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e FREE

You can have this lete Drawing Outfit absolutely free. It has

everything needed:— A drawing board, T’ square rule, French curve,

protractor, triangles, triangular boxwood scale, erasing shield, draw-

ing ink, pencils, erasers, paper, etc. The coupon will bring you infor-
mation as to how you can get this splendid outfit free.

Earn$50 00t0$100.00aWeek

There are few professions that offer greater
possibilities than that of the expert drafts-

A man. If youwant to get into a line of work

3 that is uncrowded —where the job will

2 seek you—where you will earn $50.00 a

¥ week or more, then here is your chance. Be-
come a trained draftsman

Thousands of Jobs Are Open

for the trained draftsman. Right now, while a great
number of men of other lines of work are out of work
you won't find the trained draftsman hunting for a job.
‘The demand for men in this line far exceeds the supply.
Take advantage of that fact, and without quitting your pres-
ent job, in your spare time, get the reparatlon that will fit you
for this profitable professnon YOE D NO PREVIOUS
. TRAINING. An hour or two after supper is all the time you
"figed and in a few months you will have mastered this inter-

eqtmg job.

Qur Free Employment Service

il assxst You in placing yourself to the best advantage in this
weHpaying profession. Our improved system of practical
instruction has reduced the method of becoming efficient

in this work to a very simple process. It will help you to cash
\in quickly on your natural ability.

Don’t Turn This Page Until You Have Made Up Your Mind
to find out all about our free offer to you. The coupon will bring
full information and our free book. Send for it today—right now.

AMERICAN SCHOOL
Drexel Avenue & 58th Street Dept. D-3115 Chicago, U.S. A,

o e o it s e e e s s wm . B B AR HERE | s o e e s s s s e s |
AMI'_R.ICAN SCHOOL Dept. D-3'15 Drexel Ave. & 58th St. Chicago, U.S. A.
Please send me particulars on how I can get the Drawing Outfit Free and explain how I can get the job checked. This re-
quest is to put me under no obligation.
O Machine Drawing and Design O Surveying and Topographical Drafting O Structural Drafting
O Architectural Design O Sheet Metal Pattern Drafting O Sanitary Drafting and Estimating
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[zm S COoRsE N CARTU[]IHNG COMIC ART AND CARICATURE

is fully explained in an illustrated booklet
which will be mailed upon receipt of 6¢ in
stamps. Also one hundred testimonials from
satisfied students. A course with the PUNCH,
seasoned with PEP! Full of the spirit of life
and written in a humorous vein. If you are
" interested, write your name and address
plainly, enclose 6¢ in stamps and mail to

ZIM, oerr. k., HORSEHEADS, N. Y.

You Draw a Little?
ot B eI, th, ol N o Em BIGM

Don’t you wonder at the pay the

P ale wonder how they. thige o¢ such
$3000 to OVER $100,000
A YEAR

Well, they don’t; we furnish the
ideas and they use them. You can be
just as clever as they with our set
of pictures and very little practice.
No talk or chatter is required; our
* well-thought-out ideas are enough.

Twenty-five now earned by successful

ht is yours . cartoonists. Never before
New, Big has the demand for car-
Cnmplfle with rlce toonists been so urgent or
ctions their earnings_so great.

MACKAY STUDIO %%’al’lsng:mbrey St. Newspap Magazines,

|
clever ideas. \‘
|
|

%

Advertising Agencies,

— Movie  Industries —thous-

” 8 ) i -5 Py -

CARTOONING MADE EASY™ | :ni: o Mehoeisoied oo

20 PRACTICAL CARTOON LESSONS open to the new cartoonist
THREE DOLLARS! in this fascinating field.

1'ha mbmu uenn with are: Cartooning,
Comic D

Llrlrllurmx Portrait Draw- i

ea : Learn At Home This Easy Way
Piet etc. The set contains YOU can now ecasily learn m vour spare (um at home to dra

hundreds of ll strations, twenty full size the comic strips, political cartoc u es and unhnnu.d.,

plates and for instruction sheets. which are in such big (lwm\u(l .\ what your experience

printed on heavy, xlazed paper and comes or Hlm ation has been, this original method quickly teaches you

in a large, handy envelope to draw splendid salable cartoons.

s - aot It o Tl ook After stud- Send For This WONDERFUL
a.mén'.'.".',‘ia'u:f.'a'm Bearly 320.00, T kncw noghing FREE BOOKLET

AR er"'ﬁ:’"’ Bmskes beet- Learn _more about tlhe amazing opportunities for you In this
OF 1

fast-growing uncrowded fleld, An intensely interesting booklet has
g A ey just. been prepared which is cramumed full of valuable information
; about Cartooning—storles of the famous cartoonists, history of
‘“'““}q"’ "'h‘&’,'i(';;:“’c,‘;‘,’,‘"ﬁ“,"““:’}_’m,‘,,,, cartooning, details about every branch, a thorough explanation of
9 Ferspective: No. | the method which enables you to entér this field and thousands
ction and wrinkle quall facts. Sent without obligation upon
18- Tow £5 reverne a pic .."'”T’ att est-. Write. TODAY,

-ndehum-un No. 20— Photograph cartoons and WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF CARTOONING

..m-'_' ©0 @ot started as & cartocnlst. GRANVILLE, OHIO | Room 1013 Marden Building Washington, D.C.

B ——
WANTED

Railway Mail Clerks
slﬁnuA Iloln s2300 nted Yearry

Men—Boys—Over 17—should write at once i as directed, en o aerder to-reo
Rapid ndvnnﬁesmnt. r;% lay-ofts.” THE POSI- [ion Setont m ¢ BLorcd g “””“‘," btatnanie
TION IS YOURS FOR LI

r the examination here che

pictus l)lmmn- of the a

to conside for Free Co

Common-sense eduution sufficient. Political influ-
ence NOT REQUIRED. “  Raitway Mail Clerk (51600 to $2300,..Postoffice Carrier ($1400 to $1800
Wﬂl the places § ' gookKeeper $1340 10 $1800)..Rural Mail Carrier'$ 720 to $2600
and of ALL onmmz Government examinations. |} postoffice Clerk ($1400 to $1800 . Customs Positions $1100 to $2000
Do it to-day.

\'h.\.

" Use this beforeiyon lose it. Write plair

Name

FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept. B216, Rochester, N. Y. P
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SHORT STORIES
BRUTES ...... SR R B R B BRI B Rl e e el 1 s o e 1
By Courtney Ryley Cooper

The story is of Beauty (a tiger), her cub, and Jim Barton. A
powerful drama of character and paternal love.

WHILE THE TRAIN WAITED ....cciciitiieivinsonss 13
By Harold de Polo

It was only a seven-hour wait for the Sierra Limited, but
Adventure that day had got a ten-hour start and therefore
put in a good day’s work.

UGLY MAX OF THE FORCE.........c.cciiiieiiiinnnnnn... 22
By C. G. Milham

A gripping police story of devotion and unflinching loyalty
to an ideal which all, except “Ugly Max,” regarded as Quix-
otic.

MIDNIGHT AST=ST JEANISS: 8.5 675 100 065 50858558 Bavadbasa bs 66
By Leslie Gordon Barnard

In which Monsieur St. Jean does battle with his conscience.
A story of atmosphere and romance in a French-Canadian
village, where even Granpére Drocourt could not remember
such events in all his long life.

By Vincent Starrett

A merry tale in which the hero discovers himself burdened
with a forward-looking memory, with no end of complica-
tions for his wooing of Anna Rogers.
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ULTIMATE ISLANDS................... 5.3 S gty ot e 189,
By Winona Godfrey

Gen Robbins found that Romance is not of necessity a matter
of latitude and longitude—of things to go to, but to wait for.

ANGELA AIRCRAFT, LTD.......... S e R S 103
By Faith Baldwin

A blythe story in which it is shown that it is never too late
to earn. The author of “Mavis of Green Hill" is at her best.

ONE CHANGE (55555008585 e tniste e 235 5oy aissisiitu s ssanlld
By Henry Holt
A tale of the sea, with action and thrills that come face to
face with tragedy when Love takes command. One of the
best narratives yet written by this master of sea stories.

THE. VENGEANCE TRATL: . oo siopsomeissmvses FAFIARNE o3
By Russell Arden Bankson

A grim story of the Northwest, and of the disintegrating
effects of Time upon Vengeance.

THE LADY FROM ILOILO.............. T e ceee 134
By Gene Markey

A dashing widow from Iloilo, a fascinated major, a devoted
second lieutenant, with a Southern army post for a setting,
form the ingredients of this lively comedy.

SERIAL
THE GIFT OF THE DESERT 25 widehiocsasonns s o n iy e 100
By Randall Parrish

The second installment of a thrilling story of love and ad-
venture-in the Southwest, by the author of “Bob Hampton of
Placer,” “The Case and the Girl,” “Molly MacDonald,” ete.

NOVELETTE
PETER GREENSLEEVES ............. SN T e d 43
By N. W. Jenkins

A charming idyl of a youth who never grew up, and of a
heroine who found reason to be glad that he hadn’t. An
unusual story—an unusual kind of story—and an unusual
background.

COVER FROM A PAINTING BY RAYMOND SISLEY

sale by newsdealers. Copyright, 1922, by H. H. Windsor. Entered as second class matter, December
26, 1911 at the post office at ngugo mmou under the act of March 3, 1879.
Rnglnnd Hacheue & C:e 16 King William Street, Charing Cross, W. C No. 2, London. Australia: The
News Co., M France: Hachette & Cie, 111 Rue Reamur, Paris.
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YOU CAN PLAY THE HAWAIIAN GUITAR

JUST LIKE THE HAWAIIANS !

Our Native Will Help You
Our method of teaching is so
simple, plain and easy that
you begin on a piece with
your first less In half an hour
you can play it! We have reduced
the necessary motions you learn to
only four—and you acquire these in
a few minutes. Then it is only a
matter of practice to acquire
the weird, fascinating tremo-
los, staccatos, slurs and other
effects that make this instru-
ment so delightful.  The
Hawaiian Guitar plays any
kind of music, both the mel-
ody and the accompaniment. A
FREE Our complete course of 52 lessons includes

FREE a beautiful Hawaiian Guitar, all the
necessary picks and steel bar and 52 pieces of Music.
Special arrangement for lessons if you have your
own Guitar.

Just TEAR OUT and mail today

P

First Hawaiian Conservatory of Music, Inc.

233 Broadway (Woolworth Building) NEW YORK
A Please send me full information about your 52 easy lessons

and FREE GUITAR OFFER.

READ THIS' ACT QUICK'
MAKE MONEY

MAKE SHOW CARDS & SICNq

truction.
it
o aasortment MILLERINE
BRUsies nu':': Graduates :':-?I':“ "f‘J
7 oba" awalt

payins
WRITE TODAY for hlustrated matier.

Emplre WiArt Instltute. Inc. 2080 Amsterdam Ave.

WE TEACH
COMMERCIA

ART

Properly Trained Artists Earn $100 a week and up.
Meyer Both College—a Department of the Meyer Both
Company—offers you a different and practical trainin;
If you like to draw, develop your talent. Study th

i taught by the largest and most widely
ion in the field with
r produces and sells to
anada over ten
Vho else could

give you so wide an
Art is a busi

highly paid, intensely
sion, equally open to both
men and women. Home study mslrucllon

Get facts before you enroll in any schoo
our special booklet, “Your Opportunit;
for half the cost of mailing—4c in stamps.
MEYER BOTH COLLEGE

of COMMERCIAL ART

at 20th St.
CHICAGO, ILL.

Michigan Ave.
Dept. 26

Digitized by GO\ '816

PALATIAL

FLORIDA HOME

HE finest estate in that part of

Florida, situated amid five acres of
orange, grape fruit, sweet bay, palmetto
and a large variety of semi-tropical trees
and foliage. A water front of 400 feet,
with entrance from a Boulevard, in a
community of 30,000, affording every
modern convenience. House recently
completed and never occupied. Has
every. modern improvement, large sun
parlors, sleeping porches and eight bath
rooms. Inexhaustible supply of abso-
lutely soft water; steam heat, high, light
basement under entire house. This is
one of the best built houses in the entire
state of Florida. Surf bathing all win-
ter within 5 minutes walk.
For fulldetails, photographs and price,address

E. H. PECK
S. OSGOOD PELL & COMPANY
17 West 44th Street New York City

CANYOU DRAW ?-

Earn Money Drawing Pictures
to

book instructs you,
How and What to Draw and Whers
Sell. List of Marksta, ctc, For the artist,
in the counts r{ ey ® Satis
Send 5 'runml O o

NOVELADS STUDIO,
AG60 Omaha Nat. Bank Bz o U0

Omaha, Nebr.

COMIC ANIMALS

By Benjamin Rabier

premlnr mtoonln nod the world's erestest

rmic animal arti. 9 e b rom France containing

DI illustrations rourled golor Dln Cartoor

with the books. lroe o o if you \mrrhun the entire set K-
Ewey peyments i 5 b “Singlo volume $1.25. Each complete

o0, 2. Fe ference
Noy 2, 1For,oue refor zren-crulll?rl?r‘ce ery '"‘;;’,’.1"& humourously done hN-el

ART SERVICE D!"-, 221 4th Av.nlc. New York City

Agenoy of Libraries and Publicat

If you are looking for
CHALK - TALK sugges-
NN tions that will please any

{ audience, so you can
make a success, we invite
you to invest in our pro-
grams and avoid disap-
pointment. We guarantee
satisfaction. Full par-
ticulars FREE.

Program No. 1
Trick Drowiags, \Evolations.

aricatares,
Reoresctonn 0
rogram No. 3

Girls, iren, Landscap

Fa i i"l;:\u;l £ TRUMAN’S
mrkvr-_v;-;-;;,ﬁmj,‘;w CHALK-TALK STUDIO
ONE DOLLAR EACH Box 592  Perrysville, Ohio
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$60-$200 & week.
SIGN LETTERS for store

Free Samples GOLD
fronts and
office windows, Anyone can put them on.

AGE"TS No experience necessary, Big demand.

LIBERAL OFFER TO GENERAL AGENTS.
METALLIC LETTER CO. 433X. N. Clark St., CHICAGO

s HOFFMAN !:1!5:'2:{: ARTIST’S -
DRAWING STAND

A light, handsome
stand made of steel
tubing; strong,
indestructible.
Finished in nickel and enamel.
Instantly adjustable to any
position. THE BOA

REVOLVES. Sold by
dealers or by us direct.

Guaranteed to give satisfac- o=
tion or your money refunded. Write for circular No. 12.

HOFFMAN DRAWING STAND CO.
187 No. Water Street ROCHESTER, N. Y.

VENTRILOQUISM

TAUGHT ALMOST ANYONE AT HOME
Send today 2c stamp for punnculnm -md proof.
A, ILLINOIS

Small cost.

GEO. W. SMITH, Room M-295, 125 N. Jefferson Avenue
MAKE YOUR MI Duon\ru.:

A classified index from which

¥oulelect facts,figures,names,
aces. Develop concentration,
self-control,

overcome bash-

your own home
during your
spare tlme.

ears of success-
luu:hln prove our
ourses in

trative Drawing.

|

4111‘”.‘0- ‘(
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High col
Course in

Two Years!
You Want to Earn Big Money!

And you will not be satisfied unless you earn stead;

motion. But are you prepared for the job ahead o{yOU’
Do you measure up to the standard that insures success?
For a more responsible position a fairly good education is
necessary. To write a sensible business letter, to prepare
estimates, to figure cost and to compute interest, you
must have a certain amount of preparation. All this you
must be able to do before you will earn promotion,

Many business houses hire no men whose general know-
ledge is not equal to a hlgh school course. Why? Because
big business refuses to burden itself with men who are
barred from promotion by the lack of elementary education.

Can You Qualify for a Better Position

We have a plan whereby you can. Wecan give you acom-
plete but simplified high school course intwo years, givin|

ou all the essentials that form the foundation of practica

usiness. It will prepare you to hold your own where
competition is keen and exacting. Do not doubt your abili-
tK but make up your mind to it and you will soon have

e reqmrements that will bring you success and big
money. YOU CAN DOIT.
Let us show you how to get on the road to success. It will
not cost you a single working hour. We are so sure of be-
ing able to help you that we will cheerfully return to you,
at the end of ten lessons, every cent you sent us if you are not ab-
solutely satisfied. at fairer om-r can wo make youl Write
today. It costs you nuLhInq but & D.

AMERICAN SCHOOL
Depg. H-3115Drexel Ave. and 58th St., Chicago

 dmERicAN ScrooL]

Endorsed by high
art authorities,
Students trained by mem-
bers of our Faculty are filling
high laried positions. Artist’s Out-
fit FREE to Enrolled Students,
Write today for Art Year Book.

()
ArdLED ART l:uAN,o.bnglgne('ﬂ;K Mica. : l
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AMERICAN SCHOOL
Dept. H-3115Drexel Ave.and 58th St., Chicago
Explain how I can qualify for posii=a checked:
lﬁ_ooomnn.mo[“_l $5,000 to $16,000
IMochusical Enginéer
§4.000 to $10,000 .
..Shop Superintendent
i 05100 @
Eaployment Mapmger' o 0'oo

4.000 to §10,000
Antomobile Repairman 5
§2,600 to 84,000]

| Encineer $5,000 to $16,000|...Steam Engincer
Siructural Eogineer $2,000 to $4,000
$4,000 o $10,000/ ... Foreman's Course
Business Manager’ 3 2,000 to $4.000 @
$5.000 to 816,000]... Sanitary Engine
Certified Publlc ant 000 to §5.000
815,000/ Telephone Enginge?
...Aceountant and 500 €0 $5.000
m. 87,000/, Telegraph Engineet
Draftsman and Desfgne 2,600 to $5,000 @
3/E06 %0 84,000] ... High School Graduats
+--Bloctrical Engines r In two years
0t0810.000] ..Fice Insurance Expert
...Goneral Educatia 1a 006 yoar. 31000 to $10,000

Name. Address.
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L an d on < Course
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Why You Should Learn
CARTOONING NOW

Never in the history of cartooning has the demand for new cartoonists been so great.

Newspapers want new ideas—by new artists, trained to do snappy, original work.
That is why they are employing Landon-trained Cartoonists.

If you like to draw, make up your mind now to develop your ability and quickly

raise your income.

Hundreds of others have made this decision — and through the Landon Course
have won life-long success. Today they are the most successful of the new genera-

Read What One of America’s
Greatest Cartoonists Says:

Your method of teaching drawing
by means of “Picture Charts” is,
in my opinion, not only practical
but greatly superior to the meth-
ods of teaching used by other
schools. I am not surprised that
your course of instruction has de-
veloped so many more successful
cartoonists and comic artists than
any other.
Yours sincerely,
J. H. DONAHEY,

Cartoonist, “The Cleveland Plain Dealer.”

tion of newspaper cartoonists—they are making big
incomes—making names for themselves, and every-
where their snappy, original cartoons are in demand.

You See Cartoons by
Landon Students Everywhere

Results are the acid test of the merit of the
Landon Course. Glance over the newspapers
listed on the opposite page—they are only a few of
the long list of well-known publications in which
the work of Landon students appear regularly.
Their clever, forceful cartoons and comic series
make millions laugh every day and earn big salaries
for these artists.

And all of these Landon successes were once just
ordinary every-day chaps with the desire to become
successful cartoonists. Through the Landon Course
they realized their ambition.

1 GROUP G~ N2 2.
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Cartoonin
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WhytheLandon Course Makes
Cartooning So Easy to Learn

The sketches on these pages give you an idea of
the practical method of teaching used by the
Landon School.

Each lesson of this complete course contains a number
of BIG PICTURE CHARTS which are covered with se-
ries after series of sketches explaining how to draw orig-
inal heads of all types, comic figures, animals and in fact
every subject the cartoonist must understand to do suc-
cessful work. As your eye follows sketch after sketch
of each series you will see clearly just how to proceed
in constructing original sketches of your own.

Starting with the first simple principles which the be-
ginner can easily understand, you progress rapidly to
finished cartoon work. And you can learn during your
spare time, right in your own home. A thorough, per-
sonal criticism service corrects any errors which you
may make.

Make up your mind to start now. Write for sample pic-

ture chart, long list of successful Landon students and
details about this great course. Please state your age.

The Landon Schooltiiviian. ot

The PICTURE
CHART method of
teaching here illus-
trated was origina-
ted by Mr. Landon
and is protected by
copyrights issued
1914-1920,

Partial list of daily newspapers in
which the work of Landon students

appears regularly.
“NEW YORK

Herald”
“CHICAGO

Tribune”
“PHILADELPHIA

Ledger”
“BOSTON

Herald”
“DETROIT

Times”
“CLEVELAND

Plain Dealer”

“CINCINNATI
Post”

“ST LOUIS
Times”

“SAN FRANCISCO
Call”

“DENVER
Rocky Mountain
ews”

“ROCHESTER
Democrat and
Chronicle™

“ST. PAUL
News”

“PORTLAND
(ORE.) Telegram”™

“SEATTLE
Times”

“LOS ANGELES
Express”
“ALBANY
Knickerbocker
ress”

“DES MOINES
News”

“S8I0UX CITY
Tribune”

“BUFFALO
Commercial”

“COLUMBUS
Citizen"

“DAYTON
News”

“NEW ORLEANS
Item”

“SALT LAKE CITY
Telegram”

“SPOKANE
Press”

“ATLANTA
Journal”

“MINNEAPOLIS
News”

“MONTGOMERY
Journal”

“MEMPHIS
Press”

“MILWAUKEE
Journal™

(Additional names forwarded upon request)

6.
’ ADD COMPLETE
WRINKLES OUTLINE
IN SLEEVES

ANDDANT
A




*“‘You can’t take that tiger, Barton! Don’t you understand? It's impossible!’*
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A Story of the Sea and
Its Derelicts

By Courtney Ryley Cooper

Illustrations by Raymond Sisley

HE after hold of the schooner

I Kenilcove was dim and damp and

smelling of bilge; a shadowy place
of high-piled ship’s stores, lighted only by
a single, swaying ship’s lantern, which
sent its flickering gleam, in rhythmic fash-
ion, upon boxes and bales, upon a rude, ill-
fitted pallet squeezed between two piles
of provisions, upon old ship’s fittings and
ropes and oakum and upon a
prison—and its prisoners.

For far at one end, where the shadows
were deepest, two sinuous things moved
behind the wooden bars of a shifting den,
and when the light swayed in that direc-
tion, two pairs of eves sent back flashing
reflexes of gleaming green, the eyes of a
tiger and her cub.

Brutes they were, within a cage, while
without stood a brute who was free. A
great shouldered, long armed, lanky man
was he, with heavy, matted hair that
straggled about his ears and neck in un-

Digitized by GO 816

kempt, unbarbered fashion, with features
half hidden by the growth of a frowsy
brownish beard, and with deep-set eyes
which met the gaze of the feline beasts
with something of understanding, some-
thing of a nature akin. His gaunt hands
clutched the wooden bars of the den,
nor did he seem to fear the claws and
teeth of the mother inmate. His voice,
hoarse, unnatural, gave forth a jargon-
like mixture of words and clucking noises,
which the tiger answered in a rumbling
purr—the communion of one brute with
another.

Above, the small crew of the ancient
Kenilcove sprawled about the colorless
deck, watching the fading roofs and
spires of Pensacola, as the old schooner,
jibs and topsails full, swung out into the
deeper stretches of water, and struck the
rolling, pitching stride of her long jour-
ney toward Bordeaux. Their work of
loading the cypress and pine which

1
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formed her cargo was over, their outlook
of the deeper seas one of lethargic days
of balmy winds, or of rushing hours in
squall and storm before they should see
the coast of a mainland again; yet con-
tent withal, for the wooden ship which
carries its lumber by the devious, slow
method of sails, means far more loafing
during a voyage than work, while the
southern route to Europe often brings
a greater amount of sunshine than storm.
So there above, all was peace and ease,
and anticipation directed toward the
crooked streets, the rhum chaud and
music and mademoiselles of Bordeaux.
Below—

A quick, almost animal like movement,
and the shaggy man turned at the sound
of a step on the ladder leading from the
ship’s cabin. His eyes glinted peculiarly,
seeming to sink even deeper in their
sockets. The long arms swung rest-
lessly.

“Well,” came in a snarl, “what do you
want ?”

The intruder halted on the ladder, then
bending, peered with thinking eyes into
the hold.

“Who's there?”

“Any of your business?”

“Plenty. I'm the mate.”

“Then go to hell!”

The shaggy being said it grufly and
turned to his pets. The mate cleared the
ladder with a leap and hurried forward.

“Look here—"

But he said no more. The gaunt yet
muscular hands, their blue veins standing
suddenly forth, had clutched him by the
shoulders and thrown him back. The
mouth, half hidden behind the straggly
beard, was working viciously, and the
eyes had in them something of the green
gleam of the tiger, as, raging, the human
occupant of the hold towered over the
ship’s officer for a moment, threatening,
waiting, swaying with pent-up power for
the next assault. Then suddenly, almost
weakly, he drew back, and brushed a
hand over his eyes.

“You're new on this ship?”

Digitized by GO 816

“Yes!”

The mate said it more in surprise than
in answer to the question.

“p—r

“Then get out of here! And stay out!
You're not supposed to come down here.
This is mine—understand? The skipper
said so. Get out—hear me? Get out!”

Rage was creeping into the voice again.

“I don't want you here—I don’t want
anybody here! Get out!”

Mutely the mate obeyed, while peering
eyes followed him up the ladder. A mo-
ment later the shaggy head turned up-
ward. Voices were coming faintly from
the cabin, into which the mate had
climbed.

“Who's that down in the hold?”

“Jim Barton. Let him alone.”

“T will!”

A laugh accompanied the words.

“Didn’t know he was down there, and I
was in trouble before I knew it. Acts
crazy.”

“Yes—in a way. Let him alone!”

“But what about it when I have to go
into the hold?”

“Get Pete, the cook, to take you in.
Pete worked for him, when he had a ship
of his own. He takes him his food—and
the meat for that tiger of his.”

Below, the shaggy man turned toward
the wooden den of the striped beast.

“Meat!” he said, blankly. “They're
talking about you up there.”

Then he cocked his head once more.
The voice, evidently that of the captain,
had resumed, in answer to a question:

“He’s my brother-in-law. Married my
sister, but he doesn’t know it now. Got
a girl, nearly grown, but hasn’t recog-
nized her since she was a baby. We
spend most of our time ashore trying to
make him remember. . . . No use. . . .
Looks upon me as sort of detached
thing, and pays no attention to the girl.
The only thing he seems to have any-
thing in common with is that tiger.”

Again, below, there came a mumbling
word :

“Tiger!”
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HAT was all. The shaggy, gaunt

man had heard only so many words;
no more. They meant nothing to him,
brought him no memories, awakened in
him no interest, bore for him no pictures
or visions of the past. He merely lis-
tened, like some beast would listen, as
they went on above:

“Pitiful, eh ?”

“Worse. It's tragic. Especially to a
fellow who knew him in other days. Jim
and I had sister ships. His was the Mar-
tinique, and we plied the lumber trade
together. Both of us felt we were a little
different from the usual run of skippers;
we'd a bit of education and we were
both working for the time when we could
cut loose and live ashore. As I say, he
married my sister, and they were very
happy. He was a mild mannered sort of
fellow, good to his wife and proud of
her—"

“He—mild ?”

“Gentle as a girl! Worried about his
wife every minute he was afloat. The
tesult was that after the baby was born
he told her he couldn’t stand to be away
from them both for four or five months
at a stretch, and fixed up the cabin of
the Martinique so he could take her along.

“For a couple of voyages, everything
went fine. Then one time, on the return
voyage from Bordeaux, in ballast, they
hit a storm. That was the end.”

“You mean—?"

“They picked the three of them up in
an open boat, off the coast of Portugal;
how they’d ever got that far out of their
course, no one knows. My sister was
dead—there was blood in the bottom of
the boat, and three cartridges missing
from Jim’s revolver. He'd probably had
to kill the oarsmen, fighting over the
water.”

“Oh! I thought you were going to
say—"

“He’d killed her? . . . Oh, no! She
was dead from exposure and thirst. The

water was gone. When they found them,
she was in one end of the boat and he in
the other, with Alice—that’s his girl—in
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his arms. His eyes were set on his wife,
but he was unconscious. Evidently they'd
both sacrificed for the baby—she was in
pretty good shape.”

“Gave it the water that they should
have had themselves.”

“Probably! Anyway, the City of Lon-
don picked them up, and took them on
board. Had a doctor there and he
worked over Jim for hours before he got
any result.

“Then all of a sudden, just before Bar-
ton got fully conscious, he began to sing
—it must have been uncanny! Nursery
rhymes, and old cradle songs—like he
must have sung to that youngster, out
there in the middle of the ocean, with
his heart breaking and his wife dead and
stark in the other end of the boat!”

IN THE AFTER HOLD, standing be-
fore the tiger den, the bearded man
with the deepset eyes licked his lips and
looked about him in a troubled, half-
frightened manner. Something was stir-
ring within him; there was an ache at
his heart, which had come and gone for
years, non-understandable, non-definable.
Why were they always talking like this?
Why did they always ask him questions?
Above:

“But when he really awoke he was an-
other man. Surly, ugly, and hateful.
They tried to find out what had hap-
pened —but he couldn’t tell. They
showed him his baby, but he didn’t rec-
ognize her. In his pockets were a few
old letters, and they identified him in that
way, and brought him home to me. That
is all—he’s never been any different, never
remembered, never known his daughter,
although she’s been beside him now for
nearly eighteen years. With the excep-
tion, of course—of these trips of his.”

“With this tiger?”

“Yes. He wanders away—we seldom
know where he’s gone. A show went
broke down South a couple of years ago,
and he bought a tiger and her mate.
They seemed to be just what he'd been
looking for; I guess it was the brute in

Original from

PRINCETON UNIVERSITY



4 WAYSIDE TALES

them that attracted him. The female,
Beauty, cottoned to him right away—he’s
made a regular pet of her—but the male
always hated him. On the last trip we
heard a noise down in the hold one night
and found the male tiger dead. He'd
killed it.”

“How ?”

“I don't know. It had got out of its
cage—and he killed it. That was all the
explanation he’d give. Crushed its head
with an iron bar, while it tore at his
throat. On the trip back, the cub was
born to Beauty.”

In the dim light of the swaying ship’s
lantern, the human brute in the hold be-
low opened and clenched his gaunt, yet
strong, hands, and stared at the wooden
walls, where yet a blood stain or two re-
mained from the encounter.

“They’re talking about me!” came with
sudden interest. “They—"

Then he listened more attentively than
ever. The mate had asked a question:

“But why the tiger at all? What does
he do with it? Where does he go?
Where—"

“He must give shows with it; in fact, I
know he does. Sometimes he merely
makes the trip across and back; then
again he leaves the ship with his beast
and disappears. On the next voyage,
Pete goes out and hunts him up —he
travels about the little fairs in France, or
at the market places, exhibiting the tiger
and charging a few sous for a look at it.
Pete seems to have some sort of second
sense about him; he can always locate
him.”

The mate laughed nervously.

“I guess I'll be sure to have Pete
around whenever I go below,” he an-
nounced.

Then a door closed, and the conversa-
tion was over. In the hold, the shaggy
Jim Barton went again to the cage, and,
apparently forgetful of what had gone on
above, opened the door, to release the
giant beast and her cub. Then, for a
long time he played about the hold with
the young feline, dangling a piece of
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rope before it while it scratched and
scrambled like some overgrown house-
cat, while the mother looked on from her
crouched position in one corner, purring
and content.

It was the daily routine of the three
prisoners of the bilgy, dim, shadowy
prison, a communion of the brute instinct,
as plainly defined in the human as in the
beasts! At last, a scraping sound of
steps, and the man, with furtive haste,

shunted the animals into their den. Pete
appeared on the ladderway.

“Comin’ down!” he signalled.

“Come on!”

The voice was gruff, toneless. Pete de-

scended, the mate following.

“It’s Mr. Leminway,” announced the
cook. “He’s the mate here. He's a good
friend. He has to come down here every
once in a while, and I want you to be
good to him.”

“Yes,” Barton agreed.

But two days later, as the mate de-
scended the ladder, it was to find a rag-
ing, glaring eyed beast awaiting him,
hands clutched, the cords of his neck
bulging, his mouth contorted under the
frowsy beard.

“Don’t sing that!” came the shouted
command—a shout with a hint of hysteria
in it.

The mate stared.

“Why, it’s only a little song I sing at
home. I've got a baby, you know and—"

“I don’t care! I don't like it! Don't
sing it—I hate it!”

“Why "

“I—I—don’t know,” was the childish
answer, and the man, apparently forget-
ful of the mate, turned lazily back to the
den of the tiger. After that, the officer
went silently into the hold, when duty
called him there, accomplished his pur-
poses and left again as silently. The
strange vagaries of the deep-eyed, bearded
Jim Barton were not to be trifled with;
the bestial instinct was ever too near
the surface; the blood stains of a dead
tiger which had sought to kill a human
brute still showed blackly on the walls.
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‘A WEEK passed, and two after that,

as the plodding old wind-jammer,
sails bellied, wore steadily on into the
deeper seas, and toward the ocean mile-
post of the Azores. The journey had
been smooth; the rocking of the old
ship’s lantern in the dingy hold barely
had varied. And night and day, for the
occupants of the ill-smelling prison, life
had been the same, hours of stolid indif-
ference to everything, in which the tiger
slept with her cub between her great,
outstretched forepaws, and in which the
man sat upon a pile of rope, his gaunt
hands hanging loosely beside him, his
mouth half open, his eyes staring vacu-
ously at nothing; hours in which there
was more life, when the den door would
open, to permit the mother and her child
to come forth, that the man might dangle
the bit of rope before the scrambling
little ball of fur—hours in which a slight
hint of humanity seemed to invade the
dank place, in which the mother became
léss of a feline than in her caged periods,
and in which the man sometimes smiled,
and sometimes held the baby beast with
something of tenderness, as he pressed
his bearded face against the soft fur of
its breast. Once in a while, as he stood
thus, the great tears would gather in his
eyes, at last to brim over, and to roll, one
following the other, into the matted
bushiness of the frowzled beard. Nor did
he brush them away, or know why they
came. He simply cried as he held the
cub—that was all.

Above, the watch took his place in the
crow’s nest, and the man at the wheel
held the helm straight to the course—
for sooner or later there would come the
sight of land, a joyful interlude in the
midst of a rolling world of water.

Again, the chanteys sounded as the
crew gathered to pull at the ropes, or to
raise sail where it had been lowered away,
the old chanteys long forgotten except
upon the sailing ships, where still they
linger as a part of the romance of the
sea.

Night came and an accordeon squeaked
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atop the forecastle, while lips framed
old songs, echoing across the waist of the
ship to the cabin, there to be re-echoed
by the mate, happy in the knowledge of
the proximity of land, and the chance to
mail a letter home as the ancient old
craft put in at the Azores for fresh sup-
plies before continuing its journey to the
mainland. And so he sang, lustily, heart-
ily, while below—

HE form of shaggy, ill-kept Jim
Barton rose from the coil of rope
where he had been sitting for hours. The
lean hands stretched and clutched. The
cords stood forth on his neck; the eyes
rolled angrily in their deep sockets.
“Stop that song!” he muttered, dazedly.
“Stop that song!”
But still it continued above, the roar-
ing, happy lilt of a man about to send a
letter home:

“Rock-a-bye baby, in the tree-top,
When the wind blows, the cradle will
rock—"

But there was no happiness in the face
of the man below. Racking torment was
in his eyes as he paced the narrow space
which formed his little world; strange
throbbings pounded through his heart.
And he did not know the reason—all he
could tell, all he could understand, was
that the mate above was singing, and
that he hated it; that it hurt him, for
no apparent reason—that his every nerve
rebelled against it. But still it came:

“When the bough breaks, the cradle will
fall,
And down will come tree-top, baby
and—"
“Stop that!”
There was a moan in the voice now.
“Stop it—I tell you! 1 don't like it—
I don't like it—!"
But again it came, more lustily than
ever:

“Rock-a-bye baby, in the tree-top—"

Blindly, dizzily, the man fretted about
the hold. Strange echoes were in his
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ears, echoes he could neither classify nor
describe. At the tiger's cage he stopped
and raged—then, with a sudden instinct,
he opened the door and brought forth the
cub, to hold it close to him for an in-
stant, then thrust it within again.

From far away a shout had come, and
the lustiness of the song above had
dimmed into silence. But Jim Barton
did not know. Still he heard it, still the
words followed him, even as the shadows
of the flickering lantern followed him, as
he strode about, jabbering meaningless
words, clawing at a bit of rope only to
throw it from him.

Then suddenly, desperately, he made a
leap for the ladder. But as he thrust
open the door and strode into the cabin,
no frightened mate faced him, no boom-
ing song burst upon him. The place was
empty — while, without, bawling orders
were issuing and men scampered about
the deck in obedience to them. Jim Bar-
ton paid no heed. A moment he stood
staring, vacuously, then like a haunted
man, he turned hastily for the ladder and
descended into the hold, there to huddle
upon his coil of rope, a limp, wondering,
broken thing.

Only to start.

The lamp had taken on

a new swing; a tremor had gone through’

the old craft; its course was changing,
rapidly—desperately, it seemed. Then a
crash, as the lantern seemed to twist
upon its hangings, as ship stores shifted
and a box slid from its position at the top
of the pile and clattered upon the deck.

Barton straightened. Iis eves set.
His legs spread, the better to hold to the
careening lurch of the Then
came his voice, bawling, sonorous, and
with a new strength:

“Put down that helm there—and hold
her! Hold ler in the teeth of it! Into
the wind there—into the wind! "’

But only the tiger and her cub, shift-
ing uneasily about their wooden prison,
could hear. Only the clicking of the
ship’s lantern as it swung and spluttered,
answered his half-crazed commands.
Again a crashing sweep, as the craft went
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vessel.

high with the waves, then settled on her
beam ends. Sprawling and scrambling,
the man strove to hold his feet, while
boxes settled about him, and the coil of
rope, up-ended, rolled here and there in
wobbling circles.  Strange, screeching
sounds echoed from far away—the shriek
of the wind in the rigging. And still the
man-brute bawled his orders, a dazed,
maddened thing, standing there in the
shadows of a bilgy hold, shouting, even
screaming, to an imaginary crew:

“Bring her up to the wind, I tell you!
There, at the sheets—take in—take in!
What's the matter with you—can't you
take in when I— Stand by the halyards,
fore, main and mizzen! Brewster—
where’s Brewster? Damn you, Brewster
—what's the matter with that flying jib
and staysl? Look to those tops’ls!
Harris—aloft and tie up those tops'ls!
Hear me—aloft there! We've got to
head her into the wind and Iuff through!”

AS\\'F.EPING boom came from above,
and the eerie cries of men, weak-
ened by the contrast of shrilling wind,
and of battering, thunderous sounds as a
tremendous pounding echoed upon the
deck. In her cage the tiger, crouched
and hissing, drew her yowling cub closer
between her forepaws, instinctively pro-
tecting it against an unseen, unknown
danger. The lantern swung in wider
circles than ever—but still the human
brute continued to shout, directing the
visionary crew of a visionary ship—just
as, without, the real captain was directing
his real crew against the ravages of the
sudden, tempestuous squall.

By some sort of second nature, Bar-
ton seemed to have sensed what had hap-
pened—the eagerness of the captain to
remain upon his course as long as pos-
sible, in spite of the approaching squall;
then the long, ninety-degree turn, to bring
the ship against the wind that it might
luff through—a turn that had come too
late! Within the damp hold the fight
was being re-echoed, by a man who
shouted in a voice aching with despera-
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tion, a man whose eyes were wild, whose
figure was strained, whose arms pounded
at his sides as he lashed about in the
brief space which the tumbling boxes
and crates had left him, and who
screamed at last:

“We can’t make it! We'll have to run
for it—but we're gone! She'll broach to
in the first trough! Get to the pumps.
But men”"—and there was a new steadi-
ness in the voice—“don’t lose your heads!
A ship never sank with a cargo of lum-
ber! Hold steady there—hold steady!”

Hours passed. Water made its appear-
ance on the deck of the hold, foaming,
creeping salt water. Imagination had be-
come the truth. Seemingly the wind had
lessened; the boat rolled soggily, but
with less of the sickening plunge which
had characterized it a few moments be-
fore. From above tame the sucking
creak of pumps—then a fresh outburst of
shouts. In the hold the deep-eyed Bar-
ton stopped for a moment to stare about
him. Already a few of the lighter crates
had begun to float, and the water had
raised to his knees. Then with a new
frenzy, he sloshed about, shouting his
commands, cursing and screaming, turn-
ing toward the tiger’s den and raging im-
potently at it, while the creeping flood
rose higher, crept toward his hips—then
passed them. Suddenly a cry from above,
then steps on the ladder.

“Below there!”

“Aye! Below!”

The frenzied Barton accepted it only
as a cry in answer to his own shouts.

“Below there! What's the damage?
Speak up—how fast is she filling? Can
we make it? What chance is there——?"

He stopped, staring blankly into the
face of Pete Carson, the cook, bending
on the ladder, and peering at him, a be-
draggled figure in the foamy, dirty flood.

“Barton! What's the matter with you?
Why don’t you come above?”

The man stopped weakly, then stared
about him in the amazement of one just
coming to his senses. He furrowed a
hand in the water and watched it drip
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from his fingers. He blinked at the float-
ing boxes and crates and barrels, then
turned to the man above.

“I—I don’t know,” came at
“What’s happened?”

“We're in trouble. A squall hit us and
we couldn't get into the wind quick
enough. It laid the ship on her beam
ends and sprung her seams. Then we
tried to run for it—and broached to. The
water’s coming in like a mill-race. They're
manning the boats to shove off! Come
on—the captain sent me for you.”

But Barton sank back.

“How—how about Beauty?”

“Come on! You've got to think about
yourself, now. There’s no chance for
that cat—there’s no place; besides, the
men would be afraid.”

But Barton still moved away, toward
the den of the tiger and her cub. The
water was waist deep now. Slowly one
gaunt hand raised toward the hasp of the
door. ‘Then a scream came from above,
and a scurrying form hurried up the lad-
der. The cage had been opened, The
tiger was coming forth!

last.

HE rolling had nearly ceased, bring-

ing more clearly the swish of the
waves, and the churning of the water as
it rushed through the holds and com:
partments. The flood was nearly to
Barton’s “armpits now. But he did not
seem to notice. His attention was upon
the tiger, hissing and spitting as it
fought at the water, now just above the
floor of the cage, starting forth, then
drawing back, halting and turning in the
beginning of a frenzy of fear. At last
came the voice of the man, strangely
steady :

“Easy Beauty! Steady there, girl!
You've got to swim for it—I'll take the
cub. Easy now—easy—"

But the great cat, with instinctive
knowledge of the danger to hér young,
had grasped the cub gently in her teeth.
Then a plunge, a moment more, and side
by side the man and the tiger were
struggling toward the ladder, the yowling,
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hissing cub barely held above water by
the arched head of the beast. A scramble,
as great claws tore at the old, wooden
ladder; a plunge which sent the hissing,
frightened feline back into the water;
another attempt, and still another after
that. The man was beside her, his strong
hands clenched in the loose hide along
her ribs, pulling and hauling at her,
shouting and encouraging her, nor de-
sisting when the great sweeps of her
sabre-like claws cut deep into his flesh.
A third sally, then a fourth—they made
the cabin, and, the man in the lead, hur-
ried forth.

The waist of the ship was already deep
in water, as the surge of the great sea
rolled over it; the forecastle deck barely
above it. The after deck was higher, and
there in the dimness of the black night
was gathered the crew, making ready
two of the three boats for a passage in
the open sea toward the faraway land of
the Azores. A hazy figure came forward.

‘That you, Barton?”

"Yes”

“Come on! We're waiting for you.
We're ready to shove off.”

But a cry intervened.

“Look out there, Captain! Stand
back—he’s got that tiger with him!”

“Barton—!"

“I don’t go without her!"”

The man said it dully, coldly, an ac-
cepted fact that needed no explanation.
A boat splashed in the water. Oars be-
gan to creak. The dim figure of the cap-
tain hesitated.

“You can’t take that tiger, Barton!
Don’t you understand? It’s impos-
sible—"

“I don’t go without her,” came the
toneless answer. ‘“She’s alive, just the
same as I am. I'll stay with her.”

The voices from the second boat were
chorusing now in frightened admonition.

“He’s crazy—you can’t do anything
with him! You can't—"

“Barton!”

The captain still lingered.

“Won’t you use some sense in this
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thing? The ship’s waterlogged and the
masts are gone. There isn’'t a foot of
sail left. We can take you in the boat,
but not that—"

“I'll stay here, then. And if you try to
take me, you've got to pass Beauty first!”

“But—"

Then the captain ceased his entreaties
as a new chorus of protestations came
from the waiting boat.

“Maybe you're right, Jim. There’s a
breaker of water and a boat box in that
other boat. If you want to, you can try
it by yourself. . . But come along
now, won't you?”

“She’s alive, too—and her cub!”

It was useless. A wait, another en-
treaty—then:

“Maybe it’s for the best, Jim!”

“Maybe so.”

But the tall, bearded man did not
know why he said it. A moment more
and the oars of the second boat began
to slap the water. At the waist of the
ship, the ocean rolled ceaselessly over
decks that never would show again.
Slowly, soggily, the derelict dipped her
nose into the lashing waves, losing to
view all of the craft save the mast-
stumps and the after deck, where stood
three figures, a tiger, her cub, and a man
—a man who stared blankly out at sea,
where the vague forms of two ship's
boats were losing themselves in the black-
ness of night.

Sunrise found him still standing where
he had stood when the boats pulled away.
his hands knitted, his eyes looking out
with wondering, almost childish, inter-
est upon the blankness of the world
about him—a hopeless, helpless figure,
alone in a world of mockery.

For the sun glinted now upon light,
dancing waves which seemed to caress
the old hulk instead of dash against it,
waves which tinkled and sang with
strange melodies, which swept in rhythmic
motion all about the drifting derelict, and
covered the sodden, inundated waist and
forecastle with a soft shroud of greenish-
blue, that the wreckage of the night might
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be forgotten, and the scars of the storm
be hidden. The bulk had sunk no lower;
the buoyancy of its lumber cargo saving
it from complete immersion.

Huddled nearby lay the tiger, asleep,
her cub curled against her breast. The
man moved uneasily. Again the tears
brimmed in his eyes and lost themselves
in his beard. But he did not brush them
away. He did not know why they were
there.

Then something grated at the gangway
and Barton turned, to see a protruding
end of the wooden cage, which, in some
manner had floated up from the hold
and through the cabin. He hurried to
the edge of the deck, and leaning there,
caught the den by one end to hold it,
until he could secure it with a nearby
length of rigging rope. At last, deliber-
ately, he edged it forth from where it had
lodged and dragged it to safety on the
deck.

Then he turned.

“Beauty!” he called, and the tiger rose.
“Home!”

The tiger sniffed at the cage and strode
about it, while the cub yawned and
stretched in the background. Barton
moved toward the remaining boat, there
to stand long in contemplation. But at
last he shook his head.

“We’re safer here!” came at last.

Then, as though to free himself from
temptation, he crawled within, and, one
by one, cast the oars away, watching
each as the lap of the waves carried it
farther and farther into the distances of
the sea. A long time afterward, he
lugged forth the breaker of water and the
boat box, to open the latter and paw
among its contents: the fishing lines, the
few cans of meat and tin of hardtack, the
sewing materials, and knives and matches
and candles and flint and steel—sorting
them into little piles, and counting them;
the jealous possessions of a man who
might never possess more.

At last, half angrily, he cut the cords
from the fishing hooks and threw the
prongs into the sea. There might be fish
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to be caught—but there was nothing to
form the lure. Then he rose and, carry-
ing the breaker of water to the tiger’s
den, unfastened the drinking pen which
had lodged between the bars, wiped it
dry of salt water with a sleeve and, pour-
ing it full, set it before the tiger. This
done he upturned the barrel, to drink
deep, to sink to the deck, and—stare at
nothing.

ND so a week began—a week of

flashing sunlight, of porpoises which
played in, the distance, their graceful,
sleek bodies cutting in smooth circles
above the water, their swift, darting
course gleaming in the sun; of nights
that were fair and calm, when the phos-
phorescence of the waves sparkled and
glowed in the faint light of a knife-edged
moon; a week in which the man, cursing
himself for the weakness that was his,
dipped again and again into the box of
stores until sustenance was gone—in
which he fought himself away from the
breaker of decreasing water; in which he
paced the deck of the sloshing old wreck,
muttering to himself—a week in which
the tiger waited more and more fretfully
for the food that did not come.

The cub was nursing at her breast;
but for the mother there were no longer
the lean strips of horse-meat, the great,
heavy-knockled bones to lick and crunch;
only a man who talked to her, who
watched her with constantly vigilant eyes,
and who, at last, when she slept within
her cage, crawled stealthily close and
cramped tight the hasp upon the door—
although he knew that one lunge would
break it open, one crashing blow of an
angry paw splinter the wooden bars
which surrounded her. But the cub still
played in freedom.

Two days . . two nights! At
last the tiger licked at her water pan in
vain, and the cub yelped fitfully as it
clambered between the bars to push and
tug at breasts which gave but grudgingly.
And the man was sitting, staring eyed,
his hands clutched across his knees.
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Twenty-four hours more! He fingered
the knives, felt their keen edge, and
looked toward the tiger. Then, with a
sudden frenzy, he leaped to his feet,
threw the knives overboard, and stood
trembling.

“She’s alive, too!” came from thick lips.
“She’s got a right to live—she’s got a
right to live!”

For a long moment he reeled about the
deck, and, seizing the breaker, upended
it in a vain, desperate hope. But the last
drop was gone, long ago. More, the
tiger had looked upon a full water pan
a whole day after the human brute had
ceased to swallow. She was a mother,
he only a derelict. Thin nervous hands
sought the boat-box—but those same
hands had searched before.

And so he sank to the deck again, and,
sprawling there, watched the porpoises
as they flashed at play, they who lived
while he—was dying!

Night morning! The sunlight
played upon him with its warmth, calling
back to life the form in which the night
winds had chilled the slow-moving blood.
Jim Barton stirred. His head rolled on
the wide shoulders. The fingers twisted.
Glazed eyes opened and closed again.
Within her cage, hissing and clawing at
the watef-pan, the tiger twisted and
turned, her heavy shoulders weaving, the
tail lashing slowly.

Starvation she had met, in comparative
peace.

It was instinct. But thirst . . . !
GAIN the man stirred—then, as
though mechanically, the black lips

moved and croaking words came from
his throat—words which freed them-
selves rather than being forced, words
that were strange and weird and out of
place there upon the sunswept deck of
the old derelict, where a tiger paced in a
cage she could break with one dash for
freedom; where a cub yowled and spit
and clawed at its mother’s breast as she
turned from it, and where a man sang
in mechanical, unknowing fashion:
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“Rock-a-bye baby, in the tree top,

When the wind blows, the cradle will—"

The voice broke. The glazed eyes
opened and stared. The head turned
with the fierceness of dementia.

“Who'’s singing!” the croaking voice
demanded. “Who's singing? Stop it!
I hate that song—hear me? I hate it!”

But no one answered; only the laugh-
ing lap of the waves, the splashing of the
porpoises, the soft murmur of the light,
dancing wind.

He sank back again—only to galvanize
with attention. For the eyes of the tiger
had centered!

“She’s got me!” He said it without
fear, without emotion. “She can’t stand
it any more—she’s got me.”

The beast had begun to pad nervously,
raising first one forefoot, then the other.
The cub yowled and spat as usual, and
clawed at her breasts; she turned hastily
to lick it and grumble over it in animal
mother fashion; then, more stealthily
than ever, she resumed her weaving posi-
tion at the den-gate, her eyes fiercer, her
nervous fretfulness increased. The man
turned his head slowly, toward the stump
of the main mast.

“It’s higher than she could leap,” he
mused mechanically, and started to force
himself to his feet, only to halt half-
raised. The cub had left the cage now
and, with wobblying steps, was coming
in his direction. The thick tongue licked
at black lips. The eyes became more and
more animallike. .

The trembling hands outstretched and
waited.

“She’d get me!”

It was as though he were appeasing a
conscience.

“She’d get me—I've got a right—"

The cub tumbled closer, whining
weakly. The clawing hands waited—then
clutched at a furry neck. They raised the
tiny beast, while the black lips went
grim, while the breath pulled hard into
distended nostrils.

“She’d get me!
—I've—"

I've got a right to live
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The grip tightened at vut the tiny throat,
cutting off the gurgling cry of pain. The
little legs twisted and clawed; the form
writhed, until it almost seemed to rest
upon his arms. The glaring, deep-set
eyes of the human brute flashed with
something akin to revulsion—then sud-
denly widened. For the excuse was
gone! He had seen the eyes cf the tiger,
and the gleam within them had faded.
They were luminous now as they watched
him, with .trust, with the faith of long
days and wez=ks in which he had cared for
her and for lier young, the faith that one
sees in the eyes of a dog when you raise
her puppy, the faith and light that is in
the eyes of a human mother when you
fondle her baby!

Instinctively the grip of the fingers
loosened. The paw dropped. A moaning
half-cry came over the man’s discolored
lips. Then, with a sudden, spasmodic
effort, he grasped the cub tight and
rocked there—sobbing!

TRANGE WORDS clicked over his

dry lips—admonitions, directions. He
cursed, in racking, desperate fashion. He
struggled to his feet, then sank again,
dazedly, fearfully; his features contorted,
his arms still remained tight-clutched
about the cub. Then he settled again in
bare consciousness, and once more the
croaking song came, as a tiger cub cud-
dled to sleep in his embrace, a song in
which the gentleness was apparent even
in spite of the harshness of the dry throat
and mouth, the song which once he had
railed at, but which now came unbidden,
to be repeated, and re-repeated, while
from her cage a mother tiger watched,
watched a man who was all but dead, but
a man who was safe from claws and rend-
ing- teeth—because he held her cub.

A half hour and he was silent, to stir
uneasily, to look about him, to raise the
cub as though to thrust it from him; only
to sink back again, jealous of even that
effort. But the eyes remained open, eyes
that seemed to be looking at things which
flitted in vacancy, eyes which suffered,
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eyes which no longer carried the animal
glare, but which, somehow, seemed meta-
morphosed into the eyes of a gentle man.

WAY off to the right, a smudge of

smoke appeared, and came closer.
The man did not see. His eyes were on
the sunswept deck and the pictures which
no one but he could see. An hour and
he stirred weakly at a shout from the sea.
Then, the tiger cub scrambling from his
grasp, he staggered to his feet.

“Water!” he called croakingly. “Water
first—before you come aboard. I've got
a tiger here that I've—I've got to save.
But she’s got to have water—before you
get near her. You’'ve—you've got water?”

They passed him the keg. Then
squeamish sailors grudgingly shoved the
cage and its scrambling occupant into the
gig. A staggering man slumped to a
seat, still staring, the tears still coming
from sad, suffering eyes, the thin hands
kneading, the lips, in quavering fashion,
forming the words of an old, old song:

“Rock-a-bye baby, in the tree top,

When the wind blows the cradle will—"

A ship’s side. A block and tackle
which raised a cage containing a tiger
and her cub, and lowered them into a
hold. A weak, staggering man who
shuffled along the deck, leaning upon the
shoulders of two sailors—but suddenly
breaking away and sagging forward.

A young woman was passing along
deck, a child in her arms. Suddenly she
stopped, bewildered, as a black-lipped,
weaving being faced her. Half frightened
she saw a gaunt hand go forth and touch,
ever so tenderly, the cheek of the child.
Then the strength that had been his van-
ished. The knees sagged; the strange,
bearded figure crumpled to the deck, to
lie motionless, lifeless, except for the
slight twitching of gaunt fingers, except
for the sobbing, weak voice which told of
hope and joy and dreams in spite of
suffering, and the words of a heart which
spoke after years of dumbness:

“l want to go home—I want to go
home—to my—my haby!”
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Sure, you can «walk your legs off.
Something’s wrong with the avires.””

¥ €l l{oun%

WHILE THE TRAIN WAITED
By Harold de Polo

Illustrations

little six-foot trestle, washed out
from the storm of the previous
night, was holding up the mighty Sier-
ra Limited. The passengers were doing
their usual stunt of grumbling and pes-
tering the conductors, and speculating as
to when they would proceed. One of them
—a fat man with the indelible stamp of
the traveling salesman—was deriving a
certain amount of pleasure from the sit-
uation. It gave him an excellent chance
to ride his pet hobby:
“Bah,” he was saying, to any and all who

Q COMPARATIVELY insignificant
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by Elmer Young

would listen, “just look at it—it makes me
sick. This is the West—the great and
glorious West that they yap about. Look
at it, nothing but a bunch of prairie, with
that mountain off there to the right the
only thing you can see, except grass, with
even a telescope. It’s all in the movies
and the plays and the magazines, that's
all. No, sir, this wild and woolly West
stuff is all the bunk. Oughtn't I to know?
Ain’t T been traveling it for more than
fifteen years. Bah! It makes me sick!”

One man took exception, three imme-
diately sided with the fat person, but he

13
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14 WAYSIDE TALES

directed “his fire at another. Stretching
out a short arm, he pointed a pudgy finger
at a clean-cut, athletic looking young chap
opposite him:

“Say, ain’t I right?” he boomed. “What
d’you think?”

“Personally,” replied the other, a twinkle -

in his quizzical gray eyes as he rose, “I’'m
of the opinion it’s a good time to get in a
little exercise after being cooped up for
three days!”

Slipping on a cap, he walked to the plat-
form, sprang lightly to the ground, and
got hold of the conductor. His smile was
likable, and the cigar that he handed the
official was a choice Havana:

“I know you're about bothered to death
with a lot of fool questions,” he said pleas-
antly, “but I'm honestly not asking out of
idle curiosity. Will I have time for a
decent hike ?”

“Say,” grinned the trainman, “don’t tell
’em, will you? Sure, you can walk your
legs off. Something’s wrong with the
wires, and before the wrecking crew gets
hére and we're all fixed it'll be six or
seven hours!”

“Thanks,” nodded his questioner. “I’'m
off on a tramp!”

O ANY healthy and normal human

being, a chance to get out into the
open after having been shut up for several
days is a great boon; but to Barry Ken-
dall, in his middle-twenties, and with the
love of life and adventure running strong
in him, it was positively a blessing from
above.

Barry cut off, at first, straight across
the prairie, away from the train, to lessen
the probability of anyone joining him.
The fat man, of dogmatic ideas, was
pretty much of a bore; for that matter,
so were most of the passengers on the
present trip. The majority were of the
complaining type, and Barry told himself
that he would certainly relish a few hours
alone with his own thoughts. Apparently,
after he had gone perhaps a quarter of a
mile, he told himself that he was going
to get his wish.
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None followed.

Although distances are deceptive, par-
ticularly out on the plains and where the
air is rarified, Barry was a fairly shrewd
judge, and he decided that the mountain,
ahead of him, was between seven and
cight miles off. He increased his pace,
concluding to make that his objective.
As he walked, his head up and his shoul-
ders squared and his eyes sparkling, he
enjoyed every stride.

Barry wondered, though,
words of the fat man:

“It’s all in the movies and the plays and
the magazines—this wild and woolly stuff
is all bunk!”

Kendall, frankly, was inclined to agree
with him, although he fervently hoped
they both were wrong—utterly wrong.
He was a product of the Great War, was
Barry, in a class with thousands of other
able bodied and clean minded young men.
Before it, he had held a passably respon-
sible position as assistant sales manager
for a big New York mercantile house. On
his return, after eighteen months in the
fighting zone, and with the privilege of
wearing a decoration if he cared to, he
had tried to take up where he had left off.
From the first, the thing was hopeless—
and it had grown still more hopeless as
each day went by. His work seemed hum-
drum, completely lacking in interest, after
his experiences on the battlefields of
France.

He had stood it for nearly two years;
then, all of a sudden, he made his decision.
Having no dependents, he resigned his
position, and, having a comfortable bank
balance, set out for the West of which he
had heard so much. He was going, first,
to the coast, and intended working back-
ward until he found some calling, some
situation, that would satisfy his desire for
adventure or excitement.

“And hanged if I'm not going to find
it,” he now informed himself. “Jove, but
this old ozone out here makes a chap feel
better already. They certainly don’t ex-
aggerate that in the movies and the plays
and the magazines!” s

about the
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ARRY was a quick walker; coupled
with this, he was in the best of

spirits; and, in a trifle more than an hour ’

and a half, he found himself at the foot
of the mountain. Steeply and abruptly, it
rose from the undulating plains, heavily
timbered. Looking back, he saw the
stalled string of cars. It would still be
some four or five hours, at the very least,
before the engine would again start, and
he did not feel like going back to the
stuffiness and chatter of the train. A
winding path, some fifty feet to his right,
caught his eye. Determinedly, he strode
over to it and began the ascent:

“Always tackle a new road, Barry,” he
said to himself with an airy chuckle. “You
never can tell where it’ll lead!”

In a trifle more than another hour, to
be precise, the truth of this remark was
decidedly proven. As he turned a sharp
bend in the trail, his merry whistling was
suddenly halted as a report crashed forth
and a bullet thudded against a tree trunk
not six inches from his left side.

“Don’t come any further,” someone
cried. “I just sent that as a warning. I
don’t want to have to kill, but I certainly
will if you move forward a step. Please
don’t make me, for I can shoot straight!”

“I honestly believe it, too!”

Barry spoke sincerely, for he noticed
that the bullet was on a direct line with
his heart. Being a fairly sensible per-
son, his hands had simultaneously gone
above his head:

“My dear madam—or miss,” he con-
tinued, “you’ve honestly made a mistake.
I don’t know who I'm expected to be—or
what I'm expected to do—but I happen
to be a passenger on that Sierra Lim-
ited. It's stalled there, due to a washed-
out trestle. As it wasn’t to be fixed for
some six or seven hours, I took a walk
in order to stretch my legs and possibly
find adventure—and it looks as if I've
run across the latter. My name’s Ken-
dall—Barry Kendall—just at present of
no particular place in this wide U. S. A.
Furthermore, I haven’t the slightest idea
who you are, although I'd like to find out.
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There, I've told everything I know, and’
now may I walk ahead if I keep my hands
in the air until you definitely learn I'm
quite harmless?”

He was using his infective grin, ;\nd
glancing pleasantly at a girl who stood
in the opened doorway of a small cabin,
possibly a hundred feet above him, with
a rifle in her hands. He noticed that the .
sun, filtering through the heavy foliage,!
set off the gold in her auburn hair; he
noticed, also, that her large eyes looked
strangely tired and anxious, and that her
face was very white. She seemed unde-
cided, and was silent:

“On my word of honor I told you the
truth,” he said, his voice and his face
turning serious. “You seem to be in some
sort of trouble, and maybe I can help.
Anyway, let me come up, and you can.,
find out that I haven’t even got a weapon
on me!”

Her eyes grew wider, and she bit at
her under lip, thoughtfully. Soon she
nodded, and he was sure that he detected
a sigh of relief escape her.

“I think I have made a mistake,” she
said, “and perhaps you can help. You
can come up, and you needn’t bother to
keep your hands above you. Of course—
they wouldn’t be dressed as you are, or
speak as you do!”

Barry Kendall moved with alacrity, but
in order to further assure her he kept his
arms raised:

“And who are they?” he asked.

“Come in, first,” was her answer,
please close and bolt the door!”

“

and

ENDALL looked hastily about the
cabin. The big room, with its stove
and fireplace, was apparently the living and
cooking and eating quarters, and he saw
that it was kept in scrupulous neatness.
Off it were too smaller enclosures, un-
doubtedly sleeping places. To bear this
out, from one of them came heavy and
restless breathing.
“Father,” the girl explained. “He’s
been very ill—fever, delirious—for the
past few nights!”
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She closed her eyes, quite tightly, and
her shoulders seemed to sag as she spoke.
He saw, then, how thoroughly worn she
was:

“Lord,” he said, pity surging over him.
“You're all in, poor kid. I'll bet you
haven’t been doing a darn thing for your-
self, have you? Here, tell me what’s
troubling you—what that they means—
and go and take a nap. I’ll take care
of anything!”

Barry was on his feet, his train forgot-
ten, the instinct that had always been in
him to help anyone who needed it coming
to the front.

But the girl shook her head, and the
wanness of her smile stabbed him. She
surely was played out:

“It was stupid of me to fire as you came
up the trail. It wasted a bullet, and that’s
the main trouble—for we’ve only two left.
I should have realized, immediately, that
you couldn’t be one of the famous Mur-
dock gang, but I suppose I was a little
nervous. You see, I do trust you now.
Father and I have been up here in the
mountains for nearly two years, looking
for the always elusive gold. Father has
hunted it all his life, but he went broke
several years ago. There’s no use going
into details about that; anyway, after
we’d almost given up hope of this section,
we found it some five weeks ago. It's—
it’s frankly a very rich strike, and we
already have close to twenty thousand.
Someway — somehow — even though I
haven’t the slightest idea—the secret must
have leaked out, and the Murdock crowd
got news of it!”

She paused, as if the mere mention of
Murdock would convey a great deal to
him:

“Yes,” he said. “What else?”

“I forgot that you're an utter stranger
here,” she smiled. “Butch Murdock, as
he is called, is the leader of about the
worst crowd of outlaws the region has
ever known. The sheriff, as well as every
decent citizen, has been trying to run
them down for years. Occasionally they
get one of his followers, but they’ve never
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been able to capture or kill the leader
himself. If they could, they say that it

“would break up the band, or at least scat-

ter it so that the rest would be practically
harmless. I expect them at any moment,
and when they come there’s going to be
trouble. The gold is here, but, even if T
hide it, I'm—I'm afraid of what they
might do to dad, to get him to disclose
its whereabouts. You see, they can’t be
held off very long with only two bullets,
and the sheriff can’t possibly get here
before they do, and—and I've heard of
the things they do to make people talk.
I—»

“Just a minute, if you don’t mind,” put
in Barry. “How did you get this infor-
mation they were coming, and what about
the sheriff?”

E WAS on his feet now, closer to

her, and the light of battle was in
his eyes. Adventure and excitement
seemed to be here at last:

“I do tell it badly, don’t I?” she said,
with a little laugh. “Well, our nearest
neighbors—the Lathams—Ilive about six
miles off, on the other ridge. They have
a boy, Fred, who does a lot of hunting;
he’s only a youngster, about thirteen or
fourteen. He was out this morning, since
dawn, on the trail of a big buck. A few
miles from here, he came upon three men
about a campfire, and he recognized Mur-
dock. He’s a cool boy for his age, and he
knows the woods as—as I know my hand,
as the saying has it. He crept up and
listened, and heard them talking about
coming here and getting our gold. He
didn’t wait to hear how they found out,
or anything else; he ran at the best speed
he could. As things had happened so
quickly, T forgot to ask him to leave his
rifle. I gave him our horse, and he
started for Cactus Creek and the sheriff.
The trouble is, though, it's a good ten
mile ride, and he only started a few min-
utes before you came. That’s all. I ex-
pect Murdock any minute, and whether
he just had two of his men with him, or
more were scattered about, Fred didn’t
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know. One thing is sure, they’ll get here
before the sheriff and a posse does—and
we only have two bullets!”

“And I left an army revolver and a
whole box of lead in one of my bags on
the train,” mused Barry ruefully. “Oh,
well, cheer up. I pulled through that lit-
tle fracas in France, all right, and I guess
we'll find a way to—"

“Hullo, there, up above. Goin’ t’ sam-
ple that spring in back they tell is so cold
an’ thirst-quenchin’!”

Genially, and with the most exagger-
rated good-will, the words floated up to
them in the middle of Barry’s sentence.
The girl’s face whitened, crimsoned, and
then set in firm lines.

“It’s the Murdock gang,” she said
tensely, her voice low. “They have the
reputation of not killing unless they ab-
solutely have to, and I suppose, thinking
that we don’t expect them, they’re count-
ing on making friendly advances and tak-
ing us by surprise!”

The Easterner deftly got hold of the
rifle, and, standing in the shadows at the
side of the window, yet with a perfect
sight of the trail, turned to the girl:

“It’'s my guess that I'd better start out
right now. Send one through his arm,
anyway, and show ’em we mean business.
But you're the doctor. What say?”’

“I think you can understand,” she re-
plied earnestly, “when I say that I don't
want blood on our hands if I can help it.
I—I've seen too much of it, unnecessarily,
since I've been out here. I'd prefer to
have you warn them, and say that if they
come nearer_you will shoot!”

“Just as you say,” said Barry, with a
shrug.

“Look here, Murdock,” he then called
out. “We know you, and we know what
you’re here for. One thing you didn’t
know, though, and that’s that there hap-
pen to be a couple of us here with rifles
and ammunition, and we're shooting to
kill at the first man to come any nearer.
My advice, fellow citizens, is to beat it
while your shoes are good!”

There was an extremely terse answer
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to Kendall's breezy words. A revolver
crashed, and a bullet tinkled through the
window pane and spattered against the
rough rock of the fireplace.

IMULTANEOUSLY Barry took a

gambler’s chance. As the man who
had suddenly drawn and fired from the
hip leaped for the safety of a tree, the ex-
soldier gave evidence that he was a mas-
ter with a rifle. Raising it, he sent a
bullet through the right shoulder of the
bandit:

“That’s just a sample,” he cried out
lustily, “and the next one who steps into
the picture gets it in the heart!”

“I had to do it,” he explained to the
girl,

“It was the only move. If I’'m not a
bad guesser, that’ll hold ’em off for some
time!”

“I suppose you did right,” she said
gravely; then, with that wan smile on her
face—"and it leaves us just one bullet!”

“It only takes one, sometimes,” he re-
plied cheerfully, “to—"

A cry came from the other room—a
shrill cry of a man in the throes of hor-
rible delirium. d

“Better attend to your father while I
watch,” advised Barry.

As she nodded and went through the
small door, he took up his position by
the window, his eyes narrowed. The
blood was surging happily through him,
for here was the adventure he had sought
—and adventure with a touch of romance.
He berated his luck, however, in not hav-
ing more than one cartridge left. With
a dozen, say, he would have been content
to hold them off for hours. Whatever
happened, he had made up his mind that
he was going to save the gold for this
calm and brave girl who was so staunchly
protecting her sick father.

He glanced down the trail, over the
tree-tops, across the prairie—and a smile,
followed by a chuckle, came to his lips.
Like a thin ribbon of black against the
brownish-green of the plains, the Sierra
Limited still stood out there helpless.
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The words of the fat man were certainly
being belied, for if this wasn't equal to
movie and play and magazine stuff he'd
like to be told what was. It was further
proven in another minute or two, for sev-
eral shots rang out, now, from the rear
of the building.

“Bolt the window,” he cried, quickly
springing to the door of the room where
the girl's father lay.

“I've already done it,” she called back,
“and now I'm pushing a bureau against
it. Anyway, even if any lead should come
through, it can’t possibly touch him.”

“Murdock,” yelled Barry, putting his
lips to a chink in the logs as he cupped
his hands, “I’m telling you, once more,
that we don’t want to hurt any of you
out there, but you're sort of getting on a
chap’s nerves. As I told you before, take
my advice and chase along, for the next
time we're going to start in shooting to
kill!”

“Yeah? Is that so?” came a mocking
voice with a grating laugh. “Well,
stranger, commence right now. We're

here to grab that gold, an’ we ain’t touchy
a-tall about how long we got to wait for
it. If any advice oughta be took, yuh
better listen t' mine—and that’s to hand
over the dust before we make up our
minds to set the shack on fire!”

“See if you can get close enough,” re-
plied Barry challengingly.

“What do you think?” he asked the
girl abruptly. - “Will they?”

“The chances are that they won’t,” she
told him. “As I told you, Murdock is a
brute, but he has always done his utmost
to draw the line at killing. He's shrewd
enough to know that it would go so much
the worse with him if he was ever caught.
The trouble is, they'll find out pretty
soon that we haven’t ammunition. In fact,
I believe that they suspect something
now. We haven’t done the shooting that
people in our position would if they had
cartridges!”

“What's your opinion on the sheriff
getting here?”
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“Probably an hour at most; with great
luck, half an hour!”
“Then I'm hoping for good luck!”

OR A MOMENT OR TWO, as an-

other rain of bullets spattered
against the rear walls, Barry was silent,
his brow furrowed. He had forgotten
the train; he had forgotten his journey to
the coast; he had forgotten everything
except that he was going to save the gold
for this girl who stood with him, shoulder
to shoulder, as coolly as had his buddy in
France:

“Any empty bags—size you keep the
dust in?” he asked hastily.

“Yes; but what has that—"

“Get two—work fast—fill ’em with—
oh, with ashes, or anything as close to
the same weight as gold!”

Without a word, without another ques-
tion, she obeyed him. She worked, too,
quickly and without nervousness. In a
couple of minutes, at the most, a pair of |
bags were filled and tied and placed on
the table:

“We've got to work snappily, now,” he
said, “so listen. I'm going to try to gain
that time. I've found out, for certain,
that there’re two men in the rear and one
in front. I'm going to take a bag under
each arm, and open the door, and act as
if I'm going to make a run for it. There's
a fellow down there behind that old oak,
about fifty feet off. When he sees me,
he’s going to jump out and try to stop
me, for he'll be sure we're out of lead.
When he does, let him have it. No, you
don’t have to hurt him badly if you don't
want—just nick him in the arm. I know
you can, for I saw you could shoot
straight. When you hit him, I'll make a
dash for it. Before they can get me, or
stop me, I'll be a fair way off. The
chances are that they won’t look inside
the bags right away, but come back here
to get the other chap before starting off.
Get ready—it’s the best chance. It will
gain time, and when we get back I can
parley for more time, and by then the
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sheriff will probably arrive.
going to save that gold!”

Gratefully, admiringly, she gazed at
Then a deep flush came to her cheeks:

“But you shouldn’t—you can’t. I—my
father and I haven’t the right. You're a
stranger; you don’t even know our—"

“I'm  starting now,” he cut it. “Get
ready with the rifle!”

Before she could say another word, he
had gripped the two bags, one under each
arm, and gone for the door. Unbhesi-
tatingly, he turned the key and swung
back the heavy wooden bolt. Assuming
cautiousness, he stepped lightly out, but
being careful to snap a twig as he set his
foot on the ground.

He had read the cards to perfection.
From behind the oak, one of the Mur-
dock gang stepped forth, a revolver
leveled:

“Raise up them hands, stranger, an’
stop where yuh are!”

The girl, behind Barry, responded. Her
rifle cracked, the desperado on the trail
dropped his own weapon with a cry of
pain, and Kendall went racing madly
along at almost superhuman speed:

“Hey, Murdock—hey, Jim,” yelled the
wounded man. “There he goes—down
the mountain—with the dust!”

Anyway, I'm

HOTS and questioning cries sounded

behind him, but Barry Kendall ran
without turning his head. For a good hun-
dred yards, he traveled along the trail,
and then branched off into the woods. A
bullet came close to him—another still
closer—but still he went ahead. There
was someone behind him, he ruefully real-
ized, who was even a trifle fleeter than
he himself was. In addition, this per-
sonage was equipped with a weapon, and
knew how to handle it. Even so, he was
able to cover another generous quarter
of a mile:

“Better stop, young ’un,” came the
voice, and a bullet crashed against a tree
at his left. “T ain’t wantin’ tu maim yuh,
but T shore am bein’ forced tu doin’ it!”

Still the Easterner continued his re-
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treat; but, as the next report sounded, he
felt hot lead sear along the flesh of his
calf:

“That’s jest a sample,” came the voice.
“Onless yuh stop now, so help me, the
next one goes plumb through yuh!”

Barry Kendall was as game as they
make them, but he was nevertheless no
fool.

The man meant what he said, and had
the power to carry out his threat. Any-
way, precious time had been gained—
and there was even more to be won pro-
vided he played his cards properly. He
stopped, turned about, and waited for the
approach of his enemy with a grin on his
face:

“Yo're game, kid,” admitted the beard-
ed bandit, who reared into the air a good
six-foot-three. “Murdock himself says so.
Lug them two bags up to the cabin,
sonny. Guess I didn’t get yuh bad enough
to hurt yore walk, eh? Anyway,” he
chuckled, “not as bad’s yuh got my men,
eh?”

These two, now, began to make certain
remarks about evening up the score, but
the outlaw chief showed under what ex-
quisite control he had them. He spoke
just two words:

“Stow it!”

At the cabin, Barry searched the girl's
eyes for news, and nodded that she was
to keep watch for the sheriff. As for
Murdock, he was now in high good hu-
mor. His two men were covering Barry
and the girl, and he himself was feeling
almost lovingly of the bags:

“Well,” he said, “I guess it was wuth
my boys gettin' nicked, eh? Mighty nigh
ontu twenty thousan’ here, I reckon.
Sorry t' leave so sudden, folks, but I'm
thinkin’ maybe our hawses is gettin’ rest-
less!”

3

ENDALL again searched the girl’s
K eyes, for she had a full view of the
trail and the woods from where she stood.
No hopeful sign was in them, and he
knew that in a minute the storm would
break loose. Murdock, now, was starting
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to untie one of the bags, and Barry de-
cided to beat him to it:

“Murdock,” he said lightly, “I guess
you've got to admit it's one on you, even
though those ashes do feel like dust!”

The outlaw, for a moment, stayed his
fingers. Shrewdly, he looked at the young
Easterner:

“If they be—" he said, and suggestively
left his sentence unfinished.

“Open one and find out,” retorted the
ex-soldier, airily.

At the same time, his heart bounded
high. Into the eyes of the girl, at last,
relief and gladness had come. It told
him that the sheriff and his posse were
near, and probably were sensibly ap-
proaching, from tree tb tree, noiselessly.

Berry Kendall tautened. He kept his
eyes on the girl, as well as on Murdock.
He saw, simultaneously, an expression
cross her face that told that the sheriff
was very close—and he saw black rage
come to the features of the outlaw as
the bag was opened. With a shout, he
took the big chance. He hurled his body
straight for that of the bandit chief, his
arms circled the bulky body, and together
they crashed to the floor:

“Cdme along, sheriff,” he yelled, “I’ve
got Murdock and there are only two more
here!”

For an instant things were kaleido-
scopic. He heard several shots and was
thankful that none touched him—as he
rolled over and over in grips with the
giant Murdock. Then, presently, count-
less hands and arms were fastened to the
form of his adversary, and the latter was
dragged off. After that, he was standing,
a trifle dazed, it is true, and listening to
the praise of the sheriff and the posse
for the girl and himself:

“An’ there’s five thousan’ reward out
for him, too!” ended the sheriff.

Then, suddenly, he happened to glance
at the ribbon of black on the brownish-
green prairie that meant the Sierra
Limited. Coming toward it, from the op-
posite direction, he saw a shorter and
stubbier object—the wrecking crew:
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“Where are your horses?” he gasped at
the sheriff. 4

“Down—down hill a ways,” answered
the man with the star, looking wonder-
ingly at the other. “Don’t worry, son,
it's all right. Reckon yuh might be a bit
fussed after all this excitement an'—”

“Going to borrow one—she’ll explain—
see vou later!”

With these words he had bounded
through the astounded sheriff and posse
and was off down the mountain. . . .

OT FIVE MINUTES before the

Sierra Limited was about to re-
sume her interrupted journey, Barry Ken-
dall dashed up, flung himself from the
sweating horse, and rushed into his sec-
tion of the train. Stuffing a fair-sized bill
into the hands of the friendly conductor,
he bade him see that his trunk was
thrown off. After that, he gathered his
stray belongings, packed them into his
two bags, and started out. He was met,
on the platform, by the fat man:

“Back again, heh?” sardonically sneered
that worthy. “Well, what did I tell you,
anyway? You've been gone maybe four
or five hours, and I’ll bet you ain’t seen a
thing but a lot of grass. Bah, this wild
and woolly West stuff makes me sick.
It’s all in the movies and the plays and
the magazines—it's all bunk, no more.”

“Well,” grinned Barry, “it kind of did
affect my heart, at that. To tell you the
truth, it got me so badly I’'m stopping off
to find a remedy!”

The fat man looked at the bags in his
hand, and, at the same time, the con-
ductor came along and informed the
young man that his trunk had been at-
tended to. The disparager of the West
saw that the other was in earnest, and a
shrewdly satirical light came to his eyes:

“Yeah?” he drawled. “And who is she?”

“That’s where the joke is on me,” con-
fessed Barry, as he swung off to the
ground. “I don’t even know her name—
but I'm certainly going to find out as soon
as that cayuse can get me up that moun-
tain!”
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““When I pulled my revolver from my pocket and fired

UGLY MAX OF THE FORCE

The Story by

s

G. Milham

HEY CALLED HIM “Ugly Max.”

I As far as appearances went, he cer-
tainly deserved the title. He was

tall and excessively thin, with stooped
shoulders that looked like nothing so
much as a sharply bent hinge. The rest
of him was all angles, too. His legs were
long and lean, and his body narrow in all
dimensions. His complexion made you
think of curry powder. It was quite in
keeping witle his features. There was a
perpetually evil sneer at one corner of
the mouth; a scar on one check that
compelled attention in spite of, or be-
cause of, its hideousness; a nose that re-
minded you of the way that fancy had
painted Caesar Borgia for you—an aspect
altogether that made you think of a

22
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grouchy dyspeptic. Except the eyes. The
eyes had rather a gentle twinkle in their
cool depths of blue, but it was seldom
that anyone noticed them on account of
the difficulty in seeing past the rest of
him. Too, one rather overlooked the
timid droop of his sandy mustache.

It was the newspaper men stationed at
Headquarters who christened him. Not,
however, because of his looks—although,
after it had been given, it seemed fitting
enough on that score. Neither was it be-
cause he possessed a voice that combined
the growl of an ill-tempered dog and the
snarl of an East Side gangster. It was
because these suggested the obvious the
first day the newspaper men found him
filling the post of guardian of the outer
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at him, I had to choose quickly: it was to be him or me.”

A TALE OF THE “FINEST™

Illustrations bv

(saETtrett

Price

office of the First Deputy Police Com-
missioner, that made them believe him
to be as much of a curmudgeon as looks
and voice implied. And after the name
had been once given it clung the way
such things usually do.

Up to this time he had been just Max
Schwartz, first-grade pgtrolman. Virtu-
ally all of his days since the age of twenty-
two had been spent in the occupation
that the city’s “finest” know as pound-
ing the pavement. He was now slightly
more than forty, and the place as a sort
of outer-Cerberus for the First Deputy
Commissioner was the first sinecure he
had known in all his years on the force.
If you've ever had occasion to visit Head-
quarters, you probably remember very
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well the barriers that intervene between
the various commissioners and would-be
visitors. For the First Deputy, there was
something in the nature of a foyer just
off the main corridor; opening from the
foyer was the office of the secretary to
the First Deputy; and opening from that
office in turn was the holy place of the
Great Man himself. Max’s post was in
the foyer of the suite.

There he occupied a desk immediately
alongside a brass railing that separated
the outer barrier into two nearly equal
divisions. From approximately eight in
the morning until approximately six at
night, with two hours of rest in the mid-
dle of the day, while the First Deputy
was at lunch, he was called upon to see

23
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that none got past the railing save the
elect.

For some of these he would raise
himself rather painfully from his seat that
he might personally escort them within
the sacred precincts; but for most he
merely leaned forward in his seat and
opened the gate in the railing.

On the day when he came to the place
—which was also the day that the Mc-
Cloud administration came into being in
the city—the Headquarters reporters had
a rush assignment to interview the First
Deputy. His appointment had come much
as a surprise. One of the group reached
confidently for the mechanism that un-
locked the gate in the brass barrier and
the correspondents surged forward in the
confident manner that acquaintanceship
with the recent administration and the
special privileges of their class had accus-
tomed them to. Patrolman Schwartz
hastily interposed his form between the
reporters and the green baize door that
sheltered the sacred mysteries of the inner
offices. The on-rushing group stopped in
surprise.

“What's biting you?” demanded Jerry
MacGowan in the truculent voice that
had produced many stories because of
the way it had won him entrance into
many situations where he had no right.
“Who do you think you are, anyway?”

“I'm Patrolman Max Schwartz, and I'm
in charge of this office with certain orders
to carry out, and you gentlemen will
kindly state your business on the other
side of the rail,” came the answer prompt-
ly, and even belligerently.

“Oh, that's all right,” assured Jerry
bluffly. “We're the newspaper men; we'll
go right along in.” :

“You'll do nothing of the kind,” re-
turned Schwartz, his tone emphasizing the
growl and snarl that was his voice. “I
made sure you were newspaper men from
the way you spoke—but you'll have to get
back where you belong just the same.”

“An ugly beast, aren’t you?” countered
Jerry impudently. “But never mind that
now. Suppose you run along and tell the
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Deputy the newspaper men would like to
see him.”

The voice was honeyed insult.

“Suppose you lead the way back where
you and your crowd belong—on the other
side of that railing,” Schwartz insisted, for
all that the honeyed voiee held a threat,
and a newspaper man stationed at Head-
quarters may often bring trouble to an
ordinary patrolman who has been “nasty.”
“I'll take your message then—if you have
one—into the Commissioner’s office.”

“Obliging, aren’t you?" Jerry com-
mented. “My, but I'll bet it hurts! Pa-
trolman Max Schwartz did you say you
were? Well, Ugly Max, we'll get on the
other side of the railing if you insist, and
then you can chase along with the mes-
sage. Move along snappy, Ugly Max!”

He accepted the epithet without any
sign of perturbation, and stood waiting
while the members of the group ranged
themselves beyond the barrier. Then he
handed over one of those printed slips
that requires a caller to state his life’s
history if he is to penetrate into the office
of a busy executive.

“You'll have to state your business on
this,” he said blandly.

“What are you doing—kidding me?”

Jerry's voice was poison.

“Say, boy, you're on the wrong track!”

But he recognized readily enough that
he had lost in the joust and he filled out
the slip without further comment. The
others of the group had no word to say,
for Jerry had taken the lead, and it is the
unwritten law of the profession that there
must never be more than one spokesman,
regardless of condlicting opinions.

When presently the newspaper men had
been ushered into the First Deputy’s office
and had concluded the business that
brought them there, Jerry found it worth
while to turn attention to Patrolman
Schwartz.

“Who's this Ugly Max you've got out
in the front office, Commissioner? He
certainly is a nasty customer.”

“Ugly Max?” repeated the Deputy.
“Oh, you mean Schwartz. Humph! Ugly
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Max does fit him rather well. But don’t
any of you boys know him?”

No one did.

“Why, he’s that chap who killed Tim
Dorson eight years ago,” the Commis-
sioner explained. “That cut on his cheek
is one of Tim’s mementoes. He got pretty
badly used up by Tim. Don't you re-
member?”

“So that’s the chap!” burst from George
Rask, who had been covering Headquar-
ters for more than a decade. “Why, of
course! I should have known him—I saw
him that time when they found him and
Tim. But he’s changed a lot. I don't
wonder, though; we thought he’d never
get back to duty again.”

“He wouldn’t have, if he hadn't—but
there,” the Deputy broke off, “I nearly
told you what I'm not supposed to.”

The group let it pass without question;
the Deputy was speaking personally now
and not for publication.

“What surprises me, however,” he con-
tinued, “is that he’s been so completely
forgotten. That battle of his I've always
felt was one of the most wonderful things
in the history of the Department.
Schwartz tackled Tim and his gang
single-handed. I could never see the
newspaper_ viewpoint on it.”

“But he didn't tackle Tim and the
gang!” protested Rask. “It was just a
personal fight.”

“That probably explains v\hy he’s so
down: on you newspaper men—that and
the rest of the stories printed at the time.
I've- often heard he felt he didn't get a
square deal.”

The Deputy had been a member of the
uniformed force before his present ap-
pointment and knew much of the inside
stories.

“He’s only thinking about one thing
now and that’s the getting of his full
pension. I'm doing what I can to help
him. That’s why he’s here.”

“I guess he belongs, all right,” was
Jerry MacGowan’s comment. “He’s got
a right to be an Ugly Max, too.”

“Come to think of it, I don’t know but
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the name's as much of an anomaly as the
rest of him,” said the Commissioner,
thoughtfully. “Every thought I've ever
had about Max has turned out wrong;
and I'm betting you'll find you're wrong
about him, too.”

“You mean about that old matter—
with Dorson?”

It was George Rask who questioned.

“No-0-0, I wasn't thinking of that; it
was the view of him as ‘Ugly Max.””

ITH THIS the First Deputy turned

to some papers on his desk and we
took the hint. Also there was the story
to be telephoned in, the story about his
appointment that had taken us to the
First Deputy’s office. After that, Ugly
Max was in a fair way to be forgotten;
for to the others of the Headquarters
contingent what Rask and the Deputy had
said had served sufficiently to identify the
doorman.

But still, for me the Headquarters as-
signment was yet new and strange, and
what the Deputy had commented con-
cerning Ugly Max intrigued me. I asked
Rask about it.

“Oh, I don’t know,” he said vaguely.
“It was some of that Cherry Hill gang
stuff. This fellow Dorson was leader of
a gang down there and Schwartz—this
‘Ugly Max’ fellow—shot him. Dorson
was supposed to be pretty much of a bad
egg—tough as they make 'em; but there
were a lot of people who liked him—he
had a way with him—and at the time that
Schwartz got him, he’d been quiet. for
quite a time.

“Anyway, the row with Dorson didn’t
have anything to do with the gang trou-
bles. There was a woman mixed up in it
somewhere.” ;

His casual dismissal of the subject
didn’t satisfy me. For one thing, I hadn’t
vet fallen into the routine of the Head-.
quarters assignment. Mainly, however,
my curiosity was whipped by the eyes I
had seen back of Schwartz’s ugly face
and by the Deputy’s suddenly broken-off
confidence regarding the man. He had
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almost told us something he wasn’t sup-
posed to. What was it?

HE DORSON CLIPPINGS filed

away in our “morgue” failed to dis-
close anything of moment. The story
they had to tell was drab enough. Essen-
tially, they chronicled a tale of long-
standing warfare between one Patrolman
Max Schwartz and the Nyo Gang—so the
clippings capitalized it—led by Tim Dor-
son. There were several clippings touch-
ing on Schwartz’s activity against the
gang and his endeavors to break it up.
Then came a story that Dorson had quit
his gangsters and had got a court at-
tendant’s job. Some six months after
this, in the chronology of the clippings,
was the fight that ended in Dorson’s
death.

Schwartz had gone to Dorson’s home
on a Sunday; neighbors said the two had
been alone; that they had heard the sound
of a bitter fight but had been too fright-
ened to investigate; that presently, when
the tumult had ceased, someone more
venturesome had opened the door of Dor-
son’s rooms on the third floor of the tene-
ment and had discovered the erstwhile
gang leader lying dead and the patrolman
near death, with deep knife-cuts in a
dozen places. One, in his abdomen, was
expected to cause his death. No one had
heard the sound of the pistol shot.

That was virtually all of it, except that
the clipping, in reciting Dorson’s history,
mentioned that he had been all alone in
the world save for a six-year-old daugh-
ter, who had been at Coney Island with
neighbors on the day of the shooting.
There were no other relatives, it was
stated. I wondered idly what had be-
come of the youngster. Too, I wondered
how Rask had gotten his idea that a
woman had been mixed up in it some-
where. There was nothing in the clip-
pings that hinted at anything of this sort.
I put it down to the passing speculation
of the reporters who had worked on the
case at the time.
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HE WHOLE BUSINESS might

have gone out of my mind had it not
been for a chance visit I paid to the First
Deputy’s office several days later. There
was no real occasion for the visit. A First’
Deputy isn’t of especial importance in a
police administration and, when the Com-
missioner is rather much of a stormy
petrel as was the one of this time, the
First Deputy and those about him are
tolerably certain to be overlooked. But
I was still somewhat curious regarding
Max Schwartz, and I trumped up an ex-
cuse for a call.

It was during the noon hour. When
I opened the door from the main corridor
into the First Deputy's suite, my first
glimpse discovered Ugly Max hunched up
over his desk with a mass of newspapers
spread out in front of him. He started
to gather all the papers hurriedly together
at the sound of the opening door, but as
he saw who it was he stopped and went
on with his reading. Walking over to
the railing, I could see that the papers
were opened to pages that were headed
“Past Performances.” Ugly Max’s atten-
tion was concentrated on them—the rac-
ing charts that gave, from day to day, a
virtual life history of every horse entered
for the races at the tracks near New York.

It came as more or less of a surprise to
me to see Max studying the racing rec-
ords. Although his personality had in-
trigued me, the idea that had been build-
ing up of him in my mind had been that
of a grouchy, disappointed, lonely man,
who had retired into a shell from which
he looked out on only one thing—retire-
ment from the force after the year or so
more that would enable him to get a full
pension. The idea was utterly at variance
with this new view of him.

“I wouldn’t ever have guessed that you
played the races, Schwartz,” I gave voice
to my mild surprise.

“Your guess would have been wrong;
I don’t play the races,” he responded,
looking up for a moment before he pro-
ceeded to write something in a small
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memorandum book for which he reached
under the heap of papers.

“It looks like it!” was my ironic re-
joinder.

He looked up again, and, although his
face gleamed as ugly as ever, there was,
unmistakably, a smile in his eyes.

“This is my recreation,” he explained.
His voice was a rasp, but I found more
in it than the first time I had heard it.
There was—let’s see—yes, there was a
human quality in it. It was evidenced
more strongly as he went on. “If I were
going to be quite elegant, I suppose I'd
tell you it was my hobby. I don’t know
as I'm wealthy enough or professional
enough to afford a hobby, but the doctors
told me, at any rate, some years ago, that
I'd have to find a hobby—and this is it.”

“The doctors? You mean that time
that you—were hurt?” .

“Yes. You see, they didn’t expect me
to get well and then when I fooled ’em”—
he was actually chuckling—“they told me
I ought to find something to keep my
mind busy; said I must have it.”

I could hardly believe that it was Ugly
Max speaking. The ideas I had been
forming of him were knocked all awry.
He was as different from what I expected
of him as a man’s second thought of a
woman is from his first thought.

“You must excuse me, though; I for-
got to ask if there was anything you
wanted. Were you looking for the Dep-
uty ?”

The semi-apologetic tone, and the
thought that he should stop to ask, added
to my bewildered state of mind regarding
him.

“No; I—I came to have a chat with
you,” I said, stammeringly.

It wasn’'t what I had intended to say,
but the surprising humanness of him
somehow or other forced it from me.

He looked sharply at me. There was a
pleased reflection in his eyes, and his
mouth drew into what might have been a
smile if it hadn’t been for the sneer that
it could not erase.

“Thanks,” he said, simply, after that
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moment’s glance. His tone was as repel-
lant as ever, but there was in it some-
thing—different.

“It isn’t often that people stop to talk
with me.”

There could be no doubt of it—he was
lonely.

“Id like to stop in very often and talk
with you, if you’d like to have me,” I
said, impulsively.

“I wish you would,” he returned.

ND SO IT WAS that whenever op-

portunity offered—two or three
times a week and, occasionally, every day
—I made my way to the ante-room of the
First Deputy Commissioner for a talk
with Ugly Max. My calls were generally
timed for the noon hour, when I could
be most sure of finding him alone, and
on each occasion I would find him poring
over the charts of “Past Performances.”
He had a way of studying the records
with an astonishingly close concentration
for a few minutes, of pausing then to
write in the memorandum book I had
noticed at the time of my first call, and
of then chatting with me for a few min-
utes before returning once more to go
through the same routine.

Those fragmentary talks were filled
with a cheerfulness of spirit that I kept
marvelling at continually. I would look
at Ugly Max’s face and see its drawn
lines, his sneering mouth, the ugly scar
on his cheek, and his cruel nose, and then
I would close my eyes or look away from
him and just listen. It developed into a
weirdly fascinating game to try to recon-
cile his appearance and his harsh, croak-
ing voice with the sprightly good cheer
of his talk.

You yourselves can see readily enough,
I imagine, why it was that the business of
Ugly Max—the why of him and the why
of what the Deputy Commissioner had
said—had no chance of getting out of my
mind.

Indeed, my curiosity, speculation, inter-
est, call it what you will, freshened and
ripened the more I saw of him.
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NCE it seemed that my curiosity was

destined to be satisfied. It was on
a day that I discovered him white with
pain, his curry-like color changed into a
pallor that was terrifying, and his lips
mumbling a soft, long-drawn “O-o-h!
0-o0-h!” that was agonizing because it
was so akin to a groan and was held
from being actually a groan only by a
powerful effort of will.

“Max! What’s wrong? What can I do
for you?”

My words rushed out to him while I
hurried to his side :

“It’s the old wound—where Dorson
knifed me,” he answered, faintly. “Don’t
mind it; I'll be all right in a minute. I
get it—every once in a while. I'm used
to it by now; I'll get over it in a minute.
Just—wait!”

It must have been torture for him to
speak; every word seemed wrung from
him by sheer will power. While I stood
impotent, wondering what to do, he spoke
again.

“I've got to stick it out, you know—got
to get my pension. It'll only be a year
and a half more—then—then—I won't
mind.”

“Max! You musn’t try to talk,” I or-
dered.

It had taken fully a minute for him to
say that last brief word; the pain of it
hurt me.

A thought came to me suddenly.

“You ought to retire now, Max. You’ve
been twenty-three years on the force, and
you'd been entitled to a pretty fair pen-
sion, even now! You're really sick, you
know, and it comes from that old injury
—in the line of duty.”

He straightened up quickly; the drawn
lines were, somehow, pulled from his face,

“I could have done that eight years
azo,” he growled. “I wouldn’t let them
do it. I've got to get my full pension.
I've stuck it out this long, and, by the
T'ternal, I'm going to stick to it! It’s
cnly a year and a half more. I must do
i“! T must! I want my full pension, I
tell you, and I'm going to get it!”
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HE LAST SENTENCE was fairly

shouted at me. I hardly knew what
to make of it. Then his insistent repeti-
tion that he must have his full pension
came home tq me. I began to see a light.
In spite of the short time of my assign-
ment at Headquarters, it had already been
long enough to make me feel that the
city’s pension system for its policemen
was about as iniquitous and unfair a thing
as could possibly be devised. Under it, a
man could join the force at the age of
twenty-one, serve for twenty-five years,
develop some minor hurt or find a com-
plaisant surgeon, and retire on half-pay
for the rest of his life—eleven hundred
and eighty dollars a year as long as he
lived, if-he were only a first-grade patrol-
man at the time of retirement; more if he
were of higher rank. On the other hand,
if, before he had served twenty-five years,
he should be terribly injured in the per-
formance of his duty, so injured that he
would be compelled to retire, perhaps so
crippled that he could do nothing what-
ever to support himself, he would not be
entitled to half-pay but only to a portion
of that, based on the number of years he
had served. And there had been instances
of patrolmen who had been on the force
only two or three years, who had been
crippled for life in doing their duty against
great odds, who could never hope to do
anything that would aid in supporting
themselves, and the pension given them
under the law could be only a pittance!
And yet these others, who might not have
done a single worth-while thing in twenty-

- five years, could retire, sure of eleven hun-

dred and eighty dollars a year, and find
other jobs that would enable them, with
the pension, to live in luxury!

O THAT was it! Max had, in some
way, gotten himself so patched to-
gether eight years ago that he had been
able to pass the board of police surgeons
when they would have retired him, and he
had held on to get his full pension!
“Does it mean so much to you, Max?"
My question voiced the thought that
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was in me. It had all the effect of a
heart stimulant. He turned suddenly to
stare at me, and his face flushed vividly.

“Forget it; there's nothing to it,” he
assured. “See! I'm all right, now. Let
me see—did I ever show you the record
I've been keeping in these eight years of
my hobby ?”

AX’S abrupt shifting of the subject

showed clearly that he wished no
questions along the line that his pain and
weakness had made him reveal to a de-
gree. Even had I thought of questioning,
he gave no chance for it; for he opened
the memorandum book that had become
associated in my mind with his study of
“Past Performances” and spread the book
in front of me.

“Just see here how I've been improv-
ing!” he said, his tone all pride.

His fingers shifted rapidly from page to
page of the book, pausing here and there
to point out and dwell on a series of
entries that were marked either “W” or
“L.” The handwriting was very small,
almost microscopic. I had to look closely
to make out that each page bore a record
of four or five days, the section devoted
to each day having, as I saw, the names
of three horses in each of six races.

It was quite plain that Ugly Max had
been endeavoring, in the years of his
hobby, to select the horses in one, two,
three order of finish in the racing meets
he had studied. In the early pages, “L”
was sprinkled opposite his selections with
fair regularity. As the pages continued,
“W” found place oftener; and, finally, for
a number of pages, “L” was written not
more than six or seven times to a page,
with but few exceptions.

“Max!”

My voice reflected astonished surprise.

“Does the ‘W’ mean ‘Won’ and the ‘L’,
‘Lost’?”

“That’s the answer.

“His speech was a gratified pride.

“For a year or two now I've been hit-
ting ’em almost on the head.”

“And you don't bet!”
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“Not a bit. You see, that's the trouble
with the racing. If it weren't for the bet-
ting, I could come pretty close to getting
them all right every single day by this
time.”

“Good Lord, man, you're close enough!
Why, you could make a fortune in no
time!”

“No.” :

He shook his head.

“Just as surg as I'd bet, just so sure
would my judgment be wrong. I'll tell
you why. Most races are honest, you
know, but there are many that aren’t:
And those that aren’t, the betting is re-
sponsible for. When you bet—there’s
money. And when people are thinking of
money they—a good many of ’em—do a
lot of things that are pretty crooked. I
don’t mean the people who own the horses
think about the money; but there are so
many people between them and the horses
who do. It’s such an easy way to make
money, you see. Of course, in a few
cases you can’t depend on the horses; but
in most cases you can’t depend on the
people. I think if it wasn’t for that, I
could come pretty near a hundred per
cent in my selections.”

“Still, I can’t see—" my voice all pro-
test—“I can’t see why you don’t bet, just
once in a while.”

“I don’t believe in it,” he answered
simply. “But don’t say anything more
about it. I think I've been preaching
enough. Besides, you forget that it’s just
a hobby.”

T WASN'T till T left him that the

strangeness of it all came fully to me.
When it did, I found myself wondering
on the one hand about the mystery I fan-
cied lurked somewhere in Max’s insistence
on being able to retire on full half-pay
pension, and on the other about the
oddity of his hobby and his well-nigh
Puritanical protest against profiting by it.
The whole thing seemed a jumble of con-
tradictions, out of which, however, my
initial thought regarding him became
more strongly developed than ever.
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There was no apparent opportunity to
go further into it after that one day. I
saw Ugly Max often, but there could be
no mistaking his air of reserve when I
sought to introduce the general subject
of pensions and from which the talk might
have been led by easy stages to his own
particular case. For about two months
matters continued this way. Then, one
noon-time, I found Max missing from
his post. Another patrolman was substi-
tuting at the railing in the First Deputy’s
office.

“Where’s Ugly Max?” I asked; the
pseudonym had long since travelled
through the entire department.

“Sick.”

An idea came to me instantly with the
monosyllabic answer.

“Know where he lives?”

“No, but I guess the Deputy, or his
secretary, can tell you.”

I waited until the Deputy Commissioner
returned from lunch and then asked him
to give me Ugly Max’s address. When
he hesitated, I told him of the friendship
we had been building up in the outer office
for several months.

ATE that afternoon, I went up to

Ugly Max’s place. His home was on
the second floor of a comfortable-looking
oldtime apartment house. A girl about
thirteen or fourteen years old—a dark-
haired, dark-eyed, sober-faced, fascinat-
ingly pretty little miss—came to the door
in answer to my ring and answered my
inquiry for Patrolman Schwartz.

“Daddy Max? Yes, he’s ill. I'm sure
he’ll be glad to know someone’s inquiring
for him. Won'’t you come in?”

I hadn’t known Max was married;
hadn’t thought of it, in fact, but this was
obviously a daughter. I followed the
youngster on in, thinking the while that
it was good to find my preconceived fan-
cies mistaken—Ugly Max wasn’t alone in
the world as I had always, for some rea-
son or other, imagined him; he had a
family, a wife, to care for him. But when
the girl had led me to the room where
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Max lay in bed, I found that he was
alone. He was groaning softly.

“Max, can I do anything for you?”

My voice aroused him as if it had been
an alarm clock.

“You! What are you doing here?”

His voice, pain-racked, sounded more
than ordinarily sharp.

“They told me at Headquarters that
you were sick.”

“But I'm not supposed to be sick—I'm
not officially sick; the Deputy said he
wouldn’t report it. If he has, they’ll come
and examine me, and I'll have to retire—
and I'm not sick—I'm not sick, I tell you.”

He spoke gruffly, feverishly, almost de-
liriously.

“Of course not, Max,” I soothed. “It
was only that I missed you and asked the
Deputy about you—told him what friends
we’d become. He gave me your address.”

I did not mention speaking to the sub-
stitute in the outer