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Charles Hoy Fort's Short Stories 


Introduction




Charles Hoy Fort attained an international reputation as the author of four iconoclastic books and was described in his obituary as the "Foe of Science" by the New York Times in 1932. Fort expressed his doubts about prevailing scientific doctrines and called into question "data" which was shunned or ignored by most scientists. Fort's heretical views expressed in The Book of the Damned (1919), New Lands (1923), Lo! (1931), and Wild Talents (1932) have attracted an audience largely among those interested in his "data" of strange phenomena, such as sea-serpents and poltergeists, and among science fiction writers, who were inspired by Fort's speculations upon interplanetary visitors. Although these books have been reprinted several times, Fort's other writings have been neglected by all but a handful of writers, including Damon Knight and Sam Moskowitz. 

Growing up in Albany, New York, Charles Hoy Fort entertained himself and his younger brothers, Raymond and Clarence, with imaginary stories; but, Charles also tried writing up some of these stories, as was recounted by his brother, Raymond: 

...In the later years at high school he showed marked ability in writing and was considered to be quite a wit among his friends. While in high school he wrote numerous stories and sent them to various magazines and they were accepted and published. These stories were all based upon some actual happening, some school boy prank or an expedition in the country. He would take some little incident and embellish it and make a story of it, and then we would all have the pleasure of reading about ourselves in a magazine. He always used our real first names. 

While still in high school, Charles started working as a reporter for the Albany Argus, (alias The Democrat); and, he, (alias "we"), recounted in his autobiography, Many Parts, one of the consequences of his reporting (with his father and step-mother, alias "they" and "our new mother"), and his enjoyment in writing: 

...we saw in our calling the attractiveness that all but actors see in the actor's calling. Describing scenes and conditions in the park; making the weatherman the object of old-time pleasantries; finding material in the incidents in a badly paved street. 

Why, at home, our new mother was afraid to speak, we turning her gossip into "copy," though trying to disguise so as to get her into no trouble. 

"What was said?" We with ears wide-open. Our new mother glancing from them to us meaningly. They irritated and scornful, refusing to believe that we could write anything, thinking, when they could trace about-town gossip to us that someone else had patched it up for us. 

They repeating, "What was said?" Our new mother gossiping; we with note book, scrawling on it in our pocket. 

And we had a reaching-out feeling, wanting to write more important, little stories. If we could only produce something with a plot in it, and with characters that we could make speak and act, as if we had created them! There were luring and wonderfulness in this feeling of creative instinct, of which we had only desire for it; seemed god-like to take a pencil, and then let things happen. 

In 1892, Fort left from Albany at the age of eighteen years to work as a reporter for the Brooklyn edition of the New York World and later as the editor of the Woodhaven Independent during its brief existence. 

Fort's pursuit of a career in writing led him to make a tour of as much of the world as he could afford. From a house, which was his part of an inheritance from his grandfather, (Peter V.V. Fort), he obtained a rent of twenty-five dollars a month. Working his way when he could, paying his way when he couldn't, or, when all else failed, living the life of a tramp catching freights and sleeping in culverts, Fort saw the United States, Britain, South Africa, and ports-of-call in South America. In 1896, he returned to New York City and married Annie Elizabeth Filing, whom he had known in Albany; and, after a brief honeymoon to Maine and Newfoundland, they made their home in New York City. 

Charles Fort had been raised in a prosperous home in Albany. His grandfather and father worked as grocers; and, though his brother Raymond worked in the family business when grown, Charles only worked there as a boy, with great reluctance. His life in New York City was one of poverty for the next two decades. Not until after the deaths of his father, (Charles Nelson Fort in 1912), his step-mother, (Blanche Evelyn Whitney Fort in 1913), and his paternal uncle, (Frank A. Fort in 1916), did he receive a sufficient share of his grandfather's estate to enable him to pursue his library researches and writing on a full-time basis. As Fort wrote to Theodore Dreiser, in 1916: "[Annie] insists that now I must almost always have a nice clean shirt on...I'm doomed. I must take my place among barbers and policemen and firemen and their wives, or in fact become a member of a class that in the past has been far, far above me." Fort and his wife lived in the tenement slums of New York and worked whenever and wherever they could find work. Yet, under these abject conditions, Fort gathered much of the material he would use in his short stories and his one novel, The Outcast Manufacturers (1909). 

Fort wrote from his experiences and what he witnessed. Thus, his stories are based upon camping experiences he had at the YMCA camp on Lake Champlain at Westport, New York; he had been a newspaper reporter in Brooklyn; he had lived in boarding houses and had led the life of a vagabond; and, he had dwelt among the tenements of New York City and had probably blistered his hands unloading the brick barges from Haverstraw. 

Fort's development as a writer of fiction was hampered by his experimentation with various styles. In Many Parts, his efforts to disguise family members, (who were still alive when various drafts were written between 1901 and 1904), with vague identities made it difficult to read. Fort also experimented in using a "visualizing curtain," of paper smudged with pencil-markings or candle smoke, to stimulate his imagination. Another method of writing involved extensive collections of notes, a vast collection of about sixty-thousand were used to write his books of strange phenomena; and, an earlier collection of notes was recounted by Dreiser: 

Once he had, as I recall now, a little shelf with little boxes, pigeon holes, really. And these he filled with little pieces of paper on which were written descriptive sentences, sentences that gave descriptions of what he would see when he was out walking or anywhere else. It was amazing: the force and beauty of these sentences or descriptions in some of these packages. Once, as I recall, one slip described a night market scene in New York as resembling a torch light procession going down one side of the street and coming back the other. I got so excited over these things that I said, `Here, I'll buy these of you. They are better than any thesaurus, a new help to letters.' But he said: no, he might have some use for them sometime, maybe. But as usual with Fort, he finally wearied of them and then destroyed them." 

Less than a third of Many Parts has survived; and, whatever novels were written before 1905 were probably torn up and burned by Fort himself, as happened to his later novels, X, Y, and Z. 

Fortunately, Fort met Theodore Dreiser in his efforts to sell some of his short stories. In 1931, Dreiser recounted this episode in an interview: 

He discovered me by walking in on me when I was editing Smith's Magazine and so long ago as 1905. He was, as I thought, writing the best humorous short stories that I have ever seen produced in America. They were realistic, so wise, so ironic, and in some ways, so amusing, and in their way beautiful. I bought them for Smith's Magazine, which as I have just said I was then editing for Street and Smith in 1904 and 1905. Fort came to me with these stories; and since I had never read any like them anywhere, I decided that he was certain to make a great reputation. Some of his writings suggested mental clowning, but they had wisdom and beauty, an entirely different kind of mood and material viewpoint. I think I published six or seven or eight. And other editors did the same. And among ourselves, Richard Duffy of Tom Watson's, Charles Agnew MacLean of the Popular Magazine, and others, we loved to talk of him and his future: a new and rare literary star. But presently, he quit writing them. That was after I left Smith's and became the editor of Hampton's Magazine. That is, after I became editor of Hampton's, I sent for him and told him that now that I had moved I wanted more. Also that there I could pay him much more: one hundred or one hundred and twenty-five dollars as against twenty or thirty, or even perhaps forty dollars, which was what he used to get from Street and Smith's, and others, I presume, but no more. More, as I understood it at that time, he needed the money; for always, as I knew, he lived on about five cents a day, and I thought for him this larger price would be a great incentive and that he would give me as many stories as I wished. But imagine my astonishment, as well as chagrin, when most calmly he announced that he wasn't writing short stories anymore. No. He was working on a new book, X, and nothing could take him away from that. 

"Well, then," I said, "what about those others? Aren't you going to collect and publish those?" 

His answer was no, he would never let me or anyone have them published that way, since he didn't want to be identified with those stories, if you please, or if you can imagine such a thing! He was going to do an entirely different sort of thing, and so those stories could do him no good, but only harm. Imagine! Well, I was pretty mad. But the stories were his. 

...Often since, I have asked him to allow me to get these stories together in a book, but he will not permit it. 

The reason given by Fort to Dreiser for refusing to have his short stories published may not have been entirely straight-forward. He did not give up writing short stories. Dreiser may have found the real reason Fort did not seek to have them reprinted when interviewing Annie Fort in September of 1933, after Fort's death. Asked about what she knew of his short stories, Annie stated: 

He had a bunch of them in magazines. One day he went away in a temper and told me that he was never coming back. So I threw away all his old junk; and then he came back the next morning, and asked, "Where are all my magazines?" I said I threw them all away. 

The true reason, thus, may have been that Fort no longer had copies of his own stories, did not wish to confess what had happened to them, and did not feel compelled to seek them out again with his new line of writing attracting another audience. 

In Chapter 24 of Wild Talents, he provides a comparison between the writings of scientists and himself: 

...there is a big difference between "authoritative pronouncements"' and my expressions. It is the difference between sub-atomic events and occurrences in boarding houses. The difference is in many minds--unlike my mind, to which all things are phenomena, and to which all records are, or may be, data--in which electrons and protons are dignified little things, whereas boarders and tramps on park benches can't be taken solemnly. 

Fort's wry humor continued into his later works. He portrayed some dogmatic scientists as buffoons; but, he would also mock himself for playing the part of a mischievous character. One deviation from this humor was in the dark slice-of-life story "Had To Go Somewhere," published in 1910, which apparently was an experiment in style too shocking even for Dreiser's tastes. 

The short stories of Charles Fort which are collected into this book constitute most, (if not all), of those originally published between 1905 and 1907, one from 1910, and one which was found only in a copy of the typescript. These have all been identified with Fort's name as the author or from other records; but, there are titles to other stories, which may have been published anonymously or which never survived past the galley proofs. For example, Dreiser thought that one might have appeared in Everybody's Magazine, but none by Fort is to be found therein. Others, known by only by titles and not located, include: "The Cow that Passed the Regents," "His Face Now Anothers," "The Day of Two Sunsets," and "His Thanksgiving Dinner for Everybody," (which was to have appeared in the New Broadway Magazine of October 1907, but didn't). An incomplete typescript copy of "She Became Similar" was discovered but is not included. 





I Meddled 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


When I was on the staff of a Brooklyn newspaper, I learned that every female inhabitant of Brooklyn was an amateur actress, and every male inhabitant sang in a male quartet. Everybody in Brooklyn belonged to a lodge of some kind, and every lodge gave a theatrical performance when it had no one to initiate and had nothing else to do. In small theaters and large halls, and small halls and every kind of a hall, this vice broke out. We were pestered with it. Gilt-edged cards, with cupids or masks on them, came in every mail, and most of our night assignments were theatrical performances -- for hopeless actresses and hopeless tenors would buy many copies of the newspaper with their names in it to send throughout the country to every one they had ever known. 

When programs were sent, we would not bother to go to a performance, but would just make a list of the participants and write our criticisms at home. It is very easy to be a dramatic critic. Start with the first name on a program and write "credible rendition" after it; go on with "lifelike interpretation," and tack on to some one else "dramatic intensity." When we had nothing else to do, we wrote out a dozen criticisms in advance, and then filled in with names from night to night. 

One evening I really went to one of these performances. It was given by the Vampire Benevolent Association; genius was to be turned loose, a fifteen-page letter told us. Some Exalted Mightiness met me at the door of the hall, and, learning that I came from a newspaper, introduced me to some other lodge member, who had paid for enough degrees to make him a Sublime Majesty. His Sublimity led me through a crowd of stationers and plumbers and boss carpenters, who were Highnesses and Enormities and Monstrosities, to the table reserved for the press, where reporters sat with pads of copy paper, upon which they would not bother to take notes, in front of them and all their hats telescoped in a toppling pile. It was then that I met Madeline Firscape. 

Old Firscape, who wore regalia and insignia and escutcheons of such altitude that he could scarcely breathe, though he was also very fat, drew me aside. 

Regalia rolled in billows, as the old fellow wheezed: 

"I don't like this sort of thing; it's only amateur, but sometimes that leads to the real stage, doesn't it?" 

I was not sure. 

"Well, my daughter will have her way and play-act here, and so long as she will have her way about it, I want you to give her a good send-off. You'll write up a good little puff? Well, here's something for yourself. I don't want you to go to any trouble for nothing. I'm a business man and know what business methods are." 

Seeming to forget the ethics of my calling, I accepted what he offered me. It was the worst two-cent cigar I have ever seen. But then I became acquainted with Madeline, and, when she pretended fear of me because I was "one of those awful critics," I was as charmed as any ordinary reporter would be to be called a critic. 

Madeline was ossified on the stage; she had no joints and spoke in shrill tones, like chalk rubbed on slate. She walked like scissors, and her gesticulations were as unmeaning as the fluttering of a family wash in the wind. But, instead of fairly dividing "creditable rendition," "lifelike interpretation" and "dramatic intensity" among the cast, I lavished them all upon Madeline and would have bestowed other phrases upon her had I had any more in stock -- for she had called me a critic; and to Madeline Firscape, body and typewriter, I belonged. 

It was pleasant to "belong." Many evenings when the city editor sent me to lectures and meetings of various kinds, I went to see Madeline, and then returned to the office to write up the assignments as if I had gone where I was sent. And with Old Firscape I was getting along very well, loudly admiring him every time he took another degree in his lodge, humbly looking up to him as he towered, more exalted and more altitudinous, upon superlatives in an awesome mass. 

But then my assignment was a big church fair, and I had to go to the church every night to keep count of how much was made for charity and of the popular beauty voting contest. So it was that for a week I had not seen Madeline. Then one evening Old Firscape met me. He was excited. 

The old fellow wheezed: "Madeline is missing! For three days nothing has been seen of her, and if you can help me, I'll have you jumped to a Chief Powerfulness in our lodge without taking any intermediate degrees. I want you to keep this out of the newspapers. Can you? Such a story going around can do no good for any reputation. Madeline will come back and explain, I am sure. But nothing must get in the papers about her. Now, I'm not asking you to do this for nothing, even though I feel I can count upon your friendship for us. No, you must not refuse! Right is right." He gave me the worst three-cent cigar I have ever heard of. 

Of course Madeline would return, and of course she would explain. I, too, was sure of this. But how to keep the story from the newspapers? Even with our own paper I felt some delicacy about trying to have anything suppressed; it would look like using my position unprofessionally. With the editor of no other paper had I any influence. 

"Just the same, it must be done!" I cried. "Come down to the drug store with me, and you telephone to the office, asking for Mr. Buttling, because my voice would be recognized." 

The old fellow wheezed and trotted to the drug store with me, and, calling up Editor Buttling, said over the wire what I told him to say. He trusted me absolutely; he repeated what I whispered to him without thinking what he was saying. Then the old fellow turned to glare at me as murderously as a fat old fellow could glare. 

I had made him telephone: "Madeline Firscape, aged twenty-three, has been missing from her home for the past three days." 

"Go on with all the details," I whispered. And my possible father-in-law, as if thinking that no more harm could be done and he might as well tell all, told that his daughter was the well-known amateur, then adding all about himself, though posing as some one else, and mentioning just what financial standing and importance he imagined his was. 

"Who is this? Who's speaking?" Editor Buttling asked. 

I whispered: "Jerry O'Toole." 

"Oh, it is, hey? Well, that's enough for me! I'm sorry, but we have no space for your interesting little story to-day." 

We telephoned to another newspaper. A reporter took down the story at the other end of the wire, but when he learned the name his informant had assumed he said: 

"You'll have to tell that to some one else, Jerry. You faked so hard on that last invention of yours that you need a rest. Good-by." 

Similar interviews were held over the wire with every other newspaper office in the city. And the next day, when Editor Buttling received an anonymous letter, probably from some neighbor, telling of the disappearance of Madeline Firscape, he gave it no credence. 

He grunted: "Jerry O'Toole's at it again! I told him yesterday that this story of some client of his wouldn't work. He's the best press-agent in town, but he can't take me in this way." So it was that not a word of this matter was printed by any newspaper, as the name of Jerry O'Toole cast discredit upon every tip of Madeline's disappearance that was received in the offices of the city. 

Madeline came back. I was told of her return and went up to the Firscape home, perhaps not to be honored, but to be appreciated as one who had staved off disgrace and saved a reputation. Madeline could explain all, I was sure. But suppose she would not? I should trust her, anyway. 

"Monster!" cried Madeline. "Wretch! You have spoiled my mystery by your stupid meddling. Here I have accepted a place with the Skeeters Stock Company, and, because of your stupidity, shall have to join it with no advertising in advance. Monster, depart!" 

Oh, well! Madeline's nose was too thin, anyway. I never did like any of the colors of her hair. I never had cared for the cast in her eye. I went down to spend the evening with Mamie Willow. 





In a Newspaper Office 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


We saw a head thrust in the doorway; the door closed on its neck. It was so high that we wondered who was standing on a chair. Cheek bones that went up, mustache ends that went down, long thin nose, and sunburn all over; that is the face that looked in so long that we were well acquainted with it before a camel's hump of an Adam's apple and a high collar with a red ribbon for a necktie followed. Then came lankness that ended in trouser ends crumpled from being pushed into boots. 

He looked around as if our office, which was only the Brooklyn edition of a New York newspaper, were one of the marvels of the world; and then, by a series of angles, just as you would fold up a metal ruler by its joints, an angle at his ankles, an angle at his knees, another at his waist, he sat down. 

I paid him no attention. "Doc" White began to write, and Foster studied a notebook. We were on salary and were not straining our eyes for extra work; we never saw callers who might have stories that some one would be sent out on. But young Bingler, who was on space, looked interested. The more he wrote the more he was paid; and that boy had a vocabulary that would astonish if not pain you; for "mundane sphere" he was paid twice as much as for "earth," so polysyllabic he always was, and of a man slipping on a banana peel could write a book. A generous young fellow, but space-writing makes one so mean that he had been known to turn "Smith" into "Smithers" for three more letters. You can figure out that gain for yourself; sixteen hundred words to the column, and for a column four dollars and a half. 

Said Bingler: "Well, is there anything we can do for you?" 

The caller rose and rose and kept on rising. When all of him was in a straight line, he asked: 

"Are you the editor?" 

That was flattery, indeed; Bingler was so young that the last caller had thought him the office boy. 

Said Bingler: "Well, no, I can't say that. But the editor is busy, and I'll do as well." 

"Then can you give me a job? I've been on several Vermont papers and want to catch on down here." 

Said Bingler, shortly: "There are no vacancies." Of course a space writer would say that. Bingler would be glad to see the staff cut in half, whereas we on salary had been grumbling for a month. Bonner had been discharged for using his position for something not unlike swindling, and no one had taken his place. 

"There's no doubt about the vacancy," grumbled Foster; "but that specimen would never do." 

Now I'm practical and don't go in for sentimentality, but I must admit that I can be sympathetic when I have a good business reason for being sympathetic. 

"Why don't you give him a chance?" I asked. Another man would take the navy yard at least from my burdens, and burdens have no attraction for me. 

I said: "There's the editor inside that partition; speak to him." 

"Need anyone?" said the city editor. "Not at present. I have three men more than I can keep busy now." Just like him to say that! How about me, I wanted to know! I certainly was not of the unoccupied three, and, leaning back, I thought bitterly of my burdens. 

The sun-out Vermonter returned to his chair. Well, it was at Bonner's desk, and he was in no one's way; so, if he wanted to rest, let him. 

He seemed to be having a pleasant time of it. He had a large and bulgy scrapbook with him. And, looking over newspaper clippings in it, he chuckled. Then he must have found something funnier yet, for up went a bony hand, and he hid his mouth with rows of knuckles. He tried to read some more, but positively had to shut that book; seemingly there were such humorous things in it that he could not read and control his mirth. 

The city editor -- "Old Buttons" we called him -- stirred uneasily, coming out to walk up and down the aisle between desks, as he would after sitting too long. 

He stopped before the figure convulsed over the scrapbook and darted out a long finger that bent backward at the tip, which was his way of beginning when he had anything to say. 

"I believe I told you I had nothing at present." 

"Oh, yes." 

"Well?" 

"Well, I'm waiting; just waiting. Perhaps you'll have something in the future for me." He returned to the scrapbook, but what he read there was seemingly so humorous that he had to snap the covers and gaze at the ceiling to conceal his delight. 

And Old Buttons went back to his roll-top desk. So unaccustomed to being disregarded was he that he seemed at a loss; it was an experience for which he was not prepared. 

I was pleased with Vermonter and the uneasy city editor; they helped to while away the time until evening, when I went out to report a political meeting and a speech. Not that any reporting was necessary. Just describe any meeting you've seen, and the description will do. As to the speech -- it was in typewriting, but there were not enough copies enough to go around. Bungway of the Standard got a copy, and I went with him to his room to take it down, both of us agreeing at what points to interpolate "Applause!" "Laughter!" "Great Applause!" Had a pleasant evening, taking a nap in Bungway's operating chair, bought because it was a bargain; formidable looking but comfortable. 

Went back to the office, where Tinkler, the night editor, asked me how near I got to the meeting; the long-drawn Vermonter was still there. 

At eleven o'clock in the morning, he had not gone. Foster, who as emergency man had closed the office, said that the caller had spent a pleasant night, refreshing himself from a bundle of ham sandwiches and reading his scrapbook. 

Said Foster: "It's chuck filled with his own stories written for Vermont sheets, he told me. I couldn't be bothered to read them, but he says they're not at all bad." 

Old Buttons strode out into the general office. His stride seemed to indicate fear that another defeat would cost him his authority over the staff. 

"Didn't I tell you yesterday that I had nothing for you?" 

"You said `at present.'" 

"Well?" 

"Well, that was yesterday." 

"Now, see here, there's nothing today." 

"Then perhaps there will be to-morrow." 

I began to hope. Perseverance will do a good deal, you know; and if he could only wear Old Buttons into taking him on, there would be a burden taken from me. The truth is I had as much to do as any three on the staff, and not a cent more for it. Between you and me, I'd have written his stories for him, just to show him how to write, for the sake of having another man. I believe I have said I am a pretty practical fellow, but I'm not without my grain of human kindness, and I began to plan to help the poor devil. You know yourself that it was not right that I should have to do the work of three men. 

But Old Buttons! 

The old fellow looked at the Green Mountain stack of joints. 

"To-morrow never comes; you'll be tired waiting," he said. 

Of course we laughed more or less heartily at that, and the old fellow's self-respect was restored so that he could go back and look over marriage announcements in search of notices a year or so late, which is the way most of our romances were found. 

I went to the vacant room next door and took a little nap on two chairs, for I had been brutally overworked; and, as there was no assignment for me, it was evening before I returned to the office. Went to a hospital, where I had a smoke and a nip with the house surgeon, who convinced me that reports of negligence and cruelty were unfounded. Sent out on something else, as you may be sure. Always something for me to do, poor drudge that I was! 

It was midnight when I got back to the office. Vermonter was looking over his scrapbook, lifting knuckles to his long, thin grin. 

The night editor suddenly chuckled. He was up to some of his nonsense, for he looked at Foster and me for moral support. 

Said the night editor: "You want an assignment, my friend?" Night editor was not much of a position; dignity was too trying, and he had to turn to a little pleasantry now and then. 

Vermonter went up like the lengths of a telescope and saluted. 

"Well, you go down to this address and see Mr. Grayson. Ask him about the comet, and don't come back without a good interview. We have a cut to go with it." 

Ethan Allan stepped over chairs, desks and a newspaper rack to make a straight line for the door. 

I said: "Don't count on me, when that fellow comes back. I don't want any `Continental Congresses' and `Great Jehovahs' thrown at me! You can play Ticonderoga with him by yourself." For I very well knew old Grayson, who went to bed at nine o'clock, was frenzied by the sight of a reporter, and was made rabid by the mere mention of astronomy, because a star expert had run off with his daughter. Old Grayson did not know a comet from a moon. 

Ethan came back in an hour. 

"Well?" said the night editor. He looked to assure himself that we were still there. 

Said Ethan: "There's no use handing in that interview; it's unfit for publication and would use up all your blanks. I punched him in the eye, though just easy, to brush his teeth out of my chest." To this day, of that interview we knew no more. 

The simple fellow went back to his desk, seeming to think that, having had an assignment, he had a right to be there. To one of my worldly wisdom and experience it seemed pitiable to see the uncouth, ingenuous fellow down here, where he could never take care of himself, and could never learn the sharpness of city ways. 

Next morning was Thursday--pay-day. The boys were making out their bills. Green Mountains was still there. Bingler turned in a roll of columns pasted together, as long as one of those ribbon paper-strips we made swords and guns of when very young. Green Mountains got a bill head from the office boy and, dating it, wrote on it. He went to the roll-top desk and handed it in. 

Then Old Buttons glared. 

He said: "Young man, I've been easy with you, letting you sit here out of the cold, thinking perhaps you didn't know much of city ways, but impertinence is going too far. What's this bill for? You charge for wearing out a chair? Just take that trunkful of humor of yours and find the way to the stairs, if you haven't forgotten; it's so long since you came in." 

Green Mountains, with lean face devoid of expression, stood holding out the bill. 

Old Buttons snatched it. 

"Forty cents? What for?" 

"Last night I had an assignment that brought no space, so I'm turning in for time." 

"It's true," said I, though trying to protect the night editor. "Tinkler had something brought in about the `ring' and thought it was a fake, and had no one else to send out." 

Old Buttons growled: "Mr. Tinkler had no business to do that; he should have waited for some one to come in. Where were you? Asleep somewhere again?" Then turning to the Vermonter, he cried: "By heavens! You want an assignment?" 

Said Green Mountains: "By heavens, I do, but prefer it without comets or stars!" 

"Then," said Old Buttons, "then -- " He meant to give the fellow something that no one could do. Not an impossibility could he think of; so he said, good-naturedly: "Here, go out on this clipping. You may be able to work it up. If you can handle this satisfactorily, I may have something else. I have three men more than necessary, but you may try pot luck." 

I followed Bennington Monument to the hall and asked him what the assignment was. One likes to find out about things when having nothing else to do. 

Monument showed me the clipping: a pet dog buried by sailors in the navy yard. And, between you and me, Old Buttons must have thought it over and picked out that assignment purposely. It was the hardest kind to write. If bungling with a humorous story, at the worst one will be guilty of only nonsense or farce. But pathos! It's a precarious plunge through mawkishness and falsity to pathos lying beyond. Few ever get beyond. 

"Well, good luck to you!" I said. But to myself I said: "Such a story could never be written by this map of Lake Champlain." 

Now, whether it is in the best of taste or not, the truth is, that pathos is in my line. I have written stories that have brought tears to my eyes. I have written stories that have made me exclaim to myself: "After all, you must be a pretty good fellow to have such depth of feeling as this!" To be sure, Old Buttons did not share my opinion of me--I am frank, you see. He held me strictly to facts and routine, so that very seldom had I opportunities. And there was I, longing for just a bit of pathetic work now and then, as I have known those in serious walks to turn at times to jest and nonsense, or if comedians, to yearn for tragedy. 

I would do something generous. I really wanted to help this poor, green fellow, for the truth is, that I could no longer stand the strain of doing three men's work; and unless there was another on the staff, likely enough I should break down. 

I had covered my morning's work, having returned from a tour of the municipal buildings, where I sat and gossiped with janitors to while away the time. For several hours I could have a little greatly needed rest. 

Do you know what I did? Run down from overwork as I was, I sat down and wrote the dog story myself. No one would know, for I can write two hands; my naturally ornamental style and the cultivated newspaper hand of fat, squatty letters easily read. 

The subject interested me from the beginning. I wrote it emotionally; I wrote it straight from what I felt. On my word, I had never before done anything so good, and I have never done anything so good since. You know how it is -- I'm trying to be simply frank and not boastful -- but at least once in his life a tyro may be moved so that his work may be as good as that of a master of the writing art. I'm no tyro, of course, but we'll say that something like this was the way with me. 

So I wrote about the little dog and its fate, and the sailors, hard and rough, but with hearts that could be touched, after all. 

I was still writing when Maple Sugar returned, having written and rewritten. 

His scrapbook was still under his arm, though he dared not look at it for fear of doubling his forehead to his knees. 

He whispered over my shoulder: "Was it only something funny I could turn out what would jolt your ribs, but I must say I've got a good story, as it is." 

I really felt sorry for him. Even his conceit, which is a failing that I detest, seemed mere ingenuousness. He little thought what I was doing for him, through pure compassion and no other motive; I finished my story, having taken great pains, which seemed more than he was capable of, just as he was writing the last page of his. Up in the right-hand corner I signed his name, which I had learned, for it was in enormous letters on his scrapbook, and placed the copy on the desk of the copy reader, who was too busy to look up. 

And then trouble! In a moment the obelisk would turn in his story. How account for two? Suppose his should be read first and slung into the basket! It might be months before we should again come so close to having another man on the staff. Of course, I was not sure, but I could feel that my story would give him Bonner's desk, and that his would mean -- freighting it back to Vermont! 

And there was his story on top of mine on the copy reader's desk. 

Old Buttons called me. 

He said: "It's about time you had something to do. I should think you'd be ashamed to see Foster doing his work and most of yours! Well?" 

I laughed. Old Buttons would have his joke, though from his glare you would never have believed him joking. 

He said: "Make half a column of this new library; here is all the data. Don't let me speak again about this lounging and shifting work off onto others." 

Would have his joke, setting on to me, because, of course, I understood him; then, equally of course, he would not admit that I was doing the work of three others. In returning to my desk, I snapped Vermont's story from the top of the pile of copy. 

And not a moment too soon. Old Buttons called to the copy reader: 

"Mr. Knobscot, let me see that young man's story. Alfred!" And the office boy slouched from desk to desk. 

Then Old Buttons and Knobscot were reading copy. 

Old Buttons said -- well, the accepted spelling seems to be "Ugh!" It was more like "Rrrjjkwww!" 

He said: "Oh, dear, dear, dear! What, what, what!" 

Vermonter could be aroused, after all. I glanced at the story I had taken from the pile on the desk. It was something that Foster had placed there while Old Buttons was joking with me. Then how account for the story I had written? For the copy reader was looking it over, and, though I was troubled, I was pleased to see that he was moved by it. 

"Rubbish!" shouted Old Buttons. He never had any self-control when looking at bad work. 

Said Knobscot: "Well, this business has its compensations, after all! This is great! It's worth the wading and threshing to strike something like this once in a while!" And there I could never have credit, because authorship could not be owned by me. 

"Rot! Let this be the last of it! Silly! Foolish!" shouted Old Buttons. 

Knobscot, laying down the copy, said: "This is great and real! To come across something like this only once a year, makes everything worth while!" 

And angry Vermonter cried: "At any rate, give me back my stuff! It's not going to be pasted on your wall to be laughed at the next ten years! 

"Ain't mine!" he added, as Old Buttons jabbed the manuscript at him. 

"That's mine," he said to Knobscot. "It's all right, is it?" 

"The best in years!" 

In some way the manuscripts had been mixed, after all. 

And, although the office boy was suspected, no one knows to this day who wrote my story. Altogether, it was a pretty good joke on Old Buttons, who had, of course, groaned and writhed purposely, not knowing that the pathetic little masterpiece he read was mine. 

Life is disgusting! Vermonter is today one of the big chiefs over on the main sheet, and I'm still doing three men's work at eighteen a week. Life is disgusting, is what I repeat! 





Glencliff's Mysterious Burglar 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


It was rather late in the afternoon and not yet time for the night assignments. A young fellow came briskly into the newspaper office. He had a picturesque face, because it would remind you of the setting sun with a cloud speck in front. You see he was florid, but -- most absurdly -- a white mark shone where the skin was drawn tightly over a lump on the bridge of his nose. His ears looked like clam shells thrown at the sides of his head and sticking in by the edges. Strictly speaking, he was not handsome, but he was a shrewd-looking young fellow, and timidity was not noticeable in him. He went to Jackson, who sat at the first desk in our row of desks. 

"You the editor?" 

This question was asked so often at the first desk that Jackson's answer was a thumb jerked back over his shoulder, meaning that the editor was down further. Red face, splash of whitewash and the clam shells went to the next desk. The man there went on writing, did not look up, but convulsively jerked his thumb backward when asked whether he were the editor. Like a stick over a picket fence, the stranger seemed to bump along from desk to desk, following thumbs, until he was in the awful presence of Old Buttons. 

"Are you the editor?" 

"Yes; but I'm busy now. Just speak to that young man, and he'll take down what you have to tell us." 

"Oh, that's all right!" our visitor was very cheerful. "There ain't no use making no record of what I have to say. I want to write articles for you. Won't you give me a consignment?" 

"A what? We're not in the mercantile line!" 

"Oh, that's all right!" Seemingly everything was all right. "Don't get mad about it. I want to do contributions for you." 

Old Buttons was pressed for time, so he said: 

"No, we have no vacancies, but, if you can bring in any stories not covered in our regular channels, you may do so." 

"All right, then. Good-bye," said our friendly visitor; and on his way out he paused at each desk to say, confidentially: 

"I'll bring you in some fine stories. Warm ain't it? Just you trust to me to bring the news in! Say, and I'm telling it for your own good, you need more exercise sitting here all day. You're getting pretty fat, ain't you?" At each desk, the occupant silently thrust a forefinger forward, which was an invitation to confide in the man ahead. When Jackson was reached, his forefinger pointed to the door. All of us went on writing, and our visitor went away, remarking to the row of bowed heads: 

"I'll get the news for you. Fearful hot, ain't it?" 

His name was Jeremiah Boggs, we learned. Every evening Jeremiah came in to report, beginning to confide in Jackson, gradually forwarded by thumbs along the row of desks, until he reached Old Buttons, whose health he inquired after anxiously and with whom he tried to discuss the weather. 

"Don't let that fellow in again," said our indignant city editor; but as the fellow was more amusing than annoying, and as he never failed to follow a thumb or a forefinger just as soon as it was pointed, nobody tried to bar him from the office. 

And Jeremiah's report of the day's work was always: 

"Ain't seen nothing to-day, but sure will to-morrow. Does the sun make your eyes blink like it does mine? Maybe my eyes ain't very strong, I guess. Ain't it queer? When I wasn't looking for news, I run acrosst accidents or something every day. Now I'm looking for them, nothing never happens." 

Then the reports ceased, and we did not see Mr. Boggs until a month later. Jackson was idling one afternoon, but he suddenly began to write furiously, for, like a meteor, he saw the familiar white mark shooting toward him from the doorway. 

"I guess you wasn't looking for me to-day, hey? Sorter chilly, ain't it?" Jackson's thumb went mechanically backward, and without another word at the first desk Jeremiah bumped along to the second desk. 

"You feeling pretty good? Ain't sick or nothing? If you put mutton taller on your hair you could have it all down nice and slick, and not tossed about like you wear it." Another thumb shot back as if it were shooting marbles over a shoulder, and Jeremiah shot with it to the next desk, bumping along with his cheerfulness, his confidences and his friendly interest in our appearance. 

At the city desk he dropped into the chair that we dared to use only when taking down a dictation. 

"Gee! You look all played out to-day Mr. Buttling. I guess that's a new wrinkle you're getting in your forehead, and you mustn't frown so much, but rub it with a hairbrush for an hour every night before going to bed. Well, I give that up, I did. I spied and I pried and I searched throughout the hull city, and got trun out of a hundred houses and buildings looking for news, I did, and not a item did I come acrosst. I couldn't find no news in the hull city, and it would make your heart ache did I tell you half the front stoops I was trun down. So I've went out in the country and looked over likely places for news, till I've settled and got a job in a town where it looks like things happens. I think, maybe, if you use a good, stiff scrub brush for an hour before retiring them wrinkles will be eradicated. But I've come for to see have you a corryspondent out to Glencliff, which is where I am, and, if not, can I hold down the job for youse?" 

Old Buttons had been writing spasmodically and frowning severely. But when he heard Glencliff mentioned, he very nearly smiled and almost looked good-humored. 

"We have not, at present," he said. "Just now we are not represented in that important news center." And when he said this, an appreciative flutter ran down the row of desks, for he had been pleased to be facetious. The uneventfulness of Glencliff was a standing joke in the office. 

"Well," said Jeremiah, "I've got a steady job in Glencliff, and, if I send you tips of anything happens there, will you pay me for them?" 

"Bring along your tips. We'll give you space rates for what they come to. So let us know whenever a bank fails or there's a great strike among the milkmaids or a farm explodes;" and a swishing sound went down the row of desks. All of us, old fellows and young fellows, were never too busy to make some sound or sign of recognition when Old Buttons was pleased to be facetious. 

Jackson was writing at speed that approached the record, but he scraped with one foot while his pencil was flying; and others leaned back to make a chair squeak, or thumped a knee against a loose drawer in a desk to make it rattle. But all went on busily writing. Some day there might come a fire or earthquake, but all would go on busily writing. 

"Well, good-by," said Jeremiah; "I'll drop in now and then to see you, whether I have any news or not. Did you ever try baking soda for indigestion? Maybe I'll drop in next week some time." He stretched out a hand, and Old Buttons shook hands, though not very cordially, with him. 

"You must come see me, if you're out my way," said Jeremiah, at the first desk. "Now, if that ain't bad of you! You're just as fat as ever you was! You mustn't wear collars nor eat things with starch in them." Forefingers were extended mechanically, because that seemed the established way of treating him; and Jeremiah bounced along to Jackson and from Jackson to the door. 

When we were busy, we were very busy, but when work was done, and for a time there would be no assignments, we idled and expressed idleness chiefly with our legs. So legs went up on chairs and feet were on desks, and somebody matched somebody else for seven beers, which would be brought up on a tray if some one touched the button in the club room next door. The seven beers came up, and Old Buttons suffered, for his dignity would not permit him to take one with us, and for the sake of discipline he would have to pretend not to see, while in deference to discipline we pretended to smuggle them in, but drank them openly enough. 

Legs were twisted and stretched for the greatest possible comfort, and we were ready to smoke and gossip for half an hour or so. Most of us expressed amusement that anyone should hope to do anything in the newspaper business in dull and silent little Glencliff, but Jackson said, in his irritable, snappy way: 

"How do you know? Glencliff has never been exploited. I'll bet you we find it positively seethe with excitement, now there's some one there to tell the world." But that was Jackson's way. He liked to take long chances upon anything conflicting with general judgment, because the slighter the chance the more creditable to his foresight would his advocacy be. And in this spirit he offered to bet that Russia would win the war with Japan, though Rojestvensky was in the hospital then. 

We gossiped and derided the news possibilities of Glencliff until Miss Lansing came in. Miss Lansing did the society news. As to hats and in the matter of smoking and of losing temper we did not recognize her presence, but in the matter of legs we made a concession to her. All the legs came down, and we could neither be comfortable nor gossip any more then. 

The next day a story came over the telephone from Jeremiah. A burglary in Glencliff. Little of value had been taken, but the story was worth attention, because of the importance of the man whose summer home had been robbed. 

"It's a fake. Don't let that fellow in here again," said Old Buttons; but he told Jackson to call up the Jamaica correspondent, who covered Queens County generally. 

Burglary in Glencliff? The Jamaica man had heard nothing of it. 

"Jeremiah is a faker," said everyone, writing rapidly and letting nothing interfere with the writing, but offering an opinion while pencils were jabbing in jagged jerks. "He's started right in." 

But Jackson then called up the station agent in Glencliff. Burglary? Certainly. In the house of Ebenezer Snow, the insurance man. The facts were those that Jeremiah had telephoned. 

"Queer," said Jackson, uneasily. "As it's verified it must be so, and is no fake, after all; but there is something familiar in that station agent's voice--sort of a confidential tone to it that I seemed to recognize." But we were not interested in whatever was puzzling him, for we were discussing the copy reader's new suit, while we were rapidly writing up fires and swindles and whatever we had been sent out on during the day. 

Jeremiah came to the office Wednesday evening to turn in his bill and chat confidentially with us. 

"You always put your name up in the corner?" he asked. Such a little thing as to look over one's shoulder while one was writing was nothing he would scruple at. "There! You spelled that word wrong, all right. You must avoid prottyoids, if you expect to thin down some. Did you ever try salt for biliousness? I guess you're bilious, ain't you? Do you always draw circles around your periods, like that? And what's them marks for?" 

All that was necessary to forward him on was to raise a finger, but there was one good story spoiled by his anxiety to learn, for one may write easily in an earthquake, but to write while some one is looking over one's shoulder is a different thing. 

"Well, good-by," said Jeremiah. "If I have any space, I'll drop in next Wednesday night to see you. Be good to yourselves. Did you ever try Brazil nuts for the liver, Mr. Jackson? I think your liver is bad." But we were silent, and a line of forefingers pointed to the door. 

Jackson was certainly right in one of his long chances. Truly, Glencliff had never been appreciated before. Dynamite was found on the railroad tracks just in time to prevent it from blowing up an express train. According to our correspondent, some one had fired a revolver from ambush at a prominent citizen, and then in came a story that the post office had been robbed. To Jeremiah Boggs was due all credit for the discovery of Glencliff as a news mine, and he was the man that was making Glencliff notorious. Every Wednesday evening he came to the office, his pockets bulging with clippings, which he pasted in a strip so as to send in a space bill that was long enough for a surveyor to measure with. 

In fact, Old Buttons became suspicious. Glencliff was altogether too small to support such an opulence of crime. Such a delightful degree of wickedness would have been creditable to a large city. To be sure, the station agent verified everything when we telephoned to him, but then this agent was unknown in the office. Either Glencliff was being despoiled by some most desperate villain, or why, these things were occurring only in some one's imagination. The post office was robbed a second time, and in a dozen small stores the safes were looted. Great was the prosperity of Jeremiah Boggs; and his friendly interest continued, but there was something about his stories that stamped them as fakes. Jackson was sent out to Glencliff to investigate. He thought he would take a look at the station agent first. 

"Hello!" said the station agent. "You didn't sit in a draught, did you? You ought to be very particular when you're travelling, you know." 

"Oh, I see!" said Jackson. "You've been verifying your own stories, have you? Oh, you're all right, Mr. J. Boggs, but some one must have cornered the copyright on the truth where you came from." And he went into the town to interview the inhabitants to make complete the exposure of Jeremiah Boggs. 

"It's true!" said every inhabitant interviewed. "Your paper has neither added nor left out a fact. You have had most veracious information of this reign of terror suffered by Glencliff. But we have detectives at work." 

Jackson returned to the office just in time to be told to go right back, for the mysterious burglar of Glencliff had been caught not ten minutes before, as told over the telephone. This was too important a story to be intrusted to Jeremiah, so away went Jackson, the staff artist going with him to draw a picture of the burglar. 

And why pry and spy and toil in the search of news, when one can make one's own news, and then swell one's income by reporting one's own misdeeds? The artist came back with Jeremiah's picture. 





With the Assistance of Fryhuysen 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


If you were a bricklayer, likely enough you would believe in bank presidents or United States senators or carpenters. You would have a small opinion of bricklayers. I knew one bricklayer who said: "I'd rather be a roofer; every man in my union is mean enough to stare at people coming from pawnshops." 

A carpenter said: "Plumbers are pretty good fellows, and for some reason bricklayers are a decent sort, but every carpenter I ever knew would eat turkey sandwiches before a starving family." 

Said a plumber: "I wish I'd started in with the plane and saw; carpenters are the right sort to work with, but I never knew a plumber who wouldn't shovel snow on a freezing cripple." 

Every man seems all contempt for his own kind, because he knows his own kind best. Outside his experience, he believes that virtues in moderation may possibly exist. 

But take one with nothing outside his experience. Take one who knows everything, sees everything, and goes everywhere. The newspaper man, of course. A newspaper man must be a cynic without reserve. 

Here is the office of a New York newspaper's Brooklyn edition. Young Fryhuysen of the staff is playing with the cat. He pushes the cat away and looks severe, realizing that to play with a cat is beneath the dignity of one of his importance. Just can't help it -- he's very young -- has to tie a string around a paper ball and dangle it for the cat to dab at. Puts the ball in his pocket hastily; says a few enormous cuss words and lights a cigar the size of a cucumber. He knows he's guilty. He cannot deny that he is contemptibly young, but will do his best to conceal it. 

The copy reader looks up at the ceiling and remarks in his impersonal, mechanical way: 

"Don't prefix `Mr.' to the name of a man of no importance." 

Young Bingler, who is learning the business, squirms, fearing that this advice has been overheard by the city editor. And how Bingler hates this copy reader, who seemingly addresses no one, but means him every time. 

"Begin at the bottom of the first page and leave room for the head to be written." 

And Bingler eats a lead pencil as his shortcomings are advertised by this dragon, who corrects everyone else's copy silently. 

The managing editor comes down from his coop upstairs, which he shares with the artist. He believes in encouraging us occasionally. He looks at a group of us, and says: 

"That was a good story of yours in this morning's." 

Four of us, greatly flattered, bow and say: "Thank you, Mr. Bluneum," each annoyed by the conceit of three others. 

We have a caller. He is a little man and is greatly agitated. 

He says: "I want to see the editor. I don't want to get anyone in trouble, but I feel I must complain about this. Newspapers are often pressed for time, I know -- still, my complaint must be entered." 

Bingler squirms and tries to look unconcerned; he has had many escapes, but it may be a more serious matter this time. 

Says the little man: "About anything else I wouldn't mind, but to say the least this is very annoying. I've been a constant reader for many years and feel that you will do me justice." 

"Doc" White draws him aside; very likely it was Bingler who had bungled with something, but "Doc" himself might have slipped, as one will at times. It would be just as well to keep the matter from the attention of "Old" Buttons," the city editor. 

Says the little man: "Make a note of it, please. My name is Hiffles. Second page, fifth column, five-eighths down, you have me H-i-f-l-e-s. I may depend on you to correct the error? You will give the correction as great prominence as the error?" 

"Doc" says gravely: "We're a little too busy to get out an extra, but will an editorial notice do?" 

Yes, an editorial notice would do very well, and the little man leaves the office, satisfied that justice will be done, returning to repeat, in case we should forget: "There's two f's in it!" 

The copy reader drones: "Spell all names with capital letters only." And Bingler draws a picture of him digging up bodies in a cemetery, which is the only revenge that he can think of. He looks over his work of the day before and finds "Mr. Hifles" to be one of "among those present" in a half-stick notice of the Paul O'Brien's Club's "smoker." 

We have another caller. A youth. He says, sternly: "I want youse to send up one of your best journalists. The Alpher and Hameger Club is going to give a drimatic performance at Lyric Hall this evenin'. We want some journalists and art fellers." 

No one seems deeply impressed as he expected; he draws me aside, showing me a program. 

"That's me; Mr. Adolphus Leclaire. Can't you spread about me, seein' it's me give you the information? If you charge `ad' rates, I'll pay you good for it, anything up to a dollar." 

I have nothing to do until five o'clock; I might as well encourage him to amuse the other fellows, though they are well accustomed to this sort of thing. 

"What would you like to have said about you?" 

"You can't get in about divine afflatus, can you? Could you make it drimatic intensity?" 

"Oh, yes; no trouble at all." 

Then the youth bares himself, and is unashamed. 

"Jus' call me follyin' in Ed Booth's footsteps, and I'll make it all right with you. Say the stage ain't lost nothin' by Joe Jefferson retirin' 'cause there's Adolphus Leclaire with his mantelpiece descended onto him. Say he's got a pure young brow and dreamy, and, though but a mere striplin', has fires in him -- you know the sort of thing to say. Just say he has verves in him." 

The youth went away, repeating: "I'll make it all right with you." 

I can't help it! How can I be otherwise than cynical when I see so much of this craze to have one's name in print? It is something that I cannot understand. To be sure, I was well pleased to see my own name when I was a witness in a certain investigation, but only because those I knew would hear of me and know how I was getting along. 

The other night, at a little affair at the Press Club, I was down for a toast and saw to it that my name should not be omitted, and have not spoken since to a reporter who left out one of my letters, but -- why, that's different and comprehensible; for business reasons it is well for me to be advertised in the newspaper world. 

And of all insistent, persistent, recurring names in the Brooklyn papers, the name of Victoria Vibbler was the name I marvelled at! A "brilliant function" over on the Heights; Miss Victoria Vibbler was there. Something else of importance; Miss Vibbler was there. Positively everything; Miss Victoria Vibbler was positively there. Her gowns! Her diamonds! Descriptions of Miss Vibbler came first; then came matrons, old-timers and débutantes of well-known families. 

Always did Miss Vibbler come first in all the newspapers. And what interested me was that Miss Vibbler, whoever she was, was not of a well-known family. If you can name the streets of Brooklyn, you know the names of these families, except that the Fultons and the De Kalbs are not at present giving pink teas. But there was neither Vibbler Street nor Vibbler Avenue; so who could the Vibblers be? 

Of course Fryhuysen knew, for that was his specialty. He did "society," to the contempt of old "Mac," the police reporter, who had contempt for anything without gore in it. I might have asked, only curiosity was never my way; then, too, I disliked to ask Fryhuysen anything. We had to keep him down; let that young fellow think he knew anything that we did not know, and for a month he would gush information, flaunting our ignorance of diamonds, the owners and the cost; gowns, whether domestic or imported, and how to behave in the dining room. Altogether, my interest in what I could not find out made me decidedly out of sorts. 

"Old Buttons" gave me an assignment one afternoon. It troubled me. Some Brooklyn minister had burst forth again. I forgot the wording of it, but his query was whether society was rotten or merely gamey. 

Said Old Buttons: "Get up a good story with interviews kept down to a stick each. You'd better see Miss Vibbler first, she seems to be the leader nowadays, and start off with her views." 

Miss Vibbler again! I looked over ordinary directories and an "Elite" directory. There were "Vans" and "Vons," but not a "Vib" could I run across. 

Without thinking, I asked Old Buttons, which was not a wise thing to do, for one should know everything one's self, and if the old fellow should not know, he would surely pretend to know and answer with something misleading. 

"The Vibblers?" he snapped. "They are of the new set. They live -- Why don't you ask Fryhuysen? Such matters are his department. But he's out in Woodhaven now. Well, begin with Miss Vibbler, and be back before the night men come on." 

This time I would have to ask Fryhuysen, and of course I knew where to find him. Of all "fakirs" that young fellow was the most brazen on the staff; which is saying a good deal, for few of us would hesitate to fill out space with coined names, which is easier than to bother asking "those present" their names. 

As to sermons -- we wrote our own. The day before, I had been sent to a lecture on Abraham Lincoln, somewhere miles away in the Eastern District. Naturally, I walked merely over to the library and, asking for a biography, wrote my own lecture, which was creditable enough to the lecturer, for I took more pains than I should have taken with veritable extracts. 

I went down to Cripplemug's saloon under the office. Fryhuysen was at the telephone, calling up "Old Buttons," not ten feet away over his head. 

He said: "Is that you, Mr. Buttling? It's Fryhuysen. Where am I? Out in Woodhaven. There's nothing in this story except a tip that leads out past Jamaica. Shall I bother with it? No? How long? Well, I'll be back in an hour; though perhaps it may take me a little longer, as there's a pretty hard road ahead." 

Then he went out in the back yard to rub mud on his shoes; for once he had been sent out in the country, along a muddy road, and was not clear in explaining why his shoes still wore their morning polish. 

"You'll do that once too often, Fryhuysen," said I, for I very much dislike to see "faking" in others. We have duties and responsibilities, and should be at least honest, is what I say. 

Fryhuysen only laughed and said it was pleasanter in Cripplemug's, which seemed to him a convincing argument. 

Said I, very much disliking to ask him anything: "Where can I find Miss Vibbler?" And then pleased enough was I, for this time I had him! He knew no more than I, and ignorance here in his own department worried him. 

"Oh, give any old address!" he suggested. "I've seen her often enough; in fact, I don't know where I don't see her; but she must be a pretty slick sort and does no entertaining herself, and where she lives I don't remember, if I ever did know. If you describe her flatteringly, she won't make any kick about it. Fact is, I attend most of my functions and have interviews right here." 

He was enthusiastic in the description I asked for. Exquisitely arched eyebrows, lips like the kissing petals of a rosebud -- well, a stocktaking of Venus would be an inventory of Miss Vibbler; and his enthusiasm inspired me so that my description was copied by the evening papers, their reporters ostensibly having the interviews, just as every day they "rehashed" everything of Fryhuysen's -- gowns, diamonds and "those present." 

Said Old Buttons: "Then you found the Vibblers?" 

I said: "Oh, yes! No trouble." 

"Ah! Well, there's not much in Brooklyn I haven't at my finger ends. Lived just where I told you? I described her accurately, did I? Didn't make any mistake in the family, did I?" 

Said I: "You certainly know your Brooklyn, Mr. Buttling." And that cost nothing. 

If it had, I could not have paid. Those young fellows! They had my salary. During the day, things were easy enough in the office; no signs of much discipline, smoking permitted, and we could go out at any time for anything wanted and then sit in the bootblack's chair, the office boy ready to call down; but at night, when no one was in command, except the night editor, who was quite one of us, there was poker. 

There was poker; so this evening I had to go around the corner to the restaurant that we called a "hash house" and a "beanery" when the ghost walked, and were glad enough to go when the ghost was not ghosting. 

Number six waited on me. 

Number six was a pleasant little person, and if you were very hard pressed, would short-check for you, a pie ticket for a sirloin, if you would then get passes from the dramatic critic for her. 

Said number six: "Ain't she grand, though?" 

I said: "Yes?" 

"She goes into the grandest society, and you'd never expect to see her here, would you? But she does, because I read about her every morning. Ain't she grand, though? Just think of coming to this cheap joint when she's in with all the old families and has a bushel of diamonds, though of course not wearing them in here." 

"Who?" 

"Why, Miss Vibbler!" 

Number six hastily picked up dishes and fled, for talking to customers -- that is, too much talking -- was forbidden, and the head waitress was bearing down upon us in all the grandeur that is a head waitress' own. 

This important person swept between tables to lean over some one who had just come in, taking a chair with his back to my back. 

Said the head waitress: "Say, it's something fierce all the respect I'm getting! I have all these girls daffy about me and my social triumphs! Can't you see me at Remsens' ball this evening, like a good boy, just among those present? Just this once and not again in a good while, or you may be caught." 

Said Fryhuysen: "Sure, Vic; you can go anywhere you want to -- on paper. Just mix up some kind of swell combination of dress goods, and I'll have you in it at the Remsens'. No; no one'll ever bother to kick." 

And what I wonder at is that anyone should see any difficulty in "getting into society." 





Fryhuysen's Colony 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


"Did you read that interview of mine?" asked Fryhuysen. "Colonel Stackman is in Boston, but I knocked a column out of his views, just the same. Not bad, was it?" 

The rest of us in the newspaper office said: "Tut! Tut!" 

If you are sent to interview a man, and find that he is in Boston, why, of course, write up the interview, anyway; but take no credit to yourself, for that sort of thing is of common occurrence. Fryhuysen was a good-natured young fellow, but this boastfulness was his fault. 

It was pay night. Each of us put his envelope in his pocket without opening it. Life is earnest; life is real; and old age was only about forty years in our future. We were going to start bank accounts and be provident young men, like the artist of the staff, Harry Barker. 

Then the envelopes were, of course, opened, but poker was not played in the office that night, and Saturday morning three of us went to the bank to start accounts and provide for old age. Maybe you fancy we went back to the bank as soon as it opened Monday morning. Oh, don't for a moment think we were so bad as that! Two of us did not go until Monday afternoon; the third actually held out till Tuesday, and was very uppish all Monday night, taking the improvident two aside to tell them the fable of the ant and the grasshopper. The ability to save is a gift; but perhaps it could be acquired, so we asked Harry Barker how he succeeded. We wanted to be strong, like him, and resist temptation and draw interest. Harry said: 

"Well, you see, my folks upstate aren't very well fixed. My father is getting pretty well on in years now and can't do indoor work any longer. He feels that he must do something, and in the spring wants to take out a traveling merry-go-round. If I can save three hundred and fifty dollars, he can have it. 

We were charmed with such frankness. How many friends of yours, who come from out of town, will admit that their folks are not very "well fixed?" Everyone, except Harry, who ever came to this city, came from "one of the leading families." And we said: 

"That's fine, isn't it? So filial of him! Great will be Harry's reward some day!" 

We felt better and stronger, with such a good example before us, and we were determined to make honored names for ourselves. Then Jackson appeared in the office in a new fall suit, and we had to live up to him, and went to see old Zeke, who would let you have thirty dollars if you would pay him forty or sixty or maybe one hundred and fifty for the loan. 

"Did I ever tell you how I got my job here?" asked Fryhuysen. "I got it on the strength of the most realistic and beautifully repulsive little story you ever read. It was a fight, for five hundred a side, between a bulldog and a negro, who fought the brute on hands and knees. Of course there was no truth in it, but anybody could write a true story." 

We said: "You ought to go to some nice, quiet, psychopathic ward and have your mind scraped for imagining such things." This boastfulness of his was always irritating; it seemed so amateurish. 

Anyway, we were very sad because we could not be promising young men, except when we signed promises to pay, but one can't be both good and beautiful, and our fall suits were faultless. Then we seemed to settle upon Harry Barker, as if to have him express for us. When we would not drink anything but ginger ale and held away from poker, it seemed to us as if, through him, we were vicariously very virtuous, inasmuch as he was one of us. 

"No, Harry," we said, very firmly, "you mustn't join in this game. We've got to get that merry-go-round, you know." 

Harry would go home and go to bed early, and you don't know how that would encourage us, and how much better and nobler we would feel after every temptation he resisted. Bad habits are not at all hard to overcome, when they are some one else's temptations. And we'd say: 

"Now, Harry, you know cigars are too expensive and are bad for you. There are nice pipes for seventeen cents in the corner window." 

Harry meekly got a seventeen-cent pipe, with a package of tobacco and a coupon thrown in, and we were well pleased with our abstentiousness. Our aged parent -- we had come to look upon all the saving as ours and the aged parent as our aged parent -- would surely have his merry-go-round; and happy little children would twirl around on horses or lions and tigers, and try to work off a fake brass ring on said aged parent. 

All of which -- upon which Matthews, the copy reader, would surely scrawl "X's" with his hated blue pencil, because he scratched out every introduction, without reading it -- takes us to the morning when Fryhuysen went wrong again. 

Old Buttons, the city editor, came in to his tiny room, inclosed in a corner of the general office. He was so stiff and straight that we were not sure it was no fiction that he had once swallowed a sword, which had stuck and was too much for even his digestion. Cold, severe old fellow! And, still, there were occasions when he could be positively delightful. These occasions were when he contemplated doing something unusually mean; then his geniality would charm you. 

There was a death somewhere, and some space writer, probably Jackson who by deaths made his living, was sent out for the obituary. 

To some one else was given a pile of clippings; he was told to rehash these stories from the morning papers, of course writing as if he had witnessed the occurrences. 

Then Fryhuysen was called for his assignment. 

"Mr. Fryhuysen," said Old Buttons, in his cold, stiff way, "I don't see anything for you this morning, but we are short on special matter for Sunday. Go somewhere and get us a good Sunday story; down to the docks or to the jail or -- " 

"Yes, sir!" very promptly, for it would never do to have the old fellow caught floundering in poverty of suggestions. And Fryhuysen went out on a roving commission. 

It was late in the afternoon when he returned. The old-timers on the staff were busy writing; perhaps they were covering their departments, or perhaps they were writing letters; the old-timers always pretended to be busy whenever in the office, so that Old Buttons should not feel they were not earning their salaries. But you know what young fellows are! We'd not pretend! We'd scorn to make believe work when we had nothing to do. It seemed to be our impression that you must not let your boss think you're at all afraid of him and that even to show him too much respect is contemptible. Lose a few jobs and learn something of the ways of a pawnshop, and you gradually moderate in this feeling. 

We were matching nickels on Fryhuysen's desk. Fryhuysen was matching with his left hand and with the other hand he was scribbling whatever story he had come across in his travels. Then he took the story to Old Buttons, who, himself, read all the special matter. 

He returned to us and began to boast, as usual: 

"Wait till you see what I have for Sunday! There are three columns, and it's about a squatters' colony down by the bay somewheres. I've got in descriptions of odd houses pieced together with old doors and roof tin. There's a cave dweller in it, and the other characters are great. There's the old woman with the seventeen goats, and the one-legged sailor. And not a word of it is true. Why, I never wrote a story more than a fifth true in all my life! Anybody could just sit down and describe what he sees. Where's the art in that? Instead of going to any bays, or docks, or jails, I just went to Jenning's and shot pool and came back to write the first thing I could think of." 

"Oh, be calm!" we said. "There's nothing remarkable about that. Do you want Old Buttons to overhear you?" 

"Oh, I don't know," said Fryhuysen; "I'd be fired, but the next day I'd be on the Times at a dollar more a column." Of course we each thought we were in similar demand, but this boastfulness was very irritating. Then there was a call from the tiny office. 

"Mr. Fryhuysen," said Old Buttons, "I have read this story of yours. Go upstairs to the artist and take him with you and show him these things you have described. This story will carry three or four one-column cuts." 

Fryhuysen, laughing and winking at us, seemed to think it very funny to have the artist called upon to illustrate something only in his imagination, and he went to the art department, which was a little office almost filled with old cartoons, Harry Barker sitting, with scarcely room to move, among piles of them. But the rest of us were alarmed. Let Fryhuysen fake and boast all he wanted to, but here he had involved Harry. Both of them would be "fired," if detected. Then, with Harry out of a job, all our saving and self-denial and general good conduct would be in vain. 

"Harry," said Fryhuysen, "just look this over. You're to draw pictures for it." 

Harry glanced over the story and asked: 

"Where is this colony?" 

"Where is it?" Fryhuysen pointed to his forehead. "It's right here before you, inasmuch as it's only in my own mind." 

The Harry hesitated. Which was only wasting time, for, of course, he would have to draw the pictures or expose Fryhuysen by refusing. 

"If you think you can't do it -- but I always thought an artist could draw a thing, whether he sees it or not." 

That was enough. Harry traced rapidly with a pencil, and then went over the sketch with a fine drawing pen. Fryhuysen posed as the one-legged sailor, and they saw goats on the ceiling and cave dwellers on the walls, and, altogether, in order to see things, it is not at all necessary to have things to see. 

They went out on a stroll aimlessly around during the hour that they were supposed to take to go to the colony and return. 

"Have a game of pool?" asked Harry. 

But Fryhuysen was horrified. Finally he did agree to go to Jenning's and shoot a game with Bill Throbs, but Harry would have to promise only to sit and look on. So Fryhuysen resisted Harry's temptation and was just so much the stronger for the resistance, felt better and nobler, and added forty cents to his week's bill for the hour in which he played pool. 

It was Sunday morning. Old Buttons, who would go home a little after noon, read Fryhuysen's story in print and was suspicious. The characters were too unique. The queer houses were too queer. The story was too interesting to be true. Truth is stranger than fiction? Maybe; but you don't run across such truths; besides, you can take the strangest truth you ever heard of and, with that for a foundation, pile up some more strangeness. 

And Old Buttons became so genial that we were apprehensive. Such geniality could signify only that he meant to be mean. 

"My! My! A beautiful day! A glorious day! Too fine a day to be cooped up here, Mr. Fryhuysen!" Fryhuysen agreed that the day was very fine, but his manner was uneasy. 

"A very good story of yours, Mr. Fryhuysen! Very clever sketches, Mr. Barker! Fryhuysen, I am so interested in this colony you have so ably described that I must see it. You must take me there; Mr. Barker will go with us." 

And to be invited to take a trolley ride with Old Buttons was an honor that nobody could think of refusing. So all three went out, the condemned ones without enthusiasm, leaving us so gloomy that we wrote humorous stories. 

Truly Old Buttons was a delightful companion! He joked with the conductor and shook hands with a baby on a woman's shoulder, and insisted on paying the fares, though his readiness was not equal to his insistence, for Fryhuysen was the first to find three nickels. And then Old Buttons cried: 

"So here's the street? Hop out. Why, you don't seem very lively!" 

Harry walked along jauntily. There would be a vacancy in the art department, but his was the sportsman-like feeling of a small boy taking the first swim in the springtime. "Fine! Just as warm!" But Fryhuysen looked guilty and showed his depression. 

"I don't know what to say," he whispered, as they walked down a long block to the river front. "I might as well confess." 

"What!" cried jolly Old Buttons. "Whispering in company! Shocking manners, Fryhuysen! Ah, here we are! Then it's just around this corner? This is the corner you mentioned?" 

"It is," said Fryhuysen, faintly. All three wheeled around the corner of a tall fence. 

There was the one-legged sailor. He sat in front of a house queerly made of old junk and old woodwork. The goats were there; the queer old woman and the cave dweller. Just as described was everything. 

Humiliated Fryhuysen hung his head. He had boasted of his imagination, but this time, perhaps for the novelty of it, had written up things that only existed. Pitiable was his chagrin. 

"Very interesting!" snapped Old Buttons, no longer genial and no longer a delightful companion. "It looks like rain, and we must get back." 

But our aged parent got his merry-go-round. Wasn't that good and kind and dutiful of us? 





Christmas Waifs 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


It was Christmas night. Business was dull in the newspaper office. 

"Christmas!" exclaimed the night editor. He shook his head so violently that he burned his nose on the incandescent lamp dangling above his desk. Ordinary reporters went on scribbling, but the department men, with their importance of roll-top desks, felt themselves invited to a discussion by the editor's exclamation: 

"Christmas! This Christmas sermon Stibble brought in fills me with disgust with its cheap sentimentality, but we must print it." 

"Christmas is a nuisance!" declared a rolltop man. "You give all the presents you can afford to, and then hear that Johnson is going to send you something, and have to send out for something for him. Or, you don't give Brown anything, because you think he will skip you this year. A package comes from him, and you feel cheap, and have to send him the fountain pen Jones gave you. Nuisance!" 

"Almost as bad as the Fourth of July!" This from another roll-top man. "Christmas-trees are always catching fire, and you have to hustle out in the cold and then get nearly frozen to death following up some other Christmas-tree fire. And the streets are a disgrace for a month afterward. People keep their trees trimmed for a few weeks to show what a fine tree they had, and then the gutters are strewn with dead old branches. In every block your eye will be offended by some dried old corpse of Christmas festivities. Disgraceful! Christmas here in the office is good enough for me!" 

"And for me!" 

But the very old reporter, who was not a rolltop man, but had been on staff for twenty years, looked up from his ordinary desk and asked: 

"Have you looked across the street to-night?" 

The whole staff scrambled to the window. There were reporters whom murder did not interest, who were bored with great scandals, who were surfeited with important events; but all either scrambled or ambled to the window. Great events were commonplaces with them, but, with great interest, they looked across the street, for this was something concerning their neighbors. 

Every window in the house across the way was lighted, but light absolutely poured from the parlor windows. They saw a tall triangle of sparkles, like a bit cut from the night sky. It was a Christmas-tree, spangled with tiny candles. On the fringes of the rolled-up window-shades wreaths of holly and evergreen were pinned. Evergreen was on the walls, spattered with the red berries of holly. Forms flitted by the windows. Every one was merry within, and outside floated sounds of their merriment. 

"Think they're having a deuce of a time!" said a roll-top man scornfully. "I'd rather be here in this quiet, comfortable office. They'll feel all tired out and unable to go to work to-morrow; and maybe catch their deaths of cold -- huh! But what on earth do you suppose they're doing, running and chasing around so excitedly?" 

"Why, I know!" exclaimed the very old reporter. "I'd recognize it in a minute. Yes, that's just exactly what they are doing!" They're playing blind man's bluff! Don't you see they are?" 

"Well, what of it? Anything to make you so excited?" 

"No," answered the very old reporter, a little abashed; "it only reminds me; that's all. I used to play blind man's bluff once; though, of course, it was very long ago." 

"Oh, such things are all very well for children, but these seem to be grown people and might have more dignity and -- Look here! Never! Wasn't that neat though? Dodged right clean under his arm! Did you see her?" 

"Well, you needn't be so excited about it!" said the very old reporter maliciously. 

"Oh, I'm not excited about it, but, as you say, it reminds me. A silly lot, aren't they? Oh, well, it's innocent and better than spending your nights as most of us who have no homes do! Oh, pshaw, she's caught this time! Why didn't she dive under that table?" 

"Too much noise!" snapped the night editor; but he was not so important as the day editor, and no one thought much of his authority. "Keep quiet, can't you? If you knew how silly you sound over there with your heads bunched at the windows, you'd stop it." 

"Come over and look for yourself!" invited a roll-top man. "They're having a great time across the street!" 

"Well, don't bother me with it. I'll stay here where I belong, thanks. There must be somebody with a little sense in the office." 

"They've stopped blind man's bluff now!" said the very old reporter. "I suppose she said it wasn't fair and she wouldn't play anymore -- or, no, they're going to have something else! What is it, anyway? I bet it's I-spy!" 

"So do I bet it is!" cried a very young reporter. "That's a great game for Christmas! It's nice to make believe you're little kids just once a year, isn't it?" 

Then the night editor did indeed groan disgustedly; and disgustedly he went on reading the copy of a Christmas sermon. But the very young reporter repeated: 

"A great game! You hide the thimble behind a picture or in a vase -- oh, you're laughing at me, I guess!" The others were laughing, but the laughing was not discouraging, for there seemed to be sympathy in it. 

"Hide the thimble in the vase," suggested a rolltop man, as if finding pleasure in having memories recalled to him. "Then what? That's right! Used to do it myself!" 

"Hide the thimble in the vase, and when they approach the mantelpiece, you say: `Warm!' and, when they go the other way, as they go you say: `Cold! colder! very cold!'" 

Then everybody laughed most good-naturedly, as if at a naïveté that pleased him. 

"Oh, say, but that isn't I-spy they're playing! What is it? They're all in the back, so I can't see what they're doing." 

"There's some game about `wisket wasket,' or something like that, isn't there?" asked a rolltop man. "Or, no, I believe that's just for very small children. There's that girl in white out in the center of the room now! What on earth do you suppose they're doing?" 

"There was a game that had something to do with a post-office that we used to play," said the very old reporter. "I don't remember just how it went, but I believe it used to be pleasant. No, I don't believe it is that post-office game! Then what do you suppose it is?" 

"Why, puss-in-the-corner! You ought to recognize puss-in-the-corner!" This from the night editor, who had left piles of copy to come and peer over shoulders. "See! They beckon out with their fingers to one another! See, that girl in white is it, and she must get some one else's corner. Got it! By George, that was slick! They're having a great time, aren't they? You're a great lot not to recognize puss-in-the-corner! Used to play it myself." 

But the game broke up, and there seemed to be a lull in the merriment. Then it was seen that the girl in white was saying something seriously, the others listening attentively. There was no more excitement, and the reporters went back to their desks. 

"What's the matter?" one rolltop man asked another rolltop man. "That's a fearfully gloomy face you brought away from the window!" 

"Oh, pshaw, not at all! Why should it be? I suppose I was thinking a little, though. Your folks aren't in town, are they?" 

"Haven't any, have you?" 

"Yes, but not within a thousand miles of here. You can just put it down I wouldn't be here this evening if I had. I never saw this old office look so dismal. Why, you're the one that's looking gloomy! What's the matter? Have a smoke, old man?" 

"Well, how are you feeling?" said the very old reporter to the very young reporter. Ordinarily he would not have noticed one so unimportant; but this evening he seemed strangely friendly. 

"I'm feeling all right -- I guess I am! Lonesome old office, isn't it? Still, it's the only place where I know any one in the whole city." 

And the very old reporter answered: 

"Very!" 

"Oh, I wish!" exclaimed the very young reporter. "I wish -- " but he started to scribble desperately. Others looked at him sympathetically. There were still others who seemed to find it necessary to scribble. 

It was the girl in white who had interrupted the festivities in the house across the street. 

"I've been thinking!" she exclaimed. 

"Oh, think some other night!" cried the girl in yellow and young Bulby and young Harrowsmith. 

"Did you see the turkey?" asked the girl in white. "I was just thinking how fine and big it is, and how there are so many poor people, who won't have even a mean little turkey to-night. Just see all the presents on the tree! I know some are for me, and it was very kind to remember me, but I wish those presents could go to some poor people who never have any!" 

"You're it!" cried young Bulby. "Aren't you going to play any more?" 

But the girl in yellow and the girl in pink and the girl in sky-blue were exclaiming: 

"Isn't it awful! There are poor people without any Christmas dinner -- to-night of all nights! Any other night wouldn't matter so much, but just think of people not having a Christmas dinner on Christmas night!" 

So young Bulby and young Harrowsmith and all the other young fellows agreed: 

"Yes, too bad!" 

"Oh, you don't think it's too bad at all! You're not thinking anything about it, but just saying that because you're expected to. If you think it's too bad, why don't you do something?" 

Young Bulby, young Harrowsmith, the other young fellows looked helplessly up at the ceiling, over at the mantelpiece, all around, but saw nothing to do, even if called upon to "do something." 

"Oh, do something? Why, certainly! Anything in particular?" 

"There are poor people -- " began the girl in white; but she paused, as if not knowing very much about poor people. 

"Poor little waifs who can't sell their papers!" suggested the girl in yellow. 

"Oh, yes, poor little waifs who can't sell their papers, and -- and poor little waifs who can't -- who can't sell their papers, and -- " 

"And unfortunate, hard-working men who can't get work to do," suggested the more resourceful girl in yellow. 

"Yes, of course! Unfortunate, hard-working men who can't get work to do -- and unfortunate, hard-working men who -- " 

"Poor families being dispossessed out into cold and snow!" 

"Oh, you must go out and bring in all kinds of unfortunate and deserving people!" cried the girl in white. "If you want to do something, go out and get them so that they may have a Christmas and share our pleasures! Why, how can you stand there when there are unfortunate, deserving people--and unfortunate, deserving people?" 

"Why, what must we do?" asked puzzled young Bulby and puzzled young Harrowsmith, for the other young fellows were nowhere in sight. 

"You must go out and get waifs! It's wicked to wait another minute!" 

"Well, I'd rather be wicked than charitable, any day!" grumbled Bulby; but you may be sure he grumbled that only to himself; and then he was sent forth upon his mission, the girl in white, the girl in pink, and the girl in sky-blue helping him on with his overcoat. 

"Well, what do you think of this?" he asked, when dispossessed and out in the street in the cold and the snow. "We'll just walk around the block, and come back and say there isn't a waif to be had." 

"No!" said Harrowsmith. "We've been sent for unfortunates, so we must find some. Unfortunates are not very rare, I believe. We'll start on waifs first. I don't know just where to find them, but--" and he asked a policeman, who was slashing with his club at snowflakes, on the corner. 

"Officer," said Harrowsmith, "will you kindly tell me whether you have seen any waifs in this neighborhood?" 

"What's them?" 

Harrowsmith was not quite sure, but thought that a waif was a person, preferably a young person, who was waifing, and tried to describe one. 

"Never saw one on my beat!" said Officer Grogan. "Maybe there's some in other parts of the city, but there's only tough kids hereabouts. No; I can't say I ever see what you call waifs, but will keep my eye open for, and maybe I'll find some." 

Bulby and Harrowsmith went on down the street. Every one they met was discouragingly well-dressed and comfortable-looking, until Bulby exclaimed: 

"There's one! I'm positive that's a waif!" They saw a little boy. 

"Ragged!" exclaimed well-pleased Bulby. 

"Papers that he can't sell under his arm!" exclaimed well-pleased Harrowsmith. And they hastened to the little boy. 

"Are you -- let me see! -- are you a waif?" asked Bulby. 

"No, that's not the way to go about it!" corrected Harrowsmith. 

Then to the boy he said: 

"My poor little boy, can't you sell your papers? You are a waif, aren't you? Why Bulby, I am sure this is a most pitiable case, and I think it's good we came along. We can make at least one little fellow happy. Have you been waifing for some time, my poor little fellow?" 

"Me eye!" said the poor little fellow. 

"Ah, pardon me! Your what?" 

"Me eye! 'Tell I care wedder I sell me papes or not!" 

"Well, I'm sure that's very independent of you; but wouldn't you like a nice dinner?" 

"Me? Look!" pulling out a handful of dimes and quarters, then pulling out another handful. "Done up the gang at craps, and youse can have me papes for all I care about sellin' them. Wot's dat about a Christmas dinner? Sure! Come have dinner wid me! I got de dough an' do de blowin'!" 

"Thanks!" said Bulby hurriedly. "But we have something to do just now." 

"Well, some odder time, den. S'long! Take de papes, if youse wants dem." 

As they went on to continue their search, Bulby was forced to confess: 

"I must have been mistaken about that waif. I don't know that I've ever seen one, but I always had the impression that they are most prevalent around Christmas. Doesn't every Christmas story have a waif in it?" 

"Oh, I'm right this time! There is a waif, and this time I'm sure of it! Do you see that poor little fellow looking in the toy-store window? On Christmas night waifs always look in a toy-store or a bakery window! That's one of the surest ways of telling them!" 

"How forlorn he looks!" said Harrowsmith enthusiastically. "We're very lucky, because I'm sure he is hungry and thoroughly miserable! I'll put in with you and buy him anything he wants in that window!" 

And they ran across the street, in their eagerness to capture a waif who seemed genuine. 

"Little boy, you're a waif, aren't you? I mean--well, you have something to do with tenements, haven't you? Bulby, don't waifs have something to do with tenements?" 

"Sure!" said the waif. "I'm from Mixed Ale Row. What do you think of that express wagon in the window?" 

"Why, it looks all right! Do you want it? Now, don't be afraid to say so. Out with it! You needn't hold back any! Do you want it?" 

"Naw!" 

"No?" Harrowsmith and Bulby looked discouraged. "Well, that's all right; perhaps you don't like express wagons. Is there anything else in the window that takes your fancy? You needn't hesitate! Don't be afraid to speak! Is there?" 

"Naw!" 

"No? Why, now, look here; you're a waif, and when waifs look in windows, I always though it was to long for things. What's the matter with those toys?" 

"Aw, dey're on de bum besides what I got. Gee! Been joinin' churches since September. All evenin' I been goin' round to de festibals. Hobby-horse better'n any here from de Foist Pres'-terian; skates dat's nickel-plated from de Younitarians; games and puzzles like you can't see here from de 'Manuel Baptist; candy, or'nges, an' gloves an' shoes from de Meth'dists; mos' evey'ting you t'ink of from de Cong'ation'lists; and -- oh dese toys is on de bum besides what I won from dem choiches!" 

"Good evening!" said Harrowsmith abruptly. "I think being a waif must be a very good business education!" And they left the boy still gazing scornfully at the toys in the window. 

Said Bulby: 

"It strikes me that we'd better give up waifs. Waifs may be all right, of course -- I'm not saying a word against waifs -- but let's try the unfortunate, hard-working, and deserving. He'll be hungry. We'll give him a dinner that he'll remember all his life." 

But then again they met the policeman. Perhaps he would know where a deserving case might be found. 

"Officer," said Harrowsmith, "we've been a little discouraged with waifs, and, for a time, shall give them up; but we should be greatly obliged if you could tell us if you know of any one unfortunate, hard-working, and deserving?" 

"Do I?" said Officer Grogan thoughtfully. "Sure I do!" 

"Good! Where can we find him?" 

"Sure, 'tis not a him, but a them, because all them qualifications I never met in any one person. I know them that's hard-working and deserving, and usually getting what they deserve, and them that's hard-working sometimes and unfortunate the rest of the time, but any one man that's hard-working and deserving and unfortunate ain't to be found on my beat. But wait! Would an old bum do you? One I've seen for a month trying to pick up a bite to eat, making out with a crumb here and a crumb there?" 

"Well, we rather have our hearts set on hard-working and deserving, but unfortunate will do this evening." 

"Then he's only up on the next block, by the lamp-post." 

There was no doubt that he was unfortunate, when Bulby and Harrowsmith found him. He might have been deserving, but it cannot be said that he looked noticeably hard-working. However, he was so palpably unfortunate that Harrowsmith and Bulby ran to him delightedly. 

"My friend," cried Harrowsmith, "is there anything we can do for you? We'd like to do something for a -- hem -- a fellow creature on Christmas night. Tell us, is there anything we can do for you?" 

"Surest t'ing you know dere is!" 

"Yes? At last!" Harrowsmith and Bulby shook hands over their genuine unfortunate. "Then come along with us and have as fine a Christmas dinner as is to be had in the city!" 

"Christmas dinner!" The unfortunate recoiled against the lamp-post. He rubbed his vest, and then held up his hands in horror. 

"Don't say dat, gents! Wotever youse say, don't say Christmas dinner to me! Don't mention it to me, gents, I ask you!" 

"No? You say there are things you want; then what, on Christmas night, would you want more than a Christmas dinner?" 

"Don't gents!" pleaded the unfortunate faintly. "Don't pronounce them fatal words of Christmas dinner at me! I know I'm poor and ain't got a cent nor bed, an' down an' out, but don't go mentionin' no Christmas dinners to me, please! 

"I'm near kilt with them!" the unfortunate confided. "Had nine of them to-day! Started off at noon wid de J.S. Gulps Memorial Fund Annual Dinner to de Inddy-gent. Done pretty good wid t'ree drumsticks, but not all off de same boid, but goes on to de dinner gave by Barney O'Rourke, de district-leader. Wantin' a wish-bone for good luck, I den goes on to de Salvation Army. Has a pretty good feed, but not celery enough, and goes to Empire Hall; done all right dere, comin' out strong on da cranberries, and goes on -- " 

"I'm afraid, then," interrupted Harrowsmith, "that another would not be very tempting." 

"Notton your life, gents! But if youse can stan' me a ball wid a little Gimmaker ginger in it fer me digestion, I'll be fixed up, and knows of a nice holler tree where I can go an' hibby-nate till next Christmas, t'ankin' youse in advance, gents!" 

"Here!" said Bulby. "Go and look after that digestion of yours; it must be most stalwart and engulfing. 

"I don't know what to do!" he confessed, as they went on, leaving the unfortunate bowing to them profusely. "We've tried waifs and unfortunates, and it seems most enviable to be a waif or an unfortunate. We'd better go back or we won't have our own Christmas dinner." 

"No!" said stubborn Harrowsmith. "I've set my mind upon having waifs; and waifs I'll have! You're sure you don't see any squalor around? I think you always find waifs where there's squalor -- " 

"I've got it!" cried Bulby. "I know what to do, and what we should have done at first. We should have gone to the newspaper office right across the street. We can find out there where to go." 

The night editor, who was also the copy reader, was gloomily making his initials upon copy passed upon. The very young reporter was despondently staring up at the ceiling. So was the very old reporter. The important roll-top men were too dismal. 

Harrowsmith and Bulby entered. 

"Why, it's this way," said Harrowsmith to the night editor, having formed just the questions he meant to ask, but having forgotten their wording. "We're looking for squalor!" 

"You're looking for what?" 

"Why, we're looking for squalor." 

"Well, you won't find it here, except over among the S's in that dictionary." 

"No! What we mean is we'd like to know where real squalid conditions are. We'd like to do something for deserving cases on Christmas night. Maybe make up a collection or something like that for very touching cases. We thought you could help us." 

"Oh, that's it, hey?" The night editor opened a drawer in his desk. 

"Well, here's the case of Martin Kelly, who appealed to us for aid. Very touching case. Sick and starving." 

"Sick?" cried Bulby. "That's fine!" 

"Starving?" cried Harrowsmith. "Splendid!" 

"Eight months out of work? That's great!" 

"Pawned everything? Good enough!" 

"Good enough? asked the editor sharply. 

"Oh, pardon me! We mean it is a very fine specimen of a deserving case. We'll help him!" 

"Yes, others were affected by it. We printed the story, and the next morning's mail brought checks up to three hundred dollars. Contributions are still received." 

"Three hundred dollars!" exclaimed Bulby. "Why, that's more than I could save in a lifetime! Do you always have such generous responses?" 

"Oh, no; but this is Christmas, you know. Well, here are the Schwartzhammer family. Appealed to us, and we gave them a column and cuts. Let me see -- two hundred and eighty dollars and seventeen cents received for them so far. Would you like to contribute to the Schwartzhammer fund? Very deserving and very touching!" 

"I should say not!" cried Harrowsmith. "I'd be more likely to try to borrow from them! Then, where is all this distress I've heard of in the wintertime?" 

"Where?" said the editor vaguely. "Oh, lots of places, but not to-night. If you read our paper, you can see what a bad old world we're living in, but it's not such a world that, in this part of it, any one need be hungry or homeless on Christmas day." 

"Well, then," said Bulby, "we'll have to go across the street again. Sorry to trouble you. We'll have to look for touching cases some other time." 

"Across the street?" cried the very young reporter. "Is that where you're from? From the Christmas tree and blind man's buff? What is it you're looking for? Maybe I can help you!" 

"Well, we're looking for waifs, chiefly. It's very hard to find waifs. I don't believe there are any." 

"You don't?" cried the very young reporter. "Well, I do! Just wait a moment. I'm sure of it!" 

Bulby and Harrowsmith looked about the room for lurking waifs, but the very young reporter ran to the dictionary and fluttered its leaves. 

"`Waif,'" he read aloud; "`one who wanders about and has no home.' If that isn't my case, wandering from one end of the city to the other all day, and then going back to a furnished room late at night-- You're looking for a waif? Here I am! Invite me over, and just let me play I-spy once more!" 

"No! No!" cried the very old reporter. "I put in my claim by right of seniority! I can't promise to be very spry at I-spy, but I've been a waif for forty years, and you'll have to travel far before you can do better than that!" 

"We're waifs!" cried the roll-top reporters. "Of course we're waifs, and the dictionary proves it! If you want to be charitable on Christmas night, invite us over, and we'll all be it, and stay it in any game you play!" 

"At last!" cried Bulby and Harrowsmith. "We've found waifs! Come over, and welcome to you, every one!" 

"Tut! Tut!" grumbled the night editor. "Have you no spirit to beg for an invitation like that? I'd like to see myself do it! Well, do what you please; I don't care. I'll stay here and look after things." 

But the waifs were crowding up the stoop of the house across the way, introducing themselves, bringing the dictionary with them to prove their identity. 

"Why, I never knew waifs were so pleasant!" exclaimed the girl in white. And the girl in yellow, very much impressed with a rolltop waif, thought him not an unwelcome addition. 

Blind man's buff? Well, I should say so! And it would have done you good to see the very old waif scrambling over the very young waif, both rolling under a table, to escape the blindfolded girl in yellow. And puss-in-the-corner? Yes, and I-spy, too! 

It was very late when the Christmas dinner was ready. All were about to march into the dining-room when some one noticed a hard-working and deserving unfortunate, out in the cold and snow, looking hungrily in the window. 

The unfortunate was the night editor, who said "Tut! Tut!" when they swarmed out after him; but up the stoop he went, three steps at a time, and ate as many drumsticks as any one, and danced until late with every one in white, sky-blue, pink, and yellow! 

"Deserving cases?" said Harrowsmith to Bulby. "I've never seen a more grateful lot of fellows. The Salvation Army is good, and Christmas funds are good, but there are plenty of opportunities for charity among those that have good jobs and are prosperous." 

And this time Harrowsmith knew what he was talking about. 





The Fat Lady Who Climbed Fences 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


A cherry on a plum on an apple! All three impaled upon a skewer to hold them together. That should give you some idea of Mrs. Pillquit's figure. Head as round as a cherry's face; face of cherry complexion; face hung so precariously that one good shake of the round head would, I am sure, detach at least one of the loose, wobbly cheeks that looked pendent. Encroaching cheeks forcing lips into a pouting expression. Big blue eyes with a look of infantine calm and innocence. 

"Bad luck to old maids!" pouted Mrs. Pillquit. In her rocking-chair she was sitting at her kitchen window. A large tenement kitchen. Flooring of wide, clean, bare boards. A kitten chasing a cockroach up and down a bare board. Green-painted walls with white blotches where holes had been plastered but not repainted. 

The sun was setting. But last rays of sunlight could not fall upon Mrs. Pillquit at her window, because sheets and blankets, on the clothes-line that ran to the window of the floor above, eclipsed the setting sun. Mrs. Pillquit never went to the street, so her only chance to enjoy a little sunlight was at her kitchen window, late in the afternoon. The top-floor tenant was very particular in the matter of bedding; had it hanging out on the line all day. Hence: 

"Bad luck to old maids!" 

Sun gone. Tenement house beginning to stir with the activity of supper-preparing; men coming home from their work. Pork chops sizzling on the first-floor stove; second-floor corned beef and cabbage warming over; but Mrs. Pillquit, of the third floor, cooked only for herself, for her husband worked in a restaurant, board and twelve dollars a week. 

Mrs. Pillquit lighting a tin-reflector lamp, hanging it on a nail in the wall. Quick steps outside. Mr. Pillquit home from work. A dapper little man, pretty well impressed with his own importance. Dapper little man throwing the door open, crying: 

"Mommer, you ain't got a second to spare if you want to save your life!" 

Mrs. Pillquit looking at him doubtfully. "Why, yes, popper; but I don't have to leave the room, do I?" 

"Quick! Put on your hat, mommer! The wall of the next-door building is bulging and will fall on the top of us any second!" 

"Then," sorrowfully, "I'd be all crushed out flat." 

"Fly for your life, mommer!" 

Said Mrs. Pillquit sadly: "I don't know how to fly. I'll be all crushed out and flat, and you'll marry again, and sometimes think of me, and say I wasn't so bad, after 

all---" 

"Oh, if you ain't the worst!" Mr. Pillquit tossing his hat and coat to a chair. "You'd actually sit here and be all crushed out flat rather than stir from the room?" 

"Oh, then you're only fooling me again?" said reproachful Mrs. Pillquit. "And the building ain't going to fall? You play such tricks and try and get me out to the street when you know I ain't able to stir from this room." 

"Can't nothing ever get you down those stairs? And you'd sit here and be crushed before you'd move?" But Mr. Pillquit's interest turned to other matters. Mr. Pillquit striding up and down a bare board, rubbing his hands briskly. "Mommer, the restaurant couldn't run a day without me. The manager says I'm the best storeroom man he ever had. Every manager I ever worked under said that, and a manager can't get along without a good storeroom man. Why, mommer, the hash-machine broke down today and I put the corned beef through the mangle, which squeezed it so we could mix it up with our hands in no time. No one else thought of that. We ran out of chicken soup, and the manager was frantic. `Bob,' he says to me, `I've only got you to depend on; we must get chicken soup somewheres.' So I says, `Boil over the boiled chickens.' We boil over the sandwich chickens, and I never saw anyone gratefuller. `I'd be lost without you, Bob!' he tells me." Mr. Pillquit swaggering up and down the bare board, his head bobbing emphasis. 

Mrs. Pillquit wobbling after him. Mrs. Pillquit looking apprehensive. Trying to tell him something, finally blurting: 

"It's our turn to scrub down the stairs, popper." 

"What!" Mr. Pillquit pausing in his swaggering. "Well, then, you must do it! It ain't a man's place to do such work. When he's away all day, it's the woman's place to do the housework." 

"Oh, popper," piteously, "I could scrub down the stairs, but I could never climb up them again." 

"Oh, yes, you could! That's all nonsense. Aren't you ever going out again? And the doctor telling you you must have exercise!" 

A wail: 

"Oh, popper, I ain't fit to be seen on the street. I'm so ee-normous! I'd drop if I walked a block! Popper, all the other tenants took their turns, and it's our turn on the stairs now; and, if you don't like it, you ought to live in a house where there's a housekeeper." 

"Give me the pail and scrub brush," said Mr. Pillquit forlornly. "It's all nonsense you not being able to go up or downstairs, and you ain't half as helpless as you make out. They'll laugh at me for a month if they see a man scrubbing down the stairs. I'll never do it again!" Wrathful Mr. Pillquit going out to the hall, Mrs. Pillquit faintly calling: 

"Be sure to sweep down before you scrub, popper!" 

Mr. Pillquit scrubbing down the stairs. You would have thought him laying a train of powder to blow up the tenement. Such a look of fear and guilt! What if any tenant should come along and see him doing a woman's work! A man tenant would be bad enough, but if a woman tenant should see him, she would deride him for all time. 

Top-floor opening, a woman tenant in the top floor! Mr. Pillquit stumbling downstairs to hide his pail under the top-floor sink, pretending to wash his hands there, though it is a serious offense for a tenant to use any sink other than his own. But the door had been opened only for air, and Mr. Pillquit was saved. 

Mr. Pillquit scrubbing his way down to the second floor. And what if the second-floor door should open! Sound of sweeping behind it. Long strokes of a broom, short dabs in corners, then concentrating strokes approaching the door. Sweeper starting to turn the door-knob. Mr. Pillquit rising guiltily from hands and knees -- saved again! Door not opening. Someone crying, "Oh, don't sweep dirt out in the hall, or something'll surely happen!" 

For, as everyone knows, when you sweep dirt out of a room, you sweep out your luck. 

Mr. Pillquit returning to the third floor so humiliated that there was none of his former swaggering. 

"Here's your pail, mommer," humbly. 

Mrs. Riordan, of the second floor, running into the room. Laying a dime on the table. Pointing to the dime. Running back to the hall. Turning again to point at the dime. Down the stairs with her. 

"I won't!" said Mr. Pillquit weakly. "I ain't going to chase errands for anybody." But he had scrubbed down the stairs, and his sense of importance was gone. 

"Ah, the poor soul!" waves of sympathy coursing up and down Mrs. Pillquit's vastness. "Her husband won't give her any beer when he's off the drinking. 'Tis not right to deprive her, just because he's stopped for a week and'll then be at it worse than ever." 

Humbled Mr. Pillquit going for a pint of beer and then returning with it. Mrs. Riordan stealing up the stairs, and then darting into the room, after him. Pantomimically, with long arms, expressing her harassments, and down with a glass of beer. One long arm aloft and waving to express, "You can't stir but what the men are watching you!" Down with another glass. Distress upon Mrs. Riordan's long, red face; glasses coming too swiftly, but not a moment to waste, for at any moment Mr. Riordan might be heard shouting for her. One hand holding a third glass; other hand rubbing her stomach. Shouts from the second hall: 

"Nellie! Nellie, where are you?" 

Such distress! Mrs. Riordan forcing down a third glass and grabbing Mrs. Pillquit's evening newspaper, which would be her excuse for going to a neighbor's. Down the stairs with her, a fourth glass in her hand, empty glass left on the sink shelf. 

"Now, I ain't got any paper!" complained Mr. Pillquit. "Well, anyhow, I'm going out for a walk, mommer." 

"Oh, now, popper!" lips pursed like a pouting child's. "You leave me every night." 

"But I want you to come with me, mommer. You won't come along?" 

"Oh, you know I can't do that! Oh, I'd drop and never get up again if I stirred a step from the house. And I don't see where you go every evening." 

"Just walking," said Mr. Pillquit. He went walking. 

Mrs. Pillquit left alone. It was very unpleasant to be left alone, every evening -- but never, never could she go down those stairs. 

Door opening and top-floor maiden lady coming in. "Oh, excuse me!" very common mistake in houses where all doors look alike. "I got in the wrong floor." Casting one eye at the floor, to see whether there was carpet, other eye wandering to see what kind of furniture the Pillquits had. 

"Oh, do sit down, ma'am; I'm all alone!" from lonesome Mrs. Pillquit. Maiden lady's thin hair done up like a pitcher handle, in the back. When speaking, she smiled three fluttering wrinkles in her cheeks. Maiden lady looking around, remarking: 

"You haven't any carpet, have you? Well, you don't have to have carpet, like I do, because I have millionaires coming to see me." 

"Millionaires?" Mrs. Pillquit was deeply impressed. 

"Oh, yes, indeed, they come to engage me for work. Just suppose I had an old stove like yours -- oh, but it's quite right for you!" Three deep wrinkles smiled into each cheek. "Or oilcloth on my table! Oh, yes, your cheesecloth curtains are very nice -- for you! But I must have real lace. I have millionaires coming to see me." 

Mr. Pillquit back from his walk. Running excitedly up the stairs and bursting into the kitchen, crying: 

"Fire, mommer! Big fire, and this house'll go next!" 

"Then, I'll burn," said Mrs. Pillquit, not alarmed, but sorrowful. 

"Come run, mommer; we ain't got time to save a thing!" 

"I'll have to burn," said Mrs. Pillquit, as if in impersonal pity for herself. 

"Oh, if you ain't the worst!" Mr. Pillquit stamping on the floor, saying disgustedly: "Well, I guess you would rather sit there and burn than run down to the street. There ain't any fire, then. Mommer, I'm bound to get you out." 

"I'd drop before I went ten steps," said Mrs. Pillquit. "Then there ain't any fire, and it was just more tricks?" 

"I'll get you down those stairs some way!" said very determined Mr. Pillquit. "Once I do, you'll have no excuse, and there won't be any more scrubbing down stairs for me. You know you're as able to go out as anybody." 

"I'll drop dead," from placid Mrs. Pillquit. 

Another evening. Very important-looking Mr. Pillquit just entering the kitchen. Frowning so that a severe aspect should heighten his look of importance. "They couldn't run a day without me, mommer! There's the cook, for instance! All out of French fries, and the vegetable woman hadn't cut any. But I'd told the dishwasher to save all the French fries that came in with the dishes, and, though someone had thrown tomato soup all over them, we cleaned them up -- the cook couldn't get along without me!" 

"Ashes!" said Mrs. Pillquit. 

Jaunty shoulders drooping. And head drooping. "Oh, now, mommer, it's too much to ask me to carry down ashes." 

"Oh, well, now, popper," pursing pouting lips at him, rolling big eyes at him, "the ashes been accumulating three days and be filling the room up, and I can't go down with them, because I couldn't get back." 

Gloomy Mr. Pillquit. Carrying ashes down to the yard, pausing at every landing to look ahead, darting to the yard, throwing ashes ten feet toward a barrel, and then away with him. 

"Goes out and leaves me all alone!" pouted Mrs. Pillquit to her friend, Mrs. Clamp, who had dropped in for a moment. 

"You can't trust the men!" from Mrs. Clamp, a wan woman, whose manner was tragic and vehement. 

"Don't you think you can?" Big eyes wistful and sorrowful, but without suspicion in them. 

"You can't trust the men!" Mrs. Clamp cried so vehemently that the glass of beer she was holding was dashed over her skirt. "Oh, never mind that!" rubbing the beer into the skirt. "There's nothing like beer to bring out the color of black goods." 

Pouring more beer into her hollowed hand, rubbing more beer on the skirt. "Don't never try it with blue or gray, but there's nothing like beer for black. You can't trust the men!" 

Mrs. Pillquit looked worried. "Can't you?" she asked. 

Mr. Pillquit coming home from his evening walk. Shoulders swinging jauntily--but: 

"Oh, popper!" thumb in Mrs. Pillquit's mouth, "I don't know how you'll take it, but you'll have to go empty this cabbage water and then clean the sink." 

Jauntiness swept away. "Oh, mommer, you go too far, you do! You know you can at least go down to the sink." 

"Why, no, popper! Don't you see that if I could go one sink down, I could go two sinks down? And if I could go two sinks down, I could go all the way to the street? So take down the sink broom with you." 

Despondent Mr. Pillquit taking the sink broom with him. 

Next afternoon. Top-floor maiden lady suddenly running to the stairs. She had heard loud groans in the room below. Down the stairs with the maiden lady to exclaim: 

"Oh, Mrs. Pillquit, please don't do that!" 

Mrs. Pillquit rocking herself in her chair, looking at a letter just brought to her. 

"Oh, my heart's broke!" groaned rocking, wobbling Mrs. Pillquit. 

"Oh, but I expect millionaires, for me to go to work today! And millionaires are so sensitive and don't like to hear groans! Oh, you mustn't carry on so when there are millionaires coming to see me!" 

"He's broken my heart! My poor heart's broke!" 

"But the millionaires!" cried the apprehensive maiden lady. 

"Bad luck to you and your millionaires!" Mrs. Pillquit again reading the letter. Lamentations renewed so that the maiden lady hastened down the stairs to receive millionaires on the front stoop. 

Mr. Pillquit home, in the evening, Mrs. Pillquit not looking at him. "Why, what's the matter, mommer?" Mrs. Pillquit turning her back to him. "Why, I ain't done anything, have I? Do you want more ashes carried down?" Back turned to him until he went out for his evening walk. 

Then up from her chair with Mrs. Pillquit! Bonnet slapped on and hat-pins stabbed into it. Down the stairs and after him -- perhaps not three or four steps at a time--but down and after him! And up the street after him, Mr. Pillquit a hundred feet ahead. 

When Mr. Pillquit came to a long yard with carts in it, he entered the yard. Mrs. Pillquit right after him. Mr. Pillquit coming to a string of carts in his way. Climbing over a cart. Mrs. Pillquit right after him! Dodging down under a driver's seat when he seemed about to turn around. 

Mr. Pillquit going on to the end of the yard, and, by means of some leaning boards, climbing upon a shanty. From the roof of the shanty he scaled a fence and dropped upon the other side. 

A shanty to climb? She did it! Not noiselessly and not so very gracefully, perhaps -- but she did it! To the fence with Mrs. Pillquit. Ten-foot fence! Up and down the other side by means of broken places for feet and hands. Did it, but brought the whole top of the fence with her before she got all the way down. 

Windows thrown open. Cries of, "Stop-pit! Stop-pit! Who's breaking that fence down?" Mrs. Pillquit struggling amid fallen boards, crying, "Don't shoot! I didn't mean no harm by it!" 

"Stop-pit! Stop-pit or you'll be arrested!" And Mrs. Pillquit had gone, ran and wobbled through a hall to the street, glad to escape, neither arrested nor shot. 

Mrs. Pillquit had scarcely time to reach home when Mr. Pillquit returned. 

"Oh, don't come near me! Don't never speak to me again!" Mrs. Pillquit wobbling with blubbering sobs. 

"Mommer," said Mr. Pillquit brightly, "don't I see ashes under the stove? Well, right down to the back yard with them, just as quick as you can!" 

"Oh, I couldn't!" Mrs. Pillquit almost forgetting the letter that had caused adventures and despair. 

"Come now, mommer," brisk way with him, way of a man who will stand no more nonsense. "Take this bundle of papers down with you." 

"Oh, you know I couldn't never! See here -- " waving the letter. 

"You can't? After climbing up over high carts?" 

Mrs. Pillquit stammered. 

"Over a shanty? Over a ten-foot fence?" 

Mrs. Pillquit blubbering: "All is over betwixt us-- but how did you know?" 

"My dear," said Mr. Pillquit, taking the rocking chair, and making himself comfortable in it, "the room looks a little untidy. Please go down and empty that dishwater in the sink. And run out and get me something nice to eat and don't stop to jump any hurdles or climb any trees -- what an athlete you are!" 

"This letter -- " blubbered and wobbled Mrs. Pillquit. 

Mr. Pillquit, languid in the comfort he was enjoying, languidly took the letter she held out. 

"Yes!" said Mr. Pillquit. "Not fires and not falling buildings could do it, but how quick this brought you out!" 

"`Dear Madame,'" he read, "`take a friend's advice and find out where your husband goes every night.'" 

"Very good!" said Mr. Pillquit. "I have scrubbed down my last stairs. Now, just you go on your little errands and don't stop to play leapfrog on the way. Mommer, as I'll show you, this was written backhand by myself." 





Those That Are Joined Together 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


You are standing on an Eighth Avenue corner, looking down a side street toward the ugly bleak streak made by the Ninth Avenue elevated railroad. You see peddlers, right hands curving at the sides of their mouths, left hands holding pails of potatoes; a woman with a basket of wash, which is tucked under a sheet; many fire escapes that look like a jumbling of giant gridirons, when seen from the corner. You notice the signs over doorways, a gilded boot, a carpenter's sign projecting a little farther, glazier's sign of stained-glass squares trying to eclipse signs of shoemaker and carpenter, tailor's sign almost obscuring all of them. In the tailor-shop windows are prints of the latest fashions, labelled, "Types of American Gents." American gents, going to work, in overalls and sweaters, pause to enjoy the very latest in riding, golf, and hunting costumes, and perhaps go in to order a three-dollar pair of breeches. The tailor shop occupies the first floor of a three-story frame house -- a grimy- looking house; its grimy clapboards are stained by streaks of rain dribbling from the rusty fire-escape. 

The McGibneys lived in the second-floor rooms. McGibney was log-shaped; he seemed as big around at his ankles as at his chest, and, though he wore collars, it was because everyone else wore collars, and not because his neck was perceptible. Close-cropped hair, a rather sharp nose, bright alert, eyes, cheeks red and all other parts of him pinkish. Mrs. McGibney was a plump, delicately featured little woman, who could express most amazing firmness upon her small features. When she had household cares, she worried; when she had household duties, she bustled. And it would surely please you to look at Mrs. McGibney when she worried; left forefinger beginning over the fingers of the right hand; left forefinger lodging on right little finger, Mrs. McGibney pausing to look into space, counting up to assure herself that the butcher had not cheated; forefinger beginning again and dealing with the grocer, this time; another fixed look into space to be sure the grocer had not imagined a can of tomatoes or a pound of flour. It would please you, because you would know that not one penny, worked so hard for by McGibney, would be wasted. When Mrs. McGibney bustles -- ah, now that is pretty! That means a very keen sense of responsibility, nothing shirked, nothing that will make McGibney's comfort neglected. Bustling to the over door, opening and shutting it; fingers dabbing at under lip and sizzling on underside of a flat iron; frying pan moved back on the stove; quick, short steps to the table to roll out breadcrumbs; dash to the window to sharpen a knife on the sill -- when Mrs. McGibney bustles! 

Evening! Both of them in the cheerful kitchen. Very cheerful kitchen! Three conch-shells, like big pink ears, up on the mantelpiece, and four palm leaves, painted green, stuck in a flower pot, just like a bit of Florida. The dishpan, on the stove murmuring; a subdued rattle and good-naturedly growling of bubbles forming on the bottom of the pan, and dishes fluttering on them. The oil-cloth was bright and new-looking, except in the corner where heavy McGibney sat. There, chair legs had indented as if someone had beaten around at random with a hammer. And in his corner, reading the newspaper, sat McGibney, his wife sitting beside the table his elbow was on, frowning, puzzling, and counting her fingers. "Yes," said Mrs. McGibney, "I can keep expenses down to five dollars a week, but you mustn't charge on my book what you spend. I don't think I ought to mark down the cent for your newspaper, do you? I'm not going to have my book any more than it's got to be. I'll cross off this two cents for a stamp. Now, you know you oughtn't to charge me for that; it was for your own letter -- don't sit like that! How often have I told you you ruin the oil-cloth?" 

McGibney not only continued to tilt back and dig into the oil-cloth but rocked himself on the hind legs of the chair; one is sometimes tempted to torment severe little women when they are too serious. 

"Oh, I don't care; you're not harming me. Go ahead, if you feel like paying for new oil-cloth." McGibney could not sit straight without some demonstration to cover his accession; he put out fingers like tongs and pinched just above her knee. If you are an old married man, you know just how far from dignified and severe that immediately made McGibney. Then McGibney sat straight, sat as if he would have sat straight anyway. 

A rap on the door. Mrs. McGibney put away her account book as if it were wrong to keep account-books; McGibney sat crooked as if it were wrong to sit straight. No matter what one is doing, one feels that someone else coming makes a difference. Mrs. McGibney started toward the door, went to the stove instead, and covered the dish-pan; started again but paused to twitch a curtain; finally got to the door and opened it, but had glanced back twice and had motioned to McGibney to put away a bag of crackers. 

"Oh, it's you, Clara?" exclaimed Mrs. McGibney, "Why, come right in!" 

Into the room came a stocky person, with a broad, flat, amiable face. Everything about her seemed to suggest that she was made to work hard and suffer, usually not complain, but, quite without reasoning, flash into short-lived rebellion against hardships now and then. Like your impression of peasantry more than a century ago, down-trodden, without leaders, should be your impression of Clara. In her heavy arms was a huge bundle, done up in a sheet, four corners of the sheet hanging loose at the top. She appeared to be carrying a monstrous turnip, all white, loose ends like white-turnip tops. 

"Why, good evening!" said Clara awkwardly, turning to the right, turning to the left, with her huge bundle, looking for a place to set it down, but still clinging to it, her chin buried in the top of it, a big bundle making her look like a pouter-pigeon. 

"Mrs. McGibney," said Clara, turning to the right, to the left, still clinging, "I don't like to ask you, knowing you ain't got accommodations, but could you lend me the loan of your ironing-board for the night? I've flew the coop on him for good and all this time, and tomorrow will get a room for myself; but, if you can let me have your ironing-board, I can sleep on it here, on the floor tonight. This is my wash, which I brought with me, not to leave him so much as a stitch that's mine. Would it be too much to ask for your ironing-board?" 

"Why, put down that heavy bundle, Clara!" cried Mrs. McGibney, having dabbed at the bundle, but missed it; "It's sopping wet!" 

"Sopping wet!" repeated Mrs. McGibney, as if pleased. And she was pleased, for here was an occasion for her to bustle around the room. Very much did Mrs. McGibney like to bustle around a room. And Clara, by the door, sat at the table at the other end of which McGibney sat. 

"It's wet because I just took it off the line, not to leave him anything of mine," said Clara. She moved uneasily in her chair. And she winked, as if in physical distress. 

"I can't move my line, because the rain's made it too tight," said Mrs. McGibney, "but we can hang up the wash here to dry. Ironing-board? Ironing-board, how are you!" She pounced upon the huge turnip, seizing turnip-tops, plucking them apart. "No, but we can make you comfortable in the front room, Clara." Sheet spread out and wash in a mound. "And you've carried this with you all the way up the streets? I'll fix up lines." Two parallel lines, rigged up one from each end of the table to the opposite wall, sheets thrown over them; kitchen looking like Monday morning in your back yard. Room divided into three compartments: Clara in one, by the door; middle one, including the table, reserved for Mrs. McGibney; McGibney isolated in the third. Mrs. McGibney hung wash on the backs of chairs, and, forgetting how picture frames collect dust, jumped up at corners of picture frames, with more wash. Then she returned to her chair, which was in the middle compartment. 

"Not bothering you too much," began timid Clara. An expression of pain suddenly shot across her broad face. "Oh," she breathed, "I guess that must be in the tintypes! Anyway, don't bother about me. Oh! Yes, I'm sure it's the tintypes. Tintypes has such sharp corners, even if there is pink paper frames to them. I had nowhere else to carry my belongings, which I'd not leave behind, as I have flew the coop on him." 

Clara stuck one foot out and lifted her skirt somewhat. Untied a handkerchief from somewhere, though I have heard that the material is usually more elastic -- never mind; in a most matter-of-fact way, Clara untied the handkerchief. As if it were the most natural thing in the world to do, and very serious about it, she delved and drew forth an alarm clock, a comb, shoe-strings, a looking-glass, a tea strainer, a box of matches, the tintypes -- 

"It was the tintypes!" cried Clara. "I knew, because they got such sharp corners and was sticking me, all the way over, most every step I took." 

Mrs. McGibney and McGibney, who drew his sheet aside, stared at the astonishing collection on the table and then laughed heartily. Clara, looking calm and unintelligent, drew forth a can of baking powder. Nothing to laugh at she could see, but the others seemed amused, so she smiled sympathetically with them. 

"Yes," said Clara, no longer timid, for it was her way to be awkward at first and then feel as much at home as anybody, "I've flew the coop on him forever. I've said I meant it before, but this time I do mean it. And he can be so nice when he wants to be. You know that yourself, Mrs. McGibney." 

"He always seemed a perfect little gentleman whenever I saw him," declared Mrs. McGibney. 

"It's a shame you two can't get along better!" was heard from behind McGibney's sheet. "I've always found Tommy all right." 

And Clara exclaimed: "He's the nicest little man in the world! This time I have flew the coop on him forever." She smiled at her sheet, so that no one within hearing should be depressed, just because she had troubles. 

"I don't know!" said Clara, with her broad, slow smile, "it's pretty hard for a woman to come home from her day's work, and find the man stretched on the floor before her sleeping it off. Isn't it?" she asked, as if by no means sure and wishing to hear what others thought. 

From behind two sheets: "It certainly is hard!" 

Rumbling up over McGibney's sheet: "You hadn't ought to put up with it! It is hard!" 

"Isn't it!" cried Clara, as if crying. "There, I was right, after all! I thought, myself, it was hard, and here's others thinks the same. And then, when you're getting along nice, both working and laying by a little, and going to buy the brass lamp in Mason's window, and get a whole half-ton of coal instead of by the bag, which is robbery, and then he goes out to change the savings into one big bill which you'd never be tempted to break, and comes back in the morning without one cent--" Clara paused. She would not like to be ridiculed for regarding trifles too seriously. "I don't think he does right by me--does he?" 

Both sheets agitated. Over both sheets: "He certainly didn't do right by you!" 

"Does he!" cried Clara, almost excited, also triumphant, hearing her own suspicions verified. 

"He oughter be ashamed of hisself!" rumbled McGibney. 

Clara looked up, and there was a slow heavy frown, instead of a slow heavy smile. 

"There's worse than him!" she said sharply. 

"I'll never speak to him again!" declared Mrs. McGibney. 

"You might speak to worse, Mrs. McGibney. I'm sure he always spoke most kind of you -- " 

"How could he speak otherwise of me?" demanded Mrs. McGibney in quick anger. 

"Now! Now! Now!" rumbled McGibney, thrusting his sheet aside and looking warningly at his wife. 

"Not making you a sharp answer, Mrs. McGibney," pursued thick, slow, heavy Clara. "He never said nothing but kind words of you. There's lots worse than him, and he was always a good husband to me, excepting when he was bad, and I hope I'll never lay my two eyes onto him again." 

And Mrs. McGibney looked at the McGibney sheet as if to say, "You'd best always keep quiet!" and her resentment was over, for she was fond of Clara and had known her many years. 

"I'll get a pint of beer," said McGibney. "Can I leave youse two without there being a clinch? You like a little ale in it, don't you, Clara?" 

"Don't never mind me!" said Clara restlessly. "I just remember I left the gas burning and him sleeping his buns off. Do you think the gas would go out and then start up again and not burning? I've heard tell of such cases. Not meaning to go back to him, maybe I'd better go back and turn the gas out." 

"Do go back, Clara!" urged Mrs. McGibney, feeling through the sheet for Clara's hand and impulsively seizing Clara's nose, trying again for the hand, closing fingers upon Clara's ear, Clara leaning over, with head near her knees, "Give him another chance. A wife's place is at home. Don't mind what others tell you--your husband is dearer to you than all the rest of the world. Go back and make him promise to do better." 

"I don't wish him no harm," said Clara, hesitatingly. "This time I've flew the coop on him forever, even if he is the nicest little man in the world when he had a mind to be -- if I thought the gas would go out on him, I might go back and turn down the gas, anyway." 

Oh, then, here was a fine chance for Mrs. McGibney to bustle. Down came everything on the lines, as if it were Monday night in the back yard. Down came everything from the backs of chairs and from picture frames. Back into a bundle with everything! Big white turnip again, loose, sprawling turnip-tops. 

"I might try him again for a week, anyway," decided Clara. Out and away and back home with her big white turnip and its pouter-pigeon effect, too bulky for her arms to go around, her chin lost in fluttering turnip-tops; back home with bundle, alarm clock, looking-glass, box of baking powder, and tintypes taken one almost impossible happy day at Coney Island. 

An evening or two later. McGibney out for a walk. Mrs. McGibney up to her elbows in the washing that had driven him out, for, if he had remained in, he would have had to carry boilers of water to the stove from the sink in the hall. So McGibney had said, "Marietta, I ain't getting fresh air enough. I don't sleep good unless I take a little walk in the evening." Mrs. McGibney had to fill the boiler one dishpanful at a time and that was satisfactory to McGibney. 

Rap on the door. Mrs. McGibney quickly concealed socks with holes in them and turned to the door. Vain little Mrs. McGibney! She paused to rummage through the wash until she found curtains. They were very fine lace curtains. The very fine curtains were placed where a caller would surely see them and note how very fine they were. Then Mrs. McGibney's hand slid around and around on the door knob, hand slippery with soap-suds, until the slipperiness wore off and she could open the door. She exclaimed: "Why, Tommy! Come right in." The "nicest little man in the world" was an uneasy, squirming, twisting, little man; bald-headed; Hebraic nose like a number six inclining at forty-five degrees; chin with a dimple looking like a bit gouged out of it; very neat; fussy. And a very polite little man, scraping, bowing, grinning. 

"Sit down, Tommy. You won't have much room to stir. The old man is out, but will be back almost any minute. Sit down, but first I'll trouble you to fill the boiler for me, if you don't mind. How is Clara?" 

Tommy seemed to scrape and bow to the boiler, before lifting it, seemed to scrape with his right foot and bow to the wash-tub as he passed it and went scraping and bowing down to the sink, filled the boiler, came back with it, set it on the stove and stood grinning, prepared to scrape and bow, if given half a chance to, until invited again to sit down. 

"My!" said Mrs. McGibney, "The wash does gather on one so!" 

Tommy opened his eyes wide and wrinkled his forehead to express profoundest sympathy. Not only with eyes and forehead, but with elbows, feet, knees and hands, it was his way to show how very attentively he listened to anyone speaking to him; ready to laugh heartedly at anything he might be expected to smile at; equally ready to commiserate with anybody. 

"Are you feeling pretty well?" -- soap dabbed on a McGibney shirt. "How is -- ," laundry-brush up and down where the soap was, which was at elbows; McGibney would lean on elbows; " -- Clara? Is she -- ," up and down with the shirt on the washboard, " -- feeling pretty -- ," wringing out and dropping shirt on pile, on a newspaper, " -- well?" Pile too high and toppling over, top pieces falling on the floor outside the newspaper. Not a speck on them, but rubbing over for them, anyway. 

"Oh, yes, ma'am. Clara is very well. I have left her." 

"You've what? You've left her?" 

"Oh, yes, ma'am!" said Tommy, head bobbing, shoulders, arms, knees, all of him bobbing. "I called to see would you keep these tintypes for me? I'm going to Maddy-gascar, where I hear there's openings." 

"Why, Tommy, what's the matter?" 

"She don't keep the house picked up -- not saying a word against her," answered Tommy. "These tintypes is mine, and she can have everything else; but these is mine, and it was my money paid for them down to Coney Island, me and her in them, and all I got in the world to care about, and will you keep them for me till I can send for them from Maddy-gascar?" 

"Why, of course I'll do that, Tommy; but you know you'd never do such a thing as leave Clara. That would be very wrong of you." 

"Oh, yes, indeed, ma'am, very wrong of me! Not saying one word against her, she lies in bed all day and won't so much as do any sweeping. There's never any cooking, and I'm tired to death of the delicatessens and rather go to Maddy-gascar and eat spiders, me going into the spider-web industry there. She don't do no wash like you, Mrs. McGibney, but just rinses out in cold water. She's so lazy she washes dishes by rubbing newspapers on them. That ain't so bad as when she does wash them; she washes clothes in the dish-pan and then washes dishes after them -- not that I'd say one word against her. So, would you mind the tintypes with her and me in them, ma'am? They're all I have to care about ma'am." 

"Oh, now Tommy -- " But how could one possibly argue with Tommy? With eyes and forehead and elbows and knees, he would most emphatically agree with everything said to him. 

"Your wife is a very good woman." 

Of course she was! Best in the city! Best in the whole world! But would Mrs. McGibney care for the tintypes? 

"It's very wrong of you, Tommy!" 

Wrong? Shocking! Heartless! Wicked, shocking, heartless Tommy! Of course he was, and he admitted every word of it; but would Mrs. McGibney take care of the tintypes until he could send from "Maddy-gascar" for them? 

Tommy left the tintypes on the mantelpiece, hoping he was disturbing nothing by so doing; imploring Mrs. McGibney not to bother with them if she thought they would take up too much room, begging her to throw them in the ashes or burn them, or jump on them if they should be the slightest annoyance to her; then away he went. 

Back in five minutes. Well, after all, "Maddy-gascar" was pretty far away, and he had heard stories about the Esquimaux there, so he would take the tintypes back with him; Clara might wonder where they were. Five minutes later. Back again. Perhaps Mrs. McGibney had better not say anything to anyone about the tintype matter. Bowing, bobbing, scraping. 

Oh, not a word would Mrs. McGibney say! Rest assured of that! Indeed, she had quite enough to do in attending to her own affairs. Mrs. McGibney promised to say nothing, and like a busy little housewife with too much to do to waste time gossiping, breathed not a word of it till McGibney came in. 

"It's all Tommy's fault!" said McGibney. 

"I'm afraid Clara is a good deal to blame," said Mrs. McGibney. 

"Oh, yes, always stand up for the man, of course!" 

"Oh, yes, take the woman's part every time, won't you?" 

The next time the McGibneys saw Clara, there was no persuading her to go home. She had no home. 

"Because," said Clara, "when we found there wasn't no use in our trying to get along together, we just broke up and gave away everything in the rooms and went down the stairs and down the stoop together. We didn't so much as say good-bye nor nothing; he went up the street and I went down." 

"That's right!" declared McGibney. "When two people can't get along together, it's best for them to part, I say!" 

"You say!" cried indignant Mrs. McGibney. And scornful Mrs. McGibney! 

"Well, I'm entitled to speak, ain't I?" grumbled McGibney. 

"No!" firmly. "Leastwise, not when you talk like that." She looked her scorn and continued: 

"No, Clara, there's nobody dearer to any woman than her own husband." Looked at McGibney as if he were a pile of wash just toppled over into the ash-pan. "Your husband will be with you when others are far away." Looked at him as if he were two piles of wash toppled over into three ash-pans. "There ain't any luck in any such advice as he's giving you. I know how I love my own dear husband, and you know you're the same, and you'll find what the world is when you're alone in it." Glared her indignation, scorn, contempt for McGibney, who mumbled, with an air of sagacity, astonishing to himself: 

"Ain't wimmen the queer things, though!" 

"I've flown the coop on him forever!" said Clara, with her broad, amiable, unintelligible smile. "I got a little hall room for myself, and -- me go back to him? Oh, my! Is that a step on the stairs? I wouldn't wish it, not for the world, for him to find me here! I never want to see the face of him again!" Clara looked around for a place to hide; ran to the door of the front room, and, with her hand on the knob, stood listening. 

"'Tain't him! It's someone going upstairs," she said, smiling her relief. "I'll never go back to him." 

A week later. Clara again. And Clara was out of breath. 

"Oh, Mrs. McGibney, has the man come yet? I thought I saw him over on Ninth Avenue, and I run clear around the block for fear he'd be after me and track me here. I was just buying a bit of furniture and going to start rooms for myself, when I get a few bits together. And is it too much to ask you to store them for me till I get rooms, Mrs. McGibney?" 

"We're only too glad--," began Mrs. McGibney. 

"Oh, on your life, don't stir! It's him! He mustn't know where I am, or he might try to get me back! I don't never want to see him again!" whispered Clara. "On your life, not giving no orders, don't stir, or he'll know you're in and see me here." 

There was a rap on the door. 

"Oh, my! Look out -- would he hear us?" 

Out in the hall: "McGibney! Anyone know where McGibney lives?" 

"Oh!" breathed Clara. "That's all right. It's the furniture men." 

And two men from a Ninth Avenue furniture store came in with a bureau. At least they set it in the hall, and turned to hasten down the stairs; paused to do a little better than that, and rolled the bureau half way into the room; turned to run back to the store, but, in turning, thrust back with their heels, and pushed the bureau quite into the room, which was conscientious enough delivering of goods to suit anybody. 

"I bought that!" said Clara, proudly. The bureau was rolled into the front room, and she helped, her hands caressing more than pushing. There was no back to the bureau. The varnish was worn off. Some one had broken open the top drawer, splintering the wood on each side of the keyhole. 

"It's mine!" said Clara, rapturously. "It took three days of hard scrubbing on hands and knees, for me to buy that. It'll be every bit as good as new, with a few boards nailed on the back, and a little oil rubbed over it." 

The bureau was rolled to a corner of the front room, but Clara could not leave it, hovering over it, stooping and pulling out drawers, one by one, gazing delightedly at the disgraceful old wreck. 

"Yes!" said Clara. "The other day when I was scrubbing the restaurant floor, there was customers looking at me, and they says, `Look at that poor woman! Ain't some got hard lots in life!' They needn't of pitied me! I was earning that! Just a few boards and a little oil is all it needs, and I'll get as fine a home together as anybody's got -- what's that?" 

Clara ran to the kitchen to listen. 

"I'm so afraid he'll find me that I do be hearing sounds all the time!" she said. "Ain't that bureau something elegant? I'll have my own bit of a home and never see him again." Then, as McGibney came out to the kitchen, shutting the front-room door behind him, she asked: 

"Ain't that sounds of excitement in the street? Maybe there's a fire!" Clara ran to the front room and pretended to look out the window. She had heard nothing; it was only a pretext to get back to the disgraceful old wreck. On her hands and knees she had earned it. 

"Ain't it nice!" said Clara, ecstatically. "I got my eye on a gilt-framed mirror I'll buy next week. It's nice, ain't it?" 

Clara went away. Back in five minutes. 

"I guess maybe I left my rolled-up apron in the front room." Whether she had or not, she stood looking at the bureau; turned to go; looked again; moved it to get a better light on it; stepped toward the door; paused and looked back. 

"I bought that!" 

And she went away, leaving McGibney standing in the front room. With an expression of deep melancholy he stood looking at the clumsy, broken bureau. He looked at his best furniture surrounding it: fragile, gilded chairs, on a big rug better than any other rug in the neighborhood; a sideboard with French plate glass in it; the very fine curtains. He was a log-shaped man, and not remarkably aesthetic, but his eye was sorely offended. 

"Oh, well," said the melancholy, log-shaped man, "if us poor folks don't help each other, who will?" And the eye of Mrs. McGibney was equally offended; but Mrs. McGibney was not melancholy, for here was an opportunity for her to bustle. Out with the sofa and around in front of the bureau! The standing lamp placed where it would help to conceal the bureau. To hide the bureau was quite a problem, but Mrs. McGibney rejoiced in it. She bustled. 

The next Saturday night Clara bought a wicker rocking-chair. Fearful-looking old rocking-chair! Interstices of it filled with white paint; all paint worn off wherever arms, legs, and backs had rested on it. 

"It's nice, ain't it?" said Clara, dreamily, fondly. 

McGibney sat straight, as if he had just dug through the oilcloth and feared reprimanding. Then he fell back limply. 

"Yes, ve-ry," he said, without enthusiasm. 

"It'll fill out your front room nice, while I'm waiting for it, won't it?" 

"Oh, ye-es; it'll be ve-ry nice." 

"And so comfortable!" said Clara. She sat in the chair and clumsily rocked it. "Try it, Mrs. McGibney! You ain't got no idea how comfortable it is. You sit in it, Mr. McGibney. Just lie back and push with your feet and see what a comfort it is. My! I can just see myself in it, me with my shoes off and resting after the day. Such comfort in it! I don't guess I ever made such a bargain before. But what do you think? That mirror I was so set on was bought! That's mean, ain't it? I was awfully provoked when I heard it. Just the same, I got my eye on a stove that's fine and well worth the four dollars they ask for it. It's all nickel in front, and only one of the bricks broken, and can be fixed with five cents' worth of fire-clay. It'll look nice in your front room, won't it?" 

"Ve-ry nice!" answered distressed McGibney. 

Clara got up to go. Had to sink back and take another rock in the chair, so comfortable after the day's work, and one's shoes off. It was indeed worth scrubbing for! Up to go. Well, just one more rock -- away back and slowly down again, you know. And you, too, look again at it! My! But what a bargain! And Clara bought it! On her own hands and knees she had earned it. Before going away, Clara lingered at the door. Perhaps they would laugh at her if she should take another rock, but she might look at the chair for another moment. 

"Ain't this pretty oil-cloth you got!" Looking only at the chair. 

"I must get a kitchen table like yours." Looking only at her own rocking-chair. She left McGibney staring gloomily, but saying sturdily: 

"Us poor folks must help each other!" 

Mrs. McGibney bustled. 

It was a different Clara when seen again. Her face was flushed; the unintelligent but soft eyes were like eyes that could not see outward things, as if they were engaged in the unusual occupation of looking within at her own mind. Convince Clara that she had a grievance, and thick, obstinate brooding replaced uncomplaining stolidity. 

By force of habit, Clara's slow amiable smile flickered, but here eyes were as if turned upon brooding within. 

"Someone's did that a-purpose!" said Clara, slowly, deliberately, staring, seeming to see neither McGibney nor Mrs. McGibney. "Me that thought I didn't have an enemy in the world! Where would I get a enemy, me always kind to everybody? I had my heart set on that stove that only needed a little fire-clay. Someone's bought it, just to annoy me. When the mirror went, I didn't think nothing of it, but the stove too, is to annoy me. They won't make nothing by that, and bad luck will come upon them for it." 

"Why, Clara, it only happened that way," reasoned Mrs. McGibney. "Nobody would go and be as mean as that to you, specially as they'd have to spend money." 

"It's tricks done me!" declared sullen, dogged Clara. "Oh, there's somebody at the door. Maybe it's him after me. Say I'm not here, Mrs. McGibney! On your life, don't let him find me! I got to work for my living, anyway, and I'll work for myself and not divide with no man. Never--oh, I guess it's the kitchen table!" 

"A kitchen table, Clara?" demanded McGibney. "Did you say a kitchen table?" 

"Yes!" said Clara, brightening. "It's nice! You can put it in the center of your front room and maybe have ornaments onto it. It's a very nice kitchen table." 

Door opened; a table thrust into the room; heels flying down the stairs. 

"Don't you think it's nice?" Clara asked eagerly. 

"Nice?" repeated honest McGibney. "Oh, is that the table?" 

Scratched legs to it; two plain boards forming the top of it; heads of nails sunk in the boards, and once filled with putty; putty fallen out. 

Clara shook it to show that the legs were firm. She would varnish it and cover it with a beautiful table cover she had seen in the five-and-ten-cent store. 

"Next week," said brightened Clara, "it's going to be portcheers. They're chenille and grand for a doorway. No room ain't complete without portcheers." She again shook the table to show how firm the legs were and then went away. 

McGibney and Mrs. McGibney stood out on the front stoop of the rust-stained frame house, looking at the tailor, who was putting up a new sign: "Pants pressed, ten cents. Full-dress suits cleaned and pressed, one dollar." McGibney thought of "full-dress" suits and looked down the street, at rags and dirt and ashes. It was Saturday night, and they were going over to Ninth Avenue, to Paddy's Market. Along came Clara, reaching the stoop, half up the stoop before she saw the McGibneys. 

"Oh, is it you?" said Clara, with only the beginning of the slow, amiable smile. 

"The portcheers is gone!" she said, without excitement. "My heart was set on them--the portcheers has gone. Would you say to me, now, that it only happens that way, Mrs. McGibney? Is there somebody playing mean, low tricks on me, or ain't there? Does three times in succession just happen? The portcheers was bought last Monday. Was that only accident? Oh, but I came around to see would you lend fifty cents? There's a hatrack I want. It's meant for a front hall, but the mirror in it is nice and there's a bit of marble to it, and it'll look nice in my rooms, where, to my longest day, no man'll ever hang his hat on it, unless you, Mr. McGibney come and see me. I don't like to ask you for fifty cents, Mrs. McGibney, and you just going to do your bit of marketing." 

"There's fifty dollars in the bank that you can have any time you say so, Clara!" exclaimed McGibney. 

"We'd rather have you owing it than have it in the bank, Clara," said Mrs. McGibney, "because the bank might bust." 

Clara looked embarrassed. "Don't you want to come look at the hat-rack?" she asked. "It'll set your front room off fine!" The McGibneys pinched each other's arms, as if saying, "Oh, Lord, preserve us!" All three went down the street toward Ninth Avenue, Clara preferring one side of the street; then, thinking the other side was darker, choosing the darker side so that if they should meet "him" he might not recognize them. 

Torches on wagons, wagonloads of oranges, twenty for twenty-five cents; pairs of rabbits slung on headless barrels, plump rabbits hanging outside, furry rags, shot to pieces, inside the barrels; piles of soup greens and mounds of cabbages' cries of "Everything cheap! Only a few more left!" Paddy's Market! Then the second-hand furniture store, with bed springs and pillows outside it; stoves with covers and legs in the ovens; rolls of matting; everything second-hand, even crockery and tea-kettles. Clara went into the store, Mrs. McGibney having paused to dig a thumb-nail into potatoes to see whether they were frozen, McGibney lingering with her, because he would have to carry the potatoes. 

Clara came back to the sidewalk. Again her eyes were unseeing. "The hat-rack," said Clara, staring at nothing visible, "is sold." I ain't been gone from here ten minutes. It's sold. Everything I got my heart on is sold. I don't know who's doing it, but they'll never have a day's luck for it." 

"But what could I do, lady?" The furniture man came cringing out to her. "You know you didn't leave no deposit. Would you like to look at some mats for your front hall? You didn't leave no deposit, so what could I do? I got a very heavy, rich and elegant mat here for your front hall; though the number of the house is onto it." 

"Look here, Jack," said McGibney. "Who's buying up all the things this lady looks at? Is it any particular party?" 

"Come to think of it, it is," answered the furniture man. "He's a gent took the unfurnished rooms upstairs. `What's he look like?' Well, he bows most polite every time my wife waits on him, and I see his head was some bald---" 

"Wait for me!" said Clara. "Up on the next floor, you say? Just only wait one minute for me, Mrs. McGibney, and I'll only go to tell him what I think of this latest meanness he's playing me. Then I'll be through with him forever. This is the last trick he'll play me!" And she went to the stairs leading to the rooms over the store. 

"It must be Tommy," said McGibney. 

"And I always took him for such a perfect little gentleman," was Mrs. McGibney's comment. 

"Just wait a minute!" Clara had said; but, after several minutes, McGibney became uneasy. 

"I'll go up and see," he said. "It maybe ain't Tommy, and Clara may start mixing it with some stranger that got as much right to the furniture as her." 

But it was Tommy, for, as the McGibneys went up the stairs, Clara's words, plainly audible, told them so. 

"Never!" they heard -- "Was it my dying day, I'd never forgive you. It was too cruel, and I'll never forget it." 

"Ain't she the stubborn thing!" snapped Mrs. McGibney. 

"Did I live to be as old as Mickthusalem, I'd not forgive you for it! Oh, Tommy, how could you go up the street when I went down? To treat me so! Don't never mind nothing else; play me tricks and scold me and don't do right nor anywheres near right, but how could you do that? Oh, Tommy, how could you go up the street when I went down? Me expecting your feet after me every second, me looking back at the corner. You going up, and me going down! Rob me of them portcheers I see you got there, and play me tricks with that mirror, and do like you want to about all the hall-racks in the world, but you never come to find me when I was hiding away! Have the red portcheers and welcome to everything my heart was set on, but you never come to me when I was hiding, and how could I tell you where I was hiding away? Oh, I been so unhappy without you, Tommy; there's nobody got any sympathy for a deserted wife, but just a jeer at her and say, `No wonder he left, if you take one look at her big platter face' -- but my eyes is nice and my hair is lovely I was always told. Take away the red portcheers my heart was set on, Tommy, and I know you don't love me, but we belong to each other, just the same, but don't -- oh, if you ain't looking to break my heart -- don't never again go up a street when I'm going down!" 

The McGibneys saw them standing in the center of the room, arms about each other, hands patting each other's shoulder-blades. 

Tommy began to whimper. Arms mothered him. Steady tapping away on his shoulder-blades. Then Tommy blubbered outright: 

"Oh, Clara, I been missable! I been missable something fierce, living alone! I ain't ate nor slept, but been working straight along and got a good job and doing pretty good, and so much as a day's work you'll never have to do. No! Not if it's your longest day!" A bow and a bob and a scrape, for he had discovered the McGibneys standing irresolute in the hall. He continued to blubber, and he continued to tap away at shoulder-blades. 

"But why didn't you come to find me, Tommy, when I was hiding away? I told the Finnigans and everybody, so you must've known where I was hiding away!" 

Clara would not have seen a hundred McGibneys. Clara was tapping most mightily with both hands upon shoulder-blades. 

"On account of the brass lamp!" blubbered Tommy. A bob and a bow and a scrape! "I done fierce bad spending our savings that was for the brass lamp, and I couldn't go find you where you was hid till I had that here, in this new home, for you to see, and be complete, and then you'd know I was sorry and it might prove I was going to do right. But it wasn't tricks, Clara! Honest, it wasn't tricks! Me standing on the other side of the street, and looking in the store window at you, and no overcoat, because I needed every cent to show I was going to do right. And you look at the mirror. I say, `Clara likes that mirror. Then Clara must have that!' Me standing with my toes all pinched up, as my shoes is bad, and you looking at them red portcheers. Then Clara must have red portcheers! Me jumping up and down, like I'm froze, but standing there every Saturday night to see what Clara likes and Clara's going to have that!" Bobbing, bowing, and scraping toward the hall, from Tommy; from Clara, rather a look of resentment toward the hall. 

A final tap on shoulder-blades and: 

"Why, come in and see where we're going to start up again!" 

"Ain't it strange!" said calm, stolid Clara. "He's found me, after all!" 

And from all four of them, and all four meaning every word: 

"In all the world, there ain't nobody like your own! If it ain't but big enough to hold a trunk, there's no place like your own!" 

"And," said supremely happy Tommy and Clara, "Now we'll celebrate!" 





A Great Human Principle 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


A three-story frame house. An old yellow house. Clapboards patched here and there and the patches painted when put up, so that the front of the house was tessellated with squares, some vivid, some dull, some of almost obliterated yellow paint. Brick sidewalk and a paling fence between it and the house. Worn-out grass behind the fence, and creeping out in tufts between bricks. Weather-worn shutters, some open, and some tied shut with dangling pieces of clothes-line. Tenement region of New York. 

On the top floor lived the Boyles; the second floor, Mrs. Cassidy; first floor, Mrs. Ryan--no polyglot house here, you see; not a Schwartzenheimer nor a Tortolini in it, but straight Boyle, Cassidy, and Ryan from top to bottom. 

Top floor. Early in the morning. Mr. Boyle had gone to his hodcarrying, but Mr. McGovern, the boarder, who worked for Stolliger, the plumber, was waiting for his breakfast. Miss Boyle, a large, panting person with the profile of an overfed Roman Emperor, was preparing breakfast. And Mr. McGovern was not beautiful; in his boyhood he had been a jockey, and the print of a horseshoe ran along one cheek to his nose. If you should not be acquainted with Mr. McGovern, it would be almost impossible to have him say a word to you, but let him become acquainted and feel himself at home and his diffidence would be less marked. He was "good," the neighbors would tell you. "As quiet and decent a man as you'd care to meet," they'd tell you. 

In the Boyles' kitchen. An undulating floor, for the house had settled; stove that inclined so that when one part of the frying-pan was full of lard the other part was drying and smoking; green-painted walls with stovepipe holes in them, and the holes stopped with green-painted beer-car covers; bare floor with loose boards that squeaked and rattled when trodden on. With a spade and a pickaxe and a crowbar on his knees, Mr. McGovern sat at the table, which had a newspaper on it for a tablecloth, fretting because breakfast was not ready. 

"Too bad about you!" said Miss Boyle. 

She boiled coffee, and boiled half a dozen eggs in the coffee, which is a very good way to economize with the fuel. Half-a-dozen eggs, in a bowl, set before Mr. McGovern, who rested his elbows on the tools on his knees, and tapped an eggshell. 

"I hope they'll suit you!" said Miss Boyle. "I hope we can have one breakfast that'll suit you!" 

Mr. McGovern, cracking an egg. "They're too soft," complained Mr. McGovern. 

"Are they?" Miss Boyle snatching the bowl with five eggs in it. And right at his forehead she threw an egg. A splashing and a dripping of yellow down Mr. McGovern's astonished countenance! 

"Are they?" panted Miss Boyle. An egg to the eyebrow. 

"Minnie Boyle, me curse on you!" said unfortunate Mr. McGovern, sitting still, too astonished to dodge a third egg, which burst on his nose and dripped beautiful golden nuggets down his collar. 

"Are they?" panted Miss Boyle, throwing the fourth and the fifth eggs. 

"There, now! Now, are they?" she panted. And she sat down violently, throwing her apron over her head, wailing aloud her views upon his ill-treatment of her. 

Mr. McGovern's yellow lips alternating in rolling between his teeth. Mr. McGovern glancing toward the window; but he was a man of self-control and did not throw her out; besides she was too heavy. 

"Minnie Boyle, me curse on you!" repeated Mr. McGovern. Then he rose from the table, tools hugged under one arm, and felt his way to the door, and seeing yellow, went down yellow stairs to a yellow sink, where Mrs. Cassidy was filling a pail. 

"Honor of Gawd, Mr. McGovern, what's happened to you?" said Mrs. Cassidy. 

"'Tis Minnie Boyle has me in this deplorable condition!" said Mr. McGovern, feeling for the faucet. "Me curse on her!" 

"Ah, no, Mr. McGovern, I'd not say that! There's not a day's luck for them that calls down curses. But, in the name of the Lord, and the good, decent man I always found you, what did you do to her?" 

"He's an old crank!" wailed Miss Boyle, still sobbing with his ill-treatment of her. 

"Ah, hush, you, Minnie Boyle! And you, Mr. McGovern, would you come down to my kitchen and I'll have the soap and water on you." She was a red-cheeked woman of fifty; expressionless face, bright eyes that bobbed at the floor when she spoke. 

Mr. McGovern attenuating egg yolk with handfuls of water, but still dripping yellow, following her to the kitchen; pickaxe, spade and crowbar thumping with him, down the stairs. 

"Didn't my two eyes tell me it I'd never believe it of Minnie Boyle!" said the widow. "Ah, but you must have plagued her in some way. Ah, but 'tis no way to treat any decent man." And she taking his coat off. And she cleaned the coat, and having an iron on, she pressed it for him. 

Mr. McGovern standing very stiff, still biting first one lip and then the other, his eyes rolling wildly. "Have you a room idle, Mrs. Cassidy?" he asked. 

"I have not a room," said Mrs. Cassidy. "I have the half of a room, which is my front room, which I let out to two gentlemen, which the half of it is occupied by Mr. Matthews, and the two beds in it. But sure, I'd not take a boarder away from a neighbor, and Minnie Boyle'll be the first to tell you her sorrow at mistreating you so." 

"Was it to save me," said Mr. McGovern solemnly, but lifting his hand so high that there was a marked hiatus between his vest and his trousers, "another night I'll not pass beneath her roof!" 

"Well, then, I have the half of a room," said Mrs. Cassidy, "if you would submit to share it with Mr. Matthews, who is a very sedate and respectable gentleman." 

"I will that!" said Mr. McGovern. 

"Then sit you down and have a bite to eat and a sup of coffee, before you go to your day's labor." 

And that is how Mr. McGovern became Mrs. Cassidy's boarder. 

But there was trouble, later in the morning. Miss Boyle had been robbed of her boarder; and Miss Boyle gasped and panted with indignation, as she though of the widow's unneighborly conduct. Miss Boyle coming down the stairs, silent until passing Mrs. Cassidy's door. Then: 

"It'll be the sorry day for some people when they interfered with their neighbors! It's a true saying you don't know who your friends are, can can't trust nobody nowadays." Miss Boyle to the front stoop, and turning around to go back to her top floor. Silence from her until passing the widow's door, and then: 

"If some people would mind their own affairs, 'twould be the better for them, and I'd be long sorry to do some of the things I see did all around me." 

"What do you mean, Miss Boyle?--And I'd not call you 

Minnie--" Mrs. Cassidy's door opening; Mrs. Cassidy, with bright eyes in her dull face, staring at the stairs, her head bobbing at the stairs. "If you're looking to stir up trouble Miss Boyle, you've come to the wrong quarters." 

"I wasn't mentioning no names," panted Miss Boyle. "Let them it fits take it to themselves if they want to." 

Screech from the first-floor tenant: 

"Minnie Boyle's a common disturber! Don't you mind her, Mrs. Cassidy. She's been run out of three houses as a common disturber." 

"Where's your old man today, Mrs. Ryan?" A panting jeer from Miss Boyle. "Think where your old man is and then keep pretty quiet and don't open your mouth to others." 

Loud slamming of first-, second-, and third-floor doors! Miss Boyle standing close to her back window and jeering out at the first-floor tenant; Mrs. Ryan, with her head out her window, shrieking up frantically; Mrs. Cassidy, staring at a backyard clothes-pole, chanting monotonously. 

An old man appearing at a window of the house opposite. 

All three ladies expressing their bitterness and hatred. 

Old man tucking a fiddle under his chin and playing. 

Sudden lull in the warfare; desultory attacks, then angry accusations ceasing. 

Mrs. Ryan seizing a brook and waltzing around her kitchen with it; Mrs. Cassidy, her dull face very serious, starting a solemn jig; Miss Boyle clapping her hands and her massive body swaying. 

For the old fiddler was playing, as he often played, when there was trouble in the neighborhood, "Praties and fishes is very good dishes!" Whole neighborhood in terpsichorean ecstasy! Ah, 'tis a rousing old tune indeed! Indeed and it is that! "St. Patrick's Day in the morning!" And Miss Boyle and Mrs. Cassidy and Mrs. Ryan are very good friends again---and if a bit of the drop then came in to be shared among the three of them, why, sure, that is nobody's business! 

But, though Miss Boyle seemed reconciled to the loss of a boarder--"Old crank and good riddance to him!"--Mr. Matthews took most unkindly to the acquisition of a boarder. 

Mr. Matthews coming home to dinner and learning that he was to have a roommate. "`Tis Mr. McGovern, from upstairs, and not like a stranger brought in to you," said Mrs. Cassidy. "Quiet, decent man that he is, and never a word from him and scarce open his lips to bid the time of day to you." 

Mr. Matthews, in white overalls, his face spattered with white, was a whitewasher; a man of fifty; wore a shabby suit of clothes, when not in white, but wore shirts that were broadly and glaringly pink-striped. He brushed his hat and shined his shoes; he was shabby and was fifty, but had not given up all interest in his appearance. His nose was rather ruddy and bumpy, but once it had been of strong, straight mold, and Mr. Matthews was still good-looking; an affable, jaunty, verbose man. 

"Him!" said Mr. Matthews, not at all affably. "You got him here?" 

"Yes," said the widow, "but what of it? You say `him' in such a funny way. Do you know aught against him?" 

"Perhaps I do and perhaps I don't--" began Mr. Matthews. 

But steps on the stairs! Steps passing the door and going halfway to the floor above. For Mr. McGovern was a creature of habit, and, even with his mind occupied with the morning's sad occurrence, he went halfway up the stairs he vowed he never should tread again. Mr. McGovern hurriedly descending to the second-floor kitchen. And great affability from Mr. Matthews! 

"So you're now one of us, Mr. McGovern? That's good, and I'm glad to share my room with you, and you must make yourself right at home here. Take your coat off, now, and be comfortable." Mr. McGovern feeling not at all at home; Mr. Matthews feeling so thoroughly at home that his manner was decidedly proprietary. "If you'll just sit over here, where you'll be out of the way, Mr. McGovern!" and Mr. Matthews helped prepare supper. Went down to the sink and filled the kettle; cleared off the kitchen table; then kicked off his shoes and stepped into slippers. Mr. Matthews was very much at home, but Mr. McGovern was a stranger, silent, awkward and self-effacing. Table set, and, from Mr. Matthews: 

"Draw up and be one of us, Mr. McGovern! Well, how's the day gone with you?" 

"That's right!" said the widow. "Let the both of you chat; I do like a little chatting about me." 

"Much like any other day," was Mr. McGovern's answer; knees wriggling and shoulders wriggling. 

"I like to hear you chat, because then I don't so much miss the bit of a store I used to have," said Mrs. Cassidy. 

"Did you?" Mr. McGovern interested so that he ceased wriggling. "That's what I always been wanting to go into and been laying by a little for." 

Mr. Matthews noting this interest and saying hurriedly, "Oh, well, stores is pretty dull talking." 

"Oh, no, but go on and chat!" begged Mrs. Cassidy. "I do miss my store, I do! When I had the store there was chatting all day long, what with customers and other storekeepers coming in. I do so miss the chatting of it!" 

Miss Boyle thumping down the stairs; pausing on the landing and looking into the kitchen. Into the kitchen came Miss Boyle, and sat in the rocking-chair. Very hard did the lady try to seem unconscious of her lost boarder; with her left and right hands up right and left sleeves, she patted her huge arms and tried to glance about casually, but the lost boarder fascinated her. "Old crank!" Miss Boyle panted amiably. Mr. McGovern bending low over a pork chop. 

Mrs. Ryan scurrying up the stairs; for in this meeting of former landlady with ex-boarder there might be something worth hearing. On Mrs. Ryan's long, sharp nose were spectacles that made her a person of most uncanny appearance. For the spectacles were of magnifying power so great that when turned full upon one the lady's eyes were increased to the size of plums. 

"How's your husband getting along?" asked Miss Boyle, striving to resist the fascination of her lost boarder. 

"Oh, fine!" from the enthusiastic Mrs. Ryan, turning eyes like nightmare eyes upon Mrs. Boyle. "They've promoted him twice since he's been there. Oh, yes, I'm proud of the success he's making. His behavior would carry him anywheres. Lew always was a superior man and got his superiority recognized." 

Widow clearing away supper dishes, at which Mr. McGovern gazed, as he twitched and shifted and wriggled. "So your husband is getting along all right then, Mrs. Ryan?" 

"Fine!" cried enthusiastic Mrs. Ryan. "They say they never had anybody like him. It isn't everybody could advance themselves like he does. From the very first day they took notice of how superior he was." 

"When does he get out?" asked Miss Boyle. 

"Why, half of his six months is up already. Yes," proudly, "they've promoted him twice, and now he's a trusty in the Harlem Police Court and only in his cell night-times, when he goes back to the Island. Lew always was a ambitious man and'd make his mark anywheres." 

But Miss Boyle could no longer sustain the effort of her resisting. "Well, Mr. McGovern, how is your supper digesting? I don't hear you making no complaints here, like there always was for my cooking. Just wait till the strangeness wears off and Mrs. Cassidy won't be so taken with you!" 

"Excuse yourself, Miss Boyle!" widow chanting and staring, "But I'm not taken by no man and once was enough for me. I 'tend to my business and cook for my boarders and try to make it homelike for them." 

"Please be kind enough to excuse your own self, Mrs. Cassidy! I wasn't passing no remarks, and you don't take me up right. I'm sure you're welcome to Mr. McGovern, and much good may he do you, and no more boarders for me--no, thank you!" 

"Minnie," said Mrs. Ryan, turning orbs that were startling and almost terrifying upon the excited and gasping Miss Boyle, "you're a common disturber, Minnie, and you ought to remember you was ran out of the flats for it." 

"Me ran off of the flats? Me that left of my own accord? Then now you excuse yourself, Mrs. Ryan!" 

And from the widow: "I'm sure I 'tend to my own business, and needn't be taken up with a man just because I cook for him, and once was enough for my lifetime!" 

Three excited ladies! Mr. Matthews waving hands at them, crying, "Now, ladies! Oh, now, ladies, I implore you!" 

Miss Boyle and Mrs. Ryan turning to each other wrathfully, but-- 

"Here's the rocky roads!" Old Mr. Doran leaning out his window fiddling. "Rocky road to Dublin, oh!" Gray-bearded old peacemaker playing his liveliest jig, starting up the moment angry voices floated to him. 

"Just because I cook for a man--" but Mr. Matthews twirled the widow to a point in front of him. Widow and Mr. Matthews in jig steps. "So please excuse yourself, Mrs. Ryan--" But Miss Boyle scrambling to hook elbows with Mr. Matthews, and Mrs. Ryan hopping up to jig advances to sedate, retiring Mr. McGovern. "Rocky roads to Dublin!" 

And Miss Boyle went back to her floor, having amiably parted with everybody; and Mrs. Ryan went away, shaking her head with laughter at the dancing, so that she seemed to be scattering plums broadcast, lingering in the doorway to say, "Yes, Lew'll be back in three months, now. I hope he won't be too proud to know us. He is a little that way, and it ain't goof for him to be too successful. But what I say is, if you got it in you, you'll always make your mark in the world." And away with her. 

"You don't have to stay in here, McGovern, you know," said Mr. Matthews; "but go out and take a walk or do as you like. You must feel free to do just as you like, now you're one of us." 

Mr. McGovern, looking as if rather resenting this supervisory attitude, but then rising and shuffling from the room, going to the front stoop, where Mrs. Ryan was eulogizing her successful husband. 

"Him!" said Mr. Matthews scornfully. "Him!" said Mr. Matthews, jabbing his pipe into the little leg pocket of his white overalls. 

"But what do you know about him?" the widow asked curiously. 

"Oh, never mind what I know or don't know, Mrs. Cassidy. Have I in so many words, said I know aught wrong about him?" 

"Not in so many words," answered Mrs. Cassidy, "but you have intimated as much. He's been in the house come a year now, and, beyond a drop of a Saturday night, which is no more than any good man's fault, who can breathe a word against him?" 

Mr. Matthews became verbose and floundering in his verbosity. 

"'Tis a great human principle I would apply and test him and expose his unworthiness to you," said the gentleman mysteriously. "There's deep secrets in human life, Mrs. Cassidy, and there's great delineations of character to those that can delve into them and solve their puzzles. I may say, Mrs. Cassidy, that there is in all of us those principles which are in all of us. You follow me, Mrs. Cassidy? And being in all of us they're common to the lot of us and they're only known to them that delve into them. You follow me?" Profound gentleman shaking a forefinger, advancing, forcing his landlady up and down along the undulations of the kitchen floor; his landlady bobbing and staring and turning one ear to him to concentrate her attentiveness. "So, then--you follow me?--so then, them that can delve into the complexities of humanity can apply them, and them are what I've delved into--" 

Mr. McGovern returning, having wearied with the absent, but successful Mr. Ryan. 

"Oh!" said Mr. Matthews, affable again, "didn't stay long? Well, you can read your newspaper, if you want to. You can sit here and read your newspaper, now you're one of us." 

Mr. McGovern betraying decided resentment; Mr. McGovern sitting down and drawing his lean knees together as if that would help him express his resentment, but--but Mr. Matthews would the clock! And what a small, but what a speaking act! To wind a clock in any home seems the one significant sign of supremacy in that home. Mr. McGovern said nothing and picked up a newspaper, as he had been given permission to do. 

Other evenings Mr. McGovern came home from his work and went past the Cassidy door and halfway to the rooms above before recalling that he lived no longer on the top floor. Mr. McGovern did not yet feel at home. 

And he showed that he did not feel at home. Take any evening in the widow's kitchen. Miss Boyle dropping in, panting and gasping on the sofa. Miss Boyle remarking that the weather was warm, or that the weather was cold; trying to appear unconscious of Mr. McGovern, and then: 

"Well, how do you like your new boarder, Mrs. Cassidy? Oh, you'll find him out in time and see how cranky he is." Mr. McGovern not retorting, but shifting in his chair uneasily. 

And from Mr. Matthews: "You can light up your pipe, if you want to, McGovern." 

Mr. McGovern lighting his pipe, as if recognizing permission given by one in anything. 

And, "Oh, McGovern, if you'll let me have that chair! I sorter look on it as my chair." 

Mr. McGovern meekly surrendering the armchair, and Mr. Matthews, feet up in another chair, making himself comfortable in it. 

From Miss Boyle: "Indeed, and if he was as mild as that upstairs, there'd never of been any trouble. Just you wait, Mrs. Cassidy---" Struggling with herself to avoid an unpleasant subject. "Oh, well, what do you think about the agent giving Mrs. Ryan her floor for a dollar cheaper? Serving all alike is what I say. Does the cooking here suit you any better, Mr. McGovern?" 

Briskly from Mr. Matthews: "Well, McGovern, you can turn in any time you want to, you know." 

"Yes, sir; thank you, sir," meekly and humbly from Mr. McGovern. 

But another evening. Mr. Matthews saying to the widow mysteriously: "Oh, everybody ain't what they seem. Oh, a quiet, decent man, is he? But wait till I try a great human principle, some day, and that's where the test comes in!" 

Mr. McGovern was on the stairs. And only one step on the way to the top floor did Mr. McGovern take this evening. Force of habit was weakening in him, and he wheeled back from the first step. 

Mr. McGovern coming into the kitchen and taking his coat off. 

Mr. Matthews eyeing the coat askance, but saying, "That's right, McGovern; take your coat off and be comfortable." 

"'Tis not necessary to tell me!" said Mr. McGovern. "I've got me strangeness wore off considerable, now." Rolling up his sleeves, taking the armchair, saying, "Mrs. Cassidy, if you're ready, I'll have my supper now." For Mr. McGovern was beginning to feel at home. 

"Draw up to the table, McGovern," invited Mr. Matthews, though he scowled at the usurped armchair, which he regarded as his own armchair, "and you mustn't act like a stranger with us." 

"Again," said Mr. McGovern, "'tis unnecessary to tell me, though me thanks to you for your kindness. But draw up yourself, and don't be looking so strange, Matthews. 'Tis the social side of a meal that is half its charms; and sit down yourself Mrs. Cassidy, and don't be bothered waiting on us, but let each one wait on theirselves. Sure, Matthews, man don't be looking so glum, but be like you was one of ourselves." 

"I ought to be!" said Mr. Matthews glumly. "I been here long enough, too." 

"And me!" said Mr. McGovern; "'Tis always my way to feel a little strange, at first, but the strangeness wears right off." 

"So I see!" from gloomy Mr. Matthews. 

"Bring it right here, ma'am!" Mr. McGovern to Mrs. Cassidy, who was carrying a platter of good Irish stew from a pot on the stove. "Right here forninst me, ma'am, and I'll apportion it out for the lot of us. Where's your plate, Matthews? Speak up if you want a bit of stew." 

"I don't know that I do!" said melancholy Mr. Matthews. "I think I'm feeling somewhat off my feed." 

"Ah, well, then, Mrs. Cassidy, so much the more for us two. But you needn't leave the table, Matthews; you can sit here and be one of us, even if you are a bit off your feed." 

A melancholy Mr. Matthews all evening, and all evening a lively dominating Mr. McGovern, until Mr. Matthews though of the clock. It was an eight-day clock, but every evening Mr. Matthews would it as a crowning domestic act. 

"McGovern," said Mr. Matthews weakly, "you don't have to sit up and bear us company, you know." 

And Mr. McGovern's air of aggressive self-confidence had flown. "Why, no--oh, don't be bothering about me," said Mr. McGovern awkwardly. For the winding of the clock had put him back in an overshadowed position in the widow's home. 

"If you'll let me have my easy-chair!" suggested Mr. Matthews briskly, all his glumness dissipated by his feeling of restoration to command. "Not troubling you too much, but that's always been my chair." 

"Sure, excuse me for the liberty of monopolizing it!" awkward Mr. McGovern was quite crushed back into strangeness again. 

"You must feel yourself amongst friends," said Mr. Matthews patronizingly. "Don't stand on no ceremony with us here, but just be yourself. You can go to bed, or you can go out and take a walk, just what you like." 

"Why, yes--thank you, sir!" from Mr. McGovern. He had risen from the easy-chair, and he stood faltering between going to the street and going to the front room. 

"Just hand me my pipe over there, like a good fellow!" Mr. Matthews stretching back in his armchair, feet up on the sofa, showing very well that he knew which was the dominating boarder. Mr. McGovern meekly handing Mr. Matthews the pipe. 

The next evening! Mr. McGovern coming into the kitchen, without taking even one or even half a step toward the floor above. Mr. McGovern coolly taking Mr. Matthews' hat and coat from the nail in the door; dropping Mr. Matthews' hat and coat on a chair, hanging up his own, instead. And Mr. McGovern saying to Mrs. Cassidy: "What! Going to bother cooking for us this hot day? Here's some change; would you go out to the delicatessen and bring us in whatever strikes your fancy most?" 

"I would, and glad, too!" said Mrs. Cassidy. "'Tis no pleasure standing over a hot stove, a day like this. Had you your mind set on a hot meal, Mr. Matthews?" 

"Ah, sure, and he don't count!" said Mr. McGovern, laughing boisterously, but good-naturedly. "Anyway, 'tis two against one." Mrs. Cassidy feeling embarrassed, standing hesitating in the doorway. 

"Oh, don't mind me!" from melancholy Mr. Matthews. "I don't count." 

And when the widow brought back corned beef and potato salad he refused to eat anything sent for by his rival, but then, unable to explain continued loss of appetite, made a sandwich, with very ill grace. 

Supper over, and Mr. McGovern going to the front room, where he busied himself with his trunk. And back to the kitchen he came, with several large, framed, crayon portraits under his arm. 

"I might as well have these hanging on your wall, if you don't mind, Mrs. Cassidy," he said. "'Tis the portraitures of me father and mother, if you don't mind." 

"I'd be pleased, and they'd be ornaments to the wall," said Mrs. Cassidy. "If you're not afraid they'll be spoiled by the smoke from the stove." 

"Oh, not at all!" said Mr. McGovern, " and I have more portraitures to hang up in your front room." 

Mr. Matthews sitting stiff on an uncomfortable chair, his lips moving. Very likely Mr. Matthews was saying to himself, "I don't count!" 

"And, if you'll bear with me for saying as much, ma'am," from Mr. McGovern, "I don't think your chairs are fixed so economical of space, here. I'd be much preferring to have the table at the other end of the room, if 'tis all the same to you." 

"It is, to be sure, Mr. McGovern," said the widow sweetly, but with an anxious glance at depressed Mr. Matthews, stiff and awkward as ever Mr. McGovern had been. 

"So, if you'll move a little, Matthews!" 

Mr. Matthews standing up and then not knowing where to go, for, as soon as he turned toward a chair, Mr. McGovern picked up that chair and placed it somewhere else. 

"Do sit down and make yourself at home," urged Mr. McGovern, who was very much at home. And then: "Now it strikes me that this chair would make more of an appearance over here," as Mr. Matthews wretchedly stumbled toward a chair. 

"Ah, but you have a great eye for effects, Mr. McGovern!" cried the admiring widow, whose indignation would have been boundless had a feminine boarder dared thus to reorganize her home. 

"And have you everything in for the morning?" asked Mr. McGovern. "Is there anything you want?" 

"There is not," answered Mrs. Cassidy; "there is not naught but a bit of wood to be brought up from the shed." 

"Then give me the key!" Mr. McGovern going down to the woodshed, coming back with an armful of wood, which was an act of such agonizing domesticity that Mr. Matthews, stammering that the room was too warm, fled to the front stoop. 

"Ah, but this is very nice and homelike!" Mr. McGovern in the armchair. 

"'Tis a strange thing, sir," from the widow, "that a man like yourself, with such quiet tastes, never had a home of your own." 

"'Tis me nature to be very particular," Mr. McGovern answered. "I have not met the woman would suit me. But you're right, ma'am, me tastes was always quiet and homelike, barring me ambition to have a bit of a store somewheres, for which I got the money laid by, and I'd be thinking of the home and naught else. Sit down and we'll have a chat, ma'am, and don't be bothering with them dishes, for you work too hard as it is." 

"And you little dream the care a house is!" said the widow, taking a chair beside her boarder. "You could be busy from morning till night and the half of your work never done; and was I the kind to go gadding about I don't know where I'd be. Ah, yes, Mr. McGovern, 'tis a great pleasure, is a bit of a store. There's people coming in to chat with you all day long." 

"Would it be second-hand furniture?" asked Mr. McGovern. "I should say there'd be money in a store like that--" 

But Mr. Matthews, who had been unable to remain in the room, was then unable to remain away from the room. Coming back. 

"Matthews," said Mr. McGovern, "but 'tis the uneasy mortal you are! Sit you down and don't feel like a stranger so." 

But Mr. Matthews had returned with a purpose. He had returned to restore himself to his rightful rank. Then he would place chairs and tables back in their original positions, and then, with dominion re-established, those flaunting, intruding portraits should come down from the wall. Mr. Matthews striding toward the mantelpiece; he would reduce his rival to humbleness again. 

"Oh, Matthews," said Mr. McGovern carelessly, "never mind that; I've already wound the clock." 

"You have?" Mr. Matthews demanded fiercely. "Oh, have you?" without spirit left. 

"I have that!" said Mr. McGovern. "But you can go to bed any time you want. Be easy and free and don't feel called upon to sit up, just because Mrs. Cassidy and meself are having a bit of a chat--Did you ever see the uneasy like of him!" 

For Mr. Matthews had fled. 

Mr. Matthews and Miss Boyle meeting on the stoop. 

"Why, I thought I just saw you down here," said Miss Boyle. 

"Then you see me again!" 

"Oh! Crowded out?" 

"No, I'm not crowded out!" indignant Mr. Matthews! "Who'd crowd me out? I'd like to see anybody crowd me out!" 

"Sorry I spoke!" said Miss Boyle. "I was only thinking of your new boarder. I was only wondering if he was feeling at home yet." 

"He's most--most--most damnationally at home!" spluttered wrathful Mr. Matthews. "He's-- But would you come around to Farley's and have a little drink, Miss Boyle?" 

"Well," said Miss Boyle, "I might have one." 

So they went to Farley's and sat in the back room, where Mr. Matthews pressed the electric button in the wall, and kept on pressing till some of his ill-temper was relieved. 

"Is he at home?" spluttered Mr. Matthews. "Oh, no, but it's the retiring, timid spirit he has and not a word out of him and not daring to call his soul his own. Oh, yes, but those are the most distinguishable characteristics of him! Why don't you get him back to board with you?" 

"Him? Old crank! No, thanks!" 

"Why, I only thought you was sore at having him taken from you." 

Bartender vigorously rubbing the table with his bar rag, splashing his customers, setting down two glasses. 

"'Twas a unneighborly thing to do, and no mistake," said Miss Boyle. "I put him out and, for a million, wouldn't have him back, but 'twas a unneighborly trick to take him from me so, and, for one, I wish he wasn't in the house." 

"Listen, then!" said Mr. Matthews, his elbow on the table, his forefinger waving in front of Miss Boyle's Roman nose. "There's other ways for to get him out of the house. This is between ourselves, isn't it?" 

"Oh, certainly, and never go no farther, for all of me!" 

"Then I know something he's done, and, when Mrs. Cassidy learns it, she'll have him no more in her rooms." 

"He has?" Miss Boyle much interested, peering over a schooner's rim. 

"Well, 'tis not so much I know something he's done, as I know he's done something. Now, wait! You follow me? This is between the two of us, isn't it? Then this night I'll write a letter to Mrs. Cassidy, telling her of the serpent warming its fangs at her fireside; of the wolf in human disguise; of the vulture and hyena with their parents' portraits on her walls." 

Miss Boyle steadily gulping, but her eyes looking deep interest over the rim of the glass. "Why, sure, and he's an old crank," from Miss Boyle, "but is he as bad as all that, I don't know? Why will you be telling her all that?" 

"To arouse the suspicions of her against him!" said Mr. Matthews. 

"And then?" 

"That'll start her investigating and looking up his record. I'd investigate him myself only I ain't never had no steadiness in me for any such detective work. But, out of her own curiosity, she will look up his record, if I once raise the suspicions of her, and she'll find out what he's done." 

"Find out what?" impatiently. 

"Find out what he's done!" said Mr. Matthews. 

"And what's that?" 

"I don't know." 

"Aw, such talk! Such talk!" Miss Boyle disgusted and rising. "You don't know what he's done? Then how do you know he has done anything?" 

"There's the point!" cried Mr. Matthews. "Every man has! That's just it! That's the great human principle I'm working on; which is that every man has something in his past that he'd fear to have found out. I'll rise Mrs. Cassidy, and she'll investigate what Mr. McGovern's particular secret is." 

"Ho! Hum! The men is a bad lot!" said Miss Boyle indifferently. 

When Mr. Matthews went back to the second-floor rooms of the old yellow house the masterfulness of Mr. McGovern irritated him highly. 

"But never mind!" said Mr. Matthews to himself, "I'll fix you!" More masterfulness, under which Mr. Matthews writhed. But Mr. Matthews said: "Oh, just wait!" 

The next day was Saturday. On Saturdays Mr. Matthews worked half days, so he was home a little after noon. And he went lightly up the tenement stairs. He blithely entered the Cassidy kitchen, for with Mr. McGovern away working, he might dominate. So, joyously, Mr. Matthews entered the kitchen, and-- 

"Merciful Father, Mr. Matthews," cried Mrs. Cassidy, "but I've been hearing strange tales of you!" 

Blitheness swept away, and consternation instead! "Then she's been here?" the gentleman faltered. 

"Honor of Gawd, Mr. Matthews, but I'd never thought it of you!" 

"What did she say?" tremulously. "Was the childer with her? How did she find out my address?" 

"Don't speak to me!" cried the widow. "The men is all alike! You can't trust nobody! So you bare-faced admit you have a wife and childer you left to shift for theirselves?" 

"But I couldn't support them all!" groaned Mr. Matthews. "How long since she was here, and will she be right back? And will I have time to get my trunk packed? She'd shoot me, let alone having the police onto me, Mrs. Cassidy. It'll look bad for me leaving the lot of them in midwinter and not a cent in the house. Was she very wild about it, Mrs. Cassidy?" 

But Mrs. Cassidy had run to the hall, and up on the stairs she sat until having packed his trunk, he hastened it on his shoulder, down the stairs. 

"Mercy on us!" Mrs. Cassidy was saying to Miss Boyle, "But there's been revelations, this blessed morning, to me! It's a married man he's been all the time and not only married, but got a wife and small childer besides." 

"But how'd you ever come to hear word of it?" Miss Boyle asked. 

"'Tis that is the queer part of it," Mrs. Cassidy answered. "I did but begin accusing him, just to find out, and there, my dear, he outs and gives his own self away. `Was she here?' he says, and nobody mentioning such a person. There's the way of the wicked for you! I got this letter this morning and began accusing him, and me not knowing what I was talking about, to see if the way of the wicked would be the way of him--and it was!" 

Miss Boyle reading the letter. 

"But, woman, dear, this don't say which of your boarders is meant." 

Mrs. Cassidy reaching for the letter and carefully reading it. "Why indeed, and you're right, and does it? But how well I lit on the right one of them and never thought of accusing t'other one. Miss Boyle, in the name of the Lord, what ails you?" 

Miss Boyle shaking with billowy laughter. "Did you ever hear the like!" cried Miss Boyle. "But he was right about at least one man having something in his life he'd not want uncovered! Why, woman, dear, though he meant to rise your suspicions of the other one, you've found him out by his own letter." 





The Rival Janitors 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


A blue river, white-flecked with the flying of gulls. A slaughter house and a brewery. Then Caskoden's row of tenement houses. 

From far away, Caskoden Row would catch your eye. A fluttering, and a waving, and a flapping of quilts, table cloths, towels, shirts, skirts, wrappers, aprons and overalls--all out on the fire-escape landings, which were really balconies, for not a ladder connecting them one with another was to be seen. There were wash tubs on the balconies, jugs, boilers, demijohns, coal scuttles, chopping bowls, baskets. Thirty ash cans, three in front of each house. Women in the windows hissing--like a gallery at an abduction in melodrama--hissing to a rag man, jingling along with a strap full of different-sized dinner bells. Children swarming; some playing marbles on a manhole cover; others taking turns sitting on a letter box which, like a merry-go-round, those awaiting turns whirled around and around its post. 

Across the street was the real-estate office of the agent of the property. Caskoden Row was very disreputable looking, but from his office the agent could see only spots of it, for his windows were almost covered with many-colored signs; fire, life, and accident insurance; "Legal documents carefully drawn up," and "Marriages legally performed." 

Janitor Bantry, smoking an inverted corn-cob, stood on the stoop of Number 580, and languidly surveyed the Row. Red-nosed, gray-haired man; might have been dapper had he good clothes; wore a cracked hat rakishly inclining towards one eye. There was a good deal of energy in Janitor Bantry; but the energy turned to languid melancholy as he surveyed the Row, and thought of halls and stairs badly in need of a broom. Oh, if a fairy godmother would only come along, and a wand do the work of a broom! 

Janitor Bantry knew everybody. The hardware man from the Avenue was just passing the stoop. 

"Oh, Mr. Harris!" called the janitor. Not a thing in the world had he to say, but in talking there was escape from unpleasant thoughts of unswept stairs. "Now what was it I was going to say to you? Well, never mind; it can keep. It ain't like a mule, and it won't eat nothing for its keep. What was the trouble in Grogan's the other night?" 

The hardware man told about the trouble. 

Ten minutes of escape from unswept stairs. 

Janitor Bantry looked behind the iron railing extending the length of the Row. Behind the railing were discarded shoes, stove pipes, flower pots, a window shade, tomato cans, papers, rags; at this refuse, which should have to be cleared away, the janitor was looking unhappily, when the harness maker from the next block came along. Then: 

"Ah, good morning, Mr. Straggler! Just the man I wanted to see." 

Mr. Straggler's mouth widened into an expectant grin, for the janitor always had a good story to tell. 

"Well, what do you want to see me about this morning, Bantry?" 

"Why, yes! Now, what is it I was going to say? Well, it ain't like an autty-mobile that has just run you down; it will come back again. Did I ever tell you about the hypnotized rats?" Funny story. Harness maker went his way, laughing heartily. Janitor Bantry, himself, looked almost as amused--then melancholy again. Melancholy indeed! Thirty ash cans would have to be set back in the yards. Thirty torments played through the janitorial mind until-- 

"Ah, Mr. Grossbeak! I've been looking all over for you. Let's see! What was it I wanted to say? Oh, well, it ain't like a burglar you've trapped in your wine cellar; it won't go consuming nothing in the meantime. Did I ever tell you about when I was selling lightning-rods up Canada way?" Another story, and then the janitor sauntered to the corner, turned his back upon work undone, and tried to think of nobler things. 

This is why tenants in the neglected houses said: 

"Never you fear! The agent will wake up someday, and then Bantry will be out of a job. He'll wish he had done a little work, then." 

So, one morning, no one was astonished when, out on the stoop, between waves of his hand to hardware men, harness makers, and tobacconists, the janitor remarked, dejectedly to a tenant: 

"It's true you can't tell who your friends are! And him over there in his office, I've knowed twenty years. I'm getting pretty old now to have trouble like this--ah, good morning, Mr. Schmidt. Just the man I've been wanting to see!--Oh, well, it ain't like a marble on a greased plank, it won't run away." 

Tenants from the next house sauntered up to the stoop to hear what the trouble was. Second-floor tenants with heads out windows. First-floor tenants came out in the hall. 

"Why, what's the matter, Mr. Bantry? You ain't leaving us or anything?" 

Janitor Bantry groaning: "What was I saying? Well, it ain't like money paid for your rent, it will come back again--oh, yes! I've known Mr. Thomas twenty years and never thought he'd tell me such a thing as that. Ah, Mr. Birchey, I spent all last evening looking for you." 

Mr. Birchey was succeeded by Mr. Abrams, then by Mr. Riley. The janitor was holding his morning reception out on the stoop, and tenants could learn no more from him. 

A consultation in the first-floor rooms! Mrs. Tarino, tall young Irish woman, was saying to her sprightly little Italian husband: 

"Leo, go right over to the agent, before anybody is engaged. I told you long before to put in your application, because anybody could see Mr. Bantry would lose his job." But the shades, visible in spots behind insurance signs, were drawn, and told that the agent had not yet reached his office. 

A second-floor consultation! Long-armed Mrs. Mixer, with muscles in crooked ridges on her long arms. And Mixer, himself, furtive-eyed; head thrust out like a vulture's, from lumps of shoulder blades. Mixer was saying: 

"I'm tired to death working hotel kitchens for six a week and taking every chef's abuse! We'll get these houses, and our twenty a month and rent free! The agent ain't come to his office yet, but--you and me start right in and be doing the work when he comes. He'll hire us if he comes and finds us--" 

"Sweeping down the stairs!" from Mrs. Mixer. She seized a broom; made a turban of a towel; cut a flour bag and made an apron of it. 

"I'll put on my jumpers!" cried Mixer. "He never had a janitor in jumpers before. It will look good for his houses to have a janitor in jumpers." 

Out in the hall both of them! Two brooms surging down the stairs. 

Then in the first-floor rooms! 

"Leo," said Mrs. Tarino, petulantly, "you've let someone beat you! Go see who it is that you've let beat you." 

Leo darted to the door--paused, not liking to go out, but then darted into the hall, and abruptly returned, slapping at his pockets, as if he had forgotten something. 

"Mamie"--jumping on the floor, snapping his fingers, excitedly twitching his eye-lids--"the Mixers are sweeping down the stairs! Mixer has a jumper on." 

"Then you put on your bar jacket!" advised Mrs. Tarino. And around her own hair she wound a towel for a turban. But, unlike Mrs. Mixer, she looked in the mirror, patted the turban, pinned it another way, patted it again. And on with white bar-jacket, beside which mere jumpers would indeed look dull and commonplace. Out in the hall with the broom-armed Tarinos. Competition began. 

Melancholy voice floating up from the front stoop: 

"Yes, sir, knowed the agent twenty years, and never would have believed he'd say such a thing to me!" 

Mixers sweeping furiously. The excitable Tarino, on the steps below them, stumbled all over his broom. Mrs. Tarino, holding her neatly turbaned head high, swept daintily. But convulsive sweeping from the others! With the attractions of Jumpers and Bar Jacket in dispute, the decision would probably be won by the most convulsive sweepers. 

From Mrs. Mixer, furiously sweeping dust down upon the white jacket below her, her gaunt muscular arm motioning to her husband to do the same: 

"Oh, Mrs. Tarino, you was a very nice lady! Me and my husband always said you was a very nice lady---" 

Excitedly from Mixer: 

"Oh, a very nice lady and a gentleman, too!" Both slyly motioning to each other to cover the white jacket with dust. 

"And never meant for rough work like taking care of houses. Oh, no, the soft, pretty hands you got! So, if you don't mind, me and my husband will sweep down the stairs." 

From the both of them: 

"Oh, a very nice gentleman!" Spouts of dust aimed down upon little Tarino, still stumbling over his long-handled broom. 

With austerity, from Mrs. Tarino: 

"Whatever my husband tells me, I must do. When he tells me to sweep down stairs, I must sweep down stairs." And then all four were in the front hall, finding it embarrassing to pass melancholy Bantry on the stoop, but all four determined to be janitors. All four going to the next house to sweep there the Mixers pausing to whine. 

"Oh, we're so sorry you're going to leave us, Mr. Bantry! We always said you was such a nice gentleman." 

"Oh, such a nice gentleman!" Head over heels to sweep down the next house. But the headlong rush was stopped by something overheard by Mixer. He heard Bantry saying to a man and woman: 

"Well, those people seem to be in charge now; you'd better see them if you want rooms." 

Mixer turned about, caught his wife's long arm, yanked her about with him; both ran back to the stoop. 

"Have you rooms to rent?" A bull-dog looking woman; flat nose and remarkably wide nostrils; unsmiling, solid face; fine fresh complexion; tousled hair. And a man with a hanging head, taking no interest in rooms, turned away, digging with a stick in an ash barrel. 

"They do be going to tear down the houses cross the way." Bull-dog woman mouthing every word, looking straight ahead, not a trace of expression on her face, nor of inflexion in her words. "The lot of us is put out. Have you rooms for me and Jawn, here? Jawn, don't be fooling with the gentleman's barrels!" Jawn, tapping with his stick on a barrel, paying no attention to the transaction going on. 

"Oh, yes, we have a floor!" from the Mixers. They looked at each other, eyes blinking with cunning. "A very nice floor, the third floor." Then an impediment, for Janitor Bantry had the keys, and they had not the courage to ask him for his badges of office, the bunch of keys. Ah, but any key would do--all keys fitted all locks in this house, the tenants not using the house locks, but padlocks or spring locks of their own. The Mixers led the way to a door, punctured as if it had been a gatling-gun target, where many different-sized spring locks had been fitted, most of the holes plugged with corks. 

The Mixers rented the only vacant floor in the row. There was a high-class point scored by the Mixers. 

Into the third house with Jumpers--White Jacket just entering from the second house. Mrs. Tarino patted and adjusted her turban, Tarino stumbled over his broom. They glanced up the street. Bantry had wandered away, but two strangers were standing on the stoop of Number 580. 

"Maybe they want to rent the third floor, Mamie!" from Tarino. "We rent the third floor to them, and then where will the Mixers be with the agent? We get him a tenant and he give us the job, sure thing!" 

Tarino leapt up the street, and alarmed the strangers by forcing them back in the doorway, so that if the Mixers should appear, the Mixers should know nothing of this coup. 

A placid, motherly-looking, old lady, hands calmly folded in front of her upon a little leather bag. And her son; irregular-featured young fellow of twenty; a mouth that seemed to sprawl from cheek to cheek; soft-mannered, looking not very strong. 

"We heard you have a floor to let here." 

The excited little Tarino pushed them into the hall and up the stairs. Mrs. Tarino followed with stately tread, turbaned head held high. 

And to be sure the Tarinos had a floor to let! Bright, fine rooms, with a sunbeam that came in almost five minutes every clear day! "Right here!" Tarino danced over the floor to show where the sunbeam came in. And such a quiet house--never any quarrelling, and everybody minding his own business,--indeed one would have to search far before finding such desirable rooms. Passionately did Tarino praise the most desirable rooms. And then: 

"What is it these young people are saying, Eddie?" asked the old lady, Deaf old lady! Convincing arguments and descriptions quite thrown away. But: 

"Yes, these rooms will do very well. We'll move right in." 

Then back to sweep down more houses. Busy Mixers chuckled and nudged each other slyly. Busy Tarinos chuckled and winked. To meet the agent with news of a rented floor would certainly make a favorable impression upon him. 

Houses all swept down! They would have to find something else to do. Over the iron railing with the Tarinos--out into the barrels with the refuse there. And, oh, vile imitators that the Mixers were!--they, too, cleared up the rubbish that had been accumulating for years. 

Then the Mixers cast their eyes heavenward and failed to understand how human nature could fall so low--for they found door knobs to polish. They shuddered with disgust; the execrably imitative Tarinos were rubbing other door knobs. 

A furniture cart stopped in front of Number 580. Then the Mixers ran to a back yard, hoping that the Tarinos would follow and know nothing about the rented floor; and through the next hall the Tarinos were falling over each other to lure the Mixers after them. Then Jumpers and Bar Jacket peered through the cracks in a back yard fence, each rival peering to see what the other was doing. Oh, what could one do? What that is industrious could one do in a back yard? Oh, quick, for at any moment the agent might appear and one must be found working hard! 

The Mixers dragged a frayed strip of hall-matting out into their yard, and fiercely shook it between them. Another strip of matting in the next yard, undulating like stage waves between the Tarinos! 

And not only one furniture cart, but two furniture carts had unloaded at Number 580. 

Then came the bull-dog woman following her furniture, finding it piled along the east wall of the third-floor rooms. Old lady and her son came up the stairs; their furniture in a line along the west wall. 

"Who are you and what do you want here?" from the bull-dog woman. She glowered as much as she could with her flat, coarse, pink-and-white face. 

"You're Eddie O'Rourke, and I've seen you lounging on the corners with a lot of loafers since you were knee high--but what are you doing in my rooms?" 

Eddie O'Rourke was chipper. No bull-dog woman would bully him! 

"And I know you, Mrs. Plank!" he said. "And your husband, who has the falling sickness, and you not never letting him go to the hospital, where he'd get better treatment than you neglecting him at home. We're the tenants here." 

The old lady, her hands folded on the little black bag, one ear turned to the speakers, tried to understand. Jawn stood by a window, picking out strips of putty. 

"You're the tenants here? Then it's yourself says you are! 'Tis myself is the proper-ietor here!" 

"What is she saying, Eddie?" from Mrs. O'Rourke, taking off her hat, fussing along the mantelpiece with it to put it in just the exact spot she wanted to put it. 

But Eddie O'Rourke ran down the stairs to find the people that had rented him the rooms. And Mrs. Plank ran down to find the people who had rented her the rooms. Both returned, after having rapped vainly upon doors. 

"Why, what's the trouble, Eddie?" from old Mrs. O'Rourke. 

"Ah, don't be bothering with her, mother," young fellow shouting close to the old lady's ear. "It's some mistake she's made, and she'll move right out as soon as she gets other rooms." 

Kindly, motherly smile. And: 

"I'm sure the lady is welcome to stay until she gets another place. Then we'll not put the house to order, Eddie, till we have it to ourselves." 

Bull-dog mouth and eyes and remarkable nostrils wide open; sluggish brain trying hard to comprehend. And then: 

"Till you have it to yourselves? Till I have it to myself, me and Jawn, you mean!" Bull-dog woman was chanting, like a child speaking a piece: 

"The rooms is mine, and I stays in them, and one word from you and I'll have Jawn throw a fit on the floor before you. And 'tis terrible sight he is with his fingers clutching, and the froth of his mouth--Jawn, throw a fit this minute." Jawn, paying attention to nobody, poked his finger in holes in a cane-bottomed chair. 

"You'll get out of our rooms, or I'll put you out!" from angry Eddie O'Rourke. 

"Is that so? You will?" Bull-dog woman was yelping with laughter. 

"Eddie O'Rourke lay hands on me? Or the likes of him! Or anybody laying hands on me, a decent, respectable, hard-working woman?" 

"What is she saying, Eddie?" 

"Oh, that's all right, mother! Nothing." Eddie O'Rourke nervous and far less chipper. 

"Eddie O'Rourke, who all the neighbors knows what he is, and was pinched last summer!" 

The old lady was fussing along the west side of the room, extricating her easy chair from the tangle of furniture, getting some sewing from a trunk. She made herself comfortable; fussing a good deal first, and then taking up her sewing. 

Mrs. Plank went to a window, she sat upon the window sill, and opening the window: "Here I stay, and if others wants to stay, let them, but it's meself know how to destroy whatever pleasure they think they'll get by it. Let them stay and hear what everybody knows about them!" She was looking at opposite windows and beginning to chant: 

"Sure, everybody knows what Eddie O'Rourke is! He stole the plumbing out of the new flats around the corner, and was pinched last summer." Raising her voice. Bellowing over to opposite windows: 

"Sure, we all know who Eddie O'Rourke is, and him trying to take the rooms off a decent, respectable, hard-working woman! Eddie O'Rourke was pinched last summer! Eddie O'Rourke was pinched last summer!" 

"What is she saying, Eddie?" asked old lady; pausing in her sewing. 

Eddie O'Rourke paced to the window, back, to the window again, as if he would implore the woman to cease, but felt that nothing but giving up the rooms he was determined not to give up, would appease her. He stammered: 

"She's telling some folks across the way about me saving lives at the pier last summer." 

Terrific snort of disgust from Mrs. Plank, who was called the "horse" in the neighborhood, because of her burliness and steady, plodding ways. 

"Why, Eddie, you never told me that!" said the astonished old lady, dropping her sewing. 

"Oh, there's lots I done I never told you, mother." 

"And it was lives you saved? Why, Eddie, tell me about it! Why, Eddie!" 

Another snort. And then: 

"Everybody knows Eddie O'Rourke!"--bellowing it out of the window, in tones that, if bellowed in the room, any person not totally deaf would have heard: 

"Eddie O'Rourke was taken up for shooting craps in the cigar store last winter!" 

Mrs. O'Rourke was beaming upon the "horse," who was eulogizing her son. "Whisper, Eddie! She seems a very nice woman. I'm sure she couldn't say anything that wasn't creditable to you, Eddie, but it's good of her to acquaint the neighbors of what you did that I never heard before. Was it somebody fell off of a boat? Or in swimming? And you never told me! Eddie, put up the stove, and I'll make her a drop of tea. She's a very nice woman!" 

Eddie O'Rourke set to work to put the stove in place; nervously bungling with the stove pipe and clattering stove covers to drown further disclosures. 

Then an oath from the "very nice woman." An oath bellowed with: 

"Eddie O'Rourke's a corner loafer, and I seen the cop club the two knees from under him!" 

"Yes, Eddie, I must make a cup of tea for her. She must be a good woman to speak so nice of you." 

But neither the Tarinos nor the Mixers heard this bellowing, for they were in the street again. No agent yet, and the work done so that never before had the houses been in such condition. But they tried to find more work yet. Twenty dollars a month and rent free! Quick! What else could they be found doing by the agent, who might appear at any moment? 

The Mixers scraped fragments of signs pasted on sides of doorways. Tarinos scraped away at other doorways. Tarinos and Mixers rubbed off chalk marks, which were the scrawled biography of one Johnnie McGill, and the exposed sinfulness of Johnnie McGill was lost to fame. 

Continued bellowing from the third-floor windows, Number 580: 

"Eddie O'Rourke hangs out in the back room of Riley's, and goes through the pockets of the drunks there. Sure you all know what Eddie O'Rourke is! Eddie O'Rourke makes his living by thieving!" 

The windows across the yards were opening--Italian women looking out wonderingly. The Italian women were chattering to one another, seeking an explanation, unable to understand what it was all about until--one Italian woman exclaiming: 

"The Irish!" 

"Oh, to be sure!"--that would explain anything. 

Stove put up. Cup of tea made. "Why, what is it she's saying now, Eddie?" 

The distressed Eddie O'Rourke, still clattering a stove cover, stammered: 

"Why, she seems to be telling things about me, mother. You make out my name mentioned, don't you?" 

"And what things, Eddie?" 

"Well, it ain't modest-like for me to tell them, mother. Just about--how good I was to a poor family once, mother." 

"Ah, sure, you always was good, Eddie! You'd give away the shirt off your back if I wasn't nigh to hold you back in your generosity." Old lady was beaming upon the bellowing "horse," and fussing with a cup of tea. She turned to the window. "Ah, my dear, now won't you have a little cup of tea before you go out searching for rooms for yourself? 'Tis exhausting searching for rooms. Here's a cup of strong tea to put heart into you for it." 

The "horse" glared in slow, stolid savagery. 

"Go 'way with your cup of tea, that'll never slick me over. You'll try long before a cup of tea will charm a decent, respectable, hard-working woman out of her own rooms for you. Go 'way, or I'll have Jawn throw a fit this minute. Jawn!" Jawn, standing by the mantelpiece, paid attention to nobody; he was pressing and bursting blisters on the black-painted fireboard. "Jawn, throw a fit this minute!" Jawn, was cracking more blisters. 

"Then you're not caring for a cup of tea, my dear?" said the old lady, going to a trunk and opening it. Fussing through it. Drawing out a scarf and returning to the window. "My dear, put this on your head while you're waiting, and you're welcome to wait to your own convenience; but, at this time of year, to catch cold is so easy." 

Then the look of the "horse" was as uncomprehending as the look of the Italian women had been. But the Italian women had found a satisfactory explanation for their perplexity. The "horse" could find no explanation. Someone was kind to her. 

With wide, staring eyes, dilated nostrils and mouth open, she started to bellow, but only murmured: 

"Eddie O'Rourke makes his living by thieving!" 

"My dear, put this on!" The old lady, fussing with the scarf, folded it and patted it to have it exactly to her liking; put it on the "horse's" head, tying it over the tousled mane and under the delicately pink-tinted chin, and fussing with the tying to have it exactly to her liking. 

"What is it, my dear? I'm just a wee bit hard of hearing." 

"She was remarking about me!" from the unhappy Eddie O'Rourke, who had found stove covers too hot to clatter. He glanced appealingly at the "horse." "Just remarking how faithful I am in my church duties." Shouting this close to an aged ear "just a wee bit hard of hearing." 

"Ah, you were always a good boy, Eddie! He's me only comfort, ma'am." Holding back her head and surveying the youth proudly. "I have had fears he might be a wee bit wild at times, but he's settled down so he's my only comfort. Sure, the poor boy tries hard, but he's unfortunate. He's as willing as the day is long, but 'tis hard to find work nowadays--" 

"Eddie O'Rourke is a--" but the soft scarf seemed to hold her chin from moving. Starting again: 

"Eddie O'Rourke is--" 

"Such a comfort to me!" sighed the old lady. "As willing as the day is long, but unfortunate. Never mind, Eddie; we always have the pension to fall back on." Pouncing upon the "horse's" coarse, red hands: "My dear, see how red your hands are! You must come over and sit by the stove and warm them." 

Then again there was wondering upon the faces of the Italian women in opposite windows. Utter inability to comprehend; chattering from window to window; and then explanation: 

"The Irish!" 

For the "horse" was weeping violently. Seemingly as stolid as brass, she was as easily moved as brass scales, up or down with any emotion. 

"Ah, sure, but you're the kind old creature!" violently wept the "horse." "Oh, Eddie O'Rourke, how can you be the bad boy you are, with the good, old mother you have?" 

And, an appealing whisper from the youth, huddled up to the window sill: 

"Oh, now, Mrs. Plank, don't go telling these things on me! Honest, it's all because I was in with a gang I'm through with forever. Honest to Gawd! I've shook the gang and got no more to do with it. I'll hustle for some other rooms for ourselves, if you'll only promise not to go telling on me while I'm gone." 

"And you saved lives down to the pier, last summer?"--the old lady astonished at the emotion of the "horse," yet returning to the subject with which her mind was filled. "And, my dear, but the close-mouthed lad he is! Me never before hearing it." 

"Oh, Eddie O'Rourke," from the emotional "horse," "how can you be the bad boy you are---" but then, close to aged ear, "Sure, ma'am, you have indeed the lad to be proud of!" Another wail: 

"Oh, if I only had an old mother like that to be good to 

me--I'd work my fingers to the bone, I would and gladly! I'd scrub on me knees all day and all night, I would! If I had someone to be good to me!" 

Again in the ear that was "just a wee bit hard of hearing:" 

"Sure, everybody knows what Eddie O'Rourke is--a decenter, willinger lad ain't to be found in the district!" 

"Oh, gee, Mrs. Plank," from Eddie O'Rourke, in a whisper, "may my tongue be paralyzed, but I'm sorry for any hasty words I said to you." 

"He was always a good boy!"--proud and happy old lady. "And, Eddie, perhaps, while we have a cup of tea, anyway, you'll go down and put in an ad for lodgers?" 

"For lodgers?"--from the "horse," snorting, and gasping and, altogether, making a fearful time of it. "Then, sure, why can't the lot of us take the rooms together, and the two of us pay halves, and the lot of us dwell in peace and happiness?" 

"What is she saying, Eddie? My dear, excuse me, but sometimes, I don't quite catch exactly every word spoken." 

"There's room for all of us, and the floor's too big for one family, and we'll half up on it and share the kitchen," said grateful Eddie O'Rourke. 

"Yes, the rent is too much for one to pay," agreed his mother. "And, sure, I'd not be feeling we was at all with strangers, as you know my son so well, ma'am." 

"Oh, we can get along fine!" cried the "horse," "and there wasn't use quarrelling in the first place. And, Jawn--pay attention to me, Jawn! Jawn, you can have your fits, which it would be unnatural to deprive you of, but when you feel them coming, always run downstairs and into someone else's room, and throw them there, mind you!" 

The old lady fussing about the rooms, then fussing back and forth from the stove to a table, said finally: "And, now, my dear, perhaps you will have a cup of tea with me?" 

"I will, and with all the heart of me! And, Jawn, show your manners by never throwing fits at tea time!" 

"And my Eddie saved lives, which I'd never know about, wasn't it for you!" Mrs. O'Rourke was exclaiming. 

"Gee!" murmured Eddie. 

"Then, my dear, we'll all share the rooms, and, perhaps, we'd better begin putting them to order--but where are you going, Eddie?" 

"Gee," murmured Eddie O'Rourke, "I've got to live up to that reputation of mine! 

"Where am I going? Going to hustle out for a job, I am!" Repeating to himself: 

"Gee! I got to live up to that reputation!" 

Down in the street again! Bantry stands on the stoop, looking worried. The Tarinos come up the street, Mixers following them, watching them warily, almost exhausted--Mixers, but vigilant Mixers, who would not let thoroughly exhausted Tarinos out of their sight for one moment. 

"I'm all beat out!" said Mrs. Tarino. She lifted her hand, but dropped it, too weary to find out how the turban was fitting. Tarino, dragging his broom after him, in dust-covered jacket, breathed heavily. Four forms straggled to the stoop and there lingered, without energy to ascend it. All the day gone, and no agent! 

"Good evening!" said Bantry, "But I don't know what Mr. Thames will say about this! You've gone and each of you rented that floor, and there's been the deuce to pay between the different parties." 

Tarinos and Mixers looked at one another too tired for comments. They leaned on their brooms languidly. 

"He'll hold me responsible," from worried Bantry, "if them parties don't come to some agreement." 

"You?" asked Mixer. The three others panted among them: 

"But you're discharged, ain't you?" 

"Me?" drawled Bantry. "Why, that's a queer idea! Oh, old Thames wouldn't bounce me in a thousand years, but he did insult me. `Bantry,' he says, last night, `I'll be out of town tomorrow, and, when I come back, I want to see them houses in some sort of condition.'" 

Mrs. Tarino sat down limply. Tarino dropped his broom and was too weak to pick it up. The Mixers had no strength to express their indignation. 

Janitor Bantry surveyed the transformed Row critically. "Why, no!" he decided. "I can't see as it needs very much going over." 





Ructions 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


A New York street! Looking like a progressive battlefield. On a windy day, trust to the ash-man to make any street look like a battlefield or the route of a Russian grand duke's afternoon drive. Up on his knee with a barrel; up on the wheel with it; into the cart with the ashes, any way at all, and up and out with a cloud of dust as if from a bomb explosion. Smaller explosions along both sides of the street; women seeing the cart coming and running out of tenements to empty pans in barrels, knocking pans against barrels to shake loose clinging particles; puffs of dust gushing forth; unfortunate passers-by rubbing their eyes frantically. 

Children everywhere! Making swings of clothes-lines tied to cross-arms of lamp-posts; winding their ropes around posts, revolving in sinking spirals, with ropes unwinding. And skipping ropes, trying to count to a hundred without feet catching; ropes swiftly beating the sidewalk so that skippers should fail to count up to one hundred. 

An old horse, looking as if about ready to be set for dinner; large table cloth, in place of a blanket, on him. Old horse standing in front of a cellar with a sign: "I Don't Buy From No Children." Junk-shop cellar. 

The cellar of the house was not very respectable looking; piles of rusty bed-springs, old boilers, gas-pipes and bags of bottles at the doorway; but the house itself was a most appetizing lettuce color. At some time, later, another coat of paint would be applied, but painters had struck--trouble of some kind--at any rate, it was a delicately tinted house of lettuce color. 

And Mrs. Bonticue, very much out of place with rusty bed-springs, gas-pipes and old bottles, stood on the front stoop, a few feet from the cellar entrance. She was about seventy years old. Hat jauntily decorated with baby-blue ribbons. Bulky, imposing, important-looking person. Lace cape with orange-silk lining. What a determined-looking chin! Purple silk shirt. And the compressed lips of a very firm mouth! Oh, but was not Mrs. Bonticue dressed in her best! She was waiting for the wind to turn and swirl ashes away from her blue, orange, and purple finery, with its attractive, lettuce-green background. 

The very moment Mrs. Bonticue reached the front stoop, the hall door of the third-floor rooms opened. Second-floor door opening. First-floor door opening. Three women out at the sinks in the halls. 

And sinks in houses like this lettuce-green house are very much like wells in Oriental countries--meeting places, gossiping places for women. 

Mrs. Lunn at the third-floor sink; Mrs. Delaney at the next sink; Mrs. Weasel at the first-floor sink. 

And pretty young Mrs. Delaney, the motorman's wife!--starting to run up to the sink above, but feeling that something more interesting might be said at the sink below. Starting, then, to run down to the first sink, but feeling that Mrs. Lunn would be less guarded in her utterances, as she was not likely to stay in the house very much longer. Face like a mouse's, most of it nose! But a mouse has a nice, bright, little face, you know. Mouse-like nose sniffing for news up the stairs and sniffing for news down the stairs. 

All three women suffering intensely! One must gossip, but one must have some excuse, if only the borrowing of a match, to approach the relief of gossiping. All three women crying: 

"Oh, Mrs. Delaney, excuse me if I'm taking the water away from you! Mrs. Lunn, I only want a drop for the kettle. Never mind, Mrs. Weasel, the pressure is so bad today, I'll have to come down to your sink, anyway." They get together. Trust them for that when it was necessary to their happiness to discuss Mrs. Bonticue! All three of them up and at it! "Outrageous! Oh, scandalous! Never heard of such carryings-on before!" Turning on the water, at least pretending to fill a kettle. "We ought of complained on her long ago! She'll feel flat enough when she gets her dispossess! But the assurance of her! Well, she'll have a different look when she gets her notice to go!" A pause long enough to empty a kettle so as to fill it again. And then: 

"But suppose she wins him over! What if he don't put her out! She'll own us! The top floor will own us! And there'll be no living in the house. Suppose!" 

Out in the street. Wind turning. The wheeled Vesuvius sifting the fate of Herculaneum upon the houses across the street. So down the street went Mrs. Bonticue, only four or five doors, to the office with the real estate sign in the window. Here was the landlord. 

Very fine-looking old gentleman. Courtly air about him, very much like Mrs. Bonticue's own courtly and distinguished air. He sat at his desk, in a revolving chair, without which, if not helpless, he would be at a great disadvantage. For the very fine-looking gentleman had not a joint in his neck, no articulation of vertebrae. Knees and elbows he had, as many as anyone's, but his spinal column seemed ossified throughout. So the furniture man supplied what nature denied him. When having to look at anything not directly in front of him he could turn in his chair--a triumph of the installment plan over nature! 

Mrs. Bonticue entering the office. Very stiff old gentleman with his left side to her. "I beg your pardon, Mr. Fizzard, but you desire to see me?" Stiff old gentleman trying to turn slightly, not liking to honor a disgraced tenant by turning all the way round to her. Chin refusing to budge; nerve center in the brain telegraphing to the axis of the chair, and chair turning involuntarily. 

Grave courtly bow, from the hips. And, "Won't you be seated, Mrs. Bonticue?" Old lady curtsying, taking a chair under a map of New York City, red with green parks in it. 

"I'm very sorry, Mrs. Bonticue, very sorry indeed, but I have had complaints about you." 

"Honi soit qui mal y pense," said Mrs. Bonticue. 

"I--I beg your pardon!" 

"Honi soit qui mal y pense!" An air of: "Take that now and see whom you're talking to!" 

Old gentleman deeply impressed. Taking a large silk handkerchief and patting the pink top of his head with it. 

"Why, Mrs. Bonticue, I can't understand how there can be such complaints about you. Surely not about you, yourself! And your son is a quiet young man and very industrious. Why are there such complaints about you?" 

"They're jealous about me!" explained Mrs. Bonticue. "If I so much as wash me face, they're noticing and making derogatory remarks, because of my superior appearance. They're jealous of me. But perhaps this might interest you, sir, and show you who I am, sir." Handing him a bit of parchment, the size of a playing card. Old gentleman putting on his glasses, very slowly and deliberately, seeing, in faint letters: "King Edward the Fourth," and nothing else decipherable. 

"Me pedigree!" explained Mrs. Bonticue. 

"Bless me!" Old gentleman staring at "King Edward the Fourth," and then fluttering the handkerchief on his pink head-top. "Yes, I know you are an Irish lady, Mrs. Bonticue, so it astonishes me---" 

"I beg your pardon, Mr. Fizzard! Not Irish. I was born and brought up in Dublin." 

"But, Mrs. Bonticue, isn't Dublin---" 

"Oh, they are very uncultivated people in the country parts of Ireland, Mr. Fizzard. They are only the peasants, and I have never considered myself one of them class of people. Not making you no disparaging answer, sir, I am from Dublin." Oh, she pretty well let him understand just who she was, you see! 

"Letters from the Lord Mayor!" said Mrs. Bonticue. "Oh, yes, he was me father's friend." Taking ancient letters from a leather bag. "Perhaps you would like to read what the Lord Mayor says of me, sir." 

"Bless me!" Old gentleman trying to read faint lettering impossible to read. Handing back evidences of unusual social importance. 

"They're jealous of me!" Mrs. Bonticue rising, having shed complaints that could not even spot her superiority. "If I so much as add a ribbon to me hat, there's heads out of windows watching me and making calumnious observations." Low curtsy, parting smile that would captivate any old gentleman with a pink top to him. Stiff and jointless, but captivated old gentleman exclaiming, "I never!" Fluttering white silk on his pink top. Rising to open the office door for her. 

There was scurrying from the first-floor sink when Mrs. Bonticue returned to the lettuce-green house. The other tenants fled, so Mrs. Bonticue's smile of triumph was for herself only. 

Sure, Mrs. Bonticue liked a bit of the drop now and then. Which was nobody's business but her own. And if she had a pint of beer in the evening, or a dozen pints, that, too, was in the pursuit of her own happiness and only her own business. And a bit of song and a little general bedevilment! Why not, when one is only seventy and has plenty of time, in the future, to settle down and take life sedately? 

Altogether, it was a case of too many cousins. And cousin's cousins. Anybody who was related to her, to any relative of hers, was welcome in Mrs. Bonticue's. When cousins were out of work, they came to board with Mrs. Bonticue; cousins, who were working, came to spend a sociable evening. Every evening was a sociable evening. And in the rest of the house tenants went to bed with towels tied around their ears; it is hard to sleep when the top floor is having a sociable evening. 

So Mrs. Bonticue was at her top-floor sink, exclaiming, "There's people in this house that's jealous of me!" Other tenants, at different times, during the afternoon, going to her to find out what the landlord had said. Each tenant saying something like this: 

"Oh, you mustn't blame me, Mrs. Bonticue! I don't say I couldn't tell you who made the complaints, but you mustn't think I did it." 

And from Mrs. Bonticue, benign, smiling, treasuring no resentment: 

"What did he say? And the very fine, distinguished gentleman he is, too! Mr. Fizzard says to me, `Mrs. Bonticue, I have received some communications about you which affects me only with astonishment at the audacity of anybody daring to defame you. Mrs. Bonticue, I wanted to see you to tell you, the very superior woman I have always known you to be, and assure you that, though they may talk the enamel off their teeth, not one word would I believe against you.'" 

There seemed no way of ridding the house of the worthy and superior Mrs. Bonticue. The Delaneys could think of no way; and though Mrs. Weasel said, "I have de means and would pay anybody!" she could think of no way toward top-floor tranquility. 

One of the many cousins, Cousin Willie, was coming up the stairs. Coat under his arm, shirt open at his throat, strap for a belt, shoes and trousers muddy. Willie met Mrs. Lunn on the stairs. 

"Good evening, mum," he said civilly. Looked at her, in sudden insolence. "Ye have a nose like a mushroom!" said Willie, who had an eye for attractive women. 

"Oh, Mr. Willie!" Mrs. Lunn trying to laugh, trying to ingratiate herself, as she tried to ingratiate herself with everybody. 

"Out of me sight! Ye skinny half-fed creature! Ye're as ignorant as Paddy's pig! I'm a college-bred man! Out of me sight, you half-fed ignoranimouse!" 

"Oh, Mr. Willie!" Almost a simper, no look of anger, Mrs. Lunn would take offense at nothing. Ever been out of work yourself, and not know where the rent was coming from? You would not altogether lose spirit and self-respect, but, after half a lifetime of it, Mrs. Lunn had. 

Willie went up the stairs and kicked the top-floor door open. The kitchen, also the sitting-room, also one of the bedrooms, was crowded with useless articles of furniture. Mrs. Bonticue went on sewing. Whenever she saw something that was to be thrown away she asked for it and brought it home. So there was a wire dictionary-holder, which was a great mystery, for no one could find out what it was for; an old stamp album with all the stamps of value cut out; a music stand; a hall hat-rack; an electric battery, also a great mystery; remnants of cloth and bits saved from dressmaking had been made into lambrequins, pads for backs of chairs, stuffed seats of chairs, and rugs that gave the room a crazy-quilt appearance. A smoky cabin of a room, because, in the stove such a big piece of wood was burning that the covers could not go over it. Two sofas, which were opened out and made beds for lodgers who did not sleep on the floor. Beds in an inner room for male lodgers. Female lodgers slept on sofas or on the floor. Man was a creature to be petted and pampered and protected, in Mrs. Bonticue's philosophy; women--oh, women could shift for themselves. "I pity a man that's out of work!" Mrs. Bonticue would say. "Women can always find something to do." And that indicates her whole social attitude. 

Cousin Mary Ellen sat on the sofa. Sour-visaged. Left side of her mouth drawn down to express bitterness and world-weariness; right side remaining good-humored and capable of an anchored, harnessed smiling. And Cousin Mary Thornton was there. Supposed to be a little daffy, just slightly off, you know. But Mrs. Bonticue would tell you: 

"Off? Not a bit of it! Brimful of knavery is all that ails her!" 

"Oh, Willie, are you there?" Mrs. Bonticue running to him and leading him to a table. "Sit right down and see what the old mother has for you!" And, oh, dear, what a different-looking Mrs. Bonticue! Ragged old waist stuck full of pins and needles so she looked like a porcupine; dirty hands, from polishing the stove, and no more washing for them until there should be occasion again to impress very fine and susceptible old gentlemen. Leg of a chicken in the dirty hands, put on a plate cleaned with a corner of apron, for Willie. And there had been only beef stew for the female cousins. 

"Ah!" drawled Mary Ellen, through the sour, drooping corner of mouth, but smiling with the other corner, "Mrs. Bonticue is so good to the men!" And whether Mary Ellen meant to express approbations or jeering, no one could ever tell. 

"Oh, me poor cousin works too hard for everybody!" Mary Ann Thornton dabbing up the end of her nose with a forefinger, derisively, behind the old lady's back, capering about the room, like an old little elf. Then bobbing around Willie, trying to amuse him with a doll that she made with her fingers and a handkerchief over them; two fingers for head and body, and two fingers out for arms. Closing the arms on Willie's beak-like nose, pinching viciously. 

"Blast you!" said Willie, drawing back his arm to strike her. 

"You go sit down, Mary Thornton! Don't bother Willie when he's tired." Mary Ann Thornton capering to the music-stand and peeling potatoes, hanging peeling on her ears in imitation of Mrs. Bonticue's very best curls. "Is there anything else you want, Willie?" 

"So good to the men!' sighed Cousin Mary Ellen. 

"Be the Laird, if you mean to torment me, Mary Ellen Cassidy!" 

Oh, don't fear that Mrs. Bonticue would stand any nonsense from any one of the sex that she regarded as so inferior! 

So Mary Ellen was in disgrace until she stood up and slipped off her skirt. Willie was there and Aleck Bonticue was coming up the stairs, but so long as there are other skirts, it is not considered improper for one to slip off a skirt in public. Not only other skirts, but a very fine blanket was wound around and around Cousin Mary Ellen. 

"Here's a blanket for you, Mrs. Bonticue!" she whined. "When I learned I was going to get my time, at the hotel, I thought I might as well take something with me. Here it is for you." 

Then all smiles, even for an inferior female. "Oh, thank you, Mary Ellen! Ah, everybody remembers the old mother! So you didn't forget the old mother? I'll give you a bit of chicken that will go good with you--oh, Aleck!" And Aleck Bonticue got the bit of chicken. 

Aleck was a man of thirty. Tired, always tired, whether working or not, but almost always working. Grimaced hideously with every word, as if to give force to utterances that he knew indicated his lassitude. He looked around fretfully as if for something to complain about. Saw dust on a mirror, and with his finger wrote his name in the dust to call attention to it. His mother hovering over him, edging him along to a table. Dirty table, with soiled, worn oilcloth on it; bones, bowls of beef stew on it, and somebody's dress, upon which Mrs. Bonticue was working, a dress of delicate material, crowded against the wall, not more than an inch from the nearest beef-stew bowl. "Oh, Aleck, the old mother! Now sit down and have a nice bit of chicken! Do as the old mother tells you." Discontented Aleck faintly grumbling, but working into amiability, and then a wail from him. Pins in the hovering waist catching in the back of his head. 

Then Mrs. Bonticue off on another tack! "Be the Laird, no one will oppose me! I'm as firm as the rock of Cassian, and got the spirit of a Roman Conqueror. Was it Julius Caesar himself no one could subjugate me! There's people in this house is jealous of me, but the landlord himself says I am to do whatever I please, and bad luck to all malignant machinations against me. Here's five cents. Can anyone cover it? Go get a pint." A sociable evening begun. 

Mrs. Delaney was ironing. Silly little head with pretty, light hair, and not a thought of importance in it. At anything said, Mrs. Delaney laughed immoderately, and thus, unable to say anything lively, could contribute as much to general liveliness as anybody. Jimmie Delaney was pacing the floor uneasily, sighing for excitement of any kind and protesting his pleasure in a quiet, home life. And Mrs. Lunn was there. Trying to ingratiate herself, trying hard to make friends somewhere, so that, somewhere, there should be at least a floor to lie on, when, after rent day, and she, without money for rent, would be homeless. 

"Ain't Mr. Delaney the lively young gentleman, though! Can't never sit still, can he? He ought to be out entertaining a roomful." Flatter him! Make friends with him! He had a floor to lie on. 

"What do you put such ideas in his head for?" Mrs. Delaney was angry. Taking an iron from the stove; viciously dabbing fingers at lower lip and sizzling the fingers on underside of iron. Then laughing, because even angry utterances were followed by laughter. "He's better off at home, where he belongs. It would be fine for a married man to go around the country, entertaining roomfuls!" 

Singing, rejoicing, bedevilment up on the top floor! 

"I like the peace and quiet of my own home!" said young Jimmie Delaney, mournfully. "Hey, who's that singing, now? They sing pretty good songs sometimes." 

But, Mrs. Lunn, you must flatter Mrs. Delaney! Think of something to make her friendly. Crawl, cringe before her! Anything for a floor to lie on. 

"Oh, Mrs. Delaney, you done right to send in complaints on those disgraceful people! No one else had your courage--" 

"She did?" demanded Delaney. "Sadie, how often must I tell you not to go interfering? And you told me it was the Weasels!" 

Mrs. Delaney unable to clear herself, laughing immoderately, head bobbing down to the hot iron. Iron then rubbed viciously on the square of folded newspaper placed, for rubbing, on the ironing board. "Mrs. Lunn, you can't make no trouble between me and my husband!" Laughing, to be sure, but feeling resentment. And, oh, the hard luck of it! Trying to crawl and cringe and making a floor to lie on only remoter. But fawn and flatter on! Mrs. Bonticue may pity men and tell you that women can always shift for themselves, but no man ever trembled with the horror that made Mrs. Lunn feel sick as she thought of homelessness, wandering at night, sleeping in doorways. 

"Oh, Mr. Delaney, I brought you down these. I do find them in the schoolhouse. If I can only wait three weeks for the new schoolhouse to open, the janitor is going to take me on the cleaning." Handing him almost fifty little stubs of lead pencils she had found in waste-paper baskets. Have him indebted in some way to her. Perhaps worthless little pencil-stubs would incline him charitably. 

Singing, roaring, the divil himself to pay, up on the top floor! 

"Oh, put them down there!" said Delaney, irritably. "I use a pencil occasionally. That's a pretty good song they're singing--" 

"You sit down and read your paper, Jimmie!" cried Mrs. Delaney, pounding an iron upon an inverted cup, which was a stand for it. "Do you want a cup of tea? Why don't your sons take care of you, Mrs. Lunn? You have sons, haven't you? I'm sure if I had, I wouldn't be out working!" 

"They're such nice boys!" said Mrs. Lunn, softly. Softly smoothing down her shiny, neat skirt. Everything about her having the shine of struggled-with shabbiness. "Tony sold all the furniture one day when I was out--but he's such a nice boy! Eddie put me out because I couldn't pay a bit on what I ate, though I only ate Sundays, but that was his wife's fault!--he's such a nice boy! You'd like him, Mr. Delaney. He said, `Mother, I'll give you five minutes to be out in the street, bag and baggage.' Oh, Eddie always was such a nice boy! You ought to see him, Mrs. Delaney. He's--he's almost as handsome as your husband." 

"Those people make me mad!" cried young Jimmie Delaney. "We're soft and easy to put up with them!" 

"Ain't we?" Mrs. Delaney pleased that he should take this view. 

"What I like is peace and comfort in my own rooms. I'm through with all this carrying on at night and hate to hear others at it." 

"Ain't he the old married man, though!" Mrs. Delaney delighted with his sedateness. 

"Sadie, I'm going up and stop them. Home is home, and I must have peace and quietness." Top floor vibrating with singing and roaring. "I ain't going looking for no trouble, but I'll put a stop to this disgracefulness." 

"Oh, Jimmie, stay right where you are! Don't go near them! They're a bad lot when they got the drink in." 

"I'll see about this and stop it in short order!" Young Jimmie Delaney, very determined and devoted to peace and quietness, running from the room. Running up the stairs. Mrs. Delaney running to the stairs and listening. Listening for a few moments, then hearing, in Jimmie's voice: 

"Good-bye, little girl, good-bye!" 

Jimmie Delaney welcomed, invited to join in the revelry. Mrs. Bonticue crying to him, "So you had to come up and see the old mother? Mary Ellen, you don't want that chair; you can have the soap-box. Can't you sing us a song, Mr. Delaney?" To be sure he could. Peace and quietness of home life are entrancing, but--"Good-bye, little girl, good-bye!" from Jimmie Delaney. 

And the "little girl" returned to her room, no more interest in ironing, lamenting. 

"He's gone for the night! And maybe he won't go to his work tomorrow! It's your fault, Mrs. Lunn. I wish some people would stay in their own rooms!" 

But not a hint would Mrs. Lunn take. Sitting and smoothing her shiny dress, trying to make possible a floor to lie on. 

"If some people would only mind their own business!" 

"Don't you iron nice and pretty, though?" Whine from Mrs. Lunn. "Do you always iron on the wrong side of black dress goods?" 

No answer. And she sat and sat, trying and trying to ingratiate herself, but winning increasing dislike. Sitting and sitting, inane and tiresome, trying to make a friend, coming out with more inanities, wondering what progress she was making, hoping for the best and then hearing: 

"Mrs. Lunn, you'll have to excuse me!" 

She left the room and in the hall met Willie, swaggering down the stairs, noisily drumming on the bottom of a beer can. 

"Out of me sight!" said not altogether chivalrous Willie. "Ye half-fed ignoranimouse; I'm a college-bred man, and out of me sight, you with your eyes like boiled oysters, and is that the only old rag of a dress you got?" 

"Oh, Mr. Willie!"--a cringe and a simper. 

So the Bonticues were a nuisance doubly; disorderly themselves and attracting others from peaceful, orderly evenings. 

Then again, Mrs. Delaney complained to the landlord. And the Weasels complained. But on the purple, baby-blue, and orange lining! Down the stoop and down to the office, with "pedigree" and letters from the Lord Mayor. Stiff old gentleman beginning with severity, soon reduced to a helpless fluttering of white silk on his pink bald spot, ending with bows and escorting to the door, and conviction that Mrs. Bonticue was a very superior woman. "Honi soit qui mal y pense!" wherever in the world she picked that up--and don't go to old Mr. Fizzard with one harsh word for old Mrs. Bonticue! Shouts and songs, Weasel attracted to the top floor, losing his job consequently; roars and a good old Irish reel, and Jimmie Delaney suspended and given one more chance to appear for work in time in the morning. Willie stamping down the stairs, calling insults and insolently leering at everybody, and then suddenly a Willie that would astonish you. The mildest and meekest of timid Willies! Meeting you on the stairs and greeting you respectfully in subdued murmurs. Apologizing, begging your pardon for passing you on the stairs; hat off and in his hand from the moment of entering the house; scarcely a word from him, but that word the most civil. He had had another very good beating. Just so often Willie's rather unconventional ways brought upon him a first-class beating. Then for the mildest and quietest and meekest of Willies--until black eyes faded away and admiration for himself returned--then--"Out of me way, and pay respects to a college-bred man when you meet one, you, with a face like a trout out of water!" 

Lamentations from Weasels and Delaneys. If something could only be done to save them from these awful Bonticues! 

One evening Mrs. Bonticue opening the Delaney's door without rapping. Why shouldn't she open any door and walk into any room in her own house? 

"It's only the old mother! But I'm going to have a little party. You're invited! The both of you are invited." 

"Oh, I'm sorry," from Mrs. Delaney, "but you see---" 

"Ah, you can't refuse the old mother!" 

"You see," said Jimmie Delaney, "I don't go around very much, I'm such a stay-at-home body. I married for a quiet home life, and--"; and half a dozen homes could not have kept home this stay-at-home body. 

"Well," said Mrs. Delaney forlornly, "I suppose we'll have to go with the old mother--" 

Oh, but the signs of war immediately! "Excuse yourself, Mrs. Delaney: I'm not laid away on the shelf yet, by any means! Oh, old, am I? It seems anybody's old in this country!" 

Abashed Mrs. Delaney laughing, "But I'm only repeating your own words, Mrs. Bonticue. You called yourself the old mother." 

"Did I?" thinking it over. "Ah, well, 'tis the fashion I have. Ah, well, then, come to the old mother's little party." 

And the Weasels, too, had to go, unable to resist, Mrs. Weasel very much against her will, and Weasel without enthusiasm, for he would have to be up early in the morning. 

Top-floor room full! All the ladies and gentlemen greeting the guests from downstairs. "Happy to meet you!" and "To our better acquaintance!" Guests with a beer glass in each hand, for guests bring their own glasses at such important functions. Trying to shake hands with beer glasses in them; cordiality all around, but one gloomy figure lurking in the corner behind the hat-rack. Oh, a beautiful black eye this time! Black? No, but blue, green, violet, orange, purple! Optically prismatic Willie, spirit tamed again, not a word to say, humbly sought to efface himself. Most civilizing is a jolly good beating! 

Mrs. Weasel, Swedish lady, cook lady, though no restaurant trash, but "private families and sleep at home," sat on the very edge of the hair-cloth sofa, between Mary Ellen and Mary Ann Thornton. Hands folded primly, self-reproaching for her weakness in coming, interest in nothing until some one spoke to her of her prosperity. Then, "Yes, I have de means!" and a deep dimple gouging each thin cheek. 

And Danny Weasel glad to meet everybody, whispering reproachfully, "What did you go and bring that Swede along for?" How can a Cockney coachman work summers in the country and odd jobs the rest of the year really enjoy a sociable evening with his Swede wife along? 

But drink hearty, and there'll be another pint! Fill the can, rather, for how far would a pint go in that gathering? Meek Willie going for the beer, running all the errands, not a word from him, now and then taking the glasses to the sink to freshen them, as there was not yet drinking from anybody's and everybody's glass so long as you got it. 

And William was there--not Willie, but William, the Bavarian gentleman, who made beds and did general housework in a brownstone-front boarding-house over Broadway direction. Small gentleman with a pointed beard and the kind of voice heard on foggy nights on the river; supposed to be madly infatuated with Mrs. Bonticue. 

And Aleck was there, trying to restrain his prodigal mother, with tired adjurations accompanied by terrific grimaces. 

"Why are we having this party?" cry from Mrs. Bonticue. "Because never before in my life was I insulted so!" Which seemed a rather unusual reason for a social function. "Look!" Mrs. Bonticue reaching under the stove, drawing out a pan of ashes, taking from the ashes many bits of minutely torn blue paper. 

"When I came home this evening I found this nailed on my door!" 

"Dispossess!" exclaimed everybody. 

"Oh, my! Too bad!" Mrs. Weasel overjoyed. 

"What a shame!" Mrs. Delaney trying hard to control her rapture. 

"And it was only yesterday the landlord said to me, `Mrs. Bonticue, you are a most superior woman, and no one need come to me with complaints about you!' Anybody didn't like me in the house could leave the house, he told me. Let me have no worriment on that account, he told me, and, now--the treachery of him!" Mrs. Bonticue pouncing upon tiny bits of paper and tearing them finer. Mary Ann Thornton brushing bits to the floor and dancing on them. Bavarian gentleman taking a handful of ashes and, to insult bits of paper, rubbing them with ashes, wiping one hand on side of trousers, other hand on his pointed beard. 

"Oh, me poor cousin!" from Mary Ann Thornton. Sticking out her tongue at the back of her poor cousin. "Oh, me unfortunate relation!" Derisively wriggling her nose behind her unfortunate relation. 

"If we were disorderly people!" shouted Mrs. Bonticue. "Don't try to restrain me, Aleck! Nobody could ever subjugate me! If we ever raised the breath of disturbance, what mind! If there was ever the shadow of a sound heard from us, what harm! If we weren't all like mice on a velvet carpet! Or even a murmur from us! But us always like a dormitory in a deaf and dumb asylum! Then, now, we'll show him! We'll--" 

"Put his old house on the bum!" from the madly infatuated Bavarian gentleman. 

"Exactly, William! Ah, when I haven't a friend in the world I can always depend upon poor William! Poor William will advise me and tell me what to do. Honest and good--poor William!" 

"Break up his top floor and throw it out of his third-floor windows!" from poor William, so honest and good. 

"To insult me like that! I can't understand it when, to me own face, he tells me pay no attention to them's jealous of me. What's come over him so?" Pedigree passed around and admired. Letters from the Lord Mayor! "Then everybody do as they please, for we're leaving!" 

But the Weasels and the Delaneys were looking uneasy, as from the moment of learning the cause of the old mother's little party, they had looked uneasy. You see, they were not leaving. 

"You're not afraid of the landlord?" Oh, what scorn for the landlord was felt by those who were leaving. 

Why, no, those who were not leaving were not afraid of a landlord. Certainly not! It was only--why, the matter of having to get up early, you know. 

"Ah, be the Laird, sit where you are! You'll not leave this house! Poor William will sing us a song--honest and good as the day is long. Be the Powers, you'll not leave where you're invited and welcome!" 

Then decided uneasiness in those who were not leaving. 

Poor William singing a Bavarian song expressive of extreme melancholy and sluggishness, but Mary Ann Thornton capering about the room, beating a dish-pan by way of accompaniment. Poor William expressing his conviviality with another dirge; sprightly Mary Ann beating two dish-pans together. 

"Then everybody join in! Let the lot of us show the scorn and contempt that animates us for landlords! Yes, I am very quiet, Aleck. I always had notable restraint over me emotions!" Mrs. Bonticue handing tomato cans to Willie, but humble Willie creeping farther behind the hat-rack. Passing around kettles and bread-boxes and kerosene-cans, and then distributing sticks of firewood for drumsticks. "We'll bring off the roof of this old house and rise the whole neighborhood! You're not afraid, are you?" 

Prim, respectable Mrs. Weasel, no restaurant trash, but "private families!" In her lap she held a lard-pail upside down to beat upon. And she looked at it. A poker passed to her. She looked at it! 

Unfortunate Mrs. Delaney! Looking extremely worried and then laughing hysterically at her predicament. Beating sticks of firewood together, with about the enthusiasm of a Puritan drafted into the Salvation Army and set at bass-drumming. 

Everybody taking part, or pretending to take part, except retiring, shrinking Willie, quiet, decent fellow that he was, after every jolly good licking. 

Up and down the room with Bandmaster Bonticue! Roars from her, and then pausing to shout, "What harm if we were ever noisy people!" Aleck looking shocked and seeming to yearn for his evening newspaper, but then recognizing that he was old-fashioned and would have to make home agreeable to keep his mother home nights. Aleck making homes agreeable with a piano-stool pounding on the coal-barrel. 

"I think I hear fire engines!" from unhappy Mrs. Weasel. 

"No, it's a parade!" from distressed Mrs. Delaney. 

"Oh, we must go down and see!" from Weasel and Delaney, most feebly tapping on the soap-box bass-drum given them. 

"Be the Laird, sit where you are! We'll tear his roof off!" 

"Why, yes!" Weasel trying to look most wicked and destructive. "Oh, by all means tear his roof off, but--wouldn't a song do, Mrs. Bonticue? You have a very fine voice for--singing, Mrs. Bonticue." 

"We ought to have games at a party," suggested apprehensive young Delaney. 

"Break his stairs down?" asked good, honest, poor William. "I played games like that once before, and we kicked his window-frames out. Tear out all the gas-pipes and plumbing? Smash the doors off of the hinges? I like those little games." 

"Poor, good, honest William!" Mrs. Bonticue, beaming upon him. "Ah, poor William! He always advises me for the best. Honest and good as the day is long. What games, Mr. Delaney? We're through with the old stove and might drop it down to the basement. Be the Powers, what harm if we were ever disorderly people! And what could have come over Mr. Fizzard so sudden, and him so fair to me face yesterday! What games, Mr. Delaney?" 

"Why, puss-in-the-corner," suggested Mr. Delaney, grown most mild and harmless in his apprehensions. "There's another nice game for parties---" 

"Go up and tear the tin from his roof?" asked good, honest, poor William. 

"Why, no, hide a thimble--it's a real nice game, if you'll try it, Mrs. Bonticue. It passes a very pleasant evening. One hides a thimble in a vase or something, and the others---" 

"Oh, be the Powers!" Sudden roars from the dark corner behind the hat-rack. For Willie had been helping himself pretty freely. Out into the open room with him. If he had a black eye it came from some accident and no living man could spot him with one. Willie had helped himself, and Willie was himself again. 

"Hide a thimble? You say hide a thimble to a true-born Irishman with eviction coming upon him? I'll have the life of ye if ye say hide thimbles to me when there's murder to be did this night! Kill the landlord! Set fire to the old house! Blow it up with dynamite, and there's some to be had down in the shanty where they're building! Have the life of him!" 

"Willie," said Mrs. Bonticue, with austerity, "you're not in the bogs, now. Civilized people don't murder landlords. They drop stoves down through houses, to be sure, and there's precedent for tearing out the windows, but civilized people only express their scorn and contempt by smashing off the doors or some token, and no murdering, I'm surprised at your uncultivated belligerency, Willie." 

"I'm a college-bred man, and you can't tell me what to do, Mrs. Bonticue." But catching sight of his black eye in the mirror and calming, so that he said: 

"But, sure, Mrs. Bonticue, you're only half dead and half alive with your party--" having to shout so as to be heard above the terrific din. "Ye're having a most inferior demonstration. Oh, but I can go down to Callahan's and bring up a couple of rousing, rollicking boys who can show you how to demonstrate against a landlord." 

"Oh, my! I think I hear someone rapping at our door!" alarmed Mrs. Weasel. And from Mrs. Delaney, "Oh, Mrs. Bonticue, I must go down--we came up without locking our door." 

"Be the Laird, sit where you are! Would you mean to offend me? Ah," wheedling, "the old mother?! You'd not run away from the old mother's little party? Go, Willie, and bring the boys, and everybody's welcome when the old mother gives a little party!" Mrs. Bonticue singing, in as fine contralto as you'd like to hear, "Starboard Watch, Ahoy!" Others singing, "Oh, the Great Big Stick That Grew out of the Ship!" and then, "Bryan O'Lynn, his wife and wife's mother, all went over the bridge together." Mary Ann Thornton capering on a table, screeching, "Bryan fell out and his wife fell in! `She's gone to the divil!' said Bryan O'Lynn!" 

Cousin Mary Ellen, lively as anybody, sour jeering side of her mouth tucked away and smiling side dominating, taking up the next stanza: 

Oh, Bryan O'Lynn had no breeches to wear! 

Bought a sheep's skin and made him a pair; 

Fleshy side out and woolly side in-- 

"They itch like the divil!" said Bryan O'Lynn. 

"Sure, more power to us! Landlords is our natural born enemies, and we'll show them a thing or two when they dare nail dispossesses on our doors! So whoop her up and not a wink of sleep for the whole neighborhood this blessed night! Somebody else kindly oblige! Who can sing `Bold Jack Donohue?' Or we'll have a good old Irish reel! Yes, and stamp as hard as you can stamp, with every step of it! Don't mind old Mrs. Lunn downstairs. Don't mind anybody. Stamp like the very divil--and sure, here's Willie with his two, rousing, rollicking boys, and the hearty-looking lumps they are, too! And the big feet of them made for stamping!" 

One sight of the feet, and Mrs. Weasel and Mrs. Delaney in one mad rush for the door. "Be the Laird, do you mean to offend me? Are you scared of a landlord? Sure, could anybody have the heart to break up the old mother's little party? And is this your friends, Willie? Good evening, sir! Sure, any friends of Willie's is welcome. Sit down, sir. Mary Ellen, fill a glass for the gentleman. Mary Ann, give your chair to the gentleman." 

They were awkward-looking gentlemen, but you should have seen their feet! Mrs. Weasel looking at their feet and turning faint. Mrs. Bonticue looking at the feet as if they were Bluchers come to save the day. Mary Ann Thornton gasping her admiration--oh, beautiful, wide, expansive feet that flapped as they stepped and could stamp like bath-tub elephant slippers. But was there divilment in the gentlemen? There's the question! It was divilment that was wanted, as well as captivating feet. Awkward and very polite, hats stiffly held in boxing-glove-sized hands; awkward, self-conscious laughs at Mary Ann Thornton dancing a jig on the table. Sure, it's a poor lookout, and Willie has not contributed much--except undeniable feet--to the old mother's little party. 

"If it was me," said one of the gentlemen, "I'd go down to the new building and steal a load of bricks and roll them down his stairs." Ah, more like it! Might be some pretty good material here, after all. 

"But," was pointed out, "who'd be bothering to cart up a load of bricks just to roll them down again?" 

"Then I'd up with me on his roof," from the other unpromising-looking gentleman, "and take the bricks from his chimney and roll them down his stairs." Ah, now there's talking! Now that's more like it. Willie, more power to you, you done noble! 

"And," said both valuable and highly gifted gentlemen, "do you mind the time the Dugans got their dispossess? They filled every sink in the house with ashes." 

"More power to you, boys, and your hearts as big as the fine big feet of you! Sure, now, indeed, you are welcome! And, now, between the lot of us, we'll teach this landlord a thing or two! Up to the roof with us, and down with his old chimney! How poor-spirited we've been to be so mild! But we'll make up for it, now!" 

General scramble for the stairs! But Mrs. Weasel, having Weasel firmly by the cuff, darted down. "Here! Where are you going? We haven't begun yet!" 

"Oh, Mrs. Bonticue, we know where there's a barrel of broken bottles!" 

"Ah, you have good hearts in you! Sure, me own heart is light and free when I see I have such good friends around." But the Weasels ran to their room and piled trunks against the door. 

The Delaneys taking the stairs five steps at a time. 

"Here! You're not leaving us!" 

"Oh, Mrs. Bonticue, we know where there are nine dead cats!" 

"Ah, then let me die in peace, here in the bosom of me friends and nine dead cats." But the Delaneys snapped extra padlocks on their door. 

Oh, then for expressions of scorn and outraged hospitality! Were all the finer instincts of proud and independent bosoms to be set at naught? Could one be so base as to fear a landlord and not come back with nine dead cats? Could it be possible-- 

But ladies and gentlemen bearing fragments of the tottering old chimney came tumbling down from the roof. 

"What mind if we was disorderly people!" Clatter and bang all the way down the stairs! 

"Us always so decorous and the pink of propriety we was!" Ashes leaped high in every sink. Ashes strewn up and down the stairs. 

Back to the room, and from Mrs. Bonticue: 

"Whisper, once I lost a dime down the crack of this floor. And you'd think I'd leave a dime behind for any landlord to enjoy? I'll have what belongs to me, as is no more than right." 

And, with the crowbar of Willie's, Aleck Bonticue had to rip up the floor, to make everything agreeable at home. Up with the flooring and beams pitched down into the back yard. 

Yes, we hear a good deal of the sadness of dispossession cases--they are sad. 

Next morning! Landlord coming down the street, stopping in front of house with a junk-shop cellar, hearing Mrs. Bonticue calling directions to furniture-moving men in the doorway. 

The landlord went into the house. Half way up the stairs he met Mrs. Bonticue coming down. 

"Why, Mrs. Bonticue!" 

"Be the Laird, if you say one word to me!" 

"But you seem to be moving--" 

"And why wouldn't I, with the notice nailed on my door?" 

And, with the doors half open, so as not to miss anything, Mrs. Delaney laughed, and there were two deep dimples in Mrs. Weasel's thin cheeks. Their troubles were over at last. 

"On your door, Mrs. Bonticue? Oh, surely not on your door. Indeed, Mrs. Bonticue, I have always regarded you as a very superior woman, and the last thing in the world I'd do would be to treat you so--" Old gentleman discovering ashes on the stairs and in a sink, looking down at bricks at his feet. Staring and frowning and exclaiming, "What has happened to the house? But, Mrs. Bonticue, I'd never ask you to leave my house." 

No more laughter from Mrs. Delaney, not a dimple to be seen in the doorway below. 

"Then it was not a dispossess for me?" Sturdy Mrs. Bonticue suddenly becoming very limp. 

"I done it, and I confess I done it!" Tremulous wail from the third floor. "I don't want nobody blamed for what I done." Mrs. Lunn picking her way through bricks and ashes down the stairs. "I don't know what you'll say to me, Mr. Fizzard, but your man nailed the dispossess on my door all right and proper, and I took it and nailed it on the door above!" 

"You'll be so kind as to tell me why?" Very, very stiff old gentleman surveying the disgraceful stairs. 

"Oh, sir, only so you'd think a mistake had been made and the wrong parties notified. Then you might have to notify me over, and that would give me a day or two longer. I know you got to be hard--I mean have your just dues, but I was trying to make it appear a mistake. I only want a day or so." 

"Who's responsible for all this?" Landlord thinking only of bricks and ashes. "Who's dared to do this thing? Who is it perpetrated this outrage?" 

"I don't know, sir!" from Mrs. Weasel and Mrs. Delaney, on the stairs. 

"It was meself, sir!" Mrs. Bonticue valiant to the last. 

"You! You, Mrs. Bonticue?" The landlord hastened up the stairs. Looked in top-floor rooms--oh, disgraceful! He fluttered his large silk handkerchief on a head-top that had become crimson. 

Stiff form coming down the stairs. 

"Mrs. Bonticue--" 

"Be the Laird, not one word from you, sir! It was all a mistake, but my mistake--" 

"Then it will cost you dear, Mrs. Bonticue. To say that I am astonished at you is saying little! I can see now that there must have been good cause for all these complaints. Whether the notice was for you or not, you have done well to move this morning. I'd never have you in a room of mine." 

Dimples again! And Mrs. Delaney sitting on the stairs, trying not to laugh and rejoice aloud. 

"And it wasn't meant for me at all!" from distressed Mrs. Bonticue. "And I might still be quiet and peaceable in me own home!" 

"It will cost you more than that!" from the crimson-topped landlord. 

"Be the Powers, not a word from you, sir! I've already engaged a woman to come in and clean down the stairs. There's a man coming to repair the chimney, and he'll be paid for restoring the floor. I'm the direct descendant of the Knight of Kerry!" said Mrs. Bonticue, magnificently. "We have always been the first and last to hold out against oppression, but injustice has never stained our name. I may have my bit of a ruction, but I always pay the costs." Curtsy to the old gentleman; curtsies to the women on the stairs. "I always adjudicate for my own reprehensibilities, for that is my way." Magnificent sweeping down to the street and magnificent sailing away, in orange lining, purple, and baby-blue! 

"I never! A remarkable woman!" from the stiff old gentleman, his bald top back to pink again. "Remarkable, but not desirable as a tenant. To think of her showering bricks and ashes! 

"Mrs. Lunn, I must have the rooms by Friday, and, understand, it won't be necessary to notify you again." 

But Mrs. Delaney and Mrs. Weasel had been whispering. 

"Mr. Fizzard," they cried, "Mrs. Lunn will get work in a very few weeks, when a new schoolhouse opens. We can sleep nights now, thanks to her, and won't you let her stay, if we'll be responsible? We can't but feel we owe her a good deal." 

"Why, if you say you'll be responsible--" 

"I have de means!" said the Swedish woman haughtily. 

"Then that is satisfactory to me." 

"Oh, thank you ever and ever so much!" cried Mrs. Lunn. "I'll be all right in maybe only a week!" She wept a little. Ran to her rooms and came back with several hundred pencil-stubs, which might not be very useful to everybody, but, at least, were her only way of expressing gratitude. 

The old gentleman absently accepted a blue-pencil stub. He went down the stairs and went to his office. "A very remarkable woman!" he murmured regretfully. 





Mrs. Bonticue and Another Landlord 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


A row of tenements with fire-escapes painted white! Pretty attractive, those white fire-escapes. Certainly are! See the red house trimmed with limestone? But you're fooled there; the stone trimming effect is only white paint. And in another house, see the white keystone of the arch over the door? But the "keystone" is only painted on the bricks. One landlord painted a limestone border on his house and other landlords imitated him, so that, up and down the street, you can see similar effect without expense. 

And the little Dutch-brick house--yellow, light-brown, and dark-brown bricks, in the parquet-flooring designs! But, stand at the side of the house and look up its edge. You see nicks where bricks are set one upon another, but the nicks are between pairs of the little Dutch bricks, you'll notice. Little Dutch bricks only painted on the big red kind from Haverstraw! 

Three floors, and two families to a floor; that's the house. Here's the landlord, one Dunphy, standing on the crooked stoop. 

Hair smoothed and even polished, one would think, down to his ears, and parted in the middle. A burly man of fifty. Face spattered with red spots, as if every one-thousandth drink had rung up and registered itself there. Very black mustache, with ends cut off, smoothed and polished down so that it was just like the cut of his hair, in miniature. The irregular features seem made to express good nature. And he is a good-natured man! Listen to him. 

Second-floor woman standing on the stoop, talking with him. "If you put me out, Mr. Dunphy, there's no place for me to go." 

A joke and a laugh, for that was Dunphy's way of turning off every appeal to him. "A fine, likely woman like yourself?"--a poor, dull emaciated creature. "Don't be laughing at us! Why you'd have no trouble; any good man'd marry you." 

A feeble, flickering smile reflecting from his own wide, good-natured grin. Dull pleading. Dull pleading eliciting nothing but: 

"Sure, woman dear, it must be your own obstinacy has brought you to this condition! I'd take me oath you could have as fine a home as any in the land if you'd but consent to make some good man happy!" Landlord hanging up a sign of rooms to let. 

"Then I must go, Mr. Dunphy?" 

"Why, anyway, a woman like yourself is lowering herself consenting to live in this old tenement." 

A fine fellow, this landlord! Grind you down and laugh and flatter you; push you to the wall and enjoy it hugely and do his good-natured best to make you enjoy it; put you out in the street and make you feel it was for your own good, and you deserved better than to live in his ugly old tenement. 

Rooms to rent in second floor, east. Here are the remaining tenants: The Pagloni sisters, in second floor, west; skirt binders. Bare rooms; bologna, weak tea, and stale bread; it means that to be skirt binders. A tall, thin sister, with neither enjoyment nor interest in anything. A younger sister with interest in life still flickering in her. An imitation gold tooth that showed when she smiled at any male tenant--elder sister clutching her, for her life is for skirt binding, bare rooms, and weak tea only. Top floor! The Hammers, a young couple, who could quarrel and sing and be as lively as anybody. Beside them lived old Hannah, scrubwoman and street preacher, who never sinned and would tell you she had a strong pull with heaven. 

The first-floor tenants are standing in the front hall. Mrs. Flack! A young woman who had always looked old. Premature wrinkles. Chin resting forward on her collar bone. She had a child of five. Flack had flown; he had married her in haste, but had repented more hastily. 

Mrs. Flack exclaiming to a draggled beldame, first floor, east: 

"I'm sure it was Flack I saw, last night!" gesticulating excitedly, as excitedly as she would gesticulate if remarking only upon the weather. "I'd recognize him anywheres. It was your father, Josie; I'm sure almost I remember what he looks like." 

Beldame, mouthing and muttering, raising a scrawny arm and shaking it at a rear window. All the rear windows of the house were darkened. 

"My nine man childs!" mouthed the beldame. "If they were alive, they'd tear that down and give us light! I'd have light and air and food if my nine man children was spared me!" Striding back and forth in the hall. A curious creaking sound accompanying her in her striding. Striding and mouthing. And with her went a twittering as if from a very big cricket. 

A fusillade of oaths! Beldame stooping and snatching, from the floor, a wee Easter chick that had been fluttering along with her. Chick chirping affrightedly. A muttering of oaths. Then tenderly: 

"Ah, chick, chick! It's mother! Little chick, chick!" Opening her dress, gently placing the chick against her bosom. Little chick closing its eyes contentedly. Beldame staggering to her rooms. The grumbling and mumbling of oaths. Then, "Sleep, little chick, chick." 

Look out the rear window at which the forlorn creature had shaken her scrawny fist. You'll not look far. A foot from the window you see a structure of galvanized iron upon a strong wooden framework--the fence that clouded the house! Look down at the foot of the structure. Garbage, ashes, rags, an old mattress, old hats, shoes, tin cans, boxes, decaying matting and moldy oilcloth! And you wonder that Dunphy had built this fence? If you go around, by the way of the alley, you will see, on the other side of it, a well-paved courtyard and rear wall of a very respectable flat house. And this had been the way with dwellers in the Dutch-brick tenement. 

Oh, standing at a window with a pailful of ashes, you know, and who could be bothered going all the way to the barrels? Why, just sling'em down in the courtyard, of course! May land on clothes on lines there--oh, someone else's clothes! Peeling a quart of potatoes. Don't quite see where to put the peelings--why, to be sure, let'em go out the window! 

To shield his flathouse, Dunphy built the fence that darkened his tenement. 

There were rebellions sometimes. Everybody out in the halls, excitedly discussing the fence. Old Hannah crying, "Oh, it would be sinful to tear it down, and I won't take any part in it--but you go ahead and I'll make it right for you! Pull down the fence, and I'll use my influence to have you forgiven!" Rest of the house, arming with flat-irons and hatchets, rushing boldly to the fence--making a tiny dent in the iron of it or cutting off a chip from the wood of it. "See that!" proudly exhibiting a speck of rust or a chip of wood. "Tore it off bodily! There ain't nobody going to coop me up!" 

So the fence stood and was useful to the tenants of the very respectable flathouse, for their clotheslines went from their windows to hooks in it. 

But now! Oh, just wait till Mrs. Bonticue appears in this situation! Oh, ho, but will Mrs. Bonticue stand any of a landlord's nonsense! I wouldn't bet four cents on that fence's longevity, for here comes Mrs. Bonticue! 

A rainy day--surely the gloomiest of days to move into a darkened house--but wait! There were unusual circumstances in this moving of Mrs. Bonticue's--she was not put out this time. A letter had come. It told that Cousin Polly was dead. Then what would become of Cousin Polly's childer? A month or two months they might stay with other cousins in Dublin, but then? 

"Be the Laird!" from Mrs. Bonticue, "But no one of me own flesh and blood shall ever go to any stranger! Let us, then, Aleck and Willie and Mary Ann and Mary Ellen, move into cheaper rooms and all of us save up to bring the childer out to us!" 

A rainy day! The hollow plunk, plunk of horses' hoofs on puddle-strewn asphalt. Street filled with smoke sagging down from factory chimneys. Keepers of small stores looking drearily out at whoever was passing: a little, trudging boy delivering saturated newspapers; a wee child under an unusually large umbrella, hands holding the iron framework, tiny feet tripping over the handle--windows up and down the street filled with unhappy, listless children, whose despair seemed to make the day even more depressing; one lolling on a window sill, beating her own eye with her fist, just to do something; others tearing bits of paper and sticking them on window panes, or blowing on panes and tracing designs in condensed vapor, or, with chins in hands, blankly, hopelessly staring. 

The Bonticues! Just coming around the corner. Can't afford a moving van. Hadn't seen Cousin Polly in twenty years. Had never seen her husband. Didn't even know the children's names. But, 

oh--abhorrent thought--any creature of Bonticue blood eating the bread of strangers! 

Cousin Willie and William, the Bavarian gentleman, bearing the stove between them. Mary Ann Thornton capering ahead of them in the rain, waving the mysterious dictionary-holder as a baton. Mrs. Bonticue's voice, Mrs. Bonticue herself not yet having turned the corner: 

"Come back here, Mary Ann Thornton, and have none of your fooling, and, be the Laird, I'll not put up with your nonsense!" Behold Mrs. Bonticue! Sturdiness, I tell you! Long roll of oil-cloth under one arm, and dragging pictures under the other arm, and stove-pipe for a musket, musket setting a bedraggled hat wobbling from one eye to the other. 

Animated children at windows clapping their hands, pointing gleefully at the Bonticues' moving! Cousin Mary Ellen coming up on the other side of the street, carrying a clothes-basket full of kitchen utensils, an umbrella lashed to the handle; trying to look as if she were not of the disorderly procession. Up the stoop of the Dutch-brick tenement. 

Young Hammer, home from work on rainy days, greeting the new tenants pleasantly. 

"And who do you think you are?" from Cousin Willie. "out of the way of a college-bred man when you meet one!" And then to Mrs. Flack, coming to call across the street to her small daughter: "Aw, shut up, you with your mouthful of busted teeth! Out of me sight! I can't bear looking at ugly women! You're a lot of ill-bred amadons, and who are you staring at?" 

"Don't mind him!" from Mary Ann Thornton to the startled tenants. "All he needs is a good licking! It's going on two weeks now since he had a jolly good hiding." She led the way upstairs, climbing backward, waving the dictionary-holder as if keeping time for an imagined band with it. 

Mrs. Bonticue coming blindly up the stoop, dripping hat away down over her forehead: "Be the Laird, I'm that beat out! Me poor heart is faint for a bit of a drop, but we'll wait till the moving is over." 

Back for another load! And such a scurrying out in the halls. Such indignation. These new people had better be careful or--just wouldn't young Hammer show them! 

Back with another load! Mary Ann Thornton, little, old, bedraggled elf, capering up the stoop, carrying a teaspoon. Mrs. Bonticue, half a block behind, roaring that she should put up with no such shirking nonsense; taking up the whole sidewalk; hat down to the tip of her nose so that she was guessing her way; arms full of pillows, hassocks and mirrors. Cousin Mary Ellen crossing over, looking worried, looking about casually, as if saying, "Don't think for a moment that I belong to this disreputable procession!" 

"Be the Powers above!" Mrs. Bonticue had discovered the fence. "Praises be to the Laird, William and Willie, do you see that obstruction? And bad luck to me and where was my sense, hiring these rooms at night and never seeing it! And I'll put up with that defiance to me birthright of freedom?" Forcing her way to the head of the procession and running up the stairs. Whole procession following, running to the rear window of second floor, east. 

"Who dared build that fence?" roar from Willie. "Who dares shut me out from the sunlight?" Willie running back to the stairs, running up and down the stairs, running amuck, head turned with rage, pounding on doors and kicking on doors. "Show me the man put that fence up! Who thinks they can coop up a man of seminary breeding?" 

Mrs. Bonticue sitting limply on the stove. "William! William, what do you think of it? Ah, thank the Laird I always have poor, good, honest William to advise me! Sensible and sound as the day is long! What do you think of it, William?" 

Bavarian gentleman thoughtfully squeezing his beard. 

"Take your time, William!" 

"I think it's a fence!" from the sound, sensible gentleman. 

"Ah, sensible and sound as the day is long! And what shall we do about it, William? Thank the Laird, I always have poor, honest, good William to advise me for the best! What shall we do, William?" 

Bavarian gentleman squeezing his pointed beard harder. Weighing the matter seriously, thinking very carefully before speaking. 

"Speak up! What shall we do, William?" 

"Get a pint of beer!" said William. 

"Oh, the good, poor, honest fellow!" Kissing him full on the lips, so delighted with his good sound sense was she. "What would I do without William to advise me?" 

And, from the drooping, jeering corner of her mouth, Mary Ellen whined: 

"Mrs. Bonticue is so good to the men! She's so fond of poor William!" 

Mrs. Bonticue wheeled around. 

"Be the Laird, if you mean to torment me, Mary Ellen!" But a benevolent smile on the other corner of Mary Ellen's mouth quite denied that she meant jeering. 

"Oh, me poor cousin, to be shut up in darkness!" from Mary Ann Thornton, dancing behind Mrs. Bonticue's back, keeping behind the broad back, as Mrs. Bonticue tried to turn to her. 

"What's that you say, Mary Ann?" 

"Oh, me unhappy cousin, who's persecuted!" Fingers to Mary Ann's nose. Fingers wriggling at the broad back derisively. 

"Ah, you have a kind heart, Mary Ann, and your sympathy consoles me. You're full of knavery, but the kind heart is in you." 

"To prosecute me poor, unhappy cousin, who's so good to everybody!" darting around so that Mrs. Bonticue could not see her, grimacing, mocking, and mimicking. 

"Ah, yes, you have a good heart, Mary Ann--but, Willie!" 

"Is there a man amongst you?" Cousin Willie running in from the stairs. "Are you a man like meself, William, or are you only a Dutchman? Sure, he's only a Dutchman and's not got the fiery soul of a true-born Irishman. Are you with me, William? Are you a man or only a Dutchman? 

"Where's the oil-can, Mrs. Bonticue? Pour kerosene on his wood framework! Burn it down and, be the heavens above, we'll have light for true-born Irishmen who can't never be shut up in darkness! Give me that can, blast you, Mary Ann Thornton! Burn it!" Seemingly somewhat excited, the gentleman seized a strip of matting and tore it in his teeth, butting his head against the wall, wildly. 

"Willie," with austerity, "'tis incongruous with cultivated instincts to adopt such incendiary methods." Very severely, "It may be permissable to tear down the fence and jump on it and throw it out in the street. We may show our independence and contempt for landlords by battering and pounding and ramming it, but--oil and fire? You are hasty, Willie!" Willie tearing off strips of matting with his teeth, chewing them violently. 

"Then speak up, William! It shall be what William suggests!" Bavarian gentleman feeling his responsibility. Squeezing his beard so as to concentrate his faculties. 

"Then speak! What do you suggest, William?" 

"Have a dash of mulligan in it." 

"My own good, honest, poor, sound, sensible William!" Even Willie paused in chewing matting to glance approval. 

"Then go out for a pint, Mary Ann Thornton, and have a dash of mulligan in it, would you?" For, you may be sure, Mrs. Bonticue would not permit a man to go out in the rain when there were women to run his errands. He might catch cold. And to both men: "Now, do what the old mother tells you! Go in the front room and put dry clothes on yourselves. William, you will find a coat of Aleck's! The old mother! You must obey the old mother!" 

"So motherly!" bitterly from the jeering corner of Mary Ellen's mouth. Other corner smiling, smiling pleasure in the beautiful virtue of motherliness, as Mrs. Bonticue turned combatively. Mary Ann Thornton, behind the broad back, mimicking motherliness, then going out for a pint of beer and a dash of mulligan in it. 

Mrs. Bonticue went calling. Oh, no, not while the pint lasted--what do you think?--but after the third or, perhaps, the fourth pint, when the faintness in her poor heart was relieved somewhat. And, oh, dear me, but Mrs. Bonticue was not looking her best! One cheek smeared with stove-polish, bedraggled bonnet over on one ear, short old black skirt patched with yellow, her son Aleck's boots on. 

Rapping on the door of ground floor, east. 

A droning: 

"Come in, come in! Or stay out, or stay out!" 

Beldame in a rocking-chair, leaning forward with arms on knees, body swinging from side to side. Staring at the floor, as Mrs. Bonticue entered. 

"I beg your pardon, but I desire a little information relative to this obstruction." 

Mutterings and curses. Head down, eyes staring at the floor, body monotonously swinging. 

"It seems to me, madam, that by a little concerted action--" 

"Nine man childs! All gone!" A mouthing of profanity. Little chick pecking at bits of corn meal on the floor and pecking where there were no grains, chirping incessantly. 

"A little concerted action--" 

"I'd have light and air if they was spared me--so brave and so strong and nine of them--what do I care? Gawd Almighty, sorrow comes to everybody!" Swinging and staring and blasphemy and obscenity so that the chick fluttered affrightedly. A swooping, scrawny hand, and: "Come in my bosom, little chick, chick!" Little chick fast asleep, almost instantly. Swaying, staring and cursing. 

"Well, I'm glad you agree with me!" said Mrs. Bonticue. She went to the other first-floor rooms. 

"Oh!" said Mrs. Flack, excitedly, "You are the lady just moved in? Won't you come in?" running ahead to take out a chair, pulling two chairs from the corner, excitedly offering a stool as well. 

Ragged, dripping, smeared, Mrs. Bonticue sailing into the room magnificently. A little girl sitting in a chair, pretending to read a book, forefinger going along the printed lines. 

"Oh, this is your little daughter, ma'am? How much she resembles you!" 

"Arrah, girl, not at all! She do be the dead image of her father, only his hair was--yellow? 'Twas the loveliest--brown?--the loveliest brown hair he had. I'm sure I'd know him if I see him this blessed moment. You can't forget!" raising her hands, pushing out with them for emphasis. "'Twould not be natural to forget what the father of your child looks like, though I can't say he stayed long enough for us to be acquainted." 

"Ah, sure not! I'm a mother meself, and one is always more or less acquainted with one's husband. You haven't seen him in some time, ma'am?" 

"Not since he went out to have his shoes shined have I laid eyes on him--but he'll come back, and I'm raising Josie in the meantime, and the two of us trudging the city, looking for work. He'll come back to me some time, and I think he was a very agreeable man to get along with--it seems to me he was--" 

"This fence, ma'am!" Mrs. Bonticue had come upon business. "Can't the lot of us do something about it?" 

"With old Dunphy? What ails you, girl! Sure, nobody can do anything with old Dunphy!" 

"No one?" Mrs. Bonticue had made more than one favorable impression upon old gentlemen. "He's the gentleman I rented the rooms off of? He seems a most agreeable gentleman." 

"Agreeable! Lord preserve us from such agreeableness! If you call his way agreeable, of course he's agreeable." 

"Then," said Mrs. Bonticue, confidently, "it will be all right. I'm glad he's an agreeable gentleman." 

Next morning. And Mrs. Bonticue! Oh, dear me, there was a feather a yard long in her hat. Real ostrich feather, too. And a long tiny-linked gold chain down the front of a pink silk waist. Yes, indeed! Silk skirt, too! Oh, dear me, such magnificence! 

Calm majesty and silken magnificence out on the front stoop, waiting for the landlord. And then Dunphy coming along. 

"Hello!" said Dunphy. "Moved in all right?" Didn't look impressed. Didn't tremble with awe, not Dunphy. 

"I beg your pardon, Mr. Dunphy, but may I have a word with you?" A curtsy to him and then again stateliness. 

Oh, sure! Anybody could have a word with Dunphy. "Out with it! What's biting you, Mrs. Bonnycue, or whatever your name is?" 

"Vox populi, vox Dei, Mr. Dunphy!" 

"Yeh? That's good. How you making out this morning?" 

With severity: "I beg your pardon, but I remarked Vox populi, vox Dei, Mr. Dunphy." 

Dunphy sitting on the railing of the stoop, an amused twinkle in his shrewd eyes. 

"It is customary for me to exchange references with new acquaintances, sir," holding out to him a bit of parchment with "King Edward the Fourth" faintly discernible on it. Explaining: "Me pedigree!" 

And a number of ancient letters: 

"These will show you who I am, sir. Letters from the Lord Mayor of Dublin!" Chin away up, letters and "pedigree" held out, eyes too far aloft to see them. Eyes coming down, for Dunphy was paying no attention. Astonished eyes seeing Dunphy examining his little Dutch bricks, caring nothing for ancient lineage. 

"I beg your pardon, Mr. Dunphy, but these will show you who I am." 

"Sure, woman, dear, anybody can see who you are, and a credit you are to any man's property and a good recommendation for the house to be seen on its front stoop, you are!' 

"Vox populi, vox Dei!" repeated Mrs. Bonticue falteringly. It was new to her not to impress and awe old and middle-aged gentlemen. 

"Well, what's the kick?" asked Dunphy. 

Oh, dear me, and Mrs. Bonticue had spent hours arraying herself! How hard she had thought of something effective to say to him! And here "Vox populi, vox Dei" had not stunned him. Back into their leather bag went letters and bit of parchment. 

"Hic jacet!" said Mrs. Bonticue, trying again. "Hic jacet!" she repeated, feelingly, fluttering her hands toward him. Oh, wouldn't he understand that she was a very superior person and that, if she did live in tenements, she had not always lived in tenements? Why, Dunphy, like a good fellow, be impressed! Can't you open your eyes just a little when a lady is trying so hard to impress you? 

"Geezers leaning against this doorway has got the paint all wore off!" grumbled Dunphy. 

Then Mrs. Bonticue came to the main issue and abandoned ornaments. 

"I wish to speak to you about that fence," said disheartened Mrs. Bonticue. "'Tis a menace to our health, sir. Can't it be invalidated?" 

"Tore down? Sure, woman, dear, 'tis there for my own protection. Did any of them old bachelors I got in the flats see you, at your window, I'd lose a tenant." 

"Be the Laird, sir, you'll not baffle me that way!" spirit flaring. 

"Baffle you? Ah, Mrs. Bonnycue, I can see you have too much native cleverness for me to attempt such a thing." 

"But the fence, sir!" 

"Ah, blame only me own jealous disposition, ma'am. I'd not have any of them old bachelors seeing you." Nodding carelessly to her. Going on his way. 

"Veni, vidi, vici!" murmured the defeated Mrs. Bonticue. 

But, oh, be the Powers, when Willie heard of it. Show him Dunphy! Out the way, ye lot of amadons, and let Willie get at Dunphy! Who's Dunphy, anyhow, to deprive a theological-seminary graduate of light and air? Let a true man and a real man and no Dutchman get at this Dunphy! 

Whoop! 

But from mournful, discouraged Mrs. Bonticue: 

"Willie, let William speak. Thank the Laird, I always have poor, good, honest William to advise me. Speak, William! What is your suggestion?" 

"Have a little ale in it!" was poor, good, honest William's prompt suggestion. "And snatch a handful of pretzels as you go by!" 

And Willie was so pleased with this readiness that he seized the poor, good Bavarian gentleman's hand, exclaiming: 

"You're a real man and a true man, after all!" 

"Me unfortunate cousin's been treated with scorn!" Mary Ann Thornton, safely behind the broad back, fingers to her nose, wriggling derisively. 

"Ah, I have me friends around me. You have loyalty, Mary Ann. You're full of knavery, but I can forgive anything in them's loyal to me." 

"Oh, me unhappy and scorned cousin!" mocking and mimicking. 

"Thank you, Mary Ann!" said Mrs. Bonticue, emotionally. "You're me true friend. Then let the hand of scorn and contumely weigh heavy upon me as it may. Me tried and true friends is with me! With all me heart, thank you for your loyalty again, Mary Ann Thornton!" 

Mary Ann Thornton wiping one eye and winking the other. "Me poor cousin who's so good to everybody!" Handkerchief before her face so that Mrs. Bonticue should not see winks and grimaces to the others. 

"Ah, well!" sighed Mrs. Bonticue, "We'll drop the matter and say no more about it. We must live here so we can lay by a bit and bring out the childer. Did anything overtake me this night, I'd not rest easy in me grave and think of anybody of me own eating the bread of strangers." 

Even dry, sour, old Mary Ellen was affected. "I'm sure," she whined, "while I have me two hands no one belonging to me will ever go to strangers." 

Same clannish feeling in Mary Ann Thornton. But she had her own way of expressing everything. Dancing up to poor, good William, seizing him by his pointed beard and singing: 

"Boys, won't you marry me, marry me, marry me? 

Boys, won't you marry me? What the divil ails you?" 

Dancing to Willie, seizing him by his hawk-beak nose, singing: 

"No, I won't marry you! Why should I marry you? 

How can I marry you? You're nothing but a stranger." 

"Blast you!" Willie wheezed through his pinched nose, drawing back his arm as if to strike her. The others repeating, with loathing: 

"With strangers!" 

"Here's every cent I have, Mrs. Bonticue!" cried Willie. "Count on me for every cent I can earn. Let no black strangers have the childer--" But show him Dunphy! Whoop! Out of the way and let a college-bred man at old Dunphy! 

But, really, no one helped Mrs. Bonticue with the fund she was raising. For hard times came to the second floor east, in the house of little yellow bricks from Holland that were big red bricks from Haverstraw. It was in April, and almost every day was a rainy day, so Willie, with his half days and his quarter days and the divil a day at all, could only intermittently practice his profession, which was hod-carrying. Mary Ann Thornton, who was a second cook, never lasted more than a week at any job. Mary Ellen, cranky and insulting, never lasted long anywhere, either. Then Aleck Bonticue, steady, serious fellow of thirty, lost his job of elevator running, for the office building in which he worked was to be torn down. And then fate pounced upon the Bavarian gentleman, who did general housework in a brownstone-front boarding-house. Sure, 'tis no harm to slip a bit of chicken into one's shirt bosom when one's cronies are in need of a bit of chicken! But the Bavarian gentleman was so incautious as to go about his duties with a drumstick protruding. So it was that a poor, good, Bavarian gentleman was seen to leap into space from a boarding-house window--and a very pretty leap it was, too! 

Gloomy, darkened rooms, and Mrs. Bonticue sewing all day in them. Fine sewing, too, for Mrs. Bonticue was none of your botchy dressmakers--but she was slow. Eyes were not what they had been, and, though at seventy, one may be as fiery and as sure to battle with oppression as ever, at least a little difference must be seen in the suppleness of one's fingers. So Mrs. Bonticue worked very hard, but for not very much, on account of her slowness. Gloom and depression and disease-breeding of the fence! Several times Mrs. Bonticue tried to prevail upon the landlord to remove it. A joke and a laugh and firmness unassailable! 

One morning. In the front hall. Mrs. Bonticue meeting the landlord. 

"Good morning to you!" heartily from the hearty, genial landlord. "And how spry you're looking, and let me throw open wide the front door, for you're looking a credit to any man's property!" 

"Be the Laird, I want none of your soft-soaping!" But how could she be very stern with such an appreciative, middle-aged gentleman? 

"But who gave you permission to sublet your rooms the way you do, Mrs. Bonnycue?" 

Better look out for yourself, Mr. Dunphy! Good deal of steel hardening into that gray eye upon you. 

"Sublet, is it? Is it sublet, is it? And me with only me own around me, with the exception of one very estimable foreign gentleman, who is at liberty at present, through no fault of his own, but the big human heart he has!" 

"Oh, that's all right, Mrs. Bonnycue!" carelessly, genially. "I was just thinking that if any of your men aren't working, they might come around and see me tomorrow---" 

And how Mrs. Bonticue melted! How she always melted at the slightest sign or fancied sign of kindness! 

"Oh, I'm sure that's very good of you, Mr. Dunphy!" 

"Not at all, woman, dear! I generally have work on some of my houses--yes, I have a job for them--" 

"Oh, thank you, thank you, sir! Sure, the poor lads have been a bit unfortunate, what with the rain and the big human hearts they have." Mrs. Bonticue almost weeping, thrilled with gratitude. 

"Well, send them around to me, tomorrow." And Mrs. Bonticue could not answer, so emotional was she in her gratitude. 

Ah, but her peculiarities! Back in her room. Sewing on a skirt. And money for this work would make it possible to save Polly's childer from the awful threatening of black strangers. 

"Ah, William, and you, Mary Ann and Mary Ellen, never a word from you again about that fine gentleman, Mr. Dunphy! That grand gentleman, Mr. Dunphy! I'd lay down me life for him, this moment, and would go to the ends of the world to nurse him back to health, did sickness overtake him, and my last shilling would be his did he ever need it. Kindness itself he was! `Send the lads around to me!' he says, so hearty and cordial. 'Twould do your heart good to hear him! Grand, fine gentleman!" 

But her peculiarities! Only a few minutes later, Mrs. Bonticue was mumbling to herself. Sewing, but losing all interest in her sewing. Trying to force herself to sew, but face becoming harder and harder. Suddenly: 

"He needn't think he can slick me over that way!" 

Some minutes later: 

"He can't take advantage of our circumstances to slick us over that way! Oh, well, I'll say no more." Morning wearing on. Afternoon passing. More and more worried was Mrs. Bonticue. In a burst of wrath: 

"He thinks he can shut us up like little mice by giving us work when we need it? Ah, but me spirit is too high and untrammeled for that! I'm as firm as the Rock of Cassian! Me own father could do nothing with me: no one could ever control me proud and independent nature! I'd be long sorry to think any landlord, with his smooth, slick ways could win me over. `I have work for you!' he says most insolently to me. `Then keep your work!' is the answer I should have made him." 

It was evening, and Aleck Bonticue was home. His manner was languid and his words mild, but, as if feeling a futility in himself, he grimaced ferociously when speaking, as if that would cause a seeming of force he had not. 

"Mother!" said Aleck. "Can't you be quiet, mother?" grimacing as if uttering a murderous threat. 

"Quiet! Is it quiet, is it? Willie, would you be quiet? Willie, what are you going to do to this hand of oppression hovering over us? What'll be done by our bold Willie?" 

Willie nervously drawing his knees together. Drawing back from the light of the lamp. No answer from Willie. 

"Are you with me to combat the tyrant's power? Are you, Willie?" 

"Oh, don't, please, go causing any ructions!" Willie pleaded, timidly. "I don't like having any trouble." 

"You! Me own cousin and a true-born man, talking that way?" 

Willie trembled and drew his chair into a shadowed corner. 

"Are you with me to tear down the oppressor's structure?" 

"Can't you--just speak to him about it?" suggested trembling, timid Willie. 

"Speak, is it? And me speaking the tip off my tongue to him about it, and only palavering and blarney from him? Where is your spirit, Willie?" 

Willie drawing shoulders together and crouching back in the shadow. For that was his way after every jolly good licking. The night before he had run amuck in Grogan's. And Grogan was a scrapping man of renown. Willie would remain highly civilized until, in a week or two, the remembrance of Grogan's coarse, red fist should wear away. 

"Then I have no one but William! Ah, when others are far away, I shall always have poor, good William to advise me. Speak, William! What shall we do?" 

"Rise the house and pull his damn fence down!" the poor, good, honest fellow suggested. 

"Oh, Mrs. Bonticue, be careful!" quavered Willie. 

"William!" from delighted Mrs. Bonticue. "He always advises me for the best! Sound and sensible as the day is long! Poor William's advice is always for the best! Then this night's work will bring the sunshine to us!" 

She ran to the hall and rapped on the door of the next-door rooms. 

"Who's that? Who's there?" Maiden ladies, having no one to protect them, hesitating to open the door. "Who's there?" 

"Be the Laird, who would it be? A man to eat you? 'Tis not so fortunate you are, and no man, but only meself calling on you. Open the door! 'Tis only a poor, lorn old widow woman, who will not eat you!" 

Door opened reluctantly. 

"How scared you are with your padlocks!" from resentful Mrs. Bonticue. "Or are they to lock him in once you catch him? How scared you are!" Maiden ladies moving toward each other for mutual support. "But I have business this night. Have you boldness and independence in you? Prove yourselves tonight! Come!" Running to the rear window. Darting back to seize one maiden lady; then seizing the other maiden lady; dragging both to the fence. 

"You're to stand here! You see? The whole house is to stand at its windows and all hammer and push together." 

"But why?" asked the dazed maiden ladies. 

"Why? You can ask why when you feel the hand of oppression upon your brows? You're to push! All of us push this fence down!" 

"Oh! Push like this?" asked the maiden ladies. Each daintily extended a slim forefinger and gently tapped the fence. 

Oh, be the Powers, such work! Upstairs with Mrs. Bonticue to enlist the top floor! Old Hannah summoned to her door and coming to peer over her spectacles. Old Hannah exclaiming: 

"Oh, it would be wicked to destroy property--but I'll make it all right for you if you do it! I couldn't be so sinful, but the fence ought to come down, and you go ahead and count on me to see you be forgave in heaven for it--" 

Oh, tut, tut with such talk! To top-floor, west, with Mrs. Bonticue! "'Tis only the old mother come to you, Mrs. Hammer, dear! 'Tis only the old mother come with the best advice to you! We're to tear down this murdering fence this night!" wheedling, her hands fluttering in motherliness. "Heed what the poor, old mother bids you, which is ruin and destruction, like you was me own children, and me old heart, me poor, old heart, warming to you!" 

Then a quandary. For young Mrs. Hammer had good sporting blood, but, also, she had biscuits in the oven. Yes, she would join in an attack upon the fence! Seizing a flatiron and running to the rear window. But biscuits in the oven! You can't be bold and fiery and fight a tyrant's sway, and bake biscuits, too. 

Mrs. Bonticue down in the front hall, calling upon the muttering beldame to rise in rebellion. Beldame shrieking curses, little chirping chick hopping along at her heels. But, by the walls of Jericho, mere curses will never pull a fence down. Mrs. Bonticue in first floor, west! Oh, yes, Mrs. Flack would help, but she only pecked at the fence from her own window. It was a murdering fence, and bad luck to it! But she didn't care much about operating from her own window, where her own handiwork might be traced. 

But how she flew up the stairs after Mrs. Bonticue! And how she flew to Mrs. Bonticue's window! And, there, of what marvels of destructiveness was she capable! 

"Out with the lot of you!" cried Mrs. Bonticue, sweeping Mary Ann, Willie, William, all of them from the room, arming them with hatchets and Willie's spades, driving them to the basement and setting them at work chopping down and unearthing the fence's framework. 

And a torrent of blows echoing upstairs! A demon of destructiveness was little Mrs. Flack--in someone else's room! Mrs. Hammer joining her. The younger maiden lady coming in to push with a slim forefinger. Oh, how fiery and awful you and I and everybody can be--at someone else's window! 

But a condition developed that might save the fence after all--a condition that has saved many a thing from doom--too much work! The beams in the fence were strong and thick. The Bavarian gentleman could make beds and wait on table with anybody--couldn't beat the Bavarian gentleman in his own line, but this was not his specialty, and he gave out first, discovering that he had pains in his elbow. 

And timid Cousin Willie, skulking and self-effacing, was only too willing to throw down his spade when he saw someone else throw down a hatchet. 

Mrs. Bonticue crying: "Chop it down! Do like the old mother bids you!" 

Old Hannah crying: "Oh, it's wicked to destroy property--but I'll use my influence for you!" 

"Ah, but you're a weak-livered crowd!" from disgusted Mrs. Bonticue. "Had I the strength of arm that I have of spirit, there'd be no murdering fence there now! Then over to the Rileys with me! From one end of the city to the other I'll hunt up me own flesh and blood and bring it here. And then how long will the fence last, with the Rileys and the Tooles and Josephine Elizabeth's family and the Boyles and the McGraths and me first cousins and me second cousins and me third cousins and all the rest of me own flesh and blood to baffle the oppressor's tyranny?" 

Aleck Bonticue crawling back from the thin strip of space between house and fence. Scowling terrifically. Appealing, weakly: 

"Mother! Now don't be bringing all that crowd here. Now, don't go out this night, mother, for 'tis going to rain." 

"Then pull down that fence for me and show you're the boy after his mother's heart and not taking altogether after his father's people!" 

"Oh, mother!" pleading feebly, "Can't we all go up and have a nice cup of tea, and have a quiet evening?" 

"A quiet evening!" echoed Willie, timorously. 

"Be the Laird, you want me to go out and bring me flesh and blood back with me?" 

"I'll have to do it, then!" unhappy Aleck sighed, wearily. It was the recurring of his problem. "How to keep mother home nights?" He went dejectedly to the basement door and to the street. 

"Ah, if I was only me own son, and had meself for a mother!" from valorous Mrs. Bonticue. "I'd have that fence down and prone while the rest of you were looking at it, if I was only me own offspring and had a man's arm to back up me own proud and independent spirit!" 

A scraping at the other side of the fence. Evidently a ladder placed against the fence. Up and down the fence, on the other side of it, Aleck Bonticue could be heard doing something. What it was, no one could divine, but it took him a long time. 

Chopping is too much work. Willie, creeping away, shuddering with the lawlessness of property-destroying. The Bavarian gentleman's lame elbow needed attention, so all returned to second, east. And, there, Mrs. Hammer and Mrs. Flack, demons of destructiveness, were still pounding holes in rusted iron. Oh, such spirit! Couldn't call them off! "What, are you afraid? We ain't!" Such boldness and such a torrent of blows! And the elder maiden lady coming in, looking for the younger maiden lady. Crossing herself when she saw the horrid men in the room. Clutching the younger maiden lady, and taking her away, for life is for bare rooms, skirt-binding, and bologna only. Younger maiden lady flashing an imitation gold tooth at Willie, whom she thought real nice and quiet. Chastened Willie politely opening the door for her, and then creeping to his favorite shadow. Mary Ann Thornton mocking them, clutching Mary Ellen's arm to protect Mary Ellen from possible designs of the Bavarian gentleman. 

And then Aleck Bonticue returned. 

"'Twill be done, mother!" he said, languidly, scowling piratically. "It is starting to rain. It won't take long, once the rain starts. Do sit down. Do make me a cup of tea and do stay home nights, mother." 

"Rain! Is it rain, is it? And what can rain do that your hatchets can't?" 

"Call them off, mother!" said Aleck, weakly, pointing to the demons of destructiveness. "They make my head ache with their noise." 

Oh, yes, call them off! 'Tis easy said. The only way those demons could have been stopped would be to place them at their own windows, and, there, tell them to go on destroying. 

"Oh, Aleck, Aleck, 'tis your father's spirit--Gawd rest his soul!--you have, and not mine. To tear down a fence with a bit of rain! You can't baffle me and pull the wool over my eyes, that way! Be the Laird!" rolling up her sleeves, grasping for a hatchet, but seizing a frying-pan. "I'll do the work meself!" Brandishing the frying-pan, rolling sleeves up higher. 

"Mother! Don't you know when I say a thing, I mean it! You promised me you'd stay home if the fence fell. 'Twill fall, if you but give it a few minutes." 

"Sit down! Sit down!" Mary Ann Thornton forcing everybody into a chair, then, with hand to her ear, derisively pretending to listen for signs of the fence's falling. "Of course it will fall, if Aleck says so! It's raining hard. He says the rain--" 

The fence began to creak. And Mary Ann Thornton was really listening. Everybody except listless Aleck listening. The demons scampering from the window, crying, "The fence is falling!" A creaking and groaning! 

"But, sure, how could a bit of rain--" 

A rending of wooden supports. A loose sheet of iron crashing down upon the courtyard pavement. 

"Aleck, what is it you've done! Sure as I'm living, the fence is falling!" 

Listlessly: "Yes, I done it, mother. I don't know what the consequences will be, but I must do anything to keep you home nights." 

An avalanche of a crash. "The fence is down! Oh, me own!" Mrs. Bonticue running to her son, embracing him. "He's proved himself me own flesh and blood this mortal night! Aleck!" holding him from her, proudly surveying him. "'Tis not your father--Gawd rest his soul!--I see, but me own bold and soaring spirit I see reflected." All the other crowding at the window, seeing a mass of fallen wood and iron, by the light in the flathouse windows. 

"Me head aches, mother," said Aleck wearily. "No, don't give me any beer, but a cup of tea." 

"Ah, a cup of tea, how are you! 'Tis his father--but no! 'Tis me own free and valorous spirit was this night demonstrated!" 

"But how?" Everybody running back to the kitchen, after a little very gratifying jeering at protests from the indignant flathouse. "And how could you pull down the fence with a bit of rain? 'Tis like the days of miracles over again!" 

Languidly: 

"Oh, we had the supports weakened a good bit, didn't we? I knew of the ladder, didn't I? Then all I done was climb the ladder and tighten all the clotheslines on the other side of the fence. You make my head ache, Mary Ann Thornton." 

"But what of that if you did?" 

"Oh, the rain wet the lines, didn't it? They swelled and drew and pulled the fence down." And, fretfully, "Don't make the tea too strong, mother." 

Tea, how are you, indeed! Out with the can and celebrate the triumph of Aleck Bonticue, who was not altogether of his father's people! But can, how are you! Out with the boiler! Where's the boiler! Some one find the boiler! Bavarian gentleman and Mary Ann Thornton going out with the wash boiler between them, Mary Ann Thornton wildly drumming on it with a potato masher. 

But the next morning that seems to have a way of following last night! When one pulls a fence down, one may have to explain a little. 

Mrs. Bonticue was arrayed and waiting for the landlord. The lily in all its glory was never arrayed like Mrs. Bonticue, with shabby old Solomon away down in third place. But Mrs. Bonticue was troubled. Oh, that troubled feeling when it is next morning! Mrs. Bonticue looked down at the wrecked fence. Couldn't bear to look at it. Looked again and wondered how much a fence costs when the same material may be used over again. One might brazen it out, deny it, or move hurriedly--common, ordinary persons might have this choice of courses, but, for the direct descendant of the Knight of Kerry, there was only one thing to do. Only one sentiment! This: 

"I have had me bit of a ruction. Now let me pay for it." 

Troubled Mrs. Bonticue fingered ten five-dollar bills, all she had in the world. How magnificently she could say and stifle coarse evidences of landlordly feeling: 

"Why, take this, my good man, and buy yourself a new fence. It's been raining considerably lately, hasn't it?" The temptation of it! How Mrs. Bonticue was tempted to be magnificent! But strangers! Black strangers! If, in the lordly way her heart was set on, the fence should be paid for, childer of Bonticue blood would eat the bread of strangers--black strangers! 

Then awful fear of the landlord possessed Mrs. Bonticue. For she not be magnificent. She could not say contemptuously, "Take this, my good man, and we shall consider the incident terminated." To be sure, she could, and she wanted to, and, if you are magnificent yourself, you will realize just what a temptation it is to be magnificent--but Mrs. Bonticue went to a branch of the post-office and sent a registered letter to Dublin. 

Mrs. Bonticue returning to the little Dutch-brick tenement. And exclaiming to herself, "Gawd be with us!" For on the front stoop was the landlord. Mrs. Bonticue's head high and back straight. Marching to battle with ostrich feather flying and gold chain swinging bravely. Up the stoop with her. And now what about it? 

"Mrs. Bonticue!" exclaimed the landlord. "Mrs. Bonticue. I am informed you can explain this matter to me," pointing back at bright, sunshiny rear windows. 

"I can, sir!" faintly, but ostrich feather waving bravely. 

"Well?" 

"What can I say, sir, but that we tore down the fence on you?" 

"What I want to know," said the landlord, "is how long did it take you?" 

"About half an hour, I should say, sir." 

"Half an hour?" said Dunphy, reflectively. "Now, I should figure that half an hour's work at what you want to do is equal to two days' work at what you'll be paid for. I'm sorry you've lost anything, Mrs. Bonticue, but your lads seem to have lost two days' pay by this." 

"But I don't understand, Mr. Dunphy!" 

"Why, I've sold the flats across the way," said Dunphy. "Then why should I darken my own house to protect another man's courtyard? 'Twas to pull down the fence I wanted to hire your lads. It seems I got it done for nothing." 

Oh, the bitterness of it! Mrs. Bonticue could not repress her distress. "I've lived to see a landlord get the better of me!" Still--"Still, it's a Dublin man done it." 

Crushed and defeated. But--"'Twas a Dublin man done it!" And Mrs. Bonticue was comforted. 





How Sentiment Was Discouraged in Sim 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


There were three vessels at the pier. Up six gangplanks, bustling, hustling, shouting stevedores were rolling barrels. Along the pier and out in the street were mountains of these barrels, between towers that touched the wharf's ceiling ran a canyon, and in this canyon flowed a stream of carts, up on the right side and back on the left into a chaos of trucks that choked West Street to the farther curb. Hubs of wheels crashed together and locked, causing a surge and a backflow as if oncoming carts were held by a dam. Horses reared, and stevedores, rolling barrels, darted under their heads, becoming locked themselves with stevedores trying to crawl through from the other direction. Confusion, hustling, bustling, shouting, loud swearing! Surely you would wonder what was in those thousands of barrels. You would wonder what it was that New York was struggling so tremendously for. 

Sim Rakes was the "header" at the gangplank where I, as clerk, was trying to hold down wind-caught bills with one hand and check off items with the other. 

"Say," remarked Sim, with the dreamy drawl that comes upon him now and then, "this does please me! New York can't be such a wicked city as they say. When I look around at all these barrels and know what's in them it sorter touches me. There's something most innocent-like about them barrels coming down from the country and being so eager sought for here!" 

"Where does barrels for Brown go?" shouted a dozen stevedores. "Where are they loading for Lummox? For Petrie? W.G. Mullins? Hopkins Brothers? Who's header here, anyway?" 

"Coming down from the country," continued Sim, with his exasperating drawl, "the country always seems good and innocent to me. New York wants lots of wicked and intemperate things, but it does seem to me it can't be so very bad when it also wants these barrels so much--" 

"Brown! Leonard! Smith & Whoppling!" roared the stevedores, like a vivified city directory. 

"Well, see you again!" said Sim. "Just the same, it does move me, because the country--" 

At this point outcries from drivers and stevedores were so passionate that the superintendent ran from his office, taking so long, however, in winding and crawling and leaping his way among crowded carts that, by the time he had reached the gangplank, Sim had reduced the congestion. 

There was nothing in those barrels but apples. 

Again there was unusual excitement. A heavy truck was being backed into the river, pressed by a stream of carts in front, crushed by a mass of carts behind. The superintendent again ran up, the gateman with him, both screeching for Sim Rakes to do something, a dozen stevedores roaring to Sim to direct them with their barrels. Sim ambled over to me and sat on a barrel of Baldwins that all morning he had been eying as if there were something unusual about it. 

"Don't you feel that way?" he asked dreamily. "Apples seem such innocent berries, and it does seem so sorter innocent of great and wicked New York being so anxious for them--" 

Terrific splash! Cart backed into the river! Whirlwind of shouting and swearing! 

"--so anxious for them, and I do like to see them going into so many homes instead of beer and whiskey. I like to think of an honest laboring man working hard and his wife having a nice apple pie for him, in the evening, instead of squandering his wages. And they gather by the fireside and eat apples, which is such homelike vegetables--" 

A horse dabbed a hoof at the back of his head. All along the pier entangled and frightened horses were rearing and struggling, driver hopping down and jumping upon one another. 

"Who's loading my cart, anyway?" 

"Here! Come on here with my thirty barrels of Juniper & Stoddard and let me out of here alive!" 

"Down from the orchards," drawled dreamy Sim. "I can just see the farm these Baldwins in this here barrel come from! There's little children picking up apples that has fell in the high wind last night, and there's a girl in a pink dress beating the branches with a long pole, which I'm afraid is too heavy for her. She's a nice-looking girl and sorter slim and--" 

"Oh, Gawd!" shouted a brawny stevedore, overhearing this nonsense. The boss ran up, his fist doubled, crying: 

"One word more of such trash out of you, Sim Rakes, and I'll let you have it in the lug!" Then Sim grabbed up his bills and began shouting orders, working steadily until noon, mountains of barrels shooting up all around us and the stream in the canyon becoming more and more of a raging torrent. But at noon the pier was cleared somewhat. 

"I wonder!" said Sim, coming back to the barrel that seemed to attract him and sitting beside me, as desperately as I was trying to catch up in my accounts. "You know how them country girls writes letters on eggs, don't you? Well, I wonder if that nice-looking girl in the pink dress didn't write such a letter and put it in with the apples! I ain't superstitious, but there's surely something about this barrel that is attracting me. I'd like to get that letter that sorter romantic way and answer it. I will, if there's a letter here, and she'll write back to me--where's my cottonhook?" And Sim knocked in the head of the barrel, which was consigned to McCurdy Brothers. 

"Look at them!" he cried, pointing to the apples. "You say I'm too sentimental, but ain't it good to see something so nice and innocent, from the country, right here, and the gin-mills and wickedness of a big city all around us? Oh, beegee, a note! I'll answer it! She'll write back--say, all my life, I just been dying for a romance like this!" Under the first layer of apples Sim saw a sheet of notepaper. Eagerly he seized it and read it. 

"Oh, beegee, this is fierce!" cried Sim, looking despairing at me. Then he burrowed into the barrel, scattering apples out on the pier. For the first time I permitted myself a moment to see what was interesting him. I read the letter, while Sim was groaning: 

"Oh, beegee, I'll never again believe in anything I think's got romances in it!" 

I read: 

"Deer Mr. McCurdy, the revnoo officers is getting 

too hot after us and we must shut down the still till 

spring and not make no more shipments." 

Unhappy Sim lifted a big jug of whiskey from the innocent-looking barrel. 





The Discomfiture of Uncle McFuddy 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


Half a dozen brick scows lying along a pier. Helpless monsters, waiting for a tugboat half the size of one of them, to tow all of them up the river for more bricks. Farthest out, by the head of the pier, lay the Noah Tromper. 

The cabin! Like a little "own-your-own-home" cottage; clapboards painted yellow, window frames orange, shutters light green, door dark green, white tin roof. 

Inside the cabin! Oil cloth on floor; window curtains tied back with red ribbons; a stove on its legs set in tomato cans nailed to the floor; a lantern swinging from the ceiling. 

Captain Brock lounged in an easy chair. An unhealthy-looking, sturdy-looking man, complexion like the look of the river on a foggy day; forehead with exactly five wrinkles in it, as if it had been pressing upon banjo strings; a round-headed man. 

Mrs. Brock stood with a dish cloth in one hand, and a dish in the other. Thin woman; pile of hair looking as unstable as a snow summit in avalanche time! 

"My old pet," said Captain Brock, "come pull off my shoes and get me my slippers." But Mrs. Brock was looking through the cabin windows, so interested in a crowd of fishermen on the pier that she scarcely heard his command. 

"My! What a throw he's going to make of it!" exclaimed Mrs. Brock. 

A jug-shaped fisherman, raising his rod, tossed the sinker end of his line behind him. Back and back he bent, as one bends back a strip of whalebone to snap a pellet. 

"My! He'll bust off his buttons!" laughed Mrs. Brock. But then far out from the pier flew the sinker-weighted fish line. 

Tugboat coming along. Sinker hitting it and hook catching. Away with the fish line, rod snatched after it. 

The jug-shaped fisherman put his hands in his pockets and felt, with his lower lip, for a mustache-end to gnaw. 

The captain's wife looked pityingly through the window, forgetting dishwashing, though the dishcloth went on revolving around a dish. "Oh say, Bill, that's too bad, ain't it? Maybe he's been looking forwards all week to a little quiet fishing this afternoon." 

"Too bad?" said the captain. "Pretty funny, it strikes me. Pull off them shoes"--stretching his feet out upon a hassock and taking up a newspaper. She was slow in obeying. He turned the paper, as if casually turning from page to page, but squinted over it to see his wife still watching the unhappy, jug-shaped fisherman. 

He fiercely tore off his shoes and threw them at the pile of dishes on the table. 

"Oh, now, Bill, you hadn't ought to carry on like that!" Captain's wife retreating behind the table. "If you do like that, you know--" prepared to dodge behind the dishpan--"there's no use my trying to keep things in order." 

"I'm the best-natured feller in the world!" said Captain Brock, gloomily. "I am, when they use me right. Whenever I'm out in company, there ain't nobody popularer than me; but you get me fierce mad at times--what does that kid want?" 

A boy had jumped from the pier to the scow and had run into the cabin. 

"Oh," said the boy--sharp chin, keen eyes, business-like boy; "excuse me!" 

"Young feller," said the captain, "you're pretty fresh, running like this into folks' homes!" 

"Homes!" said the boy, wonderingly. "This is a boat, ain't it? But you got a stove here! Do you live here ma'm?" 

"Of course, it's homes!" said Captain Brock, still gloomy. "Ain't there homes upon the water, just as well as on the land?--which is poetry, leastwise, I remember something like that in the Third Reader. Whatcher want, young feller?" 

"Oh, now, Bill, don't scare the little boy so!" 

"I ain't scared, ma'm!" said the boy, brightly. "After living with Uncle McFuddy, it'd take a lot to scare me. I guess I'm rid of him now, though." 

"Your uncle?" asked the captain, quickly. His manner became wheedling. "You're running away? I admire your spunk; uster do the same thing myself." 

Whereupon a torrent gushed from the boy: 

"Uncle McFuddy brought me down from Rhinebeck, where my folks live, and said he'd take me in business with him some day. But he's took me in already and makes me break stones all day in his stoneyard. And my hands--look at them! See the blisters? All blisters so I can't close my hand on the handle of the hammer any more. And, if you'll take me up the river, I'll work my passage at anything--at anything I don't have to close my hands on, because--see, they're all blisters!" 

"Bill, you'll let the little boy come up the river with us?" 

"He'll stay!" said the captain, grimly. 

"Oh, thank you, and I'll work--." But Mrs. Brock understood. 

"Oh, Bill, you're too mean! It's like when you uster steal dogs and hold them till their owners offered rewards for them. I won't have nothing to do with such meanness as holding a little boy hoping to have his uncle come and give you a couple of dollars. I still hear them poor little dogs crying for their masters--" 

"Say, you!" Captain springing from his chair. A shrieking form, and a dish cloth, as a shield, held up in front of a worn, thin face. But the captain wheeled around and caught the boy, who had started to run. 

"Stay where you are!" said the captain. "No one's harming you. I said you could come up the river with us, didn't I? Set down! I'd like nothing better than talk over the Third Reader with you. Thinking of that poetry has my mind back onto it. Do you remember the story of the dam bursting?" 

Another torrent from the boy: 

"But you'll turn me over to Uncle McFuddy if he comes! I was all through the Third Reader long ago. My hands are all blistered. And if you can't hammer with a hammer, how can you hammer stones? You're going to turn me over if he comes!" 

"Oh, he ain't coming!" evaded the captain. "It wouldn't be for no reward I'd turn you over anyway, but--my duty!" said the captain, nobly. "Set there, and if nobody don't come, there's no objection to taking you with us as far as we go. Do you remember that Third Reader story about the preearie fire after the little girl?" 

Boy looking sullenly out the cabin window. 

"You can talk, can't you? That dam busting, beginning with a tiny trickling, was the thrillingest thing I ever read. You can talk, can't you?" 

"Oh, look at the fishermen!" cried the boy. The captain turned to look at five excited fishermen reeling in their lines, each exclaiming that he had made a remarkable catch. But the cunning captain switched his eyes back in time to see the sharp boy darting toward the door. A foot shooting out. Boy tripping. Picked up and tossed back in his chair. 

"You're a bad lot!" said the captain, reproachfully. "You ain't to be trusted--but do you remember the name of the lad that mounted the brown mare and went arising the denny-zens of the valley?" 

Boy turning away his head, eyes moist, lips quivering with helpless wrath. 

"My old pet, hand me my pipe." 

Mrs. Brock silently handed him his pipe. The silence boiled. 

"Well, what's the matter with you?" 

"I can't help it!" said Mrs. Brock, excitedly. "I can't but think of them poor little dogs crying for their masters, and now you're holding a little boy the same way." 

A very wrathful captain! But his eyes switching back to the boy, whose right foot was creeping forward, as a lever to spring from. 

"Five poor little dogs all chained up to once, and you going with a club to them when they cried for their masters!" 

"Well, if this ain't pity-bull!" exclaimed Captain Brock, who could not silence undesirable reminiscences, and, at the same time, watch an untrustworthy boy. "This is pity-bull! And me, the best-natured feller in the world! His own wife upcasting bygones to him and that stoopid boy won't talk about the Third Reader to him! Me, that wherever I goes, folks brighten up and glad and cordial, and says, `Here comes Bill Brock, best-natured feller in the world!'" 

A loud, cynical laugh out on the pier. In bitter glee, the disappointed, jug-shaped fisherman was laughing at the misfortune of others. Five excited fishermen had reeled in five almost hopelessly tangled lines. 

"I got a great feeling heart, and that's why I'm poor!" from the gloomy captain. "Everybody always says, `Bill Brock, he's too kind and tender-hearted for his own good!' Don't they, my old pet? Now, for instance, it's got me positive tearful looking at them poor fishermen out on the pier, and so crowded they can't fish but get their lines all tangled. I'm going to invite them poor fishermen to come and fish here, where they'll have room, because my heart just goes out to them, it does!" 

Pitiful, tender-hearted captain stepping to the door, dragging the boy along by his long hair; boy trying to brace himself back with his feet, but finding that this caused only a painful tugging. 

"Hey, lads!" called the captain, "Come and fish here if you want to, where you'll have room! Come on; you're welcome, lads!" 

Back in the cabin! "Now, boy," said Captain Brock, "recite something from the Third Reader for us." 

"I don't know any recitations," the boy answered, sullenly. Momentarily, he had raised himself by the arms of his chair, looking out the windows. He was looking at the pier above, when he saw something that made him spring toward the door. But the watchful captain caught him. 

"There's no trusting nobody!" lamented Captain Brock. And he was lost in gloom. 

Captain's wife glancing inquiringly at the boy. Boy nodding frankly to her. Then she knew that he had seen Uncle McFuddy on the pier above. 

"Bill," said the captain's wife, rather too carelessly, "don't you want to go in and lie down? The tug is filling its tanks up at the company's pier and will be down to make up the tow any minute. Go lie down; I'll tend the hawsers." 

"Wouch!" cried Captain Brock. Something had shot through the window, striking him on the forehead. 

"My sinker!" a fisherman bursting excitedly into the cabin, searching for his sinker, suddenly delving into Mrs. Brock's work-basket, and away with him! 

"Say!" roared the captain, "If I wasn't the best-natured feller--" 

"He's run away with my emery bag for a sinker!" cried Mrs. Brock. 

"If I wasn't so good-natured"--from the ferocious captain--"but I am, and it's kept me poor, but I can't help it. Never mind, my old pet, I'll get you another emery bag, or whatever it is. Johnnie, can't you talk about the Third Reader? Wasn't there something about a general besieging a town, and was very thirsty, and he seen something issuing from the walls of the city, and he was going to charge and slaughter it, and it was little children bearing him cherries, something luscious? Wasn't there? And he says, `Go in peace; I don't make no war on children!' My! That was touching! I got an awful tender heart, and them things do move me--" 

The bitter, cynical laugh of the unhappy, jug-shaped fisherman! Captain stepping to the door, dragging the boy with him. His new hat had been lying on the water barrel. A hook swinging out. New hat slung far out in the river. 

"Say, you there that done that, get me back my hat, or I'll have the lives of the lot of youse!" 

New hat drawn back, a neat white film of floating oil covering it. Just them along came the tugboat to make up the tow, and if he wished the boy to break stones for him Uncle McFuddy would have to appear within a few minutes. 

"Oh, my! My!" said Captain Brock, returning to his easy chair, dragging the boy after him, "My old pet, how can you ever say I'm the least bit bad-tempered? Look at this hat! If I wasn't as mild and meek as a little lamb, I'd go kick off every one of them pirates." He was thrown headlong across the floor, but, even in stumbling, he grasped and carried the boy with him. Cabin in an uproar! Five excited fishermen struggling to catch a large eel that had slipped away from them. 

"What in blazes do you mean by this?" 

"Cut his head off!" cried the excited fishermen. "Jab him in the gills! You can't do nothing with an eel till you cut his head off!" 

"Do you hear me tell the lot of youse to clear out of my cabin?" 

"Get him between your fingers! There he goes! Under the table! Grab him! Under the stove!" 

But the captain caught the eel and threw it out the window. And he shouted: 

"Now back to your pier with every one of you! I'll be the death of any one lingers one second." 

Loud and derisive jeers from the jug-shaped fisherman, as the other fishermen, muttering their indignation, fled from the cabin. 

And the captain's wife saw that the boy was looking desperate and hunted. He was looking out at the pier. She looked out the window. 

"Bill," cried Mrs. Brock, "lock the door so nobody can get in and bother us!" 

"Let anyone else try it!" snarled Captain Brock. 

"Oh, Bill, what a shame for them to treat you so! And after you so good to them fishermen!" 

"Ain't it!" 

"You so good to them! You was always too kind-hearted. Oh, Bill, if here ain't another! Such a cheek he has! I just feel like putting him off myself! I wouldn't stand any more nonsense, Bill!" 

"Me? I don't stand no nonsense from nobody!" cried out the easily enraged captain. Running to the door. Plunging out on deck. 

A lean old person just clambering down from the pier! 

"You! Get back where you belong!" shouted the wrathful captain wildly. 

Lean old person spluttering indignantly. Showing no intention of going back. 

Enraged captain running to a pile of broken bricks. "I mean it! No more of youse gets aboard here!"--grabbing pieces of brick, throwing them in a fusillade at descending heels. Heels pausing, in descending, to kick furiously backward. 

"Let me catch you on this deck and I'll stuff you fuller of bricks than you can digest all summer!" 

Then the lean old person scrambled back on the pier; raising his fists as high as he could; frantically beating them together; shrieking rage and futile threatening; screeching that he should return with a policeman; running down the pier, fists still frantically beating together. 

Then Captain Brock remembered the boy. Darted to the cabin door! But the boy was not trying to escape. In ecstasy, he was imitating the gestures of the enraged old person; the captain's wife clapping her hands delightedly. 

"Whew!" said Captain Brock, seriously, "But that was a tough old customer! He'll have to do his fishing somewhere else, though." 

Only a few minutes later! Tow starting up the river. 

And that evening, having gone over the whole Third Reader, Captain Brock suddenly repeated: 

"Whew! But that was a tough old customer, and took on something fierce because I prevented him fishing. He'll have it in for me. I wonder who he is?" 

But they never told him. 





And Now the Old Scow May Slant As It Pleases 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


Out on the river many windmills were pumping water into the water. A tugboat puffed over the water to take water from land. It was not in an upside-down land, but by one of New York's many beaches. For along the water-front of the East River and North River, where the wharves of the steamship companies die out, and the piers of the sand, stone, ice, lumber, and brick scows begin, there are many beaches of sand deposited in the street and waiting to be carted away. Longshoremen are always longshoremen down where the funnels of steamships bristle; but up in the archipelago of scows they are only dock laborers, and may be clerks next week, and may have been bartenders the week before. They work in whatever old clothes they own and are not of the regiments in blue that storm the gangplanks farther down. 

Out on the river the windmills of the ice-barges were fluttering or spinning as they pumped, from the holds, water from melting ice, into the river. A tugboat puffed to the tugboat company's landing to fill her tanks with fresh water, taken on through a ten-inch canvas pipe, because salt water clogs and ruins boilers in a short time. And then we come to Mary Fallon. Mary was not beautiful, but her ribs were sound, and what more in her favor need be said? And her complexion was bright red. 

The Mary Fallon, of Haverstraw, lay at her pier--stanch old brick-scow, brick-dust ground into every beam--tied with great hawsers, so that she should remain true and not go flirting away with the tide. Six laborers passed bricks to the drivers of Halpin's carts, which came in such a steady stream all day that the very moment one cart was loaded another rattled up to take its place. Each laborer threw seven bricks at a time to the driver, who was most dexterous and played a game of skill that any baseball-catcher might envy, for he handled six pitchers, keeping them busy, provided that, in a half-second, only seven came at a time. 

You could sit and count all day, and you would never see a laborer take six bricks; certainly you could sit--we say sit, because one always sits when bathing in the idle comfort of watching others toil--sit, week in and week out, and never see him take eight bricks at a time. He slaps down his hand upon a row of bricks, without looking at it, and, by instinct, his hand always slaps upon the seventh brick. The seventh is deftly plucked out and placed over against the first, so that there is room at each end of the seven for a hand. 

Captain Burt, of the Mary Fallon, sat down on the pier-head, fishing for eels, catching none, but scorning to exclaim: "Hi! But that was a nibble!" to others around. The unloading of bricks was of no concern to him; the men would attend to that, and they needed no head over them, because the clockwork carts came steadily, and if one were kept waiting, there would be trouble from Halpin's office right away. 

And Captain Burt had married not long before. He had met a neat, quiet, young person in Haverstraw. The home that this neat, quiet, young person had come from was in the Adirondacks, it was vaguely known. She had never returned to peaks and valleys, but had made her wedding-trip in the cabin of the Mary Fallon; and a neater cabin you could not find along the water-front, even though neatness was at the cost of unceasing warfare with brick-dust, which blew in whenever the windows were open, sifted in through seams, and was tracked in by the captain's huge feet. 

Sleeves rolled up to elbows, the swishing of the broom, the scratching of the scrubbing-brush indicated that while red was the color everywhere else, red in the cabin was a color tabooed. And something was worrying Mrs. Burt, as bricks soared by sevens and then clattered in heaps. She came out on deck, shutting the cabin door in the face of the red-dust enemy, and watched the men with an expression of whimsical despair. 

"Anything wrong, mum? Would you like me to run over and get you a lump of ice?" asked Larry Dunn, polite for politeness' sake, and polite because he might steal a moment from the stooping and the plucking and the tossing of bricks. 

"Oh, no; there's nothing wrong, only--I was just wondering what time it is." 

"And with the fine clock your coopons brought you?" 

"You've stopped it again--I mean the scow has stopped it again. Oh, my ornaments!" cried Mrs. Burt. 

The scow was motionless; four barges ahead softened all rollers from the river into ripples; but in the cabin there was a crash. 

"My ornaments!" said Mrs. Burt tragically; and she ran into the cabin, to find that the pink shepherdess had slid toward the charming blue shepherd boy, and had fallen at his feet and lost her head--a tragedy not uncommon when shepherd boys are charming and all dressed in blue. 

"Oh never mind your old ornaments!" said Captain Burt, when he returned with one eel the size of a lead-pencil. "Anyhow it can't be helped." 

It could not. Things in the cabin would surely slide. You see, down the scow ran an imaginary equator. Men took bricks from the half of the scow that was nearest the wharf, and, to pass the equator for bricks farther away and requiring more walking was a thing no brick-passer would do. Therefore, as one side lightens and the other side remains as heavy as at first, the heavy side of the brick-scow sinks until there is an angle of twenty, or even thirty, degrees. Then work is so up and down hill that the scow must be turned. This is hard work, and it takes time. 

Mrs. Burt was tearful. To have clocks stopped by the tilting of the scows, to have every kitchen pot and pan with anything in it suddenly beginning to trickle when one's kitchen is looking its neatest, to cook on a frying-pan deep in one part with bubbling lard and smoking on a dry part--these annoyances could be tolerated, but the fate of the shepherdess was too much. Perhaps Mrs. Burt was a little hysterical. 

"Oh, I know we can't have everything like on land!" she wept. "I'm willing to put up with anything, just to be here. I wouldn't leave you here for anything in the world. But everything is so different from home. There aren't any women for me to talk to, because most of the women on the barges are German, and can't understand, and the rest are Irish and fight. I don't want a piano nor lots of furniture, nor anything very expensive, but I do want some little things to remind me of home, even though it may be a very long time before we can take a trip up there. Then I want the cabin to look as near like the kitchen at home as the kitchen part of it can, and I want the parlor part of it to remind me of the parlor at home. I want my little ornaments just like we used to have; and I can't glue them down, because the mantelpiece is too nice to spoil." 

"Oh, tut, tut!" said the captain. He went away and left her for the evening, and she felt that he had no sympathy with her fanciful desires. But he came back with a Dresden milkmaid. He had a plaster horse's head and vases with blue butterflies on them. 

"Oh, tut, tut!" said the captain; but he seemed to understand very well. 

Mrs. Burt was sewing the next day, in her rocking chair, but not rocking, because rocking was work too hard on a floor slowly going uphill. She was deeply interested in the sewing, making sash curtains, so that air could enter the cabin windows, but the red enemy should be kept out. There was a crash. A new vase fell to the floor, and blue butterflies flew away on shattered chips. She clutched out in one direction and saved the horse's head, but the milkmaid spilled on the floor. Mrs. Burt just stood on sliding feet and looked at the horse's head, which was the ornament she prized the least. 

Out on the pier, Captain Burt laughed. 

"I'd best take a little walk," he said. "I guess it ain't healthy for me in the cabin just now. Little temper there, I guess." 

"Why?" asked Larry Dunn, always willing to pause. "Something broke?" 

"Heard one of them ornaments go, didn't you? You see, she had things pretty nice up in the mountains, where she came from, and she likes to have the cabin like her home to remind her; though that's the last thing I'd want--to be reminded of something I couldn't have. Foolishness, ain't it?" 

He thought it was foolishness, but went to Tenth Avenue to buy another horse's head, because he was sure it was the horse's head that had broken. 

"Foolishness," said Larry Dunn and "Mac" Brown; but they started to turn the scow around and correct the slanting that always caused such distress and disaster. 

This took the time and labor of all six men. Three pushed with the long pole against the bow of the scow until it was slowly under way. A rope was thrown to another boat, and the bow was slowly pulled around, then worked from the pier, back to the pier, nursed and pulled until it was where the stern had been. But there were three of Halpin's carts waiting; their time was taken, and allowance was made in the office for the turning of the scow only twice a day. 

"What's your rush?" growled the drivers. "The bricks ain't half taken from that side!" And every one growled and every one was angry, especially the driver, who had growled most, because he had twenty-one bricks thrown at him at a time, and that's too many for any driver to catch. 

In one way Larry Dunn and Mac Brown were different. They were working together on the bricks, but Larry had never done anything better, while Mac was a decorator by trade and worked along the piers only two weeks every summer to counteract the effects of his not very healthful trade. You could see the difference by their hands--Larry's were inwardly curving hoofs; Mac's were soft and flexible, and would have been torn and blistered had he not worn leathers on them. But they were alike in sympathy with the captain's wife. 

"Why, say," remarked Larry, when time had been made up and there were even five minutes for loafing, because the next cart was not yet in sight, "that must be pretty tough! Women got them foolish little notions, and it sort of suits them and ain't no disgrace. Of course she likes them little things to remind her of her home, and, if I could see any way of bracing up the hefty side of the scow from the bottom of the dock, so as to prevent this tilting, I'd do it and save them little things she likes to have around." 

"There ought to be some way," said Mac thoughtfully. "Would a lot of poles stuck down in the mud brace it up?" But along came a driver, and up jumped seven of the bricks. 

Perhaps it was stubbornness in the captain's wife, or a feminine inability to learn by experience. Everything would be arranged so as to look like something at home; the tilting would go on insidiously, because so slowly; then there would be a heartrending crash. 

Heartrending crashes seemed to have no power to emphasize the fact that gravitation cannot be defied, except with nails or string or glue. The mantelpiece would be arranged again. Mrs. Burt would come out from the cabin and watch the diminishing mounds of bricks, standing as if fascinated--and the greater the slant the greater her distress--casting back anxious glances, but believing that, after all, there would be an escape this time. Then the familiar crash. 

It was about seven o'clock one morning. The work of the day was beginning. The Mary Fallon had gone to Haverstraw and had returned with her red plateau of bricks. Every one except Mac Brown was busy. A sailor in a bos'n's chair, with nothing else to do, was scraping the weather-beaten mast of a lumber schooner. Little derricks, worked on wheeled platforms, were lifting buckets of coal by horse-power, and for every horse there was a board walk, so that a beaten path should not be worn in the flooring of the pier. 

There were no inspectors in sight, so, back and forth, nowhere near their board walks, went the horses, lifting buckets of coal. Strings of men rolled barrows of sand; every one was busy except Mac, whose last day along the water-front had come. 

"Captain," said Mac, "I suppose we'll hear the usual crashes to-day." 

"I'll go broke, too," said the captain seriously. "I don't want to be on the bricks all the days of my life, but what with buying all them blamed ornaments and then buying new ones, it ain't much I can lay away; and I ain't got the heart to refuse her being reminded of home, because it must be fierce down here in the hot sun and the smells of these docks, when you was brought up in mountain air." 

"Has your wife been to Coney Island yet?" asked Mac. 

""I've been going to bring her every day, but somehow ain't started," answered the captain. 

"Take her with you this morning. Take her, and leave the cabin to me. If I do any damage, she don't like, I'll make it all right again. But you'd like her to be contented, wouldn't you? Just leave that cabin to me." 

"Oh, pshaw!" said Captain Burt. "What? Oh, well, then, take the cabin and do like you please with it. I was going to bring her to Coney for a day, anyway." 

All day carts rattled as whole bricks and half bricks--for one in every dozen of bricks will surely be broken--were tossed from the scow, and Mac worked alone, permitting no one to see what he was doing. Drivers caught sevens with ease and had trouble when the third or fourth was only a toppling half-brick, and Mac worked steadily on. He was still working when the last cart took away its load, but his work was finished when the captain and his wife returned. 

"Oh, dear me!" exclaimed dismayed Mrs. Burt. For the cabin windows had been open all day, and there was no knowing to what degree the red enemy had drifted in. And then her exclamation was of indignation. The mantelpiece had been taken down! Ornaments were in a basket by the cabin door. Captain Burt lighted the lantern. Mrs. Burt exclaimed again. This time the exclamation was of purest wonder and delight. 

And the wonder and delight continued the next day. Out she came to look at the brick-passers. To their astonishment, the greater the slant of the scow the greater her pleasure, instead of former distress. 

"Why, it's not necessary to turn around yet, is it?" she asked. "You can take a ton or two more without danger. Why, keep on till the heavy side touches the water, for all I care!" 

Mrs. Burt, with no desire for ornaments, and quite desirous that the scow should tilt, returned to the cabin, to sew and sing, with her feet against something to brace against sliding, the happiest little scow-wife, feeling right at home and contented, that you could find along the water-front. 

For Mac had painted a mountain chain along the cabin walls, a valley here and a peak there, and pasturage with very good grass and very bad cows at the base; here a clump of mountain ash, done very well for so short a time, and there a daub of a fallen and moss-covered tree. 

"Just let it slant all it likes!" 

For when the deck of the scow is level the scene is only a level mountain range; but the more the boat slants, the steeper goes the mountain, until, when it is time to turn around--why, there is the sewing, singing, contented little scow-wife living on a mountain slope, right on an angle of thirty degrees, just like her own mountainside home. 

And Mac, with a gift that he has never developed very much, has done something that many, with great gifts, have never done. 





The Marooned Campers 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


There is one reason why you should be astonished at nothing that we did. It is such a good reason that it would account for things even more foolish than we did. 

We were very young. 

When we were little boys we met in Bill Scrubbs' house. Perhaps two hundred times Mrs. Scrubbs broke up those meetings; certainly two hundred times old Mr. Scrubbs pounced upon us and drove us down the stairs--but we always came back. We had to; some meeting place was necessary to us when we were little boys, and the necessity continued when we were young fellows of twenty-two and twenty-three. 

A dozen of us were in Billy's room. It was our room. 

We were talking about a new billiard "shark." Then we went on to ballot-box stuffing. 

Billy said: "I'm going camping." 

And every one of the foolish, enthusiastic eleven cried: "So'm I!" 

One wanted to go up the river; another wanted to go down the river; some wanted mountains; others wanted a lake. 

Billy said: "I'm just going to get on the cars and not know where I'm going. Just keep on going till I come to a place I like. Then I'll get out, even if I have to keep on going all the way to Labrador." 

And the foolish eleven cried: "So'm I!" 

Jeb Heffles was cautious. He had to be; he was so heavy and clumsy that experience had taught him to look around before he moved. 

Jeb said: "But we ought to send some one ahead to build a camp and have things ready." 

Billy objected. 

"In that case we would know where we were going, which would spoil the sport of the thing." His objection was sustained. 

So, after great difficulties to arrange that our vacations should come together, we met one morning in the railroad station, and boarded a train, nearly going away without Tommy Swallow, who had to try every machine in the station that would produce anything for a penny in the slot. 

We had tickets to Saratoga. 

After leaving Saratoga, the conductor was astonished to see us still there. 

"Can't stop now!" he exclaimed. "It's your own fault. The brakeman called out Saratoga plain enough." 

We took tickets to Fort Edward, receiving rebate slips. 

Again the conductor was astonished. 

"Why, here! You're left again. We just passed Fort Edward." 

We paid to Ticonderoga and got more rebate slips. 

At Ticonderoga it was all we could do to rescue "Stretch" Leonard, whom the conductor had seized determined that at least one of us should not pass his station again. More rebates. 

And then discussion began, as we rushed northward along the shore of Lake Champlain, with the opposite shore slowly retreating beyond a widening expanse of blue. Tommy Swallow urged us to get out at a station, because he liked its name done artistically in clam shells. Guffy approved the looks of a girl in another station and wanted to camp there. But the truth is that most of us wanted to get as far away as we could; the remoter our camp, the more interesting it would be. So the rails kept on ticking under us, and the wise ones who had seized seats on the shady side found themselves on the sunny side, and the conductor kept on shaking his head hopelessly at us, trying to decide as to just what ward we had escaped from, until Billy Scrubbs cried: 

"There's an island!" 

At the next station we sprawled and tumbled out. For Billy had seen an island, and an island was just what we wanted. So through a small town, we paraded, laden with canned goods and hams and celery salt, taking a road leading south, looking for Billy's island. Why, from our impression in the train, the island could not be a mile away, for Billy's exclamation had seemed to run into the brakeman's cry of the station. But we kept on walking until walking became trudging, and still nothing dotted the blue expanse that we saw in glimpses through trees. 

Here and there was a house or barn, but we disliked to question anyone. We might have been foolish, but it seemed a little too foolish to say: "Pardon me, but have you seen an island around here this afternoon?" Rather than to advertise for an island lost, strayed or stolen, we kept on trudging, Guffy making a fearful time of it because he had a case of canned goods on his back while some one else had a package of pepper in his pocket. Why, one would think that any place along the lake would do; there would be trees and water and rocks, just the same. Not a bit of it! We wanted that island, and nothing but that island would do; so we kept on trudging, and the island kept on hiding. 

Some Billy or Tommy or Jimmie threw a stone at a cow. He seemed to resent the existence of a cow where he wanted everything aboriginal. And a farmer, a common, everyday farmer, who should have been a trapper or a scout, shouted at us from a distant field. 

"Huh!" said Billy or Tommy, or whoever he was. "That native is making a great time over his old beast. You would think it a sacred cow!" You certainly would; for the farmer shouted faint words and gesticulated violently. 

We forgot him. There was the island! 

Just as we were reproaching Billy Scrubbs for seeing things in his imagination only, we rounded a curve. There was the little island, half a mile out, built of rocks high out of the lake, and with pines on top. 

Drawn up on a beach were two old scows--leaky old tubs, with notches cut in their sides for oars. Naturally enough, they were ours. Six of us scrambled into one scow, and some one pushed out, sprawling over the stern, trying to keep his feet from getting wet. The other scow was launched, and we were pushing ripples ahead of us halfway from the shore, when we heard shouting on the beach. 

There was the farmer. Another farmer was with him. Both gesticulated with their fists so that we wondered what was so remarkable about their old cow, though, of course, we said we cared nothing for two farmers, twenty-seven farmers or ninety-two farmers. We kept on rowing. Rocks poked out of trees; trees crept further apart, and we could see leaves as well as pine needles. 

We saw something else. 

There was a hut on the island. 

Then our disappointment was keen; after all our trudging and searching, we had arrived to find some one else in possession. 

But it was our island! Hadn't Billy Scrubbs seen it first? Why, we'd be invaders and pirates and all sorts of people! By every right the island was ours. 

It was. When we climbed the rocks we found nothing but such an abandoned camp as one may see all along Lake Champlain. There was even a stove, which we disapproved, for we wanted to wrap fish and squirrels in clay and roast the lumps in a camp fire as woodsmen should, or toast something that had been alive, holding it on the end of a forked stick. The island, a hut for cooking and a hut for sleeping were ours, and some patriot climbed the highest tree to tie a flag on top. 

Guffy was cook. He said he was, so the rest of us had to be contented with such titles as Admiral of the Fleet and Master of Perch Hounds, finding honors enough to go around. 

Guffy! Next time we go camping, if anyone ever does go camping twice, we won't have any cook. For dinner we'd have canned salmon, which some idiot had supplied in vast quantities for this camp, around which fish leaped every few minutes--jumping at gnats and leaving bubbles, sometime making a slapping sound, as if to remind us that we were surrounded by life away down deep. 

Guffy kept us out of the kitchen and did mysterious things until he called us for the salmon. It was stewed. Guffy was the cook, and, despite threats and pleading, practiced his cooking with everything--frying canned corned beef, roasting bologna, even boiling pickles. He had to do something with everything, inasmuch as he was the cook. 

We ate salmon, and then wanted to get in with the fish. The proudest moment in Tommy Swallow's life arrived. He had many interesting scars, but they had always been covered up. When the rest of us were testing the water with our toes, he was proudly showing what barbed wire had done to him. Some of us plunged and some sneaked in, air above and water below warm enough, but an icy rim creeping up; Tommy was telling the story of the mark on his left knee. He was conceitedly showing what a hatchet had done to him, continuing as a guide book to his scars, when some one came along with a push, and he brought up pebbles to prove that he had reached bottom. 

Guffy called us. Been cooking again! It was nowhere near time for supper, but Guffy was cook, and would cook if his cooking should bankrupt us. This time we had a ragout of minced bacon, raspberry jam and sardines. 

Guffy said: "It's great!" 

He said: "Ain't it funny? Why, I never knew that I could cook! It just comes to me naturally." Then he did desperate things with soused mackerel, smoked herring and salt cod, while the rest of us went away to fish. 

Some Billy or Jimmie dropped a spoon hook, and, with it lying idle, tried to catch perch, and some other Billy or Jimmie trolled with a worm for pike, for there were earthworms on the island, and we wondered how they got there, never having seen any swim. The rest of us sat in a row with rods in a line and talked learnedly of split bamboo, gaffs and landing nets. "Stretch" Leonard caught a fish. 

"Time for supper, boys!" called Guffy; and some Ike or Harry rowed over to the mainland for milk, which Guffy assured us was indispensable in his cooking. 

Ike or Harry, or whoever he was, came back with no milk, but a story that excited us. He had gone to a farmhouse. It was on the farm where one of us had insulted the cow. Someone had begun shouting the moment that he appeared, and the violence of the shouting had made him so thoughtful that he had gone no nearer. 

Well, let them shout; they were jealous of us, living on our island, enjoying ourselves, while they pushed old hoes and plows. And, in spite of even Guffy, we did enjoy ourselves. 

You know how a brown branch of dead pine will burn. We trimmed off a pile of branches. A spark in its midst leaped through the dried needles and spread with a roar. It was night, but we were in a patch of light, while Guffy used the only lantern to go on cooking--experimenting with ham, and finding out how many things might be done with boned chicken, lamenting because he had not the bones for soup, really wanting us to go ashore and take the bones away from a chicken, to see what he could do with them. 

But never mind Guffy, who would surely bankrupt us in time; the rest of us told stories. Curiously enough, most of them were respectable stories. We were away off on an island in a great lake. To be sure, there were farms, but we thought only of the woods on shore. There was no older person to keep us in order. There was no law among us, and because we were on an island we seemed to be away from things as things are. 

It was the water; perhaps the trees; perhaps the rocks. We felt gentle and quiet around the fire. We began to call one another "pard" and all that sort of thing, though in the city most of us had never been very good friends, simply clubbing together because one has to know some one, you know. 

We sang, "Comrades, comrades, ever since we were boys!" 

We really were. We certainly were, though there had been a hundred quarrels among us, some so lasting that only trees and rocks and water could patch them up. We sang that we were comrades; and an old pine tree or an old bald rock made it real. 

Guffy cried from the kitchen: "Great! It must have been in me all the while, but I never suspected how I could cook!" 

We suspected a good deal, but could prove few identities, as we forced ourselves to try his latest compound. 

We crept into bunks, and there was a shower of thumps. Shoes were coming off. 

In the morning the admiral manned his fleet, and we went out in the scows. Going nowhere in particular; just wanting to know what was behind the first point of land, or splash around on the beach, or perhaps row up the creek to see what came next. 

Four men with shotguns stood on the beach. They cried: "Keep off!" 

Keep off? That seemed rather a remarkable command. Instead of keeping off, we kept on rowing. A shotgun was fired to our left. We were astonished by the widespread jumping of tiny fountains from the muzzle not wider than an inch; then we realized that business was meant. 

The admiral directed that the fleet should go to the point. 

Three men, one with a rifle, cried: 

"Keep off!" 

We tried the mouth of the creek. 

"Keep off!" 

We kept off. 

Several times during the day we tried to row to the mainland. 

"Keep off!" 

We kept off. 

Then we were prisoners. For some unknown reason, perhaps until a sufficient force to attack us could be gathered, we were held on the island. And, so far as we knew, our only crime was that one of us had insulted a cow. What kind of cow? Why such a susceptible cow? 

Now, you know how young fellows are. You know just how great is their conceit. That anyone or any number of anyones should make us prisoners hurt our self-respect so that we were--why, we were terrific! Each one of the twelve felt himself not one of twelve, but all twelve put together. We'd do this! We'd do that! 

We did nothing. Along the shore shotguns sprouted. 

And we cared nothing for fishing; we cared nothing for swimming; all that we wanted was to get away from this island that we had so very much wanted to get to. 

Only one of us was without excitement. 

Said Guffy: "Great! Come try succotash and marmalade." 

There was a growing crowd on the beach; it grew until night, and then along the beach was the flashing of lanterns. 

We thought of sending the admiral alone with a white flag to patch up the difficulty, if possible. 

Prisoners on that wretched little island! We had a hundred yards of freedom in any direction, yet we paced up and down in batches of three. Four batches paced up and down with the feeling that one would have if a prisoner on a whole continent. 

Billy Scrubbs had seemed to be our leader, but the situation created big, fat Jeb Heffles. For we were starving after the third day. Every can had been opened by our wicked, wasteful cook--and we were starving! To be sure, we could catch fifty, sixty--who knows how many?--fish a day. But just because there was nothing reserved in the larder, we were sure we were starving, though perch, and even lake trout, pushed out their noses all around us. 

Time? Never tell one of us that life is short! Minutes were long, slim things divided by seconds ticking reluctantly. Hours? We were sure that there could not be more than six or seven in an ordinary lifetime. We played poker for our rebate slips, until Hamilton got them all and hasn't worked since. Just to help along the time, we dug a hole in the center of the island, where the earth was soft, merely to see how deep we could dig. We paced in batches of three, and no batch would speak to another except unpleasantly. 

Night came on, and lanterns twinkled as they moved alongshore behind trees here and there. We were watching lanterns, wondering how far they would go and where they would go next, when Jeb Heffles could stand it no longer. 

Said Jeb: "Fellers, just give me Tommy's revolver. That's all I want! We'll swim over to the mouth of the creek, where the lantern shows the last outpost. I'll kill that fellow, and all of you be primed to swear it was self-defense." 

Never before had any of us taken part in a killing. It was very interesting, Jeb might do it, but to each of us a twelfth of a notch would be accredited. 

Said Jeb: "The scows would be spotted, so we'll swim to the mainland in a bunch, and here's an old door for a raft to pile our clothes on." 

It was a dark night. The only stars that twinkled were the red and blue and green ones on the shore; and we piled our clothes on the raft, so that in the dark to pick out the right shoes or coats or anything else would be impossible. 

There was not a splash as we sank cautiously into the water, which seemed many degrees warmer, with no sun to warm it. We swam together, all twelve of us, two dragging the raft behind and Jeb Heffles with his hands or with his nose pushing a cracker-box ahead. In it was the revolver. We kept Guffy in the center, because a half-mile swim might be too much for him. If it should be, there were eleven close by to help him, even if they could never quite forgive him. We whispered and called softly to assure ourselves that no one had fallen behind. And on we went, white dashes flitting through dark water, with pines on shore seeming to make jagged shadows even on blackness. 

It was hard work for Guffy, but he spoke only once. 

He said: "What a shame I used up all the vanilla before I could try it with sauerkraut!" 

We said: "Save your breath, and just wait till we get you home, Guffy!" but we kept swimming close to him, and our fastest swimming was no faster than his slowest. 

Our knees grated on sunken rocks; we had reached the shore, and a red lantern was not more than fifty feet away. 

Then Jeb squirmed out of the water without a sound except faint dripping, bearing his cracker box. Big, powerful fellow, a fit match for any man. But what struck us at the time was that he had to give a valuable minute or so to dress first. It was nothing like modesty, but with not a second to waste, Jeb seemed to feel that without clothes he would be helpless and a match for no one. 

He slipped through the trees and won a little battle without fighting. He called softly, and each of us, scrambling into some one else's clothes, traced him by his voice and the light of the lantern. 

Jeb was fondling his revolver as if recognizing its power, yet ashamed to appear melodramatic. In a silly kind of a way he was saying to a man with a gun at his feet: 

"Now, you know what I'll do to you! Now, it's self-defense, you know! Now, don't try any tricks, you know!" 

And the man seemed to shrivel away from him and moved his hands as if to ward off the rest of us. 

Why, even the cow could not have been more insulted than we were! This man, even in his fear of Jeb's revolver, waved us from him as if excommunication or something like it had befallen us. 

We were excited and crowded around; that is, all but Guffy, who looked at a treetop and said: 

"I wonder how coffee would go in beef stew." 

Said Jeb: "Now, you don't want to try any tricks, you know! But where's the nearest railroad station? We're about tired of this sort of thing. Where's the nearest station? You've got to show us." 

Said the man: "I'll show you, and only too glad to. Keep my gun and keep it pointed at me, but don't touch me and don't come nearer than twenty feet. The station ain't three miles away." And he led us to the station without trying to trick us. 

We had escaped, and our vacation had been enjoyable enough, after all; still, there was something that we wanted to know, standing there waiting for the train, tall fellows in short fellows' trousers, and long-armed fellows with sleeves ending above the wrists. 

We asked him what all the trouble was. 

"Don't touch me! Just keep away is all I ask! Why, they had smallpox in town, and you came along and took the quarantine camp!" 

Well, some of us edged away and some of us sprang away, each fearing that some one else would infect him. 

We're alive yet! 

We're even planning another vacation, though this time we'll have one without any germs in it. 





Twenty Campers 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


Watermelons were undulating in a green streak from a cart to the rear of Leonidas Marcy's store. Men in a line caught melons with a sharp slap on each side, and turned just in time to catch another, with catching and throwing in one motion. Only a moment's delay would mean a melon against ribs instead of between hands, but these men were expert "passers." 

The watermelons belonged to little Marcy. He seemed uninterested in them. Barrels and crates were his. He turned from barrels and crates, for there was something else that absorbed all his imagination. It was the wall of the warehouse next door. The wall was slowly settling. Some day it would lean over Marcy's property; then the vengeful little fellow would sue. 

Marcy chuckled; his neighbor, Hiram Ramshack, knew nothing of the wall's trespassing. Some day he would be informed by a stiff, folded paper with a red seal. Then Ramshack would rage. He would be put to great expense and inconvenience. Marcy would look across his passageway from his office window and would see tearing down and rebuilding. He would be happy. He could picture Ramshack's impotent fury. He would be very happy. 

The wall was encroaching at the rate of about an inch a year. At last it was over the dividing line. Marcy went to see his lawyer to tell him what to do, almost running in his excitement--in fact, breaking into a trot before he was halfway. 

But as to "Doc" Sordorst. Doc Sordorst came to town as a physical culturist. During the winter he prospered, but in the spring he made a mistake. It seemed to him that a summer camp would be a paying investment; this belief was caused by the enthusiasm his suggestions provoked. 

"Pure air, Mr. Ramshack!" he said. "Just what you need! How would you like to join in with several dozen of our townsmen for two weeks or a month in the woods?" 

Said Ramshack: "Fine! Just what I've always wanted. I'll go a whole month with you. Sort of communing with nature, hey? I've always wanted to commune, though would have to be shown how first." 

A dozen and then twenty, townsmen said: "It's the best way of spending summer that could be!" 

Then came the mistake. 

Doc went ahead and built his camp. It was on Lake Muggins. Lake Muggins was only twenty miles from the city. 

Said Ramshack: "Muggins! What a name! And how can one get into the heart of the woods and commune at only twenty miles away? I think I'll keep on working all summer, and then take a good long rest next year." 

Said others: "Muggins! Now, if it only had an Indian name-- but Muggins! Might as well camp out in the park as only twenty miles away." 

"Muggins!" exclaimed the twenty, as if playing a game. 

So Doc Sordorst had a camp on his hands--as it were, of course. He thought the matter over. He worked hard, for thinking is hard work. One seems to wrestle, yet with no tangible opponent; thinking is grasping without hands and digging without arms. Wrestling and grasping and digging went on in the top of Doc's head, until an idea came. 

Said Doc: "Then, if they won't have a lake with a commonplace name and only twenty miles from the city, I must give them what they do want." 

And just how sensible was this decision you would realize were you acquainted with these recalcitrant campers. There was "Little-neck" Leonard--close as a clam! And "Hard-shell" Patterson--impervious to everything not strictly along business lines. Ramshack, Marcy and the rest were quite as little-necked, hard-shelled and impervious, while the city itself was known in surrounding villages as "Squeezetown," for it was the center of grinding, and pressing, and getting as much over a dollar's worth as one could possibly get for a dollar. 

Said Doc: "It's pretty hard to lose all the labor and cost of my camp, but still there may be something in it for me. I'll have to satisfy them." 

He went away. He came back. 

Said Doc Sordorst: "And now you will be pleased! I've located an ideal camp this time, and it will be ready in a week. Ideal, I say! Right on Lake Longuelia, named after the famous Algonquin chief. Nestling in the Adirondacks!" 

"The Algonquin chief!" exclaimed twenty seemingly impervious business men. But one force could make them momentarily forget grinding and bargaining; it was a tucked-away and covered-over joy in the picturesque, which stirred into life so that, just for a moment now and then, stock reports were forgotten, and all repeated: 

"Nestling in the Adirondacks! That's fine!" 

Now, each of the twenty could have gone to the seashore, to New York, or even to Europe without ostentation, but to go camping made each feel himself so interesting that he wanted to parade or have fireworks, even though the going away would be early in the morning. For these interesting twenty would sleep in bunks; they would gather around a camp fire; they would hear the sounds of a forest at night. There would be no Indians to battle with; no bears, no panthers; besides squirrels and woodchucks, there would be no animal life; yet the feeling of what had been was upon each of the twenty, as he felt upon himself the atmosphere of the mighty hunter and pioneer. 

Perhaps the best pleased of all was Marcy. He chuckled, and no wonder, for he was preparing a very fine joke. 

Said Marcy: "And now I'll make that Ramshack squirm for swindling me that time! Just as he's enjoying himself most, he'll get word that his wall must come down. It'll spoil his vacation, and I'll grin derision at him. That's what I call great!" 

Hard-shell Patterson was the first to reach the station one June morning at seven o'clock. He was a big, fat old fellow, who all his life had worn sober and respectable black. This morning he wore yellow, blue and green knickerbockers, a sombrero, a belt with holsters on it. 

Marcy strolled in, grinning a little because he was so conspicuous. A cowboy hat, leggings the color of molasses held up to the sun, a crimson sash! 

Queer! One associates picturesqueness with manliness, as in the life of the trapper, the cowboy, the scout. And yet picturesqueness is close to effeminacy--bright colors, soft sashes, long hair. Which may be a sage reflection, but sage reflections may be out of order on June mornings at seven o'clock. 

Then Ramshack appeared. A shooting coat and leather boots. A pith helmet! For many years Ramshack had grubbed amid canned goods; there he was, aflame with his sense of the picturesque. 

Seventeen other barbarians, dressed as if to play "character" parts, came to the station, each advancing to the growing group of his fellows, beginning to grin as soon as in sight, in embarrassment that heightened until he was near enough to speak. 

Marcy was whispering: "Look at that Ramshack! If he isn't a sight!" 

And Ramshack was nudging some one, saying: "Well, if that Marcy isn't the worst-looking comic valentine I've ever seen!" But upon all twenty was the feeling that to go camping was the most extraordinary thing in the world. 

"All aboard!" 

The engine jolted back against the train in an engine's uncivil way. There was a blast of a breath, quicker puffs, jerky snorts and a rushing away. 

You would have thought the car occupied by the twenty owned outright by them. Such exclusiveness! Snobbishness radiated from them so that a drummer got up and went to another car. Other passengers followed. For they were only commonplace citizens; the twenty were going camping. 

And internal snobbishness, as well! Old Patterson wore a frown ten miles long as the train rushed north; then a fifteen-mile scowl. For he was prominent and leading, whereas some of his fellows were in a small way. Some were clerks. No wonder old Patterson scowled along the map. This one detested that one; others were disgusted to find themselves companions with those that they disliked most. Everything was unpleasant and ominous, in fact. 

"Change cars!" 

Changing cars was interesting, for it seemed to suggest going to greater remoteness. Then Doc Sordorst came out in an unexpected way. He was in command. The campers were his "patients," and in every trifle would have to obey him, or--well, take a train going the other way. 

As if saying to himself, "Oh, you put me to all that trouble and expense, did you?" Doc bullied and harassed, pretending great solicitude as to health, making his "patients" sit together on the sunny side of the car, seeming to enjoy antipathies as unfriendly members of his party sat side by side; forbidding them to leave their seats for fear of draughts--well, Doc had planned an evening of scores, it seemed. 

"All out!" Some tumbled out, some stepped out with dignity; all felt the marvels of steam and iron; it was early in the afternoon, yet many were the milestones left behind. 

There were wagons waiting. Some "piled in"; some of the fat old fellows clambered into carts with difficulty; under a hot sun and over a dusty road, the twenty rolled away. Then the heat of the sun was turned to balminess by overhanging boughs, and the moisture of the woods was in the softness of the road. A blue patch shone through the green leaves. Glimpses of blue were hung in the trees, and then blue coolness stretched like a sky upside down. 

Said Doc: "Lake Longuelia, boys!" 

And the only suitable response seemed to be: "Hooray!" 

"Here's the camp!" 

"Hooray!" 

The twenty jumped into color. Green overhead, brown of pine needles on the ground, the blueness gently rolling pebbles on a yellow beach. There was a hut. It was made not of wood such as houses are made of, but with corrugated sides of slabs cut from the sides of trees. And the slabs had bark on! No wonder the twenty said: "Hooray!" 

Said Ramshack, as if recognizing, yet not quite sure: 

"Why, it's nature! Say, how is it they commune?" 

He said: "Hello, Marcy!" 

Marcy discovered Ramshack. 

He said: "Why, hello! Feeling all right after the trip?" 

"Why, yes, thanks; that is, all but the cinder. Never went on the cars yet without getting a cinder in my eye." 

Said Marcy: "Let me see; maybe I can get it out for you." 

Marcy made Ramshack hideous by twisting his eyelid, and with the corner of his handkerchief removed the cinder. 

Then Doc, the tyrant, really began his campaign of revenge. 

He said: "Some one must chop wood." And for this task he detailed young Shaster and old Patterson. Shaster had been the old fellow's bookkeeper, but their business relations had broken up in a fine row. A brass-edged ruler had been flourished, even though whacked harmlessly only upon a desk. 

The old fellow look at the young fellow. 

He said to himself: "It was double dealing for Doc to withhold that young scoundrel's name until the last moment. I shall see to it that none of my friends have anything to do with him." 

Said young Shaster: "Just let me get in a boat with that old miser! That's all!" 

But he soon saw that murder in some other form would have to be turned to. Not in twenty years had the old fellow been in a body of water, except as an island in a bath tub. 

Old Patterson, a remarkable sight in tights, stood ankle deep at the lakeside. Then he retreated, scratching the tickling of drying water on a left ankle with a right toe. 

Some one laughed. As if leading a regiment, Old Patterson marched into the lake, pushed out a great wave in front of him, and, to his own and general astonishment, swam as well as ever he had. Swam on his back and then floated with drifting toes and nose; dived and swam under water; even Shaster exclaimed: "Good enough!" 

They had dinner on a rough plank for a table. 

Some one said: "Please pass the butter." 

The others thought this too civilized, and felt that something was missing, until some genius cried: "Slide the grease!" 

"Would you kindly pass the griddle cakes? What? No way to talk? Then sling us a grid." 

And where in all commonplace, uninteresting civilization would you run across such a joke as taking the request literally and flapping a hot disk at an eye? 

"Slam us some bread!" called Patterson, the jolliest old boy in the woods. Young Shaster grabbed half a loaf and twirled it, the old fellow catching it as if he had spent his life behind the bat, the young fellow looking greatly as his wife looked when she felt called upon to exclaim: "Oh, I forgot! I'm mad at you!" 

Said old Patterson: "I'll bet ten cents I can climb to the top of that maple tree as fast as anyone here!" 

Which caused admiring Shaster to cry: "You're all right!" And half an hour later he was helping as mightily as anyone to dislodge the old fellow, who had climbed but had stuck in a fork twenty feet above the ground. 

And because he could swim as well as when a boy, Patterson, ponderous and clumsy, seemed to feel that he could do everything as well as when a boy. A heartrending crash! Old Patterson had tried to leap over a bench. Groans and gasps! Tried to turn a somersault to win back the ten cents lost in the maple tree. 

Night came on. Chill was in the air. The campers discovered the logic of fire worshippers. They have a god that does something for them. The god sprang high from a pile of pine knots and spread away in snapping sparks. There was the gayety of twenty boys in a circle of light, with the mystery of blackness around. A sixty-year-old boy was so disrespectful of his elders as to fill the pipe of a boy somewhat older with pepper and a layer of tobacco on top. And if that was not a good joke! 

Some one pushed a log from under Patterson. The old fellow's heels were in the air. Never had he enjoyed a better joke! 

Said Patterson: "When I was a young fellow, I had a fine tenor voice. I'll sing with anyone here." 

And he sang in a voice ridiculously high and out of proportion to his bulk, while little Marcy joined in with a voice quite as disproportionate, so awesomely deep and rumbling was it. 

Ramshack could not have told what he felt, but he was moved. Perhaps the feeling was atavistic in their make-believe primitive life. They were adventurers in a savage land, perhaps; and all would help one another against foes, whether human or beast. 

Ramshack tried to express something of this, and he turned to Marcy, as if to indulge a pleasure in an enmity that in the forest could not exist. 

He said: "This is great!" 

All that Marcy could answer with was: "Bet your life!" But it was a response that made Ramshack say to himself: 

"Why, Marcy's the finest fellow on earth!" 

The fire god had sunk to a smoldering that could not leap. 

Some one said: "We'd better put out the lantern and retire." 

And what a thing that was to say! One could hear something like that in any civilized home. But it was a joke, because everything was a joke. 

Some more experienced woodsman amended: 

"Naw! Douse the glim!" Which was wording more in harmony with rough pine slabs and pine needles for a floor. 

The forest came to life: the honk of the wild goose; the hiss of a serpent; the growling of a panther; the swishing of arrows through leaves. But only Marcy heard the snoring, for only he could not sleep. 

Marcy thought of the surprise he had prepared for Ramshack. He did not chuckle this time. 

Sometimes the twenty were boys, and sometimes they were very young children. Everything pleased them; idly leaning head down over the side of a boat to look under at deep light from the side not shadowed; thrusting sticks into the water, just to see an angle spring into a straight line by refraction; feeling the electric thrill of a fish not caught but nibbling. 

"It must be fine to know how to commune with nature!" said Ramshack. "I wish I hadn't lost all my life in business and knew how to commune a little. Look at these ripple marks in the sand. Just like the stripes scrubbed on a shirt over an ironing board." 

But he paused. He amazed himself. Never before had it occurred to him that he had so much poetry in him. 

And in the evening when looking at stars; he said: 

"Just like the twinkling of bubbles in a frying pancake. Why, that's quite a thought! Like poetry, isn't it?" 

But he forgot his admiration for himself, for voices were roaring and growling and grumbling old songs, there in the very old woods, evoking feeling as old as is the feeling that comes with any kind of music when greenness is overhead, and underfoot is the brown of green that has fallen. 

The emotion of Ramshack, poet and communicant at the altar of nature, burst from him. 

He exclaimed: "This isn't so rotten, is it?" 

And Marcy was moved so that he agreed: 

"I'm sure I've seen rottener." 

The next morning Doc Sordorst had something to say. 

Said Doc: "Well, here in a way is one of our rules half broken. You know we agreed that there should be no letters or newspapers sent to camp, so as to keep away from all worries. Still, if anything important should arise, it should be sent through my office. Letter for you, Marcy." 

Marcy read the letter and muttered. When Ramshack asked him to go fishing, he muttered again, shamefacedly this time, and would not go fishing. 

The letter told him that suit would be brought against Ramshack at nine o'clock that morning. Already it was seven. Telegraph wires were down; only by train could Marcy stop proceedings. Then suit would be surely brought. It seemed a pity. 

"I wouldn't wish it for the world!" exclaimed Marcy. "If by a special, whether train or engine, I could reach town by nine o'clock, I'd do it. There's no way of doing it; I'm hundreds of miles away." 

Said Doc Sordorst: "Is it as important as that, Marcy?" 

And Marcy, feeling that to sue and annoy that very fine fellow, Ramshack, would be the wickedest act of his life, answered gloomily: 

"It certainly is!" 

Then Doc writhed and made a fearful face. He writhed again, and his confession came out: 

"Boys, by various little schemes, especially when changing cars, I have fooled you for business reasons of my own. Marcy, that is really Lake Muggins, and you are only twenty miles away!" 

Some one grumbled and some one laughed. 

"Sir," began old Patterson, "this is very dishonorable--" 

But he laughed, and everyone else laughed, for everything is a joke when out camping. 

That is, everyone laughed except Marcy. Marcy's short legs were shooting pellets of mud backward. As luck would have it, he caught his train, accomplished his purpose, and by dinner time was back from the city and seated at the rough pine table. 

As he was only twenty miles away, to this day Ramshack has never discovered that his wall has anything in common with a certain long-famous tower in Italy. 





Not Like Mother's 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


Say, I don't know what some folks wants! I never lived grander than I did in Mrs. King's boarding house; and for five dollars a week for board and a hall room, or board and a big front room, if you could get some one to double up with you, I thought it was all right. Truth is, I felt sort of out of my spear in being in society, like in Mrs. King's parlor in the evening. I guess I always was sort of refined like, and when I learned my trade I says to myself: 

"I give the old man and the old woman just three more chances, and then it's me for civilization!" I did. The third time she begged him off a fine in the morning for trunning the pint can and all at her, for her insisting on more than her share of the eighth pint, I says: 

"There's no more of this slum life for mine; I'm going to be refined, I am!" Both of them calls me a unnatural blaggard, and one makes out to hold me while the other goes in for thumping me with a beer bottle, but I carries the door and parents and all half down the stairs with me, and in a half hour was in a different spear of life. 

And I must say Mrs. King's boarding house come up to all my notions of society that I read of in the Sunday papers. There's no cans rushed, except genteel in paper bags, and not cans but hall-room pitchers; there ain't much scrapping in the halls, and all there is is done subdued and gentle by the ladies, and not one of them says to another lady: "Come down in the yard and I'll lick you!" None of that! Only a harmless little clinch by the hall rack once, and the lady that done the biting didn't cause no hurry-up call, as her teeth was only counterfeits. 

But I was going to tell you about Alonzo Grudgger! Anyway, where I was brought up there wasn't never no variety in feeding. We got stews and fried chops, and the butt ends of hams, and the little calves of lambs' legs for five cents a pound, and that comprises everything. So much as a meat pie the old woman didn't know how to make, any more than she knew more than the commonest kind of sewing. Hash was a luxury for me, and I took to it passionate, and was astonished to hear it disreputed; because at home it was always too much trouble to make, being it's got to be chopped first. When we had anything left over, it was put out on the fire escape and forgot, and then has the window broke with its effluviums out in the sun a month later. 

And this brings me up to Alonzo Grudgger. I learned my trade, I did, and I don't ask no odds of no man; but I must say I wasn't at my ease when I got in society. The ladies would congregate in the parlor, and I was that speechless with admiration as they talked about styles and their jobs, in the high-toned language them society folk uses. 

That's why I just couldn't comprehend when Alonzo Grudgger begun his kicking. Him kicking in that society boarding house, which had its day beginning and ending with the same two sounds you couldn't mistake, was you on desert islands--the dropping of shoes in rooms all around you at half-past ten at night, and the song of the chopping bowl at six in the morning. 

And I don't say it was Alonzo's fault, either. It was the funny papers caused it. Alonzo reads some of them comical jokes about landladies, and boarders saying sarcastic things about meals they serves. It seems to amusing and odacious to him that he gets imbued--and where I gets words like that I don't know; none of my parents could use them--but Alonzo gets imbued, and begins by saying: 

"These biskets is fine! They's just like the little cakes of soap my mother used to make." He ain't got his nerve worked up yet, but has a look around, sly and uneasy, for encouragement from the rest of us. I'm scandalized, I am, and can't raise my eyes from a beef bone at his odacity, but Spiler, he says: "Yes?" That's all he says, and it's a very little word, but it's the meaning he puts into it. 

This Spiler is a lad always liking to see trouble, him never getting in none himself, but never happy unless he's seeing others having it. 

Mrs. King, she says nothing. And that's just her mistake! Did she come out with one horty glance and something cold and cutting, Alonzo wouldn't never dare make no more breaks like that. But finding his remarks received meeklike, he gets bolder and enterprisinger. When there's a stew he says: 

"Should old acquaintance be forgot!" There ain't no doubt; that was certainly a funny comical. If you stop and figger out the meaning of that, you'll see how hoomerous it was. He meant he'd been seeing that in one form or another for a week maybe--but you just stop and figger it out for yourself, and you'll be rewarded. I ain't saying I'm any smarter than you, but the full meaning of that comicalness sweeps over me and I chokes, it's so original! Isn't it? I can't get over it! You take my advice and think that out for yourself. 

"Shortcake?" says Alonzo. "You call this shortcake? Well, you ought to see what my mother used to make! No, I'm wrong!" he says. "At last here is something up to its claims; it's short cake, sure enough!" 

Well, if it wasn't the funniest joke I ever see! He pulls a tape from his pocket and begins to measure the cake. I don't suppose you can see the meaning at first, but if you lay everything else aside and close your eyes, it'll come to you that he meant the name of short cake and the measurement of it, and both "shorts" used in different senses, and yet, as he used them, meaning the same. You won't grasp that all at once; but you just put your mind on it, and when you see the point you tell me was there ever a funnier joke than that. 

Well, the landlady's one of them kind that listens, and rages to herself, but ain't got the courage to call you down, unless she gets in a rage first. She knows that's her way, and Alonzo needs to be put back in his place, but she ain't able for him unless she's mad clean through first. 

"Honest," says Alonzo to me, "I'm spoiled for living in such low-class style as this. My mother was the grandest presider over a culinary department you ever see! When a lad's brought up to good cooking and knows what good cooking is, it grinds him something fierce to have fodder like this put in the manger before him!" And he talks on about the sooperiority of his mother's cooking till there comes the twin taps all around us. It's the thud of heels, and right after it the patter of toes, as in rooms all around the shoes come off and never land flat-footed. 

Say, I'm that sort of a nature I begin to think like Alonzo thinks. It does seem so to your credit to be uppish that I have to be that way, like Alonzo, and then maybe no one'll ever suspect I ain't to the manner born, and was born with my baby clothes got from the churches and hocked three days later and never redeemed for the others when they come rapid, for it's easier to beg more than pay interest. As I say, by joining in, it seemed I'd let on I was to the manner born, and no one'd know I wasn't always in society, did I kick with Alonzo. And me that never saw such grand cooking in my life before, though now I've been in other boarding houses, I know it was something feerocious. 

Alonzo says the pie crust is all right and serviceable and not a knot in it, but, strictly speaking, it ought to be planed first. 

I say the soup reminds me of the Hudson River when the ice is breaking. What I meant by that I ain't got the slightest idea, but the words seemed to run together pleasing, and that's as much as you can get out of most jokes. 

But Spiler's whispering : "Well, if you two ain't devils!" Then, for the landlady to see, he looks indignant on the other side of him. And the landlady's mad, but not yet clean through enough so's she can fall on Alonzo and rend him lim from lim. She picks on old Pop Lennon, who owes a week or so. He's pretty meek, but she rises a peg so's she can turn on Miss Blubbery, the lady typewriter. She says: 

"Miss Blubbery, it's something shocking of you to sit on the bannisters until half-past ten at night with a man!" 

"Don't you never give me such a call in public!" says Miss Blubbery, and she rattles her knife and fork like she was taking down an aunty mortem dictation; and the landlady has gone up such another peg of wrath she's able for Alonzo. She says: 

"It's a shame you ever left your mother, Mr. Grudgger! Why don't you go back to her, if her cooking's so sooperior to ours?" And she looks at me like she's saying: "You can take that to yourself, too!" 

"I would!" says Alonzo, spunky enough, because Spiler is sniggering so's to lead him on indefinite. "You can just bet I'd go back to her, if I had to travel eighteen thousand miles, only I don't know where to find her. She married again, and the family broke up, all of us going in different directions. I haven't seen her in six years. Oh, this is a cranberry tart, is it? I thought it was wall paper. You can just bet I'd go back to mother's cooking, did I know where to find her. I guess I'll make a change, anyway; any cooking is better than these insults to palates and assassinations of digestions!" 

"You just make a change whenever you feel like it! snaps the landlady. "And I don't want to hear no more comments from you. If you are so dissatisfied with the cook, you just go in and tell her about it. You tell her, if you don't like her cooking!" 

That suggestion don't make no hit with Alonzo: he's heard of the size and feerocity of the lady in the kitchen, and there's stories she used to be a lady prize fighter. But just that little exchange of frank speaking calms him so he don't say no more at the table and goes burns up the funny papers that led him into the evils of humor. 

Then Spiler's the discontented lad for you! There's no more trouble; and as trouble is the spice of life, as the poet hath it, he needs a little more seasoning in his experiences. 

One evening, while the rest of us is at dinner, Spiler wanders into the kitchen and begins talking. He's a regular gossip, that lad is! He'd tell anything for to cause trouble. There's sounds that would terryfigh you. We hears burly shouts of: "Who is he? Where is he? Who is it says my cooking ain't to be compared with his mother's?" 

The huge, brawny cook, with sleeves rolled to her elbows, displaying an arm that a butcher might have envied, sprung into the dining room with fire in her eye. The rest of the bunch kind of shrunk from her aspeck, but Alonzo give a cry of recognishun. She starts back with a cry also. Alonzo had arose from his chair. She looks at Alonzo; Alonzo looks at her. Then the arms of the much-abused cook were flung about Alonzo's neck as she exclaimed, with a sob: "Oh, my boy! My son Alonzo!" 

An' we were struck with amazement when Alonzo replied: "Mother!" 





When the Museum Took Boarders 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


What's this they're saying about Superintendent Maxwell and his fads and fancies? The discoosion has died out some, and it ain't for me to go reviving nothing, but while there's a voice in me that voice says: 

"Superintendent Maxwell, you're the grand, fine man, and you saved three hooman lives, and where's those detractors you done the same for their country?" 

Me and Billy Heffy was sitting on a bench in Central Park, telling lies of all the money we had once and thinking desprit of where was a meal to come from. We was that hungry we was going to catch a squirrel and take him to some vacant lot and broil him there, only when we says: "Chip! Chip!" or however you'd spell conversations to squirrels, and a little, gray lad jumps up on our knees and up to our collars and all over us, nosing for a peanut, we couldn't be that heartless to grab him by the throat and twist the head off him. We tried again, hoping there'd be a mean or suspicious or scrappy squirrel, so's we could eat him without compunction. All the little gray lads was so frank and trustful we just couldn't murder none, and was as wishful we had peanuts for them as we was for gratifying our own animal passions. 

Billy Heffy was a most exasperating lad as ever was. When he ain't hungry there's scarce a word out of him; when his animal passions is aroused this is his line of conversation: 

"Say, how'd something with oyster crabs in it go? How'd you like to see a lobster-a-la-newburg come down the path and beckon to you? Would you take something instinctive to a oyster cocktail?" 

One more word like that and I'd 'ave had my knee on his buzzum. But down on the next bench is a tall, skinny lad. 

He says: "Pardon me for overhearing your imagination, but, though I can't promise no such tenderloin feeds as you're speculating, if a nice chicken pie and termatters put up in the hull berry would reinforce you and make you better, truer men, it's me would be pleased with your company for dinner." 

Billy has him by one arm, I has him by the other arm, and we're expatiating upon the fellowship of man and saying all men is brothers and we'd accompany our brother anywheres there's a larder. 

Skinny says, "And after them ablutions I diagnosed to you, if you'd like to repose, there's a hull house for you to woo Morpheus in. I ain't promising no feather beds, but you can help yourself, as there's tons and tons of feathers." 

"You can't eat feathers nor yet a hull house," says Billy, "but let me see them termatters put up hull and pleasing to all the passions." 

"Then, come on," says Skinny. And where does he lead us but to the Mooseum of Natural History. 

"Is this what we're going to eat?" says Billy, pointing to the imposing eddy-fice. 

"Maybe you'd like a little catsoop on it to aid dig-gestion," says Skinny, scornful. "Come on," he says; "It's most closing time." And we go to the hall where the birds is, only it's now taken up down the centre of it by Philippine exhibits. Down to the farther end is the house Skinny has reference to. It's a hull house, and no doubt of that, only it's the model of a Negrito house in the Philippines. It's about eight feet long and has room in plenty for all of us." 

"You see that lad?" says Skinny, pointing to an attendant who's pacing down and then up the hall. "Well when his back's turned, in that little house with you!" His back is turned, and in all three of us sneaks, and hides where you couldn't see us without rubbering all the ways in. The attendant comes back and sort of hesitates, us looking out through cracks at him. He's sort of uneasy, but don't know why. It's because he seen three lads and then there wasn't any, but he not really noticing, but only having the impression. He don't know what's bothering him and can't think, and we're safe for the night's lodgings, because it's pretty soon the Mooseum closes. 

It's dark when we begin to nudge the hospitality of our host. 

"Did you say the termatters is put up hull?" says Billy. 

"Termatters is soft; they'd sure break," I hint, for by this time my animal passions is something feerocious. 

Says Skinny, "Then one of you lads wash up the dishes and silver and the other set the table, and I'll be right back with the banquet." He crawls down the dark hall, looking out for watchmen, and passing stuffed lions, none too pleasant to look at in the dark when you can't see them. He's gone a tremendous time, leaving us on the key vive, expecting shots fired. 

"He's a looney!" says Billy. "Termatters ain't natural history, even if chicken pie is, so what are they doing here? He ain't got no intelleck and don't know them birds and animals is stuffed, and thinks he can go up to a deer and just slice off an embalmed steak for us. The night's lodgings is comfortable, if not luxurious, and I ain't despising blessings, but what has canned termatters got to do with natural history?" 

"Cheese it! Youse can be heard a mile!" whispers Skinny, crawling up to the Negrito dommycile and pushing lushious burdens before him. 

"Mince Pies?" says Skinny. "Take it. Some nice little cakes? Help yourself to them! I could run across no chicken pie in the dark, but here's other things." 

I opens a jar and thereupon arises the intoxicating aroma of sliced pineapple. Like a rat with an egg, Billy is extracting sustainance from a jar of peaches, only he's more like a cat, because he's purring. We says for Gawd's sake keep still or there'll be a sangnary interruption to the banquet, but Billy keeps right on purring. There's bread, but we disdains it, and on cake and pie satisfies our animal passions. What has cake and pie got to do with natural history? Is it ever shot or trapped or caught in nets like the other specimens around us? We didn't care; we wasn't asking no questions. Skinny is the gods; and we take what the gods provides us. So Billy goes on purring like a cat, enough to scare all the stuffed birds in the cases; Skinny gorges and gorges till he can't gorge no more and then lays down with a slice of mince pie by his nose, so's he can revel in its perfume, even if he's past eating more; I cuddles the pineapple jar to me and on it lavishes all the affection of my nature, and all three of us goes to sleep in the Philippines. 

It's late in the morning when we gets up. There's the attendant pacing back and forth, and, one by one, we sore perplex him, though for his life he don't realize what's worrying him, as he leaves the further end of the hall with no one there and turns to see a lad with deep interest examining specimens of Philippine matting. 

"Your hospitality was bounteous," we say to Skinny, when we meet him out by the stuffed monkeys. "You are one of Nature's noblemen, and we are much beholden to you for your knowledge of natural history." 

"Tain't ended yet," says Skinny. "I was much circumscribed in my deppydations, and with conseentious robbery the supplies is good for a week yet." 

"Will you show us?" we implores. "Will you show us what has mince pie got to do with natural history?" 

"Sure!" says Skinny. "I got nothing to be ashamed of and ain't concealing nothing." 

He takes us where there's this sign: 

"Public School Exhibit. East Hall, Second Floor." 

We goes through and ain't much interested. It's compositions and drawings and answers to what's the capital of Siam and bounds Ohio, done by school kids. We comes to a case. And low comes our hats off. It's then we pays our respects to Superintendent Maxwell, grand, good man he is! It's the exhibit of the cooking school fad. There's pies and cakes and preserves that fills our inner being with ambition and kinder, better feeling. In awed and hushed tones we congratulates each other on being the Mooseum's boarders. 

Says Skinny--and all his better self is uppermost in him--"My! But education is the grand blessing! What with them little school kids instructed in the arts that's culinary and my education not neglected but specialized on lock picking, here's three vally-able lives saved for the good and glory of our country!" 

We boards a week in the Philippines, and, though no one seemed to've noticed, the larder is depleted down scandalous, and to look in their house you'd be astonished at evidences showing the high and luxurious living of them Negritos. But we're scared our board bill will be presented. On our last morning we go mighty cautious down the Mooseum steps, because we're lumpy and bumpy all over like first-class shop-lifters. Outside, our hats come off again. What we say we say something fervent and grateful and no hypocrisy. 

"Three cheers for Superintendent Maxwell and his fads and his fancies!" 





Mystery in the Museum 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


"Ain't nature strange!" remarks Skinny Bulfrog to me. "Are you interested in natural history?" 

"I am!" says I. "I am most enthusiastic over natural history when it's cold and sliced on a lunch counter, and a little Dutch mustard handy." 

"You was always without finer instincts," snaps Skinny. "Say, we got nothing else to do, let's go up to the Museum of Natural History." 

"Sure," I agree. "That's where everybody goes when they ain't got nothing else to do." 

There was a big crowd in the Museum, a slow going crowd, looking stolid at Indian relics and skeletons and spiders with pins in them, just passing away the afternoon, but me and Skinny notices three maiden ladies that come tearing along to look at specimens of coral, hopping out to give one swift look at Alaskan gods, then up the stairs, three steps at a time, to look at bats and buffaloes. 

"Out of town visitors," says Skinny. "They got to tell the folks at home they been to the Museum, and only got twenty minutes to have Nature unfolded to them," and he's sent reeling ten feet over the slippery stone floor by a fat woman dragging a kid in each hand after her, giving one lightning glance at meteorites, popping one eye at the plaster octopus, popping the other eye at the giant crab, hurling herself away, the two kids dragging after her. She's from Poughkeepsie and only's got fifteen minutes or she'll never see Grant's Tomb and the Statue of Liberty. But the native New York person is mooching along bored and leisurely, though we do remark that the girls and wimmen take considerable more interest in the cases than the men do. 

"Now that pleases me," says Skinny. "I like to see the female sex ain't all given to vanity and trifling, but can pursue serious subjects. See the girl in yellow, how intent she is examining those old skulls! And how the lady with the white feather is studying spears and arrows! I like to see that red headed girl so interested in ethnology," which last word he saw painted up on the wall before him. 

The girl in yellow gives three little dabs at the lace at her throat; the lady with a white feather smooths her hair above her ears, and the red-headed girl jabs swift at the pin in her hat. Then me and Skinny is cynics! The female sex was only studying and examining and intent upon their own reflections in the giant cases, looking where there's zoology, but seeing nothing but whether their hats is straight. 

We toils on with the listless crowd, noticing how little interest the wimmen has in bugs and fossils, when we see ahead of us, a hall that's crowded with wimmen. 

"What do you suppose is interesting them ladies so?" asks Skinny. 

"Ornithology," says I, because I'm now a cynic. "Ornithology because it's so close related to millinery." But that was a wrong guess, as we see, when we crowd our way among two hundred wimmen, most intent upon this department of natural history. Say, what a collection! There's turquoises as big as marbles, and pearls so plentiful they're scattered around in heaps, and especially big ones set up like necktie pins. There's opals and sapphires and there's carbuncles as big as any in a famous collection of a friend of mine, who is Boozy Billy Green, and has been collecting them for twenty years on his nose. There's garnets and topaz, big chunks of amber, jasper, jade, agates. At last we see wimmen looking into cases and almost forgetting their own reflections. 

And hovering over all these valuables are two attendants, scowling at one gent as if to say, "Oh, wouldn't you like to be alone here for five minutes;" frowning at another gent, like they was saying, "We know what's in your mind, but we're watching you;" looking piercing at every man, woman and infant. 

"He needn't look at me like that," says Skinny to me, most resentful at such injustice. "I ain't no criminal, and wouldn't steal so much as one little garnet--while such a crowd is looking. The other one needn't insult me with his suspicions, because I never stole anything yet--in broad daylight." 

"Nor me," says I, "with a hundred people looking." 

"Oh, my!" says a green dressed woman, "that pearl is just like the one Archie gave me," and, for everybody to see, she points to a pearl the size of a cent's worth of chewing gum stuck under a table. "The last time I bought sapphires I got two like that. Oh, what a beautiful opal! It's a fiery opal," as the label said plain under it. "The reason I know is that I used to have eleven of them." 

Other wimmen is sniffing at pearls and saying they're tired of them and their emeralds was too much of a responsibility to add any more to their store, when the attendants holler:-- 

"Closing up! This way!" going around and drawing the shades, while the upper and lower shades both come down by pulling one cord. And all of the visitors are herded into the outer hall and pushed and waved toward the stairs. 

"The idea of them common flunkies looking at me so!" exclaims most indignant Skinny. "You'd think we'd steal their old gold and diamonds, the way they looked at us!" 

"It was a downright insult!" I agree with him. "I may be poor, but no man shall besmirch my fair name and--" 

"Get under there with you!" whispers Skinny. 

With my mind still dwelling upon how my integrity was insulted I see Skinny make a dive and slide away under one of the long benches for visitors to rest upon. Us two is the last ones leaving another hall by the stairs. With one skip and a roll, I'm down under another bench, and nobody but Skinny the wiser. Oh, my! What a cinch we had! Attendants went through the hall, drawing down the curtains and taking off their uniform coats so they could get to their homes as quick as possible, never thinking of looking under them benches at me and Skinny. And wasn't I chuckling with the cinch we had! All we'd have to do would be break open one case and take out a diamond; then we could cut the glass of the other cases at our leisure, fill up with nuggets and jewellery, and hide again and get out as soon as opening time in the morning. Oh, say, it looked too easy to be so easy! 

The museum is closed; it gets darker and darker, till it's so dark you can't see lions and tigers and snakes, but know they're there, and feel kind of scarey of them, even if their insides is excelsior. When everything is as dark as it will be, Skinny comes crawling over to me. 

"Now's our time!" he whispers. "Tomorrow at this time we'll be nabobs and have to study French before we can order a dinner where we're stopping. Say, I'm sort of twisted in the dark! Which way is all that jewelry?" 

It was so dark that I was pretty good twisted, too. 

Says I, "It's down to your left, I think, but wouldn't swear to it. I'm going to have seven of them diamonds put up into a solitaire ring, like I was bookmakers!" 

"I think it's to the left," says Skinny. "After to-morrow I'll have to wear sandals, because I'm going to have rubies on my toes, even. You stay here and don't make a sound--on your life, don't make a sound, and I'll go reconnoitering." 

You hear what he said to me? Not make a sound! He says. He ain't gone five minutes crawling down along the floor when there's a crash. Say, I could feel my heart go crashing up against the top of my head, with it! Oh, yes, we'll wear jewelry, all right, but it'll be bracelets and of most common material. Oh, say, I shrivel up under my bench like I was one of them little insects in cocoons. For, away down the hall, Skinny sets up a screeching. 

"Help!" he hollers. "Murder! Police! Help!" He comes racing down toward me, flings himself to the floor and slides twenty feet to his bench under which he lies groaning and cussing scandalous. 

"Murder!" he moans. "I'm murdered!" 

"Skinny!" I implore at him, "Keep quiet! What ails you? Did any lions or boa constrictors get you?" 

"Oh, I'm ruined! I'm murdered!" Skinny groans in anguish. But then he keeps quiet enough, even though I hear faint sounds of writhing from him, for down the hall comes a big man with a club and a lantern. 

"Any one here?" demands the watchman. "Whether you're here or not you just come out and show yourself. Holy Moses! Saints preserve me from harm! Oh! Oh!" He hollers and dances and beats around with club and lantern, falling down, getting up, staggering, and then hurling himself down the stairs. 

I guess it's a hull hour I lay silent and motionless. Then, not hearing no more of the watchman, I whisper:-- 

"What's the matter Skinny? What is it ails you?" 

"I don't know," says Skinny. "Gee, it was terrible! It's gone now, but while it lasted it was something horrible! Say, I wouldn't wish it to my worst enemy; but it's over now, and I guess we can make a break for a little jewelry." 

Unfortunate Skinny no more than pokes his head out from under the bench when the most startling groans are renewed in him. He rolls in anguish so the watchman again thinks he hears something and again comes pounding up the stairs. He no more than sets foot in the hall when he utters the most terrific shouts and plunges back headlong. 

"Skinny!" I whisper, though not till another hour goes by. 

"Keep your head in!" Skinny whispers back at me. "There's death and murder and destruction in the air, but they don't seem to find me while I'm under the bench. We'll have to lie here till morning. Keep your head in!" 

And, much alarmed and apprehensive, I keep my head in, but Skinny, getting to thinking of diamonds and rubies for his toes, crawls out on the floor several times during the night. Every time he does this he begins to groan and beg for mercy from some invisible enemy and retreat, where I can hear him moaning and writhing. 

Whatever it is that's guarding the museum, it keeps us prisoners all night. In the morning, after the sounds of opening doors and sweeping and dusting, we see an attendant walking toward us, but not thinking to look under our benches. There's nothing more harmful than a case of stuffed field-mice near him, so far as I can see, and there's nothing visible to me that assails him, but all of a sudden he gives one yelp and starts like he'd climb up through the air. He gives a long screech and begins running wild in every direction. Another attendant hastens to him, but then the two of them are yelping and screeching for help and plunging into a group of visitors just coming up the stairs. Say, whether it's magic or the Evil One himself, them visitors starts tearing up and down the hall, like madmen. They run into the bench I'm under and overturn it, but seem so agonized they never notice me. They fall over Skinny's bench and the two of us, seeing them make for the stairs, joins them. The lot of us rolls down the steps, a mixed-up mass of attendants and visitors and burglars, and fly to the street, away from the Evil One. 

"I ain't superstitious," says Skinny, half scared to death, "but don't never again mention this occurrence to me." And every time I did mention it he began anew his groaning and writhing. 

There wasn't no chance for information from him, because just to remember the matter terrified him so, but I learned for myself by next day's paper. I was sitting in the Park with Skinny, looking over the news, when this is what I come across:-- 

"There were lively scenes in the Museum of Natural History yesterday--in fact, it may be necessary for a time to close the institution to visitors. It seems that a very interesting exhibit in hall No. 307, east wing, third floor, was placed insecurely and during the night toppled over."-- 

"It's what I bunked my head against!" exclaimed doleful Skinny, his face like a patent medicine advertisement. 

Say, if we ever again get a hankering for jewelry we won't go practising where they have observation hives of honey bees insecurely fastened. 





A Cattleship Mystery Solved 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


There's so many asks me do I know Blinkstave and what become of him that I'll just out with it in the public prints and answer them once for all. 

Sure I know Blinkstave! Sailed with him a hundred times. But for the benefit of them which doesn't know about cattlesteamers let me begin by saying that for every consignment of cattle there's a boss, and from the North River to the Mersey he's responsible for every horned head in his cargo. Lots of times there's two consignments; then there's two boss cattlemen. Us lads is the paid cattlemen, and it's our job to get as much work out of a gang of Polacks and Dagoes and such trash as you can get out of trash that pays its five dollars apiece to get over the ocean instead of getting pay for their labour. 

Blinkstave and Lambert was both boss cattlemen, and, though it was a dead case of soreness between them, they sailed right along together. And whenever there was a run-in between them there would sure be trouble for Lambert with his cattle. There didn't seem to be no suspicion against Blinkstave, because there didn't seem nothing to connect him with the trouble, which just came and no one could tell how or why. But it was Blinkstave's ways that caused the run-ins mostly. When a vessel's rolling, I've seen some Dago come staggering along and swash a whole bucket of water all over Blinkstave. But the boss would say it was all right and no harm was done, and he'd go on down the deck. Someone not happening to be working just that second reels against him, and Blinkstave is off with a slat from a sheep pen and, like kids with a rubber ball, sees how many times he can keep the lad bouncing up and back to the deck without missing no stroke on him. That was the way Blinkstave felt towards labor. He felt something contemptuous for common cattlemen, but his respectfulness for work was so much that any man working was his equals as long as the work lasted. 

I guess the trouble started one morning when we was having a hard time of it with Lambert. It was Lambert's way to bully and nag and yell at us every time he wanted to, but the divil a word, not even of fatherly advice, sort of, could any other man give any one he had working for him. 

Lambert, who wouldn't let no one also speak even just a little coarse-like to us, yelled himself hoarse at us and then went in to watch the ship's carpenter, liking to see shaving curl up through a plane, wondering how long will they be before breaking. With him out of the way I was glad enough to give my gang a little swing and loaf around some with them. We was sitting down in the hold on bags of dried corn, when Blinkstave sticks his red face and stiff-curled moustache ends, like the horns of a little bullock, through the hatchway. 

"Come up out of that, you lot of lazy wasters!" he says. We starts to string up the iron ladder, but Lambert runs from the carpenter shop. 

"You lads stay right where you are!" he shouts. "You never mind any men of mine, Blinkstave, you've got all you can do to look out for your own affairs." He most falls into tears because someone spoke a little rude to his men, and then kicks a couple into the hold again, just because he's got nothing else to do. And from Blinkstave's scowl he wasn't overlooking no such talk as he got, we could see. 

It wasn't no more than half an hour later that something happened. The men was to dinner when all of a sudden something got ahold of the cattle. They leaps and tugs at their ropes, butting against headboards and smashing their horns something astonishing, seeing how dopey they was when we left them. There's a rope breaks and there's a bullock gored to death. The donkey man hoists the carcass up on deck and that's Lambert's first loss this trip. But he loses more than that before Blinkstave is reached. It's most every day this strange excitement, something most unusual, breaks out, and steers is gored to death all the way across. 

We come back steerage, and, though Lambert's a little melancholy thinking of his bad luck, he and Blinkstave sort of makes up, seeing they're boss cattlemen and ain't got their equals to associate with. But off again to Liverpool we all go not much later than we're once more to New York. Cattle forward's Lambert's consignment, and cattle aft is Blinkstave's. And the steamer's not more than to the Narrows when there's trouble between them two again. 

Most likely most of youse wasn't never in the business, but the first work is to tie the cattle to a headboard that runs along the front of a pen. The cattle swarms down a gangway, wild, scared, and crazy, crowding and turning so that when a pen's full some is lodged with their tails to the headboard. Holes is in the board, there's a short rope tied to each pair of horns, and to draw them ropes through the holes, then knotting the ends so's they can't slip back, is the first thing to be did. 

"Jump in there with youse!" says Lambert, cussing away at the scared looks of men not used to cattle, not seeing anything in it for them to leap into a pen something turbulent and catch a rope to drag around a bullock facing the wrong way. 

"Youse jump in, I tell you!" says Lambert, thinking nothing of jumping in hisself among the crazy cattle. But the tyrant in him has to come out, and he's so disgusted with a skinny little Polack wringing his hands in not knowing what to do, that, in his favorite little way, he kicks Polack into the hold. 

Polack crawls out and runs before a headboard, most amusing, trying to let on he's doing as much as anybody, he's got such a scare on him from Lambert. And the cattle had him scared so he's calling to them and coaxing and snapping his fingers like he'd say: "Here, pussy, pussy!" to a big, crazy steer. 

Blinkstave butts in. He says: "Come here, you! Come tie knots for the ropes these lads is holding. Is that all you're good for?" 

Men's swarming outside and cattle's swarming inside. There's excitement enough for anybody, but with it all Lambert takes time to drop everything and yell: "You mind your own men, Blinkstave!" 

And, just because some one else's been rough, he says, fatherly like, to the scared Polack, who is jumping and throwing his arms about to show all he's doing: 

"You sit down there, lad; these heroes is more used to this, and later on we'll find lots and plenty for you." 

Polack sits stiff with his scare on a hatch cover, and Blinkstave is took so bad he hammers the nose of a bullock. It don't matter what he does or where he tries to look, his eyes have to go back to the Polack, who's doing nothing. He cant' stand for it; seeing a man not working gets his goat, so he goes up and kicks sheep. He has to come back, fascinated like, and look down from the sheep deck at the Polack doing nothing. He jumps away with such roars that I for one wouldn't change places with Lambert. 

We're cracking corn and teasing out baled hay all morning, and then it's chuck-time. The cattle deck's quiet, when all of a sudden, it's pandemonium. There's bullocks gored and there's leaping and crazy scrambling, all the more curious seeing cattle at sea is usually half seasick. 

Lambert don't say much but he's begun to do some thinking. Some of us has been thinking, too, and there's going to be developments next day at chuck-time. Lambert is going to sneak behind a ventilator and take a look for himself and see what it is that always gets ahold of his cattle and never Blinkstave's. 

Sure enough! There's roars the next time we're in the fo'c's'le, and out we swarms to see Lambert got Blinkstave by the jowls, got him caught dead in the act, and taking it out of his hide for him, lamming him in the lug, and Blinkstave not much more than only pushing out his hands a little, like as if he's overcame by being caught guilty. 

Blinkstave's down and out, and it's what was found under his coat that drove him from the business back to the farm somewheres. Lambert drags it out and give it to the ship's carpenter to hold as evidence. And to carry it past the cattle, the carpenter he wraps it up good and tight in paper. For a red shirt ain't no article wanted on no cattleship. 





How Uncle Sam Lost Sixty-four Dollars 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


Simon Bobbles had ways of his own, so you must not be astonished at anything done by him. 

Said Simon: "Ain't I the strange feller, though! I'm that set on travelling! I'd like to be in Denver, just to say I was there. I'd like to go out to see Budd Lobe in San Francisco. I ain't got any use for Budd and he ain't got any for me, but I'd like to go out just to say I was there. I'd like to go to Washington. Don't care about the Capitol and wouldn't be bothered with the Monument; don't care about generals and senators, but just want to say I was there." 

Simon made a discovery. Said he: "It costs money to travel!" 

Simon was given to wisdom. Said he: "There's always ways of doin' things." And this was his way: 

The postman hastened from corner to corner, collecting mail. And there on a letter-box sat Simon Bobbles, perched comfortably, swinging his legs. 

"Hey, young fellow," said the indignant postman, "you mustn't do your lounging there! The government ain't in the furniture business. Do you hear?"---for Simon said nothing, but swung his legs indolently,---"You mustn't loaf there, so take a jump for yourself." 

"But I can't," answered Simon. "I can't move, and by rights I can't talk, either. I'm mail. I'm mail. See?" 

Mr. Budd Lobe, 

234 Pearl Street, 

San Francisco, Cal. 

Upon his forehead was a postage stamp. Upon his coat was marked in huge letters the above address. 

"Don't talk nonsense," said the impatient postman. "And you'd better not interfere with the post-office, either." He called to a policeman. 

Now, Officer O'Glory was a new policeman, and, as he had been in trouble several times because of arrests made too promptly, he was a careful officer. Not grasping the facts of the case, he approached, glancing at a little book of rules. 

"I'm mail," said the unruffled Simon. "He can take me or leave me. I'm addressed and stamped and I don't care what he does about it." 

"Stamped!" cried the wrathful postman. "Why, he weighs at least two hundred pounds. And for that he's got one miserable two-cent stamp on him. Officer, are you going to take this fellow?" 

Officer O'Glory fluttered the pages of his book of rules. Unfortunately, the compiler had neglected to foresee such a situation. 

"When in doubt, use your own judgment." That was the only suggestion of application. 

No; there was another: 

"Never permit yourself to be thought at a loss." 

"I can't touch him, if he's mail," declared Officer O'Glory. "You don't get me before the Commissioner for picking parcels off the tops of letter-boxes." 

"But how far would a two-cent stamp carry him?" shouted the postman. 

And Simon answered: "I ain't supposed to talk, 'cause I'm mail, but you know that so long as there's one stamp on anything you've got to take it. Wasn't there any on me, I wouldn't go; but so long as there's two cents paid, you've got to take me for the rest to be paid at my destination." 

"Well, I'll be registered!" cried the postman. "But Mr. Budd Lobe will be glad to see you! How are you mailing? You're first-class postage, I suppose?" 

"I'm always first-class goods," answered Simon. 

The postman calculated rapidly. 

"Two cents an ounce or fraction thereof. Sixteen to the pound--two hundred pounds--sixty-four dollars! But won't Mr. Budd Lobe be glad to see you! Come on, then" 

"Carry me," said Simon. "I'm sort of a ward o' the government and must travel luxoorius. I'm mail, and can't walk." 

And with many a gasp and many a groan, the postman staggered to the post-office with Simon resting comfortably on his back. 

"He's mail!" gasped the postman, falling into the office with his parcel. 

"He is!" said the postmaster. "Well, he don't go here. He's live stock, and Uncle Sam isn't carrying live stock. Turn him out." 

"That'll be all right," Simon agreed; "turn me out. I'm mail and ain't supposed to talk, but my sender'll sue you. There ain't a court in the land would uphold you. You just try to classify a human bein' as live stock and hear the kick that'll go up. There's the wimmen's clubs always something frenzied to find something to kick about. You let them hear you call them and other human bein's live stock!" 

"To--to California with him!" roared the postmaster. So there was nothing to do but to accept Simon and cancel his stamp. The indignant cancellation clerk dipped his fist into indelible ink and punched the stamp on Simon's forehead, while up and down his clothes "postage due" stamps were pasted. 

Neatly done up in a sack all to himself, Simon travelled across the continent. He saw nothing of Philadelphia and nothing of Chicago. 

"Don't want to," said Simon, "just want to say I been there. Must go to Washington, too. There's sights there. Don't want them; just want to say I been there." And, having a plentiful supply of tablets secured from a vegetarian, secluded in the mail car until the brakeman cried: "San Francisco!" and another postmark was stamped on his forehead. 

It was the early morning delivery. The postman went up a stoop, whistling and crying: "Lobe! Budd Lobe! Any one know Lobe?" 

Budd Lobe knew Lobe, and he hastened down the stairs. 

"Sixty-four dollars due!" said the postman. 

"Why, if it isn't Simon Bobbles!" cried Budd. "How are you, Simon? What on earth are you doing here? And what's that on your forehead? What kind of stamp album are you wearing?" 

Said the postman: "Sixty-four dollars, please!" 

Then Budd Lobe understood. 

"What? For Simon Bobbles? He ain't worth it. Sorry, Simon, but you know you aren't worth anything like sixty-four dollars." 

"I know it," Simon admitted, and mumbling something about being delighted to see him, Budd ran down the stoop, and rushed around the corner, flying from so much unpaid postage. 

"Well, if this isn't a sell!" exclaimed the postman. "Now what's to become of you?" 

"Kind o' like to see Washington," drawled Simon. "Anyway, I've got to say that I've been to 'Frisco." 

And with the Government at a loss of sixty-four dollars, he was forwarded to the Dead Letter Office. 

A clerk rudely tore off his coat. It was the "envelope" of the "dead letter." In a vest pocket was a card bearing the name and home address of Simon Bobbles. 

They sent him home from the Dead Letter Office. 

Says Simon: "There's always ways of doin' things. Been everywhere! Didn't see much places, but just the same can say I was there."





Had To Go Somewhere 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


The crowded back room of a junk shop, all worn-out-looking and badly patched with shadows from a long rag of flame on a tipless gas-burner--against a flickering wall, a table for two musicians, their handwritten music in note-books, leaning upon bottles of cheap, red wine--against the opposite wall, baled rags surmounted by a black bale, insecurely poised, pointing downward like the head of a big, black dog on watch; part of a broad, scarlet petticoat hanging from it like a monster-dog's tongue--junkman's family and neighbors sitting on flat, oval-shaped objects on the floor, in an irregular line from table to bales. 

"Sure," someone was saying, "we must go somewheres this night." 

"Give me your `E,'" youthful fiddler, at the table, to the stout, respectable-looking cornetist, "You're sharp!" 

More neighbors coming in; Mrs. O'Hare, a thin woman with a large spoon-shaped face and a little yellow-flowered hat, her arms around the waist of her long, lean husband, lugging and pushing him, making one think of "Hey, diddle, diddle--and the spoon ran away with the lamp-post"--slamming him against the bale-wall, where he leaned, chin on breast, eyes shut--one eye opening; then: 

"Play `The Exile From Erin!'" Mr. O'Hare opening the other eye; faintly murmuring the song, "Oh, pity the case of an exile from Erin!" standing up straight, and throwing out chest, "Bidden by tyrants for ere to depart"--roaring, "Should I ne'er more behold you, I'd ne'er more forget you"--bellowing, "Erin, dear Erin, the pride of my heart"--back to the bale-wall, chin to breast and both eyes shut. 

Mr. Trotta, the junkman, in the middle of the floor, visor of his chauffeur's cap down parallel with his pointed beard, both like the open beak of a hieroglyphic--"You? You? You?" motioning to each of his guests. Fiddler back to his table, from hat-passing, forefingering coins into two piles--stout, respectable-looking cornetist starting to speak; scratching his head; counting on fingers held under the table. Mr. Trotta, with bottles under his arm, taking money, bobbing over the counting of change, from a flannel money-bag; beard and visor seeming to peck, with the bobbing. "You?" to a night watchman, who stood with hands clasped by his neck, and red lantern a ruby locket. "Yes, I can only stay a minute, but I'll have one glass with you." 

"Who gets the odd nickel?" the cornetist. 

"I ain't kicking!" the fiddler. "There ain't nobody else kicking; then what's the matter with you?" 

"Nothing isn't the matter with me." 

"There he goes! I never seen such a fellow for arguments!" 

"Where's my glass of beer?" 

"Are you going to quit? Say, I'll pack up and go. I don't want no arguments. I can't stand no arguments--" 

Mr. O'Hare, with his chin on his breast, starting toward the side door. 

"There he goes to the saloons again!" Mrs. O'Hare. "Just let him go! Mrs. Snitzel, I'm too well-known and prominent in this neighborhood to be seen chasing any man. I'm convent-bred, ma'am, and my aunt was a famous musician--" Up and after him, dragging him to the bale-wall, slamming him against it--"'Tis a great pity you can't stay out of the saloons. I brought you in here to be out of harm's way." 

Music again, but fiddle reeling from one tune to another; cornetist lowering his cornet, looking appealingly from side to side; playing again. Mr. Trotta, scattering a bag of salt upon the floor, slippery with red wine and beer. 

"The only trouble with you," fiddler laying down his bow, "is you're kicking all the time--oh, yes, I'll play. Go on if youse wants to dance." 

Junkman's family and neighbors up from their oval, flat seats, disclosing links of horse-collars, from table to bales, and up behind, to the black bale's neck. Youths waltzing with one another--youths darting to a side door, dragging in screeching girls. The pointing junkman; "You? You? You?" The night watchman: "Yes, but after another glass I'll have to go back." Rattle of dice for bottles of wine, twenty-five cents a quart--Mrs. O'Hare coming in again with her arms around her long, lean husband, over his shoulder her large face tipped with yellow, like a giant's spoon dipped in a roc's egg--"You'll stay here this time, I bet you. I don't know what the people must think of me, Mrs. Snitzel, me with an aunt who could play the accordion--" 

A young lady, sitting on a link of the horse-collar chain, beside a young gentleman, combing his hair with her hair-comb; his arms bearishly about her; in her lap a flask of whiskey, cigarettes, and matches--"Yes, I'll recite for youse--light it for me!" putting a cigarette in the young gentleman's mouth. "When I was in the Tombs, I used to see Solinski, the murderer, every day. Once at noon, I seen six murderers playing ball." 

Young gentleman to her: "I'm just from the shop and got my jumpers under these clothes. That guy brought me. I didn't even stop to change me clothes." 

"Aw, you're alright!" holding the flask to his mouth. "Aw, take a good drink!" tilting the flask. 

Fiddler, laying down his bow again, "What's the matter with you, anyway? What's a nickel? Five cents don't buy a house, does it? I say you can't buy no house with a nickel, can you? Or a suit of clothes?" 

"Who drank my glass of beer?" respectable-looking cornetist staring stolidly about him. Waltzers standing still, in front of the horse-collars, with chins on one another's shoulders-- 

"What I like to see is fair play!" 

"That's right; but play up!" 

"I want to see everything straight!" 

"Good boy; play up!" 

"I can't stand for no arguments; I'd throw the money out of that window, first!" 

Night watchman, with his lantern raised, as if peering into an excavation, advancing--"Oh, now, before I goes out, I'd like to see the lot of yez at peace, this night of all in the year. Let youse two save up till it comes even; then divide--" Mrs. O'Hare lugging in her husband again, and slamming him-- 

Young lady from the Tombs putting the comb back in her hair, handing her hat, flask, cigarettes and matches to the young gentleman--"Now, if yez'll all be quiet, I'll recite!" Young lady reciting "The Face on the Bar-room Floor," but forgetting it; starting something about two violets and a brook--"Aw, here!" to the young gentleman, "Light this for me." 

Music again, and couples forming--fiddler laying down his fiddle, to look his contempt for the cornetist's playing; picking up the fiddle, and leaning back, closing his eyes, playing something of his own--cornetist standing up; cornet under his arm; sitting down again, to play--fiddler jumping up--"I don't want no remarks from you, so don't be passing none--see!" Tapping cornetist's shoulder--reeling among waltzers--"If I can't play without being insulted, I'll smash this fiddle! What do you think of that? I'll smash it so it can't never be put together again! What do you think of that?" staggering to his knees. 

"Twelve o'clock!" exclamation from the night watchman. "Ain't it a curse to make a body work this night? I been on duty since six." 

"Then," cried Mrs. O'Hare, "let me be the first--" but someone was pointing out to her that Mr. O'Hare had stolen away again. The fiddler had fallen at her feet, sprawling, dragging a horse-collar as if breaking a link from the chain. Stumbling over him, Mrs. O'Hare plunged like a breaking egg, yellow flowers streaming over her white face, against a wall of baled rags--the insecure top-bale quivering. Then, as if feeling its chain broken, a great black dog, with its red tongue fiercely licking, leaped to the floor, and bumping against the gas fixture, bumped the light out. In the darkness, the watchman's lantern shone like a sullen-fierce monster's eye. Scrambling, shrieking, swearing, someone shouting: 

"A Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year!" 





A Radical Corpuscle 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


A white corpuscle, of venerable and intellectual appearance, dug a claw into the lining of an artery and paused. 

Past him surged millions of his fellows, all intent upon doing what they believed they had been sent into Man to do, which was to earn a living; tired mother leucocytes, staring out upon the day's work dragging small leucocytes after them; young leucocytes, with not a care in the world and never a thought for tomorrow; serious-looking leucocytes, weighed down with responsibilities. 

Here and there were some whose individuality would attract attention--that old fellow with the prominent proboscis, forced along in the rush, as others were, but at the head of an association formed by him, so benevolent to himself that he got all the white meat, while the workers divided the pickings, of every disease germ captured. There had been battles with an invasion of diphtheria germs, skirmishes with germs of typhoid, small-pox, and scarlet fever. The leucocytes had overcome every enemy, and they were a triumphant, arrogant race. 

The venerable corpuscle might have clung where he was, all day without interfering with traffic, were it not for a peculiarity of the corpuscles. A very hungry white corpuscle, coursing ravenously, noticed the venerable old gentleman and paused. Stronger than even hunger was his feeling that he should have to learn why the old gentleman was standing on a corner, instead of pouncing, grabbing, and struggling. Small leucocytes, with messages to deliver, paused and gaped; and, because they paused and gaped, such a crowd gathered that a burly corpuscle, with a stout club, came along, and growled: 

"G'wan, now! Don't be blocking up this artery." 

But the wise old corpuscle had provided himself with a permit. 

He began: "Fellow leucocytes--" 

"Hooray!" from irresponsible, small leucocytes. 

"Fellow leucocytes, I look around and see among you some who may remember me. These may recall that a long time ago I withdrew from the activity and excitement of our affairs and may wonder where I have been. I have been secluded in the land of gray soil at the upper end of our world. In a remote convolution of this gray matter I have lived and have absorbed something of a strange spirit permeating it--the spirit of intelligence--and I have learned much from it. I feel that I have a mission among you. Let me start it abruptly with a question. Fellow leucocytes, do you know why we are placed here in this Man?" 

"To get all we can out of it!" answered a sleek, shiny corpuscle. 

The others laughed good-naturedly, agreeing that this was their sole reason for being. 

"Out of it!" cried the wise old corpuscle. "Why not out of him? Then you don't believe that the Man we inhabit is a living creature? You think that because his life is not like our life, he has no life? And you think that, when you can feel the element of him that we inhabit, pulsate?" 

"Oh, that's only the tide!" 

"You have never heard his voice?" 

"Nothing but thunder!" 

"You think he never moves?" 

"Nothing but a manquake, now and then." 

"You doubt that he is kept alive by internal heat, just as we are? For, without heat, there could be no life." 

A studious white corpuscle had become so interested that he permitted a plump pneumonia germ to pass him without pouncing upon it. He stepped forward and said, learnedly: 

"Yes, there is internal heat in the world we inhabit, but we are taught that the Man was once a ball of fire and is now gradually cooling off. It is ridiculous to say it is alive like us. Look how fine and delicate is our flesh; see the Man made of course, rough substance forming banks along every river we navigate. Think of how tremendous its heat is, when it is great enough to keep these teeming millions of us from perishing! Could any living creature produce such heat? You say we can feel it move? It must move very infrequently then, for these manquakes are far apart. And you regard as a pulsating, the coming and going of the tide? Why, our hearts beat thousands of times in the span of one ebb and flow of the tide we are familiar with!" 

Said the wise old corpuscle: "I say that not only is this Man alive, but that he, and millions like him, inhabit a world as vast to him as he is to us." 

"Oh, let the old fellow rave!" laughed good-natured leucocytes. 

But the financier-corpuscle, with the prominent proboscis, coming along with a germ under each arm, rolling half a dozen others in front of him, muttered, savagely: 

"Another of those accursed agitators!" 

"This wide Man of ours," pursued the cursed agitator, "is between five and six feet in length, according to his system of measuring. The world that he inhabits is twenty-five thousand miles in circumference. Telepathy has told me so; I have been able to interpret throbs of his intellect to mine. He calls his world Earth. I say that he is a white corpuscle to the Earth, as we are to him. He will not accept this belief. He argues as you do. Flesh that he lives upon is so gross that he calls it rock and soil; as rivers and brooks he looks upon arteries and veins. He knows of a tide and sees it pulsate. During one ebb and flow, his own heart beats thousands of times. He says the Moon causes the tide. Perhaps; then the Moon is the Earth's heart. He feels agitations similar to those we know as manquakes. They are very infrequent. He knows that there is heat in the Earth, but can not conceive that it is a source of life, because of its extreme degree. He has no sense of proportion. He can not conceive that a tremendous creature with an existence of ages must move, breathe, and throb in proportion to bulk and longevity, and be sustained by heat that would consume him." 

"Too deep for me!" cried a group of young leucocytes. "Oh, he's some kind of fake! Start in advertising something, in a minute!" Each jumped on a red corpuscle and went sliding down hill. 

But the studious white corpuscle again stepped forward. 

"Friends," he said, "let us not deride this old person. Let us, rather, point out his astonishing errors to him. Be tolerant, I say! Be tolerant, by all means, even when we are opposed. Sir, we'll admit that there are many Men instead of only this one, and that all inhabit some vast creature that they call the Earth. But what for? We are here for pleasure, profit, and to store up germs." 

"Are we? For a long time it has been my theory that we are here solely for the welfare of the Man we inhabit; that our food and our enemies are elements inimical to him; we remove them in his behalf." 

"Vile agitator!" The financier-corpuscle, coursing around again, was so agitated that he nearly dropped a germ. 

"Let him speak!" urged the studious corpuscle. "His views differ from mine, but I will be tolerant! I have arguments that will silence him soon. Now, then, my friend, if our reason for being is such as you describe, and you liken Men to us, these many men you speak of must occupy a relation to their Earth similar to ours to this Man. Do they pounce upon and destroy every organism malignant to their creature?" 

"I have no doubt of it!" cried the old corpuscle. "I believe that, existing with those that are workers, are others, similar to them but idle or weak, or, at any rate, of no value to the Earth. I do not say that these worthless ones are pounced upon and eaten, but I do believe that in some way those of no value are forced out of existence; perhaps, besides weak and idle individuals, there are whole tribes who are being exterminated, unable to survive in the struggle with the fit." 

"What industrious, unselfish beings these Men must be to do so much for their Earth!" sneered a doubter. 

"Now, let him speak!" urged the tolerant philosopher. "I have arguments that will destroy his views, in a moment. Let there be freedom of speech, by all means!" 

"Industrious and unselfish?" repeated the old corpuscle. "Are we? Industrious, yes; but unselfish, no! For our own existence we are working in this Man's behalf. We are not philanthropists. For the necessities of life we perform our appointed functions, most of us never dreaming that we are laboring in the interests of the Man we inhabit. So it is, I believe, with them! I can't imagine what their beneficent tasks are, but perhaps they till the soil, as we till the soil of this Man, keeping the Earth's system in good order, doing everything in the belief that they are working only for themselves." 

"Pursue your analogy!" cried the rival philosopher. "If we populate a living creature, then the creature inhabited by Man must itself be a corpuscle floating in the system of something inconceivably vaster. We are leucocytes to Men; Men are to the Earth; then hordes of Earths are to a Universe? You speak of many Men. Are there hordes of Earths?" 

"You have expressed a thought of my own! I believe that there are other creatures like the Earth. Perhaps they are faintly visible to the Earth. Perhaps they revolve and have orbits and course through a system just as we do." 

"There," cried the old corpuscle's opponent. "I've got you! Be tolerant to him, my friends; I'll silence him in a moment. My friend, then these vast revolving creatures like the Earth are remote from one another? They float in nothingness, then? But you have called them corpuscles, or tiny parts of a whole. How can they be parts of a solid, when they are widely separated bodies floating in nothingness?" 

"Take an object of any kind," was the answer. "Of what is it composed? You call it a solid, but I have lingered long enough in this Man's brain to catch glimmers of what he calls the atomic theory. This doctrine is, that all matter is composed of ultra-microscopic particles known as molecules. These molecules are not stationary; they revolve; they have orbits; in everything you think solid and dead, tiny specks of itself are floating and are never still. A myriad worlds like the Earth, are only molecules floating in ether, forming a solid, just as the molecules of any substance you are familiar with forma solid. Only comparatively are they far apart, as to a creature microscopic enough, the molecules of a bit of bone would seem far apart and not forming a solid, at all. To the molecules nearest to him he would give names, such as Neptune or Mars; like Men, he would call them planets; remoter molecules would be stars." 

"Wretched nonsense!" cried the other philosopher-corpuscle. For he had no argument left. "Subversive of all modern thought! You ought to be locked up for promulgating your wild views! I'll be the first to hang you, if someone will bring a rope! You have it that all existence is a solid, then? That a myriad worlds like your fancied Earth are molecules to an ultimate creature? But there can, then, be no ultimate creature; he, in turn is but a microscopic part of-- Beware of him and don't listen to him, my friends!" 

Suddenly a number of rough-looking corpuscles began to circulate through the crowd, paid in typhoid germs by the wrathful financier-corpuscle, who, standing farther down the artery, could not control his excitement, as he cried: 

"Vile agitator! Already there is too much murmuring against my invested rights!" 

"You tell us," shouted a rough-looking corpuscle, "that we, the conquering inhabitants of this Man, fresh from a war in which we were gloriously victorious, are placed in this Man only for his welfare?" 

The crowd muttered indignantly. 

"Fellow leucocytes," said the old philosopher, earnestly, "I do tell you that! Through our own selfish motives we do our best to benefit him, but each one of us for himself only, haphazard and without system. Then never mind what Man's relation to his Earth may be, and never mind what his Earth's relation to its Universe may be; let us think only of our relation to this Man. Let us have done with our grabbing and monopolizing, and study and find out just what is best for us to do in our appointed task of taking care of this Man. With that view, let us all work together and overcome that egotism that makes the thought of our own true humble sphere so repellant--" 

But, excited by the defeated philosopher-corpuscle and the emissaries of the financier-corpuscle, the crowd had become a mob. Angrily it shouted: 

"And he says that we, with our great warriors and leaders, our marvellous enterprises, our wondrous inventions, are only insignificant scavengers of this Man we inhabit? Down with him! Or, if we're too civilized to tear him apart, put him away where he belongs!" 

And the fate of the wise old corpuscle would have been a fate common enough in the tragedies of philosophy, were it not that a few disciples hurried him away, seeking refuge in a tiny vein far from battle, struggle, and selfishness. 

"He says we were made for the Man!" jeered the few leucocytes who gave the distasteful doctrine another thought. "But we know, and have every reason to know, that this Man was made for us!" 





Mickey and the "Collegemen" 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


Maybe it was snobbishness in me, but in my early life there was things that sort of grated on me, and I had a longing for more refined ways of living. The first things in the morning, I'd be told: 

"Mickey, take this dime and the flask down to the grocery-store and get me ten cents' worth of the drop. Don't go to the corner, Mickey! I don't want my little boy to go to the saloon. They charges twice as much there. Go get your mother a nice half-pint." 

I know it was snobbishness in me, but that talk didn't seem to have no culture in it; and all the rest of the day there wasn't much culture in our home, as the flask was running every hour, and the old man's best pants going into hock when the money was gone; and then pints of beer all night till the scrapping begun. Snobbishness is a bad fault, I give in, but it did seem to me there wasn't much refinement in our lives when the old man trun the lamp and got a pint swashed back in his face for his frivolity; and then rasseling down the stairs to the courtyard; and pretty soon the sound of the gong, as the patrol-wagon backs up for the lot of us. 

They was my parents, but there seemed something lacking in their cultivation; and I was so snobbish I cleared out and went boarding. Right from then there was a desire I had; it was to know and be friends with them that's refined and talks without cussing, and don't do their scrapping out on the fire-escape. 

So I get histories and study history hard, so I'll know how to talk, if I ever do get acquainted with the refined folks I so much want to know. But how am I to form them acquaintances? I plan it all out and see how it can be gone about. 

There's a swell class of lads goes to Darcey's pool parlors, which ain't no two-cents-and-a-half-a-cue joint at all. There's three lads there; and one of them, named Delancey Bushwhacker, is preparing to go to college in the fall. That makes a most tremendous hit with me! If I could only get acquainted with them lads; and one of them so cultivated he's going to college in the fall! Then what astonishing wisdom must be his! I study harder than ever and cultivates them lads, just longing something fierce to be refined like them. Spots them ten every time they'll play a game with me and blows in all my wages, though it's a good trade I have. Say, just think of it! Me, which was little Mickey of the tenements, actually at last playing pool with a lad that's going to college in the fall. 

My chance comes. Delancey says for me to drop around and see him next night. And I do and go up to his room, where he is with Max Lanthorne and Harry Andrews, them other two. 

"Make yourself comfortable, sport, before I tell you what the idea is. Glad to see you on time!" says Delancey. 

"The pleasure is all mine!" I say, showing my manners. "That's a picture of the Battle of Gettysburg, ain't it? General Meade done grand and Pickett's charge was in it." 

And I'm just yearning for to hear him say something with Latin in it, and talk learned, so I can't understand but will respect very much. And I'm gaping at the remarkable ornaments of his room, because it's good manners to show interest in other folks' belongings. 

Delancey says: "Yes, I'm preparing for college, you see." 

I'm all over with awe, I am! How hard he must study, and how fortunate he is! But he points to a rack of old pipes; and what that has to do with preparing for college is more than I can see. 

"And there!" he says. On the walls is the one picture I mentioned; but all over is signs of boarding-houses and saloons and candy-stores. 

"I guess I don't know much about preparing for college," I says. "The Spanish Armada came over in 1588. But what has signs to do with it?" I ask. And if he'd only say something with Greek in it! Me from the tenements and longing for cultivation are like a boiler-maker wishing for soft music to play to him once in awhile. 

"Oh, every student steals signs," says Delancey. "There's no use going to college if you ain't a good sign-stealer; and I must say I'm pretty proficient, I am. Me and the gang pinched every one of these; and I think I'm proficient to make a name for myself in any college." 

"Oh, yes," says Max, "sign-stealing comes first in the kooriculum." 

"Look at that beer kag!" they cry. "Ain't that something of an achievement? And we swiped it ourselves from a saloon! There's Jimmie Harris down the street. He's going to college, too. But all he's done was to swipe a platter off a free-lunch counter, sandwiches and all. He'll never mattriklelate for no seat of learning on just for doing that." 

"But the cigar sign!" some one says. "Jimmie's got us all beat holler with his cigar sign. While he's got that great and glorious achievement to boast of, we dassen't hold up our heads in his presents." 

Delancey says to me: "How'd you like to be one of us in a little enterprise? You think you could?" 

"De Sota discovered the Mississippi!" I says. The others begin to laugh and wink, but Delancey says: 

"All you got to do is to prove your worthiness," he says; "and we'll be glad to welcome you--for the evening." 

"Try me!" I say. 

I'm excited! And now we'll see whether all me studying has fitted me for refined society. Maybe they'll put me through an examination to see am I cultivated enough for to associate with them. 

"General Jackson won the battle of New Orleans!" I cry. "There was seven hills of Rome. George Washington crossed the Delaware!" 

"That may be so," says Delancey, not joining the laughing of the others, "but never mind that just now. You see us in great distress. There's only three of us, and we need a recruit who's strong and ready. You've heard mention of one Jimmie Harris? Well, even if he is our rival, I must say he just done a remarkable achievement. He stole the Indian cigar sign from in front of Schwartz's; and, though we can't hope to beat that exploit, we may equal it." 

"Oh, yes! We can steal another!" says I, confused and not knowing much what I am saying, but all dazed with disappointment, as down our way there was as much cultivation as this, and more, us not stealing a poor man's goods but only from ginneys. 

"Good!" says Delancey. "That's the spirit that would make a successful college career for you. Well, down the street is another cigar-store; and it has a sign just as good. The proprietor got tired of Indians; and he's got a fine wooden cop in front of his store. We can win that; and Jimmie will be beat, so he'll reform or have to go down and steal the Statue of Liberty." 

I just stand and look foolish and wonder what it was I expected, after all; and these lads that was brought up proper is so childish; and wouldn't be so silly had they to work hard to live; and for a little more you'd have me suspect going to college wasn't cultivation. 

"Here's a stout rope with loops on it," says Delancey. "A spry lad like you can easily climb down it, when we get to the end of the roof of this row of houses. Then you're on the cigar-store roof. The rope has a noose. Sling it over the sign, and the four of us pulls with all our might." 

And I do like they say, because I'm in their room and don't know how to refuse, but just feeling disgust for the foolishness of them. 

We goes over the row of roofs, and I'm the one that climbs down to the cigar-store roof. It's dark and getting late, and there don't seem to be no difficulty. I looks over the edge and see the sign and with one throw lands the noose around the middle of it. Me on one roof and the others twenty feet above pulls for all we're worth. And all the time we had the idea it could be did nice and quiet and no excitement. Say, the whole front of the store is busted in as we tug and drag. A window frame goes smash. There's the most fearful hollering and most frightful roars. The roof-gutter breaks off, but our souls is in the dragging on that rope; and a blue mass comes bobbing up over. 

I don't know yet how I got down, except that I lept out blind into a back yard. And just what was the reflections and sentiments of that fine two-hundred-and fifty pound cop when all of a suddent he felt himself swinging skyward is something I'm not investigating. 

I gave it up then. I do long for cultivation; but for preparing for college, I ain't got the true spirit and ain't quite silly enough. 





Jed's Big Scheme 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


Jed Doublebee had a bad reputation; he had little else. There was the farm, to be sure; but as the plow was idle and the hoe unused, the farm might as well not have been. 

"What's the use?" said Jed. "It's only a bare living any way, and I seem to live without bothering much. I'll be no slave; I'll get a great idea some day." 

Some day he'd have a great idea, and the present was not worth considering while this great idea was in the future. 

And borrowing. 

"Let me have a dollar or so; I've got something in my mind that will pan out pretty soon." Or-- 

"You might let me have a little change for a couple of days; I'm working up something big; there's a fortune in it." 

Nothing ever "panned out," and the dreamed-of fortune remained as remote as ever. 

So, rather astonishing was it when Jed was seen no more in the chair that he considered his own, dilating upon his latest visions; noteworthy was it when he was seen no more standing on the corner, hands in pockets, old slouch hat over his eyes. All year Jed kept to himself in the farm-house, as if turned hermit. 

But no hermit was Jed Doublebee; he reappeared, and from rather astonishing, he became amazing. Walking into the store in which he was so well known, he ordered five cents worth of crackers and paid for them with a five-hundred-dollar bill, which Wilkins could not change. 

"Well, here's the smallest I have," said Jed. A hundred-dollar bill. 

"He's counterfeiting," was whispered around. 

But Old Isaacs changed the five-hundred-dollar bill without questioning, and that was criterion enough for any one. 

So it was not counterfeiting; but there was something else. 

In the first place, bull dogs, fierce, blooded animals, were brought to guard every pathway to the farm-house; still more suggestive of secrets was a new, high fence, built so that it could not be scaled without a ladder, and with no cracks to peer through. 

Other things were whispered about. 

Dr. Hall thought the farm-house perhaps the workshop of vivisectionists. Others conceived that the place was the resort of creatures insane with love of torture. 

For strange sounds had been heard--the sounds of animals in pain, and all that heard agreed that these sounds were the grunting and squealing of pigs. 

One evening the village was horrified. An uncanny creature had run through the streets, terrifying women and children, making men rub their eyes to assure themselves that they had seen aright. It was a pig, but over its head was a hideous black mask. And there was Jed Doublebee in pursuit. 

Catching the creature, Jed returned to the farm-house before any one could be certain of what it was he had seen. 

There had been whispering before; after this there was excitement. What was going on behind this high fence? What were the sounds heard by passersby? What was this thing with the body of a pig and its head masked? 

Jed strolled into town the next day and quieted a good deal of speculation by laughing at what he called wild stories, declaring that only an ordinary black-and-white pig had run away. 

But something else was seen. So sensational and amazing was it, as told, that it aroused the whole village. 

Three persons, passing the Doublebee homestead at about the same time, declared that they had seen, pursued by bull dogs, a pig with a human face. 

But who could believe such a story as that? Still, suspicions and curiosity were so great that a delegation called upon Jed Doublebee. 

"Mr. Doublebee, of course it's preposterous and all that, nothing but the talk of silly old women, but if everything is all right, you won't object to showing us around, will you?" 

Certainly not. Jed went through the best room and the spare room with his callers, the delegation apologetically looking under the chairs, sheepishly suggesting a peep into the cellar, laughing awkwardly as it peered into the henhouse, trying to have the affair appear as nothing whatever but a great big joke after all. 

The delegation went away. It had forgotten to look in the pig-yard. 

"Oh well," said the delegation, "it's only talk any way; Mr. Doublebee is a respectable citizen and has improved his property remarkably." 

Then there could be no mistake this time. A hundred persons saw another frightful creature that had escaped from the suspected farm-house. Running in mad terror toward the village, Jed and his bull-dogs caught it and dragged it back. But the face had been seen--a puckered, leering human visage. 

There was still a crowd around the high fence. Silly old women and important citizens, all clamoring for Jed to open the gate, then discovering that Jed and his bull-dogs had disappeared and that the gate was open. Rushing to the pig-yard, they tore off padlocks, throwing open the door. 

There were a dozen pigs with iron masks on their heads. And when these masks were unscrewed, what so many persons had seen in the road was now seen in the yard. 

Placed upon the animals when young, the masks had caused the heads to conform with every detail of the iron envelopes, turning sloping cheeks into rounded ones, shortening snouts, building high foreheads, causing everything but the light of a human face, just as by means of unyielding surroundings one may make a growing gourd take any desired formation. 

And in the house, the correspondence of a thriving business was found; many dime museums had bought and were exhibiting "The Pig With the Human Face." 

Jed came back and was heavily fined. You may see him to-day, looking at the sky or stars, never at plow or hoe; he's trying to think up another "big scheme." 





Ignatius Cassidy in a Greenhouse 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


Ignatius Cassidy with great interest examined the smoked-beef plant. Though with scrambled eggs it probably would not have been a success, its red leaves had the iridescent gleam that you have noticed on a shaving of smoked beef, and it looked very much like a box of the packing-house product tousled apart. Near by, the antlers of a moose were growing from a moose's nose, only the antlers were thin, green leaves, and the brownish nose was the covering of roots. And there grew the kind of lanky pitcher that you have seen in hall bedrooms, only it was smaller and green. It was the pitcher plant. 

"Well, if this ain't worth seeing!" said Ignatius, and he went to another of the greenhouses in the park. He looked at a tall stalk neatly covered as if with a coating of cherry stain, shooting out leaves ten feet long. On a little tag he read "banana palm." 

In a downtown commission house Ignatius had handled thousands of bunches of bananas, and bananas as articles of commerce were no more interesting to him than were potatoes or onions. But here was what bananas came from! Ignatius was enchanted. He was so strongly attracted that, knowing a man who would "speak" for him, he was now wearing the gray uniform of an attendant in the palm house. 

Said the head gardener, or arboriculturist, or horticulturist, for words thrive and grow fat in a greenhouse: "There ain't much for you to do here, Cassidy; just learn about the plants so's to answer questions and observe rule 5, which bars out children not with parents or guardians." 

Something most fascinating occurred. A fat, red blossom broke out on a banana palm. A leaf curled up and disclosed under it a ragged, yellow fringe. Each thread in the fringe would develop into a banana, of course, if it should survive the struggling that goes on in this world whether on Broadway or on the stalk of a growing fruit tree. Another leaf curled up when the first leaf dropped off, and there were more fuzzy, little yellow bananas that turned green and some day would ripen into yellow again, struggling in a spiral up the stalk, crowding and pushing off the weaker ones, until into a compact bunch they settled. 

Temptation was working upon Ignatius. Ten feet over his head the bunch was ripening. He wanted to know what the bananas felt like. He wanted to snip off just one, which never would be missed, and keep it as a curiosity; he very much wanted to know what one tasted like and whether it was so very much better than the finer, and bigger but commonplace kind that sell three for five cents. 

This temptation grew and ripened until one day after four o'clock, when the plants went off duty and the doors were closed, Ignatius ran from the greenhouse and crept back with a long ladder. And up to the living, growing bunch he climbed to find out what it felt like and what it looked like when seen close by. But in his fear of the head gardener, who was not far away, he was careless. The ladder slipped, and down from a South American palm Ignatius fell into something from Madagascar. Broken off close, the bunch went with him, Ignatius on his back, protecting the bananas rolling into a product of southern China. He then scrambled through Java and Arabia, and at any moment the head gardener might come in from New York. 

But in a leap and a swish and a dart Ignatius had seized a long, curved needle and a bit of stout twine, and again he was up the ladder, tying the bunch back in place, sewing, rivetting, and then concealing the marks he made. Even Nature could not have hung that bunch of bananas more securely, there was a slight jauntiness to it that was even an improvement upon Nature, and it seemed unlikely that the head gardener could be observing enough to notice a barely noticeable difference. 

"And," said Ignatius, "'tis my hope the bunch will graft on." I've heard of such things. No one will ever know then." 

The next morning the bunch of bananas still hung securely and jauntily, and showed not a sign of wilting. 

"It will surely graft," said well-pleased Ignatius. 

"Be the powers!" he heard the head gardener shout, "who's been up that tree? 'Tis you, Ignatius Cassidy, and for two cocoanuts I'd stuff that bunch down your wicked throat!" 

"I didn't do it!" stammered Ignatius. "I mean it was an accident. I mean to say I wasn't there!" 

"You did it, and no one else!" shouted the angry gardener. "I know someone was there, and couldn't know it better did I climb up and see, or if I caught him in the act. Here's the work of all winter gone for naught, and you'd best give in, for was it an accident I'm not the one to hold an accident against no man." 

So reasonable was this that Ignatius confessed, stammering that his curiosity had overcome him. And for his curiosity he was punished with extra work for a week or so, and was given not one of the bananas, which would not graft on as he had hoped they would. 

Ignatius tramped through the hothouse jungle shaking his switch at children, trying to enjoy the brook with a delicate tracery of fern-like leaves running along the banks, just like frosting on a window pane, only that it was green; but nothing could he enjoy while curiosity was working upon him. He tried to divert himself with scorn, because flower pots showed in the jungle; whoever heard of flower pots in a jungle? But only curiosity could he feel, and even the conch shells could not divert him. Most discordant he thought these conch shells in the brook were, for who ever heard of sea shells in Central Africa? Ignatius could centre his mind only upon one question: 

How had the head gardener known what had occurred to the bananas? If he had been asked real questions by sightseers he would have had something else to think of. But whoever ask questions for information in a greenhouse? Someone would say "Is this not the cocoa palm?" Of course it was, and the questioner, leaving no time for an answer, would go on to tell all he knew about the cocoa palm and every other palm that one could think of. Or someone would say "Is this not the coffee bush?" Of course it was. And the questioner would tell the story of the discovery of coffee, the injurious qualities of coffee, and methods of preparing it in many lands. 

"But how did he know?" thought preoccupied Ignatius. It seemed best to ask, or there could be no happiness. 

"How did I know?" said the head gardener. "Foolish man! How many bunches of bananas have you handled in the commission business?" 

"Why, thousands." 

"And hung them up how?" 

"By the stalks, and the bananas hanging down." 

"Of course you did, as anyone would; but you looked at that bunch every day for months, and never got an impression of its way of growing." 

"Oh!" said Ignatius, who did have an impression, but had to have it pointed out to him. 

For bananas grow on a tree point upward, and, unlike bunches of anything else, grow with their stalks hanging below, looking as grapes would look if hung from the apex grape of a bunch, with the stem dangling. 





A Floral Hold-Up 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


Erastus Stickpin was not a mere florist. He was a clerk in McGallum's. 

McGallum might have been a florist, but Erastus Stickpin, his clerk, was a "floral artist." Thus he described himself. 

McGallum wore beautiful white waistcoats; but McGallum was very coarse. 

Erastus was making a bouquet of roses. Daintily, with thumb and forefinger upon its stem, he drew a rose into place and held out a bouquet to survey the effect; he splashed in a spray of fern. 

"Cut that out!" shouted McGallum. "Get busy there, youse! Get busy with them plants!" 

He drove the brass-buttoned boy from the door, called to the porter, commanded the cashier to hop from her perch. 

Everybody seized a plant and ran with it out to the yard. Everybody back again; then out to the yard with another plant. For it had started to rain, and McGallum believed in vivifying properties in rain. 

And the artistic soul of Erastus Stickpin rebelled, as he had to run, at top speed, with rubber plants in his arms. Then he made up violets, tying ribbons into festooning bows, clipping off the ends of ribbons, most ostentatiously holding out bunches to survey. 

"Never mind all that!" snarled McGallum. "Bring back them plants; it ain't raining now." 

From violets, Erastus went back to rubber plants, and back came rebellion to his soul. But he was learning that soulfulness is not a quality held very high in the regard of business men; he was learning that the way to advance oneself is to increase one's value to one's employer. 

So, when Erastus wired autumn leaves upon toothpicks and patted and pecked and picked at them until satisfied with the effect and was then snarled at for wasting his time--why, then all at once, Erastus threw soulfulness overboard and began to think and plan and scheme, for he was sure he was born to be no mere clerk. 

One afternoon McGallum was out. There were seven orders for "birds' nests." Bird-nest baskets of flowers, you know. 

And Erastus was paying no attention to the flowers heaped for him by the porter upon his marble slab. He was spending an hour at the telephone instead. 

He was telephoning to other florists. Had they in stock this afternoon, rhododendron? Yes? Had they japonica, dahlia, hydrangea? Some had; one could not supply japonica; another could, but had no hydrangea. 

Erastus continued to telephone until he learned that no another florist had goldenrod in stock. And McGallum had. 

"Say," shouted McGallum, "is this what you been doing while I was out? And seven orders waiting for you?" 

"Mr. McGallum," replied Erastus, with dignity, "I may have neglected my appointed tasks, but the diversion was in your interest, I assure you." 

"You do? Oh, you do, hey?" with such scorn that roses and violets should have withered right then and there. "I'd like to know what you could do for me! You!" 

Still bearing himself with admirable dignity, Erastus answered: 

"I can sell for you all the goldenrod you have in stock." 

"You can? Who ever heard of any demand for goldenrod, which I only got left over from that up-state society and its banquet?" 

"He can sell goldenrod for me!" jeered McGallum, who was not above turning his cashier and his porter and his boy at the door into his audience when he had anybody to ridicule. 

And the audience laughed heartily at the thought of a demand for such a plebeian weed as goldenrod in New York. 

The next day Erastus cut off stems with his long-handled shears and tied up lilies-of-the-valley, not so much with his former artistic feeling as with an expectant air. At noon, the cashier asked, brightly: 

"Sold much of that goldenrod yet, 'Raptus?" The porter thought it humorous to grumble: "I suppose we'll be kept here all night filling orders for goldenrod!" 

The boy at the door was pleased to giggle: "Gee, ain't that goldenrod selling something fierce!" But Erastus maintained his expectant air. Toward evening a youth sauntered breezily into the store. 

"Hello!" he said impartially to everybody. "Got a nice place here, ain't you? Mosaic floor and everything, hey? Nice day, ain't it? I don't suppose you got what I want, but if you have, trot it out." 

"We have 'most everything." said McGallum stiffly. 

"Well, then, trot out some goldenrod!" 

"Goldenrod!" McGallum was angry. 

For a prophet is always without honor in his own land, and it is not pleasant to ridicule a prediction of one's clerk and then see the prediction verified. 

"Oh, yes, we have goldenrod--" 

"Trot her out, then! What! Some one else wants some, too?" For a dandified old person had just entered the store and had exclaimed: "Ah, got goldenrod? I've been looking all over town for some!" 

As McGallum sold tufts of goldenrod to both customers he was struck with the suspicious and unfriendly way in which they eyed each other. And at each other they glanced suspiciously as they went. 

"Oh, well," snapped McGallum, "that's only one of them coincidences you read of! It wouldn't happen again in a--" 

"Have you goldenrod here?" asked a man of military appearance, for whom the boy had just opened the door. 

"One of them coincidences!" repeated McGallum angrily, having sold a third plume of the despised weed. 

He turned to a meek little man, timidly waiting until his irritation should pass away. 

"I don't suppose you have what I want," said the meek little man, "so I'm sorry to bother you. If you can let me have some goldenrod, just one little sprig would do." 

"Look here, Erastus," cried McGallum, when he had sold the last of the goldenrod. "I ain't saying this ain't nothing but a coincidence, but--say, there's something uncanny about you! How'd you know about this?" 

But Erastus was at the telephone and pretended not to hear. 

Some one else came into the store. 

"Have you any goldenrod?" 

But the goldenrod was all gone. 

"Oh!" said Erastus, looking up from the telephone. "You were speaking to me, Mr. McGallum? Pardon me, but I have been finding out about canterbury-bells. You have some; I find yours is the only supply in town." 

"What about it?" demanded McGallum. 

"Oh, nothing, except that there will be a run on it tomorrow. You had better shoot up the price; you could have got ten times the price you did for goldenrod." 

"Canterbury-bells! Who'd want canterbury-bells?" cried McGallum, his porter, his cashier, and his boy at the door. 

But Erastus only smiled wisely and went home that night without clearing away the petals and stems and leaves with which he had littered his marble slab. McGallum frowned at this neglect but motioned to the porter to sweep the rubbish away. 

And every one wore an expectant air next day; an expectant air, a derisive air, then the expectant air again. And McGallum was nervous; he was irritable; he snapped and growled at the porter, at the boy, and at the cashier; but with Erastus his manner was queerly and reluctantly respectful. 

It was toward evening. McGallum was at his worst, shouting at the porter for leaving the greenhouse door open. 

The cashier was saying scornfully to the boy: "Well, I don't see any particular rush for that canterbury-bells!" 

It was then that a foreign person of most engaging figure and most wondrous mustache came into the store. He asked: 

"Have you ze canterbury-bells?" 

"We have!" answered half-prepared and half-astonished McGallum. 

"Ah, ver' good! I have search far and wide." 

And, with a troubled look, McGallum was saying to his cashier, "Do you think there's anything in witchcraft or not?" when an elderly person came in and interrupted with: 

"I'd like to see some canterbury-bells." 

Said a third customer: "I'll pay you what you like for it. I never heard tell of it before, but if there is such a flower as I want, let me have it, and I don't care what it costs--" 

Said half-superstitious McGallum. 

"I suppose you want--" 

"I want canterbury-bells." 

A few minutes later, a tired-looking man, with an appearance of exhaustion, opened the door and, without entering, called out: "No use asking, I suppose! Been all over for it. You haven't it, have you? I'm looking for some--" 

"Canterbury-bells?" 

"Exactly!" cried the man, running into the store. "How'd you know? You have some?" 

"Yes; we have almost anything you could name, in stock. But say; what's all this sudden demand about? May I ask all youse people want of such a flower, so little called for?" 

"What?" asked the man, with a look of chagrin. "Have there been other orders? The deuce! Oh, I just want--I'm getting it for a friend of mine." 

And when McGallum said to another customer: "May I ask what you want of canterbury-bells?" This customer flushed and stammered and answered that he did not know, which was a most unsatisfactory answer. 

"Erastus--," said McGallum desperately. 

But Erastus was at the telephone. When he was quite ready to speak to his employer, he turned and said: "Well, Mr. McGallum, I've learned that we are the only dealers in town with any Solomon's-seal." 

"Look here, young man, what is the meaning of all this?" McGallum demanded. 

Erastus answered carelessly: "Oh, I couldn't tell that, you know. Now, if we were partners it would, of course, be different. I'd have to tell my partner everything, of course." 

"Partners?" shouted McGallum. "I'd see you--" But he had to calm himself to ask the pleasure of another customer who had just come in. 

Said the customer: "Have you any canterbury-bells?" 

As Erastus was going home that evening, leaving the store early, not asking permission and having ordered the porter to make up a rush order for a bouquet, McGallum called him aside and said: 

"I can't understand you, Erastus, to save me; I couldn't think of taking you into partnership, even if you are becoming pretty valuable to me; a young fellow must work his way up first; but just tell me the meaning of all this; and I don't mind doubling your wages, because, I must admit, you're worth it to me." 

"I'm sorry," answered Erastus, thoughtfully; "but I've made it a rule to confide in my partner only. I might mention that I have hopes of sufficient backing to start up a store of my own, up on the next block, pretty soon." 

"Oh, here, Erastus, don't go for to do that! You and me always got along so well, you know. Now, twenty dollars a week ain't to be despised by a young fellow like you, and I took a liking to you the first time you ever come in here. Now, like a nice lad, what is the meaning of all this?" 

"I think," said Erastus absently, "that the gent's furnisher is going to move on the first; I might open up there." 

"I don't care!" shouted McGallum, "I ain't going for to have partners forced on to me like this!" 

Erastus went home calmly, remarking first: "Well, be ready for a nice little rush on Solomon's-seal." 

The next morning the boy at the door greeted him with: 

"Good morning, Mr. Stickpin!" 

"Good morning, Mr.Stickpin!" greeted porter and cashier. 

Erastus made up a few bouquets; the rest of the day he spent sitting in McGallum's own green wickerwork chair. And he wore a white waistcoat, too! 

Then old men came into the store; young men; distinguished-looking persons; shabby-looking persons. All asked: "Have you any Solomon's-seal?" 

"I gotter give in!" groaned McGallum, when the last spring of Solomon's-seal had been sold. "Erastus, you're driving a hard bargain, but I gotter do like you ask. Now, tell me the meaning of this!" 

"Certainly!" agreed calm and pleasant Erastus. "But let us call in a notary public first. From my partner I have nothing to conceal." 

There were groans, but the notary was called in. More groans, but articles of partnership were drawn up and signed. 

"Why, I'll tell you, partner," said Erastus, when the firm of Stickpin & McGallum was in its private office, "you're a good business man, but you have one fault; you don't read the newspapers enough. By the way, we may expect a rush for zinnia tomorrow. We'll push the price away up. Here's the advertisement I'm going to insert in the morning newspapers." 

McGallum took the scrap of paper and read: 

At 8 P.M., corner Fifth Avenue and Thirtieth Street; wealthy young widow, considered beautiful, would like to make acquaintance of gentleman matrimonially inclined; age and means no consideration; will recognize by bunch of zinnia in right hand. 

Said McGallum: "------ ------ ------!" 





The Giant, the Insect, and the Philanthropic-looking Old Gentleman 


by Charles Hoy Fort 


I have forty-eight thousand notes. I've been through everything: chemistry, meteorology, sociology, electricity, magnetism, architecture, music, psychology, astronomy, ethics--taking notes, reading books and going over indexes; hundreds of notes a day, sometimes--geology, entomology, botany, zoology, cytology, histology--over to the library in the morning; out for dinner, pencil and pad with knife and fork in front of me; back to the library; home, to take more notes until bedtime--history, philosophy, evolution, mechanics, mathematics, logic, civil engineering--sounds like a correspondence--school's circular--anthropology, physiology, ethnology, military and naval strategy, sculpture, economics--notes piling up on the mantle piece, and when about three thousand are there, I classify them. 

Why? 

But to answer that would make me reasonable. What are you doing, and why? Undoubtedly you can give a reason; perhaps you are doing whatever you're doing in order that you shall live. But why should you live? See for yourself: we can give reasons, but when it comes to reasons for reasons--stumped: that's all. 

I had a theory. Because of the theory, I took hundreds of notes a day. Well then, that's reasonable, isn't it? But was the theory itself reasonable? If it were I was of the second degree of reasonableness. That's not human; we're rational beings only in the first degree; after that comes--I don't know; spirits or something. 

So I wore out eyesight and pencils and breeches-material and got my coat all shiny at the elbows, for a theory that I had never tested, because so to do would be rationality of the second degree, which isn't human. 

The theory: 

That all things are one; that all phenomena are governed by the same laws; that whatever is true, or what we call true, of planets, plants, and magnets, is what we call true of human beings; 

That if, among such widely dissimilar phenomena as the moon, the alimentary canal of an ant eater, and glacial erosions, we can discover uniformities, there we have the associations of events commonly called laws, which may equally be in control of human affairs-- 

Oh, yes, I know all about the antiquity of this philosophy; back to Comte anyway, and leave it to someone else, who is inevitable, to bring the Greeks into it; but we'll go into my own especial interest in this matter: 

That, with uniformities discovered, we can apply them to our own affairs, controlling, preventing, predicting, utilizing, as has been the way in chemistry, for instance; or as is done in all the old, established sciences. 

So I had forty-eight thousand notes collected, and believe me or not, considerable mentality went into that accumulating; but when it came to the matter of their value or worthlessness--as I say, to see as far as that is super-mentality. 

Sometimes with half a dozen especially promising books with good indexes, I'd go to Riverside Drive, and there do my note-taking. There, except for an especially unpromising-looking infant, who twice took notes and said, "Oh, look!" and threw them up in the air, and pulled and tugged at me, and, in the most unselfish way in the world, couldn't enjoy the spectacle the wind made of them, unless I, too, enjoyed it--except for that little altruist, I was undisturbed until about a month ago. About a month ago, Mr. Albert Rapp generally and his nose particularly began to distract me. Not only his nose, he was watching the big house on the corner. Extraordinary nose; made me think of a gargoyle; long and lean and poised recklessly over a heavy underlip--like a precarious gargoyle over a window sill with a red blanket out airing on it. He was nervous, and two white teeth appeared frequently, and bit upon and drew in the lower lip--very much as if he were a dwelling of some tall, tower-like kind--a little butler wearing white gloves, inside, you know--little butler constantly fearing the hovering gargoyle, and forever drawing in the too conspicuous red blanket, with his white-gloved hands, and then putting it out for an airing again. What I mean is that Mr. Rapp was nervous and bit on his lip nervously. 

He was watching the big house on the corner. I almost gave up note-taking. Why should he sit and sit and watch the big house on the corner? And why should I wonder why he should sit and sit and watch the big house on the corner? Why should there be any whyness? Now answer that, if you can. 

It was Dr. Katz's house; the patent-medicine Dr. Katz; I used to know of him when I was a boy. That's one of the wonders of New York; seeing home and factories of persons you used to know of, away off somewhere else. Dr. Katz's house: big, residential transmutation of aches and groans; swollen with bay windows, tubercular with cornices, and jaundiced from half way up, with little yellowing bricks. 

Then, one morning, I noticed that something was exciting Mr. Rapp. In the big, painful-looking corner-house, near a window, an old man was sitting. I could see the top of his head; his elbows were on his knees; his hands were squeezing his ears. When he glanced up and looked out the window, he startled me. Or more than that, he shocked me. It was as if, with my mind upon the fresh-leaved shade trees of Riverside Drive, I should suddenly see them leafless. It was a haggard old face; wisps of long hair, and a mere remnant of a beard; a mole upon the cheek. I had a feeling of uncanniness, because every morning, at about nine o'clock, two men came from the house on the corner: one a ferocious-anaemic-looking man, that is, little, pale face, with sandy eyebrows and mustache, framed in a great, black desperate-looking, astrachan overcoat-collar; the other a very distinguished-looking old gentleman: G.A.R. hat, with which a slight limp associated romantically, wide white beard, and long white hair, with an upward curl to the ends of locks, general radiation of sturdiness, health, benignity--but upon his cheek was either a mole or a disc of black courtplaster. 

And the old man sitting near the window of the corner house was to the man who appeared on the front stoop every morning, as if the same man with the effects of twenty years of wrinkling and falling away and debilitating stamped upon him-- The sleeve of a kimona appeared over the old man's head; a plump hand shot over his head and snatched down the window-shade. 

It was then that Mr. Rapp spoke to me, the first time. "You saw that? You saw that, yourself, didn't you?" 

I said I had, and I tried to say it encouragingly; I expressed considerable encouragement, with my hands and shoulders and the way I confidingly leaned toward him. He got up and walked away. You know his kind, and how provoking they are; however, they usually tell in the end. He went away, even looked back and nodded, as if to say, "I could astonish you, if I wanted to!" Just let such persons alone; they suffer quite as much as you do; they'll have to tell, after a while. 

And he did tell, the next morning. The wind brought it about. The wind caught up some of my notes and carried them over toward Mr. Rapp's bench. You'd think that with my miserliness for notes, my gloating over my forty-eight thousand or them and ambition to have sixty-eight thousand some day, I'd have sprung after them. Oh, but how we also, at times, hate what we love most! I've often been on the verge of burning the forty-eight thousand treasures that are dearer to me than anything else in the world. I abuse them sometimes, make them up into bundles to burn or throw away, and then don't. The wind took several; I let them go; I had a repulsion for my whole quest that morning; it's one of the complexities of idolatry. 

Mr. Rapp picked them up and read them. You'd think he'd do it covertly. I'm sure I'd never have such manners as to read someone else's writing openly, without fear and without reproachment; but he did. He came over to my bench, holding the notes out to me--not a word that he had read them inadvertently, or not realizing that they were mine; with honesty and ill-breeding he said that he had read them. 

"Counter adjustments!" said Mr. Rapp. That was the subject of the notes. "Of course there are; they're everywhere in Nature. I have gone into biology a little, myself; that for every adjustment there is some counter-adjustment." 

So we got to talking; went into matters of checks upon over-multiplication; how for every device of defense there is some weapon of attack in Nature; and on of course to my views upon a possible science of human inter-relations; that if any human situation be stated, it may be expressed in an equation; that passions, woes, romances may be formulated as truly as can chemic attractions and repulsions be stated in a formula. 

Then Mr. Rapp was very much interested; or he was desperate and in a mood to take up anything that should come along; or simply that he had to tell because there was a difference of potential between us, and a high saturation of information has to flow to a lower level of information. 

"I'll give you a problem," he said, or he equalized, if we think of the difference of potential. "I'll state all the circumstances of an adjustment that I know of; if you say that to every adjustment there is some counter-adjustment--well, what? In this case I can't conceive of what the counter-adjustment could be, because I'm blocked at every turn. 

"Very well, now. For thirty-five years there has been, in this city, a little German newspaper, of which I am now the managing editor. For about thirty-four years it was dull and modest and unprofitable; then all at once it burst into sensational journalism. But it didn't know how. To be or not to be is not the question; not to be, but to be, upon indefinite and impersonal authority is sensational journalism. There is a German equivalent for the word `alleged,' yet that word never appeared in our columns. To be sensational, we had to be indignant; there's no use trying to build up a circulation unless you have righteous wrath. So we worked up considerable righteous wrath against old Dr. Katz, who lives over on that corner. We showed him and his rascally patent medicines up for what they are; unfortunately, we were so wrathful as to show him and them up also for what they aren't. Next month the libel suit comes up, and we expect to be ruined by it. Of course we deserve to be ruined; but no one else gets what he deserves, so why should we? I have been doing what I can, taking off whatever time I can, from my duties, browsing around here, hoping to learn something about those people over on the corner, that might be of use. I have learned something; I have learned of an extraordinary adjustment that they have made; but so far as any counter-adjustment is concerned, I'm blocked. 

"I'll tell you what that adjustment is. It accounts for some observations that I know you, yourself, have made. In the last few years, it seems, old Dr. Katz has gone all to pieces; aged and withered and haggard. But it was upon his singularly benign, placid, and, of course, healthy appearance, as pictured in his advertisements, that he built up and maintained his patent medicine trade. So then to this change, an adjustment has to be made. Mr. B.F. Ellis, his son-in-law made it. That singularly benign, or philanthropic, and of course, healthy appearance was simply simulated; or a substitute was found. Ellis has substituted another singularly benign and philanthropic-looking old gentleman for his failing father-in-law; takes the healthy and pious-looking old substitute down to the factory every day; displays him before the whole world, but at the same time guards him from those who'd be likely to be inquisitive; and to complete the deception, has copied Dr. Katz's once paying appearance down to such details as a slight limp and a bit of black courtplaster, instead of a mole. 

"I see no way of using this knowledge, because Mr. Hauptmeyer has lost all his indignation, and our sensationalism is history, now. Even if we should publish this story, that would make the libel suit all the more relentless, and if we should threaten, Mr. Ellis would say, `Prove it!' and his lawyers would show that I have had delusions since birth. This is the adjustment. What is the logical counter-adjustment to that?" 

I had to say, "Come to my rooms, and we'll look the matter up." I can't think without my notes. I have lived with them and for them so long that, though I know where to find the information they have, that information is not available to me in my own mind. In my room, I stacked ten- or fifteen-thousand notes around us. Mr. Rapp looked properly impressed. Then I spread out, in boxes, ten- or fifteen-thousand more notes. That was quite enough; the quest was simple, and I knew about where to look. The idea was to identify this human situation with a similar biologic situation and then find the biologic counter-adjustment for it. We looked through notes upon "Imitation." We were referred to "Simulating," to "Assimilation," to "Protective Coloration," and finally cases, we ere right in identifying our human situation as aggressive, alluring mimicry: 

"In India there is a mantis that has taken on the appearance of a flower; by means of its form and pink color, it allures other insects upon which it subsists;" 

"According to Mr. Bates, there are certain showy, little spiders found in the tropics, which double themselves at the bases of leaf stalks, to resemble flower buds, and deceive flies, which they feed upon." 

The appearance of Dr. Katz's substitute was mimicry, aggressive, because it preyed upon certain factors of its environment; alluring of course to all who were susceptible to the attractions of a notably healthy appearance, presumably resulting from use of the Dr. Katz Remedies. 

So then what is Nature's counter-adjustment for aggressive, alluring mimicry? It's a sinister, subtle thing and must be kept in check, in some way. 

And we found the answer soon enough. By its own multiplication this phenomenon is kept in check. We found a hint of this in observations by Mr. Bates and Dr. Wallace that mimicking species are always much rarer than the mimicked. We found notes taken long ago by me, but not in the least accessible in my own mind, of Mr. Belt's observation that "each fresh, deceptive resemblance, if it becomes common (multiplied) is sure to be followed by greater keenness of discrimination in deceived species." There were similar observations by Prof. Poulton and F.E. Beddard. But the notes went on and on, confining of course not in the least to biology. I think that data upon the Cardiff Giant impressed Mr. Rapp most. The wider a seeming dissimilarity, the more startling and stimulating to the mind is it when seen to be a similarity. At first there seemed to be nothing in common between a stone image and a showy, little spider; nevertheless, simulating, or caused to simulate, a fossil, the Cardiff Giant was, in relation to the credulous, paying public, aggressive, alluring mimicry. And what proved to be its check, or counter-adjustment? Not exposure of its true nature and origin, because it was exposed and denounced over and over again; for every scientist who proved it to be a fake, there was somebody else to declare it to be Moses or Adam. Then what? 

Multiplication was the undoing of the Cardiff Giant. Reproductions of it sprang up all over the country. P.T. Barnum, when he could not buy the original image, had one made and exhibited, as the original, in New York City. It was only that that convinced the public; knowledge of how easily a replica could be made. So ended the career of the Cardiff Giant; it could not survive its own multiplicity. 

"I'm very much obliged to you," said Mr. Rapp, "but I can't stay away from the office another moment. Really you know, it may be a good thing to know that multiplicity is the counter-adjustment for aggressive, alluring mimicry." 

Really, you know, the whole difficulty lies in translating such abstractions into concrete circumstances. I pondered the matter myself for a while, but I gave that up. The notes gave a formula, but that that formula should be practicable would have such an effect of making me reasonable--I returned to my note-taking, having an especial interest at the time in archaeology and deep-sea diving. 

Several days went by--I don't remember how many--doesn't matter--but I must use up some words to signify passage of time, here--so several days went by, and I don't remember how many, and it doesn't matter. 

One morning; Riverside Drive: 

At about nine o'clock, out on the front stoop of the swollen and suffering house on the corner, came the benign-looking old gentleman: G.A.R. hat, slight limp; long curling, white hair; simulation of a mole upon his cheek. As usually, he stood for a moment, radiating brotherly love and healthfulness. With him was the anaemic-looking man in the virile-looking overcoat: little gingery mustache and eyebrows upon a pale face; framing of great, black, ominous-looking overcoat-collar--ensemble like a far-off view of three timid little foxes, circling in a sandy forest-clearing, half-attracted, half-affrighted by the mystery of dark, shaggy underbrush surrounding them. 

There was a passing baby carriage. Down the stoop went the philanthropic-looking old gentleman; he stopped to poke a forefinger under the infant's chin. This is a sure sign of benevolence-- 

Out from a doorway! He limped slightly; wore a G.A.R. hat; speck of black courtplaster upon his cheek; another benign-looking old gentleman; long hair and white beard-- 

From behind tree! Two more philanthropic-looking old gentlemen, each with a disc of courtplaster, each atmospheric of the Battle of Gettysburg and then a long life devoted to the welfare of others. 

Down the street came a fifth "philanthropist:" white beard and long white hair; G.A.R. hat; and upon his cheek a speck of black courtplaster. 

The astrachan overcoat-collar stood up on end. The ferocious vapid-looking man seized his own particular "philanthropist" by the arm--and there was Mr. Rapp speaking to him: cane under his arm, unlighted cigarette in his mouth, Mr. Rapp cleaning his fingernails with his penknife; general air of casualness about him. But the astrachan-gingery man was more emotional; he folded his mighty-seeming arms and said something that probably had considerable profanity in it; something that was quite in keeping with his ferocious collar and cuffs. 

Up from an area-way! Upon my word, another of them! Most spiritual-looking and healthiest-looking of all of them: white hair curled; black-specked; blinking up at the tall buildings, so placidly, so exotically, in our wicked city. 





END
