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FOREWORD

Through careful study, it has been discovered that the average boy
spends a great deal of his leisure time in reading. For this reason those
responsible for promoting the Boy Scout Movement have definitely inter-
ested themselves in supplying an attractive and at the same time wholesome
reading program for him. The official Handbook for Boys has now
reached a distribution of over 200,000 copies a year; Boys’ Life, the
official monthly magazine of the movement, has reached a circulation of
100,000 and it is growing steadily; and in the last few years, there has
been made available, with the aid of a strong Library Commission,
a special edition of books for boys, known as Ewery Boy’s Library.
Further, the Boy Scout Movement undertakes to list books which are
worth while, and is prepared to give advice, when requested, as to books
which are not worth while.

Opportunity has been presented for the Boy Scout Movement to go
a step further in its desire to help in providing beneficial reading matter,
by codperating in the publication of a Boy Scouts’ Year Book. The first
of the series of annual publications of this character was published in 1916.
This, the eighth volume, like the former volumes, contains stories, articles
and illustrations which are taken largely from Boys’ Life. Their publica-
tion in these volumes will help to preserve in a more enduring form much
of the splendid material which eminent men (public officials, educational
leaders, naturalists, explorers, handicraft experts, scout leaders, fiction
writers, humorists and artists) are providing for current publication in the
scouts’ official magazine.

To all of these men the thanks of the Boy Scouts of America are
extended—and particularly to Mr. Daniel Carter Beard, who serves as
associate editor of Boys’ Life, finding as always the greatest compensation
to be that satisfaction which comes from knowledge of greater joys and
benefits brought into the lives of boys.

James E. WEsT

Chief Scout Executive
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By Joseph B. Ames

of the mess hall after supper, Dick
Hollister turned to his companion
with a sniff.

“All that bunk about the daily good
turn makes me sick!” he declared. ““From
the way Mr. Marvin harps on it, you’d
think there wasn’t another earthly thing
to scouting.”

Ted Mitchell hesitated. He liked and
admired his chum, but this was not the
first time he had been startled by Dick’s
radical and unexpected comments.

“Oh, I don’t know,” he shrugged pres-
ently. “Of course it is pretty important.
Really, when you get down to cases, it’s
sort of the foundation of scouting, isn’t it?”’

“Oh, yes—theoretically,” snorted Hol-
lister, turning into the path which led down
to the lake. “But how many fellows
follow it up, I ask you? How many are
there in our own troop, for instance, who
do a real good turn every day? I don’t
mean chopping wood, or running an
errand, which they’d have to do anyway,
but some stunt that’s really hard or means
giving up something. I’ll bet you wouldn’t
find a single one.”

Again Mitchell was slightly at a loss for
words. He knew himself to be a far from
perfect scout, but he did have ideals con-
cerning good turns and other things,
though it was quite impossible to talk
about them. Moreover his feeling for
Hollister, who was nearly a year clder and

Q-S the crowd of scouts streamed out

the object of a sincere though secret admir-
ation, made him reluctant to take any
stand radically opposed to his opinions.

Some one else, however, appeared to be
untroubled by any such reluctance. As
Mitchell hesitated, trying to think of some
form of argument which would influence
wnthout antagonizing his friend, a sharp
voice behind them spoke caustxcally

“You’re a hot sort of a scout! I always
thought you were one of the kind who goes
into a troop just for the fun he can get out
of it and nothing else.”

Both boys turned swiftly to behold be-
hind them on the steep path, the figure of
Charles Thatcher, a boy belonging to
another troop, who from the first day in
camp had been the object of Hollister’s
frequent ridicule. He was tall and thin
and rather odd looking, with a brush of
straggling hair and certain marked eccen-
tricities of manner which made him a
natural target for a fellow of the big, dom-
inating, athletic type like Hollister. But
Thatcher, though lacking physical quali-

' fications, had a ready wit and a sarcastic

tongue which he never hesitated to use,
and the two were constantly indulging in
verbal clashes.

“Why, here’s Cholly!” drawled Hol-
lister, with an irritating intonation on the
name. ‘“‘Full of good works as usual, I see.
How is it you can spare time from studying
up merit badges and things to come down
here on a lecture tour?”
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The other sniffed. “Don’t worry. It’s
nothing to me what a bum scout you are.
You're not in our troop, thank goodness.”

“You've said it]” agreed Hollister ferv-
ently. But though his voice was quiet
enough, Mitchell noticed a faint flush dark-
ening his clear tan. “It's bad enough hav-
ing to put up with you for two weeks in
camp. Grab a boat, Ted; there won't be
any left in a minute.”

They had emerged from the wooded
slope to the dock where a number of scouts
were getting ready to go out on the lake
during the two hours which intervened be-
tween supper and the evening council fire.
Mitchell made haste to take possession of
one of the two remaining row boats, while
Hollister, apparently noticing for the first
time the jointed rod Thatcher carried,
raised his eyebrow in mock surprise and
consternation.

“Good gracious, Cholly!” he protested.
“You're not going out fishing on a cool
night like this, I hope? Why, those drum
sticks of yours will get to clanking together
and scare every fish within a mile. Have
a heart.”

There was a concerted giggle from the
other boys in which Mitchell could not help
joining. Thatcher’s legs, displayed to un-
common advantage in his scanty shorts,
"~ were of that extraordinarily skinny type
which seem to be of the same girth from
thigh to ankle except where the knee-bones
bulge prominently. The mental picture of
these clanking together like castanets
struck Ted as funny and he chuckled again
as Dick joined him in the boat.

Thatcher appeared undisturbed, though
Ted had a notion he was rather sensitive
on the subject of his figure. ‘“Look out
you don’t fall overboard,” he called.
“You'd sink to the bottom head first.”

Hollister shouted back a brief retort and
then, as Mitchell rowed away from the
dock, settled comfortably in the stern.
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“That guy's getting too doggone fresh,”
he remarked. ‘“He needs a dressing down,
and so does the rest of that bunch from
Hartland.”

“You've said something,” agreed
Mitchell, heading down the lake. “Most
of them are the limit, though there’s a few
of our own crowd who are just as bad.
That Morgan and Puggsley in Tent Two,
for instance. Eliot Parker says they never
do any work at all around the tent; he says
they've lost the inspection three or four
times just because those two are so beastly
lazy.”

“I know,” nodded Hollister. ‘‘They're
both from Troop Three at home. Puggs-
ley is that fat, red-faced kid who’s always
cating. He gets boxes of stuff from River-
ton and never gives even a piece of cake
to anybody. Well, we can settle them at
the same time.”

Mitchell's eyes widened. ‘“The same
time?” he repeated curiously. “What's the
idea? What are you going to do?”

Dick laughed. “What would you say
to getting up a little midnight hazing party
to show some of these fresh guys where
they get off. Oh, nothing very strenuous,”
he added, observing his friend’s doubtful
expression. “Just a few simple stunts to
let ’em know they don't quite own the
camp.”

“Some of them need it all right,” agreed
Ted. “I don’t seem to mind Thatcher the
way you do; he'’s not a bad scout if he is
queer. But some of the others give me a
pain, loafing along with just enough work
to keep the officers from landing on their
necks. It would be sort of risky, though,
wouldn't it?”

“Not so very. Of course, if Mr.
Marvin caught us he’d raise Ned, he's so
doggone strict. But he and Wally Ham-
mond sleep 'way down by the mess hall,
and with Mr. Garnett away these two days
there won't be a soul up at camp after Taps
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except that Brewster scoutmaster from
Hartland.”

“We should worry about him,”
shrugged Mitchell.- “He sleeps like a log.
I've seen Mr. Garnett regularly pull him
out of bed to wake him up after Reveille.”

“Sure. You see how easy it'll be? If
we take care he'll never know anything has
happened. Let’s see who we can get to
help. There’s Buck Henger and Pat, and
Russ Rogers, Gusty, Eliot Parker and
maybe Kid Underwood. With you and me
that ought to be plenty. Now I'll tell you
some of the stunts I've doped out.”

Though they were several hundred
yards from shore, he instinctively lowered
his voice, and Mitchell, punctuating the re-
cital with frequent chuckles and approving
comment, rowed mechanically toward the
channel leading into the second lake.

A chain of three lakes lay along the bot-
tom of a twisting, irregular valley sur-
rounded by forest-covered hills which were
almost mountains. The curving, thickly
wooded shores were dotted with numerous
scout camps, some of them the property
of large scout centers, while others, like
Camp Wawoc, from which the two had
just come, were open to boys from smaller
communities where the scouts were not
numerous enough to have camps of their
own.

At this particular after-supper hour,
which was a general period of relaxation
throughout the whole camp territory, the
scene was especially picturesque. The
lakes were dotted with canoes and boats
of every description, from the small, flat-
bottom affair to the big gray ‘‘battleship”
propelled by ten oars. Every one who
could get a craft that floated was in it.
Impromptu races were frequently pulled
oft; good-natured raillery passed from boat
to boat and strenuous, though equally good-
natured, splashing contests occurred, from
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which the participants emerged, soaked but
laughing.

There was something about it all which
appealed immensely to Mitchell, who never
ceased to be thankful that he and Dick
had been early chosen to fetch the evening
mail from the headquarters building on
the second lake. Even to-night, absorbed
as he was in the details of Hollister’s plan,
he took a half-conscious pleasure in the
gorgeous glow of the western sky, noted
with passing approval the way the smoke
from different camp fires stood out against
the forest green like slim, gray columns,
or let his attention wander for an instant
as a swelling volume of song came to them
across the water from a group of scouts,
lounging lazily on a mass of out-thrust rock
along the further shore, and, as he listened,
he thrilled with a feeling of exultation, a
feeling that for some reason always stirred
him when in camp. He could not help but
wonder, vaguely, whether it was a buried
instinct of his cave-dwelling ancestors re-
vived by contact with the out-of-doors.
Whatever .it was, it gave him extreme
pleasure; that he knew.

The mail secured, they turned straight
back, omitting their usual row about the
lakes which as a rule extended until the
fading lemon sky warned them that twi-
light was at hand. Landing at the dock,
they carried letters and parcels up to the
mess hall, also used as a general head-
quarters, and turned them over to the camp
director, Mr. Marvin.

A clamorous throng awaited the distri-
bution of the mail, so it was not difficult
to slip away without further delay. They
were out of the building and heading up
the trail, when Hollister’s attention was
attracted by the sight of Hammond, the
young assistant director, busily engaged in
painting the blade of an oar bright green.
A dozen completed ones leaned against the
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wall of the rustic cook shack, and Dick
paused abruptly.

“What's that for, Wally?” he asked
curiously.

Hammond grinned. “So’s we'll know
‘em when you fellows drop them overboard
or let the boats adrift and they're picked
up by some other camp. I'm going to
decorate the scows to-morrow. You're
back early,” he added. “Anything for
me?”

“Why, yes; two letters, I think.”

Hammond gave the oar a final sweep
with his brush and stood it with the others.
“Guess I'll call it a job,” he remarked, re-
placing the brush in the can and tucking
the latter carefully under the raised floor
of the cook shack. “I haven’t heard from
home for three or four days.”

He departed without further words and
Hollister watched his retreating back with
speculative eyes. The moment he had
turned into the mess hall, the boy bent
swiftly and, retrieving the paint can, caught
Mitchell by an arm and hurried him up
the trail.

“What the dickens!” exclaimed the puz-
zled Ted.

“T'll tell you later,” said Dick briefly.
“The first thing to do is to get this up to
camp without anybody seeing us. Hustle.”

In Wawoc, as with many of the other
scout camps along the lakes, the character
of the shore made it difficult or impossible
to group the entire camp on one level. In
this case the mess hall, cook shack, as-
sembly ground, wash house and accommo-
dations for the permanent camp officials
were located on a narrow plateau close to
the lake and about thirty feet above it.
From here, a winding trail led up to the
camp proper, where a dozen or more army
tents, each on its little clearing cut out of
the thick woods, sheltered the boys, whose
discipline after Taps sounded devolved
more or less on the scoutmasters or local
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officials who usually accompanied each
group.

So far the plan had worked very well.
Three-quarters of the scouts now at
Wawoc were from the same town and in
charge of Mr. Garnett, deputy scout com-
missioner of Riverton, who was well liked
by the boys and knew how to keep order.
He was not officiously alert the instant
Taps was blown for the slightest giggle
or whispered remark, so when his voice
was heard from the officer’s tent on the
other side of the trail, the scouts knew it
was time to subside or take the conse-
quences.

That morning, however, he had been
forced to return to Riverton on business
which would keep him away two days, and
Mr. Brewster, the Hartland scoutmaster,
was left alone to keep order. He was an
excellent leader but, as Ted Mitchell had
observed, afflicted with an unusual ca-
pacity for sound slumber.

“I only hope Mr. Marvin won't think
of sticking Wally up here, or maybe stay-
ing himself,” remarked Dick, as they
rounded the last curve of the trail and
surveyed the almost deserted camp.

It was dusk here among the trees and
the two reached their own tent unobserved
by the few boys lounging in the others.
The can of paint was pushed out of sight
under the board floor, and they went in-
side and sat down on one of the cots.

With their heads close together, Hol-
lister spoke for a few moments in a rapid
undertone. Suddenly Ted gave a snort of
laughter.

“Gee! But how'll they ever get it off ?”

Dick chuckled. “It'l wear off in the
course of time, I guess; or maybe some of
them will have sense enough to think of
kerosene.”

Mitchell straightened suddenly. “Say,
Dick,” he exclaimed. “Why can’t we pi
a few of those beds now? There’s hardly
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a soul around and it'll be dark in Oh,
thunder!”

The notes of a bugle, softened a little
by distance, floated up to them from the
lower levels where, in a clearing beside the
lake, the evening council fire was held.
Presently two scouts emerged from a near-
by tent and strolled down the trail. A
moment or so later three others followed
them at a run, but still the two occupants
of Tent Three sat motionless, eyeing one
another questioningly.

“Duck!” breathed Hollister all at once.

The flap of the officers’ tent across the
trail had been thrust aside and Mr.
Brewster emerged, carrying a flashlight.

“All down to the council fire,” he
called.

As with one movement, Hollister and
Mitchell slipped to the floor and rolled
under the adjoining cots, where they lay
while the scoutmaster made a tour of the
encampment, flashing his light around the
interior of each tent. At length, satisfied
apparently that all the scouts had preceded
him, he walked brisky down the trail and
out of sight.

“You're right, Ted; we couldn’t have a
better chance,” said Hollister as they
scrambled up. “We'll have to speed,
though. Let’s take this tent first.”

There followed a strenuous three-quar-
ters of an hour. The two boys worked
rapidly, sparing neither friend nor foe. In
fact no tent escaped their promiscuous at-
tention. Beds were pied, or, when left
untouched, various bristly articles such as
hair brushes, stiff pine twigs or sundry
prickly briers were artfully inserted be-
tween the blankets and thrust well down,
where unexpected contact with tender feet
would cause the owner exquisite emotions
of surprise. The happy discovery outside
one of the Hartland tents of a tin con-
taining two freshly caught conners caused
chortles of delight, and the damp fish were
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instantly slipped between Thatcher’s
blankets. Finally, in the last tent of all,
which stood at a little distance from the
others and was occupied by eight scouts
from Marlboro who had arrived late that
afternoon, the sight of a hammer and a
box of nails gave Hollister a brilliant idea.

“Let’s nail their shoes to the floor,” he

suggested.
“That's sort of mean,” objected
Mitchell. “It would ruin 'em, wouldn’t

it?”

“Not if we drive nails through the eye-
let holes,” retorted Dick, seizing the ham-
mer.

Reassured, Ted entered into the busi-
ness gleefully and in ten joyful minutes
every shoe in the tent had been fastened
firmly to the floor, suit cases made im-
movable by hammering nails through strap
holes, and a number of other articles simi-
larly treated. Hollister, who had pur-
posely spared the belongings of a single
cot, surveyed the effect with extreme ap-
proval.

“It looks great,” he chuckled. “They'll
never suspect a thing 'till they come to lift
one up. Well, let’s get on to the camp fire
before we're pinched.”

Speeding down the trail, they made a
circuit of the mess hall, and crept through
the shadows with such care that they man-
aged to reach the outside of the wide circle
of scouts gathered around the council fire,
apparently without being noticed. When
the ceremony broke up some ten minutes
later they hastened to approach the six or
seven boys who had been picked to take
part in the doings later and gave them a
whispered hint of the night's plans. As
a result they were among the last to reach
the tents after the call to quarters, and,
passing the Marlboro tent, were greatly
entertained by the irate exclamations issu-
ing therefrom.

“I can’t move my bag!”
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“Neither can I. Some sucker’s nailed
it to the floor!”

“Doggone it! My sneaks are nailed
down, too. Who do you s’pose did it?"”

“I’ll bet it was Chub. His things haven't
been touched. Where is the son-of-a-gun,
anyway? Oh, there you are. Think you're
smart, don’t you? Pile on him, fellows;
ruin him.”

Shrieks, the thud of feet and the creak-
ing of an overburdened cot showed that
the misplaced vengeance was being sum-
marily applied. Suppressing their giggles,
Hollister and Mitchell passed on to their
own tent where similar outraged comments
were arising. Dick had pied his own bed
and placed a hair brush in Mitchell's, so
both were enabled to add their outcries to
the general din.

“Pipe down, you fellows,” came sud-
denly in Mr. Marvin's stentorian tones.
“Less noise here, or there’ll be some penal-
ties dealt out pretty quick.”

The worst of the uproar swiftly sub-
sided, but there continued a low under-
current of grumbling, recrimination, sub-
dued comment and question, mingled with
the creak of cots as beds were petulantly
remade, and half-suppressed laughter from
the few fortunates who had escaped un-
scathed. Notable among the latter was
Puggsley’s shrill twitter. Hollister nudged
his friend and the boys grinned significantly
at one another.

Taps, followed by the energetic patrol-
ling of Mr. Brewster, soon brought about
the usual quiet, and Ted’s mind shifted to
the important question as to whether or
not the camp director meant to occupy the
officers’ tent that night. Just now he stood
in front of it with Hammond. Presently
Mr. Brewster joined them, and for ten
minutes or more the murmur of their con-
versation came indistinctly to Ted, who
had a good view of the proceedings from

under the rolled-up flap. At length, with
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immense satisfaction, he saw Wally pick
up his lantern from the ground and
watched the swinging light, which shone
clearly on two pairs of legs moving down
the trail and out of sight.

There followed an interminable period
of waiting. Ted had slipped into the
blankets without taking off his clothes and
meant to stay awake until Hollister gave
the signal for the foray. But as the min-
utes passed he grew intolerably sleepy and
finally, venturing to close his eyes, it
seemed impossible to open them again. He
was roused by a touch on his shoulder to
find a shadowy figure bending over him.

“Time,” Dick whispered. ‘‘Brewster’s
dead to the world and snoring.”

Wide awake now and tingling a little
with excitement, Ted slid off the cot and
together they wakened Henger, Patterson
and Russ Rogers, who were in the same
tent.

Outside the faint glow from a yellow,
waning moon dimly illumined the camp site
and made it unnecessary to use their flash
lights. The five conspirators stole over
to the adjoining tent to rouse Gusty and
Kid Underwood, and then, with redoubled
caution, approached the entrance of Tent
Four to waken Eliot Parker and secure
Puggsley, who had been voted the first
victim.

Heavy breathing from all sides encour-
aged Hollister to risk a flash from his
electric torch, which revealed Puggsley
lying on his back on a cot next the en-
trance, the blankets strained over his portly
form and reassuring snores issuing from
his open mouth. While Parker was being
roused by one of the others, Hollister
motioned Buck Henger to take the foot
of the cot. He himself lifted up the other,
and together, with extreme caution, they
carried it out of the tent to the trail.

This had been an old wood road and
ran beyond the camp a mile or more be-
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fore merging into another road. To the
accompaniment of smothered giggles, the
unconscious Puggsley was borne along it
for a hundred yards where the whole
crowd halted. Then, at a whispered word
from Hollister, the cot was suddenly
turned over in the middle of a thick clump
of fern growing beside the road.

A muffled shriek rent the air and in-
stantly the cot upheaved in a grotesque and
most diverting manner. Delighted, the
boys waited expectantly for Puggsley to
emerge, flushed and furious. Instead of
this the cot continued to rock about; grunts,
groans and puffing gasps issued from be-
neath, and it was at length discovered that
the fat boy had not only pinned his blankets
together, but likewise fastened them to the
cot itself, and was helplessly entangled in
the mass.

“Serves him right, the loon,” chuckled
Henger, rapping the bulging bottom of the
cot with a switch he carried. “It's against
the rules to stick pins in the canvas, and
he knows it.”

“Outch!” bellowed Puggsley thickly.
“Cut that out! Lemme up; I'm smother-
ing.”

Then some humane member of the party
righted the cot, revealing the empurpled
visage of the fat boy, contorted with
mingled rage and apprehension. The
movement also dislodged from under his
pillow a large chocolate layer cake, con-
siderably mussed but otherwise in fair con-
dition and lacking but a single segment.
Patterson pounced on it.

“Oh, boy!"” he jubilated. *“Puggs, you
beastly pig! Anybody got a knife?”

One was produced and the cake in-
stantly divided. Puggsley, taking advan-
tage of the lull, managed to extricate him-
self from the blankets and disconsolately
watched the consumption of his property.

“Ain’t you going to leave me any?” he
whined. “I've only had a little piece.”
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“You're doggone lucky to get that,”
stated Hollister curtly. ‘“Where's the
paint, Russ? Hold him, you fellows,
while I do the decorating.”

The sight of the brandished brush, drip-
ping brilliant green, wrung a wail from
Puggsley that was quickly stified by a hand
across his mouth. But before Hollister
had time to act, Parker was seized by the
idea of making the situation serve a prac-
tical purpose.

“Let him oft if he'll promise to do his
share of the work around the tent, Dick,”
he urged. “If he don't, you can paint him
up to-morrow or any other time.”

But the fat boy was in a condition to
promise anything, so the matter was quick-
ly adjusted and the crowd returned to
camp.

The abduction of Morgan was per-
formed with equal success, but, to vary the
performance, he was tied to his cot, carried
some distance up the trail and abandoned.
Puggsley, now firmly attached to the party
and grown exceedingly bloodthirsty, was
keen for putting him through all sorts of
stunts, but Hollister curtly vetoed his sug-
gestions.

“Who’s running this, anyway?” he de-
manded. “We want to get after that Hart-
land bunch before somebody wakes up and
spills the beans.”

As a matter of fact, he was thinking
mainly of Thatcher, whose sarcastic re-
marks of a few hours before still rankled.
Nor was it the first time, either.” Though
Dick himself had started the bickering that
marked their first encounter, he had real-
ized for some time that he was no match
verbally for the Hartland scout’s caustic
tongue. And more than once during the
week the latter’s digs got under his skin
and made him long to shake the fellow
till his teeth rattled.

Personal chastisement being impossible,
owing to Thatcher’s size, the present op-
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portunity seemed an ideal way of paying
up old scores, and Hollister was unwilling
to lose any more time in carrying out his
plans.

Thatcher’s sleeping place had been
marked down beforehand and the two boys
managed to lift his cot out of the tent
without waking him. Then, unfortunately,
Henger tripped over a root and gave the
sleeper such a jolt that he started up with
a bewildered expression and a sudden
sharp inquiry as to what the dickens was
the matter.

“Grab him—quick I” hissed Hollister, at
the same instant catching Thatcher about
the shoulders and clapping a hand across
his mouth.

Instantly the fellow began to squirm and
struggle furiously. But Dick managed to
keep his hold, while Henger and Patter-
son grabbed his legs. Lifting the wriggling

body, blankets and all, they started down'

the track, the others trailing eagerly be-
hind.

Hollister was astonished at the amount
of strength shown by the captive. All the
way along the trail he never for an in-
stant ceased his writhing, twisting, kicking
struggle to escape. It was all the older
chap could do to keep his hand over the
fellow’s mouth, and, by the time they had
reached a safe distance, Dick was nearly
played out.

“Grab his hands, you fellows,” he said
to Gusty and Mitchell. “Buck and Pat
keep hold of his feet. Take my necker-
chief, Russ, and tie it over his mouth or
he’ll wake up the whole camp. All ready?
Now!”

In spite of Thatcher's furious move-
ments the neckerchief was adjusted, the
jacket of his pajamas taken off and he was
held face downward on his blankets in the
middle of the trail. But as Dick Hollister
stood over him, paint can in one hand and
dripping brush in the other, he was con-

16

scious of a sudden, curious reluctance to
proceed. Something about that thin, nar-
row-shouldered back, on which each rib
and vertebra stood out distinctly, stung him
with an inexplicable sense of shame, and
for a moment he held his hand.

“Don’t be all night,” urged Gusty.
“He’s a regular eel.”

Without a particle of the pleasure he
had expected from the act, Hollister bent
over and slapped a broad streak of green
down the middle of Thatcher’s back. At
the first touch of the brush the fellow sud-
denly ceased struggling and lay quite still,
save for a smothered panting and an
irregular heaving of his narrow, bony
shoulders. Reluctantly Hollister splashed
another streak of paint at right angles to
the first and then abruptly straightened.

“Is that all you're going to do?” de-
manded Puggsley in an aggrieved tone.
“Why don't you paint him all—"

“Yes, it is!" snapped Hollister. “Let
him up.”

Released, Thatcher lay still for an in-
stant; then springing to his feet, he tore
off the neckerchief and faced Hollister.
He was deeply flushed and his eyes were
bright with tears of rage.

“You beastly—coward!” he said in a
low, uneven voice. “I knew you were a
bum scout, but I didn’t think you were the
kind to take five fellows to—to do your
dirty work.”

Hollister reddened. *‘Better cut out that
sort of stuft, or: "

“You'll beat me up, I suppose,” sneered
Thatcher. “Why don't you do it? You've
got plenty of fellows here to help.”

Hollister's lips parted for a cutting re-
tort; then closed with a snap. “Come
ahead, fellows,” he said curtly, turning on
his heel. ‘“We're through with this fresh
Ike. Let's get busy.”

He started back toward camp, the others
following. A side glance showed him
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Thatcher thrusting one arm into the sleeve
of his pajama jacket and he had an absurd
impulse to warn him not to put it on with-
out first wiping off the paint. Then a
turn in the trail blotted out the solitary
figure.

To Dick all the zest seemed annoyingly
to have gone out of the enterprise. He
was furious with himself, but that could
not prevent his feeling as he did—that
Thatcher, in a way, was right. A spirit
of bravado succeeded, caused partly by the
desire to crush down those disagreeable
qualms, and partly by the feeling that he
must do something to retrieve his reputa-
tion. Under this influence he led the band
to further depredations. Bags and suit-
cases were taken from various quarters and
erected in a great pile in front of the offi-
cers’ tent; the cheeks of sundry sound
sleepers were ornamented with daubs of
paint, and a number of other little stunts
performed.

Finally, just as the camp was becoming
generally aroused, Hollister was seized
with an idea which struck him as a fitting
climax to the night's escapade. The new
fellows from Marlboro in the last tent of
all had not yet been disturbed and, situated
as they were a little apart from the rest,
had apparently not been wakened.

“What'’s the name of that new chap—
the one we sent down to the cook before
supper to ask for white lampblack?” he
asked abruptly, as the gang gathered at the
upper end of the camp.

“Whitney, I think,” answered Mitchell.
uWhy?n

“T'll tell you,” returned Hollister rap-
idly. “He’s green as grass, and none of
them are wise to what’s going on yet. You
fellows pipe down and get back to bed and
in about five minutes I'll rush in there with
word that Whitney's wanted on the long
distance ’'phone down in Mr. Marvin's
room. Of course there isn’t any telephone,
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but he’s sure to bite. I'll take him down
as far as the mess hall and tell him to go
right into the chief’s room. Can’t you see
how wild they'll be, waked up like that in
the middle of the night?”

“Gee, that’s great!” chuckled Patterson.
“You want to be sure and get away in
time, though.”

“Trust me,” shrugged Dick. “Now get
busy and quiet down.”

Without further delay the boys scattered
to their tents. Hollister sat down on the
foot of Mitchell’s cot, and at the end of
ten minutes’ interval, during which things
had quieted down considerably, he rose and
slipped softly out.

From his cot Ted watched his white
figure disappear down the trail. There
was a brief period of waiting and then the
murmur of voices came from the Marl-
boro tent. For a moment this rose higher,
and Mitchell caught a sharp, strained note
of anxiety in one of them. Then the sounds
died away completely.

Peering under the tent flap, Ted kept
his eyes fixed intently on the farthest bit
of trail in view. He had calculated that
Dick ought to be back within five minutes,
and long before ten passed he had begun
to worry. After a few more minutes of
fidgeting he was certain that something
had happened, and a low-voiced discussion
arose between the wakeful occupants of
the tent.

This continued for some time and then
ended abruptly when Hollister himself
stalked in on them. He was greeted with
a volley of eager questions.

“Oh, it worked all right,” he stated
curtly, beginning to strip off his clothes.
“Too doggone well, in fact.”

“What happened?” demanded several
voices at once.

“I was pinched, that's all.”

“Oh, gee! How the deuce—"
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“Because I was a nut,” growled Dick,
reaching for his pajamas. ‘“The kid was
nervous as a witch, but I got him down all
right, and then, instead of hustling back, 1
slipped around to the back window to see
what happened. Marvin was furious, of
course. I could hear him plain as any-
thing through the open window and was
enjoying it a lot when all of a sudden
somebody grabbed me, and there was
Wally!”

He stopped, switched off his flash light,
and slipped between the blankets. The
other scouts, sitting up in bed, stared
toward him apprehensively through the
darkness.

“Well?” they demanded as with one
voice.

“That’s all,” returned Hollister in a
voice he strove, not altogether successfully,
to make hard and casual. *‘I got one peach
of a dressing down from Marvin. It
seems young Whitney left a sick sister at
home and was scared stiff. But how was
I to know that? And you'd think a guy
with any sense at all would know they
couldn’t run telephone wires all over a
wilderness like this. Of course I got
canned. It's the noon train home for me
to-morrow. I should worry, though;
there’re other camps besides this. . . .
For heaven's sake, fellows, cut out the sob
stuff. I'm going to sleep.”

But though he pulled the blankets up to
his chin and closed his eyes, the wails and
lamentations from the others had long died
away, the boys themselves were sound
asleep, and still Hollister tossed wakefully.
For all his bravado, the climax of the eve-
ning had been a crushing blow. He did
not in the least want to go home in dis-
grace, and down in his heart he knew there
could not possibly be another camp as
wonderful as Wawco. Bitter regrets,
self - recriminations and apprehensive
thoughts of Mr. Garnet filled his mind
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before he fell finally into a troubled
slumber.

In the morning it was even worse. The
fellows went around with solemn looks,
and after breakfast he had to listen, with
flushed face and averted eyes, to the public
announcement of his sentence. He was
then detained by Mr. Marvin to receive
directions about taking the stage to the
nearest railroad station, and when he left
the mess hall not a scout was in sight.

“Getting ready for inspection, I s’pose,”
he grunted, thinking regretfully of the
pride he had taken in the immaculate con-
dition of their tent, which had thrice won
the daily inspection.

But when he reached the camp he found
Tent Three empty, and noticed that there
was almost nobody about. Dragging out
his suitcase, he began to cram his belong-
ings into it, trying to stifle the hurt feeling
in his heart.

“I should think Ted might have stuck
around a little,” he muttered.

But nobody at all appeared until he had
finished packing and spread out his blan-
kets. Then, just as he was picturing to
himself Thatcher's pleasure at the outcome
of affairs, Puggsley came panting up the
trail and paused at the entrance of the tent.

“Mr. Marvin wants to see you right
away, Hollister,” he puffed.

“Can’t he wait 'till I've got my blankets
rolled?”’ demanded Dick crossly.

“No; he says to come down right
away.”

Slightly puzzled, Hollister rose from
his knees and stalked out of the tent. All
the way down the trail he met no one, and
on reaching the mess hall he was surprised
to find Mr. Marvin the only visible occu-
pant.

“Well, Dick,” began the camp director,
with a quizzical expression, “I've yielded
to pressure about your leaving camp. The
whole crowd plagued the life out of me
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—

until I agreed to give you another chance.”

Hollister caught his breath and a wave
of crimson flooded his tanned face.

“You—you mean I'm to stay?” he
asked.

Mr. Marvin nodded. ‘“Mitchell and
half a dozen others said they were just
as much to blame, and——"

“But they weren’t at all,” cut in the boy
impulsively. “I really planned most of it
and started the whole thing going.”

“I guessed as much,” smiled the camp
director. Then his face grew serious. *“I
don’t want you to get away with the idea
that we can put up with any more of the
sort of thing that went on last night.
There’s no real harm in it, perhaps, except
for the fright you gave young Whitney,
and of course you couldn’t have known
about his sick sister. But to run a camp
- like this properly we've got to have dis-
cipline, and every one ought to have a
sense of pride and responsibility in helping
to preserve it. I'm sure you'll realize this
when you come to think it over. That's
one of the reasons I want you to stay—
that, and the hope that you'll interest your-
self a little more than you have in the
deeper things of scouting. Well, that’s
all, I think. You'll find the fellows up at
camp. They went around by the back trail
from the council rock, where they held
their impromptu mass meeting.”

For an instant Hollister stood silent, his
muscular fingers working nervously. Then
his chin went up and he looked the director
squarely in the eyes.

“Thank you very much, sir,” he said
briefly.

“Not at all,” smiled Mr. Marvin. “You
really want to thank the fellows, especially
Thatcher, who seems to have been the one
to stir them up.”

Hollister’s jaw sagged.
he gasped incredulously.
mean—Charlie Thatcher?”

“Thatcher!”
“You don'’t
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“That’s the one. He got the fellows
together right after breakfast, I believe;
headed the delegation to me and did most
of the talking.”

Hollister turned dazedly away and
started up the trail. “Thatcher!” he
muttered. “Cholly Thatcher! What did
he do that for?”

As he climbed the ascent a dozen an-
swers to the question came into his mind,
only to be rejected as impossible. He
gained the camp, still quite at sea, to find
it resounding with the usual bustle and
scurry preparatory to the morning tent in-
spection. Then all at once Thatcher him-
self dashed out of the Hartland tent and
pulled up abruptly to avoid running into
Hollister. For a moment the two faced
each other in an awkward silence which
Dick was the first to break.

“I’'m much obliged for what you did for
me with Mr. Marvin,” he said gruflly.

The other’s face grew faintly pink.
“You needn’t be,” he returned stiffly.
Hollister’s curiosity, which had been in-
creasing steadily for the past five minutes,
suddenly got the better of his embarrass-
ment.

“But what on earth made you do it?"” he
asked. “I shouldn’t think. It was
because you—you really wanted me to stay
in camp, was it?”

Thatcher sniffed. “Certainly not,” he
returned decisively. “You've never made
things very agreeable for me; I'd much
rather you weren't here.”

Hollister gasped. “Then why in thun-
der—"

Thatcher squared his thin shoulders.
“Since you must know,” he almost
snapped, “I did it for a good tum. I
heard you tell Mitchell nobody ever did a
good turn that really amounted to any-
thing, so I decided to prove you were
wrong.”

A tide of crimson surged to the very
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roots of Hollister’s sun-bleached hair and
his eyes swiftly sought the ground. He
could not seem to find his voice, and if he
had, he felt he should not have known
what to say. From behind he heard voices
shouting his name and the thud of feet told
him that the other fellows had glimpsed
him and were hastily approaching; yet still
he did not stir.

Then all at once he realized that for
some moments he had been staring steadily
at the can of paint, tucked last night be-
tween the roots of a tree and forgotten.
Scarcely conscious of what he did, he
swiftly bent and catching up the hateful
thing, flung it far off to one side of the
trail. Mechanically the eyes of both boys
followed the streak of bright color stream-

ing in the wake of the tin and dabbling the
leaves with grotesque splotches of brilliant
green. As if a spell were broken,
Thatcher began to move slowly away and
Dick lifted his head to behold a throng of
grinning fellows bearing down on him,
with Mitchell in the lead.

“Oh, boy!” yelled Ted delightedly.
“You don’t have to go at all, Dickl!
Wough!”

Hollister glanced swiftly over one shoul-
der. “Cholly!” he called, and there was
a subtle inflection in his voice that robbed
the hateful name of all its sting. *“Cholly!
Try kerosene.”

Thatcher’s thin lips twisted into a smile
which held scarcely a trace of sourness.

“I'm just going to,” he answered briefly.

Be Prepared!

By Edmund Leamy

Now, courage is grit to do more than one’s bit
Where others have flunked or despaired,

And to know how to do what is right and is true
That's the meaning of—"Scout, Be Prepared!”

A chap may be brave, but he’s tied like a slave
Unless he’s equipped to be strong;
And knowledge is Might that can conquer with
Right
The forces of evil and wrong.

He is but a “poor fish” though to aid he would
wish,
If he has not the training to try;
No more can he help than a coward or a whelp;
He is weak as a broken-winged fly,

But a Scout who's prepared is not easily scared,
He's ready and waits the word—go,
Where others might quail and might shrink and
grow pale,
He is game when it comes to the show.

He heeds not the jeers and the taunts or the
cheers
Of the gang who would hinder or aid,
He's a regular fellow, true white and not yellow,
The finest that ever was made.

He knows, every hour he is there with the power
Where others could never have dared,
To save, help, to do.—He’s a Scout same as
you—
And he lives up to this—"Be Prepared!”




Ginger Pup

By Neil Boyton

Illustrated by Morgan Stinemetz

OW all you have to do is listen like
N the white pup in the ad of “His
Master's Voice” and you'll soon

hear how this happened. Of course, I
learnt The Scout Law as a Tenderfoot,
when we used to live in God's Country
before Dad was appointed Consul out
here. O yes; I knew it better than a par-
rot, but just like that green-feathered vic-
trola it was sort of the words I memorized.
BUT—and this is a 100% BUT—three
weeks ago, when I was cooling oft at our
hill station, The Sixth Law managed to get
tattooed on me forever and keeps. You
know how tattooing sticks to your birthday
suit worse than good marking ink? Well,
that’s the way “A Scout is kind. He is a
friend to animals” is chiseled into me.
And it is principally all on account of
Ginger Pup, who strayed into our school
in Bombay one burnt afternoon last April.
For something or other, I had been
P. S.—you know, “penance study’—and
our Class Master had just relented and let
Noel Flanagan and Ram Chandra and me
off. We drifted into the compound and
it was too late to get into any of the
hockey games. So we stopped under the
toddy palms between Divisions and we
were figuring how many blooming days of
class there would be before the May Holi-
days, when Rani came trotting up. She’s
that cute gazelle from Africa, or some
place across the Arabian Sea, that we have

had for school mascot since old Dadar got
pneumonia and cashed in his monkey
checks.

Noel had some gran and if there is any-
thing Rani hates, it isn't gran, so she
started to nose into his pocket like she
wanted it pronto. She’s an awful beggar
and Noel, he's a tease, and she’d have
butted him in half in a minute, only all at
once she backed off and began to pose like
she was one of those ponies they have in
those Living Statue groups at the Circus.

Noel, who's fat and prudent, got behind
me, for he thought she was going to rush
him. Then Rani spread her hoofs, just
like a sailor stands on a pitching deck, and
let her head down like she was specializing
on ants.

Ram Chandra, who's a Hindu and ought
to know, cried:

“I say, man, Rani sees a snake. Look!”

And then Noel, he said:

“My word, see the blooming pariah pup
by the compound wall.” And he stretched
out his hand towards Nesbit Road.

Over there was a strange cur humbling
himself against the wall. He was half
grown and that yellow color you see in
natives’ turbans or some rivers like the
Mississippi when they're muddy. He
looked like he knew he was intruding, yet
he wanted to stay, and his tail was going
like a buzz saw.

Then Percy Lloyd, who's in VI Stand-
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ard and the best goal tender in our Second
Division, came running near the compound
wall after a lost hockey ball and he raised
his stick and made to slog that foreign dog.

Instead of scooting through the gate
into the road like any sensible dog would
have done, that fool mutt taxied across the
compound directly towards where we
stood under the toddy palms.

Right then Rani forgot she was a statue,
or remembered her descendants were of
fighting blood, or something like that.
Anyway, that gazelle went into action and
tumbled Ram Chandra over in passing.

You know, Rani, she's gentle as a sum-
mer day usually, but evidently the color of
that pup’s coat made her see red, or else
she thought one mascot was enough for
St. Mary’s—mascots are awfully jealous,
you know. For just like a tiny crazy bull,
with her three-inch horns lowered, she
charged at that yellow pup.

He was busy dodging boys and hockey
sticks and so he didn’t have time to look
ahead and she rammed him somewhere
amidship on his starboard beam.

Then began the fight.

Rani must have roughed the pup’s
temper considerable, for, instead of looking
for the emergency exit, he got up and com-
menced yelping and circling and feinting
and the gazelle danced and wheeled and
bucked like a crazy compass needle when
you tease it with a magnet, you know.

The boys forgot hockey, naturally, and
came running up from all parts of the
school compound and the Band Boys, who
had a concert for the wounded Tommies
next day and needed rehearsal—I'll say
they didl—broke up their practice and
came piling out of the Band room.

Most yelled: “Rani. Rani. Buck him,
girl!” But a few, when they saw what a
game dog the pup was, cried: “Well
played, Ginger Pup! Carry on, Ginger
Pup l"
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The argument drifted all over the com-
pound and once the pup chased Rani right
into Penance Study room and both tore out
again pronto. “P. S.” didn’t get kept any
more that day.

Then Rani turned and Ginger Pup fled
down the compound towards where the In-
firmary is. The chaps, who had had fever
or hockey bruises and were convalescing,
piled out on the gallery in their pajamas.

The two animals just drifted all over
that compound and it was like following a
football to stay near enough to see the fun.
I didn’t miss much of it, though I lost a
lot of breath and it is a2 mighty good thing
I don’t smoke cigarettes. Noel, he had to
sit down before the end.

Then it quit—the fight did—sudden as
a clap of thunder, for down near the Wash
Room, Rani got her horns into that Ginger
Pup’s side and lifted him. And he got
another color to his coat. And she'd have
done it again, only “Big Butter” Feeney,
who's on the Junior Aga Khan team and
our best forward, he got a-hold of Rani
and patted her and let her buck him and
calmed her down that way.

The boys crowded around and cheered
like Britishers do. You know, not a bit
all together like in a college yell with us.

About then it was, I remembered I was
a practical scout, and started looking for
the pup. He was lying in a corner, sob-
bing for breath. You'd think he had fin-
ished first in a close Dog Marathon or
something. I went up and called him,
pleasantlike, and he. came and crouched
by my boots.

I was just going to apply The Sixth
Law, when Percy Lloyd picked up a stone
and let the pup have it and the next second
I postponed First Aid and there was an-
other fight and it didn't take me long to
stop that English boy. He never learnt
boxing from an ex-lightweight champion
and I did 'fore I came out to Bombay.
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After that no other boy decided to slog
Ginger Pup and when the Prefect came
up, he said: :

“You'd better take a wash-up, Percy,
and, yes, get a clean suit from the Clothes
Room.”

You know a bleeding nose, when it's
bleeding generouslike, doesn't go well
with our white clothes. And Percy, he
didn’t know how to guard his face at all.

When Percy Lloyd went off to the Wash
Room, the Prefect, who was looking kindly
at the panting pup, said to me:

“Well, this pariah pup is game clean
through, Dickie Shaw, and you had better
take him over to the Infirmary and get
some assistance making him presentable.”

I'm dead sure Father Prefect had seen
the stone that Lloyd had slogged at the
pup and that's why he didn’t say a word
about fighting.

So Noel Flanagan and Ram Chandra
and I took up Ginger Pup. There was
one big rip and some cuts on his side, but
the Brother, who doesn’t like Rani any
too much, put some courtplaster on them
and stopt the bleeding and gave Ginger
something to drink.

When we came out into the compound
some of the boys came over to see Ginger
Pup and make friends with him, ’cause
they like a game one and they were all
talking about that roaming fight. Gee!
they didn't quit talking of that for a week.

And within that time the pup was a
proper favorite of all the boys at St
Mary's, 'cause he was a good mixer and
knew how to handle kids and he even
made friends with Rani. For as soon as
she saw him around our compound several
times, she tolerated him and, by and by,
even played with him; racing—and, you

ow.

But the one particular pal of Ginger Pup
was me. He'd have slept at the foot of
my cot in the dormitory, only the Prefect

23

had different ideas and Brother Infirma-
rian, he let Ginger have a vacant cot in
the Infirmary.

Well, after the exams were over in
April, the May Holidays actually came and
we were to start. Father Rector said I
couldn’t take the pup with me, as Rani was
enough mascot for the hill station.

So the morning of leaving I brought old
Ginger to Gopal's hut down back of the
Miniature Range. He's the hamal
(sweeper) who cleans up, you know. And
I tied up Ginger honestly, no granny knot,
and he strained and yelped when I went
away. I felt awfully sorry to have to go
and leave that dog and so did Noel and
Ram too.

Marching to Byculla Station, I could
hear Ginger's voice and it didn’t sound
reconciled the least bit. At the station
The Poona Mail came and we boys piled
into a reserved compartment, and Trevor
Casey, who had charge of Rani, started
pulling her in, kicking awfully. She
doesn’t like train travel, so she balked
like a little Missouri mule, but Trevor, he
said more than his prayers, and in she
came, pawing like she had hysterics.

Now when Rani’s that way and you
got shorts on and are in a crowded com-
partment, you got to watch your bare
knees, or she’s liable to puncture you acci-
dentally. I was doing that hard, when the
train started to move out and then I heard
some natives yelling on the platform.

I stuck my head out the door quickly .
and next second something yellow and racy
was alongside our train compartment; a
broken rope trailing along the platform.

Those Hindus and Mohammedans must
have been yelling “mad dog” in the ver-
nacular, but I didn’t. I opened the com-
partment door wide and cried, “Ginger
Pup! Come in, you old mutt!”

And Ginger Pup, with not much breath
left, leaped frantically at the open side
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door. He slipt and scratched earnestly
with his claws to get a purchase, but he
would have fallen under the train wheels
if I hadn’t caught him by half of his ear,
and Noel Flanagan, who was handy,
hadn’t pulled both of us backwards into
the moving compartment.

I'll say we St. Mary's boys yelled, but
Ginger Pup, he lay at my feet trying to
catch up with his breath, which must have
lapped him twice easily.

As soon as The Poona Mail got to
Khandala, Noel and Ram and Percy Lloyd
and I—for we had made up and Percy
liked Ginger Pup too now—we all made
a delegation and waited on Father Rector
and he said:

“Well, as long as the dog is actually in
the hill station, he’d better stay.”

So that was settled satisfactorily and
Ginger Pup went to all meals and on pic-
nics and swims and hikes with us every
day, and, at night, officially he slept on a
vacant cot in The Boys’' Barracks. That
is, when he wasn’t sleeping unofficially with
me. For old Ginger liked all the boys and
the Prefect, but he liked this here scout
better’'n any of 'em. And he proved it
too!

But let me go on. The last Tuesday
of the May Holidays, we four—that’s
Ginger Pup, Ram Chandra, Noel Flana-
gan and I—got permission to go on a
private picnic to Lohogad. For we had
had a general picnic to that place the Satur-
day before and Noel had hidden his new
hockey stick there in a safe hiding place
at tiffin time and then, as usual, forgot all
about it till we got back to the Barracks.

So Tuesday we got up, when it seemed
about midnight, to get the early train to
two or three stations up the line and then
we hiked across country towards the ruins.

You know, or maybe you don't, that
Lohogad is an old rock fortress from the
days of Shiviji and the Duke of Welling-
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ton—only he was plain General Wellesley
in those days—and it's on a high lonely
hill and you climb up a road crisscrossing
the face of the hill. Once within the
outer walls, you think you are in the streets
of a deserted Jerusalem, only it's more
deadly quiet and abandoned-like. For
nobody lives on Lohogad now—only cob-
ras and some gray ape families and the
usual horrid scorpions.

Climbing steep hills in India is worse’n
going up the Washington Monument when
the clevator is out of order, and it was
never running the two times I went up it,
so I ought to know.

I shouted: “We are going swimming
first.”” But Noel said no, he had come to
get his new hockey stick, so we hunted a
bit and found it in a kind of a dark cave
with bats, just where he had hidden it.
Then we raced across the walled plateau
for the tanks and I beat out Ram and
Noel, only Ginger Pup came first.

These tanks on top of Lohogad are cut
out of the solid rock—I guess to hold
drinking water when an army besieged the
fortress in the good, red days—and they
have crazy, half crumbled-away figures of
four-armed and two-headed native gods
carved around the sides, and little worn
stone steps leading from the water’s edge.

But I hadn’t come to study idolatry. So
I dove in, twisted, and came up floating.
It's a funny feeling, swimming on top of
a high, deserted hill and only seeing sky;
like being in the canvas deck pools on the
Pacific liners.

Finally, we got tired and cool and hun-
gry, and after we had eaten down to
the bottom of our tiffin baskets and had
stoned a cobra we saw coiled on a rock in
the sun, we felt sleepy. So Noel and
Ram and I went off to an old, ruined
temple by the southern wall. Ginger Pup
spotted another ape and he charged away
after it.
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This temple was just a square stone
room with a Hindu stone god—Shivi or
Vishnu or one of that kind of idols—in
the center. It was shady there, anyway,
even if the floor was hard stone, and the
next I knew I was dreaming I was on top
of the Woolworth Building in little old
distant New York, where I belong by
rights, and I could see the Jersey side and
the big electric clock and piers and ferry
boats and a liner in midstream and tugs
working around her like ants bringing
home a worm.

Then something snuggled against my
legs and half awake I knew it was Ginger
Pup and he had gotten tired of daring that
ape to come down out of the palm tree and
say it man to man.

I reached out my foot and kicked him
friendly-like and his tail thumped some
Morse Code on the stone floor of that
Hindu temple in answer and I was asleep
again.

Then, maybe an hour or a week later—
I don’t know as I had left my wrist watch
back in barracks, 'cause it needed fixing—
I half awoke and an awful feeling seemed
to come over me.

I don’t know just how to describe it.
You know how, in bed at night, you some-
times seem to feel your Guardian Angel
hovering by, and you feel safe and comfy,
like the blanket was his wing. That way.
Well, this feeling was entirely different
from that. I don’t mean my Guardian
Angel didn’t feel on the job, but just at
that moment he didn’t feel so near, though
he really was all the time.

I wasn’t awake and I wasn’t asleep, but
I knew I was in India and not America. 1
opened my eyes and I could see that stone
idol in the shady light of the pagan temple
—its four hands and evil-jeweled face,
partly crumbled away, and a string of
withered yellow flowers wreathed around
its neck.

Then there was a scraping and around
the base of that idol poured something
dark and swayey. It reared and I was
wide awake and looking straight at the
greenish scales and hooded head of the
largest cobra I ever, ever saw. Believe
me, I don’t ever want to see any bigger,
or smaller for that matter, ever again.

That poison snake was rising and sway-
ing like a rubber candlestick almost over
me and I knew enough to imitate stone
and S. O. S. Heaven.

Seconds take hours to pass sometimes
and I must have grown an inch, when
Ginger Pup, curled up at my feet, stirred.

Then he did the bravest act a dog ever
did. He could have run away, but he
sprang over my stomach directly at that
deadly head.

He wasn’t quick enough, for lightning
is a local alongside the express speed of a
striking cobra. Both fell on my breast
and the snake drew back and struck that
pup again. I let out a yell.

Then the cobra disappeared around the
base of the Hindu god and Ginger after
it. Noel and Ram Chandra were yelling
too, and I felt very, very sick and that
weak I couldn’t have wrestled with a sun-
beam.

I must have fainted, for some time later
my face was all drippy. When I was able

- to register impressions I was resting in
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Noel’s lap and he was looking mournfully
at his new hockey stick which was split in
two. There lay the cobra in the sunlight
of the doorway with its back broken.

Then I remembered and I whistled for
Ginger Pup. But Noel held me and Ram
gave me a pull at the water bottle and
tried to make me rest. I wanted Ginger
Pup and I struggled to my feet.

I found the pup on the other side of the
little temple. He was all swelling up.

When I saw him I cried and I didn’t
care who saw me, 'cause my dog could
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have run away and left me to that awful
cobra.

But that isn’t all. Wait till I tell you
the better part. When I was able to hike,
we wrapped poor Ginger Pup in my khaki
coat and took turns toting him down the
steep hill path from Fort Lohogad, and in
a little village on the plain we hired a bul-
lock cart from the headman and came back
to Khandala.

Ginger Pup was laid out in a box lined
with a red dormitory blanket in the long
corridor outside the Boys’ Barracks.

The Fathers and the boys all came to
see him and there wasn’t much else talked
of in our compound. Though that morn-
ing the First Division team had played
the wounded Tommies at the Soldiers’
Qa;rracks up the road and beaten them two
nil.

Now I'll say this for Percy Lloyd.
He's the right sort and the idea was all
his. He didn’t say a word to me, but he
went to Father Rector and he said it was
an excellent idea and Ginger Pup deserved
the honor.

Then young Lloyd told me.

You never saw a dog funeral with full
military honors, did you? Well, I did
once, and I am glad I was chief mourner.

For in the cool of the evening, the Band
Boys got out their instruments and lined
up. First came the Band, playing ‘“Tip-
perary” slowly and it sounded just grand
and solemn. Then Trevor Casey led Rani
on a chain, for we thought she'd like to

attend Ginger's funeral, and she was the

only lady who did, all the rest were men.

Noel and Ram carried the box, all nicely
wrapped in that red blanket, for the Pre-
fect said we could bury it with Ginger Pup.
And the Guard of Honor, eight boys in
uniform with guns reversed, marched
either side and the other sixty boys trailed
behind. A lot of the Third Division kid-
dies were sniffing openly.

Percy, at the last moment, got another
idea and he wanted to toll the chapel bell,
but Father Rector said there was no need
as all would be marching.

The funeral wound around the com-
pound and below the Boys' Barracks, just
at the edge of The Ravine, where the
jungle starts, the little grave was dug.

The Guard fired the last volley and
Noel and Ram and I filled in the hole,
and we all came away.

Only later, Noel and I got a board and
we cut into it—it took a whole afternoon
with our scout knives—this sign. And if
you ever come up to Khandala in the West-
ern Ghats, you can see it plainly, for it is
over his grave and it reads:

HERE LIES
GINGER PUP
A PUKKA HERO

But I don't need any sign to remember
him, and likewise I got chiseled on my
brain, “A Scout is kind. He is a friend to
animals,” ’cause I've learnt for life, The
Sixth Law Pays.




Thea he did the bravest act a dog ever did
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Red-Cross Terry
Story of a South African Scout Troop

By Capt. A. P. Corcoran
Illustrated by Clyde Forsythe

ERRY MALONEY was red-headed.

Moreover his'temper was uncertain.

Both of which facts probably ac-

counted for the facility with which his sci-

entifically directed fist was forever col-
liding with his co-scouts’ jaws.

They named him the “Red Terror,” but
strictly in confidence. It was not safe to
call names to Terry’s face. Meade, how-
ever, was worried. He did not want to
eject Maloney, and yet—he decided to dis-
cuss the matter with Bradley Marshall.

“Oh! There’s nothing wrong with the
kid,” declared the patrol leader. “Too
much energy—that’s all. He just needs
the proper direction to place his punch.
We gotta find it for him.”

They did. Wherefore it happened, two
weeks later, that the troop had changed
his name to ““Red Cross.”

“First he fills the hospitals.
empties them,”
tiously.
what?”

The scouts refused to laugh. They all
approved the change in Terry. In fact
every one was delighted —except his
father.

Terry’s father was the best surgeon
Masindi boasted. It was his profession
that had prompted Marshall’s scheme.
It consisted in suggesting to the ‘“Red
Terror” that he carry on the family tra-
dition in the troop.

“You see,” Meade put the matter flat-

Then he
said Arthur Smith face-
“Double crossing himself, eh,
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teringly to the boy, “you’re the only one
that has a chance to learn sometbing extra
in that line. And the more you pick up
outside of the regular first aid course, the
better for the whole of us in case of acci-
dents. Understand?”

Terry nodded, pleased at the new trust
reposed in him. He was to be no less than
medical adviser to the troop. He decided
to divert his energy to the novel channel of
study. And henceforth life became difhi-
cult for his father. At every meal he had
to face a cross-fire of questions. What
was the best treatment in a sudden attack
of appendicitis? How should one handle
a case of tropical fever? Suppose they
came on a village ravaged with sleeping
sickness?

Dr. Maloney breathed a deep sigh of
thanksgiving when he learned some weeks
later that the troop was leaving on a trip.

“At last I can eat a meal in comfort,”
he declared to his wife. “That boy is
absolutely ruining my digestion.”

This time the troop was heading East,
in a new direction. They were going to
investigate the Lake Chioga flats.

Their way lay first over hard roads on
which the horses’ hoofs rang out with the
music of hammer on anvil. As they gal-
loped resoundingly by, they could see the
yellow roofs of native huts peeping out
picturesquely between the banana groves.
Their first halt was outside Mruli, and
they lunched sumptuously on eggs and
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milk, presented to them by a tall and evi-
dently admiring chief. They camped early
that night on flat ground that looked like
a swamp well baked by the sun. And they
~ were up betimes to scour country that at
first held little of interest.

During the day they sighted the broad
expanse of the big lake. Hot, low-lying
land where they lingered, made lazy by the
sun. For some time they ambled through
it, fishing, finding amusement in seeking
such fauna and flora as interested their
varied tastes. It was on the early after-
noon of the fourth day that chance offered
them a new adventure.

They had been riding through a wood,
and, as they came out in the open, Mar-
shall’s eye was caught by a procession of
men and beasts that was wending its way
toward a forest on the right.

“Looks as if they were breaking up
camp or something,” he said casually to
Meade. “Guess we ought to come on
some deserted huts soon.”

The troop eyed the procession care-
lessly. Trekking tribes were not uncom-
mon. Then, as they swept around a clump
of trees that stood directly in their road,
they saw that Marshall was right. Here
indeed was an abandoned village. There
were some twenty dwellings, of mud
mostly, all silent, seemingly empty. But,
as they headed toward the single street,
they perceived a man lying outside one.
He was propped against the wall in a pe-
culiar, inert pose. Meade dismounted, and
was astonished to find him alive. The
eyes, however, which looked at him, held
a strange, glassy stare. They gave no hint
of surprise or recognition.

“The fellow seems far gone,” said Jim,
turning to the others, most of whom had
followed suit and dismounted too. “Won-
der if there are more like him anywhere
around?” He was addressing Bradley
now.
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“We'd better see,” said the patrol
leader. “You fellows wait here,” he or-
dered the troop.

The two began a canvass of the huts.
In one they found a woman with two chil-
dren, also sick. A second disclosed an-
other woman prone and almost lifeless to
all appearances. In a third were two men,
evidently feverish but quite conscious.
They were regarding this couple, when
a voice spoke up behind them.

“It's a fever-stricken camp, and the
sound ones have deserted—as usual.” It
was Terry speaking. He had come along
uninvited.

Before they could remonstrate, he was
out of the hut again, and inspecting the
village with a calm, professional eye.
Then he darted off in the direction of a
thatched dwelling that stood isolated from
the rest, enclosed with a tall reed fence.
Quite obviously it was the palace of the
chief. He came running out of it pres-
ently.

“This’ll make a fine hospital,” he an-
nounced. “It’s divided into three rooms,
and has fresh rushes on the floor and all.
Say, you chaps will have to help me,
though, to get the patients in.”

The leaders looked at him and at one
another.

“Well, I guess he’s right,” said Bradley
Marshall.

They set to work. None of the invalids
offered any protest—they were too weak
—until they came to the two semi-con-
scious men. They resisted, strenuously.
It was decided to let them alone.

“’Fraid you'll have to have two hospi-
tals, Red,” said Meade.

“Oh! they're not bad anyway,” said
Terry calmly. “The thing is, now, to get
them food. I can treat them all right—
dose of salts each and plenty of quinine.
Nothing like quinine, you know, for these
fevers. But they must have nourishment
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—milk is best. I've got to get milk. And
of course those blighters have taken the
cattlee. Where can we get a cow?” Terry
was frowning excitedly.

“Keep your hair on, old man. We'll
do our best,” said Jim.

He and Marshall walked back to con-
sult with the now impatient troop.
M'Teke confessed to knowing of a vil-
lage some few miles farther. He was
dispatched with two scouts to negotiate for
the purchase of a cow. Meade looked
after them, plainly perturbed by the situ-
ation. Here was a problem such as he
had never confronted before.

To leave these villagers to die unaided
was out of the question. But it was equally
unthinkable to expose the whole Troop to
infection. He glanced at Marshall who
was evidently puzzled, too.

“Guess you'll have to go back with some
of the boys, Brad,” he said.

“Looks that way,” said the other de-
jectedly. “How many ought to stay?”

“Terry, of course, and M'Teke and my-
self and perhaps one more. We might
draw lots. Too late to start to-night of
course, but early to-morrow "

“We'll get help back to you in a few
days—six at the outside,” promised Brad-
ley.

“Sure,” said Meade easily.

They turned to impart the decision to
the scouts, who received the news reluct-
antly and promptly set to work to find out
the man fortunate enough to remain. It
proved to be Arthur Smith. They had
just made their choice, when the foraging
party returned leading the cow. They
had found it in a field adjoining a native
village. The chief had been absent. At
least they could see no one who might fit
the réle and M'Teke’s lingual powers had
failed to make the others understand the
need. So there was nothing for it but to
abduct the animal, leaving presents for its
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purchase price. The guide was shaking
his head disapprovingly, as they told the
tale. And Meade looked perturbed. Yet
what else could they have done? It might
be a question of life or death. They had
no alternative. Terry, however, saw no
occasion save for rejoicing. Now he could
promise a speedy recovery for at least two
of his patients.

They camped early that night at some
distance from the village. At dawn the
departing band set out, and the self-ap-
pointed medical corps prepared to establish
themselves in their new temporary home.
While Terry tended his cases, the others
began to build. They would have to have
some shelter and it might not be safe to
use a hut.

Under the direction, therefore, of the
skilled M’teke they cut down several
Y-shaped trees, and having planted them
in the earth parallel to one another, laid
on them some limbs divested of leaves.
Here were their roof and walls. Over
them they laid elephant grass thickly
plaited. This was protection from the
sun. Rushes were strewn on the floor for
comfort and coolness. Then with their
stores piled in one corner, they were ready
for housekeeping.

The first day went by busily without
untoward occurrences. At night Terry re-
ported the two men much improved. The
other patients were progressing quite fa-
vorably. They went to bed satisfied with
a sense of something accomplished. The
morning, however, brought trouble in its
train.

According to the division of duties,
Terry had gone to the hospitals, Meade to
the horses, while the others prepared the
meal. But no sooner, it seemed, had Jim
departed than he was back again, shouting:

“The horses! They're gonel”

At the same time Terry came running
from a hut, demanding whether any one
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had seen the men. But no one had. They
scoured the village. Not a trace of them
could be found. They had decamped, tak-
ing the beasts.

“The swinel” cried Terry hotly. *“‘After
we cured them and all!”

“Oh!” Meade tried to soften the blow.
“Probably they just wanted to catch up
with their own people.”

“Well, one horse each would have done
them,” satd Smith.

There was no denying that. The boys
sat down to eat in silence. It was not
pleasant to consider their position, thus
cut off from contact with civilization. They
decided, however, not to dwell on it. And
once more they set to work. It might be
as well to reinforce their position.

Again with M'Teke’s aid they set about
building a fence that would enclose their
hut. They would make it of wattles some
cight feet high, with a door in front fast-
ened by bolts inside. It would give them
some sense of security at night. They had
it almost half finished, when it was time
for supper. And then Smith, going to
fetch water came running back to report
an incident that added to their trouble of
mind.

Straightening up suddenly from the
stream where his vessel was filling, he had
been aware, he thought, of some move-
ment in the brushes near him. He had
turned just in time to catch a gleam of
dark brown eyes and a flash of brazen ear
ornaments.

“I made for the fellow,” said Arthur,
“but he was too quick for me, of course.
He headed straight toward the village
where we got the cow.”

“Oh! he was just out for a stroll,” said
Terry, “and naturally stopped for a look
" at you.”

“I’'m not so sure,” replied Smith.

M’'Teke was shaking his head, and
Meade looked grim. This might mean
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trouble. In any case he considered it un-
wise to take chances, so that night they
took turns on guard. Nothing happened.
But the following day, while they were
finishing up the fence, there came to them
the first sound of drums.

It was toward evening. The sound
came softly on the windless air, rather
musical at first and rhythmical. It re-
minded them of home with its suggestion
of a military “taps.” They listened to it
in silence, feeling strangely alone, like pi-
oneers in a new land.

All that night it kept up at intervals.
Brum-a-rum-rum—it began to get on their
nerves. They slept badly, their rest, of
course, broken by the turns on guard which
Meade ordered. Breakfast time found
them irritable and uneasy.

Brum-a-rum-rum—it grew louder now.

“Working up their Dutch courage, of
course,” said Terry at last, voicing the
others’ fears. “Wonder how long it will
take them to get to the sticking point?”

“Coupla days probably,” said Smith,
with a grim smile.

“Great Czsar’s ghost!” exclaimed Red.

There was nothing he disliked so much
as waiting.

But Smith appeared to be right. All
that day and next night the ominous rumble
reached them, but no glimpse of a savage
did they see. And even if they could for-
get the distant threat, there was M'Teke
as a constant reminder of danger. He
went about with dilated eyes and hands
that shook with fear. Only his love for
the scouts and a sense of loyalty kept him
from running away. But there was no
concealing the predicament in which they
found themselves now. The scouts dis-
cussed it openly. How protect them-
selves? That was the question.

They had only one gun between them,
for the others, left in their holsters, had
been taken with the horses.
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“You've got to take it, Red, whenever
you go to the hospital,” said Meade.
“Meantime the rest of us sit tight inside the
barred fence. We don’t know when they
may drop on us.”

“The sooner the better,” said Terry.
“And they'll get a warm reception,” he
added fiercely. ‘

Jim smiled. He knew there was noth-
ing Terry would like better than a fist fight
with their chief.

The event, however, proved the excel-
lence of Meade’s foresight. It was the
afternoon of their fifth day in the wilder-
ness, and Terry was in the hospital, bend-
ing over his worst case. The rumble of
the drums had seemed nearer that day.
Now for some time there had been a lull,
and he had temporarily forgotten them in
his delight at the improvement in his pa-
tients, when his attention was attracted by
a noise of commotion outside.

He rushed to the door, and there, not
ten yards from the fence enclosing the boys’
hut, was a horde of savages, advancing in
order, spears raised.

“Hm-m. They know where they're go-
ing all right,” he commented. ‘“Must have
had their spies out.”

But even as he spoke, his mind was busy
with another problem. Those three were
in that hut, quite unarmed. It was only a
question of a short time until those savages
ripped their way through the fence, and
then—— It was he, Terry, who had
got them jn this hole. Only for his
knowledge of how to treat the fever, they
never would have stayed, for they could
not have helped the savages without that
knowledge. It was up to him, therefore,
to save them at all costs. Suddenly he saw
a way. The savages had reached the fence.

He drew out his revolver, fired into the
air, and then darted back into the hut and
shut the door.
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Immediately, surprised and startled, just
as he had planned, the savages turned and
with a yell made for the hospital. He
could hear their fiendish shouts of delight
at finding the enemy. Soon the pad of
their feet was audible outside the hut. He
could hear it above the cries of the terrified
children and the women’s shrieks. The
mother, moreover, had thrown her arms
around Terry’s knees. He pushed her
away from him, and, huddling them all in
the center room, waited, gun in hand. He
had but four bullets and he meant to hoard
them.

Now he could see the spear heads tear-
ing at the thatch. The pants and grunts
of the attackers reminded him of an angry
pack.

A long spear came through, caught the
male patient lying on a pallet and tore
through his flesh. The man let out an
agonizing yell of pain which was answered
from outside by a fiendish scream of
triumph. Terry fired at the arm that held
that spear, and hit. The spear hung, but
he let it lie.

He could see the walls wavering now
and tottering beneath the weight of black
bodies. They would be in in a minute, he
decided. And then What then?

Tense, white-faced, but unterrified, he
waited. And then, suddenly, he was aware
of a new commotion outside. He thought
first that the two others had come:to his
aid, and to himself he called them fools.

“They'll get killed,” he cried aloud.
Strangely enough he was more afraid for
them than for himself.

But it could not be. Unarmed, what
could they do against the savages? How
could two boys draw them off? And drawn
off they were already. He could see spears
being wrenched from the hut. He could
hear feet running in retreat. And yet he
did not venture so soon to show himself.
Curiosity, however, overcame him.
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Cautiously he walked to the front of the
house, and peered out. A second band of
savages seemed to have arrived. They
were fighting between themselves! He was
wondering what new terror this might
mean, when from behind him came a shrill
cry of joy. He turned, and saw the two
women throwing their arms up in delight.

The newcomers were no other than their
own people!

Terry turned his eyes again to the battle.
It had developed already into a rout. The
late attackers were fleeing; the others pur-
suing. They had reached the woods now.
Puzzled, he walked out and over to the
hut.

Smith, Meade and M'Teke were stand-
ing by the door. They had been just about
to come to him, but on seeing him they
stopped, waving delightedly.

“What d'ye think will happen next?” he
asked them wearily.

They shook their heads. In silence they
remained, awaiting developments. The
pursuers were already returning from the
attack. And it was Smith who presently
pointed out the two sick women in the act
of ardently embracing the knees of a tall
man.

“Chief,” said Meade shortly.

“Fancy we're safe,” said Smith.

The others nodded. He was probably
right.

Some ten minutes later he beheld this
same man coming toward them, followed

by two others leading—they could hardly
believe their eyes—the horses!

The chief salaamed, and made a motion
toward the beasts. The boys bowed and
smiled. They turned to M'Teke. Could
he interpret? He and the ruler began a
conversation, Evidently they had dxscov-
ered a common tongue.

Presently the guide turned to the scouts.

“Sick men well. You well. He come
back home. You good men. Others bad
men. He glad he save you. He thank
you.” Such was the gist of the message
M'Teke delivered to the boys.

“Give him presents,” said Meade.

M’Teke departed and returned, bearing
canned meat. More salaams. The chief
departed.

The boys, looking after him, breathed a
deep sigh of relief. Terry alone said noth-
ing. They looked at him. This was
strange. But Red was experiencing new
sensations. First it seemed to him that
the voices were far off. Then the sun had
begun to grow peculiarly dim. Finally the
earth seemed to be rising up to meet him.
He grew hot and cold by turns. Then
came some words from a great distance.

“You take his head,” Meade was say-
ing. “I'll take his heels.”

He made a great effort. Such indignity
for a chief of medical staff!

“I'm all right!” he cried.

But they carried him off and put him
gently to bed.
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Miles saw the dirty white of the brute’s belly as it rose




Mississippi Miles
By J. Allan Dunn
Illustrated by Douglas Duer

between the rows of tobacco plants

with their smooth, flappy leaves
that were so motionless in the windless
heat. The earth was sticky to the bare
feet of Miles, toiling with his hoe to destroy
the weeds and prevent the surface of the
dirt from caking and so drawing out the
moisture on which the tobacco flourished,
transmuting it by some subtle chemistry of
nature into the foliage of the “fragrant
weed” that, presently, would be plucked
and wilted, dried, made up into /ugs and
hands, and sold on the levee at New Orleans
or at Natchez or St. Louis for grinding into
snuff, for rolling into cigars, to be mixed
with black perigue and tinctured with
licorice and rum for smoking and chewing,
fated to be the solace of many since the
day when Sir Walter Raleigh “tooke a
pipe of tobacco a little before he went to
the scaffolde” on the twenty-ninth of
October in the year sixteen hundred and
eighteen, two hundred-and-twenty-two
years before Miles, itchy and languid from
the sweltering heat and many hours of
labor since cock-crow, dug at the weeds
between the rows belonging to Jake Peir-
son, Tobacco-Planter of Louisiana.

Any romance that might be attached to
the final outcome of his toil was lost upon
Miles, He hated tobacco with the viru-
lent hatred of fourteen years, set everlast-
ingly at uncongenial work. He envied his
dog Tige, a nondescript mongrel who had
deserted his young master and now lay in a

THE soil was black, heavy and fertile
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shallow of the stream that edged the clear-
ing, with ferns and mint about him and,
overhead, the shade of hickory and maple,
cocking a tolerant eye now and then at
some gray squirrel that frolicked merrily
despite its fur coat and the heat.

Tobacco, to Miles, meant rising before
the sun, working all day in the field, season
in and season out, coming back to Peir-
son’s cabin in the dusk for corn-pone and
bacon, going to a corn-husk mattress so
tired that, when he waked, it was time to
go to work again. He had been doing this
since he was eleven. Seeding, transplant-
ing, hoeing—hoeing—hoeing, topping the
plants, plucking them when the middle
leaves were right, wilting them, bearing
them to drying shed and then to the bam
and, at the end, seeing Peirson go off to the
river and the cities to sell his produce while
Miles kept cabin with Tige.

“It ain’t fair,” he said aloud to no one
in particular. “I'm jest as if 1 was a
slave. I wonder lf Pelrson reely owns
me! He acts like it.’

He hitched up one shoulder as he spoke.
Under his faded, frazzled shirt, now stained
with sweat, the weals of one of Peirson’s
best “lickin’s” still stung and galled
against his primitive suspenders. That
had been given for not completing a cer-
tain number of rows, and, if he did not
speed up, there would be another “licking”
due and sure to be administered for a
like failure.

“It ain’t fair,” repeated Miles as he
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lifted the man’s size hoe, too heavy for his
effective wielding, and dug viciously at the
weeds that seemed to be always maliciously
pushing up out of the soil. *“‘A feller ought
to git a little time to himself, to go some-
wheres an’ see somethin’ once in a while.
I ain’t never bin fishin’, or squirrel huntin’
or out after possum, not even after the
crop’s in. There’s allus something for me
to do. I wish I was Tige.”

Tige, hearing his lord talking to himself,
pricked up his ears and turned bright, lov-
ing eyes in the direction of the sound,
whither his nose, the best part of Tige,
also guided him. His red tongue slid in
and out of his mouth easily. That was
Tige’s method of perspiring. But he made
no effort to get up from that cool run of
water, half-way up his ribs. There was
no sense, according to Tige, in trailing his
master up and down those rows, nothing
to see or do, altogether too slow and hot.
He would have done it had he been
ordered, but Miles was far more consid-
erate of his dog than Peirson was of him.
Tige did not roam away; he kept in touch
with his owner though eyes and ears and
sensitive nose were keenly alive to every
sight and sound and scent in the woodland
about him and sometimes his spirit longed
for adventure when, on the other side of
the stream where the trees were thick,
something especially attracted his curiosity.

Miles worked far down to the end of a
row, where he leaned on his hoe for a min-
ute and gazed across at Peirson's cabin and
sheds. A tall figure came out of one of
the latter and shook a fist at him, a rough

voice grated across the distance with -

threats and oaths. Miles made a sidelong
grimace and rounded the row to the next
one. He was barely out of sight of Peirson
when a fierce barking, a yap of pain, fol-
lowed by another burst of defiance, welded
into a worrying, snarling pandemomium of
rage and struggle. Tige had found trouble.
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Miles raced down the row, hoe in hand,
and cut across to the stream, splashing
through it towards Tige. The dog was
barking and leaping at the foot of a maple
and Miles let out an “Oh!” of angry pity
as he saw a score of scarlet marking Tige's
tawny coat where some angry claw had
raked and maddened him.

On a low bough, crouched with all four
feet close, head down, he saw the body of
what seemed an enormous cat, far larger
than any lynx or wildcat. Miles had seen
those before. The color of this beast was
yellowish brown, darker on back and tail,
grayish of head and dirty-white beneath.
It blended so wonderfully under the spot-
ted shadows of the leaves that it was hard
to take in its exact outline. The switching,
jet-black tip of tail was plain and plainer
were the yellowish tusks and the bared,
snarling gums in which they were set.

Tige was a big dog and a powerful one.
He was a little larger than a big Airedale,
not altogether unlike one in head and
stocky legs, broad chest and shaggy coat.
Whatever his variegated ancestry, he was
a good-looking animal and there was noth-
ing of the mongrel in his spirit. The wound
that had slashed his ribs had aroused him
to a fury of reprisal, each bark that shook
him and seemed to jerk him stiff-legged off
the ground was a challenge to the great
brute that crouched above him, savage yet
hesitant to join issue, despite the first blood
it had scored.

“A painter,” cried Miles. “Come off
there, Tige, he’ll kill ye sure. Gosh, it’s
a whacker! Tige, come here I tell you!”

The cougar turned its flattened head
towards Miles and snarled with a spitting
sound, the noise of an angry cat twenty
times magnified. Miles felt a tremor run
through him. He had heard many tales
of such beasts, called various names by the
planters, negroes, and the trappers and
hunters that came in from the great plains.
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Puma, panther, cougar, mountain lion—
more usually “painter”: blood-curdling
stories, whispered in the cabins at fire-
light, of babies carried off by a leaping
monster that sprang into the room through
open door or window and vanished with
its prey; men struck down as they passed
along the wooded trails, fearful howlings
heard at midnight that iced the blood;
green eyes like lamps of evil beyond the
rings of campfires. ‘“Painters” could see
through anything, said the gossips; they
could kill a horse at a stroke and carry it
off, slung over one great-muscled shoulder.

Miles did not discount thesé yarns. Safe
in company, he reveled in the shivers they
gave him and believed them to the full.
To see the brute within leaping distance
was a different thing. But he held his
ground until he could get Tige away. But
Tige’s fighting blood was up. He recked
nothing of handicaps of size, of fangs and
talons. He had been wounded and he
wanted reprisal. He had chased the beast
up the tree; in his gallant heart he believed
it cowardly. Into each full-lunged bark he
put the deadliest insults his doggish mind
could conceive and utter, hurling them at
the cattish thing against which every atom
of him quivered with ancient enmities.

It was too far for a shout to reach Peir-
son at the cabin. The planter had a rifle
but Miles would not leave Tige for fear
he would find him dead when he got back.
He could see the great talons set into the
bark. They would rip Tige up as Miles
sometimes gutted a fish. Yet his presence
was working up the panther to action. It
wanted to get out of that tree. It had been
treed by a dog or dogs before. Then a
man had come up with a stick that spat
flame. Its skull was furrowed by a bullet
from that encounter. It had nearly stunned
him. Escape had only been made because
of the dusk in which it happened. It had
killed two of the dogs after the impact of
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the bullet had knocked it from the bough
and then it had gone leaping off into the
dense brush while the man, furious at the
dark and the loss of his hounds, had re-
luctantly called them off.

The panther was not really afraid of the
dog, not afraid of its short teeth and dull
claws, though Tige's bravery affected it as
Tige's insults were quite understood by
him. It was the dog’s ally, man, he feared.

The brute shifted lightning glances from
dog to boy, calculating chances. Here was
a small man, a cub-man who had a sort of
stick in one hand but he did not raise it
for the spouting flame and the flying mis-
sile. Perhaps . . . ? It sensed a certain
fear in Miles’ voice, not understanding that
it was based on alarm for the dog as much
as for the dog's master. And Tige was
saying things that could not be borne,
taunts and jeers. The dog leaped so high
that once the puma swept down a scythelike
paw that barely missed Tige's muzzle.

“Come out of that, Tige, will ye?” The
cub-man was plainly alarmed. But another
full-sized man might come up with a fire-
stick. There were getting to be altogether
too many of these two-legged creatures
about, clearing off the woods, destroying
food, driving it away to the wilderness.
The puma’s supple muscles hardened in
their sheaths. A particularly virulent in-
sult from Tige swept away all discretion.
It leaped—a dirty yellow streak—striking
with armed forepaws, hindlegs drawn up
ready to rend, fangs eager to tear, full on
the valorous Tige. Dog and panther rolled
over in a cloud of dust from which came
snarls and growls. Tige had his teeth set
in the beast’s tough hide at the side of the
neck. The panther could not bite him but
its front claws were busy, ripping through
the dog’s coat, striving for its vitals. Tige
could not withstand the superior weight
and strength. The panther whirled atop,
Tige clinging, bleeding, game to the end.
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Then Miles rushed in, hoe aloft. The
heavy blade descended with all his power,
doubled by the desperate need. The edge
was dull but it hacked into the panther’s
shoulder, bluntly sheering flesh and muscle
so that the brute fell on its side and, as it
did so, struck Tige a frightful blow that
hurled him ten feet away, one leg crippled,
his flayed side pouring blood.

Miles’ next blow missed as the panther
spun about, maddened with the wound, eyes
blazing, coughing up roars foul with stink-
ing breath and, regardless of its injured
shoulder, couched for the leap at the boy.
Miles swung up his hoe again, his heart
pounding, his breath coming in sobs from
passion and the knowledge that his weapon
would be worth no more than a twig
against that frightful charge. He saw
Tige dragging himself back to the fight, he
saw the dirty white of the brute's belly as
it rose, enormous pads and spreading
claws, the yawning mouth. To run was
death. To stand . . .

A shot rang out, though he was barely
conscious of it at the moment. His brain
was too full of imminent death to register
it. But he saw the panther’s curving leap
change in mid-air from horizontal to vert-
ical, as if some leashing cord had checked
it. It fell on its back in a flurry of thrash-
ing limbs. A second shot followed and it
flattened out, twitching, raising its head in
one last effort. Its limbs galloped, fal-
tered and relaxed. A man in a coonskin
cap, fringed hunting shirt and leggins of
deerhide, moccasins on his feet, bearing a
long rifle, stepped out of the row of tobacco
nearest the stream, across from Miles, the
bleeding dog and the dying panther, and
greeted Miles with a flash of white teeth
in his sun-tanned, clean-shaven face.

“Right in the nick of time. Yes, sir.
And I nicked him cl’ar atween the eyes
the first shot. Second split his heart, or
close to 't. Was you aimin’' to kill him

40

with that weed-grubber, son? You're shore
grit, you an’ yore dawg. But it was touch
an’ go, I'm tellin’ ye.”

The man appeared to be about thirty
years of age. He was of only middle
stature but his shoulders were broad, his
hips narrow and he carried his body with
an air that bespoke muscles strong with
manhood and strenuous development yet
supple as a youth’s. His face was almost
square from the wide brow to the angles
of the jaw, his eyebrows made a straight
line above his eyes, wide apart, the upper
lids unusually horizontal. The mouth was
generous, the chin determined, the distance
between the prominent nose and the upper
lip more than the average. His hair, brown
and inclined to be wavy, hung below his
ears. His eyes of gray were the most re-
markable feature, kindly, frank and
straightforward. His person breathed
confidence and spoke of fearlessness. He
was apparently a man of reserve but no
one a judge of human nature would have
passed him by as ordinary. The glance
he bestowed upon Miles was full of under-
standing pity and benevolence.

But Miles was down beside Tige, half
crying as he surveyed the terrible condition
of his friend, the only friend he had, the
only heart that loved him in return. The
image of Tige, lacerated and crippled,
crawling back to the fight to help his young
master, was still plain to the lad. The
stranger knelt down beside boy and dog
and examined the wounds.

“He ain’t so bad but what he might be
worse,” he said. ‘“With rest and care he'll
get well after we've fixed him up a bit.
Won't ye, old fighter?”” He had touched
Tige’s injuries with infinite tenderness and
skill and the dog reached over its muzzle
from Miles’ hand to lick the fingers of the
man.

“There ain’t a chance for him,” said
Miles. “Peirson never wanted me to have

’
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him. He'll never let me nurse him. He
only let me keep him after I promised to
do a lot of extry chores. An’ he'll ha'f
kill me soon’s he sees me.”

“What for? Bein’ good to a dog like
that? I've seen a heap of men I'd trade
for a dog like him. Who's Peirson? Yore
father?”

“No, sir. He—he owns me, I reckon.”
Miles looked around fearfully. He knew
that Peirson must have heard the shot and
would investigate. When he found Miles
missing from his work his rage would be-
gin to boil.

“I reckon not, sonny. What's yore own
name?”’

“Miles. By rights it's Mi-les, but its
always been jest Miles. It means a soldier
in Latin.”

“Does it now? Get me some more
water in a dock leaf.” As he talked the
man staunched Tige's wounds. “We'll get
some yarbs I know of,” he said, “and heal
him up proper. He'll be stiff for a bit but
we'll ix him. Means a soldier, eh? Want
to be a soldier?”

“I'd rather be a hunter and go out west,”
said Miles.

The answer
stranger.

“Thar’s worse lives, sonny.
yore second name?”’

“I ain’t got any, that I know of. They
call me Mississippi Miles because I was
found on the roof of a shack floatin’ down
the river after a flood. I was tied to the
chimney, they say. Some flatboatmen got
me. I was about four then. I remember
a big man with a beard who fell off the
roof in the night after he’d tied me on an’
kissed me. He was my father I reckon.
I don’t remember his name. An' my
mother must hav' died when I was a baby,
I guess, because I don’t remember her at
all. The boss-boatman’s wife took care
of me.

evidently pleased the
What's
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“Then Peirson came along when I was
ten. He told the boatman he needed a
boy at his shack and he paid the boatman
some money for me. I saw him. You—
you don’t think he owns me, then, mister ?"

“Not by a jugful, sonny. We don’t buy
and sell whites in this country. Some day
mebbe we won't even buy an’ sell blacks.
You've had a tough time of it with this
Peirson, I reckon. Went to school a bit,
did ye?”

“Till I was twelve. Then he said I'd
had enough schoolin’. The woman on the
boat taught me some. I can write an’ spell
pritty good, an’ cipher some. I'm pritty
good at readin’ when I can git somethin’
to read.”

“Are ye now? Wal, that’s prime. How
old are you? 'Bout fifteen?”

“Fourteen, nigh as I can guess. Don't
know for sure because I don't know jest
when I was born—or where.” Miles liked
this man. So did Tige and that went a
long way with Miles. A shout interrupted
them. Across the stream stood Peirson,
bull-necked, powerful, with his black beard
running down to where the hair was matted
on his chest, exposed by his open shirt. His
dark eyes flashed at the scene as he strode
through the stream, a bullwhip in one hand.

“What in time’s this?” he demanded,
looking at the dead puma but ignoring the
stranger. He laughed as he surveyed Tige.

“The cur got his, did he? Sarves him
right fer not ’tendin’ to his bizness. What
you come out of the rows fer? You'll
finish ’em, if you hav' to work with a lan-
tern 'till midnight. I'll give you somethin’
to keep ye awake an’ teach ye to stay with
yore job,” he added, swinging up the whip.
Miles stood still, his blue eyes challenging
those of the man. He knew he could not
fight against him, he knew the terrible sting
and weal of that whip, but he was not go-
ing to show fear or cry out—not Miles,
the soldier, who was going to be a hunter
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some day. But he wished, with a longing
that showed in his look, that he was only
a little bigger, a little stronger. Peirson,
whip still uplifted, paused in his punish-
ment to make it more bitter, turning
towards the crippled dog, raising one foot.
Tige, helpless, bared his teeth and snarled.

“Growl at me, will ye, you cur?
rm...”»

Miles jumped in between, eyes blazing,
fists clenched, jaw out-thrust.

“Don’t you tech him!” he cried. “You
can lick me but—if you tech Tige—I'll
kill ye.”

There was a menace in his voice that
meant business, interpreting his will. If
Peirson hurt the wounded dog Miles
silently vowed that he would get a knife
and somehow avenge him. He was beside
himself with sense of wrong. Peirson
grabbed him by one shoulder.

“I'll cut you to ribbons,” he said.

“I wouldn’t, ef I were you, pardner,”
said the stranger. ‘“The dog tackled a
painter. He's plumb game. So’s the boy.
He tackled the critter with that hoe.
Landed him a good one. It don’t do na
manner of good to punish gameness, pard-
ner.” The tone was mild but it held some-
thing that promised help to Miles, even to
Tige, whose eyes gleamed upwards, but it
infuriated Peirson. He wheeled on the
other with a volley of dirty oaths. The
stranger’s face hardened, his eyes grew
steely. With almost unbelievable swiftness
and agile strength he caught Peirson’s great
wrist, twisted away the whip and flung it
behind him.

“I aim to be peaceable, as a rule,” he
drawled while Miles watched his cham-
pion, open-eyed and admiring, “but thar’s
a few words I bar. I figger for you to
take 'em back.”

Peirson, rubbing his wrist, gazing for
the whip, his face dark with passion,
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seemed to sense vaguely the power back
of the man and his words.

“Who are you to come buttin’ in?” he
demanded.

“Name of Kit Carson,” said the other
quietly enough. The effect on Peirson was
instantaneous. He forced the anger from
his face and pose even as he seemed to
shrink in stature, almost to cringe.

“Kit—Kit Carson?” he stammered
while Miles gasped. Carson of Missouri
had been away for years but the fame of
him had come out of the west. Mighty
hunter, Indian defier, dead-shot, fearless
scout and unrivaled trapper, his name was
spoken of the length of the great river with
a certain reverence even by the river-bullies,
drunk or sober. To Miles he was more
than man, a demi-god, a paragon of the
virtues. He knew, listening to the tales,
as all knew, that Carson never lied, never
boasted, never picked a quarrel, and never
missed a shot.

“Gee!” he muttered, taking Peirson’s
sudden change for granted in the presence
of his hero. “Kit Carson!”

“I reckon I was a bit hasty,” said Peir-
son. “But the weeds is somethin’ awkul,
an’ that dawg ain’t no manner of use. Eats
as much as a man an’ don’t do a lick.”

“T wish I owned him,” said Carson.

A thought came to Miles that he
wrestled with. The contemplation of his
renunciation battled hard with his desire to
reward his hero. But, though he swal-
lowed, there was a choke in his voice when
he said,

“You—you—all can have him, when
he's cured, Mister Kit Carson.”

“Now that’s plumb generous,” answered
Carson. “But I don’t aim to separate you
two. You make too good a team. I'mon
my way to St. Louis. Come down from
Bent's Fort on the Arkansas. Went out
of my road a bit to see the old place in
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Missoury where I was a kid. Seventeen
years ago now. An’' then made for the
river down this way to look up an old
friend. That's how I happened on the
dawg and the boy here tacklin’ that painter.
I took a hand an’ plugged the varmint. You
might like his hide, Mister Peirson, though
by rights it belongs to the boy.

“He can have it if he wants it,” said
the changed Peirson, to Miles’ astonish-
ment. “You'll come over to the shack,
won't ye?”

Carson looked at Miles and there was a
twinkle in his eyes that answered the lad’s
appeal. Even as the thought of Carson
accepting the hospitality of the cabin ap-
pealed to him, he was shrewd enough to
know that Peirson equally desired it. To
be able to say that Kit Carson had been
entertained by him, to claim that the
famous scout was his friend, would be a
feather in Peirson’s cap quite of his own
choosing. The planter was a boaster.
Miles feared that Carson read Pierson’s
character and would refuse. He did not
realize that his own eyes and the condi-
tion of the dog effectually backed the in-
vitation.

“That sounds interestin’,”’ said the scout.
“I want to fix up the dog a bit before I go.
He's got honorable wounds an’ they should
be attended to, to my notion.”

Peirson looked at the dog non-commit-
tally. Miles sensed the tact with which
Carson handled the situation in behalf of
himself and Tige. The boy’s héart
warmed. ’

“You cut back to the shack an’ bring the
wheelbarrer,” said Peirson. *You kin tote
him back in that.”

Miles shot off. He did not diagnose
the change in Peirson. Carson accounted
for that. His was a name to conjure with.
In person he could accomplish far greater
miracles than taming Peirson’s brutality.
Miles was sure of that.
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When he got back, the bottom of the
barrow lined with old sacks, he found the
two men in friendly conversation. Carson
had deftly flayed the carcass of the puma.

“Skin’s yours, son,” said the scout.
“Your'n an' the dawg’s. You can tan it
an’ give it to him to lie on. That'll even
matters. I'll show you how to make a
hoop-stretcher before I go. Scrape off all
the fat with a blunt knife over a round
log that’s got the bark off. Dress it tawed
with the ha'r on. Rub in the brains—an’
keep rubbin’, that’s the secret. Rub till it's
all pliable an’ then sprinkle on a little alum
an’ saltpeter to keep the bugs out. Can
you heft the dawg by yourself?”

The twinkle in Carson’s eyes deepened
after Miles, with infinite care, had placed
Tige on the sacks. He turned to Peirson.

“Can’t trundle him through the bed of
the crick. Shake him up too much. Git
hold of the handles, Peirson, an’ I'll take
the front end. Then Miles here can wheel
him home.”

Peirson did so without comment. It was
hard work shoving the heavy barrow and
its load through the soft dirt but Miles
accomplished it. In the clearing where the
log-cabin stood, Carson stooped several
times gathering leaves. These he displayed
to Miles.

“Keep one of each so you'll know 'em
again,” he said. ‘‘Pound the rest up to a
pulp an’ make a poultice of it for his side
an’ leg. The torn muscle’s the worst part
but he'll heal clean an’ be up an’ around
inside of a week. Dawgs mend quicker
than humans.”

He followed Miles into the lean-to that
was the boy's bedroom and helped to
establish Tige on his bed in the corner.
His kindness towards a dumb creature
seemed a natural enough attribute of his
hero but the lad marveled at it none the
less.

“He won't eat much for a spell,” said
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Carson. ‘“‘But see he gets all the water he
wants.”

“When you git through with the dawg,”
said Peirson who had stood in the doorway
surveying the operations, ‘‘you skid out an’
git a fryin' chicken. I'll say one thing for
the kid,” he went on to Carson, “he sure
can cook. You'll stay for a bite—mebbe
for the night? It's gettin’ on towards
dark.”

“I'll have some of that chicken, anyway.
Depends on my steamer 'bout stayin’ over.
I've got a daughter in St. Louis, a little
younger 'n Miles. I'm placin’ her in school.
That's what I come back for, mainly.”

“I could drive ye over to Lane's Land-
ing termorrer,” said Peirson eagerly.
“The Saint Louis steamer's due at five in
the afternoon. We could make it easy.
I've got a good mare.” "

“Well,” said Carson, “we’ll settle it
after supper.”

After supper, with the chicken fried by
Miles and praised by Kit Carson, the
scout stayed on, telling tales of his western
life. Nothing had been said about the un-
finished weeding and Miles, sure that Tige
was comfortable and content not to tear off
the bandage that kept the styptic herbs in
place, made himself small and quiet as pos-
sible and listened until Peirson remembered
him and sent him off to bed.

Even then he couldn’t sleep. The door
from the main room to the lean-to did not
fit closely and he could catch murmurs of
the talk going on, though, for the most
part, his head was too crammed with what
had been said to think of or notice much
else.

For he had heard about the trading post
of Santa Fe in New Mexico and of Fernan-
dez de Taos, where Carson had traded, of
adventures in El Paso and Chihuahua,
strange names of strange places and cus-
toms, of Indian raids on the Gila River, of
beaver-trapping, of the trip to far off Cali-
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fornia, descriptions of the Mojave Indians,
of the missions of San Gabriel and San
Fernando where the monks dwelt among
the savages and welcomed Carson and his
companions; of the Sacramento and
Tlamath rivers and the fierce tribes of the
northern Pacific Ocean landfall, wonders
piled on wonders, spoken of with a sim-
plicity and frankness that brought all
vividly to the gaping Peirson and the en-
raptured boy, always with a modesty that
still left Carson’s sterling qualities re-
vealed.

Los Angeles and Taos again, then north
to rivers bearing more familiar titles, the
Green, the Platte, the Red, the upper
reaches of the Arkansas and the Missouri.
Indian tribes of Blackfeet and Sioux, Snake
and Arapahoe, of Carson’s wounding by a
Blackfoot whom he shot through the heart,
of Buffalo and war-dances and councils,
perils and escapes!

Of his duel with Shuman, the famous
bully, who insulted all Americans until,
Carson’s pistol against the other’s rifle,
they fought on horseback and Carson
shattered the bully’s arm, Peirson could
not persuade the scout to talk, but they had
heard that tale with others that had come
back by the roaming couriers du bois and
trappers.

But he spoke of the deep canyons of the
Yellowstone and the Colorado, mighty tor-
rents, mud-lakes, spouting springs. Of the
great fight on Wind River where Carson,
at the head of forty intrepid men, worsted
several hundred Blackfeet, his ancient
enemies. Of the Flathead Chinook
Indians of the mighty Columbia River whc
placed their children in a wooden trough
and bouna about their foreheads with
cords to secure their distinguishing de-
formity. Of Comanches, Utahs and
Cheyennes, peace-compacts and pipe-par-
leys!

Never had such an Odyssey been told by
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its own Ulysses to a boy, whose ardor
flamed to follow in emulation of this man
who was called by the tribes thit he had
fought and conquered, turning many of
them to friends, “Monarch of the
Prairies,” while the press styled him ‘‘Nes-
tor of the Rocky Mountains” and often
wrote of his exploits.

It was an age when big men rose amid
the dangers and difficulties of the spirit of
exploration that was rife in America. Kit
Carson symbolized what most men wished
themselves to be, daring yet wise, a genius
for encountering the wilderness, the spirit
of pioneering. Men loved to recount his
fame and none were found that did not
praise him from California to the Missis-
sippi, through all that vast territory about
to be opened up, trailed already by such
men. His was the high heart and brave
spirit of American progress, best type of
those who expanded its territory and estab-
lished its farthest frontiers.

It was small wonder that Miles’ head
whirled while his heart worshiped. It
was the sound of his own name that held
him. He could not help but listen.

“He works well enough for a young-
ster,”’ Peirson was saying, “‘but I need a
man. [I've saved a bit an’ I could make
more if I had a regular hand. I've thought
some of buyin’ me a slave. There's one
over at Lane’s Landing I've got my eyes
on. Husky an’ willin’, they say, though
I'll look out for him bein’ willin’, once he’s
mine. Strong as an ox an' limber as a
snake, a natural terbacker stripper. Ter-
backer’s bringin’ twenty-two shillin’ a hun-
dred now, an’ risin’. But I ain’t got but
half his price.”

“You'd let the lad go if you had the
black ?" asked Carson.

Peirson laughed.

“I’d trade him for a slave any day in the
week,” he answered.

The voices fell. Miles felt a mingled
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sense of anger, shame and elation. Carson

‘—what was Carson planning—for him?

Could he . . . ?

Followed the chink of money and more
low voices. Then Tige whimpered and
Miles comforted him. Burrowed close to
the wounded dog, he fell asleep.

After he had hitched up the mare to the
Dearborn cart the next morning, after Peir-
son’s announcement that he was going to
drive Mister Carson over to the landin’,
Carson called Miles to one side.

“Peirson’s goin’ to buy a black to do the
work here,” he said. ‘“He may come on
with me to St. Louis to get a better bargain.
While he's gone he looks to you to keep
down the weeds. He's got to have some
one to look after the crop, you see. And

-you'll have time to get the dawg on his

feet again. Otherwise I might take you
along with me, if you wanted to go?”

~ Miles couldn’t take this all in at once.
The infinite joy of it was too much for

‘instant comprehension. But, as it dawned,

his face was filled with a radiance at which
Carson smiled.

“You'll take me along with you?” Miles
asked.

““Soon as Peirson gets back with his black
he'll ship you off to me at St. Louis. You
said you wanted to be a hunter, didn’t you?
I figger you've got the makin's of one in
ye. You see, Miles, I was prenticed to a
saddler when I was fifteen and I hated it,
jest as much as you hate hoein’. So I know
how you feel. I lit out for myself. An’
I've got a girl nigh yore age. If she’d bin
a boy I'd have wanted her to be a frontiers-
man. I like yore spirit. I'll put you in the
way of bein' what you want. It's up to
you. You're handy. If you'd I'arn to see
a lot an’ say little, excep’ to ask not too
many questions, an’ kept on tryin’ to do
whatever thar was to do, why, I wouldn’t
wonder but what a trapping or hunting out-
fit would be glad to have you around.”
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Miles’ throat had choked up with happi-
ness and there was water in his eyes that
he tried to blink back. Carson smiled at
him with nods of his head that told Miles
he understood. Then the boy found his
voice.

“T’ll pay you back some day,” he said.
“I mean what you loaned Peirson to buy
his slave.”

“Quick ears, eh?”

“I couldn’t help hearin’ that.”

“I didn’t loan him much, son. That's
why we're goin’ on to St. Louis, since you
know so much. I can arrange a loan for
him there on his plantation. You can pay
me back as soon as you like but it only
meant a few furs. Now, we're ready to
start.”

But Miles had one more question.

“Shall I be with you?”

“I don’t know what my plans are, Miles.
But I reckon we can fix it that way. You
keep those herbs moist on Tige.”

“Oh, how about Tige? I'd forgotten.”
Miles’ face fell.

“I hadn’t. A smart dawg can be trained.
And a well-trained dawg is a mighty use-
ful critter, at home or on the march. If
you can fix up Tige so’s he can travel, I
reckon you can bring him along.”

All that day was rose-colored to Miles.
He worked hard but the hoe seemed lighter
than a switch and the rows were weeded
like magic. He told Tige about it all a
dozen times, he recounted to him what he
could remember of the wonderful stories of
the night before and, when at last he slept
and dreamed, his visions were bright and
wonderful.

Yet none of them approached the reality
that lay before him. Mississippi Miles
was destined to tread wild trails and en-
counter strange adventures. The friend-
ship of the Great Master Scout had
plucked him from the humble toil in the
plantation rows to set his feet upon the
road to High Adventure.

Pal Pup

stincts,

With stumpy tail wig-wagging
To all he calls “Oh joy!”’
Cheerful? Yes (unto the end),
A4 Loyal friend? Oh Boy!

A4 regular little tenderfoot,
X_ This fat and funny pup,
Chock full of scouting in-

By Frank Rigney

He hides a bone—he’s Thrifty,
Obedient too, and Brave,
Hiking, Stalking, Swimming,
In days to come he’ll crave.

Where does he pick them up?

Yep, he’s strong for out-of-doors,
Tough weather brings no doubts,
Prepared for all—well, anyway,
Most dogs are regular scouts.
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By Badger Clark
Illustrated by Remington Schuyler

¢« ARIZONA may be a great country,”
A said Howard, reining his pony
carefully through a patch of mes-
quit to save his knees from contact with
the long, keen thorns. ‘“But the trouble
is that there is nothing here but country—
just hot blue sky above and a lot of empty
room underneath.”

Jim, Arizona born and ranch bred, had
learned to take criticisms of his beloved
state from his visiting Boston cousin with
perfect good nature.

“Well,” he replied simply, ‘‘what more
would you want?”

“I should want some history,” said
Howard. “Here are these mountains, if
you can call such bare rock-piles mountains.
What has ever happened on them to make
them worth looking at? Here’s this sand
flat, stretching away to that strip of white
alkali, and then on across to those other
mountains that look like pasteboard
scenery on the stage. Nobody ever lived
here; no army ever fought here; nothing
ever happened here, or ever could——"

“'K out!” shouted Jim suddenly.
“Snake!”

With a hot sizzle of anger, a large,
dusty rattlesnake raised his head almost
under Howard’s horse and that animal,
perfectly understanding the sound, leaped
aside so violently that his rider had to
“grab for leather” in all haste to keep his
seat.

“If Pancho had spilled you off on top
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of that snake, something would have hap-
pened for once, even in Arizona,” said
Jim, grinning.

“Oh, have your cowpuncher laugh at my
horsemanship,” said the Boston boy, a little
ruffled, “‘but don’t let the snake get away.
Kill the thing with your shovel.”

The boys had been resetting a few fence-
posts at a distant pasture of the ranch and
Jim was carrying a long handled shovel
across the saddle in front of him. With-
out dismounting, he now raised the shovel
above his head and threw it like a javelin,
cutting the snake in two.

“Want the rattle?”’ he inquired, as he
swung out of the saddle.

“Might as well,” answered Howard.
“It will be a trophy of the only event that
has ever occurred in this township, prob-
ably. Glorious West! Why, Jim, we may
be the first human beings that have ever
looked upon this patch of sand and mes-
quit. You see, this country doesn’t mean
anything, for nothing has ever happened
here.”

“How about the Spanish explorers?”
said Jim, tossing the rattle up to his cousin
and then leaning against the shoulder of
his horse with an air of determination to
thrash the subject out on the spot.

“They came, and they went,” rejoined
Howard. ‘“They crawled over the desert
and swore long Spanish oaths at the heat
and the thirst and the rattlesnakes and the
emptiness. They are the only interesting



Lost Americans

people in your records, and they got out
of here as fast as they could, leaving hardly
a mark. History never really touched this
desert; it hopped over it. Where is your
Lexington? Where is your Bunker Hill?
Give me old New England, where men
have lived and died. This is just the Land
Where Nothing Ever Happened.”

Jim did not reply for a moment, but
stood with his thumb hooked in his belt,
staring at the mouth of a dry, rocky canyon
which opened upon the plain a few hundred
yards away. Finally he pointed toward the
canyon.

“Do you see that?”’ he asked.

“What?" said Howard, puzzled by his
manner.

“That bank of dirt and rock running
part way across the mouth of the canyon.”

“Well, what of it?”

“Tell me who built it.”

“Why, the action of water, I suppose,”
said the Boston boy, “the same thing that
shaped most hills. It is just a natural bank
of dirt.”

“You're wrong,” said Jim. “It was
built by men’s hands. What you just called
a bank of dirt is a dam.”

Howard laughed. ‘Now you're dream-
ing,” he argued. “‘That little canyon never
carried anything but an occasional trickle of
rain-water. Besides, look at that tremend-
ous big juniper stump on the side of the
bank. The tree belonging to that stump
must have been growing long before a
white man ever showed his face here, and
the dam, as you call it, was here before
Columbus ever made his bow to Queen
Isabella.”

“I know it,” said Jim stoutly. “I reckon
the people who built that dam held a grand
ball to celebrate its completion long before
Julius Caesar ever wrote those blessed
Commentaries of his. It hasn’t anything
to do with the Reclamation Service, but it’s
a dam, just the same. Now look here. Do
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you see this little hump, or wave, in the
sand? It's so low that you would ride over
it without noticing but, once you see it, it’s
easy to follow. Let's follow it.”

Jim started off, leading his horse, and
Howard rode after him, skeptical, but con-
siderably interested. @ The hardly per-
ceptible bank, about three feet across and
rising no more than a few inches above the
general surface, led them about forty feet
to the eastward, then turned at a perfect
right angle and ran some sixty feet to the
south where it turned again in the same
precise way and finally brought them back
to their starting point after they traveled
the four sides of a rectangle.

“What do you call that, old Boston?”
said Jim exultantly. “Is it the action of
water, or the track of a crazy thunder-
bolt?”

“Why, it doesn’t look like a natural for-
mation at all,”” acknowledged Howard,
sliding out of his saddle with a new eager-
ness and looking about him. “Somebody
has been amusing himself here with a
shovel a long time ago, like children build-
ing sand forts on the beach. Look over
there. There's another. And there's an-
other off to the right. How many of these
queer squares are there around here, any-
way?”

“They spread down this flat for about
a quarter of a mile,” drawled Jim.

“But what are they?” said the Boston
boy.
“They are what is left of houses,” re-
plied his western cousin coolly.

“Houses,” smiled Howard, looking off
across the barren surface of the sand flat
where the heat waves danced and rippled
dizzily. “Houses! Here? Come, no
lunatic would ever build a house in such a
place, to say nothing of a whole town.
There must be some other explanation.”

“Well, the best way to get the answer
is to dig it out, I reckon,” said Jim. “You
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have the bar and I have the shovel. Just
imagine this is in Egypt and we'll play
archaeology awhile. Now, professor, if
you will apply your bar to the ancient soil
in this corner of the ruins, I will supple-
ment your labors with the implement in my
possession and we may uncover something
of vast interest to the scientific world.”

Too much interested even to grin at
Jim’s pompous burlesque, Howard went
vigorously to work with his bar and soon
had a space three feet square mellow
enough for the shovel, and stood aside,
panting. Jim tossed out the loose dirt to
the depth of his shovel blade and then,
after carefully pecking and scraping about
the outer corner of the hole for a moment,
stooped down and said, “Look here.”
Howard stooped and stared as if fasci-
nated.

“Natural formation, I reckon,” said
Jim.

“Oh, you needn't rub it in,” said his
cousin. “I give up. You're the professor
and I'm your class from now on. That is
an angle of adobe wall, as perfect as if it
had been laid last week. Now please ex-
plain, sir.”

“We'll go to the bottom of the matter,
my son,” said Jim, thoroughly enjoying
himself; and he began shoveling with such
hearty good will that Howard backed away
out of the cloud of dust that rose in the
hot, still air of the desert afternoon.

pottery I've seen. Let me get into the hole,
professor. This beats books!”

The boys worked carefully and soon be-
gan to sift the dirt through their fingers
as it was thrown out, finding shards of pot-
tery, charred kernels of corn or pieces of

-charcoal in every shovel full.

‘“Attention, primary class in archae- -

ology,” said the excavator a few minutes
later, stooping and picking up some tiny
object from the bottom of the hole.
“Please tell me what this is.”

“A kernel of corn,” exclaimed the
other, “and burned to charcoal, which
accounts for its preservation.”

“Right,” said Jim. ‘“And now this.”

“Pottery,” said Howard with increasing
surprise. “Not white man’s work, but thin-
ner and finer grained than most Mexican
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“We've dug smack into the middle of
somebody’s domestic hearth,” said Jim at
last. “Look at this. Here's the whole
bottom of a broken pot, and in it are some
pieces of bone. It was a stew—of venison,
I reckon—and it was simmering on the fire
when——"

“When what?” asked Howard, as the
other paused.

“When that chapter of history closed,”
went on Jim solemnly, “when the thing hap-
pened that smashed all this good woman’s
dishes among the coals and put out the fire.
It’s 2 meal that was all ready to serve long,
long ago, but nobody ever got a chance to
eat it.”

He stopped speaking and they sat silent,
with their feet in the bottom of the hole,
Howard turning the broken pot curiously
in his fingers, while Jim gazed thoughtfully
across the desert, hot and white, in the sun-
light.

“What do you see, Professor?” said
Howard presently.

“I'm seeing—things,” said Jim mus-
ingly. “I always do get to dreaming in a
place of this sort, and there are several of
them in this part of the range. Jab the
spurs into your imagination and go with
me back a way. Here is a town of several
thousand people around us, not wandering
savages like most of our Indians used to
be, but real folks with fields and homes and
a civilization. It is easy to see it all.
There is running water in that canyon,
damned and ditched for irrigation as well
as any modern engineer could do it, and
all around the town are waving fields of
corn. Here we sit at the edge of the street,
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a street without horses or wagons, and we
are watching the folks go by. The children
are playing around and chasing each other
in and out of the doors of the big 'dobe
houses. Over there is a woman leaning
against the doorpost, waiting for her man
to come home from the corn-fields, holding
a baby on her arm and making it laugh
by dangling her necklace of turquoise beads
just out of its reach. In the shade of the
house two girls are grinding corn in a
metate. Farmers are drifting in, hungry,
from the fields, and sniffing the boiling
meat and baking corn cakes as they pass
the doorways. There goes a priest, wear-
ing a lot of holy jewelry and an expensive
feathercloth serape. Here comes a hunter
from the hills, with his bow in his hand and
a fawn over his shoulder. The whole town
is getting an early supper so they can be
ready for the big harvest dance to-night,
for the corn is ripe. Do you see it?”

“As clearly as I see you,” said Howard
wonderingly. “Go on with your vision, old
seer.”

“It is an old town,” continued Jim.
“Fathers are buried here, and grand-
fathers, and great-grandfathers. Three
miles down this range of hills is another
town like it. Across the valley, there, in
the foothills of the Chiricahuas, are more
towns; you can see the green patches of
their corn-fields from here. The people
are proud of their towns and fond of their
country. They have religion and politics
to argue about when they get tired of talk-
ing crops and hunting. And they have a
history. There is a Bunker Hill in it, when
they fought a big fight against outsiders.
There is a Gettysburg, when they had a
grand battle among themselves. Perhaps,
one time, they sent an expeditionary force
over beyond the Rio Grande and fought a
Chiteau Thierry with a bunch of domineer-
ing, red Huns that threatened them. They
know that they are the finest people on
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earth and that their country is the finest
country, and they expect their children and
their children’s children to hold this land
and keep up the name of the nation until
the sun and moon flicker and go out. They
are a whole lot like the Americans to-day
in some respects,” concluded Jim, smiling
at the absorbed face of his cousin.

“But what is the end of the story?” said
Howard. “There is an end of some sort.
The towns are gone, the fields are gone,
and this is an open desert flat with nothing
on it but a few thin mesquit bushes, and the
whole country can support only a few scat-
tered ranches. Tell me the end of your
vision.”

“The Southwest is full of signs of old
volcanic action,” said Jim. “Over in New
Mexico great tracts are covered with lava
and volcanic ashes, and they tell me that
the ants coming up through these ancient
ash heaps sometimes carry—what, do you
think 7"

‘“Ants usually bring up grains of sand,”
said Howard. «

“Beads,” said Jim, ‘“man-made beads,
and folks dig down through the ant-hills
and the ashes and find pottery like this
underneath. Can’t you guess what ended
the chapter of history that these friends of
ours figured in?”

“Volcano and -earthquake,” breathed
Howard. “What a smash! What a day
that must have been!”

“Yes, it seems to me that this little hole
right here tells the story,” resumed Jim.
*“The woman of this house has supper on
the fire, a stew, cakes and some whole corn
—roasting ears, maybe—and all over town
the men are coming home and sitting
around waiting for meal-time, and the chil-
dren are getting under their mothers’ feet
and begging for just a teenty-weenty bit
off the brown edge of the hoecake to keep
them alive until supper’s ready. The sky
is clear and the sun hangs a little above the
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mountains, as you see it at this minute, and
everything is exactly as it has been for ten
thousand evenings before. Then—it hap-
pens! Maybe there is a rumble and a
shiver that gives the folks a chance to rush
out of the houses; maybe not. Anyway,
the whole country heaves and shakes itself.
Big seams split the fields and the streams
are gulped down into the earth, boulders
come loping and smashing down the sides
of the hills. And the houses—ay, chicol
how these tall 'dobe walls crumple and
crash, and people scream and run here and
there through the clouds of dust! Then
a horrible night comes down on those left
alive, a black night when the wind is full
of flying dust and ashes and a suffocating
smell of sulphurous gas, and the ground
slides and jerks underfoot, and the sky is
red around the edges with the reflection of
spouting lava beyond the quivering moun-
tains. The people stumble around their
wrecked houses looking for the ones that
were caught by the falling walls, or cling
together in little scared bunches and cry
and pray to their gods. It is the Judgment
Day, come ages ahead of its time. Can't
you just see the whole thing ?”

“Don’'t stop!” pleaded Howard.
“Finish the vision while the inspiration is
upon you. What became of the sur-
vivors?”

“Quien sabe?” said Jim. “Only one
thing is clear—they went away somewhere.
The earthquakes must have dried a good
many streams at their source, and killed
the irrigation systems, as in this case right
here. The children of Israel were not the
only nation that ever picked up its traps
and moved all in a bunch. Do you remem-
ber, the Aztecs in the time of Cortez had
a tradition that they had come from the
north in a great migration? Who were the
Mayas and the Toltecs in Central Amer-
ica? The Apaches probably drifted into
this country after the great earthquake, and
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there have always been a handful of pueblo
tribes, but these folks,” said Jim, looking
reflectively down into the hole at his feet,
“these folks—who knows?”

“One thing more, old sage,” said How-
ard. “Give all this a date. When did it
happen?”

Jim shrugged his shoulders and spread
his hands like a Mexican.

“Quien sabe?”’ he repeated. “Do you
want me to get into trouble with the wise
men at Washington? But geologists set
the date of these volcanic disturbances
away back. That's what makes these ruins
such fine things to dream over. Old, old,
old they are—that’s all. Maybe the day
when these 'dobe walls thundered down
and spoiled the good woman’s supper was
back before the time of Abraham. Per-
haps on that very day our noble, fair-
skinned ancestors in central Europe were
sneaking around through the woods, gnaw-
ing bones and sticking each other in the
back with copper knives. It was still a
long, long way to Plymouth Rock, proud
Yankee. But, speaking of suppcrs," he
said, nsmg “I'll bet our supper is ready,
and it is a good two miles away. And
while we are here, dreaming about pre-
historic Americans, mother at the ranch is
dreaming that something horrible has hap-
pened to us, like all mothers do when a
fellow is ten minutes late to a meal.
Vamos, amigo mio.”

They mounted their horses and rode off
toward the ranch in silence, and then pres-
ently

“Say,” said Howard. ‘I want to beg
your pardon, and also Madame Arizona’s.
Between the two of you, you've given me a
great lesson in history this afternoon.
Why, this country is fairly saturated with
history. It almost equals the Old Bay
State.”

“That’s a stunning compliment, coming
from a Bostonese,” grinned Jim. *I thank
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you for myself and for Sefiora Arizona.”

“But, Jim,” said Howard earnestly,
“isn’t it a great country, this old U. S. A.
of ours? The more I see of it, the more I
admire every square mile of it.”

“It's THE country,” said Jim. “Up
and down and around and across and for-
ward and backward, there is no country

equal to it. We white folks from Europe
who drove our stakes in it day before yes-
terday are just beginning to get acquainted
with it.”

“And its history,” murmured Howard.

“The shortest part of its history is the
part that we have made and put in books,”
said Jim.

Tramp, Tramp, Tramp!

By Berton Braley

In the heart of ev'ry Scout there is honor for the flag,
And a tho't of all its glory of the past,

And each Scout has made a vow that his faith will never lag,
He will serve that starry banner to the last.

Chorus:

Tramp, tramp, tramp, the Scouts are marching!

Under smiling skies above;
By the red and white and blue
We will hold forever true

To the glory of the country that we love!

In our work or in our play, in the city or the glen,

We are building up the body and the brain;

And we build the spirit, too, which shall make us into men
Who can keep the flag forever without stain.

As we serve the Scouting law, so we serve our mighty land,

And we marck along together to the goal,
With our bodies clean and strong, and our minds that understand

And a faith that holds us loyal, hears and soul.
From By Scowts Song Book, copyright,C. C. Birchard ond Compamy.



‘ How these tall ’dobe walls crumple and crash, and people scream and run here and there
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Old Man of Tampa Bay

By James Ravenscroft
Illustrated by John S. Curry

LUNGE after plunge the pelican

P made, but always without a catch.

The Shell Hunters fell to specu-

lating as to the cause of the bird’s bad
luck.

“He flies so low and is so slow he can't
put any punch into his plunge,” was Roddy
Bates’ observation.

“Why doesn’t he fly higher and speed
up then?” said Skid Arlow. ‘“He ought to
know the fishing game—he’s been in it all
his life.”

“I noticed him yesterday,” Roddy went
on, “and he never gbt a fish while I was
looking at him. He hangs around the piers
here all the time, watching for fish that is
thrown out of the fish boats. I wonder
what is the matter with him.”

The pelican flapped around awhile, and
then, with a weary droop of wings,
dropped into the water not far from the
Shell Hunters’ boat.

“Let’s see if he's full up and is just do-
ing stunts to keep his hand—I mean his
bill—in, or whether he's playing in hard
luck and is hungry,” Skid proposed.
“We've had luck this morning and it’s up
to us to help a fellow fisherman along if
he needs it.”

Skid took a small fish from the gunny
sack in which they carried them and threw
it toward the pelican. The bird did not see
the fish in the air at all, and when it struck
the water he lifted his head and looked
about in an excited, half-bewildered man-
ner, but before he located it another peli-
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can, that from 200 yards away had
glimpsed it as it was thrown, sailed down
and scooped it up.

The Shell Hunters guessed the trouble
at once.

“Do you know what's the matter with
that bird? He can’t see good,” Roddy de-
clared.

“That’s it,” Skid said. ‘“And the reason
he can’t see good and is slow is he’s getting
old. That's why he hangs around the fish
boats all day. Wonder what becomes of
pelicans when they get too old to fish.”

“I never thought of that,” Roddy an-
swered, speculatively. “I never have heard
anybody say, and I've never read it any-
where. 1 wonder! I suppose they just
sit down on a sandbar and slewly starve
to death. Or maybe they just float calmly
and grimly out to sea and a shark or some-
thing eats them. Tragic, isn't it?”

Skid nodded,and, taking out another fish,
threw it so near the pelican that he had no
trouble seeing it; and his awkward haste
in seizing it left no doubt that he was in a
hard plight and very hungry.

The Shell Hunters looked at each other,
and each read the other’s thought.

“Let's take him on,” Roddy proposed.

“It's a go,” Skid responded. ‘““We need
a mascot, anyway. Maybe he'll bring us
some luck in shell combin’.”

Work of making up to the pelican be-
gan then and there, and continued every
day. The making up was tedious. For
two weeks the old bird, while obviously
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watching for the Shell Hunters, and flap-
ping as fast as he could to meet them as
soon as he saw them, kept distrustingly
distant while he gulped their fish into his
pouch, and blinked at them, his eyes seem-
ing very sad and wise, the boys thought.

The Shell Hunters persevered, and by
the end of another week the pelican was
taking fish out of their hands, and a few
days later was riding complacently on their
boat, going with them wherever they went.
They had a small cabin cruiser on which
they voyaged up and down the coast, and
the pelican made it his home, roosting on
it nightly. Frequently when the Shell Hun-
ters were in port they would stay at a hotel
or boarding house, and when they would
go to the boat in the morning, as they al-
ways did, the first thing, the pelican greeted
them by rising as high as he could on his
short legs and stretching and flapping his
wings; and on the morning he added to his
greeting ceremonies a curious, mournful
squawk, they considered the friendship pact
signed, sealed and delivered.

The Shell Hunters named the pelican
Old Man of Tampa Bay, for it was at a
resort on the Pinellas side that they found
him.

Thrown together by accident one autumn
in St. Petersburg, the Shell Hunters had
boated, swum, camped and tramped
through many absorbing explorations and
adventures among the keys, when one day
they were straightened up at a stroke with
the thought that profit as well as pleasure,
and in quite as liberal scope, lay ready for
their taking, and they began combing for
shells, with which the beaches of many of
the keys abounded, and Skid created for
them the trade name of Shell Hunters.
They easily arranged with the proprietor
of a resort shell shop to supply him, and
from then on there was business method
in their adventuring.
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They combed all the shell beaches on

the near-by keys till the holidays, when,
their dealer being stocked for the season,
they decided to voyage further south and
try their luck. They went to Ft. Myers,
taking the close-in route, Old Man pelican,
as usual, decorating the boat’s bow, as if
he were a part of the craft.
, Ascertaining that a market for shell
could be arranged for there, the Shell
Hunters started on a cruise among the keys
leading down to the Ten Thousand Islands.
They found several fairly good shell beds,
and then came the day of their big dis-
covery.

They found the wide, curving, and al-
most level beach while searching for a
place to camp for a day or two where they
would not be tormented by insects. Wher-
ever they had been on land that day they
had been attacked by sand flies in cloudlike
swarms and had been forced to retreat in
a run to the cruiser.

It was about mid-afternoon when, after
parleying for several minutes as to whether
to attempt it, the Shell Hunters started the
boat into a narrow strait that ran like a
tunnel under the jungle. In places it was
overlapped so low with vines and man-
grove roots and branches that one of them
had to crouch, hatchet in hand, on the bow
of the boat, and chop a passage. Par-
rakeets scolded timidly at them, snake birds
squawked, and other fowls, resenting the
invasion of their sequestered home, chat-
tered and screeched excitedly. Skid, who
was the hatchet man, wiped his face,
streaming with sweat, with a naked, stream-
ing arm, and called back to Roddy:

“All that's needed to make this just like
darkest Africa, or Borneo, or Zambezi, or
some other darkest place, is some monkeys
to bark at us and keep us dodging cocoa-
nuts.”

“It's darkest enough for me without any
of that,” Roddy retorted from where he
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was coddling the engine into gasping starts
and stops, and in that way doing his best
not to ground the boat.

Old Man of Tampa Bay, or Old Man,
as they had shortened it, was with them,
of course, and was acting as if he was get-
ting younger every minute. There wasn't
a place where he could fly as many feet
as he measured from wing tip to ‘wing tip,
but he kept flapping, blundering into man-
grove roots and getting himself ludicrously
tangled up with the jungle.

At last he hung fast, and was rescued,
at peril of cotton-mouth water moccasins,
which appeared to be lurking everywhere.
To get Old Man, Roddy had to climb out
on a long mangrove root, and in trying to
turn around after releasing him, both fell
into the water. A big stub-tailed moccasin,
which had not been seen, was stretched on
a root right by where they struck, but their
sudden smash into the water so startled
him that instead of showing fight he flung
himself from his ambush and disappeared.
When Old Man was safely back on the
boat Roddy tied him by the leg.

The Shell Hunters fought on for nearly
an hour longer,and, when nearly exhausted,
they emerged into a lagoon that lay blue
and rippling in the deep crescent of an
atoll-shaped key. Though the tide was in,
they were still some little distance from the
water's edge when they had run the boat
in as far as they could, so gradually slop-
ing was the beach. They staked the
cruiser fast on each side with long, stout
stakes, carried for that purpose, which they
drove deep into the sand to keep the craft
upright at low tide. Then they loosed Old
Man and all went overboard and started
ashore.

As they neared the white, smooth beach
the Shell Hunters shouted together in
astonishment. Never had they seen such
shells! As they went further they saw
that the beach from end to end was one
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vast bed of shells, marvelous in variety,
size and color.

“Here’s where we corner the west coast
shell market!” Roddy suddenly yelled.

“I wish you'd quit reading my mind!”
Skid yelled just as loud. “I had just
thought that and was getting ready to say
it. Of course we'll corner the shell
market. . There are enough shells here to
keep us busy the rest of the winter. We'll
take a specimen load to our Ft. Myers man
and just about make our own terms; and
then we'll run up cargo after cargo as fast
as we can.”

“That's the stuff,” Roddy agreed.
“We'll camp here—and say, not a sand fly
in sight, did you notice?—and to-morrow
morning we'll cruise around and find out
how many ways there are to get in here.
Wouldn’t it be our luck if there isn’t any
other way? I may be mistaken, but this
looks like a regular Robinson Crusoe place
to me. Let’s scout around and see if we
can find Friday’s or somebody’s tracks.”

The Shell Hunters hastily explored the
key, the pelican flapping along after them.
They judged it to be about four miles long
and about a mile wide at the widest place,
which was in the middle, the whole being
a perfect crescent in formation. In the
center of the key was a sand ridge nearly
fifteen feet high in places. It was sparsely
covered with bunches of grass and clumps
of buttonwood bushes, and here and there
the tall slim bole of a palm tree stood out
with ancient stateliness against the sky.

“It's a dream of a place,” Roddy said.
“Look at Old Man—cutting capers like
he wasn’t seventy-five or eighty, for all we
know. If he could see he'd go crazy about
this.”

At the foot of the sandy ridge in front
of a palm tree the Shell Hunters built a
camp fire of bleached driftwood. They
roasted oysters, which they had gathered
on the way from immense clusters of them
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on mangrove roots, fried young mullet,
and ate supper in exultant peace, as they
watched a sunset such as they had never be-
held and a short afterglow that seemed to
rise from the sand around them, diffusing a
soft golden light that tinted the shells with
beauty enchanting. Old Man, who had
received his allowance of raw fish, settled
down near them, as with their blankets
they made their bed on the warm, clean
sand. The gulf trade wind had freshened
at sunset, and, singing along the beach, it
stirred up from the sand, powdered almost
to the fineness of flour, many little whirl-
winds that looked like wraiths skipping
across the key. They slept soundly, for
they had long since learned not to hear,
in their sleep, the many strange night
sounds of the keys, not even the noise of
the whooper nor the shriek of the limp-
kin.

The Shell Hunters arose at dawn. No
doubt they would have slept later, in that
peaceful place, but Roddy was wakened
by the pelican standing on his chest, an
affectionate habit the old bird had, and
Roddy, inaudibly expressing his opinion of
the “nerve of the bird,” wakened Skid.
After breakfast they boarded the cruiser,
pulled up stakes, literally, and set out to
explore the confines of the lagoon.

They found it guarded by myriad keys,
many of them not more than a dozen feet
across, among which laced straits of vary-
ing width and depth. To make certain
that the lagoon, and, therefore, the shell
bed, was easily accessible from that side,
they attempted to make a systematic cruise
of the keys, and soon were lost in the laby-
rinth. For nearly three hours they hacked
branches and roots out of the way, and
turned here and there, completely baffled
by the sameness of the evergreen heaps of
mangrove boughs that seemed to spring
from the water. They at last came to an
inlet from the gulf, but they were more

EEES—
than an hour getting back into the lagoon,
which they did entirely by accident, and
much hard chopping, and they were firm
in the opinion that a chart would be re-
quired to get into and out of the lagoon
in any way other than that by which they
had entered.

On the other side of the key, the outer
curve of the crescent, was a stretch of
water, shallow for some distance out, as
they found by wading. Beyond the water
was what appeared to be a dense and un-
broken barrier of mangrove jungle.

The Shell Hunters boiled rice, made a
clam stew—clams by the thousand were
everywhere—and topped off the meal with

. coco plums, which they had found the pre-
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vious morning. Then they set to work
gathering a load of shells. They combed
the beach for the finest specimens of each,
and when they had finished they were satis-
fied that they were amply prepared to up-
set the Florida shell market. Their col-
lection included the splendid golden-mouth
murex, the beautiful cowrie, crown, wing,
spindle, conch, lightning, basket, melon,
wing, cone, auger, Florida purple, long-
horn smoke, tower, tun, star and wedge
shells, and a large number of other marine
curiosities, all of them perfect and desir-
able, for, beside their exquisite coloring,
they were polished to the smoothness of
beaten gold by the wash of the tides and
the sifting sands.

They camped on the key again that
night, and were off at sunrise next morn-
ing. On leaving the strait by which they
entered they went around looking for an
opening through the jungle off the outer
curve of the key, but they found none.
Then they returned to the strait and care-
fully charted their course, so they could
make a return trip without difficulty.

When the Ft. Myers man who had
agreed to take their shells saw the specimen
load they quickly arranged terms with him.
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He contracted to take all, of that high
grade, they could deliver.

Before sun up the next morning they
were on their way back to Shell Key, as
they had designated it on their chart. As
the little cruiser was cutting along down
the Calloosahatchee, Roddy pointed to Old
Man, perched importantly on the bow, and
remarked:

“You said we needed a mascot—is he
making good?”

“I'll say he is,” Skid answered.

For a month the Shell Hunters carried
two cargoes a week to their market, the
eighth cargo bringing them a little better
price, as the result of another man attempt-
ing to contract with them for the entire
output of their bed. They had shoveled
out a channel on the beach so the cruiser
could be taken closer in to be loaded, and
for about twenty-five yards in the entrance
of the strait they had chopped out and en-
larged the tunnel so it could be navigated
without so much delay.

They were careful to keep the location
of Shell Key a secret. Many inquiries
were made as to where such splendid shells
came from, but the dealer couldn't tell,
having never been informed, and Roddy
and Skid, when asked directly, always man-
aged to be pleasantly evasive. They also
kept an alert watch to detect if they were
followed, but nothing occurred to excite
their suspicions. They always left for
Shell Key just before dawn, and, returning,
were seldom seen until they entered the
Calloosahatchee.

It was on their way back with their ninth
cargo that they discovered that Old Man
appeared to be permanently blind in one
eye—the left.

“Poor Old Man,” Roddy said. *“And
the strange thing about it is, the blinder
he gets the more luck we have. If he
should go stone blind I reckon we'd find
a pearl bed?”
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Skid made no reply for several minutes,
then he said:

“But he won’t have to worry if he goes
deaf, dumb and blind, will he?”

“He’ll have an aged pelicans’ home with
us as long as we're able to kick, I'll say,”
Roddy declared. ‘““And his rations won't
be cut, either.”

Within half an hour after they arrived
in Ft. Myers three men who said they were
Key Westers, who had seen the shells at
the dealer’s, and wanted to market them
direct, hunted them up and tried to open
negotiations with them to buy the shell bed
outright. The Shell Hunters were any-
thing but favorable to the proposition, but
finally reluctantly consented to an appoint-
ment the following morning with the men,
aboard their ship, which was anchored in
mid-stream.

“Didn’t I tell you!” Roddy said, as
soon as they were away from the men.
““If that pelican goes blind we'll be million-
aires.”

“But we don't want to sell the shell bed,
do we? In the first place, it's not ours to
sell; we only found it. All we could sell
is our knowledge as to its location. But
let’s not sell. We'll make enough out of
it, as it is, and think of the fun we're hav-
ing, bringing up the shells!”

“I know,” Skid said. ‘‘The shells don’t
belong to us, exclusively, of course, and I
wouldn't care to sell something we have no
title to; but, on the other hand, we found
them. We made a passage to them, we dug
a channel so we could get the boat nearer to
them, we've studied up on conchology so
we’'d know shells, and, after all, they be-
long to us as much as they belong to any-
body. So far as I know, which is not very
far, I'll admit, there is no priority as to
ownership of shells on the seashore; and
unless some one owns this key, we have
an equal right, I think, and are entitled to
barter that right, which is vested in our



Old Man of Tampa Bay

knowledge of the location. And it is al-
most a certainty that no one owns the key.
In fact, it is likely that the last person be-
fore us to see this key was a Seminole, in
the days when the Indians inhabited these
places. I have heard that there are islands
down here that have never been explored
by white men, and I believe it.”

“You talk like a lawyer or a law student,
I can't tell which,” Roddy interrupted.

“And, as you say,” Skid went on, ‘“think
of the fun we're having. And they prob-
ably won't offer us much, anyhow. Judg-
ing from their personal appearance, they
certainly do not look like they could pay
very much; still, they've got a ship, and
you can't alwa¥ys judge a sea-faring man
by his personal appearance, I reckon. But
we might just as well hear what they have
to say.”

The Shell Hunters slept on the cruiser,
were up at daylight, got their cargo of
shells hauled to their dealer, received their
check, for $35—up to the previous cargo
they had received only $25—and were
ready to keep the appointment.

By arrangement the Key Westers sent
a boat, rowed by a Cuban, to bring them.
Their ship was a two-mast schooner with
power, named the Rainbow. The Shell
Hunters could see no possible analogy be-
tween the name and the ship, for they had
never been aboard a more carelessly kept
craft. The deck was piled with a little of
every sort of marine junk, and it seemed
that scrubbing was a lost art with the crew.
The only semi-respectable place was the
cabin, occupied by the three Key Westers.
But the Shell Hunters noted that every out-
line of the ship indicated strength and tre-
mendous seaworthiness.

The Shell Hunters, influenced by the bad
impression made on them by the appear-
ance of the vessel, hurriedly explained their
feelings in the case, and asked to be ex-
cused from making a deal, insisting, how-

ever, that, under the circumstances, they
were not doing wrong to keep the location
of the key a secret. The Key Westers
agreed with them in everything, and then
offered $500 to have the shell bed turned
over to them.

The Shell Hunters were surprised, for
they had not expected an offer of more
than $250 or $300 at the most; but they
were not tempted by it, and told the Key
Westers that not only did they expect to
make $500, perhaps more, clear profit out
of the shells, in addition to what they had
already made, but that they got huge en-
joyment out of the work.

The Key Westers refused to take ‘“no”
for an answer, and promptly raised the
offer to $750, explaining that they had
means of manufacturing various articles of
adornment out of the shells, and market-
ing facilities that warranted them making
the higher bid.

The offer set the Shell Hunters to think-
ing hard. It really was a temptation, and
they asked for time to consider, but the
Key Westers evidently suspected that they
were trying to get away from them, and
advanced the offer to $1000.

“And we'll pay it to you here and now,”
said the one who was conducting the nego-
tiations, “provided we start at once. We
have no time to lose.”

The offer seemed too big to turn down,
and the Shell Hunters surrendered. The
money was counted out to Roddy, while
the Cuban boatman took Skid to bring the
cruiser and such provisions as they needed
for the trip. To Roddy's astonishment,
$500 of the money was in $100 bills, and
the remainder in $50’s. Roddy rolled the
bills up and tied them with a string and
put the roll in his hip pocket, where it was
protected by a buttoned flap. When Skid
returned they both affixed their signatures
to a receipt for the money. ‘And then they
started for Shell Key. The Key Westers
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suggested that the Shell Hunters remain
aboard the Rainbow, and that the cruiser
be towed until it was necessary for it to
take the lead. The Shell Hunters con-
sented to be towed, but elected to make
the trip on the cruiser—with Old Man,
who, as usual, perched with patriarchial
dignity on the bow.

The Rainbow was a fast traveler, and
they arrived off the entrance to the secret
strait early in the afternoon. The Key
Westers and two of the crew in one of the
ship’s boats followed the cruiser in. The
Shell Hunters berthed the cruiser in the
channel they had made, and the ship’s boat
was beached.

“Well, here’s the key and there are the
shells,” Roddy said as they went ashore.
“I believe we've fulfilled our part of the
contract, so if you'll excuse us we'll scare
up some supper, and we'll be glad to have
you sit in with us, of course. If you're
going along the beach to look the shells
over, it'll just about be ready by the time
you get back. We'll camp here to-night,
too, and we'll be glad to have you with us
if you don’t care to return to the ship.”

They’'d gone to their usual camping
place, and Skid was already cleaning fish
—Spanish mackerel and red snapper—
they'd caught on the way. Old Man, whose
superannuation had not, apparently, in the
least impaired his appetite, was sticking
close by, waiting impatiently for his share.

The Key Westers and the Cubans went
a little distance away and talked in low
tones for a few minutes; then they re-
turned, and the one who had made the
deal said:

“It's no use to delay. We do not in-
tend, of course, to pay you or anybody a
thousand dollars for a shell bed, because
shell beds are free. This one is as much
ours as it is yours. You yourselves said
aboard our ship at Ft. Myers that it was
not yours to sell. But we do not want to
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have any trouble about it, so you can hand
over the thousand dollars and we'll give
you $50 for bringing us here, which is good
pay at that. And also you can get a load
of shell if you want, for, as the bed is not
ours any more than it is yours, we cannot
prevent you. We intend to load all the
shell while we are here. Come on, hand
over the thousand.”

The Shell Hunters, amazed at the delib-
erate boldness of the trick, remained mo-
tionless and silent till the Key Westers
started toward them. Then Roddy, whose
fighting blood was slowly rising, replied:

“You don’t mean to say that you're go-
ing to try such a contemptible, two-faced
trick as that?”

“No further words with 'em, boys,” the
boss Key Wester said. ‘“That one there
has it; take it from him. Don't be afraid,
he's got no weapon, as I've found out; but
watch the other one with the knife.”

As the Cubans closed in on Roddy, he
jerked the roll from his pocket and at-
tempted to throw it as far as he could into
the grass on the other side of the camp,
but one of the Key Westers caught at his
arm, and the roll went high over Skid's
head, who, knife in hand, had started to
Roddy’s rescue, and fell in the pile of
fish.

The Key Westers at once turned their
attention to finding the roll of money, and
the Cubans, who had seized Roddy, quickly
released him when they saw Skid rushing
at them with a knife. One of them drew
a knife almost as big as a cutlass and
started opening a wicked-looking blade.

“We're Beat,”” Skid said to Roddy.
“Let’s get to the cruiser while we can. 1
saw you throw the roll; if they don’t find
it right away they’ll be mad enough to
bury us alive.”

They ran at top speed through the surf
to the cruiser, yanked up the stakes, and
rushed it down the channel to deep water.
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They heard the boss Key Wester storming
at the others:

“Find it! Findit! I saw it in his hand,
and I saw him throw it. It's here some-
where!”

In the mélée the Shell Hunters had for-
gotten Old Man. They saw him standing
a few feet from where the 'round and
around search was going frantically on,
and both gave their feeding call, a long,
sharp whistle. Old Man arose with a
quick, noisy flapping and came sailing
them. )

It was not until then that the boss Key
Wester seemed to realize what was hap-
pening, and he flung a volley of epithets
at the Cubans:

“Bring them back herel” he roared.
“They'll either find the roll or feed the
sharks[”

The Cubans rushed swiftly for the boat,
ran it into deep water and leaped into it,
one seizing the oars and the other brandish-
ing his knife and jabbering threats. But
they were far too late. The moment Old
Man’s feet settled on deck Roddy put on
every ounce of engine power and the
cruiser went tearing like mad for the
strait.

Skid ducked into the cabin and came out
with their rifle.

“Don’t,” Roddy said. “You won't need
it. Besides, we wouldn’t shoot one of them
for many times a thousand dollars.”

But Roddy was mistaken as to the true
caliber of the Key Westers, for at that
moment they saw the boss Key Wester,
who had run far into the water, urging
the Cubans on, throw up his hand, and
there followed puffs of white smoke and

sharp crashes. The first ball tore into the
deck not far from where Skid was crouched
on one knee, and the second passed just
over his head and hit the cabin and glanced
off with a loud “‘ping.” Old Man gave a
squawk and a flop and tumbled, kicking,
into the bottom of the boat, spilling a mass
of fish from the pouch of his bill. For a
moment he squawked and floundered, then
he got to his feet and with an air of in-
jured dignity began to gather up the fish
he had spilled. But strangely enough, he
refused to gobble down a slimy green lump
Ee had spilled out with the rest of the
sh.

The firing stopped as shots fell short.

“We're out of range now,” said Roddy,
“and those Cubans haven't got a chance
with that boat. The rest of the Rainbow’s
crew won't know and won’t bother us—it’s
nearly a mile from the strait, anyhow; and
once outside we'll soon be among the close-
in keys, where their old ship can’t follow
us.”

Skid laid down the rifle and went to look
at Old Man. He was still busily engaged
in collecting his spilled lunch, occasionally
uttering a low squawk of indignation.

Both Roddy and Skid began to chuckle
at the queer sight he presented, but sud-
denly Skid gave an exclamation of surprise
and grabbed at the fishy mess on deck.

“Here's the roll]” he yelled, holding it
up. “It's all wet and slimy. Old Man
couldn’t see it and gobbled it up with the
fish while we were busy with the Key West
gang! Must have spilled it out when that
shot scared him out of a year’s growth.
Glad he didn’t gobble it down a second
time.”




‘Noffin’ But Noffin’

By Clarence Elmer

Illustrated by Bert N. Salg
Ho son! What yer doin’? “Doin’ Noffin’”’ leads yer
Noffin’ hey? Who’s helpin’ yo’? To de “City ob Nowhere,”
“NOBODY” Ak reckon, Whar yo’ sit ermong de ruins
An’ 4k s'pose ‘en yo’ get fru— Ob yo’ “Cas’ls in de Adir,”
NOFFIN’s all yo’ll hab ter show. An’ view de countless “Noffin’s”
Fo’ de Noffin’ yo’ done do! What yo’ scatter'd Everywhere.
But yo’ll hab some satersfacshun— De “Noffin’s” ob 3o’ boyhood,
Ef yo’ cagn’t make no display, ’En yo’ wouldn’ go ter school;
Yo’ll hab no tools ter polish up, De Manhood “Noffin’s” planted
An’ no mess ter cl'ar erway, To de “Doin’ Noffin’” rule—
Kase yo’ don’ make eny “‘shavin’s”— Al growin’ in de Gyarden
Doin’ Noffin’ all de day! Ob er “Good fer Noffin’” fool.
Ak wan’er tol yo’ sompin’
’Bout ‘at “Doin Noffin’” son, “Noffin’” to be proud ob,
. Ob all de ocyerpashuns, “Noffin’” but Regret;
If's de rios’ deludin’ “Noffin’ ” wuth rermemberin’,

Still 3o’ cayn’t fo’get—
De “Noffin’”’ yo’ was born wif,
An’ de “Noffin’” yo’ has yet!
Rows an’ rows ob “Noffin’s"—
Far as yo’ kin see—
Windin’ ‘mong de weeds an’ tares
Ob en’less misery—
Yer Sowed De Seeds ob “Noffin’ **——
An’ ‘ats de Reaper’s feel

Lordy! Whar's yo’ gwinef
Scamp’rin’ ‘ataway!

ORh! ter work on ’at ‘ar henhouse
Yer bergun de oder day!

Kase, tho’ et won’t be doin’ Much,
It's Sompin’, enyway!

Hi! ’At’s de spirit, Rastus!
Do Sompin’ All De While,

Kase ef yo’ jus’ does Sompin’,
Yo’ Bank ercount ‘Il pile—

But, while yo’s Doin’ “Noffin’ *—
Why dey’s “Noffin’ Doin’ " chil’.
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Lights of Home

By E. L.. Bacon
Illustrated by Harold Anderson

ILLVILLE'S annual sensation, the
M circus, was packing up for its trip
to the next town. It was very
late at night, a long, long time after Mill-
ville’s hour for going to bed. On the circus
grounds flaring torches illuminated a scene
of melancholy wreckage—the big tent gone,
piles of seats scattered here and there, the
earth ring where so many wonders had
been shown now only a dismal, deserted
blemish in the field, the menagerie wagons
closed tight, with only the elephants still
on view, looming huge and mysterious in
the dark. Instead of the stirring music of
the band and the raucous voices of side-
show ‘barkers,” peanut and lemonade
venders, there was the rumble of heavy
wheels and the shouts of the working
gangs.

To the Millville boys that had dared to
‘'stay out until that hour it was a depressing,
heart-rending sight. A magician had
waved his wand, and the fairyland he had
created was fading away before their eyes.
It was like awakening from a fascinating
dream, one of those dreams where the
pirate treasure has just been discovered
when a knock on the door brings every-
thing to a cheerless end in a cold, gray
dawn of reality. However, like mourners
at a funeral, they meant to hang on to the
bitter end; but now and then as the night
wore on one after another would be shaken
in his determination and would turn sadly
away toward the dark, sleeping, tree-em-

bowered town that clustered about the
spectral, white wooden steeple of the
Methodist church.

By the time the wagon caravan was at
last getting under way only two boys re-
mained on the scene. They were typical
small-town boys of that time, sturdy and
red-cheeked, dressed in ill-fitting, home-
made clothes and heavy leather boots with
copper toes. Copper-toed boots were the
prevailing fashion among boys in those eco-
nomical days, when mothers gave thought
to the saving of leather.

When he saw the wagons begin to move,
Tom Labaree's heart sank even lower than
it had been. A whole dreary year would
pass before the circus would come back.

“Oh, gee!” he exclaimed. “Oh, gee!
I wish I could go with a show.”

“Me, too,” echoed his chum, Peter
Trimble. *“Be great, wouldn't it, seein’ the
animals every day and knowin’ all the per-
formers. If I had a business head on my
shoulders like you got, Tom, I'd make a
break for it. You'd get along all right.
You're the sharpest feller in town. You
could always make money twice as fast as
me.”

A tall, stoop-shouldered man appeared
suddenly before them out of the dark, and
proceeded to study them with sharp,
shrewd eyes. He was the wagon boss, and
he was short-handed just then, as some of
his men had quit without notice the day
before.
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“I heard what you boys was talkin’ about
just now,” he said, “and I dunno but there
might be a chance fer you with this here
show if you want to come along. We got
lots o’ jobs you could tend to.”

The boys stared at him bewildered, not
knowing what to say, but their hearts were
beating wildly.

“You mean it?”
last.

The wagon boss chewed a toothpick
while he considered.

“Yep,” he concluded.
I'll find work for you.”

“When?” asked Tom.

“Right now. Don't expect this show to
wait for you, do you? I lit out with a show
myself when I was a kid, and I didn’t stop
to say good-bye to my folks, either. I'd
have felt a rawhide across my back out in
the woodshed if I had. No use sayin’ good-
bye if you want to come.”

Tom looked at Peter, and Peter looked
at Tom. They both felt that a great crisis
in their lives had come, and they needed
mutual support.

“What'll it be, Pete?” demanded Tom.
“Are we goin?”

“If you go I'll go,” returned Peter, turn-
ing his back on the town so that the sight
of it would not interfere with his resolu-
tion.

“All right,” said Tom, squaring his
shoulders and gulping down his fears.

“Get aboard!” shouted the wagon boss.
They climbed up with him to the high seat
of one of the animal wagons, and rolled
away on the road into the unknown world
that lay beyond Millville’s horizon.

As the slow-moving caravan came to the
top of a hill, which in a moment would
shut out the last view of the town, both
boys looked back. On the rim of the dark
hollow where Millville lay they saw their
homes, and in a window of each little house

Tom Labaree cried at

“You can come.
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a light was twinkling and beckoning after
them.

A half-choked sob came from Peter
Trimble.

“My mother’s back there sitting up for
me,” he muttered. There were tears in
his eyes, and he wiped them away with his
sleeve.

“My mother’s sitting up for me, too,”
Tom Labaree said. “If I went back now
she’d take a slipper to me, sure—and I
guess yours would do the same to you.”

“I’'m going back!” cried Peter Trimble
as he started up from the seat. ‘‘Let me
down! I'm going back!”

“Oh, well, if you feel that way about it,
all right, go ahead,” said the wagon boss,
and, turning to Tom Labaree, he added,
“How about you, son?”

Tom Labaree watched his chum clam-
ber from the wagon and disappear down
the dark road. Then he turned his face
to the wagon boss, who grinned as he saw
the boy’s look of grim determination.

“I'm not going back,” said Tom
Labaree.

“Git ap!” cried the wagon boss.

The horses broke into a trot, and, as
the wagon went rumbling over the crest
of the hill, the two remaining lights of Mill-
ville dropped out of sight.

Under a big circus tent Tillie Fay,
“‘champion lady bareback rider,” poised on
one foot on the back of a cantering white
horse, was circling round and round the
ring to the music of the band. Now and
then she gave a beaming smile and kissed
her hands to the crowded tiers of seats
in acknowledgment of the applause that
rewarded the somersaults she had been
turning through flaming hoops.

Tillie Fay always had the crowds with
her. She was daring, reckless, as nimble
as a cat, a young ‘‘comer” with a big
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future. She knew her act was too good
for a small-town show and that it was only
a question of time when she would
graduate into greater opportunities. Pleas-
ing “hick” audiences was easy—too easy
for her. But it was not so easy for the
fat clown who ran puffing and blowing be-
hind the white horse, shouting to it to stop.
He found his efforts unappreciated. He
had worked himself red in the face with-
out raising a laugh, except from a few very
small children and a few simple-minded
folk who always laugh at a clown whether
he is funny or not. All his stock jokes he
had tried, all his old tricks of tripping
headlong over ropes or bumping into the
ringmaster, and he had sung songs that he
had been able to count on once as sure hits
but that now fell flat. It was all “old
stuff,” even for ‘“hick” towns. He was
'way out of date, this fat clown. While
little Tilly Fay had a bright future in store
for her, he had only a past. There had
been a time when he was a star attraction
in three-ring shows touring only the big
cities. But there was no chance of that
now. He was getting old, and had lost
his “punch.”

From the topmost tier of seats a voice
roared down: “You're all to the good,
Tillie! But, oh! can that clown!”

Even after the act was over and the
crowd had forgotten him the words kept
ringing in the clown’s ears as he sat, tired
and sulky, in the dressing-tent.

“So this is Millville!” he muttered to
himself with a snarl. “Huh! A lot o'
rubes! Whaddo I care!”

He had changed from his ring costume
to the clothes of every-day life and had
washed the paint from his face. Now he
looked his years—a gray-haired, heavy-
jowled, pot-bellied man, who had not found
it necessary to pad himself into fatness, as
other clowns did, in making up for his per-
formance.
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His fourteen-year-old son came into the
tent looking as gloomy as his father.

“Pop, I wish I could get out of this show
life,” said the boy, ‘‘and be like other kids.
What chance have I got bumming around
the country with a circus?”

“Most kids are crazy to get into a cir-
cus,” returned his father, “instead of try-
ing to get out of one.”

“That’s because it's something new to
‘em,” replied the boy. “If they'd been
with one as long as I have they wouldn’t
think that way. You ought to know, pop.
You ran away to join a show when you
were my age, and now you wish you hadn’t.
That crowd out there came pretty near
mobbing you to-day.”

A bitter look came into the clown's
round face. For a few moments he sat in
moody silence, his thoughts traveling far
back into the past.

“You're right, Mark,” he said at last.
“I wish I hadn’t. I've wished that a
thousand times. And you can bet that
whenever I find a kid trying to beat it
away from home to go with a circus I tell
him a few things that make him think
again.”

A scratching sound came from just out-
side the tent. A town boy was trying to
worm his way under the canvas wall. He
had tried to do the same thing at the main
tent and had been pulled back by the legs
just as he caught his first and only glimpse
of the performance. Now he had managed
to get his arms and the top of his head
under the canvas, and he was reaching out
for something firm to get hold of that he
might pull himself inside. His hands
found the ankles of young Mark and made
fast to them. He did not know what he
was gripping, but he pulled hard, and
Mark, with a yell, toppled over and came
sprawling down on the town boy's head
and shoulders.

“Say! What you tryin' to do?” cried



Lights of Home

the circus boy angrily, driving his fist into
the unwelcome visitor’s face.

Promptly the town boy retaliated with a
hard swing to the nose.

Before another blow could be struck the
clown had hurried over from his chair and
pulled the fighters apart.

“That’ll be about enough of that,” he
remonstrated mildly.

“Lemme throw him out!” roared Mark.

“Oh, no," said the clown. ‘“He’s in now!
let him stay. What's the matter, kid?
Didn’t you have a ticket?”

“Nope,” the town boy answered sulkily.

The clown looked him over sharply. -

“Pretty good clothes you're wearing,”
he observed. ‘“You don’t look as if you
came from poor folks. How comes it you
couldn’t raise the price of a ticket?”

“My dad sees to it that I don’t have a
cent when a circus comes to town,” replied
the boy.

“Huh!” grunted the clown. “Your dad,
I s’pose, don’t believe in boys havin’ a'good
time.” :

“You're a good guesser,” returned the
boy. ‘“He’s dead set against circuses.”

“What's your name?” the clown in-
quired by way of making conversation.

“Peter Trimble.”

“What! Say that again.”

“Peter Trimble.”

“Well, I'll. be derned!” gasped the
clown, dropping into his chair with a thud.

For a full minute the clown sat scratch-
ing his head and staring at the boy. At
last he asked, ‘“Peter Trimble, junior, ain't
it?”

“Yeah; that's it.
that?”

“Well, I saw your dad’s name over a
big wagon factory to-day.”

“Sure; that's his. So’s the bank. So's
the lumber yard.”

“You don’t say! That dad of yours
seems to be quite a prosperous old geezer.

How'd you guess
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But he’s dead set against circuses—ha, ha!
He must have changed since he was a boy.”
Peter Trimble, junior’s gaze was wan-
dering about the tent. His eyes fell on the
clown’s costume, which had been left on
top of a trunk. A startled expression came
into his face on making this discovery.

“Say!" he cried. ‘“‘Are you the clown?”

The fat man nodded.

“Geel” exclaimed Peter Trimble,
junior. “Gee! I never thought I'd get a
chance to talk to a real clown. Say, when
my brother Bill hears about this he'll pretty
near have a fit. He's never seen a clown
in his life. Couldn’t if he wanted to.
Somethin’ happened to his back once, and
he can’t walk.”

“He can’t walk?” echoed the clown, his
eyes full of sympathy. “That's pretty
tough, ain't it?”

He sat silent for a few moments, wrink-
ling his forehead and evidently thinking
hard. Then the wrinkles smoothed out,
and, grinning broadly, he said to Peter
Trimble, junior:

“I’ll tell you what, sonny. I'll hang over
in this burg to-morrow morning, and, if
you'll take me to your home, I'll get into
my costume and give brother Bill his chance
to see a real live clown.”

The boy's eyes opened wide.
golly!” he cried. “Do you mean it?”

“Sure I mean it.”

“Well, you can bet I'll fix it all right,”
the boy assured him. ‘“Won't be any
trouble about gettin’ mother to stand for
it, and dad'll be away at the works. Say,
you won't forget, will you?”

“My word’s good, sonny. I won't for-
get. Here, Mark; take the kid out and
show him the side-show and the animals.
That'll be better than givin’ him the wallop
in the jaw you've been countin’ on.”

The following morning a curious thing
happened in the perfectly regulated life of
Peter Trimble, senior. It would have been
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not at all surprising if it had happened to
anybody else, but when Mr. Trimble, who
prided himself on never forgetting any-
thing that related to his business affairs,
discovered as he sat in his office in the
wagon factory that inadvertently he had
left a packet of important papers at his
home instead of bringing them to the office,
as he had intended, he began to wonder
whether he was losing his mind. In all
his business career he had never before
been guilty of such a piece of carelessness.
He began to ponder over his mental con-
dition, searching for a flaw. After devot-
ing several minutes of his valuable time to
this anxious self-examination he concluded
that his mind was as clear as ever, what-
ever its condition might have been when he
left home. He must be getting old, he
told himself. It was either that, or some
worry had been preying on his mind that
interfered with its usually smooth-running
mechanism. He groped into his memory
to discover whether there really had been
any such worry to upset the even tenor of
his ways.

“It was that confounded circus!” he ex-
claimed at last.

Yes, that was it beyond a doubt. He
had been worrying a lot about the circus.
It would be a good thing, he thought, if
Millville had a law that would keep circuses
away. They had a corrupting influence up-
on boys, and he wasn’t any too sure that
they would not spread moral contagion to
his owns sons sooner or later. Across the
street and directly opposite his office
windows was a billboard, which bore a pic-
ture of Tillie Fay and her white horse.
He scowled as he looked at it, then con-
soled himself with the reflection that the
circus had gone and wasn't due to arriv®
again for a whole year. But that fact], -
not save him from the necessity of
home for the packet of papers.

Getting into his motor car, he speeded
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homeward. He lived on the slope of a hill
in Millville’s outskirts in a big house from
which there was an expansive view of the
town and the surrounding country. As he
arrived he was startled by most unusual
sounds coming from inside.

At the top of the doorsteps he stopped
to listen. A stentorian masculine voice was
singing a song, punctuated here and there
by handclapping and wild shouts of ap-
proval. The shouts he recognized as com-
ing from his two sons, but the voice of the
singer puzzled him. ‘“Must be the phono-
graph,” he thought, but he couldn’t under-
stand how such a vulgar, slangy record
could have come into the house. The buy-
ing of the records for the home was under
his own supervision, and he drew the line
at anything that did not appeal to him as
suitable for a refined household.

The song was followed by a quick suc-
cession of jokes, which were shouted so
loud that the house rang with them—jokes
that seemed to Peter Trimble, senior, to
be more suitable to a circus ring than to his
own usually quiet and circumspect home.

Mr. Trimble felt his anger rising rap-
idly. He was shocked, scandalized. For-
tunately, no neighbors lived within hearing
distance, but he glanced timorously down
the road to make sure that no passers-by
might overhear the disgraceful orgy.
After convincing himself that no one was
in sight, he pushed open the door and
stepped inside, breathing hard and pre-
pared to deliver a scathing rebuke to his
sons and, if necessary, to the entire house-
hold.

As he entered the hall the whole house
shook with a terrific commotion. Mingled
with shouts and laughter came a succession
of bumps and thuds, as if heavy pieces of
furniture were being moved about and

~noed recklessly to the floor.

Trimble hastened through the hall
- of the big living room. After
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one peep through the portiéres he drew
back with a gasp. In the center of the
room a fat clown, in full costume and with
grotesquely painted face, was bouncing
about in all sorts of strange antics, dancing,
falling down, springing up again as if he
were made of rubber, turning handsprings,
and puffing desperately with the exertion.
Not in years had the clown tried so hard
to please an audience. He was his old self
again, as he had been in his palmy days of
youthful enthusiasm, and he knew that he
had never given a better performance in
all his career. Grouped at one end of the
room and applauding vigorously were Mrs.
Trimble, Peter Trimble, junior, the cook
and the two maids, while stretched on a
couch was Bill, his pinched face aglow with
pleasuse and excitement.

Mr. Trimble’s first impulse had been to
rush in and demand an explanation from
all concerned, but the face of Bill caught
his attention and held him spellbound. He
had never seen the boy looking so happy,
so full of enthusiasm, so little like a pining
invalid as at that moment, and as he stood
behind the portiéres watching him he for-
got how furiously angry he had been. He
felt that he could forgive a good many
transgressions if they brought any cheer in-
to the dreary monotony of Bill’s life. For
a moment he was almost pleased. But, as
he turned the matter over jn his mind and
reflected that the clown had been brought
into his home and permitted to give his
outrageous performance without the knowl-
edge or consent of the head of the family,
his temper began to rise again. It was
Peter Trimble, junior, who brought him to
a swift decision.

“Oh, gee!” exclaimed young Peter, “I
wish I could go with a show.”

Such a declaration as that was too much
for Peter Trimble, senior, to tolerate for
an instant, and, thrusting the portiéres
aside, he strode into the room boiling with
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indignation. The Trimble family and the
servants seemed to wilt as they saw him
coming. The clown, sensing that some-
thing had gone wrong, brought his per-
formance to a sudden end.

“What's the meaning of this?” de-
manded Mr. Trimble. “Who is respon-
sible for putting such a notion into my son’s
head?”

Still puffing from his exertion, the clown
turned to the outraged head of the house-
hold. “I guess the kid inherited that notion
from his dad,” he retorted.

“What!” thundered Mr. Trimble.
“You accuse me of corrupting my boy?”

The clown paused for a moment to catch
his breath, then, advancing upon Mr.
Trimble and shaking a finger at that aston-
ished man’s nose, he exclaimed, “Why, you
old hypocrite, you wanted to run away with
a circus yourself once.”

“Where did you ever hear that?”’ Mr.
Trimble demanded, turning very red.

A silence fell, while Mrs. Trimble, her
sons, the maids and the cook strained their
ears to listen.

“I heard it from yourself, Pete,” the
clown answered, “down in the circus field
when you were a kid."”

For a long moment Mr. Trimble studied
the painted face that was grinning into his.
Impulsively he grasped the clown’s hand.

“I’'m glad you've come, Tom Labaree.”

A few hours later he and Tom Labaree
were sitting on the Trimble porch.

“Funny how fate works,” Mr. Trimble
observed. “I suppose if I hadn’t caught
sight of the light in my home as we rode
up this hill that night I'd have stuck to the
wagon, as you did, and been with a circus
the rest of my life. Too bad you didn’t
turn back, too, Tom.”

“T wish I had,” said Tom Labaree.

“Many’s the time, when I was plugging
away trying to get my business on its feet,
that I wished you had stayed in Millville.
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I'll give you a good start if you'll accept
my offer of a job.”

“I’m going to accept it,"” said Tom, look-
ing down dreamily into the hollows in the
hills where Millville lay. A light came
twinkling into the dark from a little white
house on the edge of the town.

“Look!” cried he, rising to his feet.
“There's the house I lived in when I was
a kid. I've always hoped to go back
there.”

“Well, that’s where you're going,” re-
turned Mr. Trimble, “I own that house,

and I've been keeping it for you in case you
ever drifted back.”

Tom Labaree did not speak for a while.
He was so shaken with emotion that he
dared not trust his voice. But, after a long
look into the dark valley, he answered, “I
guess you must have known all the time how
I was feeling about that house, Pete.
There's the light in the window now, shin-
ing for me just as it did when I was a kid.
Many’s the time in all these years that I've
imagined I could see that light twinkling
after me and beckoning me to come home.”

Bow! Wow!

By Arthur Guiterman

Bim was a bull-pup who hadn't any sense;

Tom was a tom-cat a-walking on the fence.

Bim had a beef-bone and Tommy came to see;

Bim snapped at Tommy's tail and chased him up a tree.

Bow! wow! wow! wow ! wow! wow! wow!/

W aking half the village up to hear the awful row.

“Drat him!” all the neighbors cried, “and what's the matter now?”’
Bow! wow! wow! wow! wow! wow! wow!

Bim sat and watched him for half a summer night;

Tom put his back up but didn’t dare to fight.

Bim shut his eyelids and took a listle doze.

Tom stresched a patty-paw and raked the puppy’s nose.

Kil yil yil yil yil yil yil

“Don’t you dare to bark at me when I'm a-passing by!
If you don’t behave yourself, I'll scratch you in the eyel”

Ki! yil yil yil yil yil yil

Bim tucked his tasl in and went away from there;

Tom licked his whiskers and didw't seem to care.

Bim broughs the beef-bone to Tommy for amends.
Tommy and the puppy-dog are now the best of friends.

Bow! wow! Meow! wow! Meow!

Thomas-cat and puppy-dog, you ought to see them now!,
Playing all around the yard, they never have a row.
Bow! wow! Meow! wow! Meow!

From Boy Sceuts Song Book, copyright, C. C. Birchard end Company.
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He grabbed for her and barely scratched the stern
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By Albert W. Tolman
Illustrated by A. O. Scott

ING-dong! Ding-ng . . . dong-ng!

D Bert Coolidge rolled over and

groaned. It seemed as if his eyes

had not been shut two minutes. The sound

died away. Just as he was drifting com-

fortably off, again—ding-dong! Ding-ng
. . . dong-ng!

Bert felt indignant. When a fellow
needed his forty winks most, why did some-
thing always happen to rouse him? Half-
asleep, half-awake, he began drowsily try-
ing to account for that faint, persistent
ringing.

Sleigh-bells . . .
bells . . . church-bells . . .

Probably church-bells. Baptist? Wrong
direction. Methodist? Too far off. Con-
gregationalist had no bell. No; not church-
bells.

Engine-house, perhaps? Bert pricked
up his ears. No; wrong again. Not fast
enough for a fire; and too rusty, melan-
choly, lingering. What bell could it be
then; and why was it ringing at such an
unearthly hour in the night?

Ding-dong! Ding-ng . . . dong-ng!

Bert could stand it no longer. He
started up, and bumped his head against
a splintery board. Then he remembered
he was in a bunk in his cabin on Little
Haystack, and knew he had been listening
to the Dilloway Reef bell-buoy. Its ring-
ing meant that there was a swell enough
to rock the float, and swells meant wind,
and wind meant a storm was coming.

school-bells . . . fire-
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Out he jumped, wide awake. In a jiffy
a match was sputtering. His watch said
half-past three. He opened the door, and
the cold, damp air rushed in. There was
no moon, and the low clouds hid the Octo-
ber stars. Far to windward the whistler
on White Horse grunted lonesomely—
umph . . . umph! Save for the twinkle
of Mark Island light, it was ink-black.

Shutting out the chill draught, Bert put
a pan of water to heat on his oil-stove.
Dark or not, his grapplings must strike bot-
tom as soon as he could get them there.
He had come out alone from Porter’s
Harbor late the night before; and he did
not propose to be cheated out of a try at
the cod and haddock on Whaleman's
Ground, just because a storm was brewing.
He could set his traw! by lantern-light, and
craw! into his bunk for another nap, while
the fish were hooking themselves.

Two cups of hot coffee, three big squares
of butterless corn bread and a generous
wedge of cold mince pie gave Bert his
breakfast. Lighting his lantern, he hurried
down to the Myra. A light frost silvered
the boat. Despite his thick reefer, Bert
shivered, as he started the engine.

After running eight minutes southwest
by his compass, he stood up, and held his
lantern high, so that its light would shine
ahead. Presently by its glimmer he picked
up the black can buoy at the southern end
of Whaleman’s Ground.

Good shot! Bert swung the Myra east-
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ward. He threw the canvas cover off the
trawl-tub on the stern seat in front of him,
and dropped over his first buoy. Next
went the six-pound window-weight, at-
tached to the end of the trawl as anchor.
It found hard bottom at twenty-five
fathoms. Good again! He was right on
the tip of the shoal.

There was three-fourths of a mile of
ground-line, snugly coiled in the tub; to it
was attached every few feet a thirty-inch
ganging, or short line, bearing a hook
baited with squid. The trawl had more
than six hundred of these hooks. As the
boat churned eastward across the strong
ebb at a six-knot gait, Bert paid out the
line smoothly to starboard from the fast-
emptying tub. Occasionally he jogged the
tiller to keep the tide from swinging him
too far to the south.

At the end of twenty minutes the last
loop whipped out of the tub, and the second
window-weight followed it over the side.
The buoy-line lay in a coil by Bert’s feet.
He ran it out rapidly. Close to the keg
came a snarl.

Lifting the buoy to the washboard,
Bert bent over, both hands busy with the
tangle. The Myra rose on a swell. When
she pitched down, he lost his balance, and
plunged overboard, keg and all.

Ouch! but it was cold. The Atlantic in
October is no Turkish bath. Bert popped
up, and clawed for the launch. Unluckily
the buoy-line, drawing across his chest, held
him back. The boat plowed ahead. He
grabbed for her, and barely scratched the
stern. His next clutch did not touch her
at all. Another vain lunge: she was still
farther away, and going fast.

Bert made a few wild strokes, then
stopped. No use; he could never catch
her. There he was, boatless in that chill-
ing water, almost a mile from Little Hay-
stack.
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Where was the buoy? He looked about,
but could not see it. Panic shortened his
breath. He could never find it in the dark.
Drowning was only a few minutes off. He
strained his eyes again. A faint glimmer
from the receding lantern sparkled on the
wet, shiny keg.

Bert soon had it under his arm; but his
heart did not stop pumping, till he had
gathered in some line, and lashed himself
firmly.

He could no longer hear the chugging
of his boat, but far eastward her lantern
shimmered dimly against the low clouds.
At last everything became black, black,
black; and he was left alone in the autumn
ocean, facing the toughest problem of his
nineteen years.

He listened. The waves, the moan of
the rising wind, the low grunt of the
whistler, and the faint strokes of the bell
—that was all. No pitch was ever blacker
than the gloom about him. He could see
absolutely nothing.

At first Bert felt almost hopeless. In
an hour or so it would begin to light up;
but long before day he would grow numb
and drop over. It looked bad for him.

Bert did some hard thinking in the next
few minutes. The thing analyzed down
to this: how could he reach Little Hay-
stack before the cold paralyzed him?

The island ran east and west, two
thousand feet long. It lay a half-mile
north of the center of Whaleman's Ground,
with which it was exactly parallel. Its near-
east point was at least three-quarters of a
mile northwest of the buoy, for he was on
the eastern extremity of the shoal.

If he cut loose from the anchor, the
ebb would carry him southward, out to sea.
Wait. In a half-hour the tide would turn,
and sweep him the other way. Then, if
he were only opposite Haystack, he could
cut the line, and swim the buoy ashore.
If he waited the turn of the tide in his
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present position, and then cut, he would
be carried far north of the island.

Another idea. Why not hoist the
anchor, cut it loose from the trawl, and,
gradually pulling the trawl to the surface,
drag himself along by it, counting the gang-
ings, until he felt sure he was far enough
west for the flood to bear him toward Hay-
stack ?

Could he do it? He must work while
he had strength and his blood ran warm.
It was that or nothing. Bert began pull-
ing in the anchor-line.

Soon it ran straight up and down. Was
the keg sufficiently buoyant to enable him
to raise six pounds a hundred and fifty
feet? Bert believed it was. Once during
a storm it had become snarled in the line,
had raised the grappling off bottom, and
drifted into deeper water. If the air in
the keg could hold up the anchor, he ought
to be able to support his own weight by
treading water hard.

Rearranging the lashings so that the keg
was under his chin and both arms could
work freely over it, he tried to start the
grappling. A little slack came in; and
then a stiff pull put his head under.

He eased away, and the keg lifted him
above water. A sudden jerk, and under
he went again. The window-weight must
have caught on some rock.

With short, frantic clutches Bert once
more dragged himself beneath the surface.
When he came up the third time, he felt
shaky.

A different angle might help. He swam
to the right and tried; but he did not gain
an inch. Swimming the other way, he
pulled again. The second jerk twitched
the anchor loose.

Bert opened his knife, and dropped it
into the outside pocket of his reefer. Then
he began pulling, and treading water. Half
of the time his head was under. Reaching
low, kicking, stramgling, he fought for
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every one of the twenty-five fathoms. He
was almost ready to give up, when his
fingers touched the hard iron. A single
cut; and the buoy lifted his shoulders clear.

After a brief rest he began pulling up
the trawl, and dragging himself along. It
came slowly. Each ganging, as he counted,
meant five feet further to the west.
Spurred by the threatening chill, he worked
hard, sinking himself under again and
again.

Black, black, black; as yet not the faint-
est streak of dawn. Oh, for the tiniest
glimmer of gray! He thought of the
Myra with her lantern, miles off, running
east. His hands grew sore, but he dared
not rest.

The ebb, flowing from the north against
his right side, was weakening. At the
eightieth ganging it slackened, ceased.

Bert’s fingers were raw from tugging at
the line, his blood ran slow and cold. He
labored pluckily. Soon the sweep of the
current against his left side told him the
flood had begun.

The gloom was becoming less dense. A
faint gray was stealing up the eastern sky.
Bert gazed north, hoping to see Haystack;
but it was not light enough yet. He passed
the hundredth ganging, then lost count.

It was growing lighter fast. What was
that, due north? Something like a mist-
bank remained black, while all around it
changed to gray. Yes; there was Hay-
stack. He could make out the hump in
its center. The tide had swept him toward
it&and it was now only a few hundred yards
off.

Bert let the trawl sink; it had served its
purpose. Cutting the buoy-line, he began
swimming himself along on the keg toward
the island. The strong tide helped him.

As he neared Haystack, everything be.
came more distinct. He could see the

pyramid of rocks round the old spar on
the highest ledge. He could see his cabin,
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with its windows staring on each side of
the door. All seemed desolate and for-
bidding in the gray dawn.

As he came nearer, he saw that he was
moving steadily up the shore. Haystack
split the tide into two currents, north and
south; he was going north, and going fast.
Unless he swam hard, he would miss the
island altogether.

Bert roused to fierce effort. His will
was as strong as it had been an hour be-
fore, but the cold sea had sapped his
powers. He had to stop frequently to rest;
but the tide never stopped. The keg held
him back. Yet without its support he
would have sunk in twenty feet.

The northwest point of Haystack was
only a few rods away. If Bert missed that,
it meant good-bye to everything. The best
he could expect would be a lingering death
in the cold, gray sea beyond.

His eyes measured the distance. Yes,
he was gaining; he would make it. Sud-
denly a fearful cramp seized his right
thigh; another attacked his left. Hanging
over the keg, he writhed in agony, while
the island raced west. As the pain les-
sened, he struck out feebly. Too late; the
point was sweeping by.

He remembered two narrow, slippery
spurs of ledge running off under water.
They were his only chance now. He
dropped his feet; but they touched nothing.
The tide must be too high.

His toes struck something hard. The
ledge! Red-hot iron could not have roused
him quicker. He could feel the barnacles
grit and break under his heels, as he battled
for a footing. Then the current swept him
gently but irresistibly off.

Bert choked. For just a moment he
hung limply over the buoy. Then his fight-
ing grit came back. Hope was not utterly
lost. He had one more chance.

His toes brushed the second ledge . . .
scraped partly over it . . . caught . . .
hung. There he must make his final
{ight; would it be Gettysburg or Water-
oo?

Leaning forward, balancing and twist-
ing desperately to keep his footing, scoop-
ing the water toward his body with closely
pressed fingers, Bert struggled toward the
weed-covered ledge only thirty feet away.
Millions of tiny hands all over him seemed
to be trying to push and pull him off the
rock. He resisted, skating his feet quickly
over the smooth, slimy spots, crunching
down hard on the rough patches of bar-
nacles. Again and again the cramp tied
painful knots in his thighs. With set teeth
he bore it in silence.

Foot by foot he tottered in; inch by inch
the water shoaled. The weight of the light
keg bowed him forward. It was easier to
let it float. At last he was crawling on
his hands and knees. Sheer will alone kept
his strength always a little greater than the
pull of the current. But his fate was in
doubt every second, till he tumbled head-
long out on the seaweed.

That forenoon the fishing smack, Mertie
P., running before the storm to Porter’s
Harbor, saw his signal smoke, and took
him aboard. Three days later Bert re-
covered the Myra from a lobsterman who
had picked her up: and the next wetk he
and his brother Nathan went out to Little
Haystack, and came back with a full fare
of cod and haddock.




Water--A Dollar a Drop

By Samuel E. Harris

LOGGERHEAD turtle, having

crawled up Snipe Point Beach to

nest her eggs in the sand, shattered
the rust-eaten top of an iron chest and
scattered hundreds of doubloons about her.
Jimmy Terry tracked her to her intended
nest, turned her over, and at daybreak
went ashore with Fred Hines to get her
and four green turtles that they had cap-
tured during the night. Jimmy found the
first doubloon a few feet behind the logger-
head. He and Fred, as they picked up
other doubloons, were so excited they
trembled like boys who have just come out
of an icy surf. They turned the logger-
head back on her callipee and, when she had
crawled seaward her length, saw the chest
filled with gold.

Though Jimmy and Fred had heard
many tales of gold having been found in
the beaches of some of the Florida Keys,
they had never attempted a treasure hunt.
They knew that whenever reports reached
Key West about finding some of the gold
which Pill Pancho, a Spanish pirate, is
said to have buried along the Florida
coast, hundreds of men had dug into the
beaches looking for it, just as hundreds
have tried to find the money Captain Kidd
is supposed to have hidden in Long Island
and New England shores, and always with
the same result—failure.

Jimmy and Fred liked to fish, to turn
turtle, to pull big stonecrabs out of their
holes in coral banks, to drive crawfish or
catch them in bully nets, and to shoot
’coons or catch them in traps. And it

heightened their pleasure to know they
could sell all the fish, crabs, turtle, craw-
fish and pelts of ’coons they got.

They had been out in their motor boat,
the Jimfred, four days, and the nights of
two of those days they had watched for
turtle at Bay Cayjoes, but, as they had
turned only one, they had decided to try
their luck at Snipe Point, three miles west
of the other place. And a loggerhead, dig-
ging into the beach with her flippers to
lay a batch of eggs, had dug over the spot
where Pill Pancho or some other free-
booter had buried a chest of gold a cen-
tury or so before. The tides of a century
had swept sand gradually from over the
chest till it was less than a foot deep where
the turtle dug.

Having removed the sand from the sides
of the chest, they tried to lift it, but it
crumbled into bits; so they put the gold
into rice sacks, carried it aboard the Jim-
fred in a dinghy and counted it in the cabin.
And while they counted, a black whirling
cloud spread fast in the northwest.

“Seven thousand two hundred and
thirty-one, Jimmy.”

“How much is a doubloon worth?”

“Eight dollars.”

““See what it comes to in dollars.”

Fred figured, then answered, “Fifty-

. seven thousand eight hundred and forty-
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eight.”
“Whee-ce-ee-ee-ec-eel’’
‘“What’s half of 1t?”

Fred figured again. “Twenty-eight
thousand nine twenty-four.”



Water--A Dollar a Drop

Jimmy “Wheed!” again.

“Let’s beat it for Key West,” cried
Fred.

They came out of the cabin and Jimmy
squatted down before the engine to get it
ready for running, while Fred crawled over
the cabin to pull up the anchor.

“Look out there, Jimmy.” Fred pointed
to the northwest.

“That’s nothing but a squall and we
ain’t got time to wait till it passes over.”

With the carburetor wide open and the
current turned on full, the engine in the
Jimfred droned like a giant hummerkite
as she shot through the outlet of Snipe
Point Creek into Wall's Key Lane. A few
hundred yards from the outlet the propel-
ler struck the jagged tooth of a shoal, the
shaft snapped, and the engine sang in
frenzied falsetto. Jimmy sprang to the
engine and pressed the button in the timer.
They were nineteen miles from Key West.

“The shaft’s broken, Fred. Get the row-
locks; we'll pull it.”

“We'd better pull to the creek till the
squall’s over.”

“No, no, Fred; it’s Key West for us.
We'll slip on our oilskins.”

A damp breeze swept over the Jimfred;
ripples capered over the long, sluggish
swells; sun rays flickered and died out.
And then the storm broke. It was too late
when Jimmy learned that, instead of an
ordinary squall, the storm was a heavy
northwester. He and Fred strained at the
oars to try to turn the Jimfred about to
get back to the outlet, but, broadside to
the wind and sea, the dinghy was swamped
and the Jimfred shipped water till it
reached above her flooring. Jimmy rushed
to the stern, pulled out his bowie-knife and
cut the dinghy away.

“We gotta turn her stern to it and scud,
Fred.”

The Jimfred dived deeply into troughs,
rocked on the crests of billows, and dived

again. And the rain, in big, slanting drops,
poured into her, so that she was half-filled
with water when she ran on a coral bar and
tore a hole in her bottom, within a2 hundred
yards of land on the south shore.

“It’s all up, Jimmy!” Fred's lips quiv-
ered.

“What's all up? No sir-reel”

. Jimmy, though but sixteen years of age,
was half a head taller and nearly thirty
pounds heavier than Fred, who was a year
older; Jimmy was one of those boys who
are as big as men when half-way through
their teens.

He went into the cabin and came out
with the sacks containing the gold. They
did not seem to have much in them, but
they more than made up in weight what
they lacked in bulk.

“You carry one and I'll carry the other.”

“But what about grub and water?”

“I hadn't thought of that, Fred. TI'll
carry the water and you the grub.”

The water had not reached to the larder
in the upper part of the bow of the boat.
Jimmy wrapped up hardtack, cheese, mar-
malade and bananas in his oilskin coat, for
it was still raining. He gave the package
and a sack of gold to Fred, and carried a
sack and a five-gallon wicker-covered demi-
john of water himself. With the water up
to their shoulders just beyond the bar—
Fred had the package above his head—
they crossed a shallow channel to the mud
near the dense mangroves. It was above
their knees.

These mangroves, massed together, with
slippery, projecting, intertwining roots that
looked like the arms of mammoth octopi
in deadly grips, were two miles in depth
along the swampy shore of the lake. Jim
and Fred, struggling through the mud
entered gap after gap in the mangroves,
trying to find an opening to the land
proper, but each time they were stopped
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by tangled roots and low-spreading, inter-
locking branches.

“We couldn’t get through them in a
thousand years, Fred. And they're full of
moccasins too.”

“And the mangroves run like this nearly
down to Raccoon Key. I don't think I can
make it, Jimmy.”

“Oh, yes, you can! It’s only about four-
teen miles.”

“Only! I couldn’t go fourteen miles
through this mud in a month.”

“Aw, go on, old man! These doubloons
could make me walk fourteen hundred.
Let's hurry. I won't be satisfied till we
turn into the road this side of Raccoon Key
and reach the viaduct at Boca Chica and
flag a train.”

Fred had been walking less than two
hours when he began to complain of being
tired.

“It's no use, Jimmy; the going's too
hard.”

“Come on, man, come on

“Let’s take a rest.”

“While we rest let's eat and drink,”
TJimmy suggested.

The rain had stopped and the wind had
died down to a calm. It had not been
calm many minutes before mosquitoes and
gallinippers swarmed around the boys, who
while they ate hurriedly, were busy brush-
ing their faces and necks.

“Come on, Fred; if we stay here we'll
be eaten alive.”

Their advance was slow, painfully slow
in Fred's case. And it was not long be-
fore he began to complain again. He pro-
posed that they hide the sacks in the man-
groves and use a broken limb as a stake
to mark the spot.

“Me part with this just because I'm
tired? Hunh-unh, Fred! TI'll tell you
what I'll do; I'll cut a strip off the end of
one of the sacks and tie it around my waist
and make the package fast to it. And I'll

])’
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carry both sacks too, and you the demi-
john.”

The change relieved Fred. The sun
was low in the west before he complained
again. Jimmy, too, was weary, and his
face and neck and hands itched and burned
from mosquito bites. Both boys were
eager to rest again, and, as they had done
before, they ate while they rested. Fred
declared, after they had finished eating,
that they could go without “‘grub” till the
next day and suggested that they throw
away the remaining food.

“Besides,” Fred went on, “you can have
your oilskin back, and it'll come in handy,
"cause mosquitoes are thicker than ever.”

With the coming of darkness a worse
plague than mosquitoes attacked them.
Sandflies about the size of pin heads dug
into their flesh.

“Come on, Fred; walking's ten times
easier than this.”

Jimmy, though relieved of the package
of food, was burdened far more than Fred.
He grunted and groaned under the weight
of the two sacks, and when they stopped
again, it was he who suggested a change.

“Fred, it'll be easier for us to go with-
out water till to-morrow. Let's take a
good, long drink and throw away the demi-
john. You can carry one of the sacks till
you get tired and then give it back to me.”

Almost exhausted and unable to with-
stand longer the stings of flies and mosqui-
toes, the boys stopped just before midnight,
pulled their oilskins over their heads and
waited for daybreak. The difficult walk-
ing made them think they had progressed
four or five times farther than they really
had.

The wait for daybreak was tormenting
and nerve-straining; half stifled by the close-
warm air under their oilskins, frightened
by the crackle made by water-moccasins
wriggling over dry branches and flopping
into the mud, stung by flies and mosquitoes
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whenever they uncovered their heads, un-
strung by fitful snatches of sleep, they were
stiff and sore and fagged out when the sun
came up. But they thought little about
their stiffness and soreness and fatigue;
their chief thoughts were of water. Jimmy
was still game. His grit made him fight
hardest when hardest pressed.

“Let’s beat it, Fred. Carry one a little
while, and I'll take it back from you when
you get tired.”

“I'll try, but I don’t think I can go far,
even without a sack. I could go the route,
I’'m sure I could, if I had a drink.”

“Just try, Fred, boy; that’s all; just try.
Don’t give up.”

The first sun rays drove the sandflies to
shelter, but the mosquitoes, though not so
numerous as they had been during the
night, were just as persistent. The higher
the sun rose the thicker became the haze
over the swamp and by nine o’'clock the
mud exposed to the rays reeked. The boys
walked as near as possible to the man-
groves to avoid the sun’s rays, but the
shade narrowed slowly and by eleven
o’clock had disappeared entirely. By that
time Jimmy had relieved Fred of his sack
four or five times.

“Can’t you take it again for a while,
Fred?”

Jimmy turned about. He had thought
Fred was following closely, but he was a
hundred feet behind bent over a mangrove
limb.

“I'm all in, Jimmy, I don’t think I
can—"

“Cut out the thinking and walk! I'll
carry both all the way, and you sure can
make it with nothing to carry.” Jimmy's
tone was angry, but it softened as he went
on: “Forget you are tired, forget you are
thirsty; get down to business; just say
you'll do it, and feel that you mean what
you say, and you'll do it.”

“I'll try; I’ll—oh, I wish I had a drink!

I'd give my sack for a drink, Jimmy; for a
good, long, cool drink.”

Fred went out to where the water was
clear—it was up to his shoulders—and
took some of it into his mouth. He rinsed
out his mouth several times, and in doing
so swallowed some water. He did not
know it was the worst thing he could have
done, and that many a person had been
maddened by trying to quench his thirst
with salt water.

By two o'clock Fred was almost raving,
and he had still to go more than one-half
the whole distance to the viaduct. Most
of the time he did not know what he was
saying; he had reached that stage where
nearly every word he said was “Water?”
Urged on by Jimmy, he walked a few feet
and stopped again. He was clutching a
sack and hanging over Jimmy's shoulder,
who almost dragged him along.

Suddenly Jimmy saw smoke curling sky-
ward from behind a neck of mangroves two
or three hundred feet away.

“Look Fred! Somebody's there, and
maybe they have water.”

Jimmy's surmise was correct. They
found two men seated beside a fire on a
dry mound of mud which was dotted with
thousands of fiddlecrab holes. One man
was short, thin and slightly humpbacked,
and had a face that looked almost fleshless.
The bones in it were nearly as prominent
as those in a bare skull and the skin re-
sembled greasy brown paper. His fingers
were long and bony; his eyes were goggly,
like a frog’s, and their pupils seemed dis-
tended over their irises.

The other man could have given fifty or
seventy-five pounds of flesh to the hump-
back and have had left more than the allow-
ance of an ordinary man. Not that he was
fat, for he had very little stomach, but he
had a chest, back and shoulders like those
that cartoonists draw in picturing a heavy-
weight fighter. His black, curly hair was
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tangled; his brows met in a bushy tuft be-
tween his eyes, and hairs on his neck stuck
up over his collar in front and in back.
The outlines of the massive muscles in his
chest and shoulders showed through his
tight-fitting shirt.

The humpback was frying bacon and the
other man was making a johnnycake. Be-
side them was a demijohn three-quarters
filled with water.

“Give us a drink!” Fred cried out be-
fore he reached the mound.

“What you got there?” the humpback
asked Jimmy.

“Er—er—crawfish.”

“Ah, Pete, what luck! We'll mince 'em
up brown and nice, eh, feller? Dump ’em
out.”

“Give us a drink first.”

“And then you beat it with the crawfish ?
Ah, no, feller! Be goodlike. Give us a
couple and you can drink as much as you
want.”

“Let em have a drink anyhow, Syl.
don’t like 'em much nohow.”

“Aw, you shut up, Pete! I do like 'em
—see! Who's running this ranch anyhow?
If they're too mean to give us a couple of
crawfish, we're too mean to give 'em water.
That’s fair, ain't it?”

“Whatever you say, Syl. I didn’t mean
nothing.” Pete, the giant, appeared com-
pletely dominated by the humpback.

“If we had crawfish, friend,” Jimmy
told Syl, “‘you could have them all.”

“Well, what you got?”

“Nothing that can be eaten.”

“Well, tell a feller.”

“It wouldn’t interest you in the least.”

“I'm interested, you bet! It must be
something good or you'd tell a feller right
away.”

While Jimmy and Syl spoke, Fred’s
tongue was running out and going back
into his mouth, like the tongue of a dog
panting.

I
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“Tell him, Jimmy!" Fred cried. “I'll
die if I don’t get a drink in a minute.
They're doubloons!”

Syl smiled, showing his long, tobacco-
stained teeth. And then he said “Ha hal”
in the tone one uses when he catches some-
body in a lie.

“You mean Spanish doubloons? Could
they be some of Pill Pancho’s? Where'd
you find 'em, feller?”

“Up at Sugar Loaf,” Jimmy replied.

“Oh, no, you didn't, feller! Me and
Pete knows too much about Pill Pancho
and El Diablo, and we been digging for
them doubloons many times, eh, Pete?”
Pete nodded. “You know, Pill Pancho
used to give pills to men he caught, which
made 'em sleep and never wake up. And
he buried the doubloons on the bay side,
*cause his ship couldn’t come inside, and so
it couldn’t be Sugar Loaf, feller. Where'd
you find ’em?”

“Snipe Point Beach,” Fred answered.

“Ah, that’s better, feller! With so many
doubloons, I could lie too. Let a feller see
what they look like.”

“Is that necessary, too, before we get a
drink?”  Jimmy asked.

“Oh, yes, chico/”

“Then we'll go without a drink."”

“No, we won't, Jimmy! Gimme my
sack,” Fred demanded, and when he got
it he took a handful of doubloons and gave
them to Syl.

“Ah, they're still a little brightlike!”
Syl turned to Pete, who showed very little
interest in the doubloons. ‘‘How much this
water worth to us, Pete?”

“Whatever you say, Syl. The johnny's
ready.”

Syl rubbed the side of his nose and tit-
tered. “You put on the johnny, Pete. I'll
take a drink.” Syl drank and then tore a
handful of wicker off the demijohn.
“Looks good, eh, feller?” He walked up
to Fred and shook the demijohn in his face.
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“A couple of hundred doubloons for all
both of you want.”

Fred snatched at the demijohn, but Syl
stepped back and growled: “Don’t get
funny, feller, or I'll make Pete chuck both
of you in the mud. You can do it, eh,
Pete?”

“Easy, Syl.”

“I’ll give you two hundred,” Fred de-
clared.

Syl chuckled slyly, rubbed his nose again,
and doubled the price. Fred agreed again,
and again Syl doubled the amount. Jimmy
was so provoked he was tempted to spring
upon Syl and grip him by the throat, but
Pete’s bulky form intimidated Jimmy.

The delay in getting the water set Fred
nearly crazy. He yanked off his coat, tore
open his shirt and pulled his hair, while he
circled around Syl, who was seated beside
the demijohn, smiling blandly. Pete, at
Syl's direction, stood up and rolled up his
sleeves, disclosing huge forearms, covered
with long hair, and huger muscles.

“If one of you gets gay, I'll break you
over my knee. Come on, both together!”
Pete crouched, ready to grapple.

Fred was cowed. F'e stopped in front
of Syl.

“Tell me how much you want and you
can have it."”

“Both sacks.”

“You can have mine.
too, please, Jimmy.”

“Nothing doing! I'm going to keep
mine, water or no water.”

Fred pleaded till his tones slowly became
sobs, but Jimmy still refused. Fred
stopped pleading abruptly, his eyes lighted
up, as though some thought had pleased
him, and he whispered into Jimmy’s ear.
Jimmy nodded.

“We'll give you all the doubloons for all
the water,” Jimmy said to Syl.

"~ “Don’t try any dirty business, whisper-

Give me yours
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ing, feller. I won’t be responsible for what
Pete does when I start him going.”

“We won't; I swear we won't. Take the
sacks; give me the water.”

Syl looked into the sacks, ran hisfingers
through the doubloons and took out some
and examined them before he gave the
demijohn to Jimmy.

Fred grabbed the demijohn from Jimmy
but Jimmy had to help him keep it up to
his mouth. He drank so long he had to
gasp to catch his breath when he took down
the demijohn.

“Drink some, Jimmy, and let me have it
again when you finish.”

Both drank four or five times. When
they got through, Syl was breaking the
johnnycake into quarters. He put slabs of
dripping bacon between the layers till he
had four thick sandwiches.

“Feller,” Syl said, “I'll show you I'm a
good 'un and give you a hunk of johnny
and bacon.”

Jimmy and Fred drank more water after
they had finished eating. The salty bacon
made Syl thirsty also, and, sitting on the
sacks of gold, he smacked his lips and said
to Jimmy, “Feller, you ought to give us a
drink for the johnny and bacon we gived
you.”

“Nothing doing! This water cost us
about a dollar a drop, and we'll sell it to
you at the same rate—wholesale.”

Syl's “Ha, hal” was good-humored.
“You can keep your water, feller. We can
go without it till we strike Boca Chica, eh,
Pete?”

“Easy, Syl.”

“You some mule, eh, Pete? You can
lug both sacks, eh, Pete?"”

“Kasy, Syl.”

When Pete, followed by Syl and Jimmy
and Fred, had walked toward Boca Chica
an hour or so, Syl said he could not go any
further. Several times before that he had
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told Pete to walk slower, because the pace
was too much for his weak, bony body.
Mosquitoes, too, had bothered him. The
smoke on the mound had kept them away
before, but just as soon as they set out on
their journey the insects swarmed after him
and the others.

“Let’s rest, Pete. My leg’s breaking.”

“I can lug you on one shoulder and the
sacks on the other, if you say so, Syl.”

“Ah, you're a good old mule, Pete!
We'll do that.”

Night came on—night, with its heat, its
close air, its stinging sandflies and mosqui-
toes. Jimmy and Fred, though relieved of
the golden burden, suffered more than they
had the night before, because Pete, tor-
mented by flies and mosquitoes, pushed
madly through the mud, with Syl and the
sacks on his back, and rested but twice.
When morning came, Pete was not only
worn out, but was famished for water also.
Syl was so cramped from hanging on Pete’s
back that he could hardly stand up when,
at daybreak, Pete put him down for the
third time. And Syl, too, wanted water.
His upper lip was curled up and the skin
on it was dry and cracked. Every now and
then he ran his tongue under his lip to try
to moisten it.

“Let’s be goodlike, feller, and share up
fifty-fifty. I'll give you one sack back for
two good drinks for me and Pete.”

“Nothing doing again! Give us back
both sacks, less two hundred, and you can
have all the water.”

Syl turned to Pete. ‘‘Take me up, Pete,
and go on. Let’s fool 'em. We can make
it; we'll soon reach the road.”

Pete, grumbling and cursing, pushed
slowly through the mud. Suddenly, he
stopped, let Syl down, and said to him:

“Hold ’em. I gotta get water.”

He gave Syl the sacks and Syl fell
sprawling into the mud. Pete picked him
up with the sacks and went to a mangrove.
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He put the sacks between roots and Syl
leaned against a limb. Then Pete started
toward Jimmy. '

Jimmy pulled his bowie-knife from its
sheath. ‘“‘Come on, and I'll sink this to the
hilt in you! You put one over on us when
we were nearly dead for a drink, and we're
going to get back at you.”

Pete looked dully at the upraised knife
and blinked. The long blade, with its two-
edged point, overawed him and he turned
back.

On and on they went, slower and slower.
By noon Pete began to fall down every few
hundred feet and he and Syl and the sacks
were coated with mud. After one of his
falls, Pete struggled to his feet, turned
about and stared at Jimmy.

“Water, Syll I want—1I gotta get it—I
gotta, Syl; I gotta! Give 'em back—give
—give 'em—1 gotta get it.”

“Try little longer, Pete. It's only couple
of miles.”

Pete struggled on, begging Syl to give
back the sacks, while Syl urged him on.
Pete walked sidewise, wider and wider, and
then in semicircles. Still Syl urged him on.
Finally, he stopped at a mangrove, and un-
burdening himself of Syl and the sacks,
yelled out:

“Stab me, stab me! Water! I gotta—
water|”

He staggered toward Jimmy and Fred,
but Jimmy did not pull out his knife. In-
stead, he and Fred backed away as Pete
slowly approached them.

Pete tried to quicken his gait, but it was
a sorry attempt. Down into the mud he
pitched, got up and pitched down again.

“Water! Gi' me—go ahead, stab me!
Go—water!”

The cries aroused Syl, who looked
blankly at Jimmy and then started toward
him. He swung his skeletonlike arms from
side to side, fell into the mud, got up and
fell again, and all the while he was moving
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his tongue sidewise under his mud-smeared
lip.

“Uh — uh — water!
groaned.

“Can we have the sacks back?” Jimmy
asked.

Before Syl could reply, Pete, who, in his
famished state, was no longer thoughtful
of Syl, roared out:

“Take 'em! Tl kill him, if he don't
let you take ’em.”

It was unnecessary for Pete to make that
threat, for Syl said, in a tone that was little
louder than a husky whisper:

“Take—uh—water!”

Jimmy put the demijohn between the
roots of a mangrove twenty-five feet or so
ahead of Pete. Pete and Syl floundered
toward it, and Jimmy and Fred hurried to
the mangrove where the sacks had been
left. Jimmy took several handfuls of gold
out of a sack, tied it up in a handkerchief,

Uh —uh,” he

which he fastened to a limb, and called out :

“Syll Syll Here’s some doubloons for
you and Pete.”

Syl glanced back and nodded.

“After all, Jimmy, we won’t have to
have them arrested in Key West to get it
back, as I told you we could do. 1 know
how they felt. If I'd ’a’ had all the money
in the world, I'd ’a’ given every cent of it
for a drink when I met them yesterday.”

Jimmy and Fred, fearful that Pete
might follow them, looked back often, but
every time they looked they saw Pete and
Syl, squatting in mud above their waists,
leaning against the roots of the mangrove
where Jimmy had left the demijohn.

The boys staggered up to the shack at
the Boca Chica viaduct in time to board
the five-three train for Key West, and Pete,
with Syl on his back, stopped at the via-
duct five or six hours later to sleep there
till morning,.

Go To It

By David Stevens

Old King Alexander,
*Way back in olden days,
Was an A-One commander,
And poets sing his praise;
When he had to fight a battle
He'd start without delay;
His motto was “Go to it!”
And it’s jast as good to-day.

Good Queen Isabella,
She tho’t the earth was flat,
But Columbus could tell her
A better yarn than that;
W hen they said he'd never get there,
And tried to block his gane,
He kept on geing te it,
And he got there just the same.
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When old Davy Crockett
Took down his ancient gun,
He would load it and cock it,
And half the job was done;
For the coons in all the gum-trees
Knew Davy’s great renown
For always going to it,
So they’d hurry and come down.

Go to it! Go to it!

Don’t say it can’t be done;

Go to it! Go to it/

There are battles to be won

And you can tell the world you'll do it!

Take your little car

dnd hitch it to a star,

Then go to it and you’ll do it, never fear!
From Bay Scouss Seng Beok, copyright, C. C. Birchord and Compony.
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JacK’s Bandit

By Ed. L. Carson
Illustrated by Joseph Easley

« Y UMPING Gartersnakes!”
Paymaster Wendell came into the
timekeeper’s office on the Lindley
Construction Company’s works on Run-
away river, slammed his satchel on a table
and uttered his favorite expletive in a tone
which caused the bookkeeper to demand in
astonishment!

“What’s the matter now?”

“Played the bonehead for fair, that’s
all,” was the reply. “I came away from
town and left the most important part of
the payroll money behind.”

“Well, it will be there when you get
back, won’t it?”

“That’s not the trouble. We promised
that two hundred men who came here from
Seattle to refund their fares if they stayed
on the job for sixty days. The time is
up to-day and I had the money all sep-
rate, each fellow’s five spot in an envelope,
so that when paying off to-night I could
hand it over with the rest of his money and
avoid all confusion. I packed all the enve-
lopes nicely in a box and then came away
and forgot it. If those fellows see me
going back to the city they will quit in a
bunch, for some sneak has been circulating
reports that the company is none too sound
financially. If they don’t get it to-night
they will come in for it to-morrow morning
and will get back to work in just about one
week. We are as close to our time limit for
the completion of this job as we dare run,
and any real delay in completing this
canal in the next two weeks means a for-
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feit of fifty thousand dollars, according to
the contract.”

“And the new superintendent just got
here this afternoon about four o’clock,”
broke in the timekeeper, who had entered
the office in time to hear the dismal tidings.

Again the paymaster made a groaning
appeal to his favorite reptile, but no in-
spiration seemed to come from that source.

“If there was only some one we could
send,” hazarded the timekeeper. “The
sticker is that the only horse that could
make it in time to be of any use is your
mare, Maud, but there is no one here who
can handle her except yourself. I know
she would string me all along the road if I
tried to drive her, and all the other horses
are hopeless.”

“Jack Ferris can do anything he wants
to with her,” said Mr. Wendell thought-
fully.

“Who? The corral-dog?” using the title
bestowed in the west on the man in charge
of the stables. “Why, he is only a kid.”

“He’s an old-fashioned baby just the
same and I have a good notion to take a
chance on him.”

“But Mr. Wendell,” protested the time-
keeper, “there have been a dozen hold-ups
on that nine-mile stretch between here and
the city in the last month, and the robber
has never been caught. They say he
works with a bicycle and has a different
accomplice every time, and just think
what a nice, handy sum a thousand dollars,
all in fives, would be to negotiate.”
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“Even at that, a boy would be less liable
to attract suspicion than a grown person.
I, for instance, would be a marked man
and anyhow, it is a2 groundhog case, so here
is where I dig in. Send for Jack.”

Jack Ferris was a western product about
sixteen years old and well developed for
his age. In response to the summons he
came into the office with an air of self-
reliance which might easily have been mis-
taken for impudence. Hastily the difficulty
was explained.

“Sure I'll go,” he said, cheerfully. “I
can make the trip in two hours or a little
better, and you can stall off the Seattle
bunch till I get back. Tell them they are
to be paid last so as not to get them mixed
with the other bohunks. Don’t worry about
anything that hold-up guy can do,” he
added as he patted a bulge in his shirt
under his left arm. “The night he holds
me up is positively his farewell perform-
ance.”

“Do nothing to attract attention,”
begged Mr. Wendell, “and above all take
no chances. Let the money go if you have
to and remember that the best way to
handle trouble is to dodge it.”

“And the best way to meet trouble is to
be prepared for it,” grinned Jack as he
started for the door.

Jack Ferris was a lover of horses and
none knew this better than the animals
under his charge. Mr. Wendell’s mare,
Maud, no matter how fractious she might
be with any other than her master, had
come to know the boy who soothed her
restlessness with nice noises and pleasant
pats and who left her with a farewell rub
and an apple, so that when he had her
hitched to the light buggy (for this was
before the days of the auto), she seemed
as much at ease as she would have been
with her regular driver.

The road from the camp, where the big
power canal was being constructed, to the
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city, which was to be supplied with the
electricity there generated, led through a
growth of scrub cedar for about half a mile
to where it joined the main highway to
town. It was not yet dark and as he turned
from the side road Jack was not surprised
when he was hailed by a respectable look-
ing man who asked him to give him a lift.
Common courtesy demanded of Jack that
he accede to this request, but before they
had gone far he became obsessed with the
feeling that he was being studied if not
watched. The stranger made an attempt
at conversation by stating that he had been
suddenly called to town, but somehow this
explanation did not ring true. Uncon-
cerned, however, Jack reflected that noth-
ing could happen before he got the money.
On the return trip was the time when he
would be required to keep his wits about
him and take no chances.

A few blocks from the city offices of the
construction company the stranger asked to
be let out, saying that here was where he
wished to stop. This Jack willingly did
but, as he stopped the rig, he recalled that,
when they first met, the stranger had told
him that his errand lay in a different direc-
tion. Jack made no comment on this. He
was getting rid of the fellow which was
all he wanted, so, driving on to the office,
he tied his horse and went inside where
an assistant cashier was waiting for him as
instructed by a telephone message from
Mr. Wendell at the works. The box con-
tammg the precious envelopes was wrapped
up in an old newspaper to make it as in-
conspicuous as possible, but when Jack re-
turned to his horse he was greatly surprised
to find his passenger of the incoming trip
comfortably ensconsed on the seat of the
buggy.

“I finished my business rather sooner
than I expected,” was his greeting, “and
took the liberty of imposing on your good
nature for a ride back to the camp.”
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“That's all right with me,” growled
Jack, which was not exactly the truth.
“May as well have company, I suppose.”
But to himself he added, ‘“You start any-
thing, old timer, and you can leave it to
me to finish it.”

Carefully he arranged the lap robe, giv-
ing himself a liberal share, for the month
was October and with the dark came chill.
Then, as they left the lights of the city,
he slipped the hard object which had been
distending his shirt when he talked to Mr.
Wendell, from under his arm into his right
hand, driving easily and skillfully with his
left. The mare lived up to her reputation
as a roadster and threw the miles behind
her with a light, swinging trot which would
have excited the admiration of the most
amateur of horsemen.

But Jack was not thinking of his horse.
His companion’s peculiar actions all passed
in review and, while nothing in his attitude
betrayed his uneasiness, he was certainly
sitting very light and watching closely for
any sign or sound which might be a signal
to an accomplice along the road. The
stranger seemed to be entirely at ease, how-
ever, and even tried to start a conversation
in spite of the boy’s sullen and preoccupied
attitude. Only once did he succeed in
arousing any interest in his remarks. This
was when they were passing along a part
of the road with trees on both sides and
where the darkness was doubled in intensity
and he remarked:

‘::I'his would be an ideal place for a hold-
“No chance,” retorted Jack with more
warmth than the occasion seemed to de-
mand. “Anybody with a lick of sense
would be looking for it in just such a place
as this and would be right on the watch.
No, sir, the place for that kind of thing
would be right out in the open.”

The stranger chuckled and agreed, but
Jack’s right hand clenched tighter on the
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object it held and the set of his jaw told
only too plainly that Mr. Wendell's order
to give up the money rather than take any
risks would never be obeyed. Nothing
further was said nor did any other incident
mark the remainder of the ticklish trip, but
when they drove into camp a quarter of an
hour later and Jack jumped from the buggy
to run into the office with his precious parcel
safe and sound, leaving the stranger to tie
the horse, his right arm was so stiff that it
seemed as though it would break before it
would bend, while on his forehead the per-
spiration was standing in great beads re-
gardless of the coolness of the evening.

“Good boy, Jack!” cried Mr. Wendell
at the sight of him and his burden. “Had
no trouble after all, I suppose,” and then
catching a closer glance at the boy he
added, “or did you?”

“I don’t know whether I did or not,”
was the somewhat mystifying reply, and
inn a few low, earnest sentences he told the
story of his passenger.

“I've seen that Indian before,” he con-
cluded. “I saw him hanging around the
works this afternoon and sized him up as
a bad man to have trouble with. Just the
same, he would have had the worst end of
it if he had started anything, for I drove
all the way from town with this,” produc-
ing a very businesslike looking automatic
pistol, “within an inch of his gizzard. He
must have felt it punch him in the ribs once
in a while when the buggy hit a rut.
Wanted to know why I drove with one
hand and I told him you always drove that
way and I was humoring the mare. Com-
ing through Clark’s Bush he made a dizzy
crack about that being a good place for a
hold-up. If he had so much as coughed I
would have cut loose, knowing that at short
range like that I would blow him out of the
buggy while the mare would streak it so
fast when she heard the shot that no bullet
ever fired could catch us. I felt perfectly
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safe, but he was sure flirting with the
coroner’s jury when he made that break
and—gee whiz,” pointing to the stranger
who had entered quietly and had been
listening with an air of keen interest, ‘“‘there
he is now!”

As they looked at the newcomer there
was dead silence for a moment. Then both
Mr. Wendell and the timekeeper broke in-
to roars of uncontrollable laughter, while
Jack, with his automatic still in his hand,
looked from one to the other in astonish-
ment. When breathlessness demanded
comparative silence, he demanded:

“Well, what's the giddy joke?”

“Why, Jack,” gasped Mr. Wendell,
“that is Mr. MacArthur, the new superin-
tendent of construction. He just got here
this afternoon.”

“That being the case,” retorted Jack, as
he put away his gun, “right here is where
I lose my job.”

“It is all true,”
coming forward,

smiled the new official,
“When I learned of the

plan to send you over that robber-infested
road alone with all that money I made up
my mind to go along. Before we were half-
way back I was convinced that I had taken
all my trouble for nothing, for I now be-
lieve you capable of transporting a bank
across the continent. If I had known, how-
ever, what that hard object was that kept
digging me in the side I would have ex-
plained much sooner. As it was I wanted
you to carry the job through without my,
help. You will certainly lose your job zs
stable boss for what you did to-night. I'm
going to make it my first business with this
firm to put a boy like you right where he
belongs.”

As he sought his bunk that night Jack
smiled in the darkness, and remarked to
himself:

“That means to get a bunch of books
and start studying, for nobody knows how
much trouble I may run up against on this
new job and the best way to meet trouble
is to be prepared for it.”

The Cantapiller

By F. J. P.

There are forty thousand kinds of things that
crawl! and fly and creep,

That chase a fellow while awake and bite him in
his sleep,

Hornets, ants and bumblebees, centipedes and
bats,

Spiders, daddy-long-legs and striped buff’lo gnats,

Skeeters, fleas and chiggers, no-seeums and the
rest,

But have you ever bumped against the cantapiller
pest?

It's a big, two-legged creature with a dish-rag for
a spine,

4 wish-bone for a breast-bone and a taste ex-
ceeding fine

For keeping out of sight and sound of every kind
of work,

Oh, the cantapiller can’ts all day from morning
until night,

He can’t do things in darkness and can’t do them
in the light;

He can’t build fires or cook his grub, can’t keep
his things in place,

Can’t follow trails or do first aid—can’t even
wash his face!

I'm sick and tired of can’t, can’t, can’t, so sick
that—say, by geel

This canting cantapiller pest CAN’T go to camp

with mel

dn expert with excuses and a cracker-jack to
shirk;

It is fun to crack a flea or fly, but Oh, what
ardent zest

Could I employ to pulverize the cantapiller pest!



The Mince Pie Mystery

By Wilbur §. Boyer
Illustrated by Frank Rigney

crazy for,” admitted Susan Spreggs,

as Mary, the cook, staggered into
the kitchen from the cellar with a big
stone crock; ‘“and that’s a thick, old-
fashioned mince pie.”

The baked beans were shaken from
Johnnie Kelly’s fork half way to his mouth
and his eyes grew big with longing as he
watched his employer remove the cover of
the crock and sniff the mysterious contents
rapturously. Johnnie sniffed, too. He
was far away from it, but he imagined he
detected the delectable fragrance. The
other farm hands having finished supper
early while Johnnie was helping Kaiser,
the dog, catch a woodchuck, he was now
having his meal alone.

“None o’ your flat-chested, skimpy
hokus-pokuses for me!” continued Miss
Spreggs, jabbing into the mess with a
giant spoon, lifting out
a wad as big a '
fist, gazing at
affectionately as
were a baby, the
letting it fall bac
into the pot;

“give me a real
mince - meat— ‘_]
currants, suet,
prime beef, cit-
ron, raisins,and
brown sugar,
let me put in
the cinnamon,
nutmeg, mace,

“THERE’S just one thing I'm ’most
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cloves and allspice, and I won’t forget
the cider, and not too much apples, and
I'll tum out a mince pie that will tempt
the very dominie himself to steal.”

Johnnie knew it was up to him to be
extra obliging. Hopping to his feet, he
set about being useful with great show of
alacrity and willingness. The hot-water
tank on the stove would have been filled
to the brim without thought of allowance
for expansion by heat, if Mary had not
interposed. The woodbox never before
held so much hickory and birch as it did
that night, nor was there ever more noise
made in filling it. Every time Johnnie
came in with an armful, he fairly trotted;
and his puffing was painful to hear—had
any one been attentive.

But Susan Spreggs was in another world
—the world of mince pies. Undoubtedly
mince pie was an obsession with the other-

wise sensible, well-balanced, cold,
" ress of a hundred

sixty acres.
ngingly Johnnie
‘hed her rolling-
work the crust—
and turn, roll and
turn, roll and
turn. He won-
dered if she
would keep on
rolling and
turning until
he grew whisk-

ers.

‘“What’s she
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punishin’ it for?” he asked Mary in a wary
aside.

“That makes the crust ﬂakcy so’s it melts
in your mouth,” explained Mary in the
same guarded tones, though they could
have shouted, so rapt in her task was Susan
Spreggs.

“Only one pie?” groaned Johnnie from
his position by the Brobdingagian dish-
pan, where he was—oh, so generously |—
performing the unusual task of wiping sup-
per dishes for a farm family of fifteen.

“Ssh!” warned Mary, fearful that her
mistress would overhear. “This ain't
mincepie season; but once in a while she
gits one of these longings, and she don’t
~ waste precious mince makin’ a slew o’ pies
for the hands. But we’ll git a taste, if we
don’t cross her.”

“Oh, boy!” gurgled Johnnie.

Miss Spreggs finished putting a ring of
Puddin’-head-Wilsons around the edge
with her thumbs and held up the monster
confection in both hands to admire.

“A mince pie, to be right, must stand
over night and be eat the next day,” she
pronounced with the finality of an expert.

“Jist one o' her notions,” whispered
Mary; “but when she gits them spells,
there ain’t no changin’ her.”

Johnnie’s heart sank. He had been
counting on a generous segment to keep
him from starving before he curled under
the covers for the night. He buoyed him-
self up, however, with anticipation and
went to bed early so that the morrow would
come sooner.

And when, next morning, he warmed his
woolens on the kitchen stove-pipe that
came up through his room, and hurried his
dressing in order to get downstairs close to
the fire—for it was a cool morning—he
walked in upon a much agitated Susan
Spreggs and a fearful Mary.

“John Kelly!” was Miss Spreggs’ greet-
ing; and he knew there was dire trouble.

92

There was always hope when Re was
“Johnnie” ; but “John” was a sure sign of
unrelenting hostility.

“Yes 'um,” responded Johnnie.

“Did you come into the kitchen since
you went to bed last night?”

‘(No ’m.’,

“Honest injun—hope to die—cross your
heart?”

Johnnie performed the required solemn
assurance.

“What's matter?” he asked innocently.

“The mince pie is gone!” answered
Mary in husky awe.

“Gone?” repeated Johnnie, collapsing
into a chair in genume surprise.

“Yes, gone,” reiterated his employer,
boring him through with her snapping black
eyes. Under other circumstances Johnnie
would have found those eyes pleasant to
look at, for Susan Spreggs was comely,
albeit inclined to masculinity of features.
But now those eyes were like a pair of
gimlets. Nevertheless, Johnnie’s eyes did
not drop.

“Ain’t that dangerous for me weak
heart!” he sighed, holding both hands
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against the pit of his stomach. “You'd
ought of broke the news easy.”

“Weak heart! you young rascal. If I
thought it was a weak will, I'd skin you
alive and nail your hide to the barn door
as a warning. . . . " She broke off and

swallowed nervously several times. ‘“No,

Johnnie, I'm sure you didn’t take it. It
ain’t in you.”
“You bet it ain't!” groaned Johnnie. “I

wisht it was.”

“I didn’t mean the pie; I meant it ain’t
in you to play such a contemptible trick on
me.”

“You got me right,” agreed Johnnie.
“But I'd give two lolly-pops and an all-
day sucker if I could sleuth out. . . . Say!
wouldn’t it make a crackin’ good story?
‘The Marvelous Mystery of the Missing
Mince, or Who Swiped the Piel’ ”

“It ain’t a laughing matter,” snapped
Miss Spreggs icily. ‘“Howsomever, I'm
not going to be done out of my pie.”

Mary, Johnnie, and Miss Spreggs held
an impromptu meeting for the next two
hours. Every person who worked on the
Spreggs farm or who lived within five miles
was suspected in turn. But at the end of
the confab, the mystery was still unsolved.

Johnnie took every opportunity to put a
prying eye into the kitchen during the day,
but there were no signs worth noting until
after supper. Then, with the same sedate
ceremony, the same doting care, Susan
Spreggs built another mince pie, the very
twin of the dear departed, and shoved it
into the oven, and stood by with stoic
patience until it was done to a mellow
brown. And Johnnie hung around, while
his tongue hung out, and he'd be hanged
if he could surmise who had eloped with
Miss Mince Pie, the elder.

“Whoever the pirate is, he don’t get a
smell o' this one!” declared Miss Spreggs
vehemently; whereupon she locked it in the
pantry, tied the key on a string, and sus-
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pended it around her own neck. ‘‘And
notice,” she continued with grim satisfac-
tion, “it's a Yale lock and there ain’t no
way of knocking the pins out of the hinges
on that door. Any one who gets that pie,
will havc to have this key or else use a
crowbar.”

Next morning when Miss Spreggs
opened that door, she found no pie.

“Honest to goodness, 1 believe it’s an
evil spirit!” moaned poor Mary.

“Hope that spirit gets a be-back-ache,

‘then!” wished Johnnie soulfully.

“G'long Mary!” scolded her mistress,
“you ain't showin’ no more sense 'n an
English Psyche Research Lord. If the de-
parted-from-this-life ain’t got nothing more
edifying to do than tip tables and steal my
mincc pies—though I do reckon them pies
is fit for the gods—then they're lying when
they dribble about how they’re so happy!”

This day the entire farm force was
called to account and a rigid cross-ques-
tioning resorted to in the effort to find a
clew. Had any of them been guilty, there
is little doubt the joke would have been
too good to keep, and signs would have
been discoverable during the ordeal
through which Miss Spreggs put them. Yet
when it was over, the solution was no
nearer.

“Say, Miss Spreggs,” suggested Johnnie
when he succeeded in intercepting his boss
by herself. ‘“How about Mary?”

“Johnnie, I'm astonished!” cried the
startled Miss Spreggs. “I’d as soon sus-
pect myself.”

“Oh, I didn't mean she would,” he
hastened on, “but——"

“Mary hasn’t the nerve, Johnnie. You
know she’s afraid to go downstairs after
we've all gone to bed, even if I give her a
light to carry.”

“I’m going to sit up and watch to-night,”
promised Johnnie.

“I wish you would,” cried Miss Spreggs.
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“I tried to, last night; but I fell asleep.
I've been uncommonly sleepy lately, any-
way. Around nine o'clock I'm so drowsy
I simply can’t stay awake. I was sitting in
my rocker by the window when I woke up
this morning and I felt oppressed and
logy all day.”

For the third time Miss Spreggs made a
mince pie. And with the persistence of her
peculiar obsession she made it in the even-
ing and locked it this time in the steel safe
set in the wall, where
she kept her valu-
ables and papers.

“There!” said she.

“I'm the only one
that knows that com-
bination. I'll have
my mince pie the way

I want mince pie, .
if it takes a life-
time.”

At half-past
twelve that night,
when Johnnie in his
nightshirt, but fully
dressed underneath it
except for his boots,
was pinching himself
to keep awake as he
sat huddled by the
fast-cooling stove-
pipe, he heard the
“pat-pat” of slip-
pered feet in the room below.

“Ha, ha! The villain approaches!” he
told himself dramatically.

Stepping stealthily to the stairs, he crept
down until he could peek into the lighted
kitchen.

There, in a boulloir cap, a dressing gown
and a pair of slippers, was Susan Spreggs
herself. She had placed her lamp on the
table and was twirling the knob of the safe.

“The stingy thing!” thought Johnnie,
and without hesitation he tip-toed down-
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She proceeded gravely to cut the pie

%

stairs, and while her back was turned he
quietly drew up a chair and seated himself
at the table, which was set, as usual, for
breakfast.

Miss Spreggs took out the pie, closed
the safe, and came over to the table with
the pie. Johnnie said nothing. There was
a peculiar, vacant smile on the woman’s
face. Johnnie grinned and winked at her.

Not a sign of recognition came into her
eyes, which seemed bright, but devoid of

luster.

She seated herself
and proceeded
gravely to cut the pie
into eighths. When
she had carefully
placed a giant piece
of pie on the plate
before her, Johnnie
unobtrusively re-
moved it to his own

* place and substituted
his empty plate.

Evincing no sur-
prise on finding noth-
ing on her plate,
Miss Spreggs placed
another segment on
it, then arose and
went to the pantry.

Johnnie was a bit
nonplused at her ac-
tions. With determi-

nation to prove the truth or fallacy of a
suspicion that had entered his head, the
boy lifted the top crust of Sookie’s por-
tion of pie and spread over its in’ards the
entire contents of a salt cellar.

Miss Spreggs returned with a pitcher
of rich milk. When she had poured out
some for herself, Johnnie, without mak-
ing his motions too rapid or too con-
spicuous, helped himself to a tumblerful,
finished it in one try, and filled again.

While he enjoyed his own piece of pie,
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he watched expectantly as Miss Spreggs at-
tacked her share. While he stared in
amazement, she made way with her piece
and its generous flavoring of salt, smack-
ing her lips in appreciation. When the last
mouthful had vanished, to be washed down
with milk, the strain was too much for
Johnnie Kelly. For the first time, he spoke.

“Shades of nightmare!"” he blurted out.
“You must have copper linin’ to your storn-
achl”

Miss Spreggs gave a queer, choking
gasp; she clutched her robe at the throat;
her eyes, at first startled, gradually lost
that unnatural stare. She looked around
dazed, contemplated dully the empty plate
before her, then turned a troubled, shamed
looked upon the grinning Johnnie.

“What... ? Why... ?" she ques-
tioned in mystification.

“That’s two and a eighth mince pies
you've tucked under your belt in three
nights,” chuckled Johnnie. ‘“‘Some record,
Il tell the world[”

“You mean to say . . . ?"’ She paused,
her hand to her head. All the natural
luster was back in her eyes. She now had
complete possession of herself. “Johnnie,”
she continued gently, “I used to walk in
my sleep when I was a young girl—not so
long ago”—(this last was added hastily),
“but I thought I had outgrown it. My
craze for mince pie, though ... Was
I...»

“You sure was!” laughed Johnnie heart-
ily. “I've heard of such things, but I'd

bet it was all fake if I didn’t have such
good proof now.” He was thinking of the
salt. He concluded, however, that telling
her would contribute nothing to Miss
Spreggs’ peace of mind or peace of stom-
ach.

Miss Spreggs smiled wanly, sheepishly.
She was overpoweringly tired. Reaction
was setting in.

“That’s why I was so distressed all day
yesterday,” she decided. ‘“Eating a whole
pie in my sleep doesn’t give any satisfac-
tion. Johnnie, you're a mighty good boy.
Eat all you want now, then lock up the
rest in the pantry for the three of us to-
morrow, and you keep the key until morn-
ing. 1 must be protected against myself.”

Whereupon Miss Susan Spreggs, with
heightened color and a weariness of limb
that told of the effect of somnambulism
upon her system, left for her room.

A little later Johnnie Kelly, with a grunt
of satiated appetite, climbed into his own
feather-bed, under his well-stretched skin.

But he had forgotten to blow out his
candle, and it was just out of reach. The
mince pie told him not to get up.

“That’s always the way with us scien-
tists,” said he regretfully, catching hold of
a boot by one of its straps. “We always
t'ink o’ what we might have did after it's
too late. Now I'll never know what would
of happened if I'd used the pepper!”

He swung the boot with careful aim.
The heel landed fairly on the candle flame
—and he was in blessed darkness.
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By James F. Taylor
Illustrated by Geo. Gillett Whitney

« HAT'S your name e inquired
Zip Martin of the newcomer.

The newcomer put down his -

grips and adjusted a pair of horn-rimmed
spectacles bef

“Is it any ¢
I ask ?” he ret

“He's a n
Zip asked Sq
he turned t
comer.

“Tll tell
asked you,
“We're short
good foott
material
Fall, and I w
to get a line
all the new a
vals. 1 war
to give you
chance to get
one of the te:
—maybe t
'varsity. N
you'll admit
have a right
ask your na
ain’t I?”

“Pardon me, Lionel slipped forward

pardon me,

gentlemen,” replied the new boy. “I was
told to beware of bullies, and your abrupt

question merely put me on my guard. My
name is Lionel Deveraux. But I fear I
can be of very little service to you in the

way of football.
You see, I was
brought up with
eight sisters, and
mother never al-
lowed me to play
with any one else.
Indeed, it was
only on the insist-
ence of my father
that I was al-
lowed to come
here. I am pro-
ficient in no
s but Jacks and
les.”
acks!"” groaned Zip.
zods!”
ight sisters!” cried
rrel.  “Jump-in’
erell”
sm surprised,” said
“Is it so wonder-
boy has eight sis-

replied Zip; *“but

that he'd live through it. But
never mind that; I've an idea.”
He turned to the Squirrel and winked the
eye farthest from Deveraux. “Don’t you
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think, Squirrel, that he'd make a good
marble champion?”

“He'd make a wiz!” exclaimed Squirrel,
falling in immediately with the other’s
humor. “Say, Lionel, you said you've
played marbles?”

“Why, yes; but rcally, I was never expert
at the game, and it’s some time since I
played it.”

“No matter,” Zip put in, “you’ve played
it. Now this school sends a marble cham-
pion east each year to play Yale, Harvard,
and Princeton. This year we have the
poorest crop of marble-heads—I mean
players—we’ve ever had. And if some
good man don’t come out, we'll lose the
championship. It means a fine, long trip,
and you'll be a hero at the school. How
about you?”

“I"d love to!” cried the new boy, “I'd
love to! It would prove to mother and
my sisters that I can excel in sports other
than the gentle sort—such as spelling bees
and hop-scotch.”

Squirrel Brown snorted and choked and
almost collapsed; his face became fiery red,
and his cheeks puffed out until they looked
as though they were going to burst.

“Your friend seems amused,” remarked
Lionel.

“No, no,” Zip hastened to explain, “he’s
taken that way very often. He keeps his
mouth open so much that he’s always swal-
lowing something. What was it that time,
Squirrel, a fly or a mosquito?”

“I don’t know,” gurgled poor Squirrel.
“I think it was a bee.”

“Well, the tryouts for the marble cham-
pionship will be held to-morrow night in
the recreation room, under Benson Hall,”
Zip said to young Deveraux. “I'll bring
you over there. What hall are you for?”

“Corbin,” replied Lionel.

“Fine. It's that yellow building right
opposite here. T'll be over for you at
seven sharp. Go to bed early and have a

good sleep, because you'll need an eagle
eye and a steady hand.”

“Indeed, I shall,” answered Lionel. He
picked up his grips and departed in the
direction of Corbin; and Zip and Squirrel
raced over to Benson to inform their
cronies and the school at large that a real
mark had arrived at last.

On the next evening the recreation room
of Benson Hall was filled. They were
ranged round the room in all sorts of van-
tage seats and every few moments raised
three cheers for “The Great Marble
Champion.”  Suddenly Squirrel Brown
thrust his head in at the door and shouted:
“‘Can that noise; here they come!” The
noise ceased as though a heavy door had
shut on it; and presently Zip Martin and
Lionel Deveraux—the light shining strong-
ly on the polished glasses of the latter—
walked into the room.

Zip held up one hand for silence, and
placed the other on the shoulder of young
Deveraux.

“Gentlemen,” he announced, “allow me
to introduce to you Mr. Lionel Deveraux,
contender for the heavy-weight. marble
championship! He will meet all comers
here to-night, catch-as-catch-can, or Mar-
quis of Queensbury rules! Nobody barred
but Goat Donaldson; if he was let near
the marbles he’d eat ’em! Gentlemen,
choose your weapons|”

At this a great shout went up, and loud
cries of “Speech! Speech!” Lionel looked
at first puzzled, then flustered, and last,
highly pleased. He stepped forward and
ducked a bow at the howling specta-
tors.

“Fellow students,” he began, “I did not
come here merely for the adulation that is
accorded an athlete; I came principally to
drink long and deep of the Pierian Spring
that bubbles in the confines of these classic
halls; to gather up with reverent hands the
jewels that have fallen from the lips of
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Xenophon and of Homer, of Virgil and of
Cicero——"

“Oh!” groaned Martin to a neighbor.
“Cicero—and me with a condition from
last year all on account of that bald-headed
old spaghetti gargler!”

“—but,” went on Lionel, ‘I am not ad-
verse to shining athletically as well—if I
may.”

“Oh, you will, don’t worry!” yelled
somebody, and there was a tremendous
chorus of cheering and hand-clapping.

“Enough!” shouted Martin. “We'll
have the tryouts now. This way, Lionel,
and the rest of you marble contenders!”

He led them over to the far side of the
room where a small circle was drawn on
the floor in chalk, containing four pool balls
—three placed in the form of a triangle
with a fourth set on top of them. -

“But these are not marbles!” protested
Deveraux.

“Not the sort you are used to,” ex-
plained Squirrel Brown calmly. “Those
are college marbles, and therefore bigger
—naturally. Now the object is to take
that top ball and throw it at the other three.
If you knock them out of the ring, you
win. All contenders will have three trials.
Remember that this tryout is to pick a man
to represent this school; so do your
worst! You will throw from a line drawn
on the floor, there—"" indicating a chalk-
line about six feet from the circle.

The first to try was Spud Murphy—a
husky, energetic looking youngster who
played full-back on the varsity. He threw,
and nearly tore a hole in the opposite wall.
But he missed the balls altogether—as he
intended to do. The next man to take his
place at the throwing line was Karakos, a
shaggy-maned, black-eyed Greek — the
heavy-weight champion wrestler of the
school. He too, hurled his ball with the
force of a heavy gun, and missed the mark

as miserably and completely as had
Murphy.

“Your turn now, Lionel!” shouted
Squirrel. “These are the only two you have
to beat. Keep cool now, and make every
shot count.”

Lionel stepped up to the line, took off
his glasses and briskly polished them with
his pocket handkerchief. Then he replaced
them on his nose, and measured the dis-
tance to the circle carefully and calculat-
ingly. Without taking his eyes from the
circle he motioned for some one to give
him the throwing ball. Zip picked it up
and placed it in his hand. Lionel raised
his arm, took a step forward and hurled
the ball with all his strength at the circle.
It struck the other balls fairly in the center
and sent them spinning and bounding about

F Ih

Where's the Squirrel?®
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the room. The spectators raised a great
shout, and Lionel, smiling and bowing,
made way for Murphy and remarked that
he had had “even better luck than he ex-
pected.”

On the second trial Murphy and Kara-
kos failed again, and Lionel had only fair
luck, for this time he managed to knock
but one ball out of the ring. But on the
third trial he again sent all three flying out
of the circle, while Karakos and Murphy
got only two each.

Nothing could equal the satisfaction of
the new champion. He bowed and smiled,
and accepted congratulations from the
howling, stamping mob with the grace and
éclat of a king. But in the middle of the
riot Zip Martin and Squirrel Brown cut
him out and led him off to his own hall.

“You can't keep late hours now, Lionel,”
explained Zip. “You're in strict training
from to-night on. No spreads, no fighting,
and no dancing sprees.”

“My dear friends,” said the elated
Lionel, “your advice though sound, is not
needed. I am always strict about my diet,
I am not argumentative, and I dance only
the old classic measures. I doubt if I
should be able to find any one that could
dance with me.”

“Fine!” exclaimed the Squirrel. “You're
dog-gone near bomb proof. You ought to
make a great champion.”

The next morning, before Deveraux had
left his room, Zip and the Squirrel called
on him. Zip was armed with a tape
measure, and the Squirrel with a blank-
book and pencil.

“We've come to take your measure for
a marble suit,” said Brown. ‘“You're go-
ing east next week, ole dear, so you'll just
have time to get it made. Stand up now,
and look your prettiest.” Then Brown sat
down at the table with his book in front
of him, and the point of his pencil in his
mouth. “‘Shoot!” he said to Zip.

Zip passed the tape measure about
Lionel’s hips. ‘‘One pair of marble pants,”
he sang out. “‘Thirty-four inches.”

“With or without a handkerchief in the
back pocket?” asked the Squirrel seri-
ously.

“Better add three inches for a handker-
chief,” said Zip. “He may need it. It
will do to carry perfume in to sniff between
rounds. One marble hat,” he continued,
‘“‘eighteen inches. That's the circumference
of his bean 1 gave you last.”

“Expanded or contracted?” solemnly
asked Squirrel Brown.

“That don’t make any difference,” an-
swered Zip. ‘“We'll have a piece of elastic
put in the back of the hat to allow for that.
Also, make a note that his head is very
pointed on top.”

“Marvelous!” drawled the Squirrel;
“marvelous! He must be a mathemati-
cian.”

“And when shall I have my suit?” asked
Lionel when the measuring was finished,
‘“and of what color will it be?”

“What color would you like?” asked
Zip.

“What would you suggest?”’ inquired
Lionel.

“Well,” said Zip, “something subdued
I think; something subdued with a vivid
motif running through it. A maroon base
with a colorful stripe—pink, say—would
be pretty, don't you think?”

“Gentlemen,” said Lionel, “I feel that
you know best. It seems a little too utter
for me, but I place myself in your hands.
I shall try to honor it when I wear it.”

Zip and the Squirrel tumbled through
the door and ran until they were out of the
building. Then they fell upon the grass
and laughed until they cried.

“Some dumb-bell]” gasped Zip between
bursts of laughter. “He knows a great
many things and yet he knows nothing. His
education has been sadly neglected.”

AN
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“Well, it's being attended to now,” said
- the Squirrel, and he rolled over on his
stomach and roared out laughing again.
For the few days following his victory,
Lionel Deveraux walked on air. He was
a hero. Youngsters pointed him out on
the campus, and whispered to one another
—in hoarse stage whispers, so Lionel could
hear them—'‘That’s Iron-arm Deveraux,
the great marble marvel.”” But when
Lionel got out of ear-shot they thumped
each other on the back and cackled with
mirth. Lionel, however, knew nothing of
these things, and so they never bothered
him. He swelled around the campus like
a peacock on parade; he took to reading
the sporting sheet of the local paper each
morning, and he patronized boys younger
than he by calling them, “sonny.”

Three days before the time Lionel was
scheduled to start east, Zip remarked to
the Squirrel that it was time to “wake the
great marble marvel up.” The Squirrel
agreed. A boy named Dolly Grey was
selected to do the waking. Grey was the
catcher for the baseball team; a small,
quick, swaggering youngster, with a habit
of biting off his sentences out of the side
of his mouth. That same afternoon he
met Lionel while the latter was on his way
to Science Hall. He hustled up to Lionel
and thrust out his hand.

“Shake,” he said. “I want to shake
hands with the great marble marvel.” Be-
' fore Lionel could take the outstretched
hand, however, Dolly withdrew it and
started as though with recognition and sur-
prise.

“Why dog-gone it, I know you!l” cried
Dolly. “You're Clancy!”

“Clancy?” exclaimed Lionel; “You are
mistaken. My name is Deveraux. I can’t
understand how you can say it is Clancy.”

“Don’t pull that surprise stuff on mel”
snapped Dolly. *“The last time I saw you
your name was Clancy. I ought to know,

because I played professional marbles
against you up in Saginaw!”

“Professional marbles!” burst out
Lionel. “How dare you, sir? I never
played professional marbles in my lifel” -

By this time Zip and Squirrel, and a con-
siderable crowd of other boys as well had
come up and surrounded the talkers. Dolly
Grey immediately appealed to them.

“Look here! Is this fair?” he cried.
“I'm anxious to meet our school marble
champion, and when I see him, who is he
but the famous professional marble shark
Clancy, from Saginaw! And he comes to
St. Andrews’ and poses as an amateur
under the flossy name of Deveraux! Ain't
that the limit? What do you birds think
we ought to do with him?”

“Duck him in the lake!
arrested!” yelled the crowd.

“Gentlemen!” cried Lionel holding up
both hands, “there is some mistake. My
name is not Clancy and I am not a profes-
sional. I can get a dozen testimonials to
attest the truth of my assertions. I am an
amateur, pure and simple.”

“Mostly simple!” cried someone: and
someone else shouted, as though in pity,
““Aw let him up, he’s all cut. We've kidded
him long enough.”

At the word “kidded,” Lionel started as
though he had been spurred.

“Kidded?” he repeated. “I've heard
that word before and I'm beginning to
believe there is something in it. At times
I have suspected that you boys were not
sincere; since yesterday there has been a
doubt in my mind and now I'm going to
find out.” He spied Zip in the crowd, and
pointed a long, thin, accusing finger at him.
“Am I going east or not?” he shouted.

“Where do you live?” asked Zip, easily.

“Canton, Ohio,” answered Lionel.

“Well, I suppose you will be going east
when you go home on your Christmas
vacation.”

Have him

100
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Young Deveraux turned white and
gasped as though he were choking. Then
he removed his spectacles and held them in
his hand.

“Will some one please hold these for
me?” he in-
quired—his -
voice was < - j
husky with
rage.

“I'll hold
your cheat-
ers, ole
horse,” said
a bystander
taking them
from his
hand.

“And now
Mr. Zip
Martin,”’
said Dever-
aux, “you
are going to
fight me.
My whole
being shrinks
from this
vulgar exhi-
bition, but it
is the only
thing to do.”

“Aw, look
here, Li-
onel,”’ ar-
gued Zip, “'it
was only a
joke. 1
didn’t mean
to hurt your feelings.
joke?”

“I'm afraid I'm lacking in humor,” an-
swered Lionel; “I must be, or I wouldn’t
have been taken in so easily. Put up your
hands. When I've finished with you I'll
attend to Mr. Squirrel Brown.”

Can’t you take a

I0I

Since there was nothing else for it, Zip
took off his coat and stepped into the circle
made by the onlookers. Lionel, with a set,
frightened face, circled slowly round him.
Then, with the quickness of light, he flew

at Zip like a tiger. Be-

fore Zip could throw up

his guard he received a

v full in the eye, which
: landscape to a
violet tint and

made him

feel like

calling it a

day then

and there.

But it

caused him

to lose his

temper also,

and he tore

into Lionel

with the

strength of

a young

bul. The

fight would

have ended

very soon

(for Lionel

was not his

match by

any means)

had it not

been for an
unfortu-

nate circum-

stance. At

the height

of his onslaught Zip’s belt burst with a
snap and his trousers fell to his knees!
He cried out in horror, and stopped fight-
ing to pull them up. Not so Lionel. He
believed that war is war—a game where
men take advantage of their opportunities
relentlessly. Zip was well pummeled be-

-
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fore he got his trousers up again. And
then, when he attempted to fight back,
down went the trousers once more. He
tried leaving them down, but they tripped
and threw him; he tried holding them
up and fighting back with one hand, but
he failed miserably. And all the time
Lionel’s fists were landing on his skull
like rain. To make matters worse, each
time the trousers fell the onlooking boys
rocked the surrounding country with their
yells of derision and delight. At last, un-
able to stand any more, bruised, and almost
crying with rage and shame, Zip burst out
of the ring and ran wildly for the shelter
of Benson Hall, both hands gripping the
garment that had betrayed him.

Lionel retrieved his glasses, put them on,
and looked round the assemblage like a
lion.

“Where's the Squirrel ?”’ he snapped.

“Why,” volunteered a bystander, “he
said he was going back to his room for a
pair of suspenders, but he ran off in the
direction of the car for South Bend. Guess
he’s gone, Iron-arm.”

“Look here, you!” said Lionel fiercely,
and breaking into slang for the first time
in his life. “If you, or anybody else ever
calls me Iron-arm, or the great marble
marvel again, I'll knock you or him bow-
legged! Get me?”

And he put on his coat and stalked ma-
jestically toward Science Hall.

The Quitter

By Sherman Ripley

He begins mighty strong, but it's not very long
Before he complains that it’s rough,

And the first thing you know he has ducked the

whole show

With a lot of that alibi stuff.

He promises well but you never can tell—
Aud you’ll find that his word is untrue,

For it’s always a cinch when it comes to a pinch
That a quitter is yellow all through.

He is right there in sight when the sun’s shining
bright—

When there’s glory he’s always around;

But if things go wrong and the current is strong
When you want him he cannot be found.

There is plenty of strife in this battle of life
And your share is a-waiting for you,

So don’t pass the buck, nor complain about luck,
For a quitter is yellow all through.



Ain’t the Movies Educational?

By Z. Hartman
Illustrated by J. M. Foster

CROSS the street from Altenburg’s
A grocery store they were changing
the signs and the pictures in front
of the Gargoyle Theater. By boosting
himself up on Altenburg’s dill pickle barrel
near the show window and elongating his
neck until he commanded a view of the
theater's front, Newt Crumpet could see
the remains of yesterday's emotional feast,
“Bleeding Heartstrings,” come down,
while the announcement of to-day’s thrill
producer, “The Tavern of the Purple
Death,” went up. Incidentally, the name
of his favorite lady movie star gave place
to the name of his favorite gentleman star
in the electric sign—a fact so fraught with
exciting possibilities that he almost fell in-
to the pickle barrel.

By day Newt was Sol Altenburg’s
hustling clerk and handy man about the
store; by night he was Peckville’s most de-
termined and desperate film fan, wearing
a blissful path for himself between any two
of its three picture theaters, the Gargoyle,
the Spotlight, and the Sundial, and cursing
the inventor of time for not making even-
ings long enough for a fellow to take in
three movie shows, each lasting an hour
and a half.

True, afternoon movies had recently be-
come fashionable in Peckville, but as far
as Newt was concerned the situation was
unrelieved. With three theaters changing
their bills daily, time for a third movie
show a day was, as perverse fate would
have it, not forthcoming. An afternoon
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oft for his clerk simply did not enter into
the calculations of Sol Altenburg. That
gentleman had said so in eloquent grunts
and looks so potent that they were quite
capable of penetrating to Newt's under-
standing through his back. He felt one
of them now from the rear of the store
where Sol Altenburg in his shirt sleeves
was trundling bags of flour around on a
hand truck. Under stress of the look,
Newt came tumbling down from his pre-
carious perch on the pickle barrel to re-
sume his task of filling an varly morning
’phone order.

For fifteen minutes he toiled furiously,
diving into cracker boxes, plunging into
rice bins, and disappearing in sugar barrels,
his long arms swinging like windmills from
shelf to counter and from counter to shelf.
Once his labors took him out in front of
the store for a scoop full of cranberries
from the bushel basket there on display,
and he regaled himself with a good long
look at the Gargoyle’s posters across the
street. He returned deep in thought, from
which he finally emerged with a conscious
cough aimed directly at Sol Altenburg.

“Looks like trade would be kinda slack
to-day, don’t it?"’ began Newt ingratiat-
ingly.

No answer.

“I’ve got all them 'phone orders put up.
If 1 do say it, there ain’t nobody can beat
me putting up orders!”

A faint grunt. Unabashed, Newt re-
newed the attack.
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“Since there ain’t likely to be much of
anybody in this afternoon, mebbe you
wouldn’t object to me taking an hour off,
Mr. Altenburg, and going to the movies.
The Gargoyle has a dandy bill to-day.”

The boss’s grunt plainly registered dis-
sent, though he never looked up from the
battered cash book he was studying

“I seen a piece in the paper,” Newt mus-
tered his arguments with an ease due to
almost daily practice, “telling how some
one had said that some day folks would
quit going to school and be taught all their
lessons by moving pictures. It seems a real
good idea to me!”

The boss snorted but otherwise refused
to be drawn into the monologue.

“Every time I go,” persisted Newt
touching up the picture with an artist’s
stroke, “I get new ideas that I can use
right over this counter. I'd be a lot more
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valuable to you, Mr. Altenburg, if
I went more!”

“If you went oftener than you
go,” the boss suddenly found his
tongue, “‘you’d have to lug along a
folding bed and sleep at the thea-
ter!”

“Well, I never get to go Satur-
day nights, and lately you've been
keeping me one or two nights extra.
Last Tuesday night I was so late
I couldn’t take in but one show!”

Newt halted in the attack to wait
on a customer who had just drifted
in, renewing it the minute the lady
paused for breath in her ordering.

‘“Cornstarch, prunes, bluing,
vinegar, spuds, canned peas—is
that all, ma’am? Didja see that
picture at the Gargoyle showing
how they shell peas by machinery,
Mrs. Timmins? Great stuff! It’s
just wonderful the things you can
learn from them pictures—how to
rope steers and hatch ostrich eggs

in an incubator, and everything. I was
telling the boss. Say, ain’t the movies
educational, Mrs. Timmins?”

“Dunno as I can say. I don’t have time
to go much. I reckon I wouldn’t have no
use for steers or ostrich eggs—Newton
Crumpet, you're pouring m'lasses into
my vinegar jug! Are you plumb
cracked ?”

A little red around the ears, Newt hur-
ried back to the grimy sink to rinse out
the jug, avoiding the sidelong, basilisk
glance the boss turned his way. He re-
turned on the run, as jaunty as ever.

‘“Eggs, you said, ma’am?—As I was say-
ing, I seen a pirate picture the other night
and it learned me how them old buccaneer
guys made folks walk the plank. Now
mebbe that ain’t strictly educational, but
s'pos’n I should meet some hold-up men.
How'd I know how to handle ’em if I
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didn’t learn it from the movies that’s got
it all down to a fine point?”

The customer gave it up and meandered
out, while Newt half turned to the boss
with the triumphant air of having sprung
the unanswerable. A grunt from Sol Alten-
burg was his only encouragement, but
Newt had learned to thrive on his boss’s
grunts.

“I remember once you said, Mr. Alten-
burg, that a person wasn’t really educated
till he could meet every emergency with-
out layin’ down on the job. Well, every
time I see a new show I learn how to steer
through a new emergency!”

The boss was untying his apron and
folding it up, while he reached for his coat.
“Since you're so full of emergency dope,”
he returned dryly, “now’s your chance to
use a little of it. I gotta go and thrash
out those freight bills with Barney Kitts.
I'll leave you in charge of the store. T'll
be back in an hour or so.”

“I’d admire to do it, Mr.

Altenburg. All T ask is for
you to gimme a chance. The
other day I seen where D. W.
Griffith said the movies devel-
oped personal initiative and
ambition and I reckon he said
a mouthful. TI'll prove to you
that a wide-awake feller don't
waste his time there. Then
mebbe you won't mind letting
me off an afternoon now’n
then »

“Guess I won't wear my
overcoat. Seems pretty mild
outside.” And with a careless
glance behind the back door
where the garment hung, Sol
Altenburg made his escape by
that exit, shedding the seduc-
tion of Newt’s ingenious argu-
ments as a duck’s back sheds «¢
rain. '

Newt drew himself up to his most digni-
fied stature and marched, stiff-legged with
his responsibility, to the front door for an-
other peep at the Gargoyle’s posters.
From their flaunting background, J. Salis-
bury Giltigan, the screen’s mightiest hunter
of criminals and the terror of movie vil-
lains, glowered at him from under a low-
pulled hat brim with his hand midway in
the act of whipping a gun from his hip
pocket. Newt, who knew all the star’s
pictures by heart, to say nothing of his
complete procedure for ferreting out every
crime from arson to body snatching, in-
stinctively crouched lower, his own soiled
fist stealing warily to his apron-draped hip
pocket. Just then the telephone bell rang.
Newt made a dive for the receiver, but
before he took it down he couldn’t for the
life of him repress a dark, stealthy glance
about him. The obsession of J. Salisbury
Giltigan was too strong upon him.
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“Hullo, this is Cornelius Quinn,” said
the voice at the other end of the wire. “I
got a friend here who wants to cash a
check. He’s going out of town in about
fifteen minutes, so he can't wait for the
banks to open. Could you folks oblige me
by cashing it for him?”

“How much is it for?"” queried Newt.

“Sixty dollars. Can you make it?"

Newt took a hasty look at the cash
drawer and opined that he could; where-
upon the voice on the wire replied, “I'll
send him right over,” and the receiver
clicked at the other end. Newt hung up
and pondered the situation. Cornelius
Quinn was one of the store’s biggest cus-
tomers, who demanded and received limit-
less credit, paying up with royal lavishness
at the end of every few months. It would
never do to affront so powerful a customer
as Mr. Quinn.

On the other hand, Newt was not
familiar with the voice or the personality
of Mr. Quinn, as Mrs. Quinn usually nego-
tiated for the family groceries. Besides,
the story struck a false note with its excuse
about the gentleman who had to leave town
so soon he couldn’t wait a half hour for
the banks to open. A steady diet of de-
“tective films, moreover, with J. Salisbury
Giltigan’s comely person prowling around
in the foreground, is conducive to the
growth of suspicion.

In his present mood, Newt would have
been suspicious of his white-haired grand-
mother’s singing ‘“‘Bye-low, Baby Bunting”
to his infant sister. He snatched the re-
ceiver from its hook and called Cornelius
Quinn's number. No answer, though Cen-
tral rang repeatedly at his instigation.

As Newt replaced the receiver, the front
door opened to admit a man.

“I'm Corny Quinn's friend,” he an-
nounced gently. He seemed a mild, inof-
fensive creature with a deprecatory cough.
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“I reckon I'll take that $60 now, if it's
handy for you.”

Newt scanned the check with a gimlet
eye. It was made out to Martin Bell.

“Who'’s Martin Bell?"’ he demanded.

“That's me.”

The fellow looked respectable enough,
but Newt suddenly discovered that he had
a shifty eye, and long experience with the
‘“close-ups” of screen miscreants had
taught him that such a sign is the inevitable
index finger pointing out the dark and de-
vious pathway of crime. He bade Martin
Bell wait and again called the Quinn num-
ber. The result was much monotonous
ringing and Central’s assurance that “your
par-ty does not ans-wer.” In the midst of
his quandary the store’s delivery boy
double-shuffled and clog-danced his way in
by the front door announcing that he just
happened to be passing and where was that
Jackman order?

At one bound Newt skated half the
length of the store and caught the youth
by the shoulder, haranguing him in a low
tone: ‘“Never mind the order, Hank, but
chase around to Cornelius Quinn’s house
lickety guns and find out if he sent a man
named Bell around here to cash a check
for $60. I can't raise the house on the
'phone. Find out why. Now, shake a
hoof "

As he returned from shoving the open-
mouthed Hank out the door toward his
delivery wagon, he was greeted by Mr.
Bell's deprecatory cough: “I'm afraid I'll
hafta go. I might miss that train. Any-
way, it don’t seem quite handy for you to
cash this check.”

“Oh yes, that’s all right,” assured Newt,
observing how the fellow’s glance skulked
among the baskets of potatoes and rutaba-
gas on the floor instead of meeting his own
acute orbs. Just then, a brother trades-
men from the meat market across the street
bolted in secking change for a $20-bill, and
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when he had bolted out again the man with
the check had vanished, with the back door
ajar to bear witness to the means of his
exodus.

Newt mastered a bored, it’s-nothing-
I-foil-dozens-of-'em-every-day expression
and distended his overstuffed chest for a
real Giltigan ‘‘close-up.” The pose was
cut short by the entrance of the delivery
boy and—lucky coincidence |—almost up-
on his heels, Sol Altenburg.

“Missis Quinn,” thus spake Hank, “she
says Corny couldn’t have 'phoned because
he went to his farm in his fliver at seven
o’clock this morning. And the reason why
you couldn’t call the house was that some-
one called her awhile ago and said they
was the telephone company and would she
take her receiver off the hook while they
made some repairs. So she took it off.
But she rang up the company while I was
there and found they’d never called her
a-talll”

“It was that Bell guy!” cried Newt. “I
suspicioned him from the first. I have,”
he turned to Sol Altenburg with a kind of
lofty modesty, “‘just foiled one of the slick-
est confidence men ever seen in these parts
He ought to be in pictures, he was that
foxy!”

The boss looked Newt up and down once
or twice—and grunted. Then he plodded
to the back of the store, peeling off his
coat. He paused abruptly before the half-
open back door.

“That slick con man you foiled with one
hand tied behind you,” he observed, stac-
cato, “has eloped with my brand new over-
coat!]”

One look at the empty hook sent Newt
tumbling pell-mell out the back door after
the thief. He returned with equal velocity.

“My bike's gonel Just had it fixed—
new tires'n’ everything!” he gulped, his
eyes bulging rather wildly and seeking in-
spiration from the surrounding tiers of

. ing for it.
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canned asparagus and oxtail soup mount-
ing to the ceiling. They rested on a shelf
above the sink occupied by a row of empty
cans, bottles and odds and ends; whereat
they ceased to bulge and regained their
usual cosmic calm.

“T’ll get that guy!” he announced, toss-
ing his apron far from him and seizing his
cap. At one swoop he robbed the shelf
of two dusty ginger ale bottles and tore
out the back door like a runaway airplane,
his arms swinging propeller-wise, each with
a bottle at the end. He crisscrossed the
empty lot back of the store and gained the
sidewalk before he remembered Hank’s de-
livery wagon; but the memory of the boss’s
set face kept him from returning and ask-
Besides, he had heard Hank
say that morning that the off horse was
lame, which meant it would be no good in
a chase.

As his eye ranged up and down the
street and saw no sign of the thief, he
started to run south, colliding with a group
of small boys at the first corner and seri-
ously disturbing the peaceful, rhythmic
mastication of their spearmint. Newt drew
up and pelted them with inquiries, but their
collective answers were as the storied two
bushels of chaff in which were hidden two
grains of wheat. These precious cereals
proved to be the testimony of one Ernie
Miller, a telegraph messenger boy, an
alert-eyed youngster with a face as bright
as a newly minted dollar and a cocky tilt
to his messenger cap.

“I see a feller come out o’ Altenburg’s
back door puttin’ on an overcoat,” he vol-
unteered, removing his wad of gum in the
interests of freer elocution. “Then he
grabs the bike leaning against the store
wall and wheels it into the road and hops
on.”

“Which way did he go?”

“Straight south, down Central Av'noo.”

In fact, Ernie’s story was so clear and
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positive that Newt ignored the voluble but
conflicting evidence of the other urchins
and headed south closely trained by the
whole delegation, to whom any disturbance
of the prevailing small-town tranquillity,
however insignificant, was meat and drink.

He soon halted again, his mind busier
than his feet. Up the street straight
toward him came a light motor truck bear-
ing the gayly painted legend, *“Sissons De-
livery Express, Baggage Hauled,” with
one of his particular cronies presndmg at
the wheel. Newt charged into the middle
of the road and flagged the vehicle with
a bottle waving in each fist. His statement
of his case, though none too coherent,
galvanized the languid youth on the
driver’s seat into immediate action.

“Gee whiz, Newt, you oughta get a re-
ward or somethin’ if you nab this thief!”
vociferated the driver, his eyes snapping
excitedly as the truck swung right about
face and Newt clambered over the wheel
into the seat beside him. *“This is A No.
1 honest-injun deteckitif work!”

“Sure it is! I'm not saying anything
now about rewards, Arch, but my boss is
goin’ to find I'm worth more to him than
just a little old clerk!” admitted Newt
cautiously, loth to spoil the climax of his
achievement by a premature revelation of
the recompense he was expecting.

Meanwhile the small boys hurled them-
selves recklessly into the empty space be-
hind and the truck cannonaded down Cen-
tral Avenue at a tempo determined by our
best cinema directors. Several times the
“‘deteckitif” squad pulled up long enough
for Newt to bark questions at passersby.
Finally they gleaned a clue. A passing
teamster assured them that he had just
come from Poplar Drive, the next street
east of Central, where he had passed a
cyclist in an overcoat pedaling south for
dear life along the drive.

“Just as I figgered it!” crowed Newt.
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‘“He’s beating it out of town as fast as he
can, but he’s getting off Central to make us
lose the trail. Turn into Poplar, Arch,
and step on the gas hard!”

The turn was made on two wheels, with
nothing but the prehensile talents of human
fingers and toes to prevent a rain of mint-
flavored small boys from the back of the
truck. In the excitement Ernie Miller lost
his messenger cap and several others swal-
lowed their gum. Down Poplar Drive the
neck-or-nothing chase continued with Newt
shouting exhortations at the perspiring
Arch and squinting ahead at the white
stretch of road flying away from them
toward the rows of trees on both sides of
the street.

Suddenly he gave a kind of falsetto yelp
and stood erect in the truck. (At crises in
a screen chase, J. Salisbury Giltigan and
the rest of the brotherhood always stood
up in the car in order to shoot, hurl mis-
siles, leap, or merely to boss the job, as
occasion might require.) He had just
sighted a dark figure on a wheel hugging
the left hand curb several blocks ahead.

In another moment Arch had spied it,
too, and almost forgot to steer. “He’s rub-
bering over his shoulder—he sees us!
Cricky, lookit him dodge down that alley!
It'll take him right through to Bluff
Street!”

“And unless he rides smack over that
high bank into the river, we've got him!”
chortled Newt. “That guy don’t know the
lay of this town all right! Straight ahead,
Arch; don't try to follow him!”

“How’s that?” shouted Arch above the
rattle of the truck. “Expect to ketch him
at the turn?”

Newt nodded, his voice somewhat spent
from hard use. He counted the quarry as
good as caught, since Bluff Street suddenly
deserted the river bank and wound into
Poplar Drive several blocks farther south
on tire edge of town, where the drive be-



Ain’t the Movies Educational?

came a country road. To this junction the
truck sped on and came to an abrupt stop,
which precipitated the long-expected
shower of small boys into the gutter. They
soon recovered equilibrium, however, and
as Newt swung off in front and hastily
selected a good sized rock at the side of
the road, they swarmed around him led
by Ernie Miller, who fairly oozed sound
advice and brilliant suggestions.

They watched Newt smash both ginger
ale bottles with his rock and strew the frag-
ments with mathematical precision from
gutter to gutter. He did it all the more
efficiently for having seen the feat per-
formed once in vaudeville, once at the Spot-
light and several times at the Gargoyle.
Meanwhile Ernie and Company strength-
ened the fortifications by dragging up the
largest stones they could find and dropping
them at strategic points in the road in the
hope that “if the glass don’t ketch him the
rocks will.” They were not a moment too

c——

—
-
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soon. A glance up Bluff Street sent the
entire ‘‘deteckitif” squad scurrying to the
shelter of the truck.

Half a minute later the wheel and its
rider shot into the turn, hit one stone and
rebounded against another, struck the
cordon of glass with a sharp fusillade of
popping tires, and collapsed in a shallow
ditch just beyond the turn of the road.
Newt led the charge of hooting small boys
and they fell upon the thief with all the
enthusiasm of youth and superior numbers
and battled with him, tooth and nail.

Eager hands clawed at his collar and his
coat tails and hung on with a lobsterlike
grip to his arms and legs. For a few
moments the scrimmage resembled an intri-
cate brush pile of waving legs. There was
the ominous sound of ripping cloth and
cracking seams and more than one of the
retinue suffered a torn jacket. Newt him-
self burst off a button while digging his
knees into the chest of the victim, from
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whose struggling, profanity-breathing per-
son they finally stripped Sol Altenburg’s
overcoat.

Several willing hands rescued it and
rolled it into a ball, tossing it under the
driver’s seat, while Arch dragged forth a
trunk rope with which he and Newt bound
the prisoner hand and foot. Then they
dumped him into the back of the truck and
loaded the bicycle on top of him. The
retinue piled in and sat on such parts of
his anatomy as the wheel left free, espe-
cially those parts that resumed their in-
effectual wrigglings in efforts to escape
their bonds.

Newt mopped his streaming face and
ascended to the driver’s seat and then to
that particular seventh heaven reserved for
hero arch-angels, while Arch backed the
truck and maneuvered the turn with a vast
roaring and chugging of the engine and a
few sharp explosions, as if the machine
were celebrating the capture with some fire-
works of its own.

All the way back to Main Street, Newt
indulged in a kind of beatified mental
arithmetic, making out bills to himself in
which the names of Sol Altenburg and
Civilization appeared as debtors at the
head of itemized accounts consisting of
“one fake $60 check not cashed,” ‘‘ome
new overcoat recovered,” and ‘“‘one wheel
recovered.” In computing the wages of
efficiency it seemed to him that one after-
noon off a week to go to the movies would
be a modest enough boon for him to ask.

When he put it up to Arch, that impar-
tial judge rated his services even higher,
suggesting as much as $20 reward for a
first-class piece of “‘deteckitif’’ work, and
as an alternative, “‘Mebbe your boss would
take you into the firm and likely raise your
salary.” Newt pondered the problem
gravely and, feeling that the partnership
proposal might be a trifle premature, de-

cided to ask for the raise in salary and the
indispensable afternoon off at the movies.

As they drew up at Altenburg’s store,
where that gentleman himself was standing
in the doorway, Newt climbed down with
a conquering gleam in his eye and a poker-
ish stiffness in his spine and beckoned his
boss to the curb to view the neatly bound
prisoner in the truck. Arch had promised
to convey the latter to the town lock-up,
so they decided not to move so cumbersome
a prize.

Newt dragged out the bicycle and the
overcoat still rolled up in a ball and fol-
lowed the boss into the store, where with
austere dignity he presented these trophies
of battle to the speechless Sol. After tell-
ing the story of the chase, he beamingly
summed up his own benefactions with a
deft, “So there’s your overcoat, Mr. Alten-
burg, and here’s my wheel. Ain't it for-
tunate that jailbird didn’t get away with his
$60 swindle? He oughta know better than
to try to put anything over on me, that
keeps my wits sharp by going to the movies
regular. If you'd just let me off to go one
afternoon a week, Mr. Altenburg, you'd
never regret it, honest! Now, there’s a
good bill at the Gargoyle this after-
noon—""

The words froze on Newt's lips as, with
awful deliberation, the boss unrolled the
coat and shook out its folds. It was
undeniably and irrevocably split from
collar to coat tails. Even its heavy satin
lining had suffered and looked as if it could
account for most of the sounds of ripping
during the late mélée. The boss's eyes
traveled from the ruin to the weird tangle
of spokes, rubber ribbons, and twisted
handle bars that had once been a wheel and
Newt's appalled gaze for the first time took
in the full extent of its injuries as it leaned
forlornly against the counter. Before
either could speak, a dolorous wail came
from outside and Arch burst into the store,
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his eyes popping halfway out of his head
with fear and panic.

“Gosh, oh g-gosh!” he stuttered. “Wh-
what d'ye think, Newt, I blew out one of
them back tires when I made the turn to
come back to town! Backed into that
broken glass of yours! I thought I heard
something pop at the time. Y’oughta see
how she’s gashed! Gee whiz! I don’t
know what I'll say to my boss, Mr. Alten-
berg. He'll fire me sure!”

“You go ahead and hand the prisoner
over to the police. Send the bill for your
tire to me!” said Sol Altenburg without
turning a hair,

As Arch left the store, plainly much re-
lieved, the boss tossed the wrecked over-
coat on the counter and began to figure on
the margin of his sales book. ‘“Let'’s see,
a new tire will bust a fifty and then some,
and that overcoat cost me all of $60; and
I'll eat my hat if the bill for fixing your
wheel doesn’t make $2§ look sick. Movies
—bah!” The boss had one more grunt
left in his system and he bestowed it on the
utterly wilted Newt. “‘Get busy there now
and open that case of sardines. There’s
enough work in this store to keep you
humping every afternoon for the next five
years!”



ThinK and Grin

Edited and Illustrated
By Frank J. Rigney

Helpful Hints

There are several ways of using baked
ham. One of the best is to eat it.

Spaghetti should not be cooked too long.
About ten inches is right.

A cold bath will be found more pleasant
if made with hot water.

Clean Slate

‘“Has nobody called during my two days’
absence ?" said the doctor to his office boy.
“I left this slate here for callers to write
their names on, and it is perfectly clean.”

“Oh, yes, sir,” answered the page.
“Lots of people came, and the slate got so
full of names that this morning I had to
rub them all off to make room for more.”

Usual

“Yes,” exclaimed the self-made man,
singing his own praises lustily, “I began
life as a barefooted boy.”

“And I wasn’'t born with boots on
either,” came a remark from a member of
the audience.

Gone

“When does the five-thirty train leave?”
shouted a belated passenger, bursting in at
the station door.

“Five-thirty,” replied a porter.

“Well, the post office clock is twenty-
eight minutes past five and the town hall
clock is thirty-two minutes past. Which
am I to go by?”

“Ye can go by any clock ye want but ye
can’t go by the train, because it's gone.”

Helpful?

A small boy was scrubbing the front
porch of his house the other day when a
lady called.

“Is your mother in?” she inquired.

“Do you think I'd be scrubbing the
porch if she wasn't?”’ was his reply.
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Fast

“Is this a fast train?"’ the salesman asked
the conductor.

“Of course it is,” was the reply.

“I thought it was. Would you mind my
getting out to see what it is fast to?”

Measuring Him Differently

Uncle (a scientist) : Well, Joe, is your
brother back at college?

Joe (a footballer) : No, sir, he's quarter-
back

Open to Question

Two scouts were in swimming; but one,
a tenderfoot, wasn't making much prog-
ress when the First Class Scout said:
“Close your fingers up, you tenderfoot, you
wouldn’t eat soup with a fork, would
you?”’ :

Second Thoughts?

““This watch,” remarked the dealer,
“will last a lifetime!”

“Nonsense,” returned the customer,
“your remark is absurd on the face of it,
for it is plain to see that its hours are
numbered.”

Fifty-Fifty

Uncle: Why don’t you let Jimmy have
the sled part of the time?
Johnny: I do, uncle.

ing up the hill.

He has it com-
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W oof!

Man: What kind of a dog do you call
that?

Boy: He is part shepherd, and (after a
thought) and the rest is just dog.

A Secret

Patrol-leader (to his chum as they are
returning from a Scouting game at dusk) :
What does the night do when it falls?

Chum: Couldn’t say.

Patrol-leader: Keeps it dark, of course!

Made a Mess of It

“T am a self-made man,”
speaker.

“That's a poor excuse,” hollered a mem-
ber of the audience.

said the

Speaking Lightly

First Scout: Who invented electricity?

Second Scout: Edison.

First Scout: No, it was Noah.

Second Scout: How is that?

First Scout: When he put the animals
out, didn’t he make the ark light?

“Glupp!”

Tenderfoot: Gee, this soup is delicious.
Second Class Scout: Yes, it sounds
good.
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Sharp

Examiner: The snake I am speaking of
is said to strike with mathematical preci-
sion!

Smart Scholar: Mathematical preci-
sion] Then it must be an adder!

Be Careful with This

Right in front put the middle of the end,
In the middle put the end of the rear,
The middle of the middle
And the end of the middle.
The result—a strange word will appear.

Solution
The middle of THE END is EE.
The end of the REAR is R.
The middle of THE MIDDLE is 1.
The end of the MIDDLE is E.
The word, therefore, is EERIE.

Help!

A small boy stood on a pier looking into
the water and crying.

“What's the matter?” asked a scout.

“I had a t-t-ticket to the m-m-movies and
it fell into the river.”

“Oh, that’s all right,” said the scout.
“I'll buy you another one.”

“Y-y-yes, b-b-but it was in my b-b-
brother's p-p-pocket.”

Fame

Phil O. Sopher: Yes, Shakespeare was
a great man but I wonder whether he'd
be as famous were he alive to-day.

Soph O. More: Sure, why he would be
at least three hundred years old!

Mebbe

Late Arrival: Do you think I shall
catch the 10:20, porter?

Porter: You might—it's only got ten
minutes’ start.

Without Mincing Words

Teacher: If I cut a beefsteak in two and
then cut the halves in two and then cut the
quarters in two, what do I have?

Johnny: Eighths.

Teacher: And then again.

Johnny: Sixteenths.

Teacher: Again.

Johnny: Thirty-seconds.

Teacher: Again.

Johnny: Hamburger.

Short

A teddy bear sat on the ice,
As cold as cold could be,

But soon he up and walked away,
“My tale is told,” said he.

Eggstraordinary

First Class Scout: It says in his paper
that the codfish lays over 1000 eggs at a
time.

Tenderfoot: Huh! It's a good thing
it doesn’t have to cackle for each one.
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A Stirring Tale

Judge: Why did you take the spoons in
that restaurant?

Clept: Because the doctor told me to
take two spoons after each meal.

At the Minstrel Show

Sam: Rastus, what is the difference be-
tween a man that has seen Niagara Falls,
a man that hasn't seen Niagara Falls, and
a ham sandwich.

Rastus: I dunno, Sam.

Sam: The man that has seen Niagara
Falls has seen the mist and the man that
hasn’t seen Niagara Falls has missed the
scene.

Rastus: Where does the ham sandwich
come in?

Sam: That's where you bite.

Befriending the Enemy

Customer: When I bought this dog you
said it was splendid for rats. Why, the
dog won't go near one!

Dog Dealer: Well, isn’t that splendid
for the rats?

-~

.

Suffering

p—

—

Johnny's Aunt: Won't you have an-
other piece of cake, Johnny?

Johnny: Nol thank you.

Johnny's Aunt: You seem to be suffer-
ing from loss of appetite.

Johnny: It ain’t loss of appetite. What
I'm sufferin’ from is politeness.
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Seeing Through Things

The examiner had asked what a trans-
parent object is.

“An object you can see through,” was
the reply.

“Very well. Give me an example.”

“A pane of glass, sir.”

“Right. Now, next boy, another.”

“A keyhole, sir.”

A Shock Absorber

Waiter: Oh, yes, sir, we're very up-to-
date at this hotel, sir. Everything’s cooked
by electricity.

Diner (after vain struggle with his por-
tion of meat) : I wonder if you'd mind giv-
ing this steak another shock!

Pete Wins

Jimmy: Say Pete, why do you always
have holes in your shoes when your father’s
a cobbler?

Pete: Well, why has your little brother
only got one tooth when your father's a
dentist ?

Well?

Doctor: Have you carried out my in-
structions faithfully?

Patient: Yes, doctor, I've been having
three baths a day.

Doctor: Three what?

Patient: Three baths, sir, according to
instructions on the bottle.

Doctor: And what are they? There
must have been some mistake.

Patient: The label said that the tonic
must be taken three times a day in water.

T
/
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Hard Times

Teacher (reading from book of ancient
history) : “And the people rent their
clothes.” What does that mean?

Pupil: I suppose it means that they
couldn’t afford to buy them!

Older

Manager (to applicant for office boy
vacancy) : Aren’t you the boy who applied
for this position a fortnight ago?

Boy: Yes, sir.

Manager: And didn't I say I wanted an
older boy?

Boy: Yes, sir.
now !

That's why I'm here

Got It

The card, “Boy Wanted,” had been out-
side the door only a few minutes when a
bright boy entered the office with the sign
under his arm.

“Say, Mister,” he demanded of the boss,
“did you hang out this sign, ‘Boy
Wanted?<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>