n LONGFELLOW DEEDS was not
~» only the most distinguished, but
the sole, literary personage in Mandrake
Falls. During the period preceding his
entry into that village his mother had
read Evangeline from cover to cover,
and had imbibed a reverence for poets
and poetry which had a decisive effect
upon the life of the new baby.

Mr. Deeds, naturally, wished his son
to grow up in the traditions of the wool,
hides, and fertilizer business; but Mrs.
Deeds so persistently labored at his
plastic vears that little Longfellow came
to abhor a sheep, and, as for hides and
fertilizer, the very contemplation of
them, much less actual contact, made
him positively ill.

Almost at once Mrs. Deeds made it

known to the neighbors that her son was
destined to write poetry. At a very
early age she equipped him with pencils
and paper, and it was her amiable and
hopeful custom to address him in rhyme,
so that his little ears might grow ac-
customed to that curious and dangerous
attribute of words which one notes in
the similarity in the sound of love and
dove.

For instance, in the morning she would
say to him:

“Darling, clean your little teeth

Up-above and underneath.”

So, at an astonishingly tender age,
having thus been subjected to tempta-
tions which no child can well withstand,
he was already acquainted with the
charming and habit-forming noise which

spring, or dear with drear. It
did not become aware of iambic
eter, or dactyls, or triolets, or
or the intricacies of mathe
fication, because Mrs. Deeds hes
happily ignorant of the existence
things. Indeed, until his career
poet came to its termination, L
low was quite hazy as to these un
ant details. Whatever his verses
in unimpeded gait they made
sentiment and apt rhyme.
Also, he grew to have a cel
prehension of poetic license
understand that everything .

mean exactly what it said. His mol

would say to him:
“Son, run down to the grocery
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pound of sugar or more.”
e of tries he came to per-
at was wanted was an
¢ pound of sugar, and the
added for the purpose
e command, of embellish-
ating it to the realm of

of affairs also modified
. Deeds, who discovered,
that rhyming is as con-
mumps. The night when
elf doing it is historic in
ily, for it marked the
tof Mr. Deeds’s erudition.
it Mr. Deeds was reading
in the Mandrake Falls
at a moment when Long-

Madame Pomponi bristled, but
before she could continue Long-
Sellow stopped her:
ought to have good manners, and
yours are awful bad"”

“ Even ladies
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fellow was expressing himself—as the
childish pastime of making yourself a
nuisance has come to be called by people
too lazy to spank. The little future poet
was uttering a series of noises in a loud
voice. He was shouting, *Mum, dum,
gum, sum, bum, lum, fum, hum,” and
so on, until Mr. Deeds quite lost track
of the doings of his neighbors and felt a
spasm coming on. He laid down his
paper quietly, arose to his full height of
five feet and four inches, and said in an
impressive and determined voice:
 Just cut up one more noisy trick
And the seat of your pants’ll get a
lick.”
Almost instantaneously realization
came; he knew what he had done!
“By darn!” he exclaimed, stunned.

ILLUSTRATED BY
GEORGE HOWE

“If you ain’t got me dom’ it, too!”

With that he walked out of the room,
seized Volume One of an encyclopedia,
thrust it under his arm, marched up-
stairs to his bedroom, and commenced
toread at A. He found, to his intelligent
interest, that this letter has stood at the
head of the alphabet during the whole
period that it can be traced historically
—and so embarked upon that career
which only terminated with his death,
twelve vears later. At which time he
had continuously and in order read
through all the volumes to that peint in
Number 21, or Sord to Text, which
treats of The Origin of the Mishnah.

He read slowly, spending his evenings
alone, and safe from the influence of
rhyming, until he knew everything from
A to Sord, and practically nothing from
Tal to the end of the alphabet.

ONGFELLOW'S education mani-
fested peculiarities. The multiplica-
tion table,for instance, presented oddities.
He could remember that six times six
are thirty-six because of its sound. But
cight times eight are sixty-four simply
refused to linger in his memory. Never-
theless, he managed to pass through the



local grammar and high schools, when,
urged by Mrs. Deeds; he took up seri-
ously the profession of a poet.

So ambitiously and diligently did he
pursue this profession that, at the age
of twenty-five (being by this time an
orphan) he wrote, if not practically all,
at least a considerable pertion of the
poetry of America. Not only wrote but
had it printed and was paid for it. This
poetry did not appear in bound volumes,
nor in literary magazines. It appeared
where it would do some good, where it
would add utility to beauty. In short,
Longfellow Deeds was the most prolific
of the poets who write the poems which
appear on fancy post cards, greeting
cards, Christimas cards, birthday cards,
and the like. And. at the moment of the
Great Change, he was in negotiation with
Universal Telegraph upon the subject of
supplying an exhaustive set of verses,
covering every human emotion and
emergency which could be wired eco-
nomically, as follows:

Miss Jane Boody,
Poots’ Corners, lowa.
Poem Number Sixty-seven.
LuTHER JENKS

Whereupon, to Miss Boody’s address
would be delivered quite lengthy and
very telling verses upon the horrors of
separation and the sweet jovs of re-
union, with incidental tributes to the
receiver’s beauties of person, heart, and
mind.

POETR‘{ was not the sole esthetic pre-
occupation of Longfellow Deeds; he
was also musical. Every so often a brass
band would be organized in Mandrake
Falls, and in these Longfellow played
the tuba. He had not chosen the tuba
deliberately; he had not carefully con-
sidered the various instruments which
may be played in a band, and then
selected that one which offered the
greatest charms. Quite the contrary:
He was a tuba player by inheritance.
His grandfather had been a master of
that instrument, and it remained in the
Deeds attic as a major asset of Grand-
father’s estate when the old gentleman
was translated to that realm where
harps are played almost exclusively,

So, from the time he was sixteen,
Longfellow had contributed to local
music the oom-pahs which are really the
keystone of the arch of any brass band.
He played his instrument seriously and
diligently, and was able to read in the
bass clef if he were given sufficient time
for private practice. He was not one of
those persons who could pick up a sheet
of music and play it right off at sight,
but rather one of those who must ex-
periment to discover which notes are
eccentrically affected by sharps or flats,

Now, while it is true that Long-
fellow’s cosmos had rhymes sticking out
all over it as a hedgehog has quills, he
was otherwise a pretty normal fellow.

He learned to play a fair game of pool
behind the cigar store; he was left-
fielder for the village nine: and he was a
surprisingly good business man for a
poet. He earned a very fair living for
Mandrake Falls and put his surplus in
the savings bank; and while he was shy
above the ordinary, and abysmally un-
sophisticated, he nevertheless made an
excellent fist of it in the company of
young women. In short, he was a nice
boy.

A visitor to Mandrake Falls said to
him, “Why don’t vou go to New York?
With your talent you could maybe get a
job running a column on a newspaper.”

“I don’t want to run a column,” said
Longfellow.

“Well, then, writing songs and hav-
ing them in shows.”

“I don’t want to have them in shows,”
Longfellow said.

“Well, what do you want to do?" the
visitor asked.

“What I'm doing,” said young Mr.
Deeds.

“You mean you're contented here?”

“Of course.”

So Longfellow, in perfect content-
ment, was settled down to live a quiet,
comfortable, neighborly life in Mandrake
Falls, and at the end of it to be buried in
the little cemetery alongside the other
Deedses. And he would, undoubtedly,

have done so had it not been
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¢ don’t you get married? You
dit.” This important question
ed him by his friend, Leander
son of the hardware store’s

er,” said Longfellow, *“I can’t
. It don’t seem to get me, if you
what I mean. Not that there
1e awful fine girls in Mandrake
a fellow ought to be proud to
band of. But it just don’t
me.” He looked sad and

somewhat harassed as he made his next
statement. “Maybe I'm the kind of a

- fellow that can’t fall in love. Maybe

something is left out of me—you know.
Maybe I'm just a cold, hard machine.”

"ANDER contemplated the possibility

of such a dreadful condition without
a clear understanding of its implications,
for he was a practical young man.

“Yeah,"” he said, “but what’s that
got to do with marrying?”’

“You got to have emotion,” said
Longfellow.

“What for?” asked L’ander. “It
can’t cook.”

“I never saw a girl I'd go out and
fight a duel for,” Longfellow said regret-
fully. “I never saw a girl 1 felt like I
would die if she didn’t return my love.
You know, If you marry a girl you got

“Victor Semple is
dead,” said Mr. Cedar.
“ After exhaustive scru-
Hny we find you to be his
sole heir”
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to live with her, and there she is. I
mean you can’t turn around in the house
without bumping into her. What's the
first thing you see when you wake up in
the morning? Her! What's the last
thing you see when you go to sleep at
night? Her! And if you ain’'t awful fond
of her I'd like to know how you'd like
that kind of a state of affairs. You just
couldn’t abide it.”

“Lots of folks do,” said L'ander stub-
bornly. “I guess maybe you're kind of
pernickety on account of being a poet.”

“That might be it,”" Longfellow said
lugubriously. “Sometimes I get a feel-
ing it’s a kind of a burden.”

“It pays, don’t it?”

*¥Yes"

“Then it ain’t a burden,” said L’ander
succinctly.

In making clear the character of young
Longfellow Deeds it must also
be told that his favorite book
was Jvanhoe, from which he
drew the greater part of his
ideals—and, if the truth be
told, of his ideas of how the
world conducted itself. His
favorite poem was the Rubdivat.
He believed evil of nobody. In
fact, his general notion was
that evil was something in the
plot of a story invented by a
fiction writer to give the thing
substance. And, even though
his profession was poetry, he
had never heard of a rhyming
dictionary. He got his own
rhymes all out of his head.

TO THIS point Longfellow
had developed his character,
or his character had been de-
veloped, as he walked home
from the post office on the day
of the Great Change, after
having mailed a letter to the
Universal Telegraph. He
walked along under the splendid
maples, whistling softly and
putting himself in the place of
a lovelorn young man who
wished to send poem Number
63 to the lady of his heart. He
even commenced the compo-
sition of that work of art:
“When distance holds us far
apart
You still possess my aching
heart.”

That sounded like a good be-
ginning; it held the gist of the
matter; it went directly to the
root of the situation. Long-
fellow’s poetry was practical
as well as emotional.

Longfellow turned in at his
own gate, tingling with the de-
lights of creation. He opened
the front door, when his pleas-
ant state of mind was invaded
by Mrs. Lepper, who had been
his (Continued on page 86)




(Continued from page 15)

housekeeper ever since his mother's death.

“P-ss-sss-tt!” she said mysteriously.

He halted and stared.

“Strange man in the parlor,” she whis-
pered. “Wants to see you.”

Probably, thought Longfellow, a repre-
sentative of the Universal, as he pushed
aside the rope portiéres and entered the
formal room of his home—a room gloomy
with haircloth and black walnut carved
with life-sized bunches of grapes. Little
did he realize that he was stepping into
another world.

“How do you do?” asked Longfellow,
with that courtesy which he felt due
the official of a great corporation which
might be in the market for assorted poetry.

“Mr. Longfellow Deeds?” asked the
visitor.

“Yes, sir. I wrote vou—"'

The visitor held up a restraining hand.
“There are a few questions I must ask
you,” he said portentously, “May I in-
troduce myself as Lathrop Cedar, senior
member of the firm of Cedar, Cedar, Cedar
& McGonigle? ™

“Oh!" said Longfellow.

“You actually are the young man named
and described as Longfellow Deeds?”’

* Yo, s

“The identification will have to be sub-
stantiated. Your father's name? "’

“My father's name was Luther Deeds.”

Mr. Cedar nodded with gratification.
“And your mother’s name?"’

“Susan Deeds.”

“Did you,” asked Mr. Cedar, with the
air of a man about to explode a bamb,
*‘ever hear the name of Victor Semple?”

“Why—ves.”

“In what connection, young man?” At
this point Mr. Cedar was very severe.
Here, apparently, was a question that
must be answered with circumspection.

“He’s a kind of a relative of Ma’s,” said
Longfellow.

“What do you mean by ‘a kind of a
relative'?”

“I doni't know exactly, only Ma used to
mention him sometimes and claimed he was
a distant kind of an uncle or something.”

*“Ah, claimed! She claimed relationship
with Victor Semple? "

“Like I said.”

“Ah. Would you be surprised to hear
that Victor Semple is dead?”

“1 never thought about him much.”

“He is dead,” said Mr. Cedar. “His
son, Robert, is dead. With consequences
to vourself that I can only describe as im-
portant.”

“Aren’t you from the Universal Tele-
graph Company?"" asked Longfellow.

“I am, as | informed you, of the firm of
Cedar, Cedar, Cedar & McGonigle, legal
representatives of the late Victor Semple,
and present representatives of his intes-
tate estate. [ may say that, independently
of your answers to my questions, I have
become satisfied as to your identity.
Which is my reason for being in this place
and upon this mission. As [ stated, Mr.
Victor Semple is dead, his son and direct
heir died with him. He was intestate.
After exhaustive scrutiny we find you to
be his sole living relative, and therefore
legal heir to his estate.”

“But—but he was rich, wasn't he?"
Longfellow propounded this question as
if the fact of Semple’s richness would be
a definite bar to his becoming an heir.

“He was an exceedingly wealthy man—
and a highly cultured gentleman,” said
Mr. Cedar.

“And [ get it?"’ asked Longfellow.

“Without the shadow of a doubt,”” said
Mr. Cedar firmly.

“Gosh!” exclaimed Longfellow.

"CERTAIN legal formalities will have
to be complied with,” said Mr. Cedar.

“Like probate?” asked Longfellow.

“Of a similar nature,” said Mr. Cedar.

“Will I have to have a lawyer?”

“That will be necessary.”

“Gosh. I never hired a lawyer.”

“Cedar, Cedar, Cedar & McGonigle
have represented your uncle for forty
years,” suggested Mr, Cedar.

“Yeah, but you never represented me,”
said Longfellow with some shrewdness.
“How do I know you're any good?”

“The firm of Cedar, Cedar—""

“Cedar and McGonigle—yes,” said
Longfellow.

“—are of a certain prominence in New
York. The fact that they represented the
vast interests of Victor Semple alone is as-
surance of our ability and standing.”

“Well,” said Longfellow, “as long as
it was you that found me it kind of entitles
you to the job.”

“We shall be willing to continue to rep-
resent you as we have represented Mr.
Semple.”

“All four of you?” asked Longfellow.

“All four,"” said Mr. Cedar, “though I
have, in a sense, been Mr. Semple’s per-
sonal counsel.”

“That’ll be better,” said Longfellow,
“because it stands to reason it is cheaper
to hire one lawver than four.”

“It will be necessary—"

“How much?’’ asked Longfellow.

“You refer to the magnitude of the
estate? "’

“No. How much do you charge?”

“That, Mr. Deeds, depends upon the
quantity of work involved.”

“When anybody hires me,” said Long-
fellow, “they say how much. When I hire
anybody thev got to say how much. It
stands to reason.”

“Cedar, Cedar—"

“Cedar and McGonigle,” completed
Longfellow. He frowned. “I can't think
of a rhyme for McGonigle.”

“Why should you?" asked Mr. Cedar.

“I don't know. But [ wish I could.
When you find a funny word, don't you
always kind of poke around to see if you
can't find a rhyme for it?"

“No,"” said Mr. Cedar emphatically.

“1 do,” said Longfellow, a
ment the conversation langui
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motor accident in [taly during his annual
hunt for tenors,”

“Tenors!”

“And sopranos. The musical world,”
added Mr. Cedar, “will expect vou to
carry on.”

“I can only read in the bass clef,” said
Longfellow,

“But this is a matter for future discus-
sion. It is imperative that you come to
New York as speedily as possible. How
Soon can you accompany me? "

“Well, I got to hear from the Telegraph
Company,” said Longfellow, “‘and there’s
the wool, hides, and fertilizer business.
But Jim Mason can run that, [ guess.”

*“Can you possibly leave tonight? "’

“Gosh!" exclaimed Longfellow.

“There is a train down at six-thirty,”
suggested Mr, Cedar.

*“I got to have a chance to say good-by
to folks.”

“You could come back later.”

“No,” said Longfellow. “I got to say
good-by. I wouldn't run off. They'd
think, just because I come into money I
didn’t think they were good enough for
me any more. Oh, I couldn’t go off without
seeing everybody.”

He paused, and the reality of the change
came over him suddenly, so that he had to
blink his eves.

“They're my friends,” he said. “I'm
leaving them, and maybe forever, and 1
like them, and we had a lot of good times
together, and—and—1I ain’t so crazy about
going off amongst strangers and leaving
them at all. No, siree; I won’t go till ['ve
seen everybody and shook hands and told
them it don’t make any difference, no mat-
ter how rich I am. And that’s that.”

It was in that instant that Mr. Cedar
discovered a liking, not to say the germ of
an admiration, for Longfellow Deeds. He
was rather surprised and disturbed by it,
for it was not his custom, nor the custom of
Cedar, Cedar, Cedar & McGonigle, to be
fond of their clients. But there was some-
thing appealing about this boy, and under-
neath his youth and abysmal ignorance a
certain foundation that promised ability
to support a considerable structure of man-
hood. So he nodded his head.

]'_?NGFELLOW DEEDS caught the six-
thirty train.

[t was an hour’s run to the junction
where it was necessary to change to a
main-line train for the journey to New
York. A number of branch lines converged
at this point and quite a dozen passengers
from various localities were waiting for the
express. These were commonplace people
who would excite no interest or curiosity
save for one majestic figure. This was a
woman who stood not less than five feet
ten in her stocking feet, but who, with the
aid of remarkably high heels, assumed
proportions verging upon the gigantic.
Her abundant and virile hair, whose color
was approximately Chinese wvermilion,
curled and spiraled about her head and
seemed to crackle electrically. Upon a
bosom which for sheer grandeur surpassed
any natural spectacle Longfellow had ever
gazed on, rose and fell a magnificent string
of pearls. White, gesticulating hands with
turquoise fingernails glinted in the declin-
ing light with the hard rays of diamonds
and rubies; and wrists which a stevedore
might envy were concealed by a series of
bracelets which would have caused a crowd

to assemble before the window of a Fifth
Avenue jeweler. And on one powerful
finger, pecking querulously at the precious
stones, sat a large gray parrot.

“Goodness! " said Longfellow.

But before he could ask a question or
call the attention of the distrait Mr. Cedar,
the express rolled in, and there was the
usual scramble to get aboard.

“Drawing-room A, Car 66,” said Mr.
Cedar to the porter, and they were dispos-
ing their luggage in this apartment when
the door was thrust open violently and in
it, filling the doorway completely, stood
the woman of the station platform.

“My drawing-room, | think,” she said
stridently.

MR. CEDAR turned, and Longfellow
saw him blench. “Madame Pomponi!
Ah— How d'ye do? Er— How are you?"
“Don’'t how-d've-do me, you worm!
Clear out of here, you Man Friday!"

“But, Madame,” fluttered Mr. Cedar,
“there’s some mistake. I have the ticket
for this room. See? Here it is.”

She struck it from his hand with a
superb gesture. “Ticket—hell!” she
shouted. “I wired for this room. Clear
out of it, and take that puppy with you.”

The puppy, indicated by a fierce stab of
the hand on which sat the parrot, was
Longfellow Deeds.

“What's the trouble here?" asked the
conductor’s voice from behind Madame.
“May I see your tickets?"

“I've no tickets. Why should I have
tickets? I, vou uniformed popinjay, am
Madame Pomponi. [ wired expressly for
this room. Let me hear no more about it.”

“But this gentleman,” said the con-
ductor, “has the correct ticket for this
room, and you have none. There is no
drawing-room left on the train. I can give
you a section."’

“Section! Section! Who d've think
you're talking to, you nasty, miserable,
unmitigated little swine! A section! The
idea! Me travel in a section!”

“I'm afraid you’ll have to,” said the
conductor wearily, “or sit up in the day
coach.”

Madame shoved him into the back-
ground with a powerful elbow.

“Are you going to clear out of here,
Cypress or Yew or whatever miserable tree
you're named after?”

“But, Madame, please be reasonable,
I am returning to New York with Mr,
Deeds. We have bought and paid for this
drawing-room—""

“Well, take your nasty, crawling,
clammy little Mr. Deeds out of here!" she
shouted.

Longfellow had shrunk as small as pos-
sible and was rather cringing against the
wall. Mr, Cedar was completely aghast,
and no living soul could be more thoroughly
aghast than he when occasion required.

“I'm afraid vou don’'t understand,
Madame,” he said. “Madame,” he de-
clared portentously, “Mr. Deeds has just
inherited Victor Semple’s fortune. To-
morrow or the day after he will be elected
by the directors as president of the Con-
tinental Opera Company.”

“That?” asked Madame,
scornfully.

“Yes, Madame.”

“Nerts!” said Madame elegantly. “You
can't put that over on me. Hey, porter,
clear this baggage out of here and put
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But it sounds to me like she
big for her boots.”
Madame’s jaw dropped far
it folded upon her bosom.
worked convulsively, but no
“I'm kind of sorry about
Longfellow went on. “And if |
I'd clear out in a minute, b
rode in a drawing-room and [
[ ever do. But you see how it is.”
“I think I see,” said the you
“I hope she don't fire you
job on account of this,” he said.
“Oh, no. She fires me a couple of £
a day.” [
“All right, then,” said Lo
tell vou what. We'll start all ow
You two go out quiet and close
Then, in a minute, vou have her
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and knock. And I'll say, ‘Come in.” And
then, if she’ll say there are two ladies
traveling and they can't be comfortable
in a berth because a berth isn't big enough,
and will we please swap our drawing-
room with them—uwhy, then we’ll see.”

“Why, you infernal, ramshackle—""

Longfellow shook his head wearily. “I
guess,” he said, “you better shut up.
Every time you open your mouth vou
make matters worse.”

The voung woman took Madame's
powerful arm. “I guess that’s that,” she
said. “Come along, Madame.”

Madame retreated in some disorder,
muttering. The door slammed. Mr. Cedar
dropped into a seat and stared at Long-
fellow,

“Young man,” he said, and drew in his
breath, “you surprise me.”

“She's just got it in her head she owns
the earth,” said Longfellow. “And I guess
nobody owns it all. Huh, No use settling
down, Mr. Cedar. She'll be back.”

“You mean to ask pretty? Never.”

“Yes, sir. Wait and see.”

“Goodness gracious!” exclaimed Mr.
Cedar.

Presently there came a rap upon the
door. “Come in,” called Longfellow.
Madame stood in the doorway.

“My secretary and I,”’ she said, and
paused. “We would be very—we would
be much obliged—I mean, young man,
that I’'m too damn’ big for those berths, and
I wouldn’t sleep a wink. Eh?"

“Why, certainly, Madame,” said Long-
fellow, speaking as Ivanhoe might have
spoken when bestowing the chaplet upon
his chosen Queen of Love and Beauty.
“1¢'ll be a pleasure.”

Fifteen minutes later, Longfellow and
Mr. Cedar having settled themselves in a
section in the car, the voung lady with the
distinct voice appeared beside them.

“Madame Pomponi's compliments,
gentlemen,” said she, “and will you dine
with her in her drawing-room?"’

This, considered Longfellow, came un-
der the general heading of the amende
honorable.

“We'll be tickled to death,” he said,
“providing you'll be there, too.”

A pair of quizzical gray eves looked
down at him from a piquant face. “I’ll be
there—to keep the peace,”’ she said.

“My name is Longfellow Deeds, and
this is Mr. Cedar.”

“My name," said the young woman, “is
Simonetta Petersen.”

“Italian? "’ asked Longfellow.

“Plain Swede,” she answered.
we go?”

“1 kind of dread it,"” said Longfellow.

“She's apt to be charming. If some-
body doesn’t throw soap in the geyser."

She paused and regarded him, and he
became aware that her eyes had a slight
upward tilt. He gulped.

“1 guess so,” he said rather inade-
quately. . . .

“Shall

E)NCFELLOW DEEDS was sitting in
the library of his Fifth Avenue home.
Across the table from him was Roger Ben-
gold, who had been private secretary to
Victor Semple and was retained in the
same capacity by Longfellow, though he
did not know exactly what to do with
him. At the present moment he was using
Bengold largely for conversational pur-
poses.

“Do I have to have a valet?" he asked.

“He will come in handy."”

“But I'm not used to it. 1 get em-
barrassed. 1 don’t like somebody holding
up the ends of my pants when I put them
on. It don't feel manly.”

“You might dispense with the pants-
holding,” said Bengold.

“All the same, I don’t like him fussing
around.”

A servant appeared in the door, uni-
formed, with a silver tray in his hand.

“Mrs. Leonidas Garrison and Miss Gar-
rison calling, sir,” he said.

Longfellow looked at his secretary help-
lessly. »

“Mrs. Garrison is an old friend of your
uncle's,” said Bengold. “ Very important
socially.” He turned to the servant,
“Show them in here,” he said. “By the
way, there is a meeting of the Continental
directors tomorrow noon. Your first, is it
not?”

“Gosh! Directors’ meetings all the
time. . . . Listen; you stay right here. I
don't know what to say to strange women.”

“Very well, but you won't need to say
much with Mrs. Garrison in the room.”

ENGFELLOW rose timorously as the
two ladies entered. He saw a tall, slen-
der woman with beautiful white hair and a
young face which was lovelier even than in
its youth. One saw at once that she was a
personage, sensed in her that aristocracy
which never needs to assert itself, which is
natural. Somehow Longfellow liked Mrs.
Garrison, though she awed him. Her
daughter was not so tall, but equally
slender, and it seemed to Longfellow she
was the most beautiful girl he had ever
seen. This, perhaps, was because he never
before had seen a beautiful girl who, also,
was perfectly gowned, fresh from the expert
hands of a supreme hairdresser, and who
understood the mysteries of cosmetics.
From toe to crown Theresa was perfect.

Mrs. Garrison nodded to Bengold care-
lessly and advanced across the room with
outstretched hand to Longfellow.

“You could,” she said, with an apprais-
ing glance, “have been quite impossible.
But you aren’t.”

He did not know, but he was to learn,
that Mrs. Garrison was one of those ter-
rible people who see no reason for conceal-
ing their thoughts.

“Yes, ma'am,” said Longfellow.

“This is my daughter, Theresa,” said
Mrs. Garrison. “I raised her by hand and
she didn’t come out so well.”

“How do vou do?” said Longfellow,
feeling sorry for Theresa, but perceiving
almost at once that his svmpathy was
wasted.

“Lay off me, Mother. Cheerio, Mr.
Deeds. And don’t be afraid. Mother's
on the spot as the early bird, but I’ve got
another worm in mind.”

“Hush your fuss,” said Mrs. Garrison.
“Ask me to sit down. I live two doors to
the north. Antique friend of Victor’s,
though he ran to opera singers. You're
going to need somebody to show vou
about. He couldn’t do better than myself,
could he, Mr. Bengold? You've been to
Victor's tailor. I can tell by the trousers.
Does he know anything, Mr. Bengold?"”

“I shall let you discover that,” said the
secretary, while Longfellow blushed furi-
ously.

“Mandrake

Falls!” exclaimed Mrs.

Garrison. “Now, I ask
the devil of a place to come
nose isn't too bad. 1 supp
nose can come from z
me all about yourself.
ing to get a look at you.
what bated breath is, but s
ing with it. Are you engag
daughter? Because you'll
off. Never do. What's '
you? I never saw anyb
“The only way you'll
vour side of it,” said The
her a letter."”

“The very ideal I carl
listener in New York,"

“You ought to get aroi Ith-‘-‘
Theresa. “You'd find o For
called.” soug

“I'm taking charge of w est|
take it and like it,” said Th
rising. *“*Glad you're not i
cause it would be a sin to suct

millions and be an utter
have seen you. Come alg
She was gone, w i

away with her. Longfelloy VIC
ing and trying to find a
hands. IN{
“My goodness!" he said. o6
“Precisely,” agreed Mr. B i)
I say, Mr. Deeds, that it is Ak
has taken an interest? She Feg
tant. And she is Very much "'o'ﬂ-
“Oh, very,” said -y
very!™” |
“May 1 also say, Mr. Des ot
experience will be of value 4

are very wealthy and a b
moment vou are the most
in America. It is a trying

“Gracious!” exclaimed
“You mean people will
marry me on account of n

“Exactly.”

“1 wouldn’t do that,”
firmly. “I would only 1 fc
That’s how I feel about it. No,

I marry it will be romantic. 11
ought to be difficulties, and m:
and I would only win her after
It would be better if I could
from something, or g,
she would come to know m
and we would live happy for

Mr. Bengold stared at hise
advise you, Mr. Deeds, to stic
close to Mrs. Garrison, or, with
of a state of mind, you'll get
vou can say mulligatawny s

“No, sir. No, siree. Not me
Longfellow stubbornly. -

ny
AGAI N a servant appeared i
“Signor Gian Francesco Vi
announced.
“Who's he?” asked Longfe
“Signor Visconti,” said Be
the direttore of the Conti
House. He has been for years."”
“What does he do?”
“He,” said Bengold,” is
head—and very! He is respos
excellence of the performances.
opera house he is a cross between
god, a bull of Bashan, and a na
who needs a spanking.”
“Has he—I mean, is he a
with artistic temperament?"
fellow, his mind flying to
ni.
Bengold nodded to the servant,
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Which do you want on your gums . . . saw-tooth or
Round-End bristle?

The micro-cameras of the scientist prove the amazing
difference between the spears and prongs of all ordinary
tooth brush bristle and the new Round-End bristle, ex-
clusive with Pro-phy-lac-tic.

This 15 1935’s major improvement in tooth brushes,
acclaimed by every oral health authority who has seen it.

United States patents are pending but Pro-phy-lac-  phy-lac-tic, which have
tic gives it to you rotw, in addition to Perma-Grip,  Round-End bristle of finer
our invention which ended loose bristles by “weld- quahty, full oi'liﬂ: nd resist-
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back teath, satisfy you or vour money refunded.

There are four sizes of the new Turrep Pro»  PRO-PHY-LAC.TICERUSH CO., Flarence, Mass.
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| You call-a heem a cat? No? Yi
| better not dare for call-a heem a X

| fellow, “Temperament! E
| 50 he has a normal moment.”

| His expression was one of

the Signore in,” he said, and

“Gosh!”

“He’ll bring an interpreter.”

“Don’t he speak English?™ ©

“How could he? He's
twenty years.” ]

*Goodness,” said Long
the apparition appeared
monstrous man who stood t
two, with a corresponding widi
a cutaway coat with bra
gardenia. On his enormous
ing shoes partly covered 1
spats. His gray hair stood g
head in a furious, intimidatin
and his spade beard, dyed to
of jet, draped itself downw
enormity which he wore as a

quaintly admixed with peevis
“Hal” he said in a sort of
“How d'you do?"" asked
“Ha! I am Visconti.”
“Yes, they told me you
Longfe]low
“'Ee say w’at?” demand
tain of a man of a patheti¢ f
lurked at his side, a little m:
mous eyes and a pallid face
ble ears.
“'Ee say already he have
Signore.”

VISCONTI plunged into
tund Italian. The inte
to Longfe]low “'Ee say,
theeng you ‘ave hear of him
weel hear-a of heem more.”
“Gosh!” exclaimed Lo
Visconti scowled and barked :
preter. .
“’Ee say, w'at you mem :
‘Gosh!” 'Ee say why you s L
at heem. °Ee say, w'at-a to h
“Gosh,” explained Lony
hensively, “is just a kind of a s
don’t mean much of anything, 1
kind of a word you say when yot
surprised or something.'
The translator translated and
a responsive rurnb]ing bellow.
“'Ee say, w'en you use-a da woi
heem you shall use-a da word h
sense and 'ave respect.”
Longfellow was growing
“For cat’s sake,” he said, “ask
he wants,””
Presently the interpreter turned
like. “’Ee is grow mad weeth yo
say, w'at is this-a for the sake of |

“I guess I better not talk at
Longfellow. “But I've got to
what he wants, haven’t I? Listen
you interpreter. Can you ask him
is he wants in a kind of a way that wi
get him excited?"

Without waiting for the in
Signor Visconti poured out a g
[talian: 1
“'Ee say "ee is not excite’. 'Eesa
director of the opera. ’'Ee say. ;
gr-rr-reatest director of all the world
spit in the eye that say ’ee is not.
‘ee have been for twent’ year, and by d
‘ee will not be meddle’ weeth.
w'ere you come from that you s
raise ‘ell weeth his production. '
you are jealous of heem. ’Ee say 'ee
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sign and go back-a to Milano, w'ere they
beg for heem on the knees. 'Ee say all
Americans are pigs. 'Ee say w'en he make
the belch—so—there is more art and more
of the musical knowledge than in all
America. 'Ee say he have collect’ the
gr-rr-reatest company of all the worl’, and
he, heem alone by heemself, have make
thees opera the one supr-rr-reme civili-
zation spot in thees barbarian country.
‘Ee is almos’ angry. You better look-a
out.”

Longfellow turned to Bengold. “Can
you think up any way I can find out what
he wants?" he asked helplessly.

Another outpouring of [talian:

“'Ee say vou w'isper of him behin’ his-a
back. You make the insult. Ha! ’Ee
wash hees hand’. ‘Ee go back to Italia.
W’at you goin' do about renew hees con-
trac'?™

“Oh,” said Longfellow.

“’Ee say the meeting of these director’

is tomorrow. 'Ee say, w'at you theenk.
"Ee say he go on the boat-a for Italia for
all thees monkey-business. You mak-a da
new contrac’, eh? Yes? No?"
“l—honestly I'm awfully sorry—I am.
But I don't know a thing about it. I didn’t
even know he had a contract. I haven't
anything to do with it vet. I haven’t been
elected anything. I just don't know.”

VISCDNTI stamped a majestic foot
and rumbled again:

“’Ee say 'ee go into hees apartement-a,
‘Ee wait. ’'Ee not ask for thees job.
If these director’ beg-a him take back
thees job and new contrac’, might be ’ee
consider. Jus’ possible. You 'ear any talk
the contrac’ not renew’?"

“I've heard nothing.”

“Ha!” snorted the Signore. “Bah!” he
exploded. Then he clicked his heels,
bowed from the waist, stood silent and
gloomy, peering like a disillusioned god

from under drooping lids,
said “Bah!" again, turned
trod superbly from the rg
Longfellow fell back in
that the kind of people 1
dent of?” he asked. [
“Quite,” said Bengold.
“I guess I'll sell this

somebody.”
“That,” said
slick trick if you could do
“You mean I can't?” =
“Would you buy a ¢
couple of hundred th
deal with a cageful of
sopranos and Viscontis?
“I guess not.”” He sat s
contemplative. “I'm not
Semple did me a kind of a.
he died and left me this mone
be he did it on purpose.
surprised if it turned o
(To be con
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(Continued from page 75)

out the cause of the bad driving, cures were
effected. The accident clinic examined
and instructed 35 such drivers in the last
18 months. Only one has had a subse-
quent accident.

From Milwaukee, Kreml borrowed the
idea for his school for women drivers,
attended by over 200 a vear. In the pri-
mary grades of the city’s schools children
are given continual lessons in safety—how
to cross streets, how to ride bicycles. In
high school, girls and boys are instructed in
driving. [Illinois has no law requiring
drivers’ licenses, but safety organizations
are trying to get the legislature to pass one.
At present, when a child reaches the age
of fifteen, he legally can start out alone in
a car. Kreml's figures show the most dan-
gerous drivers are those between the ages
of seventeen and twenty-four.

From Memphis, Kreml got the idea for
his Municipal Testing Station. Drivers
must visit this station every six months
for a check-up on brakes, steering gear,
lights, tires, etc. Police watch for cars
with bad brakes and with worn tires that
are likely to blow out. Kreml, himself,
recently arrested and convicted for reck-
less driving the driver of a vehicle that was
going only 17 miles an hour on a 30-mile-
an-hour street. It was a 71/4-ton truck
with a gross load of 58,000 pounds, and at
ten miles an hour could not stop in less
than 29 feet.

Kreml's map shows him how to direct
his selective enforcement. Every day he
checks the bad spots and sends policemen
there with definite orders. Between cer-
tain hours at one place they may concen-
trate on arrests for passing lights and stop
signs and for failure to give the car on the
right the right of way.

Kreml's campaign of education gradu-
ally won over the citizens of Evanston.
They began to realize he was trying to save
lives, not merely to annoy drivers.

In Evanston, traffic policemen give
tickets only for minor offenses, such as
parking, and an offender does not have
to pay a fine until he has received three
tickets. But for any offense committed
while a vehicle is moving, the driver is
taken to the nearest police station.

When an Evanston policeman stops a
speeding driver, the policeman does not
bark, “Where's the fire?” Nor does
he deliver a lecture. He says simply,
“You are under arrest for speeding. Will
you kindly follow me to the police sta-
tion?"”

Always he says, “Kindly.” And listens
not at all to the driver’s protest: *“Why,
this old bus couldn’t make forty going
downhill.”

If the driver wants to argue he does it
at the station, before witnesses. He is
booked, puts up bail of $10 to $25, and
later appears for trial,

Kreml's toughest battle was to eliminate
ticket-fixing. The politicians, as in every
city, liked to do favors for influential
voters, and even as late as 1932, in Evans-
ton, 676 cases were “ Withdrawn” in one
vear. Kreml finally convinced politicians
and judges that if nobedy could fix a ticket,
evervbody would be satisfied.

As a result of Kreml's arguments, only
19 cases were withdrawn in 1933, presum-
ably all for legitimate reasons.

“There’s no fixing in Evanston,” a
motorcycle policeman told me proudly.
“Why, just the other day my sister was
fined $5 for speeding.”

In many cities chauffeurs of private
cars are a menace, because they know
their bosses, usually influential, can fix any

tickets they may get.
feurs receive the same
given to the least infl
and take no chances.
To encourage good ¢
Cards are awarded to t
served to make an un 1
safety. These cards do i
driver from arrest.
he is a good driver, Only
issued each year. They
by men who earn their
for a man with one of
almost sure of a good job
While I was in E
awarded to a chauffeur v
ran his car on the sidewalk
lives of children who had
across an icy street. After
car off the walk he stood in
the street, held up traffic, and ¢
kids safely to the other side.

REML does not belie

“drives.” In Evanston thei
“Clean-your-license-plate w
careful month,” during which
around with stickers on their
reading, “I Am a Careful V
believes in keeping everlastingly
More accidents occur in the

days grow shorter, partic
week after the change from da
time back to standard time. O
drivers and pedestrians find t
going home in the dark, and they
to make the trip as quickly as
At this time Kreml concentrates
in the darker areas until people
accustomed to the change in time.
Unfortunately, Evanston, with
bow to the taxpayers, made its st
safe last year. In order to save
thousand dollars in electric-light
cut down the power and turned off s
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