What has happened so far:

LONGFELLOW DEEDS was the sole
literary personage of Mandrake Falls.
He wrote poetrv. In fact, he wrote the
touching and inspirational verses which
appear on Christmas cards, Mother's
Day cards, and telegrams. He also
played the tuba, was vaguely interested
in his deceased father’s wool, hide, and
fertilizer business, and was completely
pleased with life—until a Mr. Cedar,
member of the law firm of Cedar, Cedar,
Cedar & McGonigle appeared with the
startling news that Victor Semple, an
almost forgotten uncle of Longfellow’s,
had been killed in an accident, together
with his son, and Longfellow was the
heir. His inheritance included several
million dollars, a New York house, a
Long Island home, a Palm Beach house,
and (most disturbing of all) the con-
trolling interest in the Continental
Opera Company, which had never made
money and was not at any time ex-
pected to.

Longfellow and Mr. Cedar left for
New York, where Longfellow was to
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meet an amazing and diverse set of his
fellow men—and women. On the train
to the city there was Madame Pomnponi,
temperamental and voluble star of the
opera company. Madame was accom-
panied by her secretary, Simonetta
Petersen, who at first was noth ing more
to Longfellow than a cool, distinct voice
raised in the midst of Pomponi’s dramat-
ics. Upon reaching New York, he dis-
covered that he also had a secretary,
inherited from his uncle and named
Roger Bengold. A succession of callers
included Mrs. Garrison, a society leader
who wished him to marry her daughter
Theresa; and Signor Visconti, musical
director of the opera company. Visconti
spoke no English, had to talk through
an interpreter, and had plenty to say-—
principally concerning the renewal of his
contract.

Poor Longfellow, harried by his sec-
retary and valet, weighed down by his
white elephant opera house, began to
feel that his uncle, by getting killed, had
played him a dirty trick.

Let's go on with Longfellow to the
opera company’s directors” meeting. . . .
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Dide socked the stranger with such vigor
that the man sprawled on the sidewalk

“Why?" asked Longfellow, with some
surprise.

“Because, Mr, Deeds, you are several
times a millionaire and—"

“*Twenty-five dollars is always twenty-
five dollars,” said Longfellow practi-
cally.

BENGOLD pondered this, and while

he was pondering Longfellow thought
about what could be done with thatmuch
money.

“It will pay the wages of my valet
for a week,” he said.

“But, Mr, Deeds, you ought not to do
it. Consider your position. Consider
vour dignity. What will people think if
you go around writing poems for postal
cards?”

“In Mandrake Falls,” said Long-
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fellow, “they thought it was pretty re-
markable. Yes, sir. The town was
proud of me. When visitors came to
town my house was often pointed out to
them, and several times [ was asked for
my autograph. I don’t want you to
think I'm vain, Bengold, but my poems
meant a lot to Mandrake Falls.”

*This is New York,” said Bengold
dryly.

“Doesn’t New York like poets? I
thought it did. Theyv entertained Mase-
field and made quite a fuss about him,
and Noyes, and different ones.”

“They didn’t write poems for postal
cards,” said Bengold.

“I know,” said Longfellow. “It's a
kind of a knack. Not everybody can do
it.”

“But you can‘t! You mustn't! It's
so—so undignified. Poems
for twenty-five dollars.”

“When," asked Longfel-
low, “did earning twenty-
five dollars get to be
undignified?”

Bengold was unable to an-
swer that one. “I shall
speak about the matter
to Mrs. Garrison,” he said
firmly. “She will remon-
strate with you.”

:LONGFELLOW shook his

head. “I don’t think it
is any of her business,” he
said. “I really don’t. I’ve
spent all my life learning
how to be a poet, and I like
being one. It is a good kind
of work, and it pays. I
could lose all this money
Mr. Semple left me, but I
couldn’t lose the ability to
write poems. And, besides,
it doesn’t matter how much
money vou have, there’s no
law against making a little
more, is there? I seem to
spend a great deal.”

“Only common people
buy postal cards,” said
Bengold.

*1 guess common people
aren’t so bad,” said Long-
fellow. “If they were, there
wouldn't be so many of
them. I mean they would
do something about it in
Washington. [ know a
good many common people,
and, for all I can see, the
government had just as
soon be paid taxes by them
as to be paid taxes by un-
common people.’”” He
warmed to his subject.
“What's wrong with com-
mon people? That's what
['d like to know.”

“They are vulgar,” said
Mr. Bengold.

To this the only apt reply
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Longfellow could think of at the moment
was to say, “So is vour old man,” but
he did not feel he knew his secretary
well enough to make so flippant a re-
joinder, so he kept silent,

“And postal cards are vulgar,” said
Mr. Bengold.
“How,"” asked Longfellow, “did Mr.

Semple make all his money?"
“He first arose to affluence,” said
Bengold, “through the manufacture of

ove ralls.”
“My goodness!” exclaimed Long-
fellow. “I don’t know who would buy

overalls except common people. And
overalls aren’t so polite, either. I guess
just as good people buy postal cards as
overalls, and [ think poems are a lot
more ¢lite than blue jeans. That's
what [ think.”

MR DEEDS, the trouble is that you

are deficient in social sensitive-

ness. Due to your background. Mrs,
Garrison will remedy it.”

“I wouldn't be surprised if she
didn’t,” said Longfellow. “And there’s
another side to the matter. My firm
depends on me. They have always paid
promptly and well, and I have never
disappointed them in filling an order. [
couldn’t walk out on them now—not
just because I came into money. It’s an
obligation on my part. [ got to be
loyal to them.”

“Nonsense, Mr. Deeds.”

*And, besides. I like to write poems,
And I'll tell you something else, Ben-
gold—there are a lot of people would
like to write them and make as much
money as [ can make. So you needn’t
bother Mrs. Garrison or anybody, be-
cause | am going to go right on writing
just as many as I want to; and that’s
that. I will go to this directors’ meeting,
but I will come home afterwards and
write my Mother's Day poem. I'm
having a little trouble with it, though it
starts out pretty good. Listen.”

He cleared his throat and read:

“Whose hand, though wearied with the
ladle,
Would pause to rock my infant cradle?
My Mother's!”

Longfellow looked up at his secre-

tary. “That's as far as I've got, but
you see theidea of it. . . . Isit time to
rfo""

* Immediately,” said Mr.,
“Where is the meeting?”
“In Mr. Cedar's office. It has always

been the custom to hold the meetings
there.”

“Cedar, Cedar, Cedar & McGonigle,
I wish I could find something to rhyme
with McGonigle.”

They were driven to one of those
monstrous buildings on lower Broadway
which are incredibly filled with lawvers
and with elevators which make no stop

Bengold.

the twentieth
floor, and whose lob-
bies are thronged by
people who look as if
they had neither legal
affairs nor a desire to
ride up and down, but
who seem to be using
the great corridors as a
short cut from some
negligible spot to an-
other one equally un-
important.

They were cata-
pulted to the thirty-
second floor and at the
end of a hallway dis-
covered double ma-
hogany doors, upon
one of which was let-
tered minutely the
name of Cedar, Cedar,
Cedar & McGonigle.
Through these they
entered a sumptuous
mahogany waiting-
room, where an odd-
looking girl answered
the telephone, counted
petty cash, and whis-
pered to the office boy
that she saw Me-
Gonigle's son in a night
club with something
that looked as if it
came out of a gold
mine bearing a pickax.

“Mr. Lathrop Ce-
dar,” said Bengold.

“See fee zin,” said

below

the girl. ““Name?"

“Mr. Deeds,” said
Bengold.

“Misser Deeds see
Misser Lathrop Ce-
dar,” said the girl into
her instrument. She

looked up and nodded
brightly. *Youcun go
ritin,” she said mysteri-
ously.

“You come,
Longfellow.

“It would be im-
proper,” said Bengold.
here.”

Mr. Cedar appeared in the door—a
signal honor—and conducted Long-
fellow into a vast legal library, down the
middle of which ran a huge mahogany
table around which were a dozen large
mahogany chairs. The bookcases were
mahogany and the room was paneled in
nahogany, and expensive
persons riding active horses were scat-
tered all about. Gentlemen occupied the
mahogany chairs, and to these Mr.,
Cedar introduced his client. Longfellow,
being in a state of embarrassment,
caught none of their names. except that
he thought one fat, pink, bald, onion-
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“I haven’t veally gotten tnto it

yet,” Longfellow answered,

“but it seems to me I had more
Jun in Mandrake Falls”

 diately be seated in the president’schair.”
& “Second,” said Mr. Gullible,

b MAll in favor?” said Mr. Cedar.

B “Aye,” said everybody, and Longfel-
S b felt himself being propelled to the
" dhir at the head of the table. He
S &k into it and sat very stiff and erect.

“The order of business calls for the
secretary's report,”’ prompted Mr. Cedar.

“Move we dispense with it,”’ said Mr.
Gullible.

“1 think we may do so,” said Mr.
Cedar. "“Next, Mr. President, is the
fitasurer’s report.”

“Move we dispense with it,” said Mr,
Gullible.

“I think we may do so,” said Mr.

Cedar. “The next—"
Longfellow moved
hishand in a bewilderec
gesture of protest.

“What does
president do?"
asked.

“He presides at
meetings—"' com-
menced Mr. Cedar.

“Then,” said Long-
fellow, I better get in
practice. Don’'t vou
think I better get in
practice? I guess I
would kind of like to
hear the treasurer's re-
port. I—I1 guess I
would kind of like to
know how the business
is getting along. |
mean how much money
it made, and all.”

the
he

HERE was a silence
of peculiar acute-

ness. Various directors
looked at one another
and Mr, Gulliblecleared
his throat explosively.

“I know about par-
liamentary law,” said
Longfellow in the awk-
ward pause. “I was
president of our de-
bating club. Every-
body thought it was a
good idea to be familiar
with parliamentary
law, so 1 learned Rob-
erts’ Rules of Order
almost by heart. We
will proceed with the
treasurer’s report.”

“Thetreasurer,” said
a tall, spare man in an
afternoon coat and an
abundant mustache,
“reports a deficit of one
hundred thirty-eight
thousand dollars and
eighty-seven cents.”

“You mean we lost
that much? Actually
lost it! My goodness!™

“I think I should explain to you, Mr.
President,” said Mr. Cedar, “that the
Opera is not conducted for profit.”

“It isn't? What is it conducted for,
then?"

“Art,” said a small, pink, closely
shaved, and dapper director. Long-
fellow reflected that pinkishness was a
dominant color in the complexions of
the directors.

“It is an
Gullible.

“Exactly,” said Mr. Cedar.

“We own an opera house, don’t we?”
asked Longfellow.

“We do.”

nstitution!”™ said Mr.
Instit ! d M

o

“And give shows?

“We provide opera,” said Mr. Gul-
lible.

“But you charge. I mean you sell
tickets."”

“In effect,” said Mr. Cedar.

“But it doesn 't pay?”

“That would be impossible,” said Mr.
Cedar.

“Why?”

HIS seemed to be a very disconcert-

ing question, for nobody made haste
to answer, so Longfellow made effort to
find an answer himself. “We must give
the wrong kind of shows.” he said.

“Opera is Opera,” said an elderly di-
rector didactically.

*“1 should think if it can’t be made to
pay you'd change,” said Longfellow.
“You just can’t stay in business if you
keep losing money, It stands to rea-
son.”

“Opera is an Institution,” repeated
Mr, Gullible. *“It is our duty to the
public to keep it alive.”

“Why?"” asked Longfellow, in an
honest effort to solve the problem.

“The public demands it,” said Mr,
Gullible.

“They can’t demand it verv hard,”
said Longfellow, “or they would buy
more tickets to it. I guess [ don't un-
derstand.”

“Would you, Mr. Deeds, deprive the
people of an opportunity to hear the
work of the great composers? Would
you deprive them of a chance to listen
to the world’s sublime voices?”

“The way it looks to me,"” said Long-
fellow, “is that you wouldn’t be de-
priving the public. | mean, they don't
come, anyhow., You can’'t deprive
somebody who won't come to the opera
by not having any opera, because, if you
do have it, it doesn’'t make any differ-
ence so long as they don’t come.”

This seemed a bit involved, even to
Longfellow, but he felt there was a
kernel of meaning in it some place.

“Who gets any good out of it?" he
asked.

“The cultured music lovers of Amer-
ica,” said the director with the mustache.

“Well, here’s how it looks to me,”
said Longfellow. “It looks as if there
weren’'t enough of these cultured music
lovers. Now, take a grocery store—in
Mandrake Falls, say. In all the town
there’s just one family that eats this
Roquefort cheese, but there's a hundred
families that eat rattrap cheese. So the
grocer would be foolish if he stocked a
lot of Roquefort and didn't stock anv
rattrap. His Roquefort would spoil on
him, and he’d lose all the profit he'd
make if he sold the other. That’s com-
mon sense.”’

“But Opera is not a matter of com-
mon sense,”’ said Mr. Gullible. “It is
Art. It is the (Continued on page 148)
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AIR-CONDITIONED
COMFORT—clean, cool, even~
temperatured car air, rega'rdle
of the weather outside — and
LOW COST, will make a
western trip this summer, via
the Santa Fe, more desirable
than it has ever been.

All principal Santa Fe trains
will beair-conditioned through-
out; rail fares and sleeping car
costs the lowest in years.

With this cool economy en
route, a perfect vacation can

developed to include one,
or all, of these highlights:

AMERICA'S EXPOSITION
California, all things to all people,

| delightful.

presents the California Pacific In-
ternational Exposition at San Diego.

GRAND A day or more at Grand
CANYON Canyon that will enrich
the memories of a lifetime. There is
a whole series of delightful Grand
Canyon stopovers via the Santa Fe.

INDIAN- These Spanish-Indian
DETOURS country motor explora-
tions, roundabout cool Old Santa Fé,

Fe patrons for years.

DUDE There are over 50 fine .
RANCHES DudeRanchesintheSanta
Fe Southwest, pictured, up-to-the-
minute, in an attractive new Dude
Ranch folder.

If vou would like the new Dude Ranch
folder; information o the Califor-
nia Pacific Exposition, and other
helpful literature on the Santa
Fe Southwest and California,
simply mail the coupon below.

W, ). BLACK, P.T. M., Santa Fe System Lines,
01 Railway Exchange, Chicago, lll.

Mail picture folders and fares

fram to

Name

Address
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New Mexico, have delighted Santa f

running crowded week-end excursions. A
subsidiary of Pan American Airways was
running daily planes from Miami. And in
the streets were cars from lowa, Maine,
Marvland, Illinois, and elsewhere.

Nothing so burns up a Key Wester, now,
as to see automobilists arriving in town
with large reserve supplies of water, gaso-
line, and food, and saying, *“We heard you
didn’t have any of these things down here.”

I found the town and the arrangements
Possibly 1 am prejudiced by
my admiration for the spirit, gumption,
ingenuity, and courage shown by all con-
cerned. I swam, bicycled, hung around,
talked with everyvbody, and fell in love
with the climate and the people.

Key West is not, in fact, a “tropical
paradise.”” There are days in winter when
the thermometer falls into the fifties. The
summer, though Key Westers swear by it,
is sometimes oppressive to a Northerner.

But it is well on its way to becoming
what it wants to be.

The maid problem was quite a serious
one at first. The colored women of Key
West were not generally accustomed to
such work. So the FERA took the colored
girls who were on relief and gave them a
training course in housework.

But even this wasn’t enough. A girl has
to work in a real home to get the fine
points. So the ladies who have maids
volunteered to take the raw recruits into
their homes, let them work with their own
maids, and finish their training. About a
third of the trainees made excellent maids,
another third are at least some help around
the house, and the last third “just can’t git

the hang of it” and are back
The town is by no means ou
woods. It still has an abno:
percentage on relief, even though
be constructive work-relief.
even spent money beyond his
allotments, but the excess is in
ment that is already paying
And when the overseas highv
pleted, cutting out the present
along the road from Miami, K
new tourist industry ought to take
big upward jump.

URMURS have been hm:d
ernment competition with
vate tourist business,” but not fron
acquainted with the desperate
plight of Key West twelve mon
If anyone were entitled to comp
would be Miami, but that city
most generous and its newspapel
in praise. After all, Key West |
enough to be a kind of added
traction; it is not after the h
trade; and, developed, it could
Miami’s best markets.

I can’t attempt to peer into th
Prosperity may turn Key W
there are already alarming v
boom in the air; it may become
roaring whoopee town. If so,
them—certainly that’s better
desolation of 1934.

For my part 1 like the preser
the fight they have made. I like
of 1935, and the distant musie,
joyous singing of children, wh
through my window as I write th

(Continued from page 2I)

preservation of a Great Art. It is sacred.

| You mustn’t think of it in terms of profit

and loss.”

“Does nobody in Opera think of money?
I mean, take Signor Visconti there, the
director. Doesn’t he think about money?
Does he lose monev directing? Because, if
he doesn’t think about money, why is he
worrying about renewing his contract?
And I hear a lot about opera singers mak-
ing an awful lot . . .”

THE Signore Visconti leaped to his feet
bellowing. He waved his arms, he ham-
mered upon the table, he seemed about to
tear himself to bits. Then he stopped
suddenly—as if he had been shut off—and
turned to his shadowy little interpreter.
“'E say,"” said the little man, “w’y you
make-a thees attack upon heem. 'E say
thees is a conspiracy. 'E say eet is the

. evul, ungrateful, malicious pig of a Gam-

binosi who "ave done thees
Gambinosi weel *ave him &
go in fear of hees life. 'E say
not able to direct the show of P
Judy at the street fair. 'E say aﬂ
cans are cows and sheeps and i
of music. ‘E say he make hees
go 'ome to Milano.”
“What,"” asked Longfellow, *
Gambinosi to do with it? Who is h
“No matter,” said Mr. Cedar.
doesn’t like Gambinosi.” )
“1 gathered that,” said Long
sighed. "1 guess I'll have to
this subject some. But, to get
brass tacks— there’s a deficit of a
and thirtv-odd thousand dollar
about that? How do we make it
“Why,” said Mr. Gullible sua
years it has been the custom of Mr. §
to make up whatever deficit
“You mean he dug down into h
pocket? And you—you directo
me to pungle up all that m
goadness! What for? Why shm.lld I?
“To keep Opera alive for the
“l am quite sure,” said Mr.
“that the late Mr. Semple would d
you to continue his custom,””
“There's quite a lot of direct
Longfellow. “Doesn’t anybody
to put up the money?"”

“We are all subscribers,” i §
Gullible. ]
“I'll have to think it over som ad |

Longfellow. It doesn’t add up a



e so far. I won't say yes and I won’t
v no, so 1 think we’d better adjourn.”
" *“We must,” said the mustached direc-
Cor, “‘provide a minimum of fourteen
‘weeks of opera.”
, WIlh another deficit?” asked Long-

" “Deﬁc1t or no deficit.”
"lt just isn't good business,” Long-
v said. He stood up. “The mx,etmrr
journed. I've got to look into it.

idea that a poet necessarily is im-
cal is one which is as common as it is
ect. IPoets have some quite sound
pragucal notions. Longfellow Deeds
onged to the more efficient school of
- poe ~ While his work was sweetly roman-

" arld dealt largely with the Mother,
-Hl.'me and Heaven motif, he invariably
jﬁad the proceeds of his labor in asavings
i .
~ 8o now, being in some doubt as to the
. gompelling necessity for the continued
pxistence of that art form known as Grand
- Opera—at a cost to his newly found for-
. tune of some hundreds of thousands of
dollars a year—he determined to find out
.abaut it. Not by questioning interested
- parties; not by reading books; but by
| gctual, first-hand investigation. He had
~ pever heard an opera. Therefore, he deter-
~ mined to attend the theater of which he
was president, and to attend it alone.
 He eluded Mr. Bengold; he eluded vari-
~ ous servants, including his chauffeur, and
- was driven in a common taxicab to the
. mther unappetizing building where the
_ indispensable art-form flourished. Adver-
-' tising before the doors informed him that
he was to hear the opera Lakme. There
. were no electric lights over the portals, as
in the better motion picture houses. The
~ whole effect of the entrance was drab and
uninviting. Apparently no effort was
made to lure into the theater the passer-by
insearch of amusement. Hemade a mental
~ note to speak of this point, for he was a
believer in advertising.
He approached the window at which
waited a dwindling queue and asked for a
seat. He was informed he might enter for
the insignificant sum of five dollars and
fifty cents, including tax, for he had asked
for the best seat at the matinée. He
frowned. Five-fifty. Gosh, you ought to
make money charging folks that much to
see the show! It was more money than he
ever had paid to enter a theater, and when
he was once inside he thought it a very
peculiar theater, indeed.

BUT before he could find an usher he saw
coming from a door at his left a young
woman whose face was familiar to him, and
who recognized him with a smile and a
curt nod. It was Miss Simonetta Peter-
sen, secretary to Madame Pomponi.
“Where's the entourage?’ she asked
briskly.

“The what?"

“The chorus of svcophants yodeling yes.
The late Mr, Semple never entered the
place without being surrounded by a pla-
toon of the Staff in striped trousers. The
secretary, the treasurer, the direttore, and
so on, hanging on his every word.”

“I just came in. [ wanted to see what
Opera was like.”

“Coming back?" she asked.

“Back where?"’
“Backstage, of course.
singing Lakme this afternoon.

Pomponi is
If she hears

you are here and didn't come back to pay |
your respects, there'll be didos. Come i
along; 1'll show you.”

“Thank you,” he said. “I want to see
the show, I want to see it as an ordinary |
spectator.’”’ '

““Not occupving vour box?" ‘

He displayed his coupon. “I'm sitting |
in a five-dollar-and-fifty-cent seat.”

“You mean you bought one!” ‘

“Why, yes. And 1'd rather you didn’t |
mention to anyone that I'm here. I want
to try to find out why Opera is necessary |
to—er—to the American People. I'm one
of them—don 't you see?—and I never saw
any Opera and [ want to find out if it is
necessary to me.”

“You picked a4 good one to test yourself,”
she said.

“Is it a good show?"" he asked.

It depends,”” she said, “upon what you
call a show. How do vou like being a mil-
lionaire? "’

E CONSIDERED foramoment before

replying. “I haven't really got into it
yet, I guess,” he said, *“but it seems tome |
had more fun in Mandrake Falls. It seems
likeeverything I want to do there’s a reason
for not doing.”

“Why,” she asked, “don't you have a
try at doing what you darn’ please? It’s
your money. Who's to stop you?”

“] don’t want to do what’s not right
and—and dignified,” he said. “And I
don't know what to do. I mean, in Man-
drake Falls [ had friends, and things hap-
pened that I liked, and I went places and
had a good time. But here it's kind of
lonesome.”

“New York,” she said, “is practically
populated with people who would be
tickled to death to help you cure that.”

“But I don’t know any.”

“Wait,” she said, “until mammas with
lovely daughters commence to bay on
vour trail! And, from all accounts, your
ancestor, or whatever he was—Mr.
Semple—did pretty well for himself.”

“He made lots of money,"” said Long-
fellow.

“That,” she said, “was just a side line.”

He looked puzzled, but she did not en-
lighten him further. It was not until time
had passed that she realized the depths of
his inexperience of the world and his more
than girlish modesty.

“Do you know,” he said, “this is the
first time since I came to New York that
I've just talked to somebody. I mean
talked back and forth just for fun, as if
vou were somebody from back home that I
know."

Simonetta peered sidewise at him under
lowered lids, a wise, humorous, appraising
sort of glance. If she was new to his ex-
perience he was amazingly new to hers.

“Would that,” she asked, *by any
chance be a Mandrake Falls line of ap-
proach? You wouldn’t be making an
oblique pass at a young lady, would you?”

“I heard a traveling man say that,"” he
answered simply; “I mean, something

about making a pass at a girl. He was the
kind of a man who stands in the hotel win-
dow and if he don't look out somebody’ll
punch his nose.”

“Slapped down!" she exclaimed, feeling
an implied rebuke. “Are all men noble and
all women virtuous in Mandrake Falls?"”

“We don’t call saying something pleas-
ant to a girl making a pass,” he said.

“Not | |
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| even asking her to go to the movies.”

f

“But you didn’t ask me to go to the
movies,” she said.

“I'dlike to,"” hesaid diffidently. “ Would
it be all right?™

“I'd probably lose my job with Madame
Pomponi,” she said brightly. “Millionaire
patrons of art don't take secretary-ac-
companists to the movies unless they have
ideas. If there are any invitations from

’ millionaires flitting around, Madame wants
| them.”

“Goodness gracious,” said Longfellow,
aghast. “I wouldn’t go to the movies
with her for anything in the world. Or
anywhere. She’s so—so conspicuous!”

“It’s a labor of love with her,” said
Simonetta. “She takes pains over it.
She’d rather be conspicuous than presi-
dent, . . . I've got to get back. Are you
asking me to go to the movies with per-
fectly gentlemanly motives, or not?”

“Would you?™

“I’ll try anything once.”

“When?”

“Well, King Cophetua, it isn’t for the
beggar maid to say. But Pomponi’s going
to a dinner at the Garrisons’ tomorrow
night, so I'll have the evening free.”

“Would—I mean, would it be all right
if we went to dinner first? To a hotel or
some place?”

“Some place, by preference,” she
said. . . . “Gosh, I got to skedaddle! If
you are on the up-and-up about it, the
Cortillon at seven-thirty.”

“At seven-thirty,” said Longfellow, as
she flitted away toward the stage.

He handed his stub to an usher and was
shown to his seat. It was a vast audi-
torium, and unlike any he had ever visited.
He stared covertly at the tiers of boxes and
the dingy embellishments and took note
that the orchestra was bigger even than
that in the big movie house in Boston.
That was something. It was the first sign
of get-up-and-get he had seen.

Then, after considerable music, the stage
was revealed, and it was a ruin in a jungle,
and an old Hindu was so discontented
about something as to be almost savage.
Just what his complaint was Longfellow
did not understand—but it was clear he
was disgruntled. Also, there was a Hindu
lady who turned out to be Madame Pom-
poni, and Longfellow wondered if she were
the old Hindu’s wife and the reason for his
bad disposition. They sang duets, and
then a British officer who came almost up
to Pomponi’s shoulder, but was of equal
weight, burst through a fence of rather
dubjous bamboo and started right in to
make what Simonetta had called passes at
Madame Pomponi, and almost instantly
kindled a passion in all of her bosom.
Then he went away, and the old Hindu
came back and was very angry.

FTER a while there came an end of the
act. In the second act Longfellow
recognized the old Hindu in the rags of a
beggar, and Madame was with him, and he
had a dagger which, apparently, he was
simply perishing to use. And Madame
stood up and sang a song that had a lot of
runs and trills and things in it. Longfellow
enjoyed it and thought Madame could do
wonderful tricks with her voice, and paid
her the sincere compliment of thinking she
would do very well with a piece like that in

| vaudeville. It was, of course, the Bell Song.

The English officer apparently recog-
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d, Mr. Deeds, in the interests of a
git. The matter is confidential and of
it importance, both to my client and to
peelf. May 1 suggest that we talk where
can be assured?”
y, | guess we can be private almost
"' said Longfellow. *““The li-
will be all right. Is it something
the Opera?”
*Only incidentally,” said Mr. Granzi.

¥

Y walked up the broad staircase
2 und entered the library, where Long-
low motioned to a seat and himself
d a chair.
"Were vou,” asked Mr. Granzi, “ familiar
1 the habits and personality of the late
ktor Semple?”
*Not to speak of,” said Longfellow.
was, if | may use the term, a man of
al personality. As a business man he de-
ps nothing but admiration; as a man of
ure and taste he deserves nothing but
paise: but, I regret to say, Mr. Deeds, he
ed from a weakness of character, of
fiber.”
®Is that so? I never heard about it.
it was this weakness?"’
‘Ladies,” said Mr. Granzi succinctly.
*0h,” said Longfellow.
t it is in only one lady that I am in-
sted. Itis only onel represent. It may
iyou will hear from others. I cannot
I, myself, represent Mrs. Victor
“Eh? You mean Mrs. Victor Semple?*’
*Precisely. Mr. Victor Semple’s wife
i the mother of his daughter. A child of
e eleven years.”
Well, my goodness, I never knew he
imarried again.”
*“Jt was known to very few persons,”
@id Granzi. “As a matter of fact, it was
exactly a marriage in the commonly
epted meaning of that term. It was a
mimon-law marriage."”
“What's that?"" asked Longfellow.
*“It is 2 marriage not solemnized before
minister, or official empowered to
. Itis a marriage entered into by the
ent of the parties and made binding
by affirmation. Such marriages are rec-
snized in law, and are as binding as if
ized by a bishop.™
- “I never heard of such a thing,” said
Longfellow. “It doesn’t seem right. How
bes anvone prove they are married that

D]

“A pertinent point. The pertinent
point. [t may be proved by letters. It
may be proved by the testimony of in-
duals. It may be proved by facts
prove the parties lived as man and
and considered themselves to be
" “Kind of a careless way, I should
think,” said Longfellow. “I don’t know
I'd take much stock in it. [ mean, any-
pdy could claim she was married to any-
dy if she doesn’t have to show any cer-
ficate. And anybody could just up and
he wasn’t married at all if the lady
" diin’t have a certificate to prove he was.
SlLike that.”

“In this instance,” said Mr. Granzi,
**“ample proof exists. Ample.”

“Well, that’s good. I mean for her sake,
ut she was taking an awful chance.”

~ “Doubtless there were sufficient rea-
sons,” said Mr. Granzi. “Business and
- social reasons. But, fortunately, “our
pofs are conclusive.”

“1 wouldn’t get married that way my-
self,” said Longfellow firmly. “A girl
ought not to have to run around to get
proof she’s married. It isn’t fair to her.”

“I'm pleased you look at it in that light,
Mr. Deeds. It will make our negotiations
a simple matter.”

“What negotiations?”

“For possession of the estate of the late
Victor Semple,” said Mr. Granzi.

Longfellow’s first emotion was one of
embarrassment. Mr. Granzi must think
him very dumb not to have seen that
point at once—that if Mr. Semple had a
wife and daughter then he—a rather dis-
tant relation—could not be the heir. In
that case all these millions would not be-
long to him, but to Mrs. Semple and her
child! It would put him right back where
he was before Mr. Cedar had informed
him of his good fortune.

“If,” he said presently, “Mrs, Semple is
really Mrs. Semple—and there is a child—
then there do not have to be any negotia-
tions, do there? I mean it is all hers. She
would just take it?"

“Undoubtedly—in the end,” said Mr.
Granzi. “ But you are in possession. The
law has recognized you as the heir. It has
seemed wiser, therefore, to resort to nego-
tiation rather than to the courts—in the
beginning. If we can reach a satisfactory
arrangement we need never appeal to the
courts.”

“You mean if I would just step out
and let you have it?”

“Or, let us say, if you would spare my
client the embarrassment of flaunting her
private affairs before the public—and if
vou wished to spare the memory of Mr.
Semple—if you were to turn over to my
client a substantial share of the estate.”

“Why," asked Longfellow, “would she
take a share when she is entitled to all?”

“It is always wise to avoid litigation,”
said Mr. Granzi. “And scandal.”

ANOTHER point occurred to Long-
fellow: “Why didn’t she say some-
thing about this before? I mean right
after Mr. Semple died?”

“Unfortunately she was not represented
by counsel at that time. She did not know
what to do. My client is an impractical
person—an artist.”

“Opera?”” asked Longfellow.

“A ballerina,” said Granzi,

“That's a dancer?”

“Yes. Mrs. Semple is a dancer,
Granzi.

“1f I were doing it,” said Longfellow, “I
don’t think I would do any compromising.
I would say that the estate was mine fair
and square, and I wanted it. T would say
right out that I was Mrs. Semple, and not
just a woman that had lost her honor.”

“But she is sensitive. She isan artist.”

“Well, what is this lady’s idea? I mean,
if she doesn’t want all of the estate, what
does she want?”

“with two million dollars.”

“Well,” said Longfellow, “she isn’t so
very impractical after all, is she?”

Granzi opened a briefcase. “You will

said |
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| and always say things that sound funny
| when they are read to juries.”

“It is human nature,” said Granzi.
| “When a man is in love with a woman he
| wishes to tell her so.”
| “Maybe,” said Longfellow, “but I
should think he could wait till he saw her.
What is this lady’s name?”

“Mrs. Semple, you mean?”

“I guess 1 won’t call her Mrs. Semple
vet,” said Longfellow.
|  “Her maiden name,” said Granzi, “was
| Nina Motti.”

Longfellow did not want to talk to Mr.
Granzi any more. He wanted to think it
over by himself.

“IIl tell you how it is,” he said. “This
is a kind of a surprise. It wants thinking
about. I don’t want to do anything off-
hand. I was doing pretty well before I got
all this money, and I haven't got used to
it yet. Maybe I'll like it better when I do.
But, anyhow, if it is mine I shall keep it.
On the other hand, if it isn’t mine, I don't
know whether 1 would feel very bad or
not. I don’t know. So you just leave
these proofs you claim you have so I can
look at them, and go away.™

“But I haven’t stated our case.”

“You don’t need to—not tome. You've
come out with the main facts. I don’t
mind telling you they look fishy to me.
And if I was a jury I would look at you,
Mr. Granzi, and 1 would ask myself if a
man that looked like you do would be apt
to put up a job on anybody. Lots of times
you can tell just by looking at a person.
And you look to me like a man that would
put up a job. You look kind of sleek.”

“Young man,” said Granzi ominously,
“you are doing yourself no good by being
insulting.”

“Oh, I didn’t mean to be insulting,” said
Longfellow. “I was just thinking out
loud. Now, maybe this lady is all you say
and just happened to pick a lawyer like
you. If she is, it’s too bad. So I won't
make up my mind about whether your
claim is all right. T'll just say that on ac-
count of you it is apt to be skulduggery,
That's fair, isn’t it?”’

GRANZI leaped to his feet furiously and

assumed a mien calculated to cow
Longfellow, but the young man seemed
quite unconscious of it.

“Anyhow,” he said, “I've got some
lawyers that cost an awful lot whether they
work or not. Their name is Cedar, Cedar,
Cedar & McGonigle. And I'll put them to
work on this. But, Mr, Granzi, I'll tell
you what. You better think it over, too,
because if this is a put-up job you're apt to
get into trouble.”

“Your attorneys,” said Granzi, “will
advise settlement.”

“Maybe. But,” said Longfellow firmly,
“the law doesn’t say I got to take their

advice. T've been in business. And my
father used to say not to take anybody’s

| advice if it went against your better judg-

ment. So, even if Cedar, Cedar, Cedar &
McGonigle advised me to settle, and I
thought this was what the papers call a
confidence game or something, I would

| not settle at all. I would tell you to go

|
|
|

ahead if you weren’t afraid to.”
“Surely you wouldn’t want to wash all
this dirty linen before the public.”
Longfellow regarded him gravely. “I
don’t see why not,” he said. “I didn’t get
any of it dirty.” He stood up and rang a

=%
bell. “This,” he said, “is one niced BNE: seems
about being rich. I mean, you 'mcmﬁml
bells and things happen. Servants ¢g " anold roué!’
to ask what you want. It is very ham . #]amnot
When this servant comes [ am goi ~ have the hig
him to show you the door.” - o

“You will live to regret this day,®
Granzi.

*There's this about it," said Lo
“1 can't be any worse off than I
month ago. But vou can be in
Er—Wilson, show Mr. Granzi wh
door is.”

“Yes, sir. . . . Mrs. Garrison is calli

“Here?" - man witl

“Yes, sir.” - ght turn ¢

" Ask her to come right in,” said Lg e at all, bt
fellow. ' Good-by, Mr. Granzi."” L make a diff
Granzi, scowling, followed the Servi * difference wi
from the room. S B Now, [t
5 ~ he said, “m:

MRS. GARRISON appeared & wou better 1
door. 1 ~ see how it tu
“My dear Longfellow!” she exc want to bot
“I have not been neglecting vou.,  anything. Y
not! Far, far from it!” Her con i B = Wait an
was in exclamation points. “But one *0h, ther
so much to do. It’s much more fi “akindofat

than telephoning, don't you
morrow evening at eight.”

5 "
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“Yes, ma’am,” said Longfellow. H o person?
not know exactly what sentence #Goodne:
series of exclamations he was a *“Then it
and, realizing this suddenly, consi s will b
wise to ask, “Tomorrow eve ~ that men wi
eight—what?” } ‘more brains

“Dinner,” said Mrs. Garrison. women cost
cozy little dinner of sixteen! Pe any judgme
must know.” “Yes'm,’

“You mean you want me to - *You're:
your house to dinner tomorrow “] got to

At eight,” said Mrs. Garrison, * “Well, I'l
got to run. At eight.” 2 : "~ Shewast

“But—" said Longfellow. o | ~ the telepho

“White tie,”” said Mrs. Garrison . Mr. Cedar
tically. . pot return

Longfellow felt of his neckwear. It B 11l wai
not white; it was red and blue stri . <1 ¢
can’t,” he said. i then.”

She paused and stared. “You ca He picke
what?" she asked in astonishment, at the first

*Come to your house to dinner tomos  cther page
row night.” ~ which told

“And why not, pray?” I read this ¢

“Because I've got a date. | "~ Rouge one
have a previous engagement.” “the literar

“With whom?" she asked indi; might sit ;

Longfellow batted his eyes, It did authors an
seem to him that she had a right to manufactu
him such a question, but he was un * knives and
quainted with the usages of Ni ) interest.
society, and it might be eminent] S found it &«
rect to do so. “With Miss Peters : then a ser
said, 1 . announced

“I know no Miss Petersen. Call Longfell
and tell her you can’t come. She aﬁ‘aiﬂ“ He
matter. At eight o'clock.” Ag Rouge. C
turned to take her departure. would dine

“I can’t,” said Longfellow. " might. Hc

“And why not, I should like to kn mined lool

“I promised. I'm—I'm : “I'm ge
the Cortillon. I said 1'd be there,* said firmly

“May I ask where vou met this “Yes, si
Petersen? May [ ask who she is?* - It was

“She is Madame Pomponi’s se descended
and accompanist.” opened the

“Ah," said Mrs. Garrison, studying | the street,
with saturnine eve. ““Ah, Well, i 10 Sixty-se

to me you can carry on that sort of
on an evening when [ am not gi
dinner. Is she pretty?”

“She is very nice-looking.”

ward the ¢
under an
painted tk
which was



I mean, ms to run in the blood,” said
Ippen, 'In tartly. * Victor Semple was
ant. [t Hroué!”

omes [ am m not a roué!” said Longfellow. “I
2 door.” the highest respect for Miss Peter-

L Garrison raised her brows. But
gatented herself by repeating, “ Eight

rse off g
W can } hy ma'am,’”’ said Longfellow. “But
ir. peher time.”’

Y

o}

EN he remembered Granzi and the
tion in which he now found himself

mah with his inheritance threatened. It

g turn out that he was not a million-

it &ll, but only a poet, and that would

g difference. It might make a big

ence with Mrs. Garrison.

pw, | tell you what, Mrs. Garrison,”

d, “maybe you better wait. Maybe

g better not invite me to dinner till we

it turns out. Maybe you wouldn’t

o to bother to invite me to dinner or

g. You better wait and see.”

t and see what?"

h, there's a thing that has come up—

{of a thing that might make a differ-

're not going to marry this Peter-
o

ndness, no.”

it can’t make any difference.
will be boys—and my experience is
men will be men, But I hope vou use
brains than Victor Semple did. His
cost him plenty. He never used
gment."”

‘es’'m,” said Longfellow.

®You're adamant?”’

*1 got to be,” said Longfellow. =
*Well, [ hope it doesn’t cost you much.”
was gone, and Longfellow picked up
lephone to speak to Mr. Cedar, but
. Cedar was in Washington and would
m for twenty-four hours.

Il wait till he gets back,” Longfellow
- “I guess nothing will happen till

* He picked up a newspaper and glanced
¢ the first page. Then he turned to an-
sther page, where there was a column
shich told Where One Should Dine. He
gad this and learned that at Le Lapin
fouge one was likelv to meet the élite of
e literary and intellectual world. One
] sit at a table and hear poets and
and composers and essayists and
‘manufacturers of belles lettres clinking their
ives and forks. This aroused his keen
He looked at his watch and
d it to be seven-thirty o'clock. And
a servant appeared in the door and
sunced that dinner was served.
Longfellow stood up; then he sat down
He wanted to dine at Le Lapin
Of a sudden he determined he
‘would dine at Le Lapin Rouge, come what
ght. He fixed the servant with a deter-
ed look.

I'm going out some place to eat,” he

mterest.

said firmly.
- “Yes, sir," said the servant.
- [t was as easy as that! He arose,

 descended the stairs, procured his hat,
[ opened the front door, and stepped outinto
~ the street. He strolled down the Avenue
0 Sixtv-second Street, where he turned to-
 ward the east, and presently found himself
under an orange canopy upon which was
 painted the name of the literary restaurant
e which was his objective. He entered.

Longfellow was somewhat disappointed.
Somehow, the place did not have what |
he considered a literary atmosphere. He |
found himself in a long, narrow room |
which resembled remotely a Pullman car
with little tables in compartments where
the berths should be. A waiter conducted
him to a seat. The waiter placed a card
before him, but Longfellow did not give
it his attention.

“Good evening,” said Longfellow.

“Good evening,"” said the waiter.

“I read in the paper,” Longfellow said |
confidentially, “that a good many poets
and authors and people like that came to
this place. So I thought I would come. [ |
am a poet myself,” he said diffidently, |
“and that is why I am interested. 1 livein |
New York now. I would be very much |
obliged to vou if vou would kind of point
out some famous people and tell me who
they are. It would be a great favor."”

“We get ‘em all,” said the waiter.
“Sure, I'll point ’em out.”

“I'm not the kind of poet that has them
printed in bound volumes nor in maga-
zines,” Longfellow said confidentially, “I
write most of the ones you see on post
cards.”

“Is zat so!” exclaimed the waiter ad-
miringly. “What you going to have?”

“I think I shall have some lamb chops
and potatoes, and some coffee. Are there
any famous people here now? "

“The place is crawlin’ with ’em,” said
the waiter. “See that big lummox across
there? Well, that's Percival Dide, and the
skirt with him just won some kind of a
prize with a book. Her name’s Zinzer.”

“Goodness! I've read Mr, Dide’s
stories in the magazines, but I never
thought he looked like that. And—and
Miss Zinzer just won the Pulitzer Prize.
Goodness! Are there any poets?”

“We don’t get many. [ figger they
don't eat much. Them two in the next
stall is the editor of a magazine and a
funny man that writes pieces for him.
Name’s Ted Santer. . .. Sav, I seen
vour picture in the paper. [ didn’t make
vou at first. You're Mr. Deeds, ain’t
you?”

“Why, ves,” said Longfellow.

“It was your mentionin’ them post-card
poems that made me spot you,” the waiter
said. Then he went away to fill Longfel-
low’s order.

He reappeared from the kitchen and
paused at Dide’s table and said something.
Dide and his companion glanced across
at Longfellow. The waiter passed on to
Santer's table, and, after a word, Santer
and his friend turned and stared. Long-
fellow, unconscious of the interest he
generated, sat back and sharpened his ears
in the hope of catching some fragments of
the conversation of these dwellers upon
Olympus.

HEN, suddenly, astoundingly, the great

Percival Dide arose and walked to Long-
fellow’s table; his enormous heavy face was
solemn, but his little, shrewd eyes were
trying to conceal hopeful laughter.

“Mr. Deeds, isn’t it?” he asked. “My
name is Dide. We're all friendly and in-
formal here. Know each other pretty well.
Why don’t vou uproot yourself and come
across and put on the nose bag with Miss
Zinzer and me?”’ |

Longfellow beamed. Hehad notdreamed |
of meeting such neighborliness in New |
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Why a corn hurts

A corn is shaped like a
cone, with the small end
peinting into the toe. This
inverted cone, under pres-
sure from the shoe, presses
against sensitive nerves,
which carry pain sensa
tions to the brain and
central nervous system.
That is why a corn ruins
nerves and disposition —seems to “hurt all over.”

Howto stop the peatin

Blue;fay stops the painin-
stantly, by removing pres-
sure from the corn. The
pad is soft for greatest pos-
sible comfort . . . yet snug-
fitting enough to be un-
noticed under smart shoes.
Center the gentle Blue-Jay
medication directly over
the cornitself. The pad is
Leld securely in place with the special Wet.Pruf
adhesive strip (waterproof, soft kidlike finish,
does not cling to stocking).

How to remove

the corn
——

# " i ’a? After the Blue-Jay has
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York, and especially from an Immortal,

He flushed with embarrassment.
“Why—why, 1'd like to awfully well,”

he said. “I—when I came it was just to—

| you know—to look at people—famous

| people like vou. I didn’t have any idea of
speaking to you.”

“l speak to policemen,” said Dide
| solemnly, “and milkmen. Democratic—
| that’s me.”

“Thank you—very much,” said Long-
| fellow, and he got up and accompanied the

“Then,” said Santer, “why don't’
write a new opera? In English. Yo
poet. You could bring to the task a
of ability and experience. A man wh
as you do, go straight to the throbh
heart of the people with poems
given subject, should have the abili
art, the inspiration, to reach s
the throbbing heart of the nation s
great, ringing, tear-compelling, em
stirring opera which even a child ¢

|
|
|

street could understand and love. D goo

| hugeness of the author to the table where get the idea? Something with Hom will now
Miss Zinzer sat. He was presented, but Mother, and all the deep and sacred e lpoked oVt

| before he could sit down Santer’s head ap- init. Do you follow me, Mr. D pmed savag
| peared over the partition. Longfellow looked at Santer; B s the id
| “I want in,” he said plaintively. “Bill garded Dide and Miss Zinzer and th “mien who seen
and 1 want in.” tor Bill, and his eyes were hurt, as @ gt Whor
“Go peddle your tripe,” said Dide. eves of a friendly dog who is kicked ? Never

“This is a literary table.”
“Come on, Bill,” Santer said. “They
want us.” He fixed Longfellow with a sad

he has reason to expect nothing bl
return of his friendliness.

“I guess 1 get the idea, Mr

i
Spotamus, and
e

RY un

["

eye. “My name's Santer. I can write That's your name, isn'tit? I g stranger '
swell obituaries. I know half a dozen I low you. I guess, Mr. Dide, I know why sprawled on
could turn out masterpieces with if they was vou invited me to come over ¢ pion took

would only die. This is Bill. He picks my
| brains.”

“Must use a jeweler’s microscope,” said
Miss Zinzer tartly.

“*She was just a publicity woman and a

table. I guess I understand it, and
thing. It was to make fun of me
“Oh, now—"" commenced Santer,
“You will please not say
more,” said Longfellow, “and I wil

knuckles
= *] guess )
it, Hank. "

wisecracker until she assembled all the say much of anything myself, only -
bright things she’d heard me say and put isn’t the kind of a thing I would do : it
them in a novel.” a celebrated person.” Javiting you
He paused and got to his feet.  “You don

TWAS now a party of five. Santer turned you would be a joke in Mandrak © *It could
to Longfellow. “What,” he asked, “are but 1 don’t believe anybody there - "Gosh,”s:

your views upon the future of Opera in
America?”

“I'm afraid I don’t understand about
Opera very well,” Longfellow said simply.
| “I went to see one this afternoon for the
| first time. I—the way it struck me was
| that they won’t get many people to come
| tosee that kind of a show. I couldn’t make

try to make you look ridiculous if
minded your own business and tried
pleasant to people. We would ¢
how funny you were, and we woul
good manners enough to treat y
cently.”

He stopped again. “I never '
he said, “that it was comical to -2

You kin

| any head or tail to it.” poems for post cards—not until flow. “I
II “Maybe you just don’t like music,” in New York said some thi gs hey're—th
| suggested Miss Zinzer. showed what they thought. But I | | and tender ¢
“Oh, yes. Ilike music. And I play the the best poems I could, and made: B They a
tuba in our band.” good living, and people at home v 8 wlemnly. *
“What more can you ask!” said Santer. of proud of me. So 1'll be going highly esser

| “The Opera is in safe hands. Tell me, Mr.
Deeds, you are a poet as well as a mu-
sician?”’

“A kind of a poet,” Longfellow said. “I

I've learned to keep away from
people. Iam sorry, because I adm
a good deal, and I am disappoint

poch once
 “Must [
-~ fellow.

write poems for post cards.” THERE was a silence as he turned a “Tellme

| “For post cards. Think of that!” San- and walked toward the door; Didy N No."”
| ter said admiringly. “You wouldn’t have broad face expressionless, craned his " “A good
| one in your pocket, would vou? T meana neck to watch Longfellow take his L *Are you
| card with one of your poems on it. I've Then the big man shoved the tahle *No. 1
got a lot of autographs of famous people, lently from him and surged to his fe this doorm
and if I could get you to write your name “To hell with vou,” he said, “and . This wa:
on one of your own post cards—" me, too.” - "What,”
“I have all of them in a scrapbook at He ploughed down the aisle, s L s your fa
home,* Longfellow said. his hat, and wallowed after Lo 0 The mar
“Um. . .. Now, about the Opera. I whom he caught a few yards fro B vagaries of
gather you have some doubts,” doar, and his great ham of a hand ~ fer and ant
“I just don’t understand about it,” on the young man'’s shoulder, . “Wrong
| “You mean because it is sung in foreign “Say, you!" he said. - Mr. Deeds

languages?* Longfellow turned, not withouta “Yes, si

“I guess that’s part of it. But I guessit dignity. Dide pointed to his own 5 5' “Probat
| would be a good idea if I didn’t say any- which he thrust forward. piece abou
| thing at all until I've had a chance to study “Sock it, kid, if it’ll do you any g friend is a
‘ it more.” he said, “The difference between m meet Bac

“Mr. Deeds,” said Santer, “I’ve an them is I know when I'm a louse, l" whose nan
| idea. I think it is a splendid idea. The say, kid, if I ever get in a jam like | ppera, Ha
| Opera certainly needs something. And I hope [ handle myself like vou did. B *No.”

think the time is ripe. I think you are the regular. You're in. You belong. I “*So do
very man to save it; to give it new life— give a damn if you paint portraits They pe
perhaps new form. As I understand it shingles. Come on to a newsstand an scious ths
vou are practically in control of the situa- eata peck of post cards raw. [ got men who ¢
tion.” binge and have a fight with a cop ~ them—on

“I guess I am,” said Longfellow, I'll feel white again. If you're man's



you = and don’t hold a grudge, come on and help ‘
arez SR me.”
zalth o8 Longfellow’s face softened, became boy- |

can, W8 ish, even wistful. “I guess I am comical,” | % ]

bing. hesaid. *“I guess you're a pretty swell per- |
any 88 son. | guess—I1 guess—Mr. Dide, I never |
1, the got a binge.” ‘
at to “You probably won’t like it, and my |
itha friends call me Mike because my name is |
rtion- I’eruival.rf \I?lt"hat’s yours?” ] P e, Hi Rk
n the “Longfellow.” 5 ARy e s
o you “It’s a good name, Hank,” said Dide. of Wildroot will clean > .
:, and B8 “We will now look upon life in the raw.” up that dandruff!”
hings 88 He looked over Longfellow’s shoulder and | 5

red turned savage of a sudden. “Say, mug, |

e reés what'’s the idea?” he asked of one of two 1

e edi- men who seemed to be loitering within ear- |

re the shot. ‘“Whose pet gorilla are you, and |

when 8 why? Never step on the heels of a hippo- |

but a potamus, and thank you for coming.”

ianter. *RY unexpectedly, he smacked the |

i 1 fol- stranger with such vigor that the man 1

why it sprawled on the sidewalk, and his com- | A

0 your panion took to his heels. Dide dusted off | £
every- his knuckles and grinned; then he peered

with sudden gravity at Longfellow.

“1 guess you’d better look out a little
bit, Hank. Those lads were tailing you.”

“Why?™

“Well,” said Dide, “seeing as you're a
billionaire it might be they had an idea of
inviting you to go for a buggy ride.”

“You don’t mean kidnapping!”

“It could be,” said Dide.

“Gosh,”” said Longfellow, “I got troubles
enough without that.”

“Why take a chance?” said Dide.
“Now, maybe they just wanted to sneak
up and slip a gold watch in your pocket.
But, on the other hand— Anyhow, busi-
ness is closed for the evening. But tomor-
row is another day."”

“You kind of surprise me,” said Long- |
fellow. “I've read your stories and
they're—they’re kind of romantic and—
and tender and lovely. They're like that.”

“They are my true self,” said Dide
solemnly. “It's realizing it that makes it
highly essential for me to drown it all in
hooch once a week. And tonight’s the
night.”

“Must I get—get a binge?" asked Long-
fellow.

“Tell me,” said Dide, *“are you in love?”

" NO.”

“A good many people are,” said Dide.

“Are you?” asked Longfellow. |

“No. I fight with policemen. We'll ask
this doorman what is his favorite color.”

This was a bit bewildering.

“What,” asked Dide of the functionary,
“is your favorite color?”

The man, evidently accustomed to the
vagaries of customers, considered the mat-

The funniest thing about this ad is that Wildroot actually does
clean up dandruff, the forerunner of premature baldness. A brisk daily
Wildroot massage keeps hair neat, stops dandruff or your money back.
At all druggists, barbers, toilet goods counters in U. 8. and Canada.

For healthy hair, use HWAIILRD'IFC?NC:E Money-back guarantee
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snatched
mgfellow

from the

ter and answered, “ Blue.”
“Wrong,” said Dide. “Meet my friend, |

Mr. Deeds. We are not coming in."”
“Yes, sir,"” said the doorman.

“Probably,” said Dide, “you will see a
piece about us in the morning papers. My |
friend is a Vestal Virgin. He is about to |
meet Bacchus. [ know a street cleaner
whose name is Pilch., Want to go to the
opera, Hank?”

If you have any fears about going to Mex-
ico in the summer—{forget them. The sum-
mer climate of Mexico City, Guadalajara,
Taxco. Cuernavaca, Urnapan, Morelia and
most other Mexican cities is delightful be-
cause of the altitude. The daily afternoon
shower of one or two hours is welcomed be-
cause it keeps everything fresh and bright.

There is hot weather enroute to Mexico
City—yes. But you won't notice it in the
cool, clean air-conditioned cars of EI Coste-

completely air-conditioned, you'll enjoy
this luxury all the way to Mexico City. Re-
turn, if vou wish, on the air-conditioned
National Railways of Mexico via El Paso,
or reverse the order.

Plan your Mexzico trip now. And plan
to include the thrilling West Coast Route
one way (very low roundtrip fares permit
this). See lazy Mazatlan, in its perfect
“Santh Sea Island™ setting, ancient Trepie,
the wild barraneas and Guadalajara, where

s NG.” |
“Sa do I,” said Dide. |
They passed on down the street uncon-
scious that they were followed by four
men who scarttered along the block behind
them—one with a sore jaw.
(To be continued)

fio, the leading train on our West Coast of
Mexico Route, via Tucson. And az our
trains connecting with this route (the Sun-
set Limited and Golden State Limited) are

fine pottery and bubble glass are made.
For information and literature, write 0. P,
Bartlett, Dept. L-5, 310 South Michigan
Boulevard, Chicago.
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