GARLANDS AND LOVE-KNOTS

BY ZONA GALE

AUTHOR OF “"THE LOVES OF PELLEAS AND ETTARRE,” ETC.

ILLUSTRATED BY F. FOSTER LINCOLN

ETTY shook her head, once each
B way, for emphasis.

“Not if I live forever,” she
said. ““ And ev-er,” she added, to make
the matter clear.

Pelleas and 1 looked at each other in
distress. We are seventy years old. We
fell in love fifty years ago, and since
then we have done our best to bring
about as many love-stories as possible in
a willing world. But the case in hand
was beyond our simple art.

“ My dear child,” Pelleas said in per-
plexity, “you have not even heard what
the will really says.”

“ Please, Uncle Pelleas!” said Betty,
like a warning.

““ Really, the condition is not half so
bad as you fancy, dear,” 1 coaxed; and
I could not possibly keep from laughter.

“ Please, Aunt Ettarre,” Betty begged.

Betty is not even our grandniece, but
we all love this innocent pretense, as an
apology for our fondness. Pelleas turned
to me with a twinkle in his eye.

‘“Ah, very well, Ettarre,” he said to
me. ‘‘ Betty may be right, after all. I
dare say that she is.”

I think that the very flowers in the
garden must have understood what Pel-
leas and I meant as we smiled in each
other’s eyes.

Betty kissed me wanderingly on the
hair and blew a kiss to Pelleas.

“1 could never marry to please any-
body else—even vou,” she said. * Never,
nev-er!” she added, and went away down
the walk into the deep heart of the
garden.

Betty had just come ashore that morn-
ing, back from her four years at school
in Switzerland. Her return had been
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hastened by the death of her uncle,
Philip Allis; but when Pelleas, who was
executor of the will, had just essayed to
make its terms known to her, she had
flown into a very pretty passion and re-
fused to hear another word.

“‘To my beloved mniece, Bettina
Allis,” " Pelleas had read, “ ‘I bequeath
one hundred thousand dollars, on the
occasion of her marriage to—'"

Upon which Betty had swiftly risen,
and I think I remember that she stamped
her foot, though Pelleas has gallantly
forgotten.

“Uncle Pelleas — please!” she had
cried, “ T don’t want to know! Please—
I will not know! Oh, how unspeakable
of Uncle Phill”

Thereupon Pelleas had glanced across
at me with a smile and a warning to
keep silence.

‘“ Dear,” Betty had gone on steadily,

“I know whom Uncle Phil means.. 1
know without your telling me. He sent
him to me with a letter, in Zurich. I

couldn’'t marry him, anyway; but if I
knew certainly that Uncle Phil had done
this, I-—1I especially couldn’t marry him
anyway. And besides, I should hate
him—don’t you see?”

At this, Pelleas and I had fallen into
delighted laughter.

““Oh, no, you wouldn’t, Betty, dear,”
we had told her sweepingly.

When she left us alone, Pelleas and
I smiled in cach other’s eyes, and in his
was the adorable look that I have seen
in his face whenever something very
charming and daring has come into his
mind. As for me, I was all sympathetic
expectation. For we have both found,
in our seventy years, that the world is
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a place whose seams are embroidered
with garlands and whose ragged cdges
are set with love-knots. Here, we told
ourselves delightedly, was about to be a
love-knot of our own tying; and all the
flowers in the garden turned toward us
little faces which would do excellently
for the garlands,

“Suppose,” Pelleas said, ‘that we
were not to tell her?”
“But, Pelleas,” T objected, * she

ought—she really ought, you know—to
understand about the codicil.”

“1 don’t see it, dear,” said Pelleas.
“1t will make no difference to her if
she is in love. Do you happen to know
whether she is?”

“1 have only talked with her for fif-
teen minutes,”” I apologized somewhat
guiltily, “ and I'm not sure. But when
I asked her whether there were many
Americans in Zurich, she looked up at
me almost searchingly. I rather fan-
cied—"

“ Ah, well now, of course, that isn't
really evidence,” Pelleas suggested.

To which T reluctantly agreed ; though
I am persuaded that evidence is Dy no
means the only thing in the world which
is convincing.

We sat in the garden, smiling a little
at our temerity, smiling at all the heav-
enly possibilities which the days hide
and yield. As for me, who am a most
sentimental old woman, I never so much
as look at a clock without thinking
what happiness its hours will harboer, or
at a bottle of ink without fancying the
most delightful secrets issuing forth
from it, or at a rose without trying to
read it, as if it were a letter. A great
many more things are letters than peo-
ple dream. At all events, it is not won-
derful that a few minutes later, when
we saw Betty flying back toward us from
the garden’s deep heart, both Pelleas
and I were instantly alert to read the
meaning of her eyes and her frown and
her flushed cheeks.

“Who lives in the lodge, dear — do
you know? " she demanded of me, as if
I were somehow the one who should
have protected her from the situation.

It was Pelleas who answered.

“ Herbert,” he said; “young David
Herbert, who is—"

The crimson flamed high in Betty's
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checks, so that Pelleas stopped in amaze-
ment.

“ David Herbert!” she repeated, and
looked from one to the other of us until
I think that Pelleas and I all but turned
to each other with some sense of un-
guessed guilt. ~“ So,” Betty said, “ he is
the man! And you knew! And you've
brought me here on purpose! Aunt
Ettarre—Uncle Pelleas—was that fair? ”

I looked at Pelleas with mirth in my
eyes, but he was answering her with per-
fect gravity.

“My dear Betty,” he said, “if you
will not allow me to tell you who the
man is, you must. not expect me to tell
you who he is not.”

Betty is irresistible with a hint of sob
in her voice.

“ Uncle Phil adored him,” she said.
“ He talked about him all day long that
spring we spent on the Riviera; and
afterward he sent him to me with a
letter, at the school. He was in Zurich
twice, this M-Mr, David Herbert, Once
he brought a m-man with him—a M-Mr.
Allen Justus. And I thought—”

“ He brought a man with him—a Mr.
Allen Justus?” DPelleas repeated with
attention, without so much as meeting
my eyes.

“Yos, somebody Mr. Herbert wanted
Uncle Phil to know. He wanted every-
body to know TUncle Phil. Oh, I
thougiit of him first thing when you
told me about the will. And I don’t
think I like anybody in the world!”

“My dear Betty!” we cried, hasten-
ing after her up the path.

We must have looked most absurd,
Pellecas and I, with our white heads
bent over her bright hair. We tried to
soothe her, knowing all the time that
.we were in the wrong, and that we
should instantly have told her the truth
about that young David Herbert.

But no sooner were we alone again on
the terrace in the warm noon sun than
Pelleas turned to me with all his ador-
able air of daring.

“ Lttarre,” he said hesitatingly, “I
thought of it not ten minutes ago. Sup-
pose—suppose—do you think we could
prevail upon David Herbert to have
down a guest or two at the lodge?”

“1 should think that now would be
the very time when David Herbert would
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‘I AM DAVID HERBERT.

want a guest,’” I agreed, seeing dimly
what he meant.

‘ Since Betty mentioned that he and
somebody named Allen Justus are friends,
how would it be if he asked down this
Allen Justus?” Pelleas pursued.

“Of all people in the world,” T as-
sented as gravely as I could, “ I should
say that Allen Justus is the one to ask;
and that now is the time of times.”

I remember how the white terrace,
and the summer garden, and the very
sun on the green, looked brighter as we
surveyed the possibilities.

“Oh, Pelleas,” 1 said, I don’t know
whether that will be wise or not. DBut
somehow, when I look down in the gar-
den, I feel as if something very charm-
ing were about to happen.”

AND
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DON'T YOU REMEMBER ME AT ALL?"

Betty, utterly forgetful that she liked
nobody in the world, was singing within
doors—some quick little lilt without a
word to bless itself with, but very
sweet and tender.

“ Something charming is about to hap-
pen. I can hear the very prelude for
it,”” Pelleas said positively.

11

I rHINK it began at noon, three days
later—at noon, when I was stupidly in-
doors, so that Pelleas was obliged to
tell me what occurred.

Betty was in the garden, on the side
farthest from the lodge. On a seat in
a corner of wild grape-vine Pelleas sat,
with his morning paper; but the paper
hardly counted in that company, for Pel-
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leas dozed and nodded at every para-
graph. When one is seventy, the most
alluring head - line will wait till one
wakes from a dream or two.

A maple vista skirted the terrace on
this side, and from its depths a man
walked out and stood looking at Betty,
who was gathering sweet peas. Betty
glanced up, saw him, and stooped to
reach a difficult blossom, without a word
of greeting. Pellcas saw this, for a man
cannot be expected to sleep all the time
over his morning paper. The man—tall,
loosely jointed, quizzical—bent surprised
eyes upon her, crossed, and thrust a lean
brown hand over the fence.

“How do you do, Miss Allis?"" he
said.

“1 beg your pardon,” said Betty.

“T am David Herbert,” he told her.
“ Dor’t you remember me at all?”

Betty gave him two fingers.

‘“ Certainly—in Zurich,” she said.

Herbert hesitated, in doubt. He had
admired her immensely when he had
called with her uncle’s letter. Iater, in
passing through Zurich, he had taken
Justus to see her, and Justus had
thought—

“ By the way,” he said, “ Allen Justus

is spending two weeks with me. He
comes to-morrow. We are in the
lodge.”

He hesitated interrogatively.  The

faintest possible color crept into Betty's
face.

“Mr. Justus?” she remembered even-
ly. “Ah, yes! I will tell my aunt.”

Herbert stood still, with something
else on his lips, in which Betty's man-
ner betrayed no interest. Whatever he
had meant to say, he thought better of
it, and, as Pelleas saw, bowed and went
away.

“Now, what the deuce—" Pelleas
said he looked as if he were wondering,
in the seclusion of the maple vista.

And here Pelleas appeared to waken.
He shook his paper, and was seized with
a longing for a sweet pea in a button-
hole.

‘““ Betty,” he said casually, as she drew
the pink bloom in place, “he is a fine
fellow, that young man-—a very fine
fellow.”

Betty caught up her basket of sweet
peas.
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“But the idea is odious—odious!”
she cried. Here, again, I think she
stamped her foot, but I have never been
able to have Pelleas say so. “I would
never marry David Herbert—never, nev-
er!” she concluded solemnly.

When Pelleas told me this, we could
say very little about it, for our laugh-
ter; though I admit that I grieved not
to have been present in the garden that
morning.

The very next morning I took care to
sit with my sewing in the arbor. My
nasturtium-beds extend to the wall of
the lodge garden; and that year the nas-
turtiums were blooming as if the goblins
were pulling at the buds. TIvery morn-
ing the beds were blissfully orange and
yellow and old pink. Now, every one
knows that if nasturtiums are to bloom,
they must be picked daily; and who was
there to pick mine but Betty? I had
made it a personal favor that Betty
should gather them that day. While she
did this, T had the joy of watching her
bright hair above the bright bloom; and
after a time I observed that I was not
enjoying this pleasant pastime alone.

I had never seen Allen Justus, but as
[ looked beyond the nasturtium-beds, I
was certain that it was he. He was
strolling leisurely in the lodge garden,
coming toward the low wall. If he saw
the flaming beds of old-fashioned flow-
ers about him, they cannot be said to
have impressed him, for he was look-
ing only at Betty.

As for Betty, she had on a wide white
hat, and she saw nothing but the flow-
ers above which, butterfly - wise, she
hovered. At least, I do.not think that
she did, for she gave no sign in the
world.

Allen Justus came close to the low
wall.

“ Good morning, Friulein Allis,” he
said.  “ 1 have dropped over from Zu-
rich to look at your nasturtiums, please.”

Betty stood up in the orange and vel-
low and old pink, so that their faint
flame glowed a little in her face.’

“ Good morning, Mr. Justus,” she
said, and it crossed my mind that Betty
is as charmingly non-committal as a nas-
turtium. You can tell that she is beau-
tiful, but you cannot in the least tell
what she means.
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“ Have you no nasturtiums in Zurich,
then?” she asked; but she smiled.

“ They have nothing whatever there
. since you left,” he told her gravely.

Then he vaulted over the low wall,
picked his way among the flowers, and
held out his hand. Usually, I would as
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imagining myself with you, as I have so
many times. When did you-land?”

“1 landed on Tuesday,” Betty an-
swered obediently.

I have no idea what I was sewing
that morning, but I protest that as 1
sat there in the arbor 1 embroidered the

HE TOOK AWAY HER GARDEN SHEARS,
COME FROM SWITZERLAND

lief that some one should paint my nas-
turtiums as step among them; but that
morning I was superbly indifferent.

Betty gave him her hand in that little
field of color; and he took away her
garden shears, quite as if that was why
he had come from Switzerland.

“You carry the basket,” he said, ‘‘ and
T'll snip 'em. When did you land?”

“But you'll cut off the buds,” Betty
objected. “A man always shuts his
eves and cuts flowers in the air.”

Allen Justus snipped’away at her feet.

“ These Dbuds,” he observed impas-
sively, ‘‘are as safe as if I were only

QUITE AS IF THAT WAS WHY HE HAD

seams with garlands and set the edges
with Jove-knots. For here was likely to
be a love-knot of a heavenly sort of
tying, and the very flowers in the gar-
den were making it come true.

Presently I slipped from the other
door of the arbor and went to find Pel-
leas—asleep over his paper, opposite the
distant sweet peas.

“Oh, Pelleas,” I said, sitting beside
him, ‘something charming is about to
happen!”

“'That,” Pelleas replied, wide-awake
on the instant, “is never very difficult
to believe.”
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IT WAS STILL EARLY WHEN WE LEFT OUR HOUSE TO WALK THROUGH THE FIELDS
TO THE ALLIS ESTATE

“TIsn’t it strange, Pelleas” I said—
for T am never tired of thinking so—
‘ that everybody in the world has some-
thing special to remember?”

“Like ourselves,” said Pelleas
tentedly.

“Oh, no; indeed, no!” I cried. *“ Not
in the least like our love-story, Pelleas.
Very few have a story so charming as
ours.”

“ Ah, well, now,” Pelleas said, “I
suppose everybody thinks that. I sup-
pose,” he theorized, “ that there isn’t a
woman in the world who does not be-
lizve, in her secret heart, that her love-
story would make a wholly absorbing
novel.”

“And as for most men,” said I, “1I
dare say they fancy themselves the pos-
sible heroes of whole libraries!”

“Well, everybody is right about it!”
cried Pelleas stoutly. “ Everybody is a
love-story. Doesn’t that make a very
wonderful place of the world?”

But it seemed to me that the matter
lay a little nearer to the every-day.

“Not everybody's love - story would
make a sfory,” 1 objected; “but look
into some of the happiest and most lov-
ing hearts, and I fancy you would find
what is commoner than a story—just
some charming little happening of the

con-

days when they were in love. A garland

or a love-knot, Pelleas,” T explained.
“Yes, garlands and love-knots,” said

Pelleas airily, ‘‘are what shape the

world. ‘They keep it the shape of a

heart, instead of a dollar!”

I know no more charming theory.

I1I

Nexr day—I am not sure, looking
back, that the sun itself was not the
shape of a heart that morning, in its
rising—Pelleas and I were on the ter-
race, alter lunch, when we caught sight
of a carriage driving down the maple
vista toward the lodge. On the top of
the carriage were two trunks; and with-
in the carriage we saw—or so we fancied
—the flutter of a lace veil, and of a
handkerchief signaling us in greeting.

At this we looked at each other, like
conspirators.

“Pelleas,” I said hurriedly, “don't
you think this would be a fine day to
go over to the Allis house and look
through the library, before the sale?”

Pelleas agreed with suspicious alacrity
—which made it appear almost as if, for
some reason, we were eager to be away
from home ; though, to be sure, we had
long been intending to look through
Betty's uncle’s fine library, which his
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will directed to be sold at auction.
Betty, of course, was to go with us, and
it was still early when we left our
house to walk through the fields to the
Allis estate, adjoining our own.

I shall not soon forget those hours
among the beautiful old volumes with
which Philip Allis had spent his life.
Betty, touched to tears by the recollec-
tions of her childhood in the great house,
lingered in the hushed library, wuntil
Pelleas and I were forced at length to
walk outside for a breath of the sweet,
summoning afternoon air.

We walked twice and again the length
of the terrace, and were returning, when
we saw three figures—a woman and two
men—cross from the drive and enter the
door. There was no mistaking them.
The situation which Pelleas and I had
wantonly courted, in our love of a jest,
was full upon us. We /iad been con-
spirators of silence.

We hurried forward—feeling very
miserable, I will confess, yet with a
little voice of laughter in our hearts, for
all that—and we reached the door of
the library just at the high moment.

Betty had risen from the window-seat,
where we had left her, and the books
were scattered abou- her, and the sun
smote through the window in a glory—
a kind of glory of laughter, I do pro-
test. Before her stood Allen Justus and
David Herbert; and that fine young
David Herbert, whom she had so much
dreaded, was just presenting to her his
wife—an adorable creature, the bride of
a year, just returned to the lodge that
very day from a first fleeting visit to her
home.

Betty is quite perfect. I have never
known her betray herself by even a
glance, and -at that moment her delicate,
telltale color did not mount. I have
always insisted that her lowered eyelids
are more alluring than many a woman’s
eyes.

“We came over,” Herbert explained
to us, “to see about having Justus’s
books sent over to him.”

“Mr. Justus's books?” Betty repeated
a little stiffly.

Allen was bending to speak to Betty,
with an expression which Pelleas and I
could not regard as unfathomable. Pel-
leas and I are seventy, as I have said,
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and our sight is not what it was; but
flowers, angels, and tZat look in the
eyes of youth we are still able to discern
with perfect clearness.

“Will you come into your uncle’s
study?” he said to us all, but looking
at Betty. “I want—I do so want to
show you my mother’s picture.”

“Your mother’s picture?” Betty re-
peated again.

“1 thought you knew,” he said sim-
ply. “1I think, if you had not been
away, you must have known. Of late
Mzr. Allis never made it a secret from
us that he had loved my mother when
she was a girl. He has her picture—it
is to be mine. She was very beautiful.”

Betty looked up at Allen Justus
breathlessly.

“Uncle Phil!” she said. “1I thought
you said in Zurich that you didn’t know
my Uncle Phill”

“T never did,” Allen said, ‘““ until this
last year. He never would let me come
to see him, because—because he remem-
bered my mother, and I think it gave
him pain; but at last David persuaded
him, and then T saw him often.”

Betty turned, and she sent to Pelleas
and me the little edge of a glance that
left us defenseless. We stood there
miserably while she moved toward the
study to see the portrait. Then Pelleas
said, with a beautiful and commendable
dignity, that we two found the house
very close, and we would walk on be-
fore the others, if no one minded. We
went away across the terrace, confident
that we had ruined the whole matter
from first to last, and that the very
flowers of the garden were turned toward
us accusingly—flowers that should have
been garlands for love.

Dinner was at eight o’clock, but at
eight o’clock that night Betty had not
come to the drawing-room, and a maid
came back to tell us that she was not
in her room. She had not dressed for
dinner. She was not in the house. Pel-
Ieas and I, in the middle of the great
drawing-room, looked at each other trem-
blingly.

At last we went through the glass
doors to the garden, with the troubled
notion that the garden might be able to
help us. Indeed, T have seldom known
the garden to fail us in any distress, and
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it did not fail us now. We went a little
way into its dusk, and almost at once we
saw, moving between us and the veiled
brightness of my nasturtiums, a little
white figure which must be Betty.

But before we could speak, or go to
her, a shadow stirred on the low garden
wall, and some one crossed swiftly from
one end of my nasturtium-bed to the
other. I hardly remembered the presence
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the hour in the hope that you had looked
at it, too!” cried the young lover.
“ Betty, I can’t tell you, dear. But if
you could only know—"

It was a boy’s wooing—the April of
the heart. For very gladness, Pelleas
and T clasped each other’s hands as we
heard, and trembled a little for all the
heavenly possibilities that the days hide
and yield.

PELLEAS HAD BROUGHT THEM EBEOTH IN, WITH A LIGHT IN THEIR EYES WHICH THE GLOOM
OF THE GARDEN SEEMED TCO HAVE TAUGHT

of my flowers, and only welcomed the -

shadow that moved over them.

“Betty! Betty!” the shadow said
in Allen Justus’s voice.

Betty stood still.  We could see her
white frock in the starlight. When
Allen came to her, and I think—if I
am as wise in these matters as I pretend
—would have taken her in his arms, she
moved sharply away {rom him.

“ Betty ! he cricd—and oh, T assure
every one that Pelleas and I had as
much right there as the nasturtiuins
themselves, for our hearts were quite as
sympathetic—*“ I love you! [ love you,
dear! This afternoon you wouldn’t
listen. You shall listen now! I have
loved you ever since I saw you in that
Zurich pension. There isn’t a peak of
the Alps that [ haven’t looked at by

To our amazement, little Betty’s voice
was clear and cold as she answered this
April message.

“ Mr. Justus,” she said, “ do you mind
telling me whether you were mentioned
in my uncle’'s will?”

What must he have thought? Pelleas
and I, who had lingered in the vague
hope that we might somechow be able to
set matters right, were minded at this to
make the world stand still while we ex-
plained. But I loved Allen Justus for
answering quite simply, and as if, for
the happy tumult of his heart, he had
hardly time to wonder at her words.

“Mr. Allis left me some books that
had been my mother’s,” he said, ‘‘ and—
and a little present. Not—not much,
you know.”

“Oh!” Betty said

sharply, dimly
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realizing what she had scemed to be
asking. “ But I mean, did he mention
you—did he mention me—oh,” she cried
distressfully, “I am so afraid that he
has left me a fortune if I will marry
you!”

Ah, and then there was a new note in
Allen’s voice. It was easy to guess that
he had read something in Betty’s words
that I think she did not know that she
had said.

“Betty!” he cried. “I don’t know
anything at all about that. If it is so,
I do not know it. But, dear, do you
love me? Do you love me well enough
to marry me, cven if your uncle wished
you to?”

And at that, Pelleas and I turned and
fled. There was no more possibility
that we should be needed to set things
right.  Oh, these lovers of to-day!
Was not that modernity on the lips of
a youthful wooer? And Allen’s words
must have held divine logic, for T was
certain, as we turned away, that Betty
was in his arms, in a world of nastur-
tiums and dusk.

“ Something charming is happening!”
said Pelleas, as we hurried Dbetween the
flowers.

Dinner was disgracefully late. I
think we only managed to have it at all
when Pelleas had gone calling through
the garden and had brought them both
in, with a light in their c¢ves which the
gloom of the garden seemed to have
taught.

“ Betty,” Pelleas said over our coffee,
“there is, you may remember, a certain
clause of your uncle’s will which vou
have never heard. 'There is also a cod-
icil.  Could — could you be persuaded
to listen—mnow? ”

AND
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“ Perhaps so, now,” said Betty. What
a word that *“now” may become!

5o, with Allen looking at Betty, and
Betty listening a little fearfully, Pel-
leas repeated that clause of Philip Al-
lis’s will which had caused us both such
happy laughter.

“‘To my niece, Bettina Allis " he
quoted—rtor he could say it off, by now
—“*T Dbequeath one hundred thousand
dollars on the occasion of her marriage
to the man whom she loves.”

I wish that every one could have seen
our dear little Betty's face.

‘“ Really, Uncle Pelleas? Really, Aunt
Ettarre?” she said; and I think she
may have wanted to stamp her foot—at
herself — under the table; but Pelleas
says that she was too happy to think of
that.

“And then the codicil,
urged with happy tears.

“ (Oh, the codicil,” Pelleas said care-
lessly, ““ provides fifty thousand more to
you both in case that man happens to be
Allen Justus, son of a loved friend of
vour uncle’s, Betty, dear.”

We made an excuse to go to the ve-
randa to see about the awnings, so that
we might leave them alone over their
coffee for a moment or two.

“ Everybody is a love-story, Ettarre.”
Pelleas repeated with conviction, while
we stood there, looking down on our
garden.

“Not a love-story like ours, Pelleas,”
1 protested; “ but, at all events, a heart
with a garland or a love-knot about it.”

“Ah, well,” Pelleas said, “I think
that that's the same thing.”

Perhaps he is right —in a world of
possibilities which the days hide and
vield.

Pelleas,” 1

TO YOU

SoaEwWHERE, T know, from the blue of the sky,
God caught a gleam of the radiant blue,
Held it in tenderness—then let it melt

Into the cyves of you

Somewhere, | know. from the gold of tHe sun,
God caught a ray of its shining so true,
Held it all-lovingly—then let it glow
Deep in the heart of vou!

Marie Beatrice Gannon
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! I ‘HE gang of bums took on a new

member in the freight - yards.

Big Mack helped him off the
truck just in time to give the “ yard cop ”
the slip. The four of them slid down
the alley and landed at headquarters in
the corner of the saloon behind the door
to the ‘ ladies’ entrance.”

They quickly decided that they liked
the looks of the boy.

“Sure, he’s all right!” — this {rom
Mack.

But die-molds and hot metal are give-
away evidence, and before the others
would let the new one in they tested him.
Jim Chisel, a pug, was told to pick a
quarrel and mix things up with the boy
in the dining-room behind the bar, and
when the two clinched there was to be a
general search.

It all came off—up to a certain point.
Jim got into the mix-up a plenty; but
the boy was so shifty with his fists that,
old prize - ighter rounding into form
again though Jim was, the champion of
the North Side didn’t have a free hand
to do any searching. The rest of the gang
had to pile on. Then, as they found ab-
solutely nothing inside the new man’s
jumper, they let him into full member-
ship. A common inspiration named him
“John L.”

For about two weeks they “hit it up
great,” as the barkeeper noted. John L.
became Chisel’s sparring - partner, and
sat in the corner for him the night he
“came back” in his scrap. When he
was Tound to have been a railroad-man,
they shut off on their characteristic grunts
of conversation, and let loose with (ues-
tions and experiences on the track. Then
John L. “ducked the ranch”--disap-
peared.

A day or so afterward, Big Mack and
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his ' passer ”’ were late coming in. Bart,
the Italian, and his ““ passer ” were also
late. Two others went out to walk
through the freight-yard, and didn’t come
back. Leaving only one with the bar-
keeper. to watch the “phony” and the
‘“plant,” all the rest of the gang slipped
away; and that night every one of the
crew was in jail, and enough evidence
had been obtained to convict six and send
them to the penitentiary as counterfeiters
caught with the goods.

A STORY FROM REAL LIFE

This story is not fiction for a Sunday
magazine. It is an actual picture of the
United States Secret Service at work.
John L., of course, was one of its agents.
Not all its campaigns are so spectacular
as this, and not quite all end so smoothly ;
but the very essence of the system is here
—a system in which men, most of them
young, work twenty - four hours a day
with the zest of a {ull-back carrying the
ball toward the enemy’s goal, and come
in quietly with what they go after, to
protect the government and the country
from counterfeit currency.

Of late this service has been much in
the newspapers. TFrom accounts of de-
bates in Congress, it would seem to spend
its time on almost anything but counter-
feiters—on shadowing Congressmen, on
hustling after dglegates to political con-
ventions, on doing private detective duty
for members of the Cabinet, on other
kinds of work which are supposed to be
a regular function of the government in
some European countries, but which have
not hitherto been known as such in
America. On the other hand, from what
is said in Washington outside the Capi-
tol, it would seem that nine-tenths of this
talk is wholly imaginative. There will
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