted at now!" says I.

"Around 68," says he.

"Just as a flier," says I, "I'll go long on a
hundred shares of your holdings at that figure."

"You will?" says he, gawpin' at me. "By
George, I '11 take you, McCabe ! '

' And I handed
over a margin check on the spot.

Must have been about a month later when he

comes in chucklin'.

"You would back young blood!" says he.

"Noticed where your trolley stock has slumped

to?"

I said I hadn't.

"Fifty-six," says he. "Had to pass another

semi-annual. And there's a minority committee
applyin' for an injunction."

"That don't mean much to me," says I, "but
I'll stay with it. I'll cover. Ain't got his

schemes to runnin' yet, eh?"
"Oh, he's pulling the soothing syrup act, all

right, '

' says Corson. * * Spending three hundred
a week on newspaper space. It's smooth talk,

too. You'd tbink he was not only undertaking

to carry his passengers home, but to put 'em to

bed and shake the furnace mornings. He's buf-

faloed the city council so soon. They'll renew
the charter most likely, and he 's worked 'em for

two new turnouts. I understand he's main-
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taining a ten-minute schedule to three miles be-
yond the city limits for a single fare. That may
be good philanthropy, but it isn't 1 busi-
ness."

Next I heard from Corson, he calls i o can-
cel his afternoon session, and he talks pi. y and
excited.

-^

"I've got to go out and see what that boy's
up to," says he.

^

"Been plungin', has he?" I asks
"That hardly describes it," says Corson.
Say, what do you think? He's planning j lay

four more miles of track and has ordered tennew cars. In these times! Why, he'll bank-
rupt me at this rate. Know what rails costnow? And grading and ties? Suffering Laz-
arus! That's what I get for turning a boy

He shows up a week later, wearin' a grin.
>MWell," says I, -did you block him off?'

"No," says he, -I didn't. Instead of that
I ye come back to float a bond issue for himKnow what Thad 's done ? He 's plannin ' to give
the city a new amusement park. Yes, sir He's
orgamzed his company, got options on a hun-
dred acres of land, and has started extending
his Ime. Seems he found a real prett} little
lake out there, and a pine grove where people
have been in the habit of driying out for picnics.
Weil, he s gobbled up the whole thing, and by
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the Fourth of July he'll have a regular little

Coney Island in full blast. Halfway out he's

got more options, and is promoting a nice little

suburb with a golf and country club on the side.

See? Making business for the line. And in-

stead of running half empty cars he'll have 'em
crowded most of the time. Why, I'll bet that

Sundays and holidays he'll have to carry ten

thousand people. That's going to mean rev-

enue. '

'

**And maybe dividends?" I suggests.

"Bound to come," says Corson. Then he

stops and scratches his head. "And to think

of TL<;d—just a boj-, as you might say—work-
ing out schemes like that which I Well,

I'll have to own up, I wouldn't have thought of

'em in a thousand years. And this is my game,

too, the one I've made my pile at. Oh, Thad
stumbled into luck, that 's all. In the long run,

it's us old fellows who can be depended on."

"Sometimes," says I. "But mostly I'm
backin' the comers."

"You'll lose out, then," says Corson.

"Think so?" says I. "By the way, how are

those shares standing the strain?"
"Oh ! " says he. * * Of course, with all that new

business in sight, they're on the jump. I look

for 'em to touch par inside of six months. In

fact, McCabe, I'll give you a thousand to close

our little deal, right now."
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"Listens good to me," says L "I'll soak it
into some real certificates of that company
young Thad 's runnin '.

"

And as we breaks away we was both grinnin'.
When I got home that night, I starts to tell

Sadie about what I'd pinched off; but she cuts
in with a report about little Sully. Seems he
Avas demandin' a pair of hockey skates.
"I don't think he ought to have them," says

she. "Hockey is such a rough game. I wish
you would fa^k him out of the notion, Shorty "
"Sure I will," says L
I went about it real vigorous, too, pointin' out

that we knew what was good for him a heap
better 'n ho did.

"Aw, Pop!" he protests. "Jes' 'cause you
didn't uster play hockey yourself! A lot you
and ma know about it. Shucks ! '

'

"Now, listen here, young man," I starts in,
' when I tell you a thing once, I want you
to "

Then I stops; for, someway, just about then
I thought of old Corson.
"Wellf " asks Sadie, after the session is over.
"Eh?" says I, tryin' to look innocent.
"What about the hockey skates?" she de-

mands.

"Skates?" says L "Oh, yes! I promised to
get him a pair in towTi to-morrow."
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Not that I'm out to scrap any traditions.

Nothing like that. As a rule it don't get you

anywhere. Besides, when you get used to ex-

pectin' certain kinds of parties to act so and so

it's disturbin' to have some outsider crash in

and point out where this or that Mr. Whosit is

runnin' exactly reverse to form.

It was that sort of smart Aleck stuff this

Barney Shaw tried to get away with a while

back. You remember. And look where it

landed him. One of his plays wouldn't run a

month on Broadway now. Then jumpin' to an-

other line : These war stories. We want to feel

sure right from the start that the noble young

gent who has all the earmarks of a slacker, and

gets the cruel shunt from his best girl on that

account, is really a daredevil Secret Service

man who will round up a whole gang of des-

perate spies along towards the end. Same way

with the poor fish from the gents' furnishing

department who seems to have a backbone like

a piece of boiled spaghetti and the brain con-

sistency of a two-minute egg; yet when he gets

144
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to the front turns out to be such a bad actorm a charge that they have to rope hiir to an
ex-gunman to keep him from rushin' beyond
the barrage.

No, traditions like that are glorious and
sacred. We've been all of three or four years
buildin' 'em up and who am I to horn in and
try to kick the underpinnin' away, even in a
playful mood. So when I start sl'ippin' you a
few facts about Homer Cass I feel like I ought
to begin by statin' that this is just a personal
and private record which don't need to be
counted in on the general dope. And anvway,
Homer's ain't what you might call a closed
career. He's still in the game, Homer is. That
being the case, you never can tell.

Course, some would judge Homer offhand,
and stick to it, like Swifty Joe. I remember
just how he did it, although it must have been
more'n a year ago. I was in the gjTn, having
put in a stiff forenoon's work on three or four
of my reg'lars, mostly overweight brokers
who'd gone jumpy in the nerve, handlin' a
wild cat market. I was scrubbin' up for lunch
too, and was part way buttoned into my street
togs when Swifty glides in easy and closes the
door behind him gentle.

That's what makes me stop sudden and look
up surprised. For as a rule Swifty 's motions
are more impetuous. Not that he ain't an Al
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physical culture assistant. He is. Barrin' the
cauliflower ear and a few facial blemishes which
you get used to after you know him, Mr. Galla-
gher is a credit to his profession. He may have
a few freckles on his neck and I don't deny his
habit of conversin' out of only one side of his
mouth at a time, but when I want a first vice-

president veil lathered up, or some heav
podded general i anager needs to be shown how
short of wind he is, I turn 'em over to Swifty.
When it comes to announcin' guests in the

front office I expect a young lady secretary or a
church usher might do it different. As a gen-
eral thing Svv-ifty's play is to stick his head in
the door and sing out throaty: "Hey, Shorty!
Guy to see yuh." Maybe it's the head of some
trust comp'ny that's discovered he has gouty
joints, or perhaps it's a paper towel agent with
figures on how to beat the laundry. No fine,

discriminations for S\\'ifty. They all get the
same from him unless it's a case where he's

'specially impressed, such as by a three-chinned
party in a mink lined overcoat ; or again when
it's someone whose face doesn't happen to

please him. And I could guess by the way he
held his nose that this was a time when he
hadn 't fallen in love at first sight.

"Say, Professor," he growls from the port
side, "they's a poor prune out there callin' for
yub."

1
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the ends of my bowIs, eh?" says I, tuckin'

collar. makestie under
think he's that!"

^^
"Ahr-chee!" Swiftly volleys from starboard.

"Don't his map slope both ways from his squir-
rel teeth and ain't he pimpled under the eyes?"
"Then it can't be Mr. McAdoo, or General

Pershing, either," says I. "Is he young or old,
tal! or squatty built?"

"He looks old for twenty-one," says Swifty,
"and if his green suit hadn't faded some he'd
pass as a human string bean."
"You're some vivid describer, Swifty," says

I. "I don't see how it can be anybodv but
Homer Cass."

"Come to think of it," says Swifty, "he did
call himself :Mr. Cass. Mister, mind you ! And
says how it's important."

"Sure," says I. "If it's anything Homer
wants, it is important. Bound to be—to him."

So I don't rush out excited before I has my
coat half on. Maybe I took a little more time
than usual. As a matter of fact I'd rather have
ducked meetin' Homer than not. I'd had that
pleasure before, if you'd call it a pleasure. As
for me, I could work up lots of before-luncheon
pastimes that would suit me better; and I'm no
game inventor, at that.

Oh, yes, Homer wasn't half the stranger I
could wish he was. I'd had him on my hands
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V'

more or less for quite some time now. You
know how specimens like that get wished onto

you. Seems his old man had been in my trainin'

camp way back when I pulled down the light-

weight championship that night in Denver.
And I don't suppose there was one of the gang
that didn't confide to me sooner or later, how
it was really him who was responsible for my
put tin' it over.

Yet, as I remember, Long Jim Cass had the

hard job of handlin' the press bunch and keepin'

the boys from gettin' too good a line on my con-

dition, so my manager could place the side

money at fair odds. He'd been some kind of

advance agent before that, travelin' in front of

Tom shows and burlesque outfits, and so far as

I could see his strong suit was sittin' behind a
tub of suds and discoursin' eloquent on what he

might have been if he 'd had a chance.

When he shows up here at the Studio a

couple of years back though, and tows in this

stringy son of his, I has to fall for the auld

lang syne stuff. Jim announces that he's still

in the show game, but it turns out he's runnin'

an elevator in a theatre buildin'. About what
you'd expect of a man who'd load up his boy
with a name like Homer. And Mrs. Jim Cass,

I understand, had ' een a second row favorite

who'd been lost in tne shuffle, leavin' the young-

ster for Jim to bring up accordin' to his own

.«-/i
tiiSS^*-. ,'- i:r. \m¥T. T^IT
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notions. Which he'd done. At the age of ten

Homer had toured around the Middle West as
mascot of a bush league ball team. Later on
he'd been an attendant in a Toledo shooting

gallery, starter at a Coney Island rnerry-go-

round, bell-hop captain in an Atlantic City
hotel, and had filled other responsible positions

requirin' talent and industry.

Just then he was at liberty and Jim was
willin', on account of our being such old chums,
that I should place him in something soft with
one of my rich friends. Well, mainly to get rid

of him, I did find him a job as chalk boy in an
uptown broker's branch. At the end of a fort-

night he reports that he's had to resign because
the assistant manager was sore at his gettin*

so popular with the customers. True, what
they told me about Homer was slightly dif-

ferent. "Sulky and lazy," was their verdict,

but after another visit from Jim I worked
Homer into Purdy-Pell's offices as street

runner. He lasted there nearly a month, chiefly

on account of his showin' up so seldom that it

was hard to fire him.

And that's the way it had gone. Every time
he got kicked out of a place I'd tell him I was
all through—and the next I knew I'd be beggin'

someone to take him on in a new lino. Until

finally I lands him behind the soda counter in

this Seventh Avenue drug store.
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"I dunno's I'm , •m' to like ;t," objects

Homer after the first di,

"Sure you are, For
see why I didn't th > !:

syrup squirter is >\

be."

"Huh!" says Ht lei

thatstufif?"

"Listen, Homer," !

the wall, **it was r- .„..

I could see you, all (.oiler*

standin' graceful bouiiid ihe i.arble slab and
dealin' out mixed sundaes to rou.> of lovely lady
typists. No going back of a dream like tliat,

you kno'v. And anyway, this is where I get
off. This is the last chance for you, ab-so-
lute iy. So you'd better stick."

And somehow or other he does. Not that he
makes any hit with his boss, who gets purple in
the face every time he looks at Homer and when
he meets me always demands peevish what it

was I had against him. But counter help was
gettin' scarce along about then and he took out
his grouch in threatenin' to give Homer the
chuck about every other day. Neither did
Homer get fond of his job.

"I dunno why I keep on with the old sore-
head," he whines to me. "Say, for doin' the
slave driver act he could make Simon Legree
look like a glad hafnd mission worker. And this
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standin' til day is awful hard on the feet. But
the worst is the fool women who drift up with a
fif oen cent check and begin mumblin', 'Oh,
dear, I don't know what 1 want. Lemme see;
verniller, I guess.' And when I start dishin' up
an ice ci am soda tliey squeal, 'No, no, a plate,
and mayoe I'll have strawb'ry sauce—no choc'-
let, p*upid.' 'Wotcher think I am, a mind
reader?' I asks 'em. Say, they get mo so I

could chow glass, some of them Lizzies do. And
lots of them Percy boys are just as bad. Be-
lieve me, I tell 'em so, too."

"What a nice pleaE'ant time you must have
day by day, Homer," I remarks.
"Ves, and I'm goin' to jump the whole

shootin' match some of these fine mornin's,"
threatens Homer. "You'll see."

But he didn't. He keeps on jerkin' the silver
levers and gettin' sulkier and sourer every
week. It's a wonder that face of his didn't
curdle the whipped cream. It 's a narrow gauge,
two-by-four face, with a little rabbit mouth and
two projectin' front teeth showin' prominent in
the middle. Also he has the pimple decoration
that Swifty spoke of. Somehow it has always
seemed to me that if I was runnin' a soda
counter T wouldn't want clerks that had
But then, that's one enterprise I ain't ever
likely to have a hand in. Unloadin' Homer on
one is probably as near as I'll ever get.

1 m
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So now maybe youVe got a faint idea why I

don't rush madly out to ask Homer what he
wants this time. And when I do get to the front
office I find him pacin' up and down nervous
with a cigarette danglin' from his lower lip as
usual.

''Well, at last, eh?" says I. "Been pro-
moted to the sidewalk, have you?"
Homer scowls in his pleasant way. **Nah,"

says he. * * I'm gettin ' my reg 'lar thirty minutes
off. I come around to see what you think of this
new draft business. '

'

"Why," says I, "you got by last time.
Teeth, wasn't it?"

Homer nods. '

'But they 've put me in class A
again," says he. "No dependents, y 'under-
stand. Know what I got a mind to do ? "

"Enlist with the Treat 'em Rough corps?" I
asks hopeful.

"Not if I got good sense left," says Homer.
"No, sir I How do you think I'd stand if I was
to get married?"
"Wouldn't let you out, Homer," says I.

"Not this time. You might get a different
grade by it."

"And before they got to me the war might be
over, eh?" says he. "Looks like that was my
best bet, don't it? Any^vay, that's what I'm
gonna do, get hitched up."
"Homer," says I, gazin' at him curious, "you

^JT^^H;
;i'i'^.
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don't mean to say you could find a girl fool-
er, that is, a girl who'd suit you?"

^^
'^Plenty," says Homer, waggin' his head.

** Noticed the little queen on the soap and per-
fume counter at our place?"

**What," says I, *'the one with the thin-
spaced black eyes and the solid set to her jaw?"

'

'
That 's Edith, '

' says he. ' * She don 't get on
well at home and—and we been goin' around
some together. Course she's some snappy in
her ways, but she don't mean nothin' by it.

We'd make a go of it, I guess."
"Think you could finance a flat on twelve a

week. Homer?" I suggests.

"Oh, Edith would keep on at the store," says
Homer. <'We wouldn't ^ay anything about it

there. How much do these preachers stick y u
for a parlor performance, eh? Well, guess we
could manage it by next week."
And next thing I heard they had. But Homer

gives the poorest imitation of a smilin' bride-
groom you ever saw. He says they're gettin'
along all right. That was after the first ten
days or so. But before the month is out I
meets him on the street and he spills this tale of
woe in my ear

:

"Whaddye know about a woman that clamps
down on your pay envelope and feeds you a
quarter at a time ? " he demands. ' * That 's hog-
gin' it some ain't it? 'Who elected you to tote
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the fam'ly wad?' I asks her. But what's the
use startin' an argument with one of that kind?
She comes right back messy tellin' me where I
get off and it lasts an hour by the watch. Huh

!

Same way about everything. Who do you guess
has to roll out at 7 a.m. and start the breakfast?
Me! And wipe the dinner dishes, too. She even
decides whether we go to the movies or not.
Generally it's not. Say, I used to be bossed
around only about fourteen hours a day. Now
it's a continuous performance, with the night
shift gettin' worse and worse."
"Listens to me. Homer," says I, "like a pair

of dispositions going to the mat for a draw."
He shakes his head gloomy. "Knockout

more likely," says he, "with me takin' the
count. That is, if I don 't decide to quit. '

'

"Oh, you two will shake dovm. in a few weeks
more, '

' says I soothin '. "It 's often that way at
the start."

"You don't know Edith at all," says Homer.
"And you're in luck, at that."

Course, after he's gone I couldn't help
havin' a quiet little chuckle, for it ain't often
you really know of a slacker's gettin' so near
what's comin' to him. I felt like someone
ought to go pin a medal on Edith. As for
Homer's threat to bolt, I didn't take any stock
in that at all. His kind seldom do. They lack
the nerve.

<. '.V
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But as time went on and I saw nothing more
ot him I got sort of curious. So one day I
drops around at the drug store. And there's
110 Homer in sight behind the soda counter. But
the httle lady with the narrow set black eyes is
still dispensin' toilet articles. Driftin' over
casual I invests in a tube of shavin' cream
"Mrs. Cass, ain't it?" I asks.
''Well, what if it is?" she snaps
Excuse me, ma'am," says I,

i i
, , ^«^c. X, but I was

wonderin' where Homer was these days "
"Were you?" says she. ''That's more'n I

can say."

"Then he—he's quit?" I suggests.
"You guessed it," says she. "It's a case of

congratulations being in order."
No, she don't know where he's gone, and

don t care. All she hopes is that he never comes
back. She ain't a bit interested in the mystery
of what might have happened to him. I'll admit
I was though, in a mild sort of way.
And when I gets this note scribbled on a red

triangle letter head and dated from an army
cantonment over on Long Island I has to pass
on the news to Swifty at once.
"Remember your friend with the squirrel

teeth-Homer Cass?" says I. **WelI, what do
you think he 's gone and done now ? '

'

"Bit somebody in the leg and been sentenced
to wear a muzzle?" asks Swifty.
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"Not at all," says I. "He's joined up. He's

a soldier now, Homer is.
'

'

"Firal" gasps Swifty. "He'll make a hot
Hun killer, he will. Why, he's too yellow to
chew a marshmallow for fear of swallowin' the
piti"

"Just the same," I goes on, "he's in the artil-
lery. I'm due out at his camp Thursday, to
start some new boxin' squads, so I'll have a
chance of seein' Homer in uniform. It ought
to be worth while. You know he got him a wife
to keep out of the army, and now he's enlisted
to get clear of the wifi\"

Swifty grins. "That's what I call some
shifty guy," says he.

I thought so too, for a while. And while I'm
at the camp I keeps an eye peeled for this artful
dodger. But of the hundreds of men that I put
through exercises that day there's nobody with
anything like Homer's classic, features. You
know what mobs there are at such places
though. I was meanin' to look him up after I
got through but one of the captains insists on
my goin' over to the Officers' Club with him.

It's quite a classy joint for a camp—big,
sunny parlors, lots of easy chair, nice rugs on
the floor. Then there's a billiard room, a hand
ball court with shower baths, and off in one wing
a reg'lar cafe where they serve a first class
meal. The captain was all for orderin' up the
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you."
^' '*"P ^^ «"d I'll .bow

some of their voun? 1 f I'""
'° "'<= '^''f^ '»

was having the same diffi -/"- ^""^ *«^
take as if thev -d h^r,

"?' ^'"^"'' ""hat to

^^^
they d been up against a reg'lar soda

one'.^'.^Catt'a?fi°"/<""^ '" '"'^«'" ->^'

Would you risk it « » "? T"'^*^'
^''^'«''"

pa«»t'mov::'o'r l";-"?
''"'' ""''^ ^^ -"

about nrbelg a JnT' "7 "'^^ """^^'^
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"Accommodatin' young gent, ain't he?" says

I to the captain. * * Where 'd you get him ? '

'

*'Why, from the kitchen police squad," says

the captain. "He held the record there for

being the worst dish-washer, the most consistent

shirker and grouchiest grumbler of the lot. His

top sergeant reported that he wasn't any good

at other things, wanted him sent to the guard

house for a week. So I had him brought in.

'What were you doing before you joined?' I

asked him. * 'Tending a soda counter,' says he.

'Good!' says I. 'That's what you'll do here.

Permanent detail.' Bit of luck for us, eh? And

I've just learned that the fellow has a wife

somewhere and has been holding out her allot-

ment. He didn't seem quite pleased when I

caUed him in a little while ago and made him

sign off her share. But I rather think he under-

stands now that it goes until he's mustered out.

Ah! Our turn now. Buttermilk, did you say?"

And you should have seen the look on

Homer's face as he finds me lined up across the

counter from him. With his captain standin'

by though he don't even bat an eye. If my

friend hadn't been called away just as we'd fin-

ished our drinks I wouldn't have had a chance

to get Homer's views on his new job at all. As

it is we 're left all alone for several minutes.

''Funny how things work out, ain't it,

Homer?" says I.

= t
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"I don't get you," says he.
''Why," says I, -you got sore on sodaclerkm', you didn't want to be a soldier, and

you' e"^l\^
'"' '^^^' ' ^^^--^ --• Nowyou le al three, ain't you?" And I couldn'thelp windin

' up with a grin.

tiJnf/'" '!7' ^«^^^' gl^^cin' around cau-
tious to see If It was safe, -if you can see any-thmg funny in that you ought to go tell EdithMaybe one of you would laugh yourself to death

And the last I saw of Homer he was scowlin'
at himself in the glass.

''But then," as I remarks to Smfty Joe later

Z^ .
' Tir""'* ^'' •'^°-"- ^ f^^ y^^rs fromnow he's liable to be classed as one of the heroes

h r. ^ .!''f
*

r""'
^^^"^ '^^th the boys who

turned the trick at that Chateau Thierry place,and most likely drawin' down a pension: Then
It 11 be Homer's turn to grin."
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I EXPECT I was tellin' you about the Kinneya

a while back. Uh-huh ! The two brothers that

live down on the marshes and had the feud that

was wound up in France when Scott Kinney's

boy went out reckless and dragged back Cousin

Tubby, who'd been plugged in two places.

Course, it didn't take any sharpshootin* to hit

Tubby, he being built so wide. But to snake him
back from a machine gun outpost and into a

first aid dugout under fire—well, I should have

wanted nothing I^ ss than a truck, and a mighty

speedy one, at that. No w^onder they hung a
medal on Corporal Buck Kinney and put his

name in the papers. Also I leave it to you if

doin's like that wasn't enough to put a crimp in

the best little fam'ly row ever worked up.

But that's all old stuff now. Let's go. You
remember this war business, and havin' his boy

made a corporal, spruced Scott Kinney up quite

a bit. Instead of slouchin' around in wadin*

boots, doin' a little fishin' and clammin' when he

felt like it anrl loafin' around Costello's road

house the rest of the time, Scott proceeds to get

160
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a shipyard job, cuts down the booze, and

---- imitation of an industrioircitizer
^'^^^

though that having a hero in the fam'Iy was justone too many for Scott. I believe he staggeredalong under the honor for nearly two weekT, andthen one Saturday night he makes a wild leapfrom he water wagon, joins his old gang atCostello's and irrigates his parched anatomygay and careless. Well, you could hardlyeSanyone With Scott's record to make a'sadden

and tl en H 1^'^' '^""' ^"^ ^^^ ^^^P --and then He stuck at the work fairly re^'lar

?mp'or?rnt"' 'V"^'
^°' *^^" *« celebrate!om;important event, such as the taking of StQuentm or the fall of Jerusalem

As he explains to me one Monday morning

Post Road and roasts him for droppin' backinto his old ways: "Tha's zawri', Shorty butyou-yo, , t,e father of Fightin' Buckkin-

tnn rr i\"^ ^^ «t^«ightens up dignifiedto pound himself on the chest
/'Admittin' all that," says 1,-1 can't see

llrr". ''' '' *^^ ''^''y h-or by gott n'hekered above the ears."

flJJ^^fA'''";!
'" '^^'' ^'^**' ^^^^^' ^° imaginary

flag -Ain't we got th' Bushes on th' run?"
lou ve got yourself on the toboggan," says

I. Course, I don't blame you for being proud
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of Bucky. But how proud do you think he'll

be of you when he comes home!"
That seems to penetrate through the fog, for

Scott stops wavin' and scratches his grizzled

hair. "Tha's so," he admits. "Sumpin' in

that."
'

' You bet there is,
'

' says I.
*

' So why act like

you thought you'd swallowed Hindenburg and
could drown him in front of Costello's bar?"
As a rule such advice don't do much good, but

in this case I handed myself a decision that
maybe it had. Anj'way, I didn't hear of Scott
Kinney celcbratin' any more victories so osten-

tatious and I had reports that he was workin'
reg'lar. Why shouldn't he, at six per a day I

"Why, he didn't average that much a week in the

old days. Didn't even seem to know how to get
rid of it until I got after him on the thrift stamp
and liberty bond proposition. So he must have
salted down quite a bit.

When the war came to a finish there so sudden
though, and they begun layin' off men in the

shipyard, Scott was one of the first to quit.

There were plenty of other jobs he might have
had, at fairly good money. Three different

times r tried to place him. But there was
nothing doing.

' *What 's the use now ? " he demands. " It 's

all over, ain't it I We've busted that autocracy
business, plumb wrecked it. Me and Bucky. I
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8^^-ss I helped some. Now I'm g„i„. ,„ i„j.

r. Besidos w.lh tlK.se biRh prices, vour sav-
^g^^«on-t last long. What's the 'idea, any-

homt!" slys hi""'""'
""""' '"' ''""' » -«•«

"That may be months," says I. "You'll bogom' hnngiy first thine you know."
" Oh, I guess not, •

' says Scott. ' ' The Gov 'nment wouldn't stand for that. Uncle Sam ain'tmn' to let the father of a hero like Buc" K^n

colTrv r
'""'• ^'"'' ""'"'' f '- ""- f-X

r.he fi u 7,
*"'" * '"" "''"'^ ''•"'d I'i'* bloodon the field of honor. He 's got a medal to prove

Jt^
_Now ,fs up to th- country to take care of

it iJ'!,"''" f F"""^ '""^ program of yours-if
It works out, "says I.

^

a ,ff!'^;
P.'S-'"""'<'d old pirate too. And then,a ate of leisure came natural for him. It's inthe Kmney blood, I e.xpect. He did g; back

°
his flounder fishin' an' claramin' by spells butmo3tly he puts in the time loafin-'arou d 'hevillage, jo.nm' in loud on all fie things he andhis Bucky had done to Germany and T^k y andhow to settle things in Russia. They were am-ghty blood-thirsty lot, them bench wafersbut none of 'em had anything on Scott Xn ftcame to suggcstin' ingenious and unpleasan
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ways of making the Kaiser and Crown Prince-
as-was wish they hadn't started anything.
Slicin' their ears off and havin' 'em walk bare-
foot on barbed wire from Boston to Chicago was
his favorite plan.

Also he was fond of holdin' forth on the sub-
ject of how Buck had won his medal. So far
as I could judge the full details of that hero
stunt I'ad never come through. You know, I
was the one that got the official itport from the
war department, and while that had given the
main facts in the case, it left a lot to be filled in.
And Bucky himself hadn't supplied much. He
never was what you might call a gossipy letter
writer. But as the weeks went on and Scott
Kinney told the story over and over to adrairin'
audiences, it got to be quite a yarn. The last
time I listened in on it he had Bucky dashin' for
more'n a mile, right through a heavy barrage,
jumpin' into a machine gun nest, killin' off half
a regiment of Huns single handed, and then
stoppin' to thumb his nose at a Hun general
before he tossed Cousin Tubby over one shoul-
der, a field piece over the other, and ambled
back where Pershing was wavin' his hat de-
lighted.

"Yes, sir!" he finishes up. "That's the kind
of boys we raise in our fam'Iy. We're the
fightin' Kinneys, we are."

In spite of the fact that this trait hadn't been

1^^

m
J'



WHEN BUDDY BOY CAME BACK 165
much in evidence before, the crowd let Scott ,retaway ,v„h the statement. For one th ng l,ocL

Buck 8 httle explct as Scott was himself, andwhen wc put up that temporary Koll of Ilon^r
opposite the First Xational Banl n had" "e"star painted after Corporal K.nney's name«ith a footnote in three inch letter, evphiin «!

.t: Meda, "
""""•••' *"" "--^^-l-d S«;.

You see, while we'd sent a ^holo nU .,( ourboys mto the big scrap, inelud,,,, nons l/JZof our biggest plufes, and most of ., „, j„„ T'
o the front, the only one to pull down anv

Thev ,Vr ""^"^ """^ ^""' B"^"^- KinneyThey couldn't show anything like that atOnenta, just above us; nor at Apatmis j„:below. So you could hardly blame us for notoverlookm' the fact. I e.xpect there Wasn'raspeech made durin' the loan and war fund« B eTf' 'fr^ "^""- °f "'^' -ble
Tr M .

""" "'"'"'' ^^'•'(^ss gallantry on

B„?i^
77^^-i"i»' to forget that the nobleBucky had begun his heroic career all unsuVpected by the general public. I expect hose ofus who knew him by sight a year or so a^o

slonchy youth with a slack mouth and shifiy

'^TT:



166 SHORTY McCABE GETS THE HAIL

!i#

r i-

eyes. Mostly he hung around the Bon Ton
Pool Parlors, a cigarette danglin' limp from
one side of his mouth and his back propped
against something solid. I'd heard he was quite

a shark at Kelley and that at straight pool he

could spot anyone in town five balls. So far as

I know, though, nobody ever accused him of

indulgin' in any form of industry.

But then, what could you look for with the

bringin' up he'd had? And he sure had turned

out to be an Al soldier. Cases like hi? must
have bten common, for everyone knows what
army trainin' has done for lots of boys. Maybe
he was coming out all right, after all.

"What do you think Bucky'U go in for when
he gets back?" I asks b>^ott one day.

"Politics," says Scott. "They're goin' to

run the country, them boys."

"I shouldn't wonder," says I. "What I

meant, though, was what kind of work he'd

tackle."

"Work!" says Scott. "Say, ain't he done
enough? He'll need a good, long rest, he will.

We both will. Besides, he'll be busy paradin',

and makin' speeches and so on,"

"But that won't bring him anything he can
trade in at the grocer's, nor you either," I

suggests.

"Aw, I guess the Gov'nment's goin' to look

out for us," says Scott.
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He not only sticks to this comfortin' belief
but he proceeds to practice it faithful. I triedmy best to get him to put in a few days helpin'my man Dominick rebuild the seawall, but all
he d do was promise to think it over, and three
different times he failed to show up. He took
to dressm' sloppier than ever and about once aweek was as often as he troubled to shave these
days.

And then the transports begun landin'. Youknow. i\ew York cut loose with her first Wel-come Home doin's. I yelled myself hoarse there
one day when that first bunch of returned heroes
marched up Fifth Avenue, not mistrustin'that
among 'em was Corporal Buck Kinney. But
he was. Soon as I heard of it next mornin' I
tells Sadie and we jumps into the roadster and
drives down on the marshes to the little shack
where Rockhurst's only Distinguished Serviceman

^

had been returned to the bosom of his

I must say, too, that Bucky looked the part.He s a soldier, every inch of him-tall and
straight and sunburned, with his shoulders
squared, his lips tightened up and his eyes
steady. Yes, he says he's mighty glad to get
back. France might be all right to puH off awar in, but as a place to live-well, give him the
u.fc.A., every time.

He gets a little fussed when Sadie and I try
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to tell him how proud we are of him and all that.

And our attempt to pump out of him the details

of that medal winnin' stunt was almost a total

failure.

**0h, that was .iust for luggin' Tubby in,"

says he. "It was my job, anyway. We was in

lots worse messes later on. I didn't know they

was goin' to wish any medal on me. Tubby
would have done the same for me."
Then Scott makes him get out his barracks

bag and exhibit his relies—the Prussian guard
helmet, the shoulder straps cut off the Hun cap-

tain he fished out of a dugout, and the collection

of belt buckles and so on. Bucky grins at some
of our fool questions.

Mostly, though, he seems kind of dazed and
uneasy. I catches him glancin' stealthy at the

old folks now and then, as if they looked sort

of strange to him and he was tryin' to get

acquainted all over again. And while Scott had
put on a celluloid collar in honor of the occa-

sion, he was hardly a parent that could be gazed
on with pride. Nor Mrs. Scott Kinney, either.

She had on a faded old wrapper that should

have gone in the wash tub week before last, a
greasy gray sweater with the sleeves partly

ravelled out, and her hair was mopped around
her head any old way.

You'd have to be blessed with some vivid

imagination, too, to call the inside of this messy

iifcii
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shack home sweet home. The dishes from last
night's supper and this mornin's breakfast was
still cluttered around on the table, the top of the
stove and in the sink. I wouldn't like to guess
how long since a broom had been used on the
floor. And outside there was the same kind of
housekeepin' in evidence—ashes and garbage
dumped where it had come handiest to throw
them; an old coat of Scott's trampled in the
mud; broken oars, bottles, boxes and other junk
scattered about the yard and on tb^ rickety
wharf at the edge of the creek. C se, this
was nothin' new. The Kinneys always' had
lived that way. But somehow Corporal Buck
seemed to be gazin' around as if it was kind
of strange to him. Or maybe it reminded him
of some of the places where he'd been quar-
tered. I couldn't tell.

** Well, you boys certainly did the job up right
over there," says I, as we starts to leave, ''and
when you feel like tacklin' steady work with a
pay envelope coming in reg'lar every Saturday,
remember we got a committee that stands ready
to make the connection for you."
"Much obliged,'^ breaks in Scott, "but I

guess Bucky ain't goin' to start answerin' any
seven o'clock whistle yet a while. Not him."

^

And for a spell there it look.-d like Scott was
right. As soon as a few more of our boys begun
driftin' back, some from demobilizin' camps

ll:
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and some from convalescent hospitals, we had a
little Victory parade of our own and a peace
meeting in Odd Fellows ' hall. Corporal Kinney
was prcminont at both affairs. They even got
him to make a speech. Wasn't such a bad
speech, at that. He didn't pull any of the
spread-eagle stuff such as some of our fire-
eatin' stay-at-home patriots fed us. His talk
was modest and sober for the most part
although that tale of his about how he tried to
coach a squad of Frenchies through a baseball
game was good enough to go in a book.

But two or three weeks went by and Buck
didn't apply for the job in the Nut & Bolt works
that we had waitin' for him. I saw him around
town only once or twice, so I concludes he's still
restin' up. And Scott ain't in evidence, either.
J^inally, one Saturday afternoon, I takes an-
other run down to the marsh.

Well, the first thing I sees is Scott Kinney
lip on a little knoll about a hundred vards from
the shack, diggin' away with a spade so busy
that he don't notice me until I'm almost over
him. He has his coat off and his sleeves rolled
up and he's Icakin' generous, although it's a
chilly afternoon.

"Look like you was minin', Scott," says I
,.^'.'-^^^'" ^^^^ ^^' stoppin' to mop his face.
Might as well be. The top of this ground is

iroze hard enough."
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'
But what 's the scheme ? " I goes on

'

'

^^^t^r, «sk Buck, "says he. '
' It 's his fool

Idea. Buildm' a hothouse, he says, though whyte can't wait till spring is by me. Him? Ohhe s up near Portchester, workin' in a place'where they raise cucumbers and lettuce and such

we" 11 bnf.''-? r'- ''! '^ ^' ^""^^ ^^-^ «-^l then
ve 11 bo h puch in and work until dark. Bound
to get this up by the end of the month, but Idon 't see how it can be done.

"

^ ^
^

I gathers that Buck plans on startin' in the
hothouse business for himself early in thespring and has sort of drafted the old man inas high private.

FrZ''"-''^ ^K '^'^' ^^ ^^«"^^^t back fromFrance/' says Scott. '^Vnd say, he's got a lot

"I take it,
'

'
says I, - that there 's more or lesslabor connected with most of 'em '

'

''Is there!" snorts Scott. -Say, I ain't been

s'^celrt 'r'
"

'" r '^^" ^^>'« -
1

'"-
since that boy came back. This is only asample. You .in't seen the house, hav./ou?
Well, jest come up and take a look "
Honest I hardly knew the place. First off antt e yard had been fenced off all around and

andT ' Tl""'
^^^"°^ ^-^ b-- ^J-ned upand leveled and raked until it looked as neat as

IZTt f^*'^
^^^ ^^" ^-^ «"t and busheand shrubs planted. The shack itself had been

• ii

Ili
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whitewashed so it fairly glistened. So had the

fence, and even the wharf. New panes of glass

had been set in the windows and all of 'em

scrubbed. The chimney had been topped out

and out and back of it was a new shed with a
run of chicken wire leadin ' down to the creek.

"What's that for, Scott?" I asks.

"Geese," says he. "Buck's started to raise

'em. Another of his French notions. Goin' to

have pigs and a cow later on, too. You know
what that means—gittin' up at daylight to milk

and mixin' bran mash twice a day. He's got his

maw at it, too. Take a look inside if you don't

believe it.
'

'

It's a fact. The floor was as clean as the

windows, the stove had been polished up like

new, and a freshly ironed tablecloth had just

been spread. Also Mrs. Kinney was spruced up
more'n I'd ever seen her before. "With her hair

washed and done up careful and in that pink
and white checked dress she looks like a dif-

ferent party. More cheerful, too. She comes
in from out back hummin' a song and 'most

blushes when I remarks on the change.

"Bucky's ideas," says she. "He's—he's

awful particular about things since he come
back from France."

Then she shows me the geraniums growin' in

the window box and where Buck has planned to

put up a big fireplace with an outside chimney.
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"But I don't believe I'll ever learn to cook
all them French messes he wants," says she.
** Think of tryin' to make soup out of a few
onions and some grated cheese; or from a scrap
of meat and a carrot and a few green weeds
he picks up beside the road! It seems jest
plumb foolish to me, but of course I keep at it.

Bucky knows best, 1 expect. '

'

That seems to be Scott's verdict, too, although
he ain't enthusiastic about it.

''Course, I don't mind his branchin' out this
way," says Scott, ''anii doin' things like he's
seen 'em done over there, but I wisht it didn't
take so much dad blistered work to put 'em
through. Them Frenchies must be a mighty
restless lot. Must be catching too. Bucky was
never like this before he went to war."

''Then he ain't satisfied to wait for Uncle
Sam to take care of him, eh ? " I suggests.
"Bucky?" says Scott. "He ain't sati'sfied to

wait for nothin'. Routs me out at 4.30 these
cold momin's and has me eatin' what he calls
chow by lamplight! Then, before he goes off
he'll lay out enough work for a whole gang of
ditch diggers. Gets that from havin' been a
Corporal so long, I expect, and havin' bossed a
squad of husky young soldiers. I ain't used to
It. Gets me in the joints and the back. No use
tryin' to argue with Buck, though. Why, he
Bays some of them French women would do

I;
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twice as much in a day. I don't see any let up

to it, either, for when he gets all them pesky

farm animals to lake care of, and the hothouse

goin', it'll keep all of us on the jump."

"Won't leave you much time to spend at

Coatello's bar, I expect?" says I.

Scott sighs regretful. " I'm off the hard stuff

for keeps," say.; he. "Bucky won't have it.

All he lots me have is a little of that van rooge,

mixed half aiid half with water, twice a day.

Van rooge! Ever tried it? Got just about as

much kick to it as so much circus lemonade.

But that's all I'm drinkin' these days—and at

meals, too!"

'*In other words," says I, "you still have

cause to cuss the Kaiser?"

**I have," says Scott, "and between you and

me, when Buck ain't around, I hand them

Frenchies a few. They may be our noble Allies

and all that, and I'm willin' they should build

monuments to us, and name streets after Wil-

son; but I wisht when Bucky'd saved Par's he'd

let it ride at that and not hung around colleetin'

so many of them back-broakin' French habits."

On the way home I has to chuckle more'n

once, and when Sadie wants to know what I'm

grinnin' about at dinner I remarks offhand:

"Why, I was only wonderin' how many sol-

diers' families are being reconstructed as thor-

ough as the Kinneys aie gettin' it.'
>>

6«''
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A FOLLOW-UP ON SNIPE

Not that I want to hand myself any more'n
I deserve but now and then 1 do come across
with the happy hunch. Such as this idea of

m lU T.^^"'^.'''
^"' "^ ""^ ^''^"^"^^ heroes.

Uh-huh. The mmute I hears Swifty Joe Gal-
lagher tellin' about tliis soldier cousin of his I

hnul.
Mrs Boomer-Day. Course, I don't

hold that nobody else would have had the same

wo'uldn'i.
'"°'' ''''"^'^' '""^ ^^'"^ "^"^" «°°^«

You see she 'd been over to our house only theevemn before, ^erushin' away as usual about thisand that And as a rule I'm apt to do a quiet
sneak whenever Mrs. Boomer-Day shows up
unless I'm backed into a corner and have to
stick It out in which case I open both ears and
try to et her chatter breeze through without
cloggin' the works.
But this time she happens to strike a line that

got me hstenin
'
in spite of mysel^. She 's tellin'

Mrs McCabe how interested she is in this won-
dertul reconstruction work that's being done for
our dear gaUant sc ' lier boys who have come

176
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home from France all shot to pieces and other-

wise disabled.

Seems she'd taken a three weeks' art course

herself and was all equipped to teach one-armed

heroes how to paint blue butterflies on pink

cream jugs, so thoy might suppoi i themselves

and their families and be silf-respocting and

independent, and all that sort of thing. Some-

how, though, the Reconstruction Committee had

taken no notice of her offer to give up tw(^

afternoons a week to this noblo work, and

she felt just too terrible for anything about

it.

"Yes, after all that preparation, you must,"

says Sadie, roUin' her eyes at me.

**And so," goes on Mrs. Boomer-Day, wavin'

her gold lorgnette and shruggin' her widf^ shoul-

do'-s, "I have decided to do something in a per-

sonal way, on my own, as it were."

•*Yes?" says Sadie, encouragm'.

'*I mean to take one right into my home,"

announces Mrs. Boomer-Day. "Of course, not

in a way to make him feel that he is an object

of charity. I shall make a place for him ; find

some useful emplojTnent about the estate, and

then go ahead with the reconstruction work dur-

ing his spare time. I could use one as an extra

chauffeur, for instance; that is, providing I

could find just the right person. Would it not

be thrilling now, to take one of those poor

V. i
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maimed heioes of Cantigny or Chateau Thierry
and put him on his feet again ? "

Sadie admits that it would, and they drifts
off into discussin' other important subjects
such as what to do when ene's darling little
chow insists on nippin' the butler playful, and
whether summer furs will bo worn as much next
season as last. So I remembers a date I didn't
have at the (^ountry CInb and makes my get-
away. ' **

Must have been only the next mornin', and
at the Physical Culture Studio, that I hears
fewifty Joe grouchin ' away to himself. And him
being the most talented and hi-h-priced Studio
assistant in the profession, I naturally asks
What's gone wrong.

''Ahr-r-r chee!" remarks Swifty, usin' the
south side of his mouth. "It's easier tellin'
what goes ri^'lit these times."
"Yes but nobody does," says I; "so let's

havo the chiof complaint. Have they raised
your rent as^.un, or is it that your favorite con-
ductorette has been fired?"
"Nah," says Swifty. 'M got a three-year

lease, and I don 't play no fav'ritc with them B.
K. T. lizz.es. It's the raw deal muh cousin^mpe gets after they've shipped him back from
i^ ranee in a cattle boat that makes me good an'
sore."

*'0h, yes," says I; "that soldier cousin of

.11; ,,
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yours, eh—the one who was gassed and shell-

shocked? I thought they fixed him up at a base

hospital? Got some extra pay, too, didn't

he?"
"Suppose he did?" says Sw^'ity. "A guy

can't live the rest of his life on $60, can he?
Yet, when he shows up at the brass bed works
and asks for his old place on the truck, there's

nothin' doin'. A foreman by the name of

Engelmeyer gives him the laugh. That 's what
he gets for bein' a Hun chaser. He comes back
to have a home-grown Fritzie do him out of his

job. Yar-r-r! An' he's been livin' off'n me
six weeks now."

**It's all wrong, Swifty ; dead wrong," says I.

"Yes; but who's goin' to care?" demands
Swifty.

"I am, for one," says I. "You 'phone home
for this hero cousin to come right over, and if I

don't land him in work before the week's out
I'll pay his board until I do."

"Now you're saying sump'n'," says Swifty.

Course, I don't mean to play myself for any
quick-action philanthropist. I was plannin* on
unloadin' the cousin on Mrs. Boomer-Day right

off. But, say, an hour or so later, when I'm
bein' introduced to Mr. Snipe Gallagher, I

begun to have my doubts.

No need to ask why he was called Snipe.

.With a nose like that he couldn't escape it.

J'c^
.i;
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If he 'd grown as high in proportion as his nosewas long he'd been eight feet tall. But he
liadn t. In fact, he must have stretched thatskinny neok of his when he passed the examinin

'

board. They couldn't have picked him for his
beauty, either; for besides the lop ears and thepop eyes, he has a whopper jaw that gives himabout as mismated a set of features as youW ?"f . -^f '' '' ^^ "^-'* t-"o-h enoughlookm' at his best, what does he costume him-
self in but a ragged old gray sweater and an
over-sized suit of clothes that should have gone

!nrl ?T.
^ ^/'^' *r '"^'^"^ «^«- St"l' there is

something kind of appealin' in that t^visty smilohe gives you.
^

"What you done with the uniform?" I de-mands.

'*Ah, I got sick enough of that on the other
side,^; says he. '^I only put it on Sundays

"Better get the good of it before your threemonths are up," says L -What branch wereyou in over there?"
"S.O.S " says he. -First off, thev had mednvin' a truck, but after that I got siuck wUhan emergency repair outfit-reg'lar flvin'

garage, you might say."
^

"So you got to know something abouttmkerm' up gas engines, eh?" says I
"Did 1?" says Snipe. -Say, if you'll show

11
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me a motor I couldn't take apart and put to-

gether blindfolded I'll eat a brake-linin'."
That listened encouragin'. An extra chauf-

feur who could put a crimp in the repair bills

ought to be worth while havin' around.
''Harken to me, Mr. Gallagher," says I.

"Chase home and button yourself into the old
khaki once i lore; treat yourself to a close shave
and a scrub behind the ears, and brush up the
overseas cap. Also shine up your campaign
shoes like you was due for dress parade. Then
report back here before 5 o'clock. If all goes
well and nobody makes any bad breaks, you'll
have as swell a job wished onto you as any buck
private could ask for."

"I sure could use one," says Snipe, grinnin'
generous. **Swifty here is a perfectly good
cousin—for a couple o' weeks at a time. After
that he's a 20-minute egg."

Well, before leavin' I gets Mrs. Boomer-Day
on the wire and announce how I'm bringin' out
a returned soldier that need reconstructin ' the
very worst way.

"Why, how splendid!" says she. "Is he—
that is, has he been badly wounded?"
"Well, not exactly mangled," ^vsT; "but the

gas got him, and he was near u.in' bumped off
by a shell."

"Isn't that interesting!" says Mrs. Boomer-
Day. "What experiences he will have to tell!

ii'tf'
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I do hope though, he will be somewhat usefulWhat can he do, for instance?"

'/Oh, only expert chaufifing and all-round re-

rr^' mf ^- "^^''" ^^^P y^^' ««r« tunedup so you' forget what repair bills look like."

both'lTuI-"
'''' ''-' "^^- ^-^-^^^ ^or

Yes, it looked that way. For when Snipe Gal-lagher appears in his fightin' clothes he don'tseem more'n half as tough as he does in hisSouth Brooklyn civilians. Course, you wouldn

'

mistake him for any Y.M.C.A. secretary or amovm' picture soldier, and there's no way of
disguisin' such a nose as his unless he wore agas mask constant. But you'd guess at a glancehe 'd used that uniform at the front
Mrs Boomer-Day squeals delighted ^vhen Itows him in, and the next thing I know Snipehas been hired at ninety a month and found and

IS being asked to tell all about what he d d inthe great war.

-Me?" says Snipe. -Oh, mostly I laid in themud under some motor truck that had been putout of commission."
'*How Cham iingly modest!" says MrsBoomer-Day ;'But you must have taken partm those dashing advances when the Hun invader was swept back out of dear France?"
I dunno," says Snipe. -Mainly I wasunder trucks."

.v j-
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"In what great battle, though," insists Mrs.

Boomer-Day, "was it that you were shell-

shocked? Ch-.teau Thierry, St. Mihiel, Belleau

Wood?"
"It's by me," says Snipe. "It was some-

where in the mud."
Mrs. Boomer-Day does that baby pout of hers

and turns to me, sort of disappointed. So I

takes a hand.
*

' Maybe you can remember where it was you

got gassed?" says I.

Snipe massages his left ear reflective and then

a look of almost human intelligence flickers into

them pop eyes. "Yea-uh," say« he. "That

was a muddy spot, too."

"Ah, come, Gallagher," says I; "didn't you

run across anything else in little old France but

mud?"
"Not much," says Snipe. "It was the mud-

diest war I was ever in."

And as 1 leads him off to show him where his

quarters are, out in a double-breasted brick

garage that looks like a young city hall, I speaks

a few plain words in his ear. "You're a bird,

you are. Snipe," says I. "Come near queerin'

yourself first rattle out of the box. Now listen

—^next time the lady taps you for war reminis-

cences see that you turn on some reg'lar hor-

rors for her, and for the lovt of Mike forget

the mud."
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''Huh!" says Snipe. "That was the kind of

mud you don't forget easy."

Still, Mrs. Boomer-Day is a persistent old

girl, and I was bankin' on her pumpin' some
thrillin' tales out of Snipe sooner or later. The
reports I get through Sadie, though, don't tell of

any progress along that line.

"She thinks ho must be rather stupid," says

Sadie. ' * He doesn 't seem to know where he was
or what he did during all those months he was
at the front. And as for learning anything new
—why, he can't even learn to stencil designs on
furniture. He has just spoiled a whole break-

fast room set trying."

"Then she'd better be satisfied to keep him as

chauffeur," I suggests.

"But he's such a weird looking creature in

livery," says Sadie. "Have you seen him
wearing a cap?"

I hadn't. I gathered though, that Snipe's

nose wasn't built to go with a low^ vizor, and
that the Boomer-Days, after one glimpse of him
on the front seat of the limousine, had given him
a permanent detail to the housekeeper's market
roadster. They're mightly finicky about the

looks of things; 'specially Mrs. Boomer-Day,
who's a chronic social climber. Course, she

don't fail to advertise how she's helpin' a shat-

tered hero back to health and fortune, but she

ain't strong for exhibitin' him in public. And

1
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then, right in the midst of the social season, she

turns her big trick.

"What do you think, Shorty?" Sadie an-

nounces one night at pinner. "The Boomer-

Days are going to eMertain a real English

lord." T^

"Well," says I, "hV(ll be entertained all

right, unless Mrs. Boomer has paralysis of the

tongue or something like that. Where 'd they

round him up?"
"Oh, Mr. Boomer-Day met him in a business

way, *
' says Sadie. * *He came with a letter from

Boomer-Day's London bankers. He's young

Lord Ripley, late of the Royal Hying Corps,

and is over here to inspect our aerial mail serv-

ice. So, of course, Mrs. Boomer-Day insisted on

asking him out for the week-end. He 's coming

to-morrow afternoon."

"Then I see where the go^'^ fsP^vice plates

comes out of cold storage or ," says L
"Wonder if they'll hide Snip ( ^her in the

sub-cellar durin' the royal vis.

"Oh, I nearly forgot the tragic part," lays

Sadie. * * Their regular chauffeur has developed

a perfectly amazing boil on his neck and can't

bow respectfully without almost killing himself.

They had a rehearsal this afternoon, and he

simply collapsed with pain. Now they are try-

ing to drill Gallagher for the part. You see, he

has to meet Lord Ripley and Mr. Boomer-Day

"^SMA\^-^^!T-T:-Xr.q^l*!»3»r"-^«B?i^^
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at the station, and they're afraid he'll do some-
thing dreadful—like not jumping out to open
the door, or forgetting to touch his cap."
"Wouldn't that be awful!" says I, grinnin'.
"It might call Lord Ripley's attention to

him," says Sadie, "and you know Gallagher
isn't—well, he isn't decorative, to say the
least."

"Couldn't they hang something over his
nose?" I suggests.

"They've decided to make him wear his khaki
uniform, anyway," says Sadie, ''and that will
be some improvement. But Mrs. Boomer-Day
IS sure he '11 do something to morti^'/ her. And,
by the way, she thinks that perhaps you might
talk to Gallagher and suggest a few things."
"Me?" says L "How do I get rung in on

this I
'

'

"Why, he thinks you're just about right, you
know," says Sadie.

"He never told me anything like that," says
L "But even so, what could I tell him about
meetin' the nobility? If I've got a short line,
it's that."

*

'
Rubbish, Shorty ! " says Sadie. *

' You know
how a chauffeur should act. Anyway, they're
going to send him around in the morning, to
take you down to the station, and you can coach
him a little then. He'll listen to you. Tell him
not to slouch behind the wheel: that he mustn't

m
i i|
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be smoking a cigarette when he has anycne in

the car, and that if by any chance Lord Ripley

should speak to him he must touch his cap and

say, ' Yes, my lord. ' Things like tliat.
'

'

"Oh, boy I" says I. "Me teachin' court

etiquette! Say, that's good enough to go in a

joke-book."

All the same, tliough, when Snipe rounds up
with the roUin' boudoir at 8.03 next mornin', I

spring it on him. "Hey!" says I, "am I sub-

bin' for the nobility T"

"I expect so," says Snipe, unreefin' one of

them crooked grins.

"Then hop out and untie the door," says I.

"That's it. Now pull the salute stuff. Ah,

make it snappy, can't you? Yes, that's better.

Know what comes next!"
'

' Where to, sir ? " says Snipe.

' * Perfectly rt ^n 1 " says I. ' * That ain 't the

line at all."

"Oh!" says Snipe, catchin' his breath, "I

forgot. Where to, my lord?"

"Well, that might pass," says I, "unless ae

happens to be fussy, which he probably is. You

better say it over again when we get to the

station."

"Gee! "says Snipe, "I been sayin' it all nig'

t

in my sleep. You know, Professor, thej nearly

got me scared stiff over meetin' this fool lord.

How should I know what to dot"

j«i.
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don't
demands,

ou don't moan to say, ^,„,

"that this is your arst lord?"
*' Ab-80-lutoly," says he. ''And I hope it'll bemy last."

"Most likely it will be, unless you buck up "
says L "And just remember, if they catch him
lookin' cross-eyed at you the very least they'll
do will be to give you the quick can."
"I wisht I was back drivin' a truck," sijrhs

Snipe. *

Well, as a general thing I ain't much of a
hand to rubber around at such times, but havin'
been made sort of responsible for Snipe Gal-
lagher, I'll admit I got kind of curious to see
how he would get away with it when tho time
came. So, instead of taking the 'IS, ay usual,
1 quits the Studio early enough to catcli tho 4 03
express. And by hoppin' off the smoker I'm in
time to slip behind a baggage truck clos.^ to rhe
scene of action.

Snipe is right on hand, too. He'^ beei.
scrubbed and brushed until his old uniform
looks hk- It had just come from the Q.M. and
he's stanuin' as stiff as if he'd been dipped ii

glue and set out to dry. Only his right arm i.

twitchm' nervous, preparin' for the salute, and
there's a sort of a panic':y look in them pop
eyes. I didn't dare whisper to him for fear I'd
break the spell.

And in a minute here comes RoomerDay,

l^ll
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steppin' along brisk and important, the way

little men do, and sort of steerin' by the elbow a

tall, good-lookin' young chap who's wearin' a

plain business suit and a soft hat with the brim

bent down in front. Behind thorn trots another

young gent, dressed about the same, but luggin'

two kit-bags. Course, I spots the pair as his

lordship and his man.

They'd got almost to the limousine when

Boomer-Day turns to give some directions to the

valet, and about then I hears a gasp from Snipe.

Almost the same time the young chap stops in

his tracks, stares a second at Snipe, and then

sings out cordial

:

" Oh, I say ! If it isn 't the Blessed Yank ! '

'

**TheFlyin' Buddie!" siiys Snipe.

"You bloomin' old rotter!" says the other,

grabbin' him by the hand and pumpin' his arm

up and down. *
' Whatever are you doing here ? '

'

Oh, Gawd!" says Snipe, startin' sudden and

glancin' around. "I'll get busted for this sure.

I'm down here to meet a fool lord. See? I'm

drivin' this bus for Boomer-Day, and he's liable

to show up any minute with Gosh ! There

he is now!"
Yep, there he was. And he is turnin' purple

in the gills as he sees who his chaufTeur is

shakin' hands with.

"Must be some mistake, Yank," says the

young chap, his eyes twinklin'. "I'm the only

I -^SE^SMWLt 'K*/^^ ii'l^^lil 'H'l^f I Hll|i! "Ml III lilHIII IM^ili fill
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guest Boomer- Day has with him this t:ip, and
you wouldn't call me a fool lord, woulu . ou ?'

"Vou?" says 8nipe, grinnin', relieved. aw.
say! Same old kiddor, eht Remember that
time we was hung up in that cabbage cellar
while Fritz was "

1 didn't get the rest o*'
, for just then some-

one touches me on the ; ^u and I finds Boomer-
Bay standing there nea..^ speechless.
"McCabe, » says he, ''could—could you

kindly tell mo why that idiot chauffeur of mine
IS pounding Lord Ripley on the back?"

"It's ly me," says I; "but they listen like a
couple of old college chums."

"Impossible!" says Boomer-Day.
"Then why not crash in and "find out?" I

suggests.

Which he finally does.

"Myv d!" says Lord Ripley. "Here is the
one Yanl . I was hoping against hope I could
find. But I suppose he's told you something
about that little affair of ours over there?"
Boomer-Day can't trust himself to speak. He

just shakes his head. Then, sort of husky, he
adds: "In—in the war?"

'Of course," says his lordship.
'AU I've heard Gallagher mention," says

Boomer-Day, "was about the mud."
•'Oh, yes!" says Lord Ripley. "Beastly

mud, too. But that's where the Blessed Yank

<<i
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came out strong. It was up on the Flanders

front. I'd been having a lively little show all

on my own with a big Fokker. I'd winged him

once, and was diving to get under him for a

finish round, when the lucky beggar put a stray

shot through the feed pipe and my motor went

dead. Down I goes, just at dusk. Oh, I was

planing all right but I couldn't quite make back

of our lines. Landed near enough between two

shell holes ; but it was no place to stop. Only

the dark and fog saved me. If the Huns had

turned a machine gun on me! But they

didn't.

"And somehow I wriggled back, found one of

our observation posts, convinced the bally lieu-

tenant I wasn't a spy, and got taken through

the wire. But how I did hate to leave the old

bus out there. And our squadron headquarters

forty kilometers or more away. Well, I'd pad-

dled' through miles of communication trenches

when I ran across this mired-in American unit,

with a perfectly good machine shop on board.

They'd been sent out to tinker up some of our

ammunition lorries, and the sergeant in charge

was a decent sort. When I asked him if he had

a spare mechanic who was willing to take on a

job out in No Man's Land he said he'd call for

volunteers. It was Gallagher here who stepped

out. Also it was Gallagher who went back with

me, through all that soupy landscape, helped me

•^2S 'ifcv ;:if^^ »?fM?JJB^I^5^?^'ifflTO,' -d 1. '^iMb-^^.-.A ft



A FOLLOW-UP ON SNIPE 191
bluff my way past the line, and fitted me outwith a new copper feed pipe, almost under thevery nose of Fritz. They heard us, of course

but Gallagher earned on as if he was doing the

w. h /.M/u""' ^""^ ^°^^^^ °f half an hourwe had the old bus going and were sailing out of

Y«i f
y'^fjonder I called him the Blessedlank from then on? Or that I kept at ourmajor until he had Gallagher transferred to our

shops. Eh, what?"
Course, we stands there, Boomer-Day and megawpm' at Snipe, who is grinnin' foolish andstann' adminn' at Lord Ripley. All of a sud-

h^job
'''''°'' ''''* °^ *^^ *'*^°'^ ^°^ remembers

''Where to, sir?" says he, salutin' zippy.
Home, you beggar!" says his lordship,

givm Snipe a dig in the ribs. -And see thatyou wait up for me after dinner to-night I'mcoming out and smoke a pipe or so with you,
old son." ^ *

I heard he did it, too. Also, I'm told that dur-ing most of the dinner Mrs. Boomer-Day had to
listen while Lord Ripley told her what a ripping
sort her substitute chauffeur was.
But ;t wasn't until Monday night that I hadany di ect word from Snipe himself. He comes

over on purpose to spill the news to me.
Do you know what, Professor?" says he

M
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"That Flyin' Buddie, he—he's a lord, after

aU."
"Seems to be a regular guy, though," says I.

"You bet he is!" says Snipe. "And, say,

that ain't the best of it. He's fixin' to keep on

with the flyin' game—air passenger service out

of London—and he's signed me up as head

mechanic. I'm quittin' the Boomer-Days next

week. '

'

"That sounds like you'd fell into something

good, eh?" says I.

"Good?" says Snipe. "Why, man, I'm

ridin ' on the world !

"

As I remarks later to Mrs. McCabe: "It's a

poor war, Sadie, that don't work out well for

some."
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WHEN EDGAR PLUS FORGOT

If it had been 'most any of the neighbors but
Edgar I wouldn't have minded a bit. He's the
last one though that I wanted to see crash in at
just that particular time, and of course it was
him that came.

You see, I was entertainin' ex-Corporal Buck
Kinney. It 's got to be kind of a Saturday night
habit of mine. Must have begun a couple of
months ago when I finds Buck waitin' patient
out in the lee of the garage with his old trench
coat collar turned up around his ears and his
overseas cap pulled down inside of that. I dis-
covers he's got a date with Helma for a dance
or something down at the village and is stickin'
around while she does up the dinner dishes and
gets herself ready. Knowdn' that Helma is
about as swift as a Portchester local with sleet
on the tracks, and that it'll probably be well
after nine before she finishes gettin' all that
taffy-colored hair puffed over her ears, I asks
Buck in where it's warm. And on second
thought I tows him in by the livin'-room fire-

198
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place, wishes a gilt banded cigar on him and
makes him feel like a reg'lar person.

Why not? Ain't he Rockhurst's star war
hero, winner of the D.S.M., and all that? And
by workin' up to it easy, puttin' in a fool ques-

tion now and then, I've found you can really

pump more or less details out of him as to how
we licked the Huns. You got to go at it just

right though, or he'll close up like a clam. But
gradually I've been collectin' a pretty fair his-

t'ry of the great war, as fought by a certain

machine gun comp'ny whose number we won't

disturb Mr. Creel by mentionin', even at this

late date.

Well, on this special evenin' I had Bucky
nicely started tellin' about a little side show he

attended at a place he'd found for me on the

map, but neither of us could pronounce, and he's

right in the middle of the most thrillin' part

when Sadie breaks in on us sort of excited and
whispers to me that this Mr. Sherwood is in

the lib'ry.

"Good!" says I. "Give him that subscrip-

tion volume of President Wilson 's speeches and
tell him to read himself to sleep."

"But he—^he seems to want to see you at

once," says she.

"Ehr ' says I.
'
' Edgar Plus does ? '

'

'
' S-s-sh, Shorty I

'
' warns Sadie. * *He '11 hear

you."

;^t
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^

''Do the poor prune good if be did," says I.tan t you shunt him some way?"
"No, I can't," says Sadie decided, ''^ndwhat s more, Shorty McCabe, you ought to be

ashamed to talk that way about Mr. Sherwood.
You know he's such a nice man."
That was just it. I did know that Edgar was

a perfectly nice man. Anv^vay, I 'd heard it said
times enough. Mainly by women. Uh-huh.
fc^adie had even gone so far as to sav that lie
was a regular dear. Mrs. Purdv-Pell, who is
about as rough a critic of the safety razor sex
as you II find, never handed him anything butkind words. As for Mrs. Boomer Day? she
cooed and gushed over him almost as if he was
a pet Pekinese. Why, even Helma couldn't
show Edgar m the front door without workin'
up a mushy grin.

Mind you, I ain't sayin' that Edgar don't de-
serve It all. I suspect he does. Nor I don'tmean either, that Edgar is one of these regula-
tion wrist-slappin' parlor-hounds. So far as
looks go he has all the m " 3 of a perfectly good
he-man. Even to the ,skers. Oh yes; his
dark chestnut Vandyke is about the richest crop
of facial herbage our cute little suburb can pro
duce. And the way he keeps it trimmed is the
last word m tonsorial art. A tall, well built
party Edgar is, too. Looks like he could step
into the ring and go ten rounds any time I

I
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ain't sure but he could at that. He plays golf

some, holds a big silver cup to prove that he's

our Ijcal tennis champ, and is said to be quite

a fencer. Also, while it's true he did marry a

bunch of money whei. he picked out that meek

little Miss Parsons as a wife, nobody can accuse

him of livin' off her income. Course, he's only

a four-eyed expert, but I understand he's the big

noise in one of the swellest firms of opticians on

Fifth Avenue; one of these exclusive joints

where you lug in a $25 oculist's prescription and

they set you back twice as much for a new set

of panes. Anyway, he pulls in the coin. You
can tell that just by glancin' at the size ^f the

establishment he keeps up.

Admittin' all that though, I've never been

very strong for Edgar. For one thing he

always has that air of being so blamed sure he 's

all right. Not just chesty or cocky. Nothing so

common as that. But he has a calm, quiet way
of sizin ' you up, sort of cold and superior, that

makes me want to muss hi7>: every time he

comes near.

I expect it's due to the way he's been brought

up, being the only boy in a fam'ly of four girls,

and having a mother who's always petted him.

And now that he's married, with his own mother

and wifie's mother both living with him, it's just

the same, only more so. Oh, I've see 'em at it.

mmmmmm m
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When dear Edgar comes in they all rush around
trjnng to do things for him. And after he's
kissed 'em all in turn, and presented a box of
flowers to one, and some candy to the other, and
a little trinket to the third, they just sit and gaze
at him admirin', listenin' close to all the wise
talk he cares to unload. You know the brand—
the fireside hero type. That's why I call him
Edgar Plus.

The most maddenin' part of it all is that you
can't seem to pick any flaws in Edgar. ''Such
a dear, thoughtful man," says Mrs. Boomer-
Day. Yes, I got to admit that he is. He's
always pattin' wifie on the cheek and tellin' her
how nice her hair looks, and what he don't do
for those old ladies wouldn't be worth doing.
He don't smoke, or drink, and I couldn't imag-
ine him rippin' off a cuss word or two, even if

he'd hit his thumb v/ith a hammer. Almost too
good to be true, Edgar is.

The trouble v h that kind is that they can't
help rememberii.^ it. You can't blame 'em so
much. If I was told every night and mornin'
what a wonder I was maybe I'd get that way
myself. I'd be playin' up to the part, the way
Edgar always is. Makes 'em soft in the head.
You know; the little things they do get thrown
up big.

So I wanted to duck Edgar just then. But

I \
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when Sadie gets on that tone, and sort of nar-

rows her eyelids there's only one wise thing to

do—compromise.

"Oh, well!" says I. "If it's going to break
anybody's heart, chase him in here."

I couldn't imagine what it would be this time.

When he called on me last it was a case of

helpin' him chase off a stray cur, part bull and
part several other breeds, that had wandered
in and was tr>Hn' to make a meal off Pom-Pom,
the little bunch of white wool with pink eyes
that he'd given Mrs. Sherwood for a birthday
present. And when I'd pried the pup out of the

near-bull's teeth, Edgar had lugged him off tri-

umphant to have his women-folk tell him how
brave and strong he was.

"Well," says I, as he comes in, "it ain't Pom-
Pom again, is it?"

"Yes," says he, breathin' a bit gaspy, "it

is.
>>

And accordin' to his tale the fam'ly pet had
been stolen early that morning. He'd been
missin' all day, and soon after dinner two rough
lookin' characters had shewn up askin' if it was
so that a hundred dollars reward had been of-

fered. Yes, it was. At which they'd produced
Pom-Pom, and Edgar was in the act of diggin'

up the cash when one of the maids whispered
that she'd seen this same pair hangin' around
the house before breakfast.

rim, ^^f^^h^Ekmm J *' t:
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"Oh, yes," says I. "The old game. And
you stalled 'em along while someone 'phoned
for the police, eh?"
"No," says Edgar; "I didn't care for any

possible trouble or publicity. Our ohief of
police is such a crude person, you know. I
merely decoyed them to the garage and locked
them in."

"What was the grand idea in that?" I de-
mands.

"Why," says Edgar, "I thought that with
your assistance, and possibly that of your sol-
dier friend here, we might overawe them and
induce them to give up Pom-Pom without any
disagreeable scene."

"Huh!" says I. "You did, eh?"
That's Edgar to the life. He don't want to

get mixed up in anything rough or messy. He's
played the parlor hero so long that the ver^'
thought of having to speak harsh to somebody,
or maybe being rung in on an act that don't call
for pearl gray gloves, gets him chilly along the
spine. Course, if he can shift the bare knuckle
stuff onto any low-brow friend like me, for in-
stance, that 's another matter. And as 1 'm dop-
ing out his little scheme I gets this happy hunch.
"Oh, very well!" I goes on. "Maybe we'll

step over and help you throw a scare into your
pair of dog snatchers pretty soon; say in about
half an hour or so."

!
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Edgar gasps.
*
' But, my dear McCabe," says

he, "you don't seem to realize the situation.

"Why, I have two desperate characters shut in

my garage, with no one but women around the

place. I have already been through rather a

tense scene with them—they used perfectly vile

language when they fv.und themselves locked in

and my nerves are somewhat unstrung. Tf I

should go back now alone
"

"Sump'n fierce, eh, Bucky?" says I, with a

grin at ex-Corporal Kinney. "He's got two

young toughs shut up nice and safe in a cement

garage and if he keeps 'em there much longer

they're apt to say, 'Oh, darn it,' or something

when he goes back. Almost enough to make

your blood curdle, ain't it?"

Edgar pinks up at that. "But I assure you,

McCabe," he protests, "that they are vicious

looking characters, who would be capable

of
>>

"Oh sure!" I breaks in. "They might

threaten to bite Pom-Pom's tail. But the fact

is, Edgar, you butted in here just as the Cor-

poral was right in the middle of relatm' one of

his little adventures over in France. Suppose

we let him finish? Let's see. Bucky, you'd got

to where you and Slum Dorsett had got lost

while out on a scoutin' expedition and you'd

stumbled bang into a little party of Huns that

IS workin* a machine gun. Slum had slipped
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on a wot log and gone slidin' right into tlio

midst of 'om and then—tell us what happened

next, Corporal."

"Aw, it wa'n't much,'* says Bucky.

**I know," says I, winkin' at him eneouragin'.

"Merely one of thom little affairs that you used

to work up a supper appetite on. But you ain't

going to leave a tale like that half finished.

There was seven Huns, wasn't there!"

"Only five," says Bucky, ' ^d I expect they

was about as much jolted to see us as we was

to find them. No gettin' away, though. So I

had to wade in. Too close for shootin' but I

had the old prong on the gun and I takes a

flyin' leap right onto the back of one Fritzie, at

the same time stickin' the steel into another.

It was more or less luck, o' course, for I got him

fair, right in th' guts. Next thing I knevr,

though, the other three was onto me and we
went millin' around there something scanda-

lous; clubbin', jabbin' and gruntin'. It's funny

how few remarks are passed at a time like that.

Nobody says a word. Just as well maybe, for

we couldn't have savvied each other. And it's

odd how well acquainted you get in a short time.

Say, I'll bet if I was an artist I could draw a

picture of each of 'em, even now. One was a

pop-eyed little runt with a nick in his left ear and

a broken front tooth. Some scrapper he was,

too. Shifty on his feet. The other squareheads

3S'S.i*'Trar:»:-TOi«
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was big husks, but pie-faced and logy movin'.
Seemed to be sort of dazed. Still, it was one of
them that gave me the clip side of the hend with
a trench spade and I went groggy. As I

slumped into the mud with my head in an open
ammunition box the little Fritzie unlimberu a
wickod lookin' trench knife and piles in im-
petuous.

••He was just lungin' for my throat when
there oomes this bang. Seems Slum has got
into action and taken a chance with a grenade.
Lucky I was underneath, for it does moss up my
little friend scin< thing amaz'n'. Clear blew him
to bits, it did. 1 was . ..rayed with parts of him.
And one of the oig Huns had an arm blown off.

The one I'd jumped on came to life about then
80 it was still fifty-fifty and we begun the party
all over again, slippin' and slidin' around, hit-

tin' out with whatever came handy, clinchin'
and breakin' loose, but always doin' as much
damage as we could. Once I v^as sure he'd got
me, for he'd picked up my gun and was swingin'
it on me ; but I managed to duck and grab him
by the legs, and as I came up on the other side
I gets hold of the spade and while he '8 on his
knees I splits his thick skull clear to the eyes.
Which leaves only one Hun in action and I finds
Slum kneelin' on him chokin' his tongue out.
All that stiff needed was a little jab through the
ribs, and then we starts to take down the ma-

^r-^r
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chine gun when wc hears a relief party comin'
through the woods back of us, and you can bet
we slid out of that and down the hill without
waitin' to collect any souvenirs."

I'd been wntchin' Edgar out of the corner of
my eye durin' most of this and it sure was en-
tertninin' to follow his motions. First off he
could only shudder now and then, as Bucky got
too realistic, but pretty soon he forgets that and
by the time Bucky finishes Edgar is sittln' on
the edge of his chair with his finge»-s twitchin'.
"You—you killed all five of them?" he finally

asks.

"Well, we left 'em interesting stretcher cases
anyway," says Bucky.

'

"Fancy that !" says Edgar. "Why, both of
you must have been trained athletes."
"Yrs," says I. "Bucky used to be our local

pool chfmp. As for this Slum party—whit was
he, Bnci.y, before they turned him loose on the
Huns?"
"Slum?" says he. "Oh, he was choppin'

tickets on the 'L' when the draft got him."
Edgar just stares bug-eyed. "I—I don't

understand," says he. "I 'suppose when you
got back to your company your commanding of-
ficer complimented you for your bravery and
recommended you for a medal or something of
the sort."

"The Loot?" says Bucky. "Nahl He had a

\
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grouch on that afternoon 'cause he hadn't

pulled anything from the mail in two weeks.

He bawls us out for bein' late and when I starts

tellin' him about the Huns he says to keep that

bull stuff to chill the spine of some * Y' secretary

when I go back on leave. If we'd had the gun

or sump'n I could have made the stiff eat his

words; as it was"—here Bucky hunches his

shoulders and rekindles his cigar stub.

"To be continued in our next," says I.

(<And now, Edgar, we'll trot over and help you

dictate your fourteen peace points to them pup

snatchers."

He don't have much to say as we walks along.

Seems kind of subdued and thoughtful. My
guess is that he's framin' up some deep

strategy which would let him stay in and quiet

the women folks while we rescue the dog and

run the rough necks off the place. So I'm a bit

puzzled when we get there to have Edgar walk

straight to the side door of the garage, produce

a bunch of keys, and plan out something quite

different.

"May I ask you two gentlemen to stand

here," says he, "so that if I should be—cr—
unsuccessful, you could intercept anyone who

came out."

"Eh?" says I. "You ain't plannin' to tackle

'em both—alone?"
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•'Not precisely," says Edgar. "I hope to
avoid any violence. I wish to submit a proposal
to them which I have no doubt they will accept."

*'Ah, I wouldn't waste any breath on that
pair," says I. "Just shoo 'em out and we'll do
the rest."

''If you will permit me, however," says
Edgar, and with that blamed if he don't walk
right in, turn on the electric light and shut the
door behind him.

Well, we couldn't hear all that was said. It
sounds like Edgar had started in his mild, polite
way to put his proposition. The next we heard
was a scrappy retort, a scuff of feet on the
cement floor, a ky-yi from the dog. and then a
wild scramble mixed with dull thuds.
''Huh!" says Bucky. ''Listens like some-

body had started sump'n."
"That's right," says I, and I expect I was

grinmn' some. "But Edgar's orders are to
stay outside until something comes through the
door."

"It's comin'!" says Bucky as a heavy bang
bends the panels.

''Not yet," says I, "but I suspect Edgar
was chucked this way. I don't know but a little
of that will do him good, too. Woof! I'll bet
somebody got jarred then. And there goes an-
other!"

I I
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"Aw, let's kick in," protests Bucky.

"They're two to one, you know. Zing! hear

that smash? Open up. Shorty."

"All right," says I. "Course, it's Edgar's

party, but if you say—hey, what's the matter

with this fool lock?"

It took me half a minute or so to discover

which way to turn the key on the spring lock,

and meanwhile the sounds from inside kept get-

tin' messier and messier. But L last I got the

catch loose and we rushes in, ready to pry 'em

off from Edgar or s • p up the pieces.

But say, I wish you could have seen the view

that met us. Talk about your movie rough house

scenes where they flash the big punch act ! Here

is Edgar, with his hair tousled, his coat ripped

up the back and one trouser leg split; but he's

standin' steady on his pins and is just steamin'

in a peppy left hander that lands square be-

tween the eyes of a big husk who's runnin' in

like he was anxious to stop it. He does, too, and

proceeds to crumple up on the floor with a deep

grunt that told mighty eloquent how he'd had

enough.

Over in the corner is the other bird, wabblin'

back and forth on hip hands and knees with the

claret leakin' from his bugle like he was a stuck

pig. He's quite a husk too, but there 's no doubt

about his being all in. One of his lamps is

swellin' out lovely and by the looks of his
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clothes I should judge that he'd been used as a
floor swab.

^
"For the love of Pete, Edgar," says I,

"whatever have you been doin' to these iwo
gents ? '

'

"I—I'm sure I don't know," says Edgar, a
little puffy. "It—it all happened so ab-
ruptly."

'
' I should say it had, " says I. "And I take it

you didn't have time to get over that proposi-
tion of yours ? '

'

"No," says Edgar. "They proved to be quite
unreasonable from the very first, so I—I was
compelled to—well, as you see."

"Uh-huh!"saysL " It 's what I 'd call a fin-
ished job, if you ask me."

"Ab-so-lutely," chimes in Bucky enthusiastic.
"And you sure didn't waste any time on it."
"I fear," says Edgar, tryin' to smooth out

his hi^'., ''that when they became so abusive I
quite forgot myself for the moment."
"Take it from me though," says I, "these

two birds are goin^ to remember you for years
to come."

We didn't have to do any urgin' to get 'em
to clear out. When I swung open the front door
they scrambled through it and off into the dark
like a couple of rats being let out of a trap.
And after we'd gathered up Pom-Pom from
where he was crouchin' in a corner, and shaken
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Edgar hearty by the mitt, Bucky and I trails

back to the house.

•*Say," remarks Bucky thoughtfully,

"wouldn't that guy have been a bear in a

moppin' up squad?"

**I guess you've stated it," says I.

'What was it you called him when he first

showed up f " asks Bucky. ' * Edgar what ? "

'

'Edgar Plus," says I. ''And I got to admit

it's a closer fit than I thought."
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SHORTY ANSWERS A HAIL

From some of the calls I get you'd 'most think
I had a sign out readin' "Shorty McCabe,
Cheerupodist. '

' Take this case where they send
the limousine to cart me way up above Tarry-
town where Alton I. Frazer has built a near-
Moorish palace on top of a

'* What's the idea?" I asks IVL s Edith when
she rings me on the long distance. "Shall I
bring up a set of gloves or some gym appa-
ratus?"

^
''Certainly not," says she, kind of gaspy.

"Why, poor daddy's being wheeled about in a
chair. He's a very sick man."
"Say," I breaks in, "are you sure you've got

the right number? This is Professor McCabe 's

Physical Culture Studio, you know, and "
*'Yes, i understand," says Miss Edith. "I

suppose I'm perfectly silly, but I just want you
to come up and talk to him a little while. You see,
he hasn't s-en a soul for the past five weeks but
doctors and nurses. W^e 've had four specialists
and each one has discovered something dreadful
the matter with him, every time something new,

200
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and he is so discouraged that I—I Well,

I'm desperate, that's all. I've never seen him

give up this way and I just thought Oh, I

don't know precisely, but he used to seem so

cheerful when he was going regularly to your

place. Professor, and if you could only "

"Sure," says I. "I '11 come."

Not that I thought it would be any use, but

Old Alibi Frazer had tossed over to me many a

fat check in his day and I'd be a poor sort of

prune to turn down one of my old reg'lars when

he was about to take the count, wouldn 't I ?

I expect you know more or less about him

yourself, but whether you rate him as a high

class financier or as a first-class crook who has

dodged jail depends a good deal on how much

income tax you pay. As for me, I ain't sure.

Why, when this quiet talkin' little old guy, with

the mild blue eyes and the high broad shoulders,

first showed up at the studio, I had him placed

as some up-state banker who was spendin' the

winter in town because daughter was havin' her

voice trained to hold high C or something.

Then I noticed that heavy chin of his and the

solid set to his jaw, so I wasn't so much sur-

prised to find out that he was the big traction

plute.

Uh-huh. Suburban trolleys are his special-

ties. He collects 'em like anyone else would col-

lect liberty bond posters, or pewtor mugs, or old
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campaign buttons. H^'ll get bis eye on a good
payin' line tbat's somebow escaped being gob-
bled up by some syndicate, and the next thing
the directors know the man who's votin' the
majority stock at the annual meetin' will be
Alton I. Frazcr. Then things begin to happen.
There '11 be a new issue, a $econd or third mort-
gage will be clapped on, the bonds will be jug-
gled mysterious, the sinkin' fund will disappear
and most likely the courts v/ill be asked to ap-
point a receiver. Somehow though he will com-^
out of the deal with a pot of money whose a
sence doesn't show anywhere on the books, and
the local capitalists who financed the road at the
start will be wonderin' what hit 'em. Then
maybe there '11 be a reorganization and another
feeder will be added to the Frazer system.

Still, I must say he's always been fair and
friendly with me. I got so I didn't even lock
up the safe when he came in and after I'd helped
him get rid of a bad case of nervous indigestion
he sure expressed his gratitude in something be-
sides kind words. In fact, we've been almost
chummy ever since. So when the French chauf-
feur comes up and says how the carriage waits,
or words to that effect, I turns the Studio over
to Swifty Joe for the day and takes this twenty
mile drive up into Westchester County.

I admit I was some jarred at the change in
the old boy. Why, it hadn't been more'n eight

il»
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months since he'd dropped into the Studio last,

smokin' one of them slim panatellas and handin'

me his usual line of quiet josh. And here he is

humped over in the rollin' chair with his mouth
corners sagged and a complexion like the inside

of an ash tray.

"Well, well!" says I, lookin' him over.

"Who's been kiddin' you into thinkin' you're

an invalid?"

He shakes his head and tries to pull that old

twisty smile of his. **I'm afraid they're right

this time, Shorty," says he. "I—I'm on the

scrap heap, I guess."

"Gwan!" says I. "You got a right to an-

other guess, ain't you? Been having some spe-

cialists look you over, eh?"

He nods.

"Heart specialist, I'll bet," I goes on; "and
they found your blood pump all out of whack,

didn't they?"

He admits they did; also that stomach spe-

cialists had found fault with his plumbing, and

so on.

"Yes," says I, "and if you'd had a foot

expert in he'd told you how you had fallen

arches, while a lung shark would have insisted

that your pipes were clogged. Sure you ain't

got a touch of house-maid's knee, or boll weevils

in your hair?"

"As I'm feeling just now, Shorty," says he.

»i-"irv57
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"I wouldn't deny harboring any ailment they
might name."

**I expect they've made you lay off busi-

ness?" says I.

"I am just winding up everything," says he.

"I'm allowed half a day with my secretary.

Here he comes now. Don't go away. I have
n' more business secrets. Well, Staples!"
Mr. Staples is a slick-haired, cold-eyed young

gent who proceeds to spread out his papers and
make his reports. He fires facts and figures at
Mr. Frazer as careless as if he was talking into
a machine, and with sort of a bored air that's as
much as to say: "Oh, you don't count any more,
so what's the use?" They're some figures too,

relatin' how the dividends on this block of pre-
ferred amount to so many hundred thousand;
how such a deal has been closed at a net profit
of half a million, and where another little

scheme has been pulled off that will give control
of a new line.

But Old Alibi just sits there with his chin
down, noddin' now and then at some item, but
mainly drunmain' his fingers restless on the
chair arm. Near as I could judge, the Frazer
system was workin' like a mint runnin' double
shifts, and any one of them items would have
had ..e doing a w^ar dance. He don't seem to
work up any enthusiasm though. Not a bit.

Finally Mr. Staples announces casual: "Oh,
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by the way, that Waterbury-Pawtuckct enter-

prise still hangs fire. I think though that those

people are about to come to terms. Their Mr.

Atkins is here now."

*Si Atkins? Heie?" asks Mr. Frazer, sort

of rousin' up. "What '11 he take now?"
"He wouldn't say," says Staples. "Insists

on seeing you personally. I told him it couldn't

be done, but he's still waiting."

"Huh!" grunts Old Alibi. "Well, you go

down and toll him. Staples No, I can't

spare you now. Shorty, perhaps you wouldn't

mind shooing the old rascal off the premises.

Tell him I'm so sick I don't care what he does

with his old road. Will you?"
It's a new line for me, but I wanders do\\Ti

stairs and into the big lib'ry, where I finds thi3

shifty-eyed old boy with the white deacon

whiskers sittin' anxious on the edge of his chair.

And before I can get in my remarks he demands

if I represent Mr. Frazer.

"Why, yes, in a way," says I, "but "

"Then tell him," breaks in Mr. Atkins, "that

if he will only listen to a reasonable propo-

sition, we are ready to compromise. Of course

we have secured an injunction preventing him

from interfering with the extension of our line

across his " And then I cuts in myself.

"Excuse me," says I, "but you might as well

save your breath. If it was a plot in a ceme-

nt- ._'<?
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tery you wanted to sell, Mr. Frazer might do
business with you. As it is, there's nothing

doing."

"Wha-a-tl" says Mr. Atkins, kind of gaspy.

"Mr. Frazer is too sick a man to care whether
you sell him your trollny line or junk it," says I.

"Sick?" says Mr. ii.tkins. ''Why, I hadn't

heard. Sick, eh T Too bad!"
And say, he looked about as sorry as an ex-

doughboy just landin' from a transport.

"Well, well!" he goes on. "In that case 1—

I

think we have no oflPer to make. '

'

"Oh, you haven't, eh?" says I, sort of

prickin' up my ears. His sudden shift had got

me kind of curious.

"No," says he, real prompt. "No offer of

any kind. And I think I will merely express a

hope for the eventual recovery of Mr. Frazer
and "

"Just a minute," says I, as he's reachin' for

his hat. "Frazer ouf^ht to know how bad you
feel about his being' sick, and he might have
some word to send back, after all. I'll hang
your hat in the hall."

I didn't. I took the hard boiled lid upstairs

with me and showed h to Old Ahbi. He stares

at it puzzled.

* * Belongs to your friend Atkins, '
' says I. "I

just lugged it along so he wouldn't weep it full

of s>Tnpathy .a ac<;ouut of your being so sick."
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Frazer gawps at me like he thought I'd gone

crazy in the head. "What triple-plated tom-

myrot is thist" he snorts. "Old Si Atkins has

no more sympathy in his system than a dry

lemon and personally he's a. 'ond of me as a

cat is of swimming in the pond."

I shakes my head. "Must be some mistake,"

says I. "He seemfd all cut up when I told him

how bad off you were."

"Oh, he did, eh I" say? "razer. "Enough
so he was willing to seii his road at any

terms?"
* * Affects him just the opposite, '

' says I. "He
wouldn't think about botherin' you with buyin'

it now."
Alibi Frazer rouses up at that. He

straigLlt \ back hi the wheel chair v th his chin

up and a queer flicker coming into tliem mild

blue eyes. "The old fox!" says he. "What's

his game, anyway?"
"That's all he said," says I. "I take it he's

too tender-hearted to worry a sick man with

business."

"Bah!" says Frazer. "You don't know the

old pirate. He's got something up bis sleeve

and by the seven saints I'm going to find out

what it is before he leaves this house."

"Oh, I say, Mr. Frazer," protests the secre-

tary, "you know your physicians have abso-

lutely forbidden you to
"
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"Physicians be blowcd!" says Old Alibi.

"Shorty, bring Atkins up horc."

"Just as you say/' says I.

I had to chuckle, too, at the way my little

hunch was workin' out. Ile'd sha'ien the slump
out of his shoulders and them stubby fingers of

his was bunched vigorous.

"You're in luck," I tells Atkins. "Mr.
Frazer happens to bo a bit easier for the time

being and I expect a little chat with an old

friend like you will do him good."
That almost gives him a chokin' spell. "But

—I " he begins.

"Ah, come along," says I. "He's sent for

you special."

And when I've lined the two of 'em up facin'

each other it sure is interestin' to watch their

motior-i. Old Alibi has got a grip on himself

once more and gives Atkins the smooth hail,

while Si acts about as comfortable as a mouse
being introduced to a tomcat.

"Sorry you find me laid up this way," says

Frazer, "but I suppose I'm down and out.

That 's what my fool doctors tell me, anyway. '

*

"I—I was greatly shocked to hear it," says

Atkins.

"No doubt," says Frazer. "You see, I

haven't . iised the fact—might be bad for

the market. Not that I have much interest in

such affairs now. I 'm just winding things up. '

'
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"Y-e-s?" says Atkins, glancin' shrewd at the

secretary.

"So you'll pardon me for dropping tha^

Waterbury-Pawtucket deal," goes on Frazei

"I hear, though, that you have concluded not tv

sell."

Atkins nods.

''Going to develop the property yourself,

eh?" suggests Frazer.

"We—we—we might," says Atkins, squirm-

in' uncomfortable in his chair.

"I guessed as much," says Frazer. "Let's

see, that injunction of yours has about two

weeks to run, hasn't it? You could put in that

crossing if you made a rush job of it, couldn't

you?"
For a second the old boy colors up like a

kid that's been nabbed robbin' a cherry tree, but

all of a sudden his backbone stiffens, his eyelids

narrow aud he shoves his chin out.

"Yes, Frazer, we could,"says he. ' * It would

save us from having to turn our franchise over

to you at your figure, and as we are fortunate

enough to have the courts on our side this

time "

"Atkins," breaks in Frazer, "how long do

you think it would take me to shoot that injunc-

tion of yours so full of holes that it would look

like a screen door?"
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''More than two weeks, Frazer," the old boy
raps back at him.

"And meantime," says Frazor, "you would
have Eh? What the deucof"
He stops and glares up at the nurse, who has

come in witli a glass and a spoon.
"It's the half hour, sir," says the nurse.
"That's so," says Old Alibf, takin' the dose

meek and slumpin' back into his chair once
more. "Xever mind me, Atkins. Go ahead-if
you can."

I thought I heard Mr. Atkins sigh kind of
relieved at that and he lost no time in makin'
his getaway.

"Pardon me, sir," says the secretary, ''but I
thmk our time is up for to-day."

"Well, it isn't, not by a long shot," says
Frazer. ''You heard what that old robber had
to say, didn't you? But perhaps it hasn't
dawned on you just what he means to do. I'll
tell you. Staples. Now that he thinks I'm out
of the game he means to put in that grade
crossing I've been blocking off for the last five
years, whicli would force us to buy at his terms
But he's wrong, Staples. I'm not quite out of
It. I have a sneaking idea there's one more
fight left m me yet. Any%vay, we'll see. Have
our bags packed, order the car, and wire Burns
to meet me in Waterbury to-night at 7.30."
For a minute Staples gawps at him with his
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mouth open. Then he smiles sort of conde-

scendin' and shakes his head. ''You forget

your condition, Mr. Frazer," says he. ''It—it

would be suicide. I could not consent to assist

you in anything oO utterly rash."

"You couldn't, eh?" snorts Frazer. "Then

you're fired. Understand that? Get out."

The secretary shrugs his shoulders, gathers

up his papers, and trickles through the door.

"I suppose everyone else in this house will

act the same," says Frazer. "All afraid of

those fool doctors. But I mean to beat Si

Atkins if it takes my last breath. How about

you, McCabe; will you stand by me?"

"Seeing how I got you into this," says I,

"I can't do less."
'

' Good ! '
' says he.

'
'And if I happen to pass

out with my boots on?"
* * Piffle

! '
' says I. '

'You 're as tough as a

knot and a little scrap like this is just vuat

you've been needin' for months. Why, man,

look in the glass. You've come halfway back

already."

"Shorty," says he, grippin' my hand, "those

are the most encouraging words I've heard for

weeks. See me through this and you'll not re-

gret it. There's an extension 'phone in that

alcove. Here, let me write the number. That's

our repair shops. Get Bums, our construction

superintendent, on the wire."

ft
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And when I'd uade the connection I hands
over the 'phone to Old Alibi. ''That you
Burns?" says he. "This is Frazer. Yes. Meet
me at the Wilmot in Waterburj-, 7.30 to-night
That's what I said. To-night. And listen,'
BuTzis. You know where that Pawtucket crowd
want to cut our line at grade? Have a gang
there at daylight ready to put in a short switch
say a hundred yards. Send down a couple of
those big snow plows, too. Get that? Yes the
rotaries. Good."

'

Then he turns to me and grins. *'I can trust
Burns," he goes on. -Now to get out of this.
Thank Heavens, Edith is down at the village
Turn the key in that door to the right, will you
and lock out that nurse. That's it. Now if you
will throw a few things into my kit-bag. In that
room at your left. Bag's on the closet shelf.
Pajamas and so on. Pair for yourself. Shav-
mg things in the bathroom. Let's see, where 's
that check book? Ah! Now I wonder how I
can navigate. Little wabbly in the knees,
Shorty, but I guess we can manage."

Well, we did. Couldn't have done it much
quicker if the house had been on fire. I'll bet
it wasn't fifteen minutes before we were down
at the porte-cochere with me helpin' load him
into the limousine. Frenchy stares some when
he gets his sailin' orders, but he salutes snappy.
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*'Eet ees in Cou-nec-ti-cut
;
yes, M'sieur!"

says he.

"Yes," says Frazer. "Due east. You know

the way. And a little speed, Henri."

Say, that was some excursion for a man
who's iust crawled out of a wheel-chair, but Old

Alibi settles himself comfortable in the corner,

turns on the electric heater, and seems to be

enjoyin' every sway and jolt. Next thing I

know he's discovered a cigar case in the pocket

of his mink-lined overcoat and is lightin' up one

of his slim black cigars.

"First in ten weeks," says he. "Lord,

Shorty, but it tastes good!"

"If it does," says I, "maybe that's just what

you need. Go to it!"

Anyway, he's very much of a live one when

we rolls into Waterbury just before dark, and

from the size of the steak he orders for dinner

I judge that his appetite is coming back to him.

And by the time Burns shows up he's pacin' up

and down the lobby burnin' his second pana-

tella.

"Why, Mr. Frazer!" says Burns, "I thought

you were a sick man. '

'

"So uiu Si Atkins," says Frazer, "but my
friend Shorty here has persuaded me that I'm

not. At least, I've escaped those infernal spe-

cialists. Now let's get to business."

It wasn't a long session him and the superin-
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tendent had, and by 9.30 I saw him tucked away
in the feathers with a 7 o'clock call in for the
morning. Course, it was a question whether Old
Alibi could answer it or not, but blamed if I
don't hear him stirrin' around before I'd rolled
out myself.

"Sleep?" says he. '*I haven't had such a
sleep in a year, Shorty. And make that break-
fast order about three soft boiled eggs for me,
with bacon, cotfee and rolls. Tell 'em to hujry
it up, too. I'm starved."

"That doesn't listen much like an invalid,"
says I. "Maybe some of them specialists
guessed wrong, eh?"
"You bet they did!" says Frazer. "So did

Si Atkins."

And if you'd been on the scene of action a
couple of hours later you 'd thought so, tco. It 's

some busy little party, take it from me. Burns
and his gang was on hand, makin' the dirt fly,

and what does Mr. Frazer do but hop out of the
car and take charge of the proceedin's.
"Never mind fancy ballasting," says he.

"Just get that switch in any old way. Here,
Brady, lend a hand on that hacksaw and cut
that rail. You, Mike, speed up those men laying
those ties. Any signs ^ the enemy, Burns?
Ah, who 's that coming down the road ? Yes, it 's

old Si. Got his surveyors with him, too. Sur-
veyors! Huh!"
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Sure enough, when the touring car rolls up,

there's Atkins with a surveyin' bunch. And
you should have seen his eyes bulge out when

he spots Old Alibi in the midst of all this

activity.

**What—what does this mean, Frazer?" he

demands, as he steps out.

"Why," says Old Alibi, winkin' at Burns,

"our road superintendent concluded that we

needed another switch put in just about here.

Enterprising chap, eh?"

"But see here!" protests Atkins, "this is

just where our crossing is to come."

"What a coincidence!" observes Frazer.

"May make it rather awkward for you, I fear."

"No, it won't!" snaps Atkins. "Not a bit.

Remember we have the courts back of us.

We'll just tear it up, that's all."

"That will be interesting to watch, too," says

Frazer. "Burns, signal those rotaries to run

do\^Ti a little closer. See 'em up there, Atkins?

Well, they are to occupy this switch for the next

two weeks, longer if necessary, with their snow

cutters going; and if you have any spare

laborers you want turned into sausage meat just

send 'em along."

"This—this is a high-handed outrage,"

sputters Atkins, turnin' purple under his white

whiskers.

"Oh, come, Atkins," says Frazer, "aren't

i: . :{

.
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you a little rough with a sick man 1 Suppose we
step into my car a/ i talk it over. Maybe you'll

decide you want to sell your line after all, and
then we can stop all this foolishness. Eh?
.What do you say?"

I couldn't hear what he said, for they were

shut up in the limousine for the next half hour.
>

e
But when they came out he's just stowin' away

>
/•

a check and they parts with a friendly shake.

After which Burns shoos away the big snow

s plows, work on the switch is stopped where it is

and we drives back to Waterbury for a whaling

>

big lunch.

• ••••• •

t.

3.
* *Huh ! '

' says Swifty Joe, as i shows up at the

Studio next morning a couple of hours late.

S

n

**Took you some time to cheer up that sick plute

friend of yours ; or did he check out on you ? '

'

? "He didn't ch-'^k out," says I. ''In fact, I

.t left him as good as new."
,v "How did you do it! " asks Swifty.

e "Simple enough," says I. "Just sicced him
5t on a few loose dollars and he went after 'em

like a terrier after a rat. '

'

>>
"I expect he didn't pass any on to you,

e though?" says Swifty.

"Only this," says I, exhibitin' a pink slip.

't 'Take a look." ten

1



* tm--^

^\

9",IB^^^

226 SHORTY McCABE GETS THE HAIL
* *A—a cool thousand ! '

' gasps Swifty. ' • Say,
of all the lucky stiffs!"

"Oh, I don't know," says I. "It takes more
or less knack to pull 'em out of a wheel-chair
that way. In fact, it's almost an art."

"Ahr-r-r chee!" says Swifty, out of the side

of his mouth.

"It is when you get away with it," says I.

imm^

nnssmi
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SHORT ir IN A NEW BILL

I EXPECT I'm a little kte in gettin' the hunch,
but if you really want to knon- where you stand
with the neighbors just let some of your so-

called friends ring you in on local politics and
wish a little two by four oflSce on you. Say, it's

more illuminatin' than an X-ray picture or
havin' your bumps read by a headologist.

Here a while back I was nursin' along the
idea that my ratin' as a citizen of Rockhurst-on-
the-Sound was along about fair to middlin'.
Course, when it came to finances, I didn't count
myself in with the plutes and near-plutes;
among our little bunch of high-brows I knew
I was a flivver; and if it was a case of social

rank I'd be classed among the also-rans every
time.

Yet I 'd lived out here quite some time with-
out havin' to face the judge from the wrong
side of the court room; I'd always paid my
taxes prompt; I hadn't run off with anybody's
wife; nor I hadn't traded in my liberty bonds
for wildcat minin' stock. I was servin* my
fourth term as director of the Yacht Club, I'd

227
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helped organize the Citizens' Lca^nie and I'd
subscribed to all the funds, from the Armenian
appeal to the one to raise a permanent me-
morial to our war heroes. I'd even been re-
ferred to as *'our esteemed fellow to\rasman
Professor MeCabe," in the last annual report of
the Committee on War Gardens. Right out in
print, too.

So when I gets word that I've been picked to
fill m this vacancy on the School Board I ain't
as much surprised as some might think I'd be.
Course, I starts in by making a noise like a man
sufferin' from ingiowin' modesty.
"Well, wouldn't that frost a cake!" I re-

marks, turnin' to Sadie. *^Me named to help
run the schools

. And I never even got through
the eighth grade myself. Say, I'll make a fancy
educator, I will. I guess somebody must have
pulled a bone.

"

'I'm sure I see nothing mge about it
"

says Sadie. ''I think it's rather a compliment.
Shorty, though nothing more than you really
deserve."

'

'
Good girl, Sadie ! '

' says I.
*

' I might know
you'd stand up for me. And if that's the way
you feel about it, blamed if I don't give the
thing a whirl

;
yes, even if I have to wear a pair

of eyeglasses on a black ribbon to dress the
part."

I got to admit though, that way inside of m©



^'^'TKMi.

SHORTY IN A NEW BILL 229

I could fool something swellin' out ray ribs in
front. Momber of the Board of Education!
Eh? Wasn't that comin' along some? 'Spe-
cially for a guy that started where I had. I
couldn't help wondorin' what some of the old
gang would say if they should hoar about it^
the ones I'd known back in tho days when I was
meetin' all comers who could make the weight,
Avhen I was figuring strong in the sportin'
columns and earning the big end of the gate re-
ceipts by hammerin' other young gonts around
a roped platform. Huh! Wouldn't the news
get a gasp out of 'em?

That pleasin' frame of mind lasts until I
begun gettin' the returns from some of my good
neighbors. It was about the second mornin'
that the news seemed to ha^ spread general
among the commuter^ a the 8.03, and they sure
had a merry time joshin' me on the way into
town.

"Hey, Shorty!" says one, slappin' me on the
back. "Where have you been concealing this
brainy stuff all the while?"

"Oh, that's simple, with pin heads like you,"
says I.

"Do I understand, Professor," says another,
"that you mean to add a course of applied
pugilism to the high school curriculum?"

That gets a big laugh from the cross seats
where a bridge game is going on.
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"Say," says I, "if the Board wants to start a
class in comic kiddin' I can name some who'd
qualify for the kindergarten department. Come
now, anybody else with u wheeze he's been
savin' up forme?"
Not that most of it wasn't good natured and

all that, but the fact remains that my having
anything to do with managin' the schools is con-
sidered a joke. Oh, yes. That seems to be the

general view. It's unanimous, you might say.

Even Mr. Purdy-Pell, who seldom forgets his

family tree long enough to smile at any common
party, has .0 get in his little crack.

"Congratulations, AlcCabe, on the new civic

honor which has come to you," says he, "al-
though I was unaware you were at all inter-

ested in pedagogj'."

"I didn't know I was either," says I, "until
j'lst recent. Sudden attack. I'm just bugs on
it."

And not until I'd got to the Physical Culture
Studio and looked up the word in Swifty Joe's
dollar-down dictionary was I sure he was tryin'
to be humorous.

Course, I'm no thin skinned, sensitive party
who can't stand a josh now and then, but when
I finds I'm furnishin' mirth for the whole town
it kind of got me wonderin' if I wasn't overdoin'
the thing. You know. You don't mind doing
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the clown act occasional if you take the part
with that understandin', but vvlien the crowd be-

gins to guy your serious linos that's something
different.

So when I gets I. >me that evenin' I pikes
down to tlic village rigli* after dinner and hunts
up Brick Ilogan. Uf's the ex boss of our dis-

trict, Brick is, and until the Citizens' League got
busy and busted up his machine he ran our local

politics with one hand and his contractin' busi-

ness with the other. I must say, too, now that

I've got to know him better, I think he made a
better job of it all 'round than our mixed bunch
of high-brow?, ministers and prominent busi-

ness men. And allowin' that Brick did get his

rake off on street openings, pavin' contracts
and so on, I ain't sur. but he was worth every
dollar of it.

It was a couple of years ago that we rose up
in our might and eliucked out the Ilogan crowd,
and all the grip on public affairs we left Brick
was this hold-over job on the school board,
where he's been in a hopeless minority. Since
then though I've been revisin' my opinion of

Brick—maybe I told you once how I caught him
red-handed supportin' the children's ward at

the county T. B. hospital out of his own pocket

—and gradually we've established more or less

friendly relations. So when I decides that I

f-
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wants the details of this Board of Education ap-
pomtment that strikes everybody so humorous
I goes straight at Brick.

"Who was the bright comedian that thouffht
that up?" I demands.

"Guilty," says Brick.

"Eh?" says I. ''You! What was the big
idea, anyway? Can't you amuse folks some
other way than by makin' me a public joke?"

He's a big, heavy, slow motioned man. Brick
Hogan, who always seems half asleep even in
the midst of a hot debate. If it wasn't for them
keen, steady eyes of his you might think his
brain acted sort of sluggish. But you'd be
badly fooled.

"Shorty," says he, "did you ever hear any-
one accuse me of being a humorist?"
" No, " says I. *

' Everything but that. '

'

"Well," says Brick, ''then there's your
answer. When I saw a chance of slipping you
in on the Board I did it because I knew you'd
be a useful member. If you must know. Shorty,
I'm good and sick of these amateur reformers.
They 're a lot of quitters."

^
He is just explainin' how one of 'em had re-

signed because the monthly Board meetin' in-
terfered w4th some of his dinner party dates,
and that four other prominent citizens had side-
stepped an appointment to fill in the term.
"So when they were all through," says Brick,
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"I suggests your name, and before they knew
where they were at the motion was carried.
Then I rushed the recommendation over to the
mayor and had his appointment confirmed by
the Council within an hour. So there you are."

*'I had a hunch it must have happened some-
thing like that," says L **But honest. Brick,
I have half a mind to get from under. Course,
I'd like to help you push through that play-
ground proposition and do a little boostin' for
a new high school buildin', but if they keep
pullin' this joke stuff on me I'm liable to mess
somebody serious. It's gettin' on my nerves
already. '

'

*

'
Bah ! '

' says Brick. ' *Don 't mind 'em. Let
'em yawp. That 's all a bunch of commuters is

good for any^vay. They ain 't interested enough
in town affairs to take hold themselves but
they're mighty free to roast anybody that does.
They make the poorest lot of citizens you
could Eh? Was that someone knocking!"

It was. And when Brick sings out for 'em
to come in who should slide through the door
but the Hon. Hiram Dishler. And for fear you
haven't heard about the Hon. Hi before I'll

state that he's the big noise in Rockhurst-on-
the-Sound. Oh my, yes! He's chairman of the
Citizens' League, president of the First Na-
tional, chief stockholder in the Nut and Bolt
Works, and the heaviest owner of undeveloped

"N'..
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real estate in the county. You could almost
guess that by the white banker side whiskers he
wears and the stiff way he holds his neck. He^s
the sort of party you wouldn't like to have
holdin' a mortgage on the old home, or meet at
a poker table with the limit raised. When he
discovers me danglin' one leg from the corner
of Brick Hogan's flat-topped desk he seems to
get quite a jolt. But he recovers quick.

*'Ah, McCabe!" says he. "How fortunate.
For I had come to consult Mr. Hogan as to this

—er—somewhat hasty appointment of yours.
Now I can speak directly to you both."

'

' Looks like you could, '
' says I. * * Shoot. '

'

"It is quite possible," says the Hon. Hi,
"that you have not decided to accept the of-

fice or that you have not considered the thing
seriously."

* * Serious ? '

' says I.
'

' Why, as 1 've just been
tellin' Brick, it seems to be ono of the funniest
acts ever pulled in Rockhurst. '

'

The Hon. Hi sort of sucks in his breath re-
lieved. "Then—then you will decline?" he
asks.

"Why should he?" demands Brick.

"I think the reasons are obvious enough,"
says the Hon. Hi. "McCabe would not claim to
be an educated man, I am sure, and on the school
board we expect "

"How about your man Bixby, the shoe-

mW%
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maker?" breaks in Hogan. "Call him a high-
brow, do you?"

**Mr. Bixby," says the Hon. Hi, stiffenin',
**" -esents a certain element of our constitu-

eL r -hich the Citizens' League was bound to

re*. ize. Beside' he is one of our leading
shop cepers and a reputable citizen. '

'

"Now we're gettin' somewhere," I put in.

"And when it comes to me Say, I expect
I'm a blot on the 'scutcheon, eh?"
"I had hardly intended to go into that," says

the Hon. Hi, "but since you force the issue I
must r'^mind you that your previous career in
the prize ring "

"Oh, come!" breaks in Brick Hogan.
"Shorty isn't a prize fighter now. He hasn't
been for years, and you know it. He's a prop-
erty holder, a family rjan, and he behaves him-
self. So what are you beefing about?"
"If you will allow me," comes back the Hon.

Hi, crisp and snappy, "I would suggest that
your indorsement, Mr. Hogan, is no longer of
value to any candidate for office in this district.

In fact, it is more apt to raise suspicion against
the person you support. '

'

"Yes, I understand all that," says Brick,

hunchin' his shoulders. "You spotless re-

formers are ready to believe I've got hoofs and
a forked tail, which doesn't worry me a bit.

You've made a sad mess of running public af-
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fairs and the voters are beginning to get wise
to you. So every move I make gives you shivers
up the spine. You know that Brick Hogan can
come back. And I'm going to do it next No-
vember. But I haven't started in yet. McCabe
isn 't one of my strikers. He 's one of your own
men, and you were glad enough to have his help
as long as he kept in the background. But when
I try to put him in a place where he can be really
useful you throw a fit. Now my advice to you,
Dishler, is to lay off."

The Hon. Hi springs one of them ^^arcastic
smiles of his. "Your views are neither novel
nor interesting," says he. "As for your advice,
I shall disregard that utterly. I think it will
take me but a short time to convince McCabe
that he should at once resign as a member of
the Board of Education."

''Listens menacin', that does," says T. ''Go
on, I got my ear stretched. Suppose I 'm mulish
enough not to quit?"
"And I'll bet you a hundred to ten that he

doesn't," puts in Brick. "What then, Dishler?"
"Our course will be very simple," says the

Hon. Hi. "We shall be obliged to remind the
citizens, in a somewhat public manner, that an
ex-pugilist is hardly the person to be entrusted
with the conduct of our schools. If McCabe
wishes to have his past- >>

"Say," I breaks in, "if you think there's any-
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thing in my ring record that I'm ashamed of
you've got another guess."

''Still," says Dishler, ''in this connection it
might have the desired effect if all the details
appeared in print at the time a petition for your
removal was being circulated."
And, say, he was dead right. I could see that

with one eye shut. The Hon. Hi had the editor
of the local paper right under his thumb. He
could make him jump through a hoop, "Pugi-
list on School Board." That would make a nice
headlme, wouldn't it? 'Specially for a lot of
women voters to read.

"Dishler," says I, ''when I meet a skunk in
the road I don't argue with him as to who has
the right of way. So you win. Mv entry is
scratched."

^

"Scratched nothin'!" growls Brick Hogan.
"Wait. If Mr. Dishler wants to dig up past
records I guess we can accommodate him. He's
lived a few years himself and maybe there's one
or two little incidents in his career that ain't
buried so deep but what they could be dragged
out Any^-ay, I know of one in particular."
And them keen eyes of Hogan 's is fixed steady
on the Hon. Hi.

^

''Bah!" says Dishler, starin' back at him.
Everyone m this town knows that my life has

been as an open book."
"Yes, you've got most of 'em buffaloed, I'll
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admit," says Brick. *'But I happen to know of
a page or so in that book that's been gummed
down. '

'

**Just what do you mean by the innuendo?"
demands the Hon. Hi.

**I expect it was what you'd call a little
romance," says Brick, "although I should say
It was kind of late for that sort of foolishness.
In the forties, weren 't you ? And you must have
had a swell time squaring yourself at home, too.
But you did it. Hushed up the girl, too.

"

By this time the Hon. Hi was twitchin' his
fingers and gettin' purple behind his white side
whiskers. ''This-this is a baseless slander,
Hogan, and you are well aware of it," he finally
gets out throaty.

Brick is leaning across his desk, them eves of
his never waverin', and one of his big ham fists
stretched out. "Shall I tell vou the young
woman's name?" he asks.

And say, I never expected to see the Hon. Hi
squirmin' like that. Twice he opens his mouth
to say something, but each time he chokes it
back. Then, after he's paced nervous up and
doAvn the little office a couple of turns, he seems
to get a grip on himself.

**This is absurd, Hogan," says he. "'Who-
ever told you such a ridiculous story must have
been "

"It didn't strike me as so absnrd or ridicu-
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lous," says Brick. "I didn't get it second-
handed, either. You know you hadn't treated
her quite right. Not the way you'd promised.
And she stood it without a whimper until she
was nearly down and out. Then she came to me
for help. They used to, you know, when I was
runmn' the district. Even now. She didn't
mean to tell. But when I began asking ques-
tions—well, it came out. The whole story. Not
much proof beyond her word. Only a scribbled
note or so. Possibly not enough to qo before a
jury with. But I could find a la\vyer who would
take her case."

The Hon. Hi is pale now, but he's got over his
case of fidgets. He hunches his shoulders care-
less. "Very well," says he. ''But the very day
you start such an action I shall have you both
arrested on a charge of blackmail."

'*0f course," says Brick. "You might get
away with it, too. And I expect you could keep
it out of the papers. But that wouldn't stop it
from being circulated. Oh, no, Dishler. It
would be whispered in corners at the clubs
passed around on the train, gossiped about at
teas and dinner parties. It would spread untU
there wasn't a growTi person in Rockhurst who
hadn't heard of it. You think you have a lot
of friends, eh? Just test 'em out with this and
see whether they'd rather believe the best of
you, or the worst.">>
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He'd made a great actor, Brick Hogan. Just

that voice of his, low and clear and heavy, would
have made him a Broadway star. I've often

thought as much. And now he sure was regis-

terin' on the Hon. Hi. First thing I knew
Dishler has slumped into a chair, his chin on
his neck-tie, and is starin' at the floor. He'd
got the pic jre.

"But—but this is infamous!" he groans.

"How about what you're plannin' to put over
on Shorty?" demands Brick.

"I—er—perhaps I was mistaken about that,"

says Dishler. * * If you really wish him to retain

the office-
>>

"I do," breaks in Brick.

"Then—then I have no doubt that it could be
—er—arranged," says the Hon. Hi.

"Good!" says Brick. "We'll fix it up right

now. Shorty, it's all right. I'll let you know
to-morrow."

Uh-huh. It was all right. I never heard the

details of that private confab him and Dishler

had after I left, but the Rockhurst News didn't

feature me in any scare head. And the joshin'

sort of dropped off.

All the same, I didn't feel like makin' myself
prominent at the Board meetin'. I sat still and
didn't lip in on the debates. If it hadn't been
for Sadie insistin' that I go every time I guess
I'd have ducked some of the sessions.

muj.
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And then here one day i gets a new angle on
my job. It's handed to me right across my
own breakfast table. Little Sully passes over
his monthly report card for me to sign. Well,
I'd always done it after a hasty glance to see
that he hadn't been absent too often and his
conduct marks wasn't below par.

But this time, rememberin' some talk at the
Board about changin' the cards, I looks it over
kind of curious.

"What's the P stand for after geography,
Sullyt" I asks.

"Ah, it tells at the top, don't itt" says he,
sort of sulky.

"So it does," says L "Poor, eh? I take it

you ain't much of a star at geography."
"j. hate it," says Sully. "That old Skinny

Simmons, she—she's a poor prune, she is."

"Why, Sully!" gasps Sadie. "The idea of
you talking that way about one of your teachers.
Shorty, why don't you stop him?"

• * I expect I should, '
' says I.

'
' But then, most

likely he don 't mean it. Eh, Sully ? '

'

"I do," insists Sully prompt. "She's no
good. You ought to see. Say, Pop, if I was
helpin' run the schools, like you are, I'd give
her the chuck."

"There, there, son! That'll do from you,"
says I.

Yet when I got to thinkin' it over afterwarc!

li
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it kind of struck me that there might be some-
thing in Sully's complaint. Youngsters don't
always get down on their teachers without good
cause. Course, they do sometimes. And who's
to find outT There ought to be—say, hadn't i
heard something about a teachers' committee?
I 'd ask Brick Hogan. He 'd know.
"Sure there is," says Brick, "and you're

chairman."

"The blazes I am!" says I. "And what am
I supposed to do?"

"Oh, you're supposed to hire 'em and fire

'em, '

' says Brick. "Asa matter of fact though,
we usually leave that to the superintendent and
just O.K. his list."

"I see," says I. "Do the rubber stamp
act."

"That's about all," says Brick.
I scratches my head for a minute or so, and

that seemed o stir up an idea. "See here,
Brick," say ., "I ain't strong for playin' that
kind of pai . This superintendent guy may be
all right, and then again maybe he's the kind
that plavs favorites. Strikes me we ought to
get a lint on the ones we re payin' out good
money to. Couldn 't we kind of sleuth around a
little?"

* Sure we could, '

' says Brick. '
' That was the

original idea only—well, we've seldom had any-
body on the Board who'd take the time to do it.
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But if you really want to make work of your
job "

"I'm just foolish enough for that," says L
So that's how it happens me and Brick Hogan

began taking an afternoon off overy week to
spend visitin' the different class rooms. I'll

admit I felt kind of foolish the first few times,
sittin' up there on the platform with the young
lady teachers all fussed up and some of the kids
gigglin' behind their books. But after a while
I got kind of used to it and the youngsters got
used to seein' me. I got 'em to understand I
didn't want any exhibition stuff pulled for my
benefit, but just wanted to see the reg'lar work.

It did take a good deal of time, and it was a
month or more before I got what I thought was
a slant that was worth while. My first clue was
that Miss Simmons hated to teach geography
almost as much as Sully hated trym' to learn it.

But I noticed that the window boxes in her room
was the best in the building. She had all kinds
of flowers in bloom, bulbs shootin' up, even
radishes and lettuce gro\\dn'. And a couple of
times I found her with a bunch of kids around
showin' how the things grew.
Then there was Miss Mpthers, who had arith-

metic and spelling. Kind of a giddv, flossy
young party, Miss Mathers was, who frequently
looked like she'd been out late to a dance the
night before. Yet she could drill the scholars
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through the times table and so on after a
fashion. She has to admit that they were a
stup.d lot, though. Their report cards
proved it.

^JJ! ^^^u'T,"" ^f''
^*^'° *^*^y ^«' »°to MissSaw>er 8 h.stry class, seemed to pep up a lot.She had a trick of readin' stories that ^^ isn't in

ihe book at all, about Indian fightin', and what
an.el Webster had to say about the . oodchuck.

and so on. She did a lot of explainin', too, and
got the boys askin' questionR. Made the lessonkmd of a game. Had 'em smilin' and
laughin '.

"They're such bright, interesting children,
aren 't they ? " she says to me.

'

"Seems to depend on where they are"
says I,

^ " «=,

Course, that wasn't statin' it exact. But Ihadn t quite got the thing framed up. When Idid though, and sprung it on the Board one
night, you should have heard what I ran ud
against. ^

"Do I understand," says the Rev. Pedders,
the Episcopal rector, who was supposed to beour leadm' highbrow, -that you would hold the
teachers responsible for the failure of their
pupils to pass examinations?"

"Something like that," says I.

^Jl^^}^^\^
""'"^"^ *^^^^y o^ education, isn't

that, McCabel" he remarks. -In other ;ords:
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if a scholar was dull you would blame the
teacher!"

"Uh-huh!" says L "And if enough dull ones
showed up in her class I'd either fire her or try
her out in some other line."

"H-m-m-m!" says the Rev. Pedders, rubbin'
his bald spot. "Revolutionary. Quite. You
know we have been following a principle exactly
the reverse of that for a good many years."

"Yes," says I, "but how does' it work outt
Now I used to be a star at geography, because
we had a teacher who made kind of an outdoor
sport of it. Why, even now I'll bet I uld
bound what used to be Germany, and a lu. lot
of good it does me with the map of Europe
shiftin' like a summer thunder cloud. But sup-
pose we'd had that kind of a teacher when we
tackled grammar? I might have been a long
haired poet by now, or writin' best sellers for
the department store trade. I claim it\s up to
the teacher to make good. An>-v\'ay, if I'm
going to stick on this committee I'd Tike to see
the scheme tried out."

''And I move," cuts in Brick Hogan,
"that Chairman McCabe be granted full
powers."

Say, when the debate had run along until past
midnight I thought I'd started something.
First off the opposition had us beaten 5 to 4
but the Tipxt thing I knew the Rev. PedderJ

III
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swung to my side and the motion was put
through. ^

I've been at it six weeks now. Some of the
teachers I've released; some IVe shifted
around. Miss Simmons, for instance, has
dropped geography for botany and domestic
science. She's making a go of both and had
her pay raised. But every teacher understands
that if she can't keep the kids interested in her
branch she's liable to get the bounce. "The
McCabe idea" is what the Rev. Pedders calls it
—half joshin', you understand. But he's
backm' me strong. Tells me he's writin' it up
for some magazine and wants my picture.
What do you know about that? If I keep on
gettin' popular they'll be namin' a cigar afterme next. When they do I'U send a box to the
Hon. Hi Dishler.

No never another peep from him. Looks like
he d been bottled up and the cork driven in.The o her day when I was in Hogan's office
lookm over the plans for the new school play-
grounds something called up that little seancewe had with the old stiff.

t^-'m "''.V?^/' ^' "^^" «"^« ^ad the goods on
Dishler that time, eh!" 6 =>

uu

"Seemed so, I suppose," says Brick.
And that got me prickin' up my ears

-Seemed?" says L "Why, unless'you had the

xjju^'sm^^.^sszi^ii.'-XLjii^'.fM--- :m£i
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facts how could you nail him so pat? Don't tell

me you do the clairvoyant stunt."

**Not exactly," says Brick, puffin' thoughtful
on his cigar. "It was a fairly good guess
though."

* *Ah come ! '

' says L ' *With them respectable
white whiskers of his how could you have the
nerve to play such a long shot unless "
"There are times. Shorty," says he, "when

it's better to know men than it is to hold cards.
And I've noticed that the stiflfer these old par-
ties carry their necks the more apt they are to
have some little thing like that buried in the
back lot. I didn't actually dig anything up. I
just flourished the spade."

"Say, Brick," says I, drawin' in a long
breath, "I'm glad I ain't got anything in my
past that nr ^ds chloride of lime on it. As it

is I'd just as soon you turned them lamps of
yours the other way a minute while I steadies
my nerves."

And Brick, he chuckles easy.

f
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WHAT AUNT ABBIE HAS COMING
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*'Well, Miss?" sayb I, throwin' it over my
3houlder sort of crisp and important.
Not that I was tryin' to be any more of a

crab than usual, but just to give her the quick
hunch that she's pushed through the wrong
door.

You'd 'most think, with a sign on the door in
big black letters, that women would have better
sense than to come crashing into a physical cul-
ture studio at all hours. Most of 'em do, too,
but there are enough who don't to make it inter-
estin'—stray stenographers trailin' down new
jobs, and young ladies collectin' for various
war funds, or huntin' for Mme. Riley, the cor-
setiere, whose place is across the street. But
generally they dash out again about as quick
as they dodge in, mostly without stoppin' to
explain, 'specially if Swifty happens to be
loafin' around the front office in his low-cut
gym suit.

Not this one, though, "^.istead of retreatin'
panicky, or even answerin' my snappy hail, she

248
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stands there quiet, sizin' us both up. She's a
high, skimpy built party, with a waist about a
yard long and a neck like a turkey. Maybe she
wasn't six feet, but she didn't lack much of it.

Her cheek-bones are kind of prominent; like-

wise her upper front teeth ; and one of her eyes
don't exactly track with the other.

"Yes?" I goes on, winkin' humorous at
Swifty. "What'Uitbe?"
At that she comes out of the spell. "How do

I find Mr. Zubel?" she demands.
And say, hearin' this deep, full voice come

from that skinny throat almost gives me the
jumps. It's so unexpected.

((Eh?" says I. "The Honorable Abe Zubel

T

His offices are on the next floor up."
*

' I know, '

' says she. *
'And I suppose he is in

them somewhere. But how does one get past
that frowzy-headed person in the outer room?"

I hunches my shoulders careless.

"It's by me," says I. "What I don't know
about theatrical managers in general and Mr.
Abe Zubel in particular is amazin' . I've always
understood, though, that they were shy birds.

And as that's the limit of my valuable infor-
mation, whv "

Here I waves invitin' towards the fresh air.

She hadn't come in to be shunted out with a
mere wave of the hand, though. She only steps
up nearer the desk.
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'
' You 're Professor McCabe, aren 't you ? " she

asks.

** You've guessed it," says I.

''Then, with rooms right on the next floor to
his," she goes on, **you ought to know of some
way that I could get to see him."

''Young lady," I protests, "didn't I- >>

"Tuttle is my name," she cuts in. "Pansy
Tuttle."

Course, that chokes off the sarcastic remark I
was about to spring. For, while she says it

quiet and easy enough, some way she makes you
stop and listen to her.

"Oh, yes," says I. "Pansy Tuttle, eh? You
did say Pansy, didn't you?"
She nods.

"Hollyhock would have suited better, I sup-
pose," says she, "but I was quite small when
they chose Pansy. Go on; smile. I'm quite

used to it.

-'I've spent nearly a week tryin' to get in

touch with Mr. Zubel," she goes on, "and now
somebody must help."

"But why me?" says I.

"Why not you?" asks Pansy.

That brings out a snicker from Swifty.

"Young lady " says I.

"Tuttle," says she.

"WeU, then, Miss Tuttle," I begins again,

^.:m::^^^
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"maybe it ain't occurred to you that I might
have something better to do than "

"You don't seem remarkably busy," says
she, glancin' at my elevated heels.

*' Camouflage," says I.

"If you mean you're only pretending not to
be busy, you do it very well," says she. **But
surely it wouldn't take you long to suggest some
way that— "

" See here ! " says I.
'

' If Zubel don 't want to
see you, I can't think of any way you can make
him."

"Then," says Miss Tuttle, settlin' back in
her chair, ''I shall wait here until you do."
" Wha-a-a-at!" I gasps.

"Oh, you will have a splendid idea pres-
ently," says she.

"Say, what is this, a siege?" says I.

She nods and favors me with a quirky smile.
It's about as folksy and chummy a smile as I
ever saw executed. And say, when she does it

that face of hers changes so you'd hardly know
her for the same party.

"Tryin' to land a typist's .,ob with him, ehf "
I asks.

"Oh, no," says Miss Tuttle. "Mr. Zubel is

engaging people for a new musical review. I
want a place in the chorus."
"You—you do?" says I, gawpin' at her.

Course, driftin' up and d^-vn the stairs, I see

m
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some odd specimens that are candidates for the
hi-yi-yip ranks. But this Miss Pansy Tuttle
looks about as much like a chorus girl recruit
as I do like a lounge lizard. She's the kind
that would be safe anywhere.
"Say," I goes on, «' where 'd you drift in

from, anyway?"
"Cohasset," says she.

"Co-which?" says I. "Eh? Oh, yes I Is it

in Indiana or Maine?"
"Massachusetts," says Pansy.
"Good!" says I. "In that case you can be

home by to-morrow morning. '

'

Pansy smiles and shakes her head.
"I've left Cohasset forever," says she. "I

came to New York to go on the stage, and I
mean to do it."

She don't say it cocky or braggy; just states
it quiet and determined, like she was tellin' cook
how she'd have her eggs.

"Listens like you meant it," says I. "Are
you always like that?"

"It's the Tuttle way, I suppose," says she.
"Oh!" says I. "You're from one of them

old baked-bean families, eh, such as we read
about?"

"We go back far enough, goodness knows,"
says she. "I have been told that father was a
direct descendant from Deacon Jedediah Tuttle,
who was expelled from Plymouth colony in six-

'U'ji'.:-.
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teen seventy something for taking off his bootsm church. We've been doing such things ever
since. Father, for instance, was educated for
the law; but after losing his first ease he never
went into his office again. Instead, he started
in to make a living as a locksmith and bell-
hanger. The village boys used to call him
Hellbanger Tuttle,' so he had it painted on

his cart, and kept it there in defiance of the
Belectmen, who tried to make him paint it out.
And I—well, I'm a Tuttle, you see."
"I get a glimmer," says I. "You got to do

something different, too. But why not tackle
something easy? Why get the chorus-girl
bug?" °

Pansy shrugs her shoulders.

^

"It isn't that I'm stage-struck," savs she.
It—It's—well, if you must know, it is the only

thing I can do that will really satisfy . .unt
Abbie."

Naturally, that leaves me with my mouth
open, so Miss Tuttle goes on to explain. This
Aunt Abbie was someone she'd been livin' with
ever since she was sixteen. She's a well
meanin' old girl, Auntie, so far as that goes,
bhe had lots of good points—swell cook, Al
housekeeper, strong on church work, and her
plum preserves couldn't be beat. But her
tongue-brake wouldn't hold.

"Suppose you had to live with someone,"

j;:.
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goes on Miss Tuttle, "who was forever and

everlastingly discussing your faults and fail-

ures, your weaknesses and your shortcomings!

That's what I used to get from Aunt Abbie.

Now, I am fully aware that I'm plain, to say

the least. Yet it wasn't cheering to be told, at

least once every twenty-four hours, that my
chin wasn't what it should be, or that the cast

in my eye shower plainer when I was tired.

And it didn't help to be eternally assured that

I was cut out for an old maid."

"Oh, well," says I, "we all hav^ to have

relations."

"Aunt Abbie was more than that," says

Pansy. " She was an affliction. And the worst

of it was that she was not satisfied to say such

things to me in private. At sewing circles, at

church sociables, at little afternoon gatherings

for tea and cake and gossip, I was dished up—
oh, yes, rather entertainingly, I admit. 'Yes,'

Aunt Abbie would end up with, 'when Pansy

gets too old to sing in the choir or give music

lessons, she'll open a tea-room in the old house

here, and sell braided rugs and bayberry

candles to the summer folks.' And they would

all nod their heads as if it had been settled.

" But it h' -n't. I despise tea-rooms. I

loathe bayber' candles. I may have to stay

an old maid, but I'm not going to be that kind.

Not while I'm a Tuttle. Not while there's any
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hope of escape. I've gotten this far, anyway.
I'm supposed to be visiting a cousin in Port-
land—and here I am. More than that, here I

stay until I have given Aunt Abbie and all her
friends something that they can talk about until

their jaws ache. So there!"

She straightens back in her chair, smooths
the ugly brown plaid dress over her knees with
her long fingers, and gives me another of them
quirky smiles.

"Miss Tuttle," says I, ''I get you. You're
out to hand Auntie a jolt, and I guess jumpin'
from a church choir into the chorus would
do the trick. And all I got to say is, go to

it."

"Thank you, Mr. McCabe," says she.

"Still," I adds, "I don't see how I can help

you with Abe Zubel. Honest, I don't. For, if

you don't mind my sayin' so, you ain't just the

style they pick out. He's sure to turn you
down."
"Perhaps," says she. "But I want him to

hear what I have to say first. It wouldn't
hurt him to listen, would it?"

"That's reasonable enough," says I;

"but>- >>

"I'll tell you," breaks in Miss Tuttle.

"Send for him to come down here."

'Ehf " says I, gawpin'.

'He knows you, doesn't he?" she goes on.

(<'
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''He would think Well, never mind. He'dcome And that seems to be my only chance,

ibbie!''
"'^ ^"'^"^ '' go back^o Aunt

''You win," says I. "Hey, Smfty! Go upand tell Zubel that Professor McCabe wUshim to come down here right away. If he askswhy, give him one of them nobody home looks
ot yours and do a repeat. Get me?"

for pins
^'''°'' ''^'''^ '^ ^ '"'"' ''^ ^^'^ ''°°*^'^'

Sure enough, too, in a couple of minutes backhe comes towm' Mr. Abe Zubel. For a party

fT K nl '."^"^^ P"^°*^d «« conspicuous on

Ther^ r'';.^'^
--'t impressive to viewThere s only about five feet one of him up anddow^, and a little less from east to west. Also,

the roof of a freight-car, with about as muchtW\ ^' T^' ^"°«y' «i*«n' over thereby the desk, right off the bat. And just fromone glance at the back of her head he seem^
to work up suspicions.

^

''Veil?'' says he, cockin' his head on one side,
i^ou vant to see me, Professor, and you can'tclimb the stairs?"

^

JZ''^ Tf^ *^^ ^^'^'" ^^y« I- "It's theyoung lady."

too? They all got one. Yes, even the boot-
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black on the corner. But they should see Mr.
.Werner first. What does he tell her, ehf

"

''The one with the frizzly hair!" says I.

With that he turns for a quick exit. But
fewifty Joe IS quicker. He puts his back against
the door. Zubel almost butts into him.
*'Ono side, iow-browl" snaps Abie.
'JAh, why the panic, old slate-roof?" says

fciwifty, glarin' down at him. "Just come, ain't
yerf Can't yer stick an ear out for the lady a
minute or so?"
At which Pansy catches her cue, rejoints her-

self into her full fiye feet ten and joins the
group.

"Please, Mr. Znbel," she begins, "can't you
use me somewhere in your new piece?"
Abie stares at Lcr bug-eyed, takin' in all the

details of her build-the juttin' front teeth, the
periscope neck effect, and so on.
"You?" he gurgles throaty. "Use you?Am I bug-house completely? No, no, no!"
"But why couldn't you?" asks Miss Tuttle

steady aiid quiet.
'

I knew about what was comin' then I'd
heard more or less of how rough Zubel was with
Ills show people, 'specially women.
"Why?" he snarls, rollin' his eyes and

workm' his heavy jaws. "Youn^ woman, ome

:;i^
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of the songs we're going to do calls for the

whole chorus as diving Venuses. Veil? How
would you look as a diving Venus? Hey?
You'd be a joke."

"Aren't you looking for jokes?" she asks.

"It strikes me that as a diving Venus I
'*

With that, she hunches up on*' shoulder,

sticks her long arms out awkward, with her
fingers sproad, and throws him one of her re-

verse-English smiles.

And I'll bet that Zubel himself couldn't tell

you now what crisp come-back he was about to

counter with. For he never got it out. Just
then we hears this spluttery, choky sound over

by the door.

It comes from Swifty Joe. You might think

he was havin' a fit, but he's only registerin'

mirth. Pansy had scored her first hit.

Another thing I've heard about Abe Zubel is

that he's the sportiest plunger of the whole
producin* bunch. I forget whether it's four or

five really new acts that have been tried out in

musical shows durin' the past ten years. Any-
way, they credit Abe with havin' been the first

to take a chance on most of 'em. He may be
no mental Colossus, but he's a shifty thinker.

Them restless little shoe-button eyes of his

flashes back and forth between Swifty and
Miss Tuttle only a couple of times before he's

made the connection.

^-'..'.^r-^
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"Hah!" says be. "Hold it! Now that bnsi-

neMs from th(? side of your mouth again. Good!

Very good! It would get 'em. Yes. But it

would be in the wrong place. It isn't a funny

Bong."

"That's too bad, isn't itf" says Pansy.

"No!" snaps Zubel. "It don't matter. Not

at all. The words Bah! Wo can make

'em funny. The music, too. It's only the cos-

tumes that cost, and they're all ordered. But

see here : can you sing ? '

'

"I make my living that way," says Pansy.

"Let's hoar," demands Zubel. "Oh, any-

thiii*5—la-la-la."

She's right there with the vocal stuff, Miss

TultK". And with a speedy performance, too.

Never even plays for an openin' but takes him

at his word and proceeds to t -ill out the la-la-

la's, trippin' light acrosr, the "ijor as she does

it, and almost throwin' ^* • •"'
:

'. / .nother con-

vulsion by that burleso; • tij;
'

"Fine!" roars Zubc "lapp

"We'll have that Vt^a- .:

comic, and we'll use it to c "

You'll do it in black silk ^t."

with forty show girls in white as a background,

and if it ain't a sure-fire skookum, then I don't

know a pinochle deck from a cheese sandwich.

Come ! I want you to meet Mr. Werner. '

'

And say, I guess Abie's picked another win-

\ ' ?rs.

1 .-. fat hands.

aaged to a

n< cond act.

'?s, as a solo.
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ner. The other day he breezes in with this
bulletin about the try-out in Troy.
"Honest," says Abie, tappin' me enthusi-

astic on the chest, "she's a female De Wolf
Hopper. Funny! Why, they begin to laugh
so soon as she comes on. And they never stop.
I've got to fill in a week in Boston with her, and
then—Broadway for a two-year run."

''Boston first, eh?" says I. ''But say, does
she really wear them—er—that- >>

^^•if!

''Wait!" says Abie. ''I'll send you down the
ne^v two-sheet of her in costume. It's a per-
fect likeness."

Swifty Joe was stretchin' his neck over my
shoulder when 1 unrolled the poster.
"Swifty," says I, doin' it up hasty, "run out

and get me a map of Massachusetts."
"Map?" says he. "What's the idea?"
"Why," says I, "seein' how Pansy's usin'

her own name and all makes it interestin' to
locate Aunt Abbie. I want to see how near
Tremont Street this Cohasset place is."

Yes, we saw. Just a trolley ride out. And
no\y I'm figurin' if it wouldn't be worth while
takm' the trip, just on the chance of spottin'
Auntie at a matinee.

:1

Bk;
f^-'
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SITTING IN WITH JIMATT

Maybe you'd say that the odd part of it was
my being in the Plutoria at all. Well, it ain't
my reg'lar luncheon joint, I'll admit, for I

know of several places where you can get a
small steak without payin' for a whole steer.

In fact, I wasn't plannin' to eat there at all.

But there are days, like when I'm sportin' a
new spring suit and an early straw lid, that I
feel like driftin' in among the idle rich, givin'
'em the once over and duckin' out again. It
can be done, you know, without partin' with a
nickel. The sensations are something like

climbing into the pilot's seat of a big bombing
plane and then stepping out again.

At the Plutoria I'd pushed in through the
main entrance, crossed the marble lobby and
was just passin' the dizzy blondes guardin' the
hat check department of the Pink Grill when I
gets this hearty hail

:

"Well, weUl Shorty McCabe, eh? How's
the boy?"

It's roared out loud and roUin', and was like

bein' paged by megaphone. Three or four
261
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parties turns curious to see who answers to
such a name and I expect I was blushin' in my
modest, shrinkin '-violet way until I spots this
bird in the frock coat and the lavender tie
"Huh!" says I. ''Might know it was you,

Jimmy Fincke, by the steam siren whisper.
What you think you're doin'—announcin' a
train?"

''Same old Shorty," he chuckles, poundin'
me on the back.

"Maybe," says T. ''But you ain't the same
old Jimmy."
"I should hope not," says he.
If that was a wish it had come true. For

the J. Fincke who used to run a garage up on
the Post Road was a ruddy-faced, clear-eyed
husk who was generally costumed in a blue
jumper and overalls with a smooch or two of
grease on him somewhere. He was always
ready to hand out a line of josh, boss a tire
shiftm' job and charge you double on the time
slip. He had one of those round honest-to-
goodness faces, a deep boomin' laugh, and if
you didn't allow for the shifty eyes or have any
prejudice against a cleft chin you might believe
he was as good as he said he was. Anyway, he
was popular with his customers, and for a
garage man, that's sayin' a good deal.

Course, he was a yawp. You know, noisy.
Everybody's friend. Got away with it, too, in

w-'tiw^^-'r-:-'
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most cases. But if you kriGw him long enough

it gradually began to dawn on you that the one

particular party he was out to help most was

Jimmy Fincke. 'Specially after you'd paid a

few repair bills. Still there was a lot to like

about Jimmy, So he made good. I watched

his shop grow from a roadside shack to a big,

double-breasted concrete affair with two stor-

age floors and a fancy office.

I never knew until later hov/ much Mrs.

Fincke had to do with buiidin' up the bi'siness.

'' ed to see her in there 6vi lin's working on

tne books, but it wasn't until Jimmy came to

me with his financin' scheme, when he wanted to

put up the new buiidin' that I found out it was

the wife who was the backbone of the enter-

prise. Jimmy really didn't think he could

swing the proposition, which included interest

on a $25,000 loan and a big overhead load. But

when Mrs, Fincke had sketched out her plans

and showed me on the books the business tliey'd

done durin' the last year, I helped 'em get their

notes endorsed.

She had some head on her, Mrs. Jimmy.

Nothing ornamental, but not such a bad looker

at that. Daytimes she put in eight hours reg'-

lar as private secretary to the manager of the

Nut & Bolt works, a job she still held onto even

after she married Jimmy. Then evenin's she'd

hustle home, get dinner, and drive dowTi to the
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garage with Jimmy, where she'd stay until 11
or after postin' the books and givin' him
pointers. Course, after they branched out so
big she didn't have to do the bookkeepin' her-
self, but she was there a lot, keepin' an eye on
things.

And the next I heard was that Jimmy had
sold out to one of these chain garage corpora-
tions and had bought a controllin' interest in
the Nut & Bolt concern. That was durin' the
second year of the big war, when we were just
beginnin' to find out where we were at, and
the first war-baby plungers were gettin' in their
fine work. Jimmy was one of the early birds.
It seems Mrs. Fincke was hep to the fact that
the Works stood to pull down some big shell
contracts from the English and French, and be-
fore the deal was closed she and Jimmy had
bought in. From then on it was just one bold
jump after another, but always something to do
with war contracts. And by the time the rest
of us was worked up to the point of makin' the
world safe for democracy the Finckes knew it

was safe for them whatever broke. They had
dividends roUin' in from so many companies
that Mrs. Jimmy had to hire a private secretary
of her own. As for Jimmy, he took to struttin'

round afternoons in a frock coat and throwin'
dollar tips at bell-hops.

About then I begun to lose track of him.
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Once at a movie show, when tbey were windin'

up a Liberty loan drive, I heard a familiar

voice boom out something about taking a

$10,000 bond if ten others would match it with

hundreds. And I had to smile wiien I saw it

was Jimmy. He was a patriot and didn't care

who knew it. Not a rap. I think he'd gone up
on the stage if he'd been urged. Another

glimpse I had of him was durin' Bed Cross

week. He was drivin' down Fifth Avenue in a

taxi and tossin* new silver quarters by the

handfuls at pretty girl collectors. Outside of

them two times though I hadn 't had a real close-

up of Jimmy for more'n a year and a half.

And here he was clawin' me on the shoulder in

the Plutoria.

"I say though, old man," he goes on, **but

this is a piece of luck, running across you. Just

the one I wanted to see."

"Ye-e-es?" says I. "You'd forgotten the

number of the Physical Culture Studio, had

you?"
**Not me," says Jimmy. ''Been meaning to

drop in. But to-day—say. Shorty, how about

having lunch with me? Ah, course you can.

Don't mind waiting around half an hour or so

first do you? You see—I—well, the fact is,

I'm due for an interview with someone and I'd

kind of like to have a third party present, 'spe-

cially an old friend like you. '

'
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"Oh, well!" says 1. "If it's a cose of wit-

nessing your signature on an option, or some-
thing like that, maybe I can."
Jimmy shakes his head and I notice them

shifty eyes of his roamin' restless up and down
the corridor. "Not exactly," says he. "It-
it's with Fannie."
"What!" says I. "Mrs. Fincke?"
"Why, yes," says he. "That is, she's the

Mrs. Fincke you knew."
I expect I must have been gawpin' at him by

then. "You don't mean there's a new one
Jimmy. '

'

'

He nods careless. "Oh, yes!" says he.
"Hadn't you heard? Why, we split up long
ago—year and a half. Nobody's fault in par-
ticular only—well, Fannie couldn't seem to
keep up. I don't know as you'll understand.
But she never was much of a spender. Always
did come easy to me. W^hat^s the good of a lot
of money if you can't get some fun out of it?
Besides, there's certain things you're expected
to do when you get in with our crowd, unless
you want to be listed as a piker. None of this
gentleman farmer stuff for me. That was
Fannie 's idea -way up state somewhere. Not
for Jimmy. I had enough of that when I was a
youngster. Yea-uh! Now I don't want to get
any closer to Nature than a roof garden table
under a potted palm, and as for feeding the
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chickens—I can do that any night right on
Broadway. So we Well, we quit, that's
all."

"Too bad, Jimmy," says I.

"Yes, I know," says be. "Does sound sort
of raw without the inside dope. Don't remem-
ber them hats Fannie used to wear, I expect?
Trimmed 'em herself. I didn't mind when
every dollar counted. But she couldn't break
the habit, even when we got where she might
have cabled to Paris for a ship load. I'd see the
ladies sizin' her up and nudgin' each other-
wives of men in our bunch. And her dresses.
Almost as bad. Bargain table goods. Made
me feel like a cheap-skate. I tried to tell her.
No use. She only cut out going around with
the nice people I'd got in with. Well, I wasn't
going to sit home and twiddle my thumbs. I
went without her. There was no grand smash,
you know. We just fixed it up about gettin' the
decree, and each went our own way."

'

'
I see, '

' says I.
'

« But how does it come that
you're waitin' here for her now?"
"Just business," says Jimmy. "I'm get-

ting from under, closing out. And there's one
plant that we hold joint interest in. It's a case
of finding out how much she'll give, or take.
My fool lawyers couldn't fix it by mail and
arranged this. Huh! She's half an hour late
now."
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Jimmy has bis watch out and is pacin' up
and down.

"Ain't seen her since, eh?" says I. "Must
seem kind of odd."

"It does," says Jimmy. "Honest, Shorty,

I feel like I did once when I was kidded into

making a speech at a banquet. Stage fright.

How's that for me, eh? Gettin' shivers up the

back just at the prospect of bavin' a few words
with Fannie. I shouldn't have picked this

place. She—she'll show up worse than ever

here, I expect. But I didn't want to parade her

before those lawyers, either. I wonder w^hat's

delayed her. It isn't like Fannie to be late for

a business engagement. That was one thing she

drilled into me. Besides, if she don't show up
pretty soon Beryl is liable to come floatin' in."

"Beryl?" says I.

"She's the new Mrs. Fincke," says Jimmy.
"We—we live here, you see, and she often

comes down to join me at—at breakfast. I

can't get used to t'.jis tray in your rooms stunt.

Oh, I can ,jo the cojiee and rolls there, but about

this time of day I want a reg'lar feed if I'm
going to last through."

See what I'd been rung in on just by
strayin' in whare I didn't belong? Triangle

stuff. And say I could think up a lot of noon-

day pastimes more cheerin' than this sittin' in

at a reunion with an ex-wife. Still, Fanix'.

.i^
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never had been one of the weepy kind. I

didn't look for her to throw any cat-fits, so the

affair mipjht not be harrowin'. Might even bo
sort of interestin' to see how she took it, being
in the discards. Anyway, I was in for it.

We'd camped down in a couple of them
carved high-back chairs that must have been
designed 'special to discourage the loafin' habit
and I had a chance to size Jimmy up curious.

He'd developed something of a forward spon-
son, as the gobs say, since he'd been livin' so
high. And he sure wasn't bom to wear a frock
coat. No. Now in his old blue jeans he'd passed
with the ladies as real easy to look at. I be-

lieve it was Mrs. McCabe who once made the
remark that she thought Jimmy would be
almost handsome if he could be properly
dressed up. And I got to admit, ain't I, that

Sadie ought to be a good judge?

But this hunch of hers about Jimmy was all

wrong. I can't say how it was exactly, but in

that tail oont he looked like a garage man who'd
borrowed some weddin' clothes. Absolutely.
And as if he wag struttin' in 'em. T^ skips, he'd
lost the color from his cheek,, Up. i ad t le be-

ginnings of bags under his eyes, and c* ove the

stiff collar the chin cleft stood out more proLa
nent than ever. He sure was ao arar/iatin' <».

case of nerves, too.

"Hang it all!" says he, squirmin' arour*! in
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his chair, watch in hand. "Here it is nearly

12.30 and — " The rest was almost a gasp.

For as he turns to stretch his nock the other

way there she is, right in front of him. I'd seen

her, as a matter ot fact, before he had, but I

hadn't been quite sure. You see, I was sort of

lookin' for a tacky appearin' middh' aged
woman, dre5?sod all in black most likely, ajid

with one of those rummy lookin* home-made
lids that lie'd been describin'.

But say, while this party had the same calm,

serious eyes that I used to see fixed on the books

in J. Fincke'j; garage, and wore the same neat

brushed hair, there sure wasn't anything duddy
about her costume. Not that she suggested

havin' just stepped out of a fashion review.

It's a plain, simple tailored effect of navy blue

With a straw sailor to match. But som.' way
there's plenty of zipp to the way it's been built

on her. Looked like she's groNMi inlu it. That
kind of a fit, you know I'd never mistrusted

she had such a good figure. Wiiy, if I hadn't

knowTi she must have been well on towards

forty I might have gue!S;,ed that she was any-

where from tv, i;nty two to thirty. No more.

Nor is she luggin' any doleful, cast-off-wife

face to the conference. I don't know that I'd

ever seen her look quite so chipper and chirky.

As she spots Jimmy them dark placid eyes kind

of open up and she springs an easy smile.
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"Sorry to have kept you waiting, Jimmy," is

her greetin', "but you simply can't depend
upon train schedules now, can youT I've been
on the way ever since last night, too. I do hope
you can give me some luncheon while we're
making our trade, for that government dining-
car breakfast I had wasn't worth talking about.
Oh

!
And here is Professor McCabo with you.

How nice
! Do say you'd planned luncheon for

three, Jimmy. '

'

And after a desperate glance at me Jimmy
lied cheerful and Ivd the way into the Pink
Orill, where three waiters helped us get settled
at a window table with a big bunch of flowers
on it. I couldn't see, either, but that all his
worryin' about how she'd show up among the
other lady guests at the Plutoria was more or
less useless. If there was anyone in sight who
looked and acted very much at home it was
Fannie.

"Couldn't we have the floral tribute taken
away, Jimmy t" she suggests. "I want to get
a good look at you. There, that's better.
M m-m-m

! How long since you 've been wear-
ing coats like that! The proper thing, I've no
doubt, but Well, I suppose it's because
I've never seen you in one before. How's the

> J >health, Jimmy
"Mine!" says ho. "Oh, I'm all right."
"That's good," ys she. "Heavier, aren't
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youT Quite a bit, eh? And I'll bet you Ve been
keeping late hours. Still having good poker
luck? But those merry little midnight suppers
are telling on you, Jimmy. I can see by your
eyes. Running with the old c rowd, eh ?

"

"Hasn't sent me to a hospital yet, you see,"
comes back Jimmy. ''You're looking well,
Fannie. Got the farm, I suppose?"

*'A perfect whale," says she. "Three hun-
dred acres, counting woodland. Only ten miles
out of Ccoperstown."
"Only!" echoes Jimmy. "How does that

listen, McCabe ? Ten miles out of Cooperstown.
Good Lord! Isn't it kind of lonesome, espe-
cially at night."

"At night I'm asleep," says Fannie. "And
daytimes Well, besides all the help, I have
Myra and her children."

* * Myra ! '

' Jimmy gets out husky. *
' You I

'
*

"Why not, Jimmy?" asks the late Mrs.
Fincke. "It's nothing to you now, is it, even
if she is your sister? And you know we didn't
treat her quite right all those years. We might
have helped more. Oh, yes, we'll admit that
Sam wasn't much of a success as a brother-in-
law, or at anything else. But that wasn't
Myra's fault. We shouldn't have blamed her
for sticking up for him, either. I never did,
really. So when I heard he'd gone, and that
she was left with those three kidlets—well, I
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-rent straight to her and made it all up. She
was rather bitter about it at first, as was only
natural. She'd heard about our luck, you see;
and she a waitress in a quick lunch place in
Buffalo. But I won her around, apologized for
both ' f us, and got her to come with me to the
new fann. There w:.'s none of my own folks I
could get hold of."

*'Huh!" says Jimmy. "Three kids. I
should say you'd got your hands full now."
"Why, I'm having the time of my life with

those youngsters, Jimmy," says she. "I sup-
pose they'll have to have a governess in the
fall, but I'm putting it off until then. That
little Sam is the brightest boy. And wise!
He's only nine, but he began selling papers on
the street when he was six, ad what he didn't
pick up Well, I found him showing the
boss dairyman how to shoot craps one day.
You ought to see him drive a moto. truck
around the place. Says he means to run a
garage when he grows up, like his Uncle Jimmy.
One of the little girls is going to be a beauty.
Oh, I have lots besides my Holsteins to make
life on the farm worth while. Honest, Jimmy,
I'm just beginning to live."

''It's a great life if you don't weaken," says
he. "But it wouldn't suit me worth a cent."
"I know," says Fannie. ''The bright lights

for you, Jimmy. Oh, well!" And she tackles
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an order of shad-roe and bacon enthusiastic.

1 could see Jimmy watchin' her with sort of
a queer look In his eyes. I had a notion maybe
It was kind of a wistful look. Maybe it wasn't.
He wouldn't have been so foolish in the head
It It had been that sort, for she must have been
rather a good pal to him all them years when
they was savin' and plannin' together—^ood-
natured, cheerful, full of sand. A clean-cut,
wholesome, level-headed woman si e seems now,
with more pep and fun in her than ever.
Jimmy s mornin' appetite didn't appear to be
quite so keen as he'd bragged. Now and then
he d throw a skittish look out towards the cor-
ridor.

They got through their business talk while
Fanme was finishin' her plate of strawberries

cocktaT""
^""^ '^'"'"'^ "^^^ ^''^'''' ^'^ ^^''''''^

'VI
*^^^ ^°"' Jimmy," she says, ''you'dmuch better turn over your holdings to me for

there's a minority crowd in there that's plan-
ning to put something over on us. I know theirgame and can block it. I'll pay on yesterday's
closing quotations, whatever those were. That
right? Then just write out something to that
effect and we '11 call it settled. '

'

He was busy with his fountain-pen when therecame this burst of high squeally giggles and I
looked up to see a mixed quartette of four bear-

^^.-.'^



SITTING IN WITH JIMMY 275

ing down on us. They were a good deal of the
kind yoD':^ expect to see in the Plutoria's Pink
Grill—the men of the lounge lizard type, and
the girls good ninnin' mates for 'em.
The one in the lead is a slim, big-eyed, pert

specimen of the squab family. Her complexion
is a little too vivid for daylight exhibition, but
I expect she'd put the make-up on in kind of a
hurry. Her permanent hair wave had stood the
test of a short night's sleep, however, and her
shaved eyebrows hadn't been rumpled at all.

She 's dressed fancy and frilly, too. The curved
feather on her hat must have s 3d up two feet
in the back. Also her fingers sparkled like a
pawnbroker's window. You could guess that
she was a warm baby, all right.

' * Hello ! '

' says I. ' * Some cabaret must have
let out late."

At which Jimmy glances up. I could see his
mouth corners drop and his eyes go stary.
But he didn't have time to say a word. Next
thing I knew the saucy young thing had tripped
right up and was mmplin' his hair.
"Old Pokey!" says she. ''Got that last

night's grouch with you still! What do I care
if you have I Ferdy's going to take me out to
Primrose Inn, even if you won't, and Oh I

Who's all this?"

She hadn't taken much notice of me, but when
-she spots Fannie it's a different matter, Sho
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was givin' her the once over and repeat. Also,
It was np to Jimmy to separate himself from a
few remarks.

^

''There, there, Beryl!" says he peevish.
Didn't I tell you I had a business enjraffe-

mentt" ^ ^

''Did you, Jimmy, boy?" says she. "And
did you think I'd fall for it? Come now. Open
up. Who's the lady?"

If Jinuny could think as quick as he can talk
loud he might have passed it off graceful. But
the thing being batted up to him so sudden that
way he kind of got his conversation works gear-
bound. And after he'd made some gurgly
noises that didn't convey much of anything
Fannie comes to his rescue.

''I am Mrs. Fincke," says she, smilin'.
"The devil you are!" says the other, in her

pouty, impetuous manner. "I like that, I must
say—not."
And as it seemed to be my turn, I puts in-

"Mrs. Fincke, Number One."
"Oh!" It comes from Beryl's rouged lips

explosive. "Why-why, Jimmy has always let
on that you were But he always was a
good liar. Hey, Jimmy, whaddye mean by that
stuff? Eh?" The shake she was giving him
was more than playful.

'And you ? " asks Fannie. ' *May I ask-
tc

»»
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* * Sure you can, '

' breaks in Beryl. *
' I 'm Mrs.

Jimmy Fincke myself."
'

' Really 1
'

' Fannie takes it without a quiver.
** Pardon me for being so stupid. I—I might
have guessed he would. But he hadn't men-
tioned it, you see."

"He's a great little forgetter when he tries.

Eh, Jimmy boyt " and once mere she rumples
his hair.

I wish Jimmy hadn't been starin' so dazed all

the time. It might have done him good if he
could have seen the two of 'em side by side, as

I saw 'em. But, then, maybe his view would
have been different. I must say that to me
Beryl looked mighty cheap and flashy when
stacked up against Fannie.

About then the trio in the background, who
couldn't have had any hint as to what the

chatter was all about, got impatient.

"I say. Beryl," calls one of the young g-^nts

with a shadow mustache and slick hair, "how
about getting started!"

Beryl don't even turn around. She glances

once at Jimmy and then gives Fannie an^-ther

shrewd stare.

"Nothing doing, Ferdy. Run along," she

tells him. "I'm going to stick around."
"Oh, but you mustn't let me interfere with

your plans," puts in Fannie. "Jimmy and I
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are all through with our ousiness. Did you sign
It, Jimmy? Then that's all and I must be go-
ing. I Ve heap? of shopping to do before I start
back for the farm. And it's been-er—inter-
estmg to meet you—Mrs. Fincke."
"I expect it has?" sneers Beryl.
"And I hope I haven't spoiled any party "

adds Fannie. "You must go right ah.ad."
"Thanks," says Beryl, siippin' into the chair

the other was leavin'. "I'll stick around."
I expect she did, too. There was that kind of

look m her eyes. But I ain't sure. It seemed
to me a swell time to be slidin' out myself.
Which I did. This triangle stuff may be aU
right to watch on a movie screen, but I don't
care for it as an accompaniment to lunch.

^
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"traze beans" fob bucky

I WAS tellin' Sadie about our plans for the

war memorial that Rockhurst-on-the-Sound is

goin' to put up, one of these days, to show what
we think of our gallant soldier boys who an-

swered the call so nobly when it was a case

of beatin' back the Hun ana -and all that sort

of thing.

I kind of hand it to myself, too, that I was
spielin' it out some eloquent. Course, I might
have been quotin' kind of free from the Rev.
Pedders. You see, he's chairman of our com-
mittee, and not half an hour before he'd been
readin' over to me his draft of the inscription.

"In grateful memory of what they did and
dared for us,

'

' was the way it started off. Swell

stuff, take it from me. Sort of makes you warm
up under your vest and get dim in the eyes.

And I'd told her what the subscription

amour 'ed to up to date.
'

' Perfectly splendid ! '
' says Sadie. *

' And, by
the way, Shorty, I wish you would put in an
order for those bedding plants. Here it is after

S79
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btL'fiM'y^t"'''
''' ''"^ '^^^^ ^^^« ^--'^

Isn't that just like a won.an? When you're
all blown up ^vlth patriotic gratitude and-and

piffling I.ttle thing like that which youVe let
8lip. Shows where their minds run-never
higher than the attic windows. But what's the

Tfl/
«""

' T
"'^ P°^°*'- '^^'y ^'«»Jd° 't under-

stand. So I just hunches my shoulders and

Tl^ ^i ^^ telephor-^. Might as well do itright off before I forgot.
And I expect it was looking up the name of

that big greenhouse iirm in Portchester that
reminded me of ex-Corporal Buck Kinney.
Let s see, wasn't that where Bucky had start^m to work when he'd been sent back 1 -rm
France and turned loose from the army! Andhadn t he opened up a little hothouse business
of his own at his place down on the marshes fSeems to me he had. Maybe he 'd have the very
stuff we wanted. Might put it in cheaper, too.Anyway It would be easy to jump in the carand run down there to see. Besides, it had beena month or so since I'd had a talk with Bucky.
Most hkely I could get him to dig up another
one of them war ya.ns. You know he can spill
the real thmg, Bucky, for he was through a
lot of It; won the D.S. medal, and all that.

Well, I finds him makin' hard-work motions

!>'.=;*i?rr«y
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with a spade, standin' hip deep in a drainage

ditch that he '8 diggin'. He seems glad of an
excuse to climb out and scrape some of the mud
off his boots and hands.

"No," says he, "I expect I ain't go* much
you'd want—a few geraniums and salvia.

Didn't go in for b Juin' plants very heavy this

yer • I was planri' mostly on lettuce and
cucumbers, but they sort of petered out. That
old steam heatin' plant I put in wouldn't work
and a lot of the stuff froze on me while I was
patchin' it up. I was hoping I could blow my-
self to a iiow boiler next fall, but I dunno's I

can. It—it's kiud of hard scratchin'."

"Still got your job with the greenhouse

people, ain't you?" I asks.

He shakes his head discouraged. "They laid

me off a month ago," says he. "Got in a new-

foreman, a Heinie. "When he found out I'd

been across with the A.E.F. he gave me the

quick dump."
"Huh!" says I. "That's what I jail a raw

deal. Didn't you put up a howl at the office!"

"Tried to," says Bucky, "but they backed

vi\> Myers. So I've been doin' the best I could

here."

It wasn't much o* an outfit to make a living

•with, for a fact. Bucky explains that he didn't

have the capital to build his hothouses right.

Besides, this soil down on the marsh was mostly
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sour and he needed a lot of cl.emicaU to cure it.
If he could do that it would be just right ' •

bulbs-narcissus, d.Mi.is, crocus, gladioli, and
so on; and if he was able to lay in a stock for
next sj. ing he tiiought he could make a goodthing of it.

*

"Have you tried »em dowTi e* the bank?"

^"m°^u',"*^/°^°^'" ^^y^ ^^-
' ^i^^ Dishler

wouldn't lend me a dollar "

1 djust remembered how it was the Hon. Hi
Dishler who'd made that spread eagle speech

ir ?,^'^'^«°^^d the boys home, and haddragged Bucky up on the platform and pattedhim on the back while he told the folks what aHero he was,

riJfroT/h^i'
^^^^^^^iff^'-^^t then. He was

v^th the go d ser e stripes, his medal, and his
divisional insignia. Lately he'd been goin'around in old overalls and rubber boots. Andas he leads the way up to the porch of the littleshack where he lives with the old folks, and

stsZt r'"
"'" ' '''^''^ ^^^•^' y^^^^ hardly

suspect he ever went out under shell andmachine gun fire to drag back one of Mbwounded men.

lWe2t^llt
"^
l?^^'" ^' ^''' ^°- "I know

J. ve got the right dope on the business. You

• M-'i
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see, there's goiu' to be - bi^ d.mand for bulbs
next season, on accoL..t of the war havin' put
a crimp in thr> importin' game for so lung.

Come from Hollard and Belgium mostly, and
they're just beginning again. I got a circular
from an importin' house only the other day and
wrote in to get their prices. Funny thing, too.

They had Sunderbeeke stuff. Sunderbeeke.
That's about .orty kilometers southeast of Dun-
kirk."

•'Been there, ha^ e youf " I suggests.

"I should say I had," say& Bucky. "That's
where we got our first dose of front line work.
They brigaded us with the Frenchies, in reserve
at the start, but then we were moved up to tako
over what was supposed to be a quiet sector.

Maybe it was once, but after some of our boys
got to cuttin' loose at everything they saw the
Boches got busy—snipers, machine guns, trench
mortars. Wo sure stirred 'em up.

"Rummy hole, this Sunderbeeke spot.
Couldn't have been much of a town to begin
with, but after a couple of years of bombard-
ment it was a mess. Not a whole buildin' left,

and the to\vn hall and such places were just
piles of brick. Great shell holes in the street.
And every night reg'lar at 7.30 the Huns gave
it forty minutes of strafing, just to show they
could still register on it, I expect. At that there
was folks livin' there still. Just stickin'
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around. What they could find to do, or
what they lived on is by me. I remember
one old guy special. Say, he was a bird, ho
was."

Bucky stops to indulge in a chuckle. Then
he goes on. "Crawled out of a cellar one day
when I was out with a salvage detail. A tall,

thin, whiskered old relic. His toes was stickin'

out of his shoes, his shirt looked like it was
made out of a window shade, and his hands
were like claws. Yet he's wearin' a battered
silk lid, if you please, and a long black coat.

Carried a gold-headed cane, too. Almost as if

he'd been got up for a masquerade. 'Howdy,
Grandpop,' says I. 'Where's the party at!'

And blamed if he don't come back at me in

straight English. He ain't sore or anything at

my guyin' him. Says how glad be is to see us
Americans on the job at last and that now he
knows the Huns will be driven back where they
belong.

* * Yea-uh ! had quite a chat with the old boy.

Queer old scout. Just as dignified in them duds
as if he'd had on full evenin' dress. Told me
how he'd been right there, ever since the Huns
began throwin' shells into the place. Said he
had a couple of sons in the muss, but he hadn't
heard from either of 'em in over a year. He'd
lost the old lady, too. Piece of shrapnel through
the window. He'd been gassed once himself,

k 1
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but had got over it. And when I asks how he

scrapes up enough to live on he just hunches

his shoulders. 'One doesn't live,' says he, 'one

endures.* Didn't look like he'd had a square

meal for months.

"Well, I kept seein' him around every day or

so. Once I carted out half a loaf of white bread

to him. Say, you should have seen them old

eyes of his shine. His claw fingers trembled so

he could hardly grab it. He stops only long

enough to take off his old silk lid, and beg my
pardon polite, and then he squats right down
in the doorway of the nearest deserted house

and goes to it. Hungry ! Say, I hope I never

work up an appetite like that.

"Afterwards I used to sneak out other stuff

to him—a little bag of sugar, a knuckle of ham,

a tobacco tin full of butter. I almost got kissed

for the butter. 'You Americans are wonderful

people,' says he. I didn't deny it. 'I am told,'

he goes on, 'that among your private soldiers

are many wealthy men, even millionaires.'

'Sure,' says I. 'I'm one myself !' I wanted to

see what kind of a rise that I would get out of

him. Off comes the plug hat and he bends

nearly double. 'I am honored, M'sieu,' says he.

*Don't mention it,' says I.

"Then he wants to know if my people made
their fortune in gold mines or railroads!

'Nothing like that,' says I. 'Flour.' 'Ahl'



^r^0

286 SHORTY McCABE GETS THE HAIL
says he, not quite gettin' me. *In flowers.

Then you are what they call in America a florist

king, yest Your hothouses are great, exten-
sive?' 'You bet,' says I. 'End to end they'd
about reach from here to Berlin, with enough
glass in 'em to roof in your whole country.'
Say, I sure fed it to him strong and he don't
gag over swallowin' a single detail. I tells him
how we have a trolley track runnin' through the
middle for the hands to go back and forth on
and that we sometimes cut as high as a million
roses a day, at a dollar a rose. He holds up
both hands at that. 'Marvelleuse!' says he.

'And you reside in a great chateau somewhere?'
•Yep!' says I. 'Overlooking the works and
Long Island Sound. Come over and see us
some time.' And, say, the old bird actually
writes dowTi my name and address."
"What if he should show up some day?" I

suggests.

"Him!" says Buck Kinney. "Fat chancel
Most likely he's starved to death long before
this. Even if he hasn't I don't expect he could
raise the price of a jitney ride to the next town.
Seemed to know a little about the florist busi-

ness himself. Maybe he'd had a little bulb
patch somewhere around. He sure was an easy
mark when it came to kiddin', though. Saw the
Loot passin' one day and wants to know who
he is. 'Why, that's young Mike Rockefeller,'

y:;;^^

ln^
ix ;. ^H
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says I. 'You know, the one who owns all the
gasoline in the world.' And off comes the old
silk lid again. Yea-nh! Ho helped pass the
time away in Sunderbeeke.

"

I couldn't help joinin' Bucky in a chuckle,
and after promisin' to see if I couldn't get some
of our new made war-plutes interested enough
to help finance his little enterprise, I starts
back. Just as I was swingin' into the Post
Eoad I gets the hail from someone in a taxi.

Don't often see one of them blue and green cabs
so far from Broadway, so I pulls up. Leanin'
through the window is a spruce, dignified old
party with a neat trimmed full beard. He's
wearin' a shiny new tall hat, frock coat, and
eyeglasses on a wide black ribbon. Sort of for-
eign and distinguished lookin'.

"Pardon," says he, "but could you direct me
to the chateau of M. Kinney?"
"Eh?" says I, gawpin'. "You don't mean

Buck Kinney?"
' * It may be, '

' says he. '

' M. Kinney, who was
a soldier."

* * That 's him, '

' says I.
'

« Did you say chateau
or shanty?"

"Shanty?" says he, startin' puzzled. "Ah,
I comprehend. That is American for chateau,
perhaps?"

"Not exactly," says I. "You see, we don»t
have many chateaus over here, but shanties ^
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Well, that's a better description of what Bucky
lives in."

''May I ask," goes on the old boy, "is it sit-

uated near to his hothouses?"
"Right next door," says I.

"Tiens!" says he. "He will be the one.

Permit me to mention that I am M. Sterpin, of

Sunderbeeke, Belgium, and if you will be so

kind as to indicate to my driver "

"I'll do better than that," says I, grinnin*

wide. " I 've just come from talkin ' with Bucky
myself and as it's kind of a blind road I'll

pilot you down there."

Course, I wasn't goin' to miss anything like

that. First off it struck me as kind of weird
that he should show up just then, so soon after

Bucky 'd been givin' me the tale. But then I

remembers about the circular, and how Bucky
had written, and it don't seem so strange.

He was still sittin' slumped in the chair on
the little porch almost hangin' over the creek,

and when he sees who piles out of the taxi it

got his eyes buggin' like a pair of brass door-
knobs.

"Hey, Bucky," I sings out. I guess here's

an old friends of yours."

"But—^but is there not some mistake?" says

M. Sterpin, starin' around at the old shack,

the muddy little tidewater creek, and the

marshes.
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*'We'll see," says I. "Anyhow, this is ex-

Corporal Buck Kinney. How about it, Bucky,
don't you recognize Mr. Sterpin?"
"Why," says Bucky, rubbin' his chin, "I

can't say I do. Voice does sound kind of
familiar though, but "

*

'And yours ! '

' breaks in the old boy. " It is

the American soldier. Yuu will recall me—M.
Sterpin, of Sunderbeeke."
And you should have seen Bucky 'a month

come open. "What-a-at?" says he. "The one
I told all that to about how I was "

"Mais oui!" says Sterpin, shruggin' his

shoulders and spreadin' out his hands. "So
these are the great hothouses, this the chateau,

ehf"
At first Bucky flushes up and looks foolish.

Then he gets a grip on himself and grins. "I
expect I was throwin' the bull a bit."

"Meaning," suggests Sterpin, "that you
exaggerated? So it would appear."
"You seemed to like it, you k -^w," goes on

Bucky. "But you fooled me some, yourself.

Why, you were got up like a panhandler. What
was the idea?"

' * True, '

' says the old boy. "I .it was from
necessity. What would yo" dof When the
enemy may come at an^ ae does not
wish to appear other - poor beggar.
And I was so in fact. r was the gold
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I had buried deep. But when one cannot buy
food with gold of what use is it? So there I

chose to stay, in the ruins of my home, in sight

of my war-torn fields."

Then he goes on to tell how, when it was all

over, he had dug up his cash, patched his house,
and started in to rebuild his smashed business.

He'd had a ton or so of fancy bulbs stored away
in vaults so his first move had been to come
over here, shake up things in his New York
branch, and try to unload. His idea was to call

on all the old customers and rustle up as many
new ones as possible. That's how he happened
to run across this letter of Buck Kinney's.
Course, that reminds him of the American sol-

dier whose hothouses would stretch nearly to

Berlin and with visions of placin' a big order
he comes right out.

"It seems that I have, as we say, swallowed
the fish," he remarks, gazin' 'round.

He don't act grouchy over it. I thought I

saw almost a twinkle in -em shrewd old eyes
of his. As for Bucky, wL ie he's still some red
in the ears, he's bluflfin' it through well.

"You people over there were easy, all right,"

says he. "Just because we scattered francs
careless you suspected we was all recruited

ri^ht on Fifth Avenue. It was the first time I

ever had a chance to pass for a plute, and I

expect I played it for all it was worth. If I'd
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had a hunch you'd ever follow it up maybe Id
have drawn it milder. Too bad though, you
blew in all that taxi fare just on my account."

"One always pays to learn," says Sterpin.

"Besides, I have not forgotten the white bread,

the sugar, the butter."

"Aw, them things!" says Bucky. "I swiped
'em off the mess table."

' * I understand, '

' says the other. * * Yet except

for those timely gifts Well, who knows!
And as I have come I may as well view your
establishment, even if it is not large enough to

roof all Belgium. Hein?"
"Well, traze beans, as you say," says Bucky,

springin' some of his doughboy French.

"There's the whole of it," and he waves his

hand at the 10x20 shack with a half dozen
second-hand window sash let into the top.

The old boy insists on walkin' out and in-

spectin' it solemn. He even pokes his fingers

into the soil of the beds and smells of it. Then
he shakes his head.

' * All very crude, '
' says he. * * It requires lime

and phosphates. There should be ventilation

as well as heat. This does not appear sufficic Tt,

either," and he jerks his thumb at the rusty

boiler.

"I'm wise to that," says Bucky. "It's all I
could buy with the money I had, though. '

'

"But I had heard," goes on Sterpin, "that
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your government had voted many millions to
aid her returned heroes."

"Maybe," says Bucky. "All that was
handed to me was my $60 bonus and my
discharge papers when they turned me
loose."

"There are your townspeople, however,"
puts in the old boy, "those for whom you went
across the sea to face the cannon. Surely, they
have not forgotten so quickly?"
"I dunno," says Bucky. "Shorty McCabe

here has helped me some, but outside of him
there ain't nobody been around much. Any-
way, they ain't come and forced any millions on
me. Not that I was lookin' for anything like
that. All I want is a chance, a start."
"True," says Sterpin. "And might I ask

what are these plans of yours?"
At which Bucky sketches out how, if he had

the stock, he could supply the local market with
potted plants and cut flowers; also where he
wanted to add on to his houses, and about the
new heater.

"Ah, yes!" says the old gent from Sunder-
beeke, twirlin' his glasses thoughtful. "Well,
it shall be done. Yes, at once."
" Eh ? " says Bucky, gawpin ' at him.
"You shall build on our credit," says M.

Sterpin. "I will arrange that at the office.
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From our store of bulbs you may have what
you wish, too. And you shall repay as you are

able."

"What!" says Bucky. "You—you mean
you'll tnke a chance on backin' me! Me!"

' ^Why nott '
' says the other. * • One must find

new customers, and the field hereabouts should

be a good one. Perhaps we shall not lose on
the venture, after all. If we do—Pouff! It

goes that way, business. To-morrow you will

receive a statement of deposit to your credit.

Then you may make your start."

"Well, I'll be jiggered!" gasps Bucky.
"Say, that's what I call mighty decent of you,

Mr. Sterpin."

"Too amiable!" protests tne old boy. "We
Belgians are not much different from your own
people. We have an eye on the main chance,

for the most part, but now and then some of us
remember who it was that helped rid us of the

Boche. Yes. Then there was that white bread.

Well, what do you expect when one has eaten

only bran and potatoes for two years? Z-z-zut!

It is but fair that I should make some small

return. My best wishes for your success, M.
Edimey."

And he leaves Bucky, hi'=' mouth still open,

diggin' into the black dirt with the toe of his

rubber boot.
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"You know, buoky," I suggests, "we're
plannin' to put your name in bronze letters up
on the monument."
"Huh I" says Bucky, not gettin' excited at

all

"I get you," says I. "You're thinkin' how
much nicer it'll be to be able to write it on a
check. EhT"
And Bucky he straightens up, throws out his

chest, and grins.

.-"SI
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But not this time. I could tell at a glance

that Sadie Las something heavy sittin' on her
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mind. It ain't like her to keep it back, either.

She unloads it at onoe.

"Shorty," says she, "Mr. Dishler wants you
to call at the office as you go by."
"The Hon. Hi, eh!" says I. "Oh, very

well."

"He—he seemed rather serious about it,"

suggests Sadie.

"Of course," says I. "He would. He's
that kind."

"I hope you haven't offended him again,

Shorty," says she.

"That's a whale of a hope," says I, "when
my mission 'n life seems to be to do things that

give the Hon. Hi Dishler shudders down the

spine.''

It's a sad fact. I ain't boastin' about it.

Maybe I ought ^o be hcngin' my head as I admit
it. But somehow if I should find I was pleasin'

the Hon. Hi coLoistent I'd begin to suspect I

wasn't runnin' true to form. Fat chance,

though. I suppose we're about as different as

we could be and still belong to the same human
race. I know Dishler would take his oath to

that and I'm afraid I wouldn't deny it, either.

And yet here we have to live in the same town
when we might have half the map between us.

I expect, though, that wherever I went I'd find

a Hi Dishler, or somebody like him; and per-

haps he couldn't settle anywhere without rua-

ge^
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iiin* into a Shorty McCabe. Btsidt?. life

wouldn't be half so interesting if it wasn't V'kc

that.
*

' Cheer up, Sadie, '
' says L '

' Maybe it 's only

a note I've endorsed tor somebody and forgot

about ; or he might want to make another offer

for our shore frontage."

That's the careless, happy-go-lucky mood I

was in when I rolls up in front of the Rockhurst

Development Company's oflBces, next door to

the bank. I even chuckles a little when he lets

on not to see the friendly wave I gives him, but

marches out to the curb stiff and dignified and
lifts his black derby an inch or so off his curly

gray hair.

By rights he never should have quit wearin' a
silk lid. Course, I know it ain't being done now
on week days, except by auctioneers and funeral

directors, but nothing else in the line of h?ad-

gear quite goes with them white side whiskers

of his. They went out of date before the shiny

tiles did, but the Hon. Hi couldn't bear to part

with his. I hope he never does, for as he stands

—frock coat, gray spats, and his eyeglasses

anchored to him with a wide ribbon—he needs

no tag or label. He is our Prominent Citizen.

Any new commuter would know that at a
glance. Also that here was one of the Upper
Classes.

"Want to see me, did you?'- I asks.
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''Yes," says he. "And I wish you to see

something, too. Will you turn off the Post
Eoad just this side of the Nut and Bolt Works T

I will follow in my own car."

"Huh!" says I to Sadie as we starts on.
"What the deuce?"
But Sadie don't have the answer. I can tell

by the way she looks, though, that she's sure
I've made another bad break somehow, either
socially, politically or otherwise.

When we get to this side street that runs
down as far as the railroad I stops just at the
beginning of the line of new billboards that the
Civic Society has done so much grumblin' over.
Here about two acres have been fenced in, with
three sides covered with advertising signs. I
was just noticin' where a 20-foot gap had been
burned, wipin' out a perfectly good corset ad.
and eatin' into a "Drink Whisko" announce-
ment, when the Hon. Hi catches up with us.

"Well, McCabe," says he, "what do you
think of that!"

"Oh," says I, "it does kind of mess up the
landscape, but "

"I am not referring to the signboards,"
breaks in Dishler, "but to the damage which
has been done to them."

"Oh, I get you," says I. "The burned area I

How did it catch?"

"It did not catch," says he. "It was a case

IJi
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of incendiarism. The fence was set on fire,

maliciously."

"Well, ^ell!" says L "I remember hearin*

the alarm. One evenin' early in the week,

wasn't it? Not such a fierce catastrophe,

though. I should say about $25 would
cover "

"That is hardly the point," says he. "The
question is, McCabe ; can property be burned up
at will in this community?"
"Say, what's the grand idea?" I comes back

at him. "Don't think I'm any arson expert, do

you? Why ask me?"
"Because it may develop that you are more

interested in this afifair than you suspect," says

he.

"Eh?" says I, gawpin'.

"This fire," he goes on, "was deliberately

set by a gang of boys, and I am sorry to say,

MoCabe, that we have good cause to believe that

your son was among them, if not the actual

leader."

"Sully!" gasps Sadie, clutchin' my arm
panicky.

*

' There, there ! '

' says I.
*

' Let 's hear the rest

of this. What makes you think my boy was
in it, Dishler?"

"This, for one item," says he, producin' a
document envelope and fishin' out of it a small

sized handkerchief.
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Sure enough, there in the corner is one of the

markers Sadie sews on all of Sully's things.

"That was found, with an empty gasoline

can, in the ditch here," says the Hon. Hi.

•'Smell it, please."

I didn't need to hold it very near to get the

scent of gas on it, either. Things was lookin*

squally for the house of McCabo just then.

"I don't believe a word of it," says Sadie.

"Mothers seldom do believe such things,"

says Dishler, with one of them undertaker

smiles of his. "Unfortunately, though, facts

are facts. But this is not all. The attempt to

destroy several hundred dollars worth of prop-

erty having boon discovered promptly and the

damage limited, these youthful outlaws re-

turned some time during last night and com-

mitted a second offense. If you will stop down
the street a short distance, McCabe, I will show

you."

Well, I stepped. So did Sadie. The Hon. Hi,

he stepped on ahead. And at about the fourth

billboard he stops and waves his hand dramatic,
*

' There ! '
' says he. '

' The second outrage. '

'

I'll admit it wasn't real polite of me to

snicker just then, 'specially when you consider

who was submittin' the exhibit. But it slips out

before I could smother it. And I expect it'll be

a long day before I can think of what he was
pointin' out so indignant without a chuckle.

f J
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For one thin^, it was done so ingenious. This
particular billboard was devoted to advertisiii'

Monkey Brand laundry soap. And there was
the monk painted vivid and life size, with the

upper half of him sawed out and stickin' up
above the top of the board. You've seen the
same thing, and read the motto: " Always look
for him on both sides of the bar—Mason's
Monkey. *

'

Well, what had somebody done but taken one
of the Hon. Hi'g old campaign posters, that was
scattered 'round so liberal when he ran for
the Assembly a couple years back, cut out the
head and pasted it neat over the monkey's face.

g . there he is, white sideboards and all, beamin'
down on us with that condescendin' "Now-my-
good-people" look of his, with the monk's hairy
arm and claw fingers holdin' out a cake of
laundry soap. It's a scream, that's all. The
wonder is I didn't let out a haw-haw instead of
a mere snicker.

"You find it humorous, do you?" demands
Dishler, gettin' pink clear up into his side-

boards.

''Don't expect me to 3ep over it, I hope?'*
says L ''Course, it's kind of raw, 'specially

that 'Look for him on both sides of the bar'
advice, with you such a strong prohibitionist.
Eh?"
But the Hon. Hi never could see a joke. * 'Do

P
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I understand, McCabe," says he, stiflfenin',

"that you approve of such a scurrilous attack

on a man of my standing? That all you can

see in this outrage is a cheap jest?"

"Oh, I wouldn't go so far as that," says I.

"It's a bit rough on you, I expect, being made a

monkey of so public, but it ain't any killin'

matter at that. Just shows you've got your-

self disliked by somebody or other who took a

lot of pains to be funny at your expense. All

you got to do is have somebody climb up and

tear it down."
"Precisely, McCabe," says he. "That is

why I brought you out here. '

'

"Me?" says I.

He nods. "The young ruffians who 3t the

fire," he goes on, "were the same ones who

returned and did this. As your son was among

them I am holding you responsible for his acts.

I will give you three minutes to remove that."

"Well, that ought to be time enough," says I,

"providin' I felt like climbin'. But somehow

I don't. Not just yet, an>n\'ay. I ain't so sure

you've got a clear case against Sully. Course,

if you have Well, that's different. But

I've got to look into this case myself first."

The Hon. Hi agrees to that. "And when you

do find that he helped perpetrate this outrage,"

he goes on, "I shall expect you to give him the

sound thrashing that he deserves. '

'
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"I don't know about that," says L "I ain't
much of a hand at whaling youngsters. Never
had to, so far. Still, settin' fires is kind of
serious, and if it was done out of pure cussed-
ness "

**Ah!" says the Hon. Hi. " Now you are tak-
ing the proper viewpoint. I think two or three
hours will be long enough for you to investi-
gate. And I trust you to act promptly. I shall
call at your house about 9 o'clock this evening
to have you assure me that the punishment has
been thoroughly administered. The matter of
settling the material damage can be taken up
later."

With that ultimatum he stalks off, jumps into
his car, and leaves Sadie and me starin' at each
other blank.

"The idea!" says she. "Why should Sully
do things like that? And how could he, any-
way? It's absurd. He might have lost that
handkerchief any^vhere, you know. '

'

"Still," says I, "it looks like it was up to me
to do a little sleuth work on this. There's no
denyin' that the youngsters Sully runs with are
a lively bunch and that wherever they go he's
generally in the lead. Just why they should
land on Dishler so hard, though, is what gets
me. Maybe it was some other gang, after all."
When I got home the first thing I did was to

look for a five-gallon gasoline can that I remem-
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bered was about half full in the corner of the

garage. It was gone. Then I spots a light-

weight 15-foot ladder that I keeps hangin' along

«ne side of the garage. There's red clay on the

bottom ends of the ladder, the kind that I'd

noticed thrown up where they'd sunk the up-

ri^te for the billboards.

"Huh!" says I to myself.

There wasn't much doubt but that the Hon.

Hi had the goods on Sully, and as 1 makes a

line for the house I admit I was some hpctic

under the collar. "What sort of young terrier

was wo bringin' up, anyway? Here for two

nights he'd been A.W.O.L. and when we thought

he was sleepin' peaceful in his little nursery cot

he was out traipsin' around with a gang of

young village cut-ups, settin' fires, defacin' bill-

boards, and gettin' mixed up with the Lord

knows what other kinds of crime. It begun to

loojc as though I was more or less of a flivver in

the stern parent role.

As a matter of fact, I'd been kind of proud of

my record, for in all of little Sully's ten years

I couldn't remember but t\s^ce when I'd had to

lay him across my knee. Not that I mean to

give out how he was any angel child. He's a

reg'lar boy, Sully, and just as full of it as the

next one, if not fuller. But up to now he hadn't

pulled anything, barrin' them two breaks, that

seenied to call for the hot hand exercise.
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Course, there 'd been little th'ngs, such as his

mother could handle by a bread-and-mUk
supper sentence or an hour's solitary confine-

ment. And the few times when the charges
w^re more serious and he'd been turned over
to me I'd generally found, after gettin' his

side of it, that the case wasn't so bad as it

seemed. That was my system, a square deal
and a chance to put in a full defense. We'd
just sit do\\'n quiet and talk it over, Sully and
me, and he'd never failed to come across with
the whole story, straight and clean. But now—
I was wonderin' where I could cut a birch
switch.

"What do you think?" asks Sadie anxious,
as I comes in.

"I guess it's a verdict of guilty on both
counts," says I. "'I found more evidence.

Where is he?"
"Having supper in there," says she, pointin'

towards the dining room alcove.

That's another part of my system. Sully
knows that eating supper with his little sister

at 6 ain't a case of must. He can if he wants
to, or he can stay up and have dinner with us
an hour later. But generally he's too tired and
hungry to wait. Anyway, he suits himself, and
there's no howlin' around.

I walks in and pulls a chaii up to the Bitle
table. Maybe I gives him the cold eye as I dies
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it. But that don't feaze him in the least. He's

about as much afraid of me as he is of old

Towzer.

* Hullo, Pop!" says he, through a mouthful

of bread and jam.

Some husk for a ten-year-old. Sully is, you

know. He's ?ot a chest on him like a nail keg

already, and ne'e well muscled. Baseball and

swimmin' and football accounts for that. Also

he shows a good healthy color through the tan

and freckles. Even the reddish curly hair is

faded on top from being in the sun so much.

And them wide blue eyes of his—just like

Sadie's—are clear and steady. Who would

think, to look at him, that he'd slip out at night

and start a fire just out of deviltry?

"Sully," says I. "I've been having a talk

with Mr. Dishler."

' Old Dishy, ehr ' says he. ' * Yar-r-r !
He 's

an old stilf, he is."

** Think so?" says I. "Why?"
"Cause he is," says Sully. "Ask any of the

boys. Reg'lar crab."

"But you haven't anything 'special against

him, have you ? " I asks.

* *Ain 't we, though ! '
' says Sully. *

'
Huh ! '

'

"Well, let it ,ome," says I. "Just what in

particular?"

Sully squirms a bit in his chair, as if he was

uneasy about sayin' any more, but after a
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second or so he straightens up. "What did he

want to go chase us off'n our ball field for?"

he demands.
* When was that ? '

' says I. '
' Where t

'

'

"Week ago Sat 'day," says Sully. "Right in

the middle of the fifth, when we had the Leather

Necks 'leven-nine and th' bases full. Comes

drivin' up with a coupk of special cops and

gives us th' chase. Tries to throw a scare into

us about puttin' us all in th' coop if we ever

come back. You know where we play, do\\Ti by

th' Nut 'n' Bolt?"
*
' Yes, I remember, " says I. " You boys have

been using that field for quite a spell, haven't

yout"
"Always been a di'mond there," says Sully.

"Long as I been goin' to school. And year

before last didn't our team spend a lot to have

the outfield graded off, and put in a rubber

plate! That's why we couldn't buy uniforms

that season. And now, just because his bum
land comp'ny has fenced it all in with billboards

he comes and gives us the run, busts up our

game, and calls u s hoodlums. The old grouch ! '

'

"H-m-m-m!" says L "Couldn't you find

some other field, though?"
'

' Where, Pop ? '

' demands Sully.

I couldn't say. Rockhurst ain't built up so

thicK. There seems to be plenty of land around,

but when you come to look it over I expect
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you'll find somebody's claimin' to use most of

it. PlDcoa like the Boomer-Day estate, where

they got over thirty acres fenced in with a stone

wall.

"Course," I goes on, "that may seem a bit

rough on you youngsters, but T expect Mr.

Dishlor didn't know. Maybe if you'd explained

the case "

**Yar-r-r!" says Sully. '"'Didn't me and

Slippy Dugan go down to the Lank that next

Monday afternoon and try to show him? Ho
wouldn't let us get in a word. Calls in that big

roughneck janitor and has us yanked out by the

collar. 'Throw these young rascals out,

Mide,' says he. And Slippy 's old man saw him
bein ' fired and gives him a lickin' for it. That's

what we got from old Dishy."

"And then?" says I.

With that Sully pinks up in tho ears and

begins to fidget. I waits, watchin' him without

a word, until he looks up again. And once more
he's meetm' me square in the eyes.

"Would you have stood for anything like

that, Pop," says he, "without tryin' to get

even? The boys put it up to me and I

Well, I'll tell you the whole thing. You see,

I "

"Wait, Sully," I breaks in. "It'll keep,

won't it? Then maybe I''' better not know too

much about what you did. Not just now, any-
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way. Understand, I jun't sayin' whether you

should have done whul ver you did or not. But

startin' a fire ia kind )f serious work. Might

mean jail. So I'm hoping you didn't."

"But T didn't, Pop. Honest!" says Sully.

"I tried to tell 'era. Course, though, when
they "

"Yes, I think I understand," says I. "As
for the other—pastin' Disliler's face on the

monkey—that sounds more like your work,

although I don't figure just how you could do

it so well."

" Slippy 's old man does wall paperin'," sug-

gests Sully.

"So he does," says I. "And he might have

done that job while he was sleep-walkin', eht

Or he might have left some pasi. around handy.

But I guess you boys had better call it quits on

Dishler. And no more night prowlin' from you,

young man. Understand!"

"All right, Pop," says Sully. "I'll lay off

it."

And I leaves him to finish lv«i supper.

"WelU" says ^ '^.ie, who o been out in the

livin* room all inis tin? ^vith her fingers

gripped, listenin'.

"Extenuatin' circumstances," says I.

"But—but he didn't do all these dreadful

things Mr. Dishler accuses him of, did he?" she

asks.
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"Not half," says I.

"There!" says Sadie. "I just knew he

didn't."

And after dinner she calls down from up-

stairs for me to come take a look. "He 'a

asleep already," says she. "See!"
And say, with his curly head snuggled down

on the pillow and his long lashes quiet on his

cheeks, and a peaceful smile playin' around the

comers of his lips, he does look more or less

like a young cherub. As we stands watchin'

him I hears the door buzzer. Tellin' Sadie to

stay there I tiptoes out easy. It's the Hon. Hi,

on hand to the minute.

"Well, McCabe," says he, "have you given

him that thrashing?"

"Not yet," says I.

"What?" says ho. "Then when do you in-

tend "

"Not until I catch him doin' something worse

than I'd do if I was in his place," says I.

"Very well," says he, shruggin' his shoul-

ders. " You know the alternative. It will be a

somewhat disagreeable duty for me, but I shall

make a charge of malicious mischief."

"Think you can prove itt" says I.

"I shall try," sayr ^ " "You may expect an

officer up in the monuL ,.

'

"Dishler," says T, "have you thought out

just what kind of a figure you're goin' to cut
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prosecutin' a ten-year-old boy in police courtT

And another thing: You know them billboards

your company put up ain't any too popular.

You and the billboards are goin' to be thrown

up prominent in this case, if it coniei, off. A
lot of people who haven't seen you posin' as

Mason's monkey are goin' to heai all the de-

tails. Some of 'em will snicker. Then about

the boys' ball field. Wasn't that kind of hog-

gish of you to run *em off? What harm was

they doin', anyway? It strikes me, Dishler,

that if I'd been the one to block puttin' through

that school playground scheme, as you did last

spring, I'd have thought t»' . -out chasin'

the youngsters off a vacant

Maybe you can guess tha '

.

time the

Hon. Hi has worked up quite a r'^ olor. The

white side whiskers looked 'most like they was

sproutin' out of red flannel.

"I shall run my own affairs in my own way,"

says he, kind of hoarse and throaty. "If you

want to save the young rascal from arrest you

must punish him yourself."

"I suppose you'd like to see the thrashin'

done? Right now, eh?" says I.

"That would be most satisfactory," says he.

"Oh, well," says I, sighin'. "He's upstairs.

Come along. '

'

And before the Hon. Hi could back out I've

towed him in beside the cot where little Sully
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is smilin' at the funny things in his dreams.

I don't know how long it's been since Hi Dish-

ler has had a close-up of a sleepin' youngster.

1 believe he has a grown-up son somewhere out

"VTest, and I think I heard 'em say he lost an-

other years back. But both of 'em must have
been about Sully's age once. Also, while the

Hon. Hi is kind of stiff-necked as a bank presi-

dent, and more or less of a shark when it comes
to real estate deals, he's been a daddy, too.

And as I was admittin' just now, Sully asleep

is easier to look at than any stained glass

cherub you ever saw.

"What do you say?" says I. "Shall I wake
him up and thrash him now?"
"Eh?" says Dishler, startin' as though I'd

punched him in the ribs. "No, no, McCabe. I

—I've been rather hasty, I fear. Rather an ass,

too." And he starts backin* out.

"You see," says I, as we gets down to the

front hall, "the boys was kind of sore. It was
the only place they had to play ball in. Now if

you could sort of give out that they might '*

"Yes, yes, of course they may," he breaks in.

"Until we give them a regular playground, at

least. I—I think you're right about that,

Shorty.'*

"Say," says I. "You're goin' to see a
tickled lot of Mds out there if you should drop
around some afternoon. Which reminds me of



LITTLE SULLY COMES THROUGH 313

something else. That soap ad. I'm ready to

climb now. Got your car here I Good! Wait a

minute until I get a ladder and I'll go along

with you. '

'

When I lugs out the little ladder he takes a

squint at it in the moonlight.
*• Think that's long enough?" says he.

**Sure," says I, ''unless it's shrunk since the

other night."

"Oh!" says he, and if it hadn't been the Hon.

Hi Dishler I should have said he followed it

with a chuckle.

THE END

>»
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