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MUCH POMP AND SEVERAL

By WiLLIAM

CIRCUMSTANCES.

ALLEN WHITE,

Author of ‘ James Sears : A Naughty Person,’” and other Boyville stories.

‘ACK of Pennington’s barn,
which was the royal castle
of the Court of Boyville,
ran a hollow. In the hollow
grew a gnarly box-elder
tree. This tree was the
courtiers’ hunting-lodge. In

the crotches of the rugged branches Piggy

Pennington, Abe Carpenter, Jimmy Sears,

Bud Perkins, and Mealy Jones were wont to

rest of a summer afternoon, planning for

the morrow’s chase, recounting the morn-
ing’s adventures in the royal tourney of
the marble-ring, meditating upon the evil ap-
proach of the fall school term, and follow-
ing such sedentary pursuits as to any mem-
ber of the court seemed right and proper.

One afternoon late in August the tree was

alive with its arboreal aristocracy. Abe

Carpenter sat on the lowest branch, plait-

ing a four-strand, square-braided ‘‘ quirt ;

Jimmy Sears was holding the ends. Piggy

was casually skinning cats, hanging by his

legs, or 8hinning on an.almost horizontal
53

limb, as he took his part in the lagging talk.
Hidden by the foliage in the thick of the
tree, in a three-pronged seat, Bud Perkins
reclined, his features drawn into a painful
grimace, as his right hand passed to and fro
before his mouth, rhythmically twanging the
tongue of a jews’-harp, upon which he was
playing ‘“ To My Sweet Sunny South Take Me
Home.”” He breathed heavily and irregu-
larly. His eyes were on the big white clouds
in the blue sky, and his heart was filled with
the poetry of lonesomeness that sometimes
comes to boys in pensive moods. For the
days when he had lived with his father, a
nomad of the creeks that flowed by half a
score of waterways into the Mississippi, were
upon the far horizon of his consciousness,
and the memory of those.days made him as
sad as any memory ever can make a healthy,
care-free boy. He played ‘‘ Dixie,”’ partly
because it was his dead father’s favorite
tune, and partly because, being spritely, it
kept down his melancholy. Later he took
out his new mouth-organ, which his foster-
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mother had given to him, and to satisfy his
boyish idea of justice he played ‘‘ We shall
Meet, but We shall Miss Him,”’ because it
was Miss Morgan’s favorite. While he played
the jews’-harp his tree friends flung ribald
remarks at him. But when Bud began to
waver his hand for a tremolo upon the mouth-
organ as he played ‘ Marsa’s in de Col’, Col’
Groun’,”” a peace fell upon the company, and
they sat quietly and heard his repertoire—
QU Shady,”” ‘‘May, Dearest May,”” ¢‘ Lilly
Dale,”” ““ Dey Stole My Chile Away,”” ¢‘ O
Nicodemus,’” *‘ Sleeping, I Dream, Love,”’
and ‘‘ Her Bright Smile.”” He was a South-
ern boy—a bird of passage caught in the
North—and his music had that sweet, sooth-
ing note that cheered the men who fought
under the Stars and Bars.

Into this scene rushed Mealy Jones, pell-
mell, hat in hand, breathless, bringing war’s
alarms. ‘‘Fellers, fellers,”” screamed Mealy,
half ablock away, ‘‘ it’s a-comin’ here! It’s
goin’ to be here in two weeks. The man’s
puttin’ up the boards now, and you can get
a job passin’ bills.”’

An instant later the tree was deserted,
and five boys were running as fast as their
legs would carry them toward the thick of
the town. They stopped at the new pine
bill-board, and did not leave the man with the
paste-bucket until they had seen ‘¢ Zazell ”’
flying out of the cannon’s mouth, the iron-
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jawed woman performing her marvels, the
red-mouthed rhinoceros with the bleeding
native impaled upon its horn and the fleeing
hunters near by, ‘¢ the largest elephant in
captivity 7’ carrying the fen-thowsand-dollar
beauty, the acrobats whirling through space,
James Robinson turning handsprings on his
dapple-gray steed, and, last and most ravish-
ing of all, little Willie Sells in pink tights on
his three charging Shetland ponies, whose
break-neck courge in the picture followed
one whichever way he turned. When these
glories had been pasted upon the wall and
had been discussed to the point of cynicism,
the Court of Boyville reluctantly adjourned
to get in the night wood and dream of a wil-
derness of monkeys.

During the two weeks that followed the
appearance of the glad tidings on the bill-
boards, the boys of Willow Creek spent many
hours in strange habiliments, making gro-
tesque imitations of the spectacles upon the
boards. Piggy Pennington rolled his trou-
sers far above his knees for tights, and gal-
loped his father’s fat delivery horse up and
down the alley, riding sideways, standing,
and backwards, with much vainglory. To
simulate the motley of the tight-rope-walk-
ing clown, Jimmy Sears wore the calico lin-
ing of his clothes outside, when he was in
the royal castle beyond his mother’s ken.
Mealy donned carpet slippers in Pennington’s
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barn, and wore long pink-and-white-striped
stockings of a suspiciously feminine appear-
ance, fastened to his abbreviated shirtwaist
with stocking-suspenders, hated of all boys.
Abe Carpenter did his shudder-breeding tra-
+ peze tricks in a bathing-trunk ; and Bud Per-
kins, who nightly rubbed himself limber in
oil made by hanging a bottle of angleworms
in the sun to fry, wore his red calico base-
ball clothes, and went through keg-hoops in
a dozen different ways. In the streets of
the town the youngsters appeared disguised
as ordinary hoys. They reveled in the pic-

“PIGGY PENNINGTON
HORSE UP AND DOWN THE ALLEY.”

tured visions of the circus, but were skepti-
cal about the literal fulfilment of some of the
promises made on the bills. Certain things
advertised were eliminated from reasonable
expectation: for instance, the boys all knew
that the giraffe would not be discovered eat-
ing off the top of a cocoanut tree; they knew
that the monkeys would not play a brass
band; and they knew that the ¢ Human Fly ”’
would walk on the ceiling ab the ‘‘ concert ™’
—and no boy has ever saved enough money
to buy a ticket to the ‘‘ concert.”” Never-
theless, they gloated over the pictures of the
herd of giraffes and the monkey band and the

GALLOPED HIS FATHER'S FAT DELIVERY
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graceful *“ Human Fly”’ walking upside down
—*“defying the laws of gravitation;”’ and
they considered no future, however pleasant,
after the day and date on the bills. Thus the
golden day approached, looming larger and
larger upon the horizon as it came. In the
interim, how many a druggist bought his
owl bottles the third and fourth time, how
many a junk-dealer paid for his own iron,
how many bags of carpet rags went to the
ragman, the world will never know.
Now, among children of a larger growth, in
festive times hostile demonstrations cease,
animosities are buried;
but in Boyville a North-
ender is a North-ender,
and a South-ender -is a
South-ender, and a mest-
ing of the two is a fight.
Boyville knows no times
of truce. It asks mnor
offers quarter. When
warring clans come to-
gether, be it work day,
holiday, or even circus
day, there ig a clatter of
clods, a patter of feet,
and retreating hoots of
deflance. And because
the circus bill-boards
were frequented by boys
of all kiths and clans,
clashes occurred fre-
quently, and Bud Perkins,
who was the fighter of
“the South End, had many
a call to arms. Indeed,
the approaching circus
unloosed the dogs of war
rather than nestled the
dove of peace. For Bud
Perkins, in a moment of
pride, issued an ukase
which forbade all North-
end boys to look at a
certain bill-board near his home. This ukase
and his strict enforcement of it made him the
target of North-end wrath. Little Miss Mor-
gan, his foster-mother, who had adopted him
at the death of his father the summer before
the eircus bills were posted, could not under-
stand how the lad managed to lose so many
buttons, nor how he kept tearing his clothes.
She ascribed these things to his antecedents
and to his deficient training. She did not
know that Bud, whom she called Henry, and
whose music on the mouth-organ seemed to
come from a shy and gentle soul, was the
Terror of the South End. Her guileless
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mind held no place for the impor-
tant fact that North-end boys gener-
ally traveled by her door in pairs
for safety. Such is the blindness
of women. Cupid probably got his
defective vision from his mother’s
side of the house.

The last half of the last week
before circus day seemed a century
to Bud and his friends. Friday and
Saturday crept by, and Mealy Jones
was the only boy at Sunday-school
who knew the Golden Text, for an
inflammatory rumor that the circus
was unloading from the side-track
at the depot swept over the boys’
side of the Sunday-school room,
and consumed all knowledge of the
fifth chapter of Acts, the day’s les-
son. After Sunday-school the boys
broke for the circus grounds. There
they gorged their gluttonous eyes
upon the canvas-covered chariots
and the elephants and the camels
and the spotted ponies, passing
from the cars to the tents. The
unfamiliar noises, the sight of the
rising ‘‘ sea of canvas,’’ the touch of
mysterious wagons containing so many won-
ders, and the intoxicating smell that comes
only with much canvas, many animals, and the
unpacking of Pandora’s box, stuffed the boys’
senses, until they viewed with utter stoicism
the passing dinner hour and the prospect of
finding only cold mashed potatoes and the
necks and backs of chickens in the cupboards.
They even affected indifference to parental
seoldings, and lingered about the enchanting

“HOW MANY BAGS OF CARPET RAGS WENT TO THE
RAGMAN,”
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“OIL MADE BY HANGING A BOTTLE OF ANGLEWORMS IN THE

SUN TO FRY.”

spot until their shadows fell eastward and
the day was old.

When a boy gets on hig good behavior he
tempts Providence. And the Providence of
boys is frail and prone to yield. So when
Bud Perkins, who was burning with a desire
to please Miss Morgan the day before the
circus, went to church that Sunday night,
any one can see that he was proveking Provi-
dence in an unusual and cruel manner. Bud
did not sit with Miss Morgan, but lounged
into the church, and took a back seat. Three
North-end boys came in, and sat on the same
bench, Then Jimmy Sears shuffled past the
North-enders, and sat beside Bud. After
which the inevitable happened. It kept hap-
pening. They *‘ passed it on,”” and passed it
back again; first a pinch, then a chug, then
a cuff, then a kick under the bench. Heads
craned toward the boys occasionally, and
there came an awful moment when Bud Per-
kins found himself looking brazenly into the
eyes of the preacher, who had paused to
glare at the boys in the midst of his sermon.
The faces of the entire congregation seemed
to turn upon Bud automatically. A cherub-
like expression of conscious innocence and
impenetrable unconcern beamed through Bud
Perking’s features. The same expression
rested upon the countenances of the four
other malefactors. At the end of the third
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second, Jimmy Sears put his hand to his
mouth and snorted hetween his fingers. And
four young men looked down their noges. In
the hush, Brother Baker—a tiptoeing Neém-
esis—stalked the full length of the church
toward the culprits. When he took his seat
beside the boys, the preacher continued his
discourse. Brother Baker’s unction
angered Bud Perkins. He felt the
implication that his conduct was
bad, and his sense of guilt spurred
his temper. Satan put a pin in
Bud’s hand. Slowly, almost im-
perceptibly, Satan moved the boy’s
arm on the back of the pew, around
Jimmy Sears. Then an imp pushed
Bud’s hand as he jabbed the pin
into the back of a North-ender.
The boy from the North End let
out a yowl of pain. DBud was not
quick enough. Brother Baker saw
the pin; two hundred devout Meth-
odists saw him clamp his fingers
on Bud Perkinsg’s ear and march
him down the length of the church
and sot him beside Miss Morgan.
It was a sickening moment. The
North End grinned under its skin as
one boy, and was exceeding glad. So agoniz-
ing was it for Bud that he forgot to imagine
what a triumph it was for the North End—
and further anguish is impossible for a boy.

“ DRESSED-UP CHILDREN WERE FLITTING ALONG THE SIDE STREETS,
HURRYING THEIR SENIORS.”

Miss Morgan and Bud Perkins left the
church with the congregation. Bud dreaded
the moment when they would leave the crowd
and turn into their side strest.

“ BROTHER BAKER
—A TIPTOEING
NEMESIS,”

When they
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did turn, Bud was lagging a step or two be-
hind. A boy’s troubles are always the fauit
of the other boy. The North-end boy’s re-
spongibility in the matter was so clear—to
Bud—that, when he went to justify himself
to Miss Morgan, he was surprised and hurt
at what he considered her feminine blindness
to the fact. After she had passed
her sentence, she asked: ‘“ Do you
really think you deserve to go,
Henry ?”’

The blow stunned the boy. He
saw the visions of two weeks burst
like bubbles, and he whimpered:
““I dunno.” But in his heart he did

- know that to deny a boy the joy of
seeing Willie Sells on his three Shet-
land ponies, for nothing in the world
but showing a North-ender his place,
wag a piece of injustice of the kind
for which men and nations go to
war. At breakfast Bud kept his
eyes on his plate. He wore on
his face the resigned look of a
martyr. Miss Morgan was studi-
ougly gracious. He dropped leaden
monosyllables into the cheery flow
of her conversation, and after

breakfast put in his time at the woodshed.
At eight o’clock that morning the town
of Willow Creek was in the thrall of the cir-
cus. Country wagons were passing on every
side street. Delivery carts were
rattling about with unusual alacrity.
By half-past nine dressed-up chil-
dren were flitfing along the side
streets, hurrying their seniors. On
the main thoroughfare flags were
flying, and the streams of strangers
that had been flowing into town
were eddying at the street corners.
The balloon-vender wormed his way
through the buzzing crowd, leaving
his wares in a red and blue trail be-
hind him. The bark of the fakir
ragped the tightening nerves of
the town. Everywhere was hub-
bub; everywhere was the dusty
heated air of the festival; every-
where were men and women ready
for the marvel that had come out
of the great world, bringing pomp
and circumstance in its gilded frain;
everywhere in Willow Creek the
spirit which put the blue sash
about the country girl’s waist and the flag
in her beau’s hat ran riot, save at the home
of Miss Morgan. There the bees hummed
lazily over the old-fashioned flower-garden;
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“ THE BALLOON-VENDER WORMED HIS WAY THROUGH THE RBUZ-
ZING CROWD, LEAVING HIS WARES IN A RED AND BLUE

TRAIL BEHIND HIM.”

there the cantankerous jays jabbered in the
cottonwoods; there the muffled noises of the
town festival came as from afar; there Miss
Morgan puttered about her morning’s work,
trying vainly to croon a gospel hymn; and
there Bud Perkins, prone upon the sitting-
room sofa, made parallelograms and squares
and diamonds with the dots and lines on
the ceiling paper. When the throb of the
drum and the blare of the brass had set
the heart of the town to dancing, some
wave of the ecstasy seeped through the
lilac bushes and into the quiet house, for
the boy on the sofa started up suddenly,
checked himself ostentatiously, walked to
the bird cage, and began to play with the
canary. But the wave carried the little
spinster to the window. The circus had a
homestead in human hearts before John
Wesley staked his claim, and even so good
a Methodist as Miss Morgan could not be
deaf to the scream of the calliope or the
tinkle of cymbals. .

To emphasize his desolation, Bud left the
room, and sat down by a tree in the yard,
with his back to the kitchen door and win-
dow. There Miss Morgan saw him playing
mumble-peg in a desultory, listless faghion.
When the courtiers of Boyville came home
from the parade, they found him; and be-
cause he sat playing a silent, sullen, soli-
tary game, and responded to their banter
only with melancholy grunts, they knew that
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the worst had befallen him. Much
confab followed, in which the pro-
nouns ‘‘she’” and ‘“her” were
‘spoken. Otherwise Miss Morgan was
unidentified. For the conversation
ran thus, over and over:

“ You ask her.”

““ Naw, I’ve done ast ’er.”’

“’Twon’t do no good for me to
ast ’er. She don’t like me.”’

1 ain’t "fraid to ast ’er.”’

“Well, then, why don’t you ?”’

“ Why don’t you ?”’

““ Let’s all asgt "er.”

¢ S’pose she will, Bud 77’

“T dunno.”

Then Piggy and Abe and Jimmy
and Msaly came trapesing up to Miss
Morgan’s kitchen door. Bud sat by
the tree twirling his knife at his
game. Piggy, being the spokesman,
stood in the doorway. ‘¢ Miss Mor-
gan,”’ he said, as he slapped his leg
with his hat.

““Well, Winfield 7"’ replied the
little woman, divining his mission
and hardening her heart against his pur-
pose.

‘“ Miss Morgan,”” he repeated; and then
coaxed sheepishly: ‘‘ Can’t Bud go to the
show with us, Miss Morgan ?7”’

““ 'm afraid not to-day,”’ smiled back Miss
Morgan as she went about her work. A

“IHE BLUE SASH ABOUT THE COUNTRY GIRL'S WAIST
AND THE FLAG IN HER BEAU'S HAT.”

whisper from the doorstep prompted Piggy
to ¢ ask her why;’’ whereat Piggy echoed:
““ Why can’t he, Miss Morgan ?”’



“ Henry mis-
behaved in
church last
night, and we’ve
agreed that he
shall stay home
from the cir-
cus.”’

Piggy ad-
vanced a step
or two inside
the door, laugh-
ing diplomatic-
ally. “‘ O—no,
Miss  Morgan;
don’t you think
he’s agreed.
He’s just dyin’
to go.”’

Miss Morgan
smiled, but did
not join in
Piggy’s hilarity

“

—a bad sign ONE'S A. TRICK ELEPHANT.
Piggy tried
again : ‘‘ They

got six elephants, and one’s a trick elephant.
You’d die a-laughin’ if you saw him.”” And
Piggy went into a spasm of laughter.

But it left Mis§ Morgan high and dry upon
the igland of her determination.

Piggy prepared for an heroic measure, and
stepped over to the kitchen table, leaning
upon it as he pleaded:

“¢ This is the last circus this year, Miss Mor-
gan, and it’s an awful good one. Can’t he
go just this once 77’

The debate lasted ten minutes, and at the
end four boys walked slowly, with much
manifestation of feeling, back to the tree
where the fifth sat. There was woe and
lamentation after the manner of boykind.
When the boys left the yard, it seemed to
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Miss Morgan
that she could
not look from
her work with-
out seeing the
lonesome figure
of Bud. In the
afternoon the
patter of feet
by her house
grew slower, and
then ceased.
Occasionally a
belated way-
farer sped by.
The music of
the circus band
outside of the
tent came to
Miss Morgan’s
ears on gusts of
wind, and died
away ag the
wind ebbed.
She dropped the
dish-cloth three
times in five minutes, and washed her cup
and saucer twice. She struggled bravely in
the Slough of Despond for a while, and then
turned back with Pliable. ‘“ Henry,”” she
said, as the boy walked past her carrying
pepper-grass to the bird, ‘‘ Henry, what
made you act so last night 77’

The boy dropped his head and answered:
1 dunno.”’

““ But, Henry,
wrong 77’

‘1 dunno,”” the boy reiterated.

“ Why did you stick that little boy with
the pin 77’

“ Well—well—"> he gasped, preparing
for a defense. ‘‘ Well—he pinched me
first.”’

YOU'D DIE A-LAUGGHIN, IF YOU

didn’t you know it was

& FURNY CLOWNS ~COUNT THEM 53
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““Yes, Henry, but don’t you know that
it’s wrong to do those things in church?
Don’t you see how bad it was 7’

““1 was just a-playin’, Miss Morgan; I
didn’t mean to.”’

Bud did not dare to trust his instinctive
reading of the signs. He went on impul-
sively: ‘1 wanted him to quit, but he just
kept right on, and Brother Baker didn’t
touch him.”’

The wind brought the staccato music
of the circus band to the foster-mother’s
ears. The music completed her moral
decay, for she was thinking that, if
Brother Baker would only look after his
own children ag carefully ag he looked
after those of other people, the world
would be better. Then she said:
“ Now, Henry, if 1 let you go, just this
once—now just this once, mind you—
will you promise never to do anything
like that again 77’

Blackness dropped from the boy’s
spirit, and by main strength he strangled -
a degire to yell. The desire revived when
he reached the alley, and he ran whoop-
ing to the circus grounds.

There is a law of erystallization among
boys which enables molecules of the
same gang to meet in whatever agglom-
eration they may be thrown. So ten
minutes after Bud Perking left home he
found Piggy and Jimmy and old Abe and
Mealy in the menagerie tent. Where-
upon the South End was able to present
a bristling front to the North End—a front
which even the pleasings of the lute in the
circus band could not break. But the boys
knew that the band playing in the circus
tent meant that the performance in the ring

I
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was about to begin.  So they cut short an in-
teresting dialogue with a keeper, concerning
the elephant that remembered the man who
gave her tobacco ten years ago and tried to
kill him the week before the show came to Wil-
low Creek. But when the pageant in the ring
unfolded its tinseled splendor in the Grand En-
try, Bud Perkins left earth and walked upon

IT'S AN AWFUL GOOD ONE. CAN'T HE GO JUST THIS ONCE ?””

clouds of glory. = His high-strung nerves
guivered with delight as the ring disclosed
its treasures—Willie Sells on his spotted
ponies, James Robinson on his dapple-gray,
the ““§ funny clowns—count them &, the
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Japanese jugglers and ftumblers, the be-
spangled women on the rings, the dancing
ponies, and the performing dogs. The climax
of his joy came when Zazell, ‘‘ the queen of
the air,”” was shot from her cannon to the
trapeze. Bud had decided, days before the
cireug, that this feature would please him

“‘WELL, SON, YOU'RE A DAISY, THEY GENERALLY
DROP THE FIRST KICK.'”

most. Zazell’s performance was somewhat
tame, but immediately thereafter a really
startling thing happened. A clown who
was holding the trick mule called to the
boys near Bud, who nudged him into the
clown’s attention. The clown pantomimed
to Bud, drawing from the wide pantaloons a
dolar. He held it up for the boy and all the
spectators to see.  Albernately he pointed to
the trick mule and to the coin, coaxing and
questioning by signs, as he did so. It took
perhaps a minute for Bud’s embarrassment
to wear off. Then two motives impelled him
to act. Hedidn’t propose to let the North-
enders see his embarrass-
ment, and he saw that he
might earn the dollar for
Miss Morgan’s missionary
box, thus mitigating the
disgrace he had brought
upon her in church. This
inspiration literally flashed
over Bud, and before he
knew i, he was standing
in the ring, with his head.
cocked upon one side to
indicate his utter indiffer-
ence to everything in the
world. Of course it was
a stupendous pretense.
For under his pretty

“THE OTHER WRANGLERS . . .
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starched shirt, which Miss Morgan had forced
on him in the hurry of departure, his heart
was beating like a little wind-mill in a gale.
As Bud bestrode the donkey the cheers of the
throng rose, but above the tumult he could
hear the North End jeering him. He could
hear the words the North-enders spoke, even
their ‘¢ ho-o-oho-o0s,”” and their *‘ nyayh-
nyayh-nyayahs,”” and their ‘‘look-at-Old-
Pretty-boys,”” and their ‘¢ watch-him-hit-
the-roofs,”” and their ‘¢ get-a-baskets,”” and
similar remarks less desirable for publica-
tion. As the donkey cantered off, Bud felt
sure he could keep his seat. Once the ani-
mal bucked. Bud did not fall. The donkey
ran, and stopped quickly. Bud held on.
Then the donkey’s feet twinkled—it seemed
to Bud in the very top of the tent-—and Bud
slid off the animal’s neck to the ring. The
clown brought the boy his hat, and stood
over him as he rose. Bud laughed stupidly
into the chalked face of the clown, who
handed Bud a dollar, remarking in a low
voice, ‘‘ Well, son, you're a daisy. They
generally drop the first kick.”’

What passed in the ring as Bud left it,
bedraggled and dusty, did not inferest him.
He brushed himself as he went. The band
was playing madly, and the young woman in
the stiff skirts was standing by her horse
ready to mount. The crowd did not stop
laughing. Bud inclined his head te dust his
knickerbockers, and then in a tragic instant
he saw what was convulsing the multitude
with laughter. The outer seam of the right
leg of his velveteen breeches was gone, and
a brown leg was winking in and out from the
flapping garment as he walked. Wildly he
gathered the parted garment, and it seemed
to him that he never would cover the ground
between the ring and the benches. In the
course of several mons—which the other

DROPPED OUT FOR HEAVY REPAIRS.
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ticket wagon, into the

thick of the lemonade

E % 5191 IS @t & SE RE
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“WHEN MR. PENNINGTON'S EYES FELL ON BUD, HE LEANED ON A SHOW-CASE
AND LAUGHED TILL HE SHOOK ALL OVER.

boys measured by fleeting minutes—the wave
of shame that covered Bud subsided. Ping
bound up the wounds in his clothes. He
drew a normal breath, and was able to join
the mob which howled down the man who
announced the concert.

After that the inexorable minutes flew by
until the performance ended. Inthe menag-
erie tent Bud and his friends locked thirstily
upon the cool, pink ¢ schooners’” of lemon-
ade, and finally, when they had spent a few
blissful moments with the monkeys and had
enjoyed a last, long, lingering look at the
elephants, they dragged themselves unwill-
ingly away into the commonplace of sunghine
and trees and blue sky. Only the romantic
touch of the side-show banners and the won-
der of the gilded wagons assured them that
their memories of the passing hour were not
empty dreams.

The boys were standing enraptured before
the picture of the fat woman upon the sway-
ing canvas. Bud had drifted away from
them to glut his eyes upon the picture of the
snakes writhing around the charmer.
North-énders had been following Bud at a
vespectful distance, waiting for the opportu-
nity which his separation from his elan gave
to them. They were enforced by & country
boy of great reputed prowess in battle. Bud
did not know his danger until they pounced
upon bim. In an instant the fight was rag-
ing. Over the guy ropes it went, under the

The -

stands.  And when
Piggy and Abe and
Jimmy had joined it,
they trailed the track
of the storm by torn
hats, bruised, battle-
scarred boys, and the
wreckage incident to
an enlivening occa-
sion. When his com-
rades found Bud, the
_argument had nar-
rowed down to Bud
and the boy from the
country, the other
wranglers having
dropped out for heavy
repairs. The fight,
which had been start-
ed to avenge ancient
wrongs, particularly
the wrongs of the
bill-board, only added
new wrongs to the
list. The country boy was striking wildly,
and trying to clinch his antagonist, when the
town marshal—the bogie-man of all boys—
stopped the fight. But of course no town
marshal can come inte the thick of a dis-
cussion in Boyville and know much of the
merits of the question. So when the mar-
shal of Willow Creek, seeing Bud Perkins
putting the finishing touches of a good trounc-
ing on a strange boy, and also seeing Bill
Pennington’s boy, and Henry Sears’s hoy,
and Mrs. Carpenter’s boy, and old man
Jones’s boy dancing around in high glee at
the performance, the marshal quietly gath-
ered in the boys
he knew, and let
the stranger go.

Now mno boy
likegs to be
marched down
the main street
of his town with
the callous finger
of the marshal
under his shirt-
band. The spec-
tacle operates
distinetly against
the peace and
dignity of Boy-
ville for months
thereafter. For
passing youths

i

MISS MORGAN, I JUST WANT
YOU TO LOOK AT MY BOY.”
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who forget there is a morrow jibe at the
culprits, and thus plant the seeds of dissen-
sions which bloom in fights. 1t was a sweaty,
red-faced crew that the marshal dumped into
Pennington’s grocery with, ‘‘ Here, Bill, I
found your boy and these young demons
ﬁghtin’ down ’t the circus ground, and I
took ’em in charge. You ’tend to em, will
you ‘) ’”

Mr. Pennington’s glance at his son showed
that Piggy was unharmed. A swift survey
of the others gave each, save Bud, a bill of
health. But when Mr. Pennington’s eyes
fell on Bud, he leaned on a show-case and
laughed till he shook all over; for Bud, with
a brimless hat upon a tousled head, with a
face scratched till it looked like a railroad
map, with a torn shirt that exposed a dirty
shoulder and a
freckled back,
with trousers so
badly shattered
that two hands
could hardly hold
them together—
Bud, as Mr. Pen-
nington expressed
it, looked like a
second-hand boy.
The simile pleased
Penningtonsothat
he renewed his
laughter, and paid
no heed to the
chatter of the
pack that was
clamoring to tell,
all in one breath,
how the incident
began, progressed, and closed which had
led to Bud’s dilapidation. Also they were
drawing gloomy pictures of the appear-
ance ofhis assailants, after the custom of
boys in such cases. Because his son was
not involved in the calamity, Piggy’s father
was not moved deeply by the story of the
raid of the North-enders and their downfall,
So he put the young gentlemen of the Court
of Boyville into the back room of his grocery
store, where coal-oil and molasses barrels
and hams and bacon and black shadows of
many mysterious things were gathered. He
gave the royal party a cheese knife and a
watermelon, and bade them be merry, a bid-
ding which set the hearts of Piggy and Abe
and Jimmy and Mealy to dancing, while Bud’s
heart, which had been sinking lower and
lower into a quagmire of dread, beat on
numbly and did not join the joy. As the
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NOW, HENRY, DON'T EVER
HAVE ANYTHING TO DO
WITH THAT KIND OF TRASH
AGAIN.”

MUCH POMP AND SEVERAL CIRCUMSTANCES.

time for going home approached, Bud shiv-
ered in his soul at the thought of meeting
Miss Morgan. Not even the watermelon re-
vived him, and when a watermelon will not
help a boy his extremity is dire. Still he
laughed and chatted with apparent merri-
ment, but he knew how hollow was his laugh-
ter and what mockery was in his cheer.
When the melon was eaten, business took its
regular order.

““ Say, Bud, how you goin’ to get home 77
asked Abe.

Bud grinned as he looked at his rags.

“Gee,”” said Mealy, “T’'m glad it ain’t
me.”’

““ Aw, shucks,” returned Bud, and he
thought of the stricken Ananias in the Sun-
day-school lesson leaf as he spoke; ‘‘ run
right through like I always do. W hat I got
to be fraid of 77’

““Yes, Mr. Bud, you can laugh but you
know you’ll catch it when you get home.’

This shaft from Jimmy Sears put in words
the terror in Bud’s heart. But he replied:
““T'll bet you I don’t.””

Bud’s instinet piloted him by a circuitous
route up the alley to the kitchen door. Miss
Morgan sat on the front porch, waiting for
the boy to return before serving supper.
He stood helplessly in the kitchen for a min-
ute, with a weight of indecision upen him.
He feared to go to the front porch, where
Miss Morgan was. He feared to stay in the
kitchen. But when he saw the empty wood-
box a light seemed to dawn. Instinct gunided
him to the woodpile, and the law of self-pres-
ervation filled his arms with wood, and in-
stinet carried him to the kitchen wood-box
time and again, and laid the wood in the box
as gently as if it had been glass and as softly
as if it had been velvet. Not until the pile
had grown far above the wainscoting on the
kitchen wall did a stick crashing to the floor
tell Miss Morgan that Bud was in the house.

But there is a destiny that shapes our ends,
and just as the falling wood attracted Miss
Morgan’s attention, it was diverted by a bel-
ligerent party at her front gate. The bellig-
erent party was composed of two persons, to
wit: one mother from the North End of Wil-
low Creek, irate to the spluttering point, and
one boy lagging as far behind the mother as
his short arm would allow him to lag. The
mother held the short arm, and was literally
dragging.her son to Miss Morgan’s gate, to
offer him in evidence as ¢‘ Exhibit A’ in a
possible cause of the State of Kansas wvs.
Henry Perkins. Fxhibit A was black and
blue as to the eyes, torn as to the shirt,
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“‘HERE’S A DOLLAR.I GOT FOR RIDIN' THE TRICK MULE.
. 1 THOUGHT IT WOULD BE NICE FOR THE
MISSIONARY SOCIETY.”

bloody as to the nose, tumbled and dusty as
to the hair, and as to the countenance, clearly
and unquestionably sheep-faced. The mother
opened the bombardment with: ‘“ Miss Mor-
gan, I just want you to look at my boy.”’

Miss Morgan looked in horror, and ex-
claimed: ““ Well, for mercy sakes! Where
on earth’s he been 7"’

And the leader of the war party refurned :
““Where’s he been? Well, T'll tell you
where he’s been.
And T just want you
to know who done
this.”” Here Ex-
hibit A got behind
a post. The recital
of the details of
his catastrophe was
hamiliating. But
the mother con-
tinued: ‘‘ Henry Per-
king done this. I
don’t believe in stir-
ring up neighborhood
quarrels and all that,
but T've just stood
thig long enough.
My boy can’t stick
his nose out of the door without that Perkins
boy jumpin’ on him. If you can’t do any-
thing with that Perking boy, I'll show him
there’s a law in this land.”’

Miss Morgan wilted as the speech pro-
ceeded. She had voice to say oumly, “I'm
sure there’s some mistake;’’ and then re-
membering the crash of the wood on the
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GEE, WE'RE GOIN’ TO

kitehen floor, she called: ¢ Henry, come
here!”’

As Bud shambled through the house, the
spokesman of the belligerents replied: ‘‘ No,
there isn’t no mistake, either. My boyisa
good little boy, and just as peaceable a boy
as there is in this town. And because I
dor’t allow him to fight, that Perkins boy
picks on him all the time. I’ve told him to
keep out of his way and not to play with
Henry Perkins, but he can’t be runnin’ all
over this town to keep——"’

And then Exhibit B, with scratched face,
tattered raiment, and grimy features, stood
in the doorway. The witness for the State
looked in dumb amazement at the wreck.
Miss Morgan saw Bud, and her temper rose
—mnot at him, but at his adversary. Exhibit
A sulkily turned his face from Exhibit B, and
Exhibit B seemed to be oblivious of the pres-
ence of Exhibit A; for the boys it was a
scene too shameful for mutual recognition.
Miss Morgan broke the heavy silence with:
““ Henry, where on earth have you been 77’

‘“ Been t’ the circus,”” replied the boy.

‘“ Henry, did you blacken that little boy’s
eyes, and tear his clothes that way ?”’ in-
quired Miss Morgan when her wits returned.

“ Why—no’m—I didn’t. But.he was one
of four fellers that picked on me comin’
home from the circus, and tried to lick
me.”’

““ Willie,”’” demanded the head of the at-
tacking posse, ‘‘did
you pick a fight with
that Perkins boy 777

““0Oh, no’'m, no’m!
I was just playin’
round the tent, me
and another bhoy, and
Bud he come up and
jumped on wus.’’
And then, to add
verisimilitude to his
narrative, he ap-
pended: ‘‘Him and
four other boys.”’

‘“Henry,”’ asked
Miss Morgan, as she
surveyed the débris
of Henry’s Sunday
clothes and her womanly wrath for the de-
stroyer of them began to beil, ¢ Henry, now
tell me honestly, is this little boy telling the
truth? Now, don’t you story to me, Henry.”’

‘“ Honest injun, Miss Morgan, I cross my
heart and hope to drop dead this minute if {
ain’t tellin’ you the way it was. Him and
them North-enders, why they come along and

HAVE PIE, AINT WE?"”



542

called me names, and he tried to hit me, and
I just shoved him away like this,”” and Henry
executed a polite pantomime. ‘‘And I was
swingin’ my arms out to keep ‘em all from
hittin’ me, and he got in the way, and I
couldn’t help it.  And they was all a-pickin’
on me, and I told ’em all the time I didn’t
want to fight.”

But Exhibit A kept looking at his mother
and shaking his head in violent contradiction
of Bud as the story was told.

Miss Morgan asked : ‘“ Who scratched your
face so, Henry 77’

““ Him; he’s all the time fightin’ me.”’

‘“ No, ma, I didn’t. You knowI didn’t.”’

Exhibit A and Exhibit B were still back to
back. Then Exhibit B responded: ¢ Miss
Morgan, you ast him if he didn’t cuss and
damn me, and say he was goin’ to pound me
to death if I ever come north of Sixth ?”’

To which the leader of the raiders returned
in great scorn: “‘ The veryidea! Just listen
at that! Why, Miss Morgan, that Perkins
boy is the bully of this town. Come on, Willie,
your pa will see if there is no law to protect
you from such boys as him.”” Whereupon
the war party faced about, and walked down
the sidewalk and away.

Miss Morgan and Bud watched the North-
end woman and her son depart. Miss Mor-
gan turned to Bud, and spoke spiritedly:
‘“ Now, Henry, don’t ever have anything to
do with that kind of trash again. Now, you
won’t forget, will you, Henry 77’

Bud examined his toes carefully, and re-
plied, ““ No’'m.”’ :

In the threshold she put her hand on the
boy’s shoulder, and continued: ‘‘ Now, don’t
you mind about it, Henry. They shan’t touch
you. You come and wash, and we’ll have
supper.”’
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When a boy has a woman for a champion,
if he is wige, he trusts her to any length.
So Bud went to the kitchen, picked up the
water-bucket, and went to the well, partly
to keep from displaying a gathering wave of
affection for his foster-mother, and partly to
let the magnificence of the wood-box burst
upon her in his absence. When he returned,
he found Miss Morgan pointing toward the
wood-box and beaming wuwpon him. Bud
grinned, and fished in his pocket for the
coin.

““ Here’s a dollar I got for ridin’ the trick
mule,”” he faltered. ‘I thought it would
be nice for the missionary society.”” That
he might check any weak feminine emotions,
he turned his attention to the supper-table,
and blurted: ‘‘ Gee, we’re goin’ to have pie,
ain’t we? I tell you, 'm mighty pie hun-
gry.7’

The glow of Miss Morgan’s melted heart
shone upon her face. Through a seraphic
smile she spoke: “‘ It’s apple pie, too, Henry
—your kind.”” As she put the supper upon
the table, she asked: ““ Did you have a good
time at the circus, Henry ?”’

The boy nodded vehemently, and said:
“You bet,”” and then went on, after a
pause, ‘1 guess I tore my pants a little
gettin’ off of that mule; but I thought you’d
like the dollar.”

It was the finest speech he could make.
““I guess I can mend them, Henry,”” she
answered, and then she asked, with her
face in the cupboard, ‘‘Shan’t we try
some of the new strawberry preserves,
Henry 7’

As she was opening the jar she concluded
that Henry Perkins was an angel—a conclu-
sion whieh, in view of the well-known facts,
was manifestly absurd.

Eprror’s Nore.—The complete set of Boyville stories by Mr. White, with a special introduction, an introductory poem
for each story, and an epilogne, will shortly be publigshed by the Doubleday and McClure Co., in a beautiful volume, fully

illustrated from the drawings by Mr. Orson Lowell.



THE RACING YACHT: ITS POINTS AND ITS PACES.

By RAY STANNARD BAKER.

BASED ON INTERVIEWS WITH HERRESHOFF, LAWLEY, AND OTHER
LEADING BUILDERS AND THE BEST SKIPPERS.

"YOMETHING more than a quarter of
a million dollars have been ex-
pended in building, fitting, and
racing the greatest of American
yachts, the Columbia, in prepara-
tion for her contest with the
greatest of English yachts, the
Shamrock. In addition to this,
it is estimated, and the estimate
is conservative, that the five races
of early October will cost the cup
defenders at least $200,000. Lipton and his
Englishmen, what with crossing the ocean
twice with the Shamrock and her great steam
tender, will spend even more than the Ameri-
cans.

And yet the average superiority of the
Columbia over the former champion, the De-
fender, as shown by numerous trial races, is
only five or ten minutes in thirty miles. In
other words, for an increase of sailing speed
equal to ten or twenty seconds to the mile
three Americans, and some others, will pay
nearly half a million dollars, and take the
equal chances that the genius of the Ameri-
can designer has out-pointed the genius of
the BEnglish designer. All this in the face
of the fact that this prime racing-machine,
reaching to the very limit of its speed, will
not sail as fast by several knots an hour as
an unpretentious littie steam yacht costing
perhaps a quarter as much. Indeed, it is
quite possible that a number of such power-
ful pleasure craft as the Commodore’s yacht
Corsair may lay by at the start with the in-
dulgence of superiority, and, when the racers
are away, steam calmly past them, reaching
the finish in time to have tea before they
come in. And when the five great races have
been sailed and the country has once more
returned to politics, the Columbia, perfect
though she be as a racing-machine, will sell
for hardly more than the cost of the lead on
her keel. In the event that she is beaten,
her owners can expect no returns in gate
money, nor in guarantees, to salve the hurt
of their losses; and in case she wins—may

THE “MUG.”

Neptune favor her —the reward will consist
merely in a high kind of satisfaction and an
old, bottomless silver pitcher, called, disre-
spectfully, *‘ The Mug.”

There i3 something glorious—like war—in
the very disregard of cost with which yachts-
men are seeking the honors of this most
finished of sports—homnors so great that the
whole country shares freely in them, and will
feel the glory of victory or the sting of de-
feat only less acutely than the cup-defend-
ers themselves. Good sport is always its
own best justification; and yet there is a
deep additional satisfaction in the feeling
that, even from the point of view of strict
utility, every penny of these great sums has
been well spent. For every one of the great
cup contests has taught American ship-build-
ers and American seamen important new
lessons, to each according to his craft—a
subject large enough to make an article in
itself. Moreover, we are so constituted
that we must have visible symbols of our
supremacy, and a battered silver mug serves
its own unigue and patriotic purpose.

Viewed in this regard, we must look upon
the modern racing yacht as an important, as
well as a curious, production. Sheis as much
a result of high breeding as a race-horse; in-
deed, it is difficult to feel that this splendid
creature, with her all but human beauty, her
frailties, and her foibles, is really inanimate.
A yachtsman will trace the pedigree of his
favorite racer back through Gloriana, Puri-
tan, and Magie, and name the exact points of
excellence which she hag obtained {rom each.
One has given windward qualities, one has
given exceeding stiffness on the legs, one
has given beauty, and so on through all the
long list since the America brought home the
famous cup. And now there are those in
high authority who believe that the Columbia
and the Shamrock have nearly reached the
utmost of racing excellence. For forty years
the English designer has bred from the best
of the American types, and the American
has bred from the best of the Englisgl types;

54



