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QUINBY AND SON

CHAPTER I
SPRING lay gently and softly over Spring-

ham. The town was fresh with green and

fragrant grass, and the scent of early
flowers filled the air. The season meant the
beginning of warm and settled weather—Dbare-
footed time. But Springham, having passed out
of the era of dirt sidewalks, had at the same time
grown away from bare feet; and Bill Harrison,
squirming hot toes within their confines of hot
leather, leaned forlornly across a picket gate.

“’Lo, Herbie,” he called.

Herbert Quinby, his back propped against the
support of a porch pillar, raised one hand to his
mouth and went through the motions of swallow-
ing something from a glass.

Bill brightened. ‘’Nother party?”’

Herbert nodded, and Bill pushed open the gate
and came up the cinder walk. Whenever the
Woman’s Improvement Association gathered at
Mrs. Quinby’s home, there were always lemonade
and cake left over. Bill dropped down upon the
porch.
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“What kind of cake?”

“Almond.”

“Last time we had two pieces each. Think
we'll get two pieces to-day?”’

Herbert rose, leaned across the porch railing
and peered through the curtained window. ‘One
piece and a half, anyway,” he said, and came back
to his place. ‘““Mrs. Busher’s inside.”

Bill Harrison sighed. A spider hung from a
thread at one corner of the porch, and he fished
through his pockets, found the stump of a pencil,
and began to sketch the dangling insect on the
porch floor. ‘“She more than likes almond cake,
doesn’t she?”

“I don’t know why you're always trying to draw
bugs,” Herbert complained.

A murmur of voices, a low laugh, came from
the house.

‘“Pretty babies,” said Mrs. Quinby with mock
gravity in her voice, “always make me think of
the time when people used to stop me on the
street, and look inside the carriage at Herbie and
tell me what a pretty baby he was.”

A grin spread across Bill Harrison’s face.
“Herbie,” he drawled, “they’d have a hard time
proving that on you now.”

Herbie shrugged his shoulders against the pil-
lar. At fourteen his face ran mostly to freckles.
His hair, thick and clustering, was honestly red,
and his neck seemed to have stretched out a little

2
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too fast for his body, so that his head looked like
a great, flaming knob stuck upon a spindle.

“Can you imagine Herbie as a pretty baby?”
Mrs. Quinby said with amusement.

“Ah, let’s take a walk,’”” Herbie said sulkily.

It was not that his mother’s talk bothered him.
He had all of a fourteen-year-old boy’s contempt
for looks. But the name “Herbie” had begun to
rankle. It sometimes sent a shadow to his eyes
and a droop to his mouth. More than once,
of late, he had found himself picturing his com-
panions addressing him as ‘“Red.” That would
have had a manly, real-fellow sound. But
Herbie. . . . He kicked a pebble from his path
and trudged down the walk.

They walked through the warm spring sun-
shine, turning corners aimlessly, until their wan-
dering steps carried them to Washington Avenue,
the main street of the town. A burst of laughter
drew their attention to a group of boys clustered
halfway up the block. Bill’s eyes lighted.

“Something’s up,” he said with satisfaction,
“and we’re just in time to see it.”

They pushed forward, reached the fringe of
the crowd and craned their necks.

A great, tawny man, his beard and head a wild
- tangle of hair, sat in a chair that was tilted back
against the wall of a building. A crutch lay across

his lap, and a stump—all that was left of his left
leg—stood out stiff and straight.

3
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“How about the time, Peg,” one of the boys
cried, ‘‘that you put the kerosene down Mr. Perri-
winkle’s well ?”’

Peg Scudder threw back his head and the thick
muscles of his neck shook with his mirth. His
rough bursts of merriment, the uncertain qualities
of his temper, had more than once been told in
Herbie's hearing; and so, though Bill Harrison
pressed forward through the gathering, he him-
self held back.

‘“Blast me, but that was a lark,” Peg cried.
“Perriwinkle hopped about like a sparrow.
‘You're a rowdy,’ he said. ‘And, mark me, you'll
come to no good end.” ‘Go on, you,’ I said, ‘or I'll
drop you down the well, too.” He went tearing
around to my house and told my Old Man.”

“Did you get a hiding, Peg?”

“Oh, he was a hard one, was my Old Man,”
Peg answered in accents of admiration. ‘“He lam-
basted me with the buckle end of a strap. That
was the night before he got killed, and he lammed
me good. ‘That will hold you until I get back in
the morning,” he said, but he never came back.
Blast me, but that was a joke on the Old Man.
And this Perriwinkle—his name was Herbie—
stopped me on the street and said, ‘Well, I suppose
you'll go to the devil now.” Oh, he was a sweet
one, this Herbie Perriwinkle. All he needed was
a petticoat and ribbons in his hair. Regular little
ninny."”
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Bill Harrison and the others were laughing, but
Herbie drew back with a shudder. The brutality
of the man’s speech chilled his blood. He walked
away. “‘Bill,” he called once; but his chum did
not hear him. He moved on. Another thought
had taken possession of his mind. Herbie! Petti-
coats! Ribbons! His walk became a dispirited
slouch.

A group of girls of his class, coming toward him
on the other side of the street surveyed his slow
progress and the patent dissatisfaction that sat
upon him. Moved by some imp of mischief they
began to chant in chorus:

“Herbie, Herbie—o! Herbie, Herbie—o!”

The treble of their united voices galled him.
Cried thus aloud in the streets his name sounded
unmistakably girlish. He quickened his steps; the
shameful sing-song followed him. He ran, timing
his steps and making each one a leap, as though
this were some new game.

On fire with mortification he at last reached
home. The visitors were gone. Evidently Mrs.
Busher’s appetite had failed her; there was more
cake left than he had anticipated.

“Herbie,” his mother called from the kitchen,
“there’s cake and lemonade there for you and
Bill Harrison.”

Herbie stared gloomily at the pitcher and the
platter. His silence, with such a treat at hand,
was unusual. Mrs. Quinby came to the doorway.
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“Why, Herbie, what is the matter ?”

“I hate 1t.”

“You hate what?”

“My name.”

‘“Herbie! What has happened to you? You
were named after your uncle, and he was gover-
nor. . . .”

“Why wasn’t I named after somebody who had
a decent name?”’ he demanded recklessly.

The good humor left Mrs. Quinby’s face.
‘“Herbie Quinby, I don’t know what in the world
has been coming over you of late. You had better
attend to the garden until your father comes home.
We'll see what he has to say about this.”

Gone was the prospect of lemonade and cake.
Even while he was taking the gardening tools from
the cellar he heard Bill Harrison whistling at the
front gate, but gave no sign that the sound reached
his ears. Through the hours that were left of the
afternoon he hoed among the vegetables, working
“doggedly, not because the labor held a charm, but
because the exercise gave an outlet to his tumult of
emotions. The sun went down behind Camel-back
Hill. The shadows of the growing crops length-
ened toward the east. And then a step sounded
behind him, and a longer, broader shadow stood
beside his own.

“What's this Mother’s been telling me, Her-
bie ?”

Bitterness welled into his voice as he answered

6
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and passionately recited his wrongs. Yet even as
he spoke he felt that his father would say, “Non-
sense, nonsense; there must be no more of this.”

There was an interval of silence after he had
finished. |

“About those girls calling after you . . .
Mr. Quinby began. |

The tone caused him to lift his head.

“I wouldn’t give it a thought, Bert. That's
just girl stuff. A fellow never pays any attention
to girls.”

“Bert!” The sound of it was sweet. There
and then his father became a gorgeous personage,
a king among men, and the seeds of hero worship
were sown in the boy’s soul.

In the days that followed a rich and fine inti-
macy sprang up between them. He learned things
that were new, strange and romantic. His father
had once been a baseball pitcher of great skill;
there were newspaper clippings, yellow with age,
in a scrapbook to prove it. Bert read these clip-
pings time and again, and then took them out to
Bill Harrison and to Dolf Muller.

- “Your father was some pitcher,” Dolf said ad-
miringly, and found a remnant of a cracker in
his pocket and ate it.

Bert’s heart was filled with a glowing pride.
When school reopened in September and he en-
tered the eighth grade, a new world seemed at the
same time to open to him. As soon as the study

7
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lamp was lighted and his father would open the
evening newspaper, he would bring his books to
the same table. Together they would sit there,
and often the paper would be laid aside so that
the man could help him through his problems—
mostly problems in arithmetic.

That winter some miracle of transformation
worked its spell upon him. Suddenly his shoulders
broadened, and he shot up a good two inches and
graduated into long trousers. Yet, for the most
part, he was unmindful of his growth; nor was he
aware that the little town of Springham was
spreading out and stretching its limbs. The
weekly newspaper was sold by its aged proprietor
to younger men, and blossomed as a four-page
daily. The trolley line, long promised, at last
came through from the big city twenty miles to the
west. A power plant lifted a high, sooty smoke-
stack over by the swift rush of the Springham
River. The feeble street lamps at the corners
gave place to electric lights. The railroad estab-
lished a junction point and a roundhouse on the
Camel-back Hill plateau. A contractor bought a
block of ground on Washington Avenue and began
to build brick stores.

And then came a time when the stretching
growth of the town reached out and touched the
boy’s own hearthstone. No longer now did his
father relax and scan the evening newspaper. The
evenings were given over to letter writing, and
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each day the mail man left letters and packages at
the door. Bert felt obscurely that some change
was impending. Night after night he went to
sleep lulled by the indistinct murmur of his father’s
and his mother’s voices from downstairs; and
twice, in the morning, he found the dining-room
table littered with papers closely covered with
figures. Once he studied one of the sheets. Here
and there, all over it, were dollar signs.

“Mother,” he asked, ‘‘what’s this?”’

His mother took the papers and informed him,
jestingly, that curiosity had once killed a cat. But
he noticed that she put the papers away carefully.
Something was afoot, and he was being barred
from the secret. He resented it.

- That night a problem in algebra bafled him.
He appealed to his father for help.

“I’m busy,” Mr. Quinby said absently. ‘“You'll
have to paddle your own canoe to-night, Bert.”

There was no reason for him to be hurt; yet this
was the first time he had come for help and had
failed to find it. First, secrets from which he was
barred, and now—this. A stubborn line formed
around his mouth. He went back to his chair,
closed his book and pushed it aside. The man,
frowning over a letter he was writing, did not ob-
serve what the boy had done. Bert went sullenly
to bed.

For two days the sullen mood marked him for
its own. Then at the breakfast table, he found
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that his father was to go into business for himself.

The boy sat up straight. “Going to open a
store, Dad?”

“Yes. I've leased one of those new Washing-
ton Avenue places; I'll open as a men’s furnisher.
I've sold goods for other people long enough. I'm
going to try my hand at selling for myself.”

The announcement had an important sound, and
the boy forgot the hurt he had been nursing. He
had always envied boys whose fathers owned
stores. Dolf Muller’s father conducted a bakery,
and Dolf’s crumby pockets were always filled with
cakes that he dispensed lavishly. Bill Harrison’s
father ran a grocery, and Bill never lacked for
apples, and raisins, and prunes. Once they had all
looked at a raw prune through a magnifying glass,
and the glass had revealed walking things hidden
from the naked eye. They had eaten prunes that
day with the feeling that they were doing a desper-
ate and hazardous deed. He remembered, too,
the respect that had gone out to Bill the day he
had taken them behind the counter and had let
them dip their hands into the brine of the pickle
barrel and fish about for the largest pickles.
These things had the mark of power and afflu-
ence.

And now his own father was to open a store!
He gave the news to Bill and to Dolf.

“I wish my father had a clothing store,” Dolf
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said enviously. ‘““Then I would always have new
ties, and new shirts, and new suits.”

Bill Harrison grinned. ‘“Wouldn't make much
difterence in you, Dolf. You'd still look like a
bursting barrel.”

“I don’t look like a half-starved chicken,’” Dolf
cried indignantly.

Bill's smile broadened. ‘Neither do I. I lack
the feathers.”

Bert experienced a greater sense of the impor-
tance of the undertaking. Washington Avenue be-
gan to see more of him than it had ever seen
before. Flanked by Dolf and Bill he critically
inspected the workmanship of the sign-painter who
lettered “H. V. Quinby, Men's Outfitter,” on the
store windows. . He counted the boards the car-
penters built into shelves, and saw them fashion
the chestnut rods for the clothes hangers. And he
saw, too, through a window across the street, the
moonish, inscrutable face of Old Man Clud sur-
veying every step of the progress that was made.

“What's he so interested in?”’ Bert wanted to
know.

Bill Harrison glanced at the window. “Who?
Old Man Clud? Maybe he thinks your father’ll
be coming to him for money sometime.”

The remark made no impression on Bert; he
was absorbed in watching expressmen carry in the
glass-topped show cases. In fact, he knew noth-
ing of the man across the street save that people

I1
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said he slept in his office so that he would save the
rent of lodgings and that sometimes, for weeks at

a time, he was not seen at all.

He was still watching the expressmen when, out
of the corner of his eye, he saw Dolf and Bill
nudge each other and draw away a step. A pant-
ing, asthmatic voice spoke at his elbow.

‘““Hello, boys. I see you're watching the crea-
tion of a new enterprise. That is good. Always
be interested in business. The more business, the
more prosperity. Everybody wants prosperity.”

Bert looked around and saw Old Man Clud—
it was the only name the town as a whole gave
him. He was short and amazingly fat, and his
skin had the sick yellow color that one sees on sour
cream. His face was a tremendously smooth
circle of smooth flesh—no mustache, no sign of a
beard, no eyebrows; and though the day was chilly
and raw, he was sweating an unhealthy sweat.

“Your father’s business, 1s it not?”’ he asked.

“Yes, sir.”

The man wheezed an exclamation of pleasure.
“T like to see a lad ‘sir’ his elders. It’s a sign of
politeness. Show me a polite lad and I'll show
you one who will go far. It is easy seen that your
manners have been taken care of. And might I
inquire when this store will be opened ?”

“In about ten days.”

“Business,” he panted, “is the life blood of a

community. It is good to see it flowing so ener-
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getically. No business, no money; no money, no
progress. Let me see churches and business.
Then you know that everything is all right. Men’s
souls and men’s pocketbooks are being taken care
of.”

As abruptly as he had begun the conversation
he ended it, and waddled across the roadway to
the other side of the street. Bert saw him pass
into the doorway of a frame building. A few min-
utes later he appeared at one of the windows.
One fat hand reached out and drew down the
shade.

“I wonder what he wanted?”’ Bert asked suspi-
ciously.

“He gives me the creeps,” Dolf shivered. “My
father says that he’s seen him on the coldest win-
ter days and that he’s always sweating. 1 guess
he’s got a lot of money.”

“What business is he in?” Bert demanded.
‘““There’s no sign on his window.”

“He lends money,” Bill answered.

“My father says that people who lend money
never need signs,” Dolf said wisely. ‘““There’s al-
ways a lot of people trying to borrow.”

Next day stock began to arrive in bewildering
array, and Bert forgot Old Man Clud in the ex-
citement of showing the treasure to his friends.
They clambered about the store prying into boxes,
cases and bales. His father, forever sorting,
checking and counting, more than once had to
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order them out of the way. And then Bill Harri-
son, stumbling, lurched into a carefully dressed
dummy destined for one of the windows and sent
it crashing to the floor.

“Bert,” his father said sharply, “I'll have to
ask you to do your playing in the street.”

Bert reddened, and after a moment walked out
of the store with Dolf at his heels. Bill, before

following them, brushed the dummy with a whisk
broom.

“I don’t blame your father for getting sore,”
he told Bert.
“Your father doesn’t get sore when we're in his

store.”
“N—mno,” Bill admitted honestly; ‘“‘but we don’t
go running around knocking things over.”

Bert’s sensitive nature was not salved. He had
been censured before his friends. He went home.
At supper that night his father said:

“You'll have to stop fooling around the store,

Bert. It doesn’t look businesslike.”
Fooling! And he had been so proud to display

its wonders to Dolf and to Bill. He scowled down
at his plate. Later, when his father had gone back
to business, his mother tried to soothe him.

““Dad is having unaccustomed worries just now,
Bert. You should be more considerate.”

““He needn’t have any worries about me,” the
boy said sourly. “I'll keep away. I know when

I'm not wanted.”
14
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His mother tousled his hair. “Don’t be a mule,
Bert,” she counseled.

Nevertheless, he did not go back; and Mr.
Quinby, absorbed in the work, did not seem to miss
him. The days passed and finally came the time
when the store was to open. Leather souvenirs
were to be given away that night, and Bert had
promised Dolf and Bill that they should each have
one. Early in the evening they came looking for
him.

“Going down to Washington Avenue?”’ Dolf
asked.

“No,” Bert said shortly. He hoped they would
not mention the souvenirs and was relieved when
they avoided the subject. Yet, after they were
gone, he feltthat he had been belittled intheir eyes.

Night came, and he rebelliously choked his nat-
ural desire to see the store in the glory of its new
lights. Long after he should have been in bed
he sat up in his darkened room, waiting. Between
10 and 11 o’clock his father came 1n.

“How was business?"’ his mother asked anx-
1ously.

“Not what I expected.” His father’s voice was
tired. “I wonder if I opened this store before
the town was ready for it ?”

The boy experienced a queer, baflling sense of
satisfaction. ‘““That's what he gets for chasing
me,”’ he told himself, and went to bed.

He was young, and moody—and he did not un-
derstand.
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CHAPTER II

IME moves rapidly and changes many
I conceptions—even in so small a place as
Springham. Before two months had
passed Bert was aware that he had suftered no
personal tragedy because his friends could not
make a lounging place of his father’s store. The
business did not hold the romantic possibilities of
a grocery shop or a bakery. It could offer neither
crackers nor pickles, cake nor cheese. The men'’s
furnishing trade was bleak and barren to young
and glowing imaginations. It was devoid of
savory odors and barren to perpetually empty
stomachs. There was something monotonous and
prosaic, after the first novelty had worn off, in
collars, and socks, and garters. Dolf and Bill
soon lost interest, and he did not have to hold
them oftf from coming to the place. Thus was his
pride salved and saved. |
He had vowed, with impetuous anger, that he
would have nothing more to do with the store—
but that, too, was subject to revision. The store
had not disowned him. Now and then people
would buy while on their way to the trains, and ask
to have the packages sent home. His father
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called upon him to make these deliveries. He felt
awkward and cheap carrying small parcels through
the streets.

“I don’t see why we can’t have an automobile
delivery wagon,’’ he grumbled.

“I can't afford it,” his father explained. *I
must watch pennies. There’s enough worry to
putting a business on its feet without adding the
worry of paying for a car.”

The boy was glum. “It takes a long time to
walk around with packages.”

“How about your bicycle? Say, Bert, why
didn’t we think of this before? I'll have a carry-
ing tray fitted to the frame.  That will help a lot.”

Bert was sorry he had spoken. The bicycle had
been his very own. Now the tray, to his mind,
heralded it as no longer his, but part of a
business that was advertising its cheapness. And
then he saw the old town cobbler pedaling a bi-
cycle and delivering his jobs, the shoes tied to-
gether by their laces and hanging over his shoul-
ders. He took the tray from the bicycle.

“What’s the matter?”’ his father demanded.
“Are you ashamed to carry goods for me? You
never come near the store unless I ask you to.”

His father had noticed—at last. Contentment
spread genially through Bert’s veins. So he had
made his father miss his presence. He felt that
he had scored a triumph. His sky brightened. In
Fhe satisfaction of the moment he put the carrier

17
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back on the bicycle and whistled as he tightened
the nuts.

His father went back into the house. ‘I guess
I was a bit rough on him,” he said uncomfortably,
“but he has been avoiding the place.”

Mrs. Quinby’s mind dwelt, for an instant, on
the evening Bert had been told to stop fooling
around the store. She had tried to smooth out
the situation then; she said nothing about it now.
Instead:

“Why don’t you try paying him a dollar a week
for making his deliveries?”’ she asked.

Mr. Quinby turned quickly. ‘“Pay my own son
for—"

Her hand fell with soft pressure on his arm.
“Not in that spirit—just to make him feel that he
has an interest in the business, that he’s part of
it. When I was a girl dad always gave the boys
so much a month for their chores. He said it
was part of the farm profits that they had earned.
It gave them a feeling that the farm was theirs.
Perhaps that is the reason why, with so many
country boys going to the city, they have stuck to
the old place and made it pay.”

“Well,” Mr. Quinby said doubtfully, “we’ll
try it—though there won’t be any profits to speak
of along Washington Avenue for a while.”

Next morning Bert learned of the arrangement.
He had a shrewd idea that his mother had had a
hand in it; but this thought was swallowed up in

18
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the contemplation of one whole dollar a week.
Under the inspiration of this good news, his
interest in the store was suddenly and rapturously
quickened. He saw himself, after a time, receiv-
ing two dollars a week, then five dollars, then
ten dollars. He built castles in the air with all
the reckless ardor of an imaginative boy.

But he learned, before another week was out,
that it was one thing to plan a reawakening of
interest, and another thing to live it. By the
time his first dollar had been earned and paid,
the store had again become an uninspiring and dry
exhibit of ties on their racks, shirts under polished
glass cases, and collars in neatly stacked wooden
boxes. The day the dummy had been knocked
over something spontaneous had gone from him
and could not be called back. He had grown
accustomed to being out of the place, and the old
charm of family possession could not be revived.

And he had grown accustomed to spending his
evenings with Dolf and Bill, and no longer missed
his father. Nights when there was nothing to
deliver he and his friends would roam the town,
speaking boastfully of the things that they would
do when they were men, keeping to the dark or
the lighted streets as the spirit moved them.
Sometimes they went out to Camel-back Hill and
saw the construction gangs, the pick and shovel
men, rushing the work of laying the network of
tracks that would form the spider web of a rail-
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road junction yard. Under the white glare and
the black shadows of the arc lights, the workmen
seemed gigantic and unreal. Work cars, behind
puffing engines, rolled up and down the grade,
and brakemen, waving their lanterns, lightly
swung on and off while the wheels were in motion.

“I’ll bet we could do that,” Bert said suddenly.

Dolf was doubtful. ‘“Getting on might not
be so hard, but how about swinging oft?”

“The engine always slows down before it gets
to the top of the hill. It scarcely crawls. That’s
the time to swing off.”

Bill Harrison cocked his head to one side and
surveyed the scene. ‘I'm going to try that some
night,” he drawled.

They knew that he was fooling. And yet, as
‘the days passed, they began to speak about it,
conjuring up the sensation of swinging aboard,
feeling the air sweep past them as they clung to
the step and the hand rods, imagining themselves
dropping off with the ease of the trainmen. The
risk began to wear the garb of enticing adventure.
.+ Snow came about this time, sixteen inches of it
in one fall. The spreading railroad yard was
buried under a soggy blanket, and the boys ceased
to go there and ceased to talk about the prospect
of riding the cars. The weather left little to do,
and Bert turned to his school books. In truth,
they had been neglected of late and the monthly
report he brought home that same week ran
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mostly to 70’s and 75’s. His father studied it and
was frankly displeased.

““I'his 1s bad,” he said without preamble.

The boy thought that the wisest course was to
say nothing.

“You had been getting around 9o in every-
thing. Now you’re just missing the line of failure.
What’s the trouble?”

Bert saw that he would have to make a defense.
“Well, you used to help....”

““That’s a poor excuse,” his father interrupted.
“It’s a sign of weakness. If I were the richest
man in the world I could buy you houses, motor
cars, yachts, jewelry, clothes, the watchful care of
servants, but there would be one thing my money
could not get you—knowledge. You've got to dig
that out for yourself. Don’t tell me you failed
because I did not help you. You haven’t been
studying. Isn’t that right?”

“I. .. . Yes,” said the boy. He had suddenly
decided to tell the truth about studying, anyway.
Yet he felt that there was another angle over
which he had had no control. If the evenings
around the reading lamp had continued. . . .

“Why couldn’t Bert bring his books to the store
now and then?’’ his mother asked. |

He flashed her a glance and knew, instinctively,
that she understood.

““No reason in the world why he can’t,” said his
father.
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Yet other interests called—Bill Harrison was
erecting a wireless—and four nights passed before
he took some of his books down to Washington
Avenue. His father, intently reading a trade
paper, lifted absorbed eyes as the door opened,
nodded a greeting as he saw who entered, and
promptly went back to the printed page. Bert
waited. By and by a customer came in, and on
his heels a second. They held his father in con-
versation until almost nine o’clock. After that
Mr. Quinby busied himself with checking up the
day’s sales.

Bert walked down to the door and stood there
staring out moodily at the street. Across the way
a light was burning in Old Man Clud’s office, and
a huge figure was blackly outlined on the drawn
shade. But Bert was not thinking of the lender
of money. His father had forgotten the nature
of his errand. He might have reasoned that his
father’s mind had been centered on something
else; it would have been simple to have called his
attention to the lapse. Instead, with a sort of hurt
obstinacy common to boys, Bert elected to remain
silent and to view himself as one who had been
wronged.

““T'ime to close up,” said his father’s voice.

They walked home together. The man was
still held by some sober problem of his business
and did not notice his son’s silence. In the house
Mrs. Quinby asked in a low voice:
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“Did your father find time to help you?”

Bert gave her a glance and went up to his
room.

He still held to his impression of martyrdom.
Half undressed, he suddenly paused and got out
his books, stubbornly resolved to fight his way
without help. “I'll show them,” he vowed, and
plunged into the work. It gave him a sort of
perverse satisfaction, a sorrow for himself, to
think that he had to labor thus. It was long after
eleven o’clock when he finished and went to bed.

That night’s work gave him a sense of inde-
pendence that was new and intoxicating. The
winter was on in earnest, there was cold comfort
in roaming the streets, and he turned to his own
room as a haven. He deserted the family quarters
downstairs. With the door closed the place was
his castle and he was its king, even though its
possessions of bed, chair, dresser, table and wall
pictures were scarcely regal. Here he studied
alone. The four walls took on a glamour and a
personality he had never noticed before and began
to reflect his moods and his humors. If he were
gay, the place seemed to enclose happiness. Were
he morose, the room grew gray. He reveled in
its isolation and its impregnability.

From the start he had saved most of his dollar
a week. The time came when he walked into
the Springham Savings Bank and opened an
account, duly impressed by the importance of the
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moment. It was characteristic that he should dis-
play the bank book to Dolf and to Bill, but should
show it to nobody at home.

The day he made his second deposit, Old Man
Clud was just ahead of him in the line that ran
to the receiving teller’s window. The lender’s
overcoat was buttoned about him, he seemed cold,
and yet an almost imperceptible dew of perspira-
tion was faintly beaded on his fat cheeks. He
handed in his pass book, and Bert saw the bills on
top of it were many. The man’s eyes never left
the money while the teller counted it. Afterwards
he walked as far as the bank lobby, paused, and
drew a red memorandum book from his pocket.
Into this he copied something from his bank
record. It was as though he did not entirely trust
the bank, but must have some private reckoning
of his own. He was slipping the bank book into a
pocket when Bert came along on his way to the
street.

““Good afternoon, my young friend,” Old Man
Clud wheezed. ‘I see you are following the path
of wisdom. The man with money ahead can
snap his fingers at the world. He does not go to
his bed at night worrying about what will happen
in the morning. You may have heard people call
me a miser?’ Old Man Clud’s glance was
shrewd.

Bert shook his head. “No, sir.”

The man laughed a silent laugh that shook his
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rolls of soft flesh. “You'll hear it in time. I've
noticed that those who call me names are usually
the first to come around and whine for loans.
The thrifty man is always held up to ridicule, but
I have noticed that he has bread in his cupboard
when others go hungry. Think of that every time
you put away a dollar. And how is your good
father’s business progressing?”’

“All right, sir.”

“I rejoice to see industry win its reward. Work
brings money; money brings security; security
brings respect. People may not want to give you
their respect, but they have to. You hold the whip
hand. And may I ask how long you have been
saving money?’’

“Since my father began to pay me for deliver-
ing orders.”

“Wise youth. He starts to save money the mo-
ment he begins to earn. You will go far. Isaidit
the day I spoke to you in front of your father's
store. I say it again. Believe me, my young
friend, it is a wise course to pay proper respect to
a dollar. Good day to you,” and the money lender
waddled away, all wrapped up in his greatcoat.

Bert was subtly flattered by the attention that
had been paid him. Old Man Clud was a rich man
—that, to the boy s 1dea, was established by the
greenbacks that had gone through the teller’s
window. To be treated on terms of equality by
a rich man was an experience not calculated to
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make a boy think any the less of himself. Bert
began to picture his fortune growing until in time
it would compare favorably with the hoard of the
lender. Nevertheless he was not above a boy's
penchant for the odds and ends of attractive bar-
gains. When he heard that a school companion
had an accordion that could be bought for seventy-
five cents, he set out to find the treasure, and
viewed it with envious eyes. His fingers itched to
hold it and play along its keys. In the end he
bought it and took it home, and carried it up to
his room. There, with the door closed and locked,
he sat with a chair tilted back against the wall and
surrendered himself blissfully to the instrument,
and made the night hideous with tortured sounds.

By springtime he was able to play the accordion
passably well. Then, as abruptly as it had en-
snared his interest, its charm was gone. The
nights were once more warm, and he, and Dolf,
and Bill Harrison resumed their walks and turned
their steps toward the railroad yard. It had
grown tremendously in size over the winter. Long
strings of freight cars ran up to, and down from,
Camel-back Hill, and brakemen’s lanterns made
mysterious signals in the darkness.

“I said last fall that I'd have a go at those
trains,’”’ Bill drawled. ‘I've been thinking it over.
The last step of the last car is the place to make
your try. If you miss there’s no car behind to give

you fits.”
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- Dolf moved away a step. ‘‘Let’s get back to
town.” |

“Let’s try it,” Bill said suddenly. The lazy
drawl was gone from his voice.

The challenge sent a thrill along Bert’s spine.
His blood quickened, and even the hesitating Dolf
was stirred. Yet they both held back, eager to
try the adventure, lured by the element of danger,
daunted by the unaccustomed risk.

“Who’ll do it second if I do it first?” Bill de-
manded.

The challenge could not be ignored. “I will,”
Bert said recklessly.

Dolf felt that they were looking at him and
weighing his courage. His heart sank. ‘I will,
too,” he said, and wondered if they guessed how
much he was afraid.

The headlight of an advancing locomotive sent
silver ribbons of light ahead of it along the steel
rails.

“Here comes my chariot,” said Bill. He
stepped out across the intervening tracks. They
saw the engine pass him, saw his body lost in the
darker background of the trains, saw the last car
of the string approach—and then saw a form
swaying on the step and holding to the handrails
as the car went past.

“He did 1t,” cried Dolf.

The hazard had been conquered and made to
seem easy. Iheir fears were swept away and they
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were eager to do the trick themselves, to stand
squarely on accomplishment with their compan-
ion. Impatiently they waited for another train
and for Bill. Bill came first, looming up out of
the dark with quick strides.

“Shucks!” he said; ‘“that was easy. You just
catch the hand rods, reach for the step with your
foot and swing up with the motion of the train.
It's no trouble getting off at the top—the train
almost comes to a stop. You're next, Bert. I’ll
ride up with you.”

““There’s only one last step,’” said Bert.

“I’'m an experienced rider,” Bill said whimsi-
cally. “I'll grab one of the middle cars. You
get the car after me, Bert, and give Dolf the end.
Here comes another chariot. We're off. No
bumping into each other.”

Bert was conscious of Bill above him and Dolf
below. The clatter of the train appalled him of a
sudden; the speed was greater than he had ex-
pected. Yet, as Bill began to run with the train,
he ran, too. A car end overtook him. His hands
found their grips. His foot got the step. For
one dizzy instant he hung suspended; then he was .
up, hanging on with a desperate clutch, conscious
that he was bumping and swaying, in danger of
falling off, and conscious also of the intoxicating
sweep of night wind across his face.

" He got a firmer grip, a firmer foothold. His
heart had ceased to thump. He looked ahead and
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saw Bill riding on his perch. Behind, Dolf was
hanging on and his coat was flapping. They had
all made it. Bert gave a shout of exultation and
rode up Camel-back like a voyager come to his
own. |

Bill had told them the truth—at the top the
train’s speed was down to a crawl. They dropped
off and gathered in an eager group. Bert was the
first to speak.

‘“That’s what I call sport.” His voice shook
with excitement. ‘““Are we going to do it again to-
morrow night?”’

“I am,” said Bill. “Some day when I'm presi-
dent of this railroad you fellows can write a book
about how I got my start hanging on to freight
cars up Camel-back Hill.”

‘“We want to be quiet about this,”” Dolf cau-
tioned. “If my father knew about this he'd
hammer the tar out of me.”

Bill grinned. *I guess I'd get dusted oft a bit
myself. Make it half-past seven to-morrow
night.”

They came down the hill and across the tracks.
At the yard limits a bulky form blocked their
path. Bert caught a faint gleam of brass but-
tons.

“What you fellows been up to?”’ demanded a
voice of authority.

They had run foul of Patrolman Glynn of the
Springham police. Dolf tried to melt into the
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night and get away, but the same stern voice bid
him halt. A flashlight snapped and shot forth a
shaft of radiance. The gleam went across their
hands, stained with the rust that gathers on iron
and steel left exposed to the weather—hand rods,
for instance.

“Hooking train rides,” said the policeman.
They made no denial. The light moved to their
faces. They knew that he was identifying them;
marking them for future notice. Bert shivered
with the dread of possible arrest.

“What’s the matter with you kids?”” Policeman
Glynn demanded. ‘“Lost your senses? Want to
get shipped to the undertaker’s? Let me catch
you down here again and I'll run you in.”

So he wasn’t going to arrest them, at any rate.
Bert swallowed the lump that had tightened his
throat and edged away. The light snapped out.
He took to his heels and heard the patter of Bill's
and Dolf’s feet in his rear.

Not until they were safely back in town did
they check their pace. For a block or two they
walked in silence.

“I guess that ends our rides,” Dolf said at last.

“I guess it doesn’t,” Bill Harrison retorted.

‘“But he said he’d lock us. . . .”

“Sure; if he catches us. How about going into
the yard at a different place and coming out at
that place? Shucks, he can’t be everywhere at
once, can he? He’s got only two feet. We don’t
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want to stop just when we’ve learned how to do
this, do we? We'll go down there to-morrow
night, and if everything is all right we'll have some
more fun.”

“Suits me,” said Bert, fortified by Bill’s logic;
and Dolf, after a moment of hesitation, threw in
his lot with the others.

Somehow, in the light of another day, Bert
found that his faith in Bill Harrison’s reasoning
was not so strong. Policeman Glynn’s brass but-
tons had an ally known as ‘“The Law.” Bert’s
knowledge of this partnership was vague; but he
knew that the law had a long, mysterious, far-
reaching arm that nipped evildoers and lodged
them in prison cells. He remembered hearing his
father say that the law never slept. The more he
pondered this the more disturbed he became. He
had plenty of time to ponder for this was the day
for his mother to entertain the Woman’s Improve-
ment Association, and he was glued to the porch
with the uncertainty of how much of the layer
cake Mrs. Busher might leave uneaten. Even
apprehension could not disturb his healthy appe-
tite.

Gladly, now, would he have postponed the
night’s adventure until sure that Policeman Glynn
had ceased to keep a watchful eye on the railroad
yards. Yet, in his boyish pride, he would have
suftered martyrdom rather than admit that he
feared to run the risk. The day shortened; the
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women left the house. Moodily, after they were
gone, he ate almond cake and swallowed lemon-
ade.

“Bert,”’” his mother asked, as the third slice dis-
appeared, “‘where do you put it all? You'll be so
stuffed that you’ll have to swallow your supper
with the aid of a shoehorn.”

Nevertheless, he did ample justice to the eve-
ning meal. After his father had gone back to the
store he climbed the stairs to his room, took down
the accordion, and played it aimlessly with one ear
cocked to catch the chime of the parlor clock
downstairs. Presently the gong sounded half-past
seven, and he put the accordion away.

“I’m going out, Mom,” he called.

“Be in by nine,” his mother called from the
kitchen.

“Yes’'m.” Out on the porch he adjusted his
cap; his hands were cold. And then he saw his
father coming hurriedly down the street. One
look at his father’s face and he was seized with
forebodings.

“Where are you going?”’ Mr. Quinby de-
manded.

“Out,” Bert answered vaguely.
“Out where?”

“With the fellows.”

“With the same fellows, I guess, that Officer
Glynn saw you with last night. Were you going
to the railroad yards? 1 thought so. Well,
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you're going in and you're going to stay there.”
His voice suddenly changed. “Have you gone
crazy? Do you want to get killed? Are you try-
ing to worry your mother and me to death?”

Bert squeezed his way back through the door
and made for the sanctuary of his room. Down-
stairs he heard the pitch of his father’s voice, his
mother’s one cry of alarm, and his father’s ex-
asperated: ‘I don’t know what’s got into the
boy. He was never like this before. I ought to
flog it out of him.” What his mother said in re-
ply to this he could not catch. After an interval
his father’s step sounded in the lower hall. He
held his breath. But the step went on to the
porch, creaked on the wooden steps, and died in
the distance of the street. So intently did he listen
that he did not catch a lighter step behind him.
His mother’s voice startled him.

“Why did you do it, Bert? Didn’t you know
the danger?”

He tried to explain how easy it had been, but
the look on his mother’s face halted him.

“If it is so easy, Bert, why are so many railroad
brakemen killed? Didn’t you stop to realize how
much this might worry us? Why did you do it?”

“I guess we just wanted to have some fun.”

“Fun! Bert! Did you think it would be fun
for us if anything happened to you?”

Her voice stabbed him with a realization of the
folly of his escapade. “I ... 1 won’t do it
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again,’’ he said huskily. ‘“Honest, Mom; I won’t,
I won't even go down to the yards.”

He was a chastened boy when his mother left
him. Outdoors a gentle spring rain had begun to
fall, and he sat at the window and listened to its
soft drumming on the porch roof. Almost im-
perceptibly, a melancholy mood settled over him.
He reached for the accordion again, and from its
stops drew forth a succession of weird and mourn-
ful notes.

A long time he played these aimless whimper-
ings, and then the patter of the rain was drowned
by a harsher sound. Somebody was running along
the street. A sense of intuition told him that this
was a call for him. Before he could reach the
stairs his mother, with a catch in her voice, was
calling up to him:

“Bert! Bertl”

He took the stairs by twos and by threes. Dolf,

his clothing glistening with rain, stood in the hall.
He was shivering and his hat quivered in his
hands. Suddenly he began to cry.

“Run over, run over,” he sobbed. ‘I was right
there and I couldn’t do a thing for him. Right
over one leg. He lay there alongside the track
and didn’t say a word.”

Twice Bert’s lips moved before words came.
“How did it happen?”

‘“The rain. The step was slippery. He was
just pulling himself up when . . . when he fell.
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Then I began to shout, and railroad men came,
and they picked him up.”

“Where is he now?” Mrs. Quinby asked. She
was holding a handkerchief to her mouth, and
shaking her head, and murmuring broken words.

“They sent for Dr. Elman, and when the doc-
tor came Bill was put on a flat car, and the doctor
got up with him, and then they started for the
hospital in the city.”

Run over! Those two words kept pounding
through Bert’s stunned mind. Maybe Bill might
die. He knew that Dolf was going, still crying,
still shivering, and that his mother had put his
raincoat about the wet, miserable boy. But these
things made little impressions upon him. Run
over! His shocked mind tried to straighten out
the confusion of a horrified thought. Then his
mother, having piloted Dolf on his way, came back
from the door.

“You see it now, Bert?”’ she asked.

He could only nod.

“Who first suggested this train riding?”’

His face went white. “I don’t know.”

But he did know. He had been the first to
suggest the possibility. When he got to his room
he threw himself across the bed, and gripped the
coverlet with his hands, and stared, wide-eyed,
across the room. Bill Harrison with one leg,
hobbling through life on a crutch.

“Just like Peg Scudder,” Bert whispered
hoarsely; ‘“‘just like Peg Scudder.”
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CHAPTER III

SUALLY Mr. Quinby came home from
the store by half-past nine. To-night the

clock was almost at eleven before his
latchkey sounded in the lock. Mrs. Quinby, who
had been waiting in the dining room, went forward
to meet him.

There were tired lines about the man’s face,
and stern lines about his mouth. ‘“Does Bert
know about Bill Harrison?” he asked.

“Yes. Dolf Muller came here. Dolf was
almost hysterical.”

“Humph! Too late for that now. I waited
until Dr. Elman got back. Bill’s leg is off above
the knee. Elman says he stood the shock well.
And if Glynn hadn’t told me to-night what was
going on, it might just as well have been Bert in-
stead of Bill. I'm going to talk to that young
man.”’

“Harry.” Her hand stayed him. “Don’t be
harsh with Bert. He’s promised me that he’ll
never go to the yards again.”

“Humph! Ready to promise anything after
the damage is done.”
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“No,” said Mrs. Quinby. ‘“He promised me
before he knew that Bill had been hurt.”

““That changes things a bit,” Mr. Quinby said
after a moment. The lines about his mouth had
lost their iron. ‘“That’s the worst of kids; they
never see the next minute or the next hour. That
boy in the hospital is handicapped for life. Is
Bert still up?”

“I don’t know.”

“I'll see.”

Bert, still lying across the bed, started upright
as the door opened and his father came into the
room. His eyes asked a bleak question: ‘“What
are you going to do to me?”’ Something deep in
the man softened at the boy’s stricken attitude.

“Bert,” he said gently, “I'm not going to scold.
I guess you've learned your lesson. Thank God,
you didn’t have to learn it as Bill learned his.”

The worry that had weighed down the boy for
hours broke from him in confession, drawn out
by his father’s unexpected sympathy.

“It’s my fault,” he choked, “that Bill's leg is
gone. 1 was the one to talk of jumping trains.
He'd never have thought of it if it wasn't for
me.”’

In an instant Mr. Quinby had his hand on the
boy’s knee. *‘You mustn’t let this prey on your
mind. Blaming yourself won’t give Bill back his
leg. None of you stopped to count the cost—and
Bill paid. It might just as well have been you or
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Dolf. After this, whenever you start on a new
adventure, ask yourself: ‘Is this wise, and would
I tell about it at home?’ That sort of question-
ing will keep you out of a lot of trouble.”

Yet the boy’s face remained glum. The man
saw that he must rouse him from his depression.
The accordion was where Bert had laid it at
Dolf’s coming. Mr. Quinby picked it up and in-
serted his hands in the straps.

“I used to be able to tease one of these things,”
he announced. ‘Didn’t know that, did you?
What will you have? Call your tune.”

Bert showed a spark of interest. ‘““Can you
play ‘Turkey in the Straw?’”

“I could—once,” said the man, and began to
pick out the melody.

“Must have been a long time ago,” said Bert,
and gave a half-hearted grin.

Mr. Quinby settled back and warmed up to his
work. His fingers began to find the keys. Mrs.
Quinby came upstairs and stood in the doorway.

“It’s late,”’ she reminded him. “You’ll have the
neighbors throwing shoes in the window.”

“Not if they know good music,” Mr. Quinby
chuckled.

“Huh!” said Bert. “Call that music?”
Mr. Quinby gave the accordion an extra flour-
ish. “How’s that?”

“Fierce,” said the boy.
His father threw back his head and sang:
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Turkey in the straw,

Turkey in the straw;

Funniest thing I ever saw,

They just played the same old time and danced
Turkey in the straw.

“It sounds better when you just play the music,”
Bert said, and laughed at his father’s look of
comic dismay. As for Mr. Quinby, he had suc-
ceeded in arousing the boy’s spirits and he put the
instrument down. Bert walked over to the win-
dow. The rain had ceased, the stars were out,
and the night seemed to hold a greater peace.

All the boy’s interests for the next five days
centered on a doctor’s house set down among tow-
ering maple trees in the heart of the town. He
found that each morning Dr. Elman motored to
the hospital. Leaning against the trunk of one of
the trees he would watch the road and wait; some-
times on a rising tide of hope, sometimes in. the
cold clutch of a great fear. Usually, about noon,
the doctor’s dusty car would roll up to the curb
and stop. Bert, edging away from the tree, would
grip his courage as the man came up the walk.

‘“‘How’s Bill ?”’ he would ask.

‘““He’s holding his own,” the doctor would an-
swer. He was a gruff man, not given to wasting
words.

On the sixth day the report varied.

‘“‘He’ll pull through,” Dr. Elman said. ‘‘Youth
—good constitution.”
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‘“He’ll pull through!”” Then all those other re-
ports had meant that there was danger that Bill,
the whimsical, the droll, would sink away into the
Great Silence. Bert stood there motionless near
the tree for many minutes.

A week later his father brought home momen-
tous news.

“If you and Dolf want to see Bill, Dr. Elman
will take you to the hospital to-morrow. Be at
his office no later than nine o’clock.”

Bert was waiting at his old tree twenty minutes
before the time, and Dolf arrived shortly after-
wards, looking as though he had been squeezed
and pushed into his carefully brushed clothes.
They stood around and watched the house. By
and by Dr. Elman appeared, opened the garage
doors, and backed the car down toward them.

“Rear seat,” he said. “Don’t touch that bag
on the floor. Valuable instruments.”

On any other occasion they would have enjoyed
this ride through a fair country blooming under
the touch of spring. They talked in hushed tones
until they came to the city, and then their voices
ceased entirely. Through a traffic maze of lurch-
ing trucks, clanging trolleys and speeding automo-
biles Dr. Elman wormed his car until at last it
swung up a wide concrete driveway to a cool-look-
ing building of gray stone.

‘““The hospital,” Dolf said in an awed whisper.

They followed the doctor inside, walking close
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together as though seeking mutual courage.
Their nostrils quivered to a combined odor of
ether and iodoform—an odor that, once inhaled,
is forever afterwards known as the hospital smell.
Nurses in crisp, starched uniforms swished past
them on noiseless feet. An attendant wheeled a
stretcher bed down a corridor. They looked
about them with apprehensive attention and kept
at Dr. Elman’s heels, up to the second floor and
into a room.

‘“Hello, Bill,” said the doctor; and now, all at
once, his voice was gentle as a woman’s.

A head moved on a pillow. Tired eyes lighted
with a spark of interest.

“Hello, fellows,” said a wan voice.

So this was Bill—this white, pinched face.
Bert stared at the bed in fearsome fascination.
The coverlet showed the outline of one full leg,
and another outline that ended with awful sud-
denness.

“Come,” said Dr. Elman; “let Bill get a good
look at you. Sit down.”

“Better not do it, Dolf,” Bill said with just a
trace of the old drawl. “You'll burst something
sure.”’

Dolf grinned sheepishly. Bert felt the doc-
tor’s elbow in his ribs, saw the man’s exasperated
frown, and tore his eyes away from the bed and
its mute story.

The conversation ran in spurts. Bill did not
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say much; he seemed too weary for the effort of
sustained talk. But he was enjoying their visit.
Shadows of smiles ran across his mouth at some
of Dolf’s recitals of what was going on in Spring-
ham. When Bert spoke of their class in the
school, and of the coming graduation, he looked at
him but did not seem to see him. A nurse came
in, busied herself with his pulse and temperature,
called him “Old Warrior,” smoothed his pillow
and departed. Dr. Elman looked at his watch.

“Got to go, Bill,” he said, with the same gentle-
ness. ‘‘You're not the only chap in the world
calling for a doctor.”

They stood up to leave. Dolf and the man
went through the doorway, and Bert took a quick
step back toward the bed.

“I didn’t quit that night,” he said. ‘‘Policeman
Glynn told my father. I was kept in.”

Bill stared steadily up at the ceiling. “I wish
I had been,” he answered.

Bert went away with the feeling that, at the
last moment, he had said the wrong thing.

The ride back to Springham was as silent as the
ride out had been. Dr. Elman had some town
visits to make, and they left his car on a Wash-
ington Avenue corner. Peg Scudder, sunning him-
self in his sidewalk chair, stuck a crutch under one
armpit, pulled himself erect, and hobbled toward

them.
‘“Hey, you!” he roared. “Blast your hides,

42

Google



QUINBY AND SON

what's your hurry? Been up to the hospital to
see that fellow that got clipped ?”’

Bert was a year older and had lost much of his
fear of that powerful body and tawny head. Yet
he shrank away as the man came too close.

“We just got back,” said Dolf.

“When you go back again, just pass him the
word to come and see Peg Scudder. Us one-
leggers ought to stick together.”

“I’ll tell him, Mr. Scudder,” said Dolf, and Peg
leered through his tangle of hair. It wasn’t every
day in the week that some one honored him with
the title of mister.

A month later Bill Harrison came back to
Springham. Bert had prepared himself for the
crutch; but the sight of his friend pegging along
the street was a hard shock. Examination days
came and went, and Bert learned that he had
passed and had qualified for the Springham High
School. The afternoon of graduation day he
spent with Bill.

“I'll have to take my eighth grade over again,”
Bill said listlessly, and moved his stump of leg.
““That’s one year this thing has cost me already.”

All during the graduation exercises Bert sat on
the auditorium platform and thought of a boy who
should have been there. But next day and in the
days that followed, this thought was dulled.
There was much to be done that summer. His
father’s business, after a disappointing start, and
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months of uncertainty, was at last coming into its
own. This dawn of prosperity was reflected in
many ways. More stock came in; there were
orders to deliver. He was kept, it seemed, in a
ferment of industry—polishing the glass of the
show cases, dusting the shelves, and from day to
day unpacking shipments and putting them away.
Every so often he went to the bank, and the sum
of his money on deposit grew. From time to time
he caught glimpses of Old Man Clud, but their
paths did not cross and they held no speech.
After a month the work began to pall on him,

and he chafed at the periods that confined him to
the store. Dolf Muller worked only on Satur-
days in his father’s shop. Bill Harrison, with his
one leg, was loafing away the summer. Bertbegan
to feel cheated out of good times. Turning his
complaint in his mind, he decided that his weekly
allowance was too small.

“One dollar doesn't seem so much when you've
worked all week for it,” he told his father the
next Saturday.

Mr. Quinby, busy, missed the shot, and the boy
went home with the dollar in his pocket. For the
first time it seemed an insignificant sum.

The incident lingered in his mind. He took to
muttering to himself, and his thoughts grew sulky
and obstinate. And then the same accordion that
had brought him and his father so close the night

44

Google



QUINBY AND SON

of Bill’s accident, sent them as far apart as they
had been before.

Why Bert brought the instrument to the store
he did not know. Perhaps he had some random
feeling that it would soothe tedious hours; per-
haps an unconscious wish for some of the glamour
he had found at home behind the locked door of
his room. Mr. Quinby, with a note falling due,
went across the street to the bank, and Bert was
left alone.

His father’s absence grew prolonged; no cus-
tomers came, and the boy began to yawn. In this
idle moment he took the instrument out from
under a counter and began to toy with its keys.
At first the melody he essayed was subdued.
Gradually, under the spell of enchantment, he lost
all sense of time and of place. The notes grew
clearer, louder. He closed one eye, cocked his
head to one side, and surrendered himself to
rhythm and played with happy abandon.

A voice of steel brought him back to earth.

“Bert!”

His father, striding into the store through a
knot of small boys who blocked the entrance,
brought the music to an abrupt end. The small
boys lingered, hoping the entertainment would be
renewed.

“I thought I could step out for a moment with-
out having you turn the place into a side show,”
Mr. Quinby said abruptly. “How do you think
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it looks to have a boy sawing away on an accor-
dion in a first-class store and congregating a crowd
of dirty-faced children? Do you think it's busi-
nesshike ?”’

Bert had reddened. “I ... ]I just got playing,
and then I forgot.”

“Forgetting doesn’t help a business. Put that
thing away. I'll take it home to-night.”

“I'll take it home now,’”’ Bert said. He ate a
moody supper. He did not tell his mother what
had happened, but she, accustomed to his mer-
curial spells of good temper and bad, knew that
something had gone amiss. That night she ques-
tioned her husband.

“Bert has a bee buzzing him,” she said, ‘‘and
by all the signs I think it’s stinging. Did anything
happen at the store?”

Mr. Quinby explained the transgression and
was surprised to find that, after a few hours, it
had lost a bit of its heinous aspect. Mrs. Quinby
looked thoughtful.

“Of course he didn’t think,” she said. ‘“You
can’t put an old head on fifteen-year-old shoulders.
When Bert explained that he had forgotten, it was
his way of saying he was sorry. You know Bert.
If he thinks he's making amends and is rebufted,
up bobs that distressing pig-headedness and you
can’t move him.”

“I guess you're right,” the man said ruefully.
“I seem to have a genius for rubbing that lad the
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wrong way. I was angry. You'd have been
angry, too.”

“I know.” She was silent a moment. ‘“He’s
worked hard this summer.” |

Mr. Quinby nodded. “Maybe I ought to jump
his allowance. That would cheer him up.”

“Perhaps. . . .7 Mrs. Quinby hesitated.
“Perhaps it would be better if you gave him a
hint that you didn’t mean to be so sharp. . . .”

“Good Heavens! Do I have to apologize to
my own son? It isn’t as bad as that, i1s it?”’ Mr.
Quinby laughed. ‘“He’ll be the happiest kid in
Springham when he gets two dollars next Satur-
day instead of the one he expects.”

But Bert showed no particular emotion. He
counted the money, counted it again to make sure
he had not made a mistake, said a short ‘“Thank
you,” and was gone. A week ago the increase
would have fluttered his heart.

“I can’t make head nor tail of that boy,” Mr.
Quinby complained to his wife that night. “At
his age I'd have thought twenty-five cents a for-
tune. He took the two dollars as casually as
though he could pick notes oft the sidewalk any
time he wanted to bend his head. What's getting
into the boys of to-day?”

Mrs. Quinby said nothing. She felt that a
word of regret would have accomplished more.
She knew the boy.

And so the summer ran to its end, and the
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school reopened, and Bert went off with Dolf one
fine morning to begin his life at Springham High.
Bill Harrison, so expert now that he needed only
one crutch, tapped his way to the grammar school
to once more begin the eighth grade.

For Bert high school opened the doors to a
new and a wondrous world. Study periods wore
the gloss of novelty and had an enticing appeal,
particularly as they promised to shorten the hours
he would need to spend with his books at home.
Reporting to difterent rooms for different periods
gave him a sense of importance and a feeling of
maturity; nor was this new dignity lessened by
the first mass meeting of students in the audi-
torium where the faculty coach and the captains
of the baseball, football and basket ball teams
all made speeches. He joined the Athletic Asso-
ciation and found that there were many school
clubs and societies that promised companionship
and diversion. High school, he decided, was
going to be distinctly worth while.

And then it occurred to him that, though he
might enroll himself with many school organiza-
tions, he could never be sure of free time in which
to attend the meetings. He still had his tasks at
the store, and his hours were uncertain. Some
afternoons there was much to do; some after-
noons there was nothing. As a matter of fact
scarcely one of the societies interested him—high
school life was too new for him to have yet se-
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lected avenues of fancy—but he figured himself
barred and was correspondingly resentful. He
grew to hate the sight of bundles and packages.

“I’m a slave,” he confided darkly to Bill Harri-
son.

“Oh, rats!” Bill said impatiently. ‘“You've got
two legs and Peg Scudder doesn’t pester you every
time he meets you.”

Bert had football, too, had he stopped to count
his assets. Not that he turned out for the foot-
ball team—he was too young and too light. But
here time was elastic. If he came to the field at
three-thirty o’clock, practice or game was ready to
start. If he did not arrive until four o’clock or
later, practice or game was still here. In spite of
his gloomy view of his situation he enjoyed many
rousing afternoons, and even achieved two trips
with the eleven to see it play out-of-town games.

Winter came, -held Springham in bonds of ice,
and by and by began to release the cold strangle
of its grip. On a day of thaw when melting ice
dripped steadily from every tree and bush and
house roof, and when running snow water slushed
in the street gutters, Dolf met Bert in the main
corridor of the school.

“The moving picture screen is up in the audi-
torium,’”’ he announced.

Bert made a wry face. ‘“Another lecture.
Don’t they ever get tired having a lot of old wind-
bags tell us how to clean our teeth, and how to
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cross the street safely, and how to stand straight ?”’

““This fellow’s going to talk about butterflies.”

Butterflies] It couldn’t be worse. Bert threw
up his hands in a gesture of tragic resignation and
went along the corridor to his first period room.

An hour later an alarm of bells in the halls sum-
moned the students to the auditorium. Bert went
in with his class, settled into his seat, and gazed
at the stage with an air that said, ‘“You can’t make
me like this talk.” In front of the screen a man
whom he had never seen before sat talking to the
principal. He was a tall man, loosely hung to-
gether, and he wore heavy, prominent, shell-
rimmed glasses. |

“I know that kind,” Bert decided. ‘‘He talks
through his nose.”

The last of the students entered, the doors were
closed, the orchestra leader tapped twice with his
baton, and the music ceased. The principal
stood up, and began to talk, but Bert paid no
heed. He heard the name ‘“Thomas Woods,” a
burst of applause, and then the stranger was on
his feet walking down to the footlights, looking
- even more awkward now than when he had been
seated.

““They call me,” he said, * ‘the Butterfly Man.’
Some of you may be wondering why a fellow as
big as I am doesn’t tackle somebody his size, and
not be pestering a little butterfly. Well, that goes
to show that you don’t know much about butter-
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flies. You go chasing one of those beauties, and
the first thing you know he has you in the brush,
and then you get into some briars, and after a
while you come out and look at yourself and you
wonder whether you dressed yourself that morn-
ing or whether that was all the trousers you had
on when you started out. Many a time I've felt
like taking a handkerchief out of my pocket, and
waving it at a butterfly, and telling him that I'd
sign a peace treaty if he’d only show me how to
get out of there.”

At least, Bert admitted grudgingly, this But-
terfly Man did not talk through his nose. The
auditorium was laughing; it had been won; but
Bert refused to unbend. He began to whisper to
Dolf.

“Shut up,” Dolf said shortly. *“I want to hear
this.”

Bert retired into himself and refused to pay
attention to the address. Presently the lights
snapped out, a moving picture machine began to
grind with a soft whirr, and a butterfly, flutter-
ing gorgeous wings, appeared upon the screen.
This, at least, was interesting, and for fifteen min-
utes Bert watched pictures of the insects come and
go. Then the lights were on again, the pictures
were done, and the talk was ended. - At that mo-
ment Bert began to suspect that he had cheated
himself out of something good—but it was too
late. His mother would have understood. She
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had a shrewd knowledge of his mulish moments.

Spring came on the heels of the Butterfly Man’s
visit, and spring brought baseball. Bert turned
out for the nine, and, in what time was at his dis-
posal, practiced faithfully. Weight did not count
for so much in baseball, and he thought that he
might have a chance. But after a few weeks he
saw that he would not make it. Day by day he
got less and less of the work—more valuable ma-
terial claimed the coach’s attention—and at last
the time came when he was not called forth at
all.

It was then that class teams were organized, and
he was assigned to play second base for the fresh-
men. This was his moment of glory, and he de-
pended on his bicycle to make sure that the mo-
ment did not fade. Each day he brought the
wheel to the school and left it at the rear of the
building. As soon as classes were over for the day
he made haste to reach the store, and the orders
awaiting delivery were peddled madly about the
town. His one thought was to finish and get back
to the athletic field.

Luck was with him. Four times his team took
the field to win or lose, and four times he was
there to start the game. At the end of those four
contests, the freshmen and the juniors were tied
for first place, each team having won three games
and lost one.

““And next week we play the juniors,”” Dolf said.
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‘““You certainly won't catch me missing that game.”
Bert did not wish to miss it, either. The fate
of the freshmen nine loomed in his imagination as
of more importance than the success or failure of
the school team. For to the school team he was a
nobody, not even an unlikely substitute; while to
the freshman nine he was a vital, necessary and
stimulating cog. There was talk in the school
that the game might settle the Class League
Championship. Bert began to dream of a second-
baseman who forever stood over his bag and
tagged out daring runners. ‘

His constant hope was that, when the game
came, he would find the afternoon free. But the
luck that had sponsored him all season deserted
him that day. A crowd was gathering on the
athletic field even as classes were dismissed. He
raced from the school to the store. There were
no packages waiting on the far end of the coun-
ter. His heart grew light.

““Anything for me?” he called. It was merely
a perfunctory question, a part of each afternoon’s
procedure.

“That you, Bert?” Mr. Quinby came from
behind a partition at the rear of the store.
““There’s a suit of clothes to go to Mrs. Busher’s.
You know the place, on Fairmount Avenue.”

Bert's face fell. Fairmount Avenue was some
distance from the field. “Couldn’t I deliver it
before supper? We have a game to-day. . . .”
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“He wants to wear it to-night; they're going
into the city on the five-fifty train. Mrs. Busher
telephoned that she’d wait in until you brought
it.”

Well, if he had to deliver it, the quicker the bet-
ter. ‘“Which one?” he asked. He was impatient
to be gone.

‘““The tailor at the corner has it. Coat had to
be pressed and the trousers shortened. He won't
hold you up. He promised it for three o’clock.”

Bert rode to the corner, left his wheel propped
by one pedal against the curbstone, and bolted
into the shop.

“You got a suit here for Mr. Quinby,” he an-
nounced.

The tailor, working in his shirt sleeves, with a
tape measure end falling over each shoulder, had
a mild eye and an unhurried manner. ‘“Working
on it now,” he said. ‘“You're not in a hurry,
are you?”’

Bert groaned. A clock, ticking noisily on the
wall, said twenty minutes past three. The game
was to start at half-past. Of course, there was
usually some delay. . . .

“I'm in a terrible hurry,” he said. ‘“Got to get
back to the school. Rush it, won't you?”

“Sure, sure. Why didn’t somebody say this
was a rush job?”’

“It was marked for three o’clock.”

“It isn’t much after three. Don’t crowd me
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now; it makes me nervous. I'll rush it, but don't
crowd me.”

Yet, for all the tailor’s protestations of speed,
his motions were leisurely, for he was a man not
given to the excitement of haste. The hands of the
clock crept around—twenty-five after, half-past,
twenty-five minutes of four.

““T'here,” said the tailor, ‘“‘that’s done, and no
thanks to your fidgeting. Now to wrap paper
around it and tie it. . . . Hey! It 1sn’t tied.
You'll be losing the vest or something and. . . .”

But Bert was gone. One instant of getting set
in the saddle, and then he was off, dodging reck-
lessly through the traffic of Washington Avenue.
Twice he turned corners at a pace that held the
bicycle at a perilous angle. Arrived at his Fair-
mount Avenue destination he did not bother this
time to prop the wheel against the curb, but let
it fall as he stepped from it. He ran up the walk
to the house, and pressed hard on the button of
the electric bell.

No answer. Time was flying. He rang the bell
again, and then hastened to the rear of the house.
There was no bell here, so he rapped with his
knuckles against the glass of a kitchen window.

“Boy! Boy!”

He located the call. It came from a woman
leaning out an upstairs window of a house two
doors above.

“Are you looking for Mrs. Busher?”’
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l‘Yes’m.,,

“I saw her go out about half an hour ago.”

So this time that he had had to give had been
wasted, after all. A tide of anger rose in him
and the hot fever of it dried and choked his throat.
He righted the bicycle, kicked a toe-clip into place,
and rode back to the store. A clock in a jeweler’s
window told him that it was five minutes past four.
His father was out on the sidewalk scanning the
street.

“You'll have to go back,” he said. ‘‘Mrs.
Busher just 'phoned. She said she had stepped
out for a moment.”

Bert looked straight ahead with a hard stare.

“Can’t be helped,” his father said. “I’'m sorry;
it’s one of the things that thoughtless persons in-
flict upon business men. Hurry and you may be in
time for your game. You needn’t come back here.
Go right to the field.”

So the boy rode again to Fairmount Avenue.
He rang the bell, and then rang again, holding his
finger on the button. Footsteps sounded within
the house. Even his inexperienced ears, reading
the sound, could tell that it indicated outraged
dignity. The door was thrown open and he was
confronted by Mrs. Busher.

“Must you tear down my house,” she de-

manded, “because I do not drop everything and
run when you ring? What do you mean by such
conduct 7"’
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“I was here before and nobody answered,” he
said darkly.

“Oh, you were?” Her tone was sarcastic.
“And must I ask every tradesman’s boy whether
I can step out of my own house? If I were not a
friend of your mother’s I would march that suit
right back. How dare you be impertinent? Your
father will hear of this. Mark mel”

Bert gave not the slightest thought to her threat
as he rode out of Fairmount Avenue. When he
reached the field the fifth inning was on, the
juniors led, 8 runs to §, and another boy was
playing in his place. He found Dolf and Bill
Harrison together and sat down beside them. He
was full of his grievance and explained the run

of circumstances that had barred him from the
game.

“Mrs. Busher!” said Bill, and shook his head.
““She deals at our store. She’s a Tartar.”

Bert sat and watched the progress of the game.
The juniors continued to score, and the contest
lost interest. A magazine stuck out of Dolf’s
pocket, and he reached for it. The magazine was
devoted to business, and in one column he found a
short article that caught his wandering attention:

SELLING UMBRELLAS

The Star Dry Goods Company hung an open
umbrella in a show window, played water over it
from a stationary hose, and demonstrated the

57

Google



QUINBY AND SON

rain-shedding qualities of the articlee Umbrella
sales showed a 200 per cent increase that week.

The game ended, the victorious juniors cheered
the crestfallen freshmen, and the crowd broke up.
Bert gave the magazine back to Dolf. A picture
of the umbrella, hanging with the water cascading
from it, lingered in his imagination. It had the
thrilling qualities of a stunt, and he wondered how
the spectacle would look in his father’s window.

“What’s the matter?”’ Bill Harrison asked.
“You don’t look so much like a sour pickle now.”

““Oh, what difference does it make if I missed
the game?’’ Bert answered. It was one of the
sudden transformations of mood that happen to
boys. Umbrella and hose! And maybe twenty-
five pounds of sugar under the umbrella to show
that no water was coming through. He was sure
that that would make people stop and stare. It
had the appeal of a circus.

He was upstairs, washing, when his father came
home for the evening meal. A word reached his
ears, and he paused with his face half-dried. That
word had been “Busher.”

“Sure,” he muttered. ‘“‘She can make me go
back twice, but it’'s a crime if I ring her bell so
she’ll hurry.” He snapped the towel back on its
rack and came downstairs with smoldering eyes.

“What happened at Mrs. Busher’s to-day ?” his
father asked with ominous quietness.

‘““She gave me fits.”
58

Google



QUINBY AND SON

“For pounding at her bell?”

“I didn’t pound. I just rang it so she’d hurry.”

“She says you were impertinent.”

“lI wasn’t.” Bert’'s denial was made indig-
nantly. ‘“She lit into me and I said she wasn’t
there when I came before. Maybe she wouldn't
be there the second time. How was I to know?
Anyway, she’s always grouching about some-
thing. . ..”

““That will do,” his father cried. “Don’t you
know, haven’t you learned, that a business man
must please his customers? He’s got to give serv-
ice; if he doesn’t give it somebody else does. Mrs.
Busher told me she was of a mind to take her
trade elsewhere. Do you imagine that customers
are so easy to get that I can aftord to throw away
the ones I have? I've been watching you, Bert.
I don’t like the way you come to the store and
sulk 1f there’s anything for you to do. How do
I know how many people you've treated as you’ve
treated Mrs. Busher to-day? 1 see now that
there’s only one thing for me to do. I'll put an
ad in the paper to-morrow and advertise for a
clerk. I suppose I'll have to pay him fifteen a
week, but that shouldn’t worry you . . . and it
probably will not. You'll have your afternoons
free for your games.”

Part of the climax of that speech startled Bert.
He said the most unfortunate thing he could have
said.
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“Fifteen dollars a week! Why, I got only two
dollars.”

“Must I pay my own son dollar for dollar to
help me as though he were a stranger?”’ Mr.
Quinby asked bitterly.

Supper that night was something of a strained
meal, with Mrs. Quinby trying to maintain a flow
of conversation and Bert silent in his chair. The
boy had not meant to imply that he should have
been paid more, but that fifteen dollars was too
much for a clerk. Ordinarily, if he were mis-
judged, he sulked into injured dignity; but the
thought of the fifteen dollars appalled him and
urged him to make clear his position. Twice he
prepared to speak, but each time a look at his
father’s face stopped him. His father was in no
mood for explanations.

“Mother,” he said that night when they were
alone, “I didn’t mean it that way.” He felt con-
fidence in speaking to her.

“Why didn’t you say so?” she asked.

He looked down at the floor and made no an-
swer.

“Your father has worries, Bert, that you know
nothing of,” she said gently. ‘“He'll realize when
he thinks it over that you didn’t mean it that way.”

The boy was comforted. Later, working in his
room on his studies, he suddenly sat bolt upright.
The umbrellas! If he told his father about that
1dea wouldn’t it show that his thoughts had not
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been as selfish as his father had believed? He

pictured his triumphant telling of the plan, vis-
ioned his father’s face alight with interest, and
forgot his books entirely in his happy anticipation
of the climax.

He did not speak of the subject until morning.
After breakfast he followed his father out into the
hall. |

“I read something in a magazine about a dandy
way to sell umbrellas,” he began eagerly. ‘‘You
hang an umbrella in the window, and have water
from a hose pouring over it. And you can put
sugar under the umbrella to show how dry the
umbrella keeps things, and. . . .”

“Becoming suddenly interested in the business,
aren’t you?”’ Mr. Quinby broke in.

“Why . . . why. . ..” Bert had not ex-
pected such a question. His mind, set on the tale
he had to tell, could not shift with adroitness to
explanation.

“Humph! Beginning to worry about the two
dollars you'll miss each Saturday,” his father said
and took his hat and went out. He was a man

disappointed in his son, and his disappointment
had blinded him. He did not understand,
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CHAPTER 1V

HE new clerk’s name was Samuel Sick-

I les. Saturday week the five-forty train

from the city dropped him off at the
Springham station—a neat, well-brushed, alert
young man of nineteen who was labeled ‘‘strictly
business.”” He came to the store, introduced him-
self to Mr. Quinby, and set out forthwith to find
lodgings. By nine o’clock he had engaged room
and board with a family living not far from
Washington Avenue, and had left a notice at the
station to have his trunk delivered. That much
accomplished, he came back to the store and im-
mediately began to look over the shelves and lo-
cate the stock.

Mr. Quinby surveyed him with something of
curiosity. ‘‘Sickles,” he said at length, “how did
you learn that I was in need of a clerk?”

“I wrote to several wholesale houses and asked
if they knew of a small, growing store in a small,
growing town that might be able to use my serv-
ices.”

“Humph! I had an idea that you hadn’t seen
my ad in the Springham paper. Ordinarily the
small town boy goes to the city. You left the city
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to come to a small town. How much were they
paying you there ?”’

“Twenty dollars.”

“And you came here for fifteen dollars.
Why ?”

“I can live as well here on fifteen dollars as I
could in the city on twenty. I figured that this
would be a better place for advancement. In the
city a clerk is a small potato. In the small town
he can be a real person and grow with the town.
What time do we open in the morning?”

“Quarter to eight.”

“Would you mind giving me a key? I'll be
around about seven o’clock. If you want to get
ahead you've got to get an early start. I can have
everything cleaned up for the day by opening
time.”’

Mr. Quinby gave him a key to the front door.
Monday morning he swept the floor, dusted the
show cases, and swept the sidewalk. When Mr.
Quinby arrived he was standing with alert atten-
tion behind the counter, business from the top of
his carefully brushed hair to the soles of his feet.

‘“Were you in the habit of sweeping the side-
walk where you worked in the city?”’ Mr. Quinby
asked.

‘“No, sir.” Sam seemed surprised at the ques-
tion. ‘“But I read Benjamin Franklin’s Autobi-
ography. He tells how he was not above wheeling

his supplies through the street and so got a reputa-
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tion for industry. If people see us sweeping the
sidewalk every morning they’ll think our store
must be pretty clean inside if it’s so clean outside.
That’s good advertising.”

“Who told you it was good advertising ?”’

“I've been reading some advertising books."”

Mr. Quinby looked the clerk over with an
astounded gaze. He had never before met any-
body just like him. The lad had a viewpoint be-
yond his years. He was like some young owl that
had grown abnormally grave and prematurely
wise. |

He had, it developed, made one sale that morn-
ing. A man who had left home without a hand-
kerchief had stopped to purchase one, and had
departed with two.

“I sold him,” Sam explained to Mr. Quinby,
‘“on the theory that if he forgets a handkerchief
one morning he’ll forget one another. So I sold
him one to carry to-day, and one to leave in his
desk for the next time he forgot. And while I was
sweeping the sidewalk a fat man from across the
street came over to talk to me. He seemed to be
very curious about how I came to hold this situa-
tion. He didn’t get much information out of me.
People who tell all they know don’t get very far
in the world.”

“That was Old Man Clud,” Mr. Quinby said.

“What’s his business ?”

“He’s a money lender.”
64

Google



QUINBY AND SON

Sam’s tones when he answered were decisive.
“He and I won't do any business. I neither lend
nor borrow.” When his luncheon hour came he
retired to the rear of the store with a box of
crackers and a bottle of milk and brought out a
book. Its title was The Secrets of Business Suc-
cess. ~

That night, at the supper table, Mr. Quinby
extolled the new clerk. He was impressed with
Sam’s good qualities. The fifteen dollars a week
no longer worried him, for he was convinced that
the remarkable young man would be worth the
money. And as he ceased to fret about the fifteen
dollars his feelings toward his son underwent a
sudden change.

“To-day I sent Sam to deliver two shirts.
What do you think he did? Took along several
ties and convinced the man’s wife that her hus-
band ought to wear ties that harmonized with the
shirts. Gave her a neat talk on style. Sold her
two. He has the best business head I've seen on
a young fellow in a long time. You ought to
make it a point, Bert, to get acquainted with
him.”

Bert made no promises. He resented the
praise, probably because his own work had never
been highly regarded. His imagination pictured
Sam Sickles as a smirking, fawning figure with the
art of draping itself ingratiatingly over a counter.

“Regular ninny,” he decided, and gave the de-
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tails of the newcomer to Bill Harrison and to
Dolf. .

“I'd keep away from him, too,” Dolf agreed.
“He must be a pill. My father wouldn’t have a
clerk like that in the bakery for five minutes.”

“I don’t know about that,” Bill drawled. *“I
never heard of anybody getting fired for showing
up early in the morning. Usually it’s the other
way around. Anyway, Dolf, your father’s put up
with you around, and you're no lily. You left us
the wrong cake the last two Saturdays.”

“Ah, you'’re always knocking,” Dolf said re-
sentfully. “I wouldn’t go near him, Bert.”

Bert didn’t. The days passed in a luxury of
freedom. He weathered the storm of freshman
examinations and after that there were no tasks
to claim his time. The hours were his. The tray
had again been taken from his bicycle, and he ped-
aled where he would, sometimes alone, some-
times with Dolf, and sometimes with both Dolf
and Bill. For Bill had learned to propel his bicycle
with one leg and to carry his crutch laid across the
handle bar. Now and then they brought packages
of food with them and built a fire along the road-
side and cooked their noonday meal, and watched
Bill try to draw every insect that crossed his path.
This, Bert annouriced, was better than working in
any store.

“You bet,” said Dolf, and stufted his mouth
with cake.
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~ Bill worked the tip of his crutch into the
ground. “Well,” he said, “this is all right just for
now, but I wouldn’t want to do it as a steady
thing. It would get mighty tiresome.”

“What would you want to do ?”’ Dolf asked sus-
piciously.

“I'd want a job. You get tired of loafing. 1
found that out in the hospital.”

However, for the present, Bert was well-con-
tent to drink his fill from the cup of leisure.
There came a day when, with the tide of adven-
ture running strongly in his veins, he set out for
the big city. It was twenty miles there, twenty
miles back, but the distance did not awe him. The
whole day stretched ahead. He left Springham
behind and rode the wide sweep of the county
highway. A summer breeze murmured past his
ears; the miles came and went on his speedometer.
Once he halted to rest, and then was a-wheel and
on again. It seemed a pity to linger when he
could be in motion.

Twelve miles out he came to a crossroads that
he had never noticed before. The same itch for
adventure that had urged him forth, now painted
this new road with alluring possibilities. He for-
got his original intention and turned into it.
Travel had packed down the dirt and the going
was not bad.

“If it gets bumpy,” he told himself philosophi-
cally, ““I can turn back and no harm done.”
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The road came up to the full measure of his
hopes and expectations. Trees stretched out their
branches to form a green dome and through this
dome the sunlight fell in flickering splashes.
Sumac, wild berries and sweet ferns grew along
the sides. For the first mile he chanced upon no
other wayfarer, and the hands that gripped the
handle bars relaxed their pressure. A great and
drowsy contentment settled over his mind.

From this he awoke with startled suddenness as
something crashed violently through the roadside
hedge. The wheel swerved as his startled senses
sought to readjust themselves. One moment he
had a vision of a something, large and grotesque,
crossing his path; the next he was into it, and his
wheel was shocked from under him, and he was
tumbling in the road.

The fall did not hurt him and, as he righted
himself, he saw a man sitting squat in a cloud of
dust and ruefully surveying a butterfly that was
leisurely disappearing behind a spread of quiver-
ing aspen branches.

“Missed him,” the man said with a sigh.

Bert was indignant. ‘“Well, you didn’t miss
me.”’

The man forgot the butterfly and stared at the
boy. They made a ludicrous pair, sitting' there
in the road, the one dignified and grave, the other
flushed and resentful. The man began to chuckle

in a deep bass voice.
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“Come to think of it, I didn’t miss you, did I?
Hurt? And by the way, you didn’t miss me. We
certainly made a mess of each other, didn’'t we?
Wait until I find my glasses and I'll have a look
at you.”

The glasses were lying in the dust. He rescued
them, polished the lens, and placed them on his
nose. And then Bert knew him.

“You're the Butterfly Man,” he said impul-
sively. “You gave a talk at our school.”

“Did I? I've spouted my piece at a lot of
schools. Which one is yours?”

“Springham High.”

“Oh, yes. I did talk there. Is that why you
ran into me and knocked me down?”

“You ran into me,”’ Bert defended.

The man’s face wreathed in a large, friendly
smile. “Now, don’t be shying away from your
honors. Considering that I'm not the stoutest
person in the world it ought to be quite a feat to
hit me. However, let's see what’s happened to
your bicycle.”

They found the wheel lying at the foot of a
tree. One handlebar was bent far out of its
original shape. Tom Woods surveyed the bar
appreciatively.

“That,” he said, ‘‘is what I call a successful
wreck. If you tried it again you couldn’'t mash
things up so well. Got a tool kit with you?”

“No, sir.”
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““Too bad. I feel that I ought to make amends
for not having blown my horn when I came out.
If you care to walk over to my place I'll see if I
can make this worse than it is. It's only about
half a mile. Come along. If you refuse I'll think
you're still sore about that high school speech.”

Bert found himself being won over completely
by this likable man with the queer way of express-
ing himself. He felt the need of denying an-
tagonism.

“The pictures were good,” he said.

“That means the lecture was not. Well, I've
suspected it for a long time. However, we've got
to get this wheel fixed. I'll push it. I'm taller
than you, and if it starts to get wobbly I can fall
on it and fight it into submission. You never
knew that a bicycle is a terrible weapon, did you?
Neither did I until you assaulted me with this
one.”

By this time Bert had awakened to the fact that
much of what the Butterfly Man said was whim-
sical fun. He followed him down the road until
they reached a trail that ran to the right. Into
this Tom Woods went, and when the trail grew
rutted he stuck his shoulder through the frame of
the bicycle, lifted it from the ground, and carried
it. All at once the path widened, and in a cleared
space Bert saw a sight that drew an involuntary
cry of admiration from his lips.

“TI thought that would get you,” Tom Woods
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said, and in his voice was that which shows a man
proud of his work.

Bert saw before him a cozy cabin built com-
pactly of logs, and joined to it a florist’s house of
glass. But it was not alone the flowers and the
shrubs under that glass that had drawn the cry
from him. The glass house seemed ful of but-
terflies, thousands of them, fluttering on graceful,
gaudy, iridescent wings, a fairyland of rainbow
colors in motion.

The Butterfly Man threw open the door of the
cabin, and they entered. A massive stone fireplace
was at one end, bookshelves stretched along a
wall, and wide, roomy chairs, thrown around in a
sort of orderly confusion, invited rest and serene
contemplation. A center table was littered with
pipes, papers, matches and ashes. Between two
windows stood a small work bench, and around
this stood case after case of mounted insects, their
wings spread, looking for all the world as though
they would come to life in a moment, break away
from the pins that held them, and waft themselves
about the room.

Bert wanted to linger at those cases. But Tom
Woods took a handful of wrenches from the work
bench, came outdoors again, and sat on the door-
step with his back against the sill. He seemed to
know exactly what to do as he began to bend the
handlebar back into shape. The angle was a diffi-
cult one, and half a dozen times one of the
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wrenches slipped. The man went on unruffled
with the work.

“You don’t get mad when it goes wrong, do
you?' Bert asked.

The Butterfly Man shook his head. ‘“What's.
the use? I've seen men curse and rant when a
wrench continued to slip. There’s no use in curs-
ing at your tools. They’ll do what you want them
to do if you handle them correctly. You're not
given to cursing, are you?”’

Bert flushed. ‘‘No, sir.”

“Right. Man’s the only living thing in the
world that does. Stupid, isn’t it? Ah, now we're
getting it. Another minute, sonny, and we'll have
this thing right. By the way, I haven’t heard your
name.”’

“Bert Quinby.”

“All right, Bert, there’s your engine of destruc-
tion. Where you bound for now?”’

Bert didn’t know. The turn of the day’s ad-
venture had routed lesser considerations.

“Is that your lunch in that package? Some
jelly sandwiches? 1 like homemade jelly sand-
wiches. Suppose you stay and eat with me. You
put in your sandwiches, and I'll make coffee, broil
some ham and open a can of beans. Fair enough.
Now, while I'm cooking, suppose you run in to
my butterfly farm and look it over. Careful of
the doors. We've got to keep the beauties in their
place. I like them, but not in my food.”
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And so Bert passed into the house of glass.
It had been breath-taking as seen from the out-
side; it was glorious within. It seemed to him
that every known butterfly in the world must be
there. He was filled with a fear of hurting them,
~and stood motionless and feasted his eyes. Never
" for a moment did the movement of wings in some
part of the glass house cease. The languor of
their flight, the grace of their motion, the silent
mystery of their flutterings from flower to flower,
fascinated him and held him spellbound. Nor did
he move until Tom Woods called to him from the
cabin.

He found a table set for two, and the aromatic
smell of coftee in the air. But it was of the but-
terflies the man spoke.

“Like 'em ?”

“They’re great,” Bert said, at a loss for other
words. ‘““Do you know all about them—their
names and what they like to eat—and all that?”

“I have to; it’s my business.”” And then at the
wonder reflected in the boy’s face: “Every per-
son ought to be master of something. It’s his ex-
cuse for living.”

They took places at the table, and the man
began to serve the meal.

“You live alone, don’t you?”’ Bert asked.

“Yes; I do,” Tom Woods answered ruefully.
“Isn’t a man a fool to live alone?” He poured
the coftee and smiled. ‘‘But I like it, and I’'m never
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really alone when I have my pets out there. I find
them good company.”

They sat long at the table, for when the meal
was done the Butterfly Man lighted his pipe, and
leaned back in his chair, and spoke of strange
things. A clock on the fireplace mantel eventually
told Bert that it was time to start for home. Tom
Woods walked with him as far as the road.

“Now that you've found me,” he said, “come
often, but don’t try to kill me.”

“I have a couple of friends who'd like to see
this,” Bert said with a question in his voice.

The man scratched his ear. “Sometimes I'm
out of flour, and sometimes it’s sugar, and some-
times it’s coffee. I'm a bad housekeeper. I feed
my butterflies better than I feed myself. How
about these chaps—do they like ham and beans?”

“One of them is Dolf Muller. He’s always
hungry. He’'ll eat anything.”

“Well, that simplifies things. I always manage
to have ham and beans. Who's the other chap ?”

“Bill Harrison. He’s got only one leg.”

The man’s voice changed. ‘“Handicapped be-
fore he’s really started. Bring ’em around. If
I’m not at home camp on the doorstep until I get
back. It’s a good doorstep for loafing. I've tried
it.”’

Bert rode back to Springham the bearer of
momentous tidings. Suddenly in a world of com-
monplace events he had found an oasis of enchant-
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ment dominated by a man whose quizzical utter-
ances piqued his interest and flamed his curiosity.
Supper was already under way when he reached
home. His mother asked him anxiously where he
had been, and his father reproved him sharply
for his tardiness. He slid into his seat, and busied
himself with knife and fork, and within the hour
was out of the house again to hunt up Dolf and
Bill.

He found them and related a breathless story
of the day’s events. Their reactions were char-
acteristic.

“I hope he gives us something good to eat the
day we go there,” said Dolf.

Bill Harrison’s smile was a bit dreamy. ‘I'd
like to meet that Butterfly Man,” he said.

Five days later they rode slowly out of Spring-
ham, their rate of progress stayed by the necessity
of holding back for Bill. The morning was hot
and sultry, and after five miles Dolf began to
grumble and to ask if they were ever going to get
there.

“Perhaps,” Bill said, ‘“‘if Dolf speaks about it
the Butterfly Man will move his place nearer town.
It's a darn shame to ask Dolf to work himself
into a sweat.”

“Ah, shut up!” Dolf growled; but thereafter
he rode without complaint.

They came at last to the dirt road, and turned
in. Soon they were at the trail. The three dis-
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mounted and Bert saw that Bill's leg, as he stood
- beside his wheel, trembled with weariness.

“Where is this place?”’ Dolf asked impatiently.

“Another two minutes,”” Bert said, and took
Bill's bicycle. *I can push both yours and mine.”
Bill flashed him a smile, stuck the crutch under his
arm, and hobbled along the trail.

And so they came out into the clearing and ad-
vanced toward the cabin and the house of glass.
Tom Woods sat on the doorstep smoking his pipe
and mending a butterfly net. He took the pipe
from his mouth and waved it above his head.

“Welcome!” he called. ‘“The assassin arrives
with his fellow conspirators. Advance, friends,
and give the countersign.”

“This fellow’s Dolf Muller,” said Bert.

The Butterfly Man held out his hand in greet-
ing; but his eyes were on a boy and his crutch.

“My name’s Bill Harrison,” said the boy.

This time the handshake lasted for almost a
full minute.

“Making the grade?” the man asked. It was
a cryptic question, but Bill seemed to understand
it.

“Trying to carry the ball,” he answered.

The ghost of a smile came into the man’s eyes.
“Bill,” he said softly, “I think you and I are going
to hit it off.”

He led the way into the cabin, and set down the
butterfly net in a corner. Bill stopped at the
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specimen cases, but Dolf’s eye was caught by the
net. He picked it up, felt its weight, swung it -
at an imaginary insect and almost knocked a pic-
ture from the wall. After that he put it down,
abashed, and stuck his hands in his pockets, and
began to walk restlessly about the room.

““Oh, come on,” he said to Bill. “What are you
staring at those things for? They're only dead
butterflies.”

“Go ’'way,” Bill said absently. There were
some papers scattered on the center table, and he
took one, and half laid it on the case, and took a
pencil from his pocket, and began to sketch. A
shadow fell across him but, absorbed, he did not
notice it.

“Don’t mind him, Mr. Woods,” came Dolf’s
voice. ‘Bill’s always drawing things. He thinks
he’s an artist.”

Bill, recalled to life, started to thrust the paper
out of sight. The Butterfly Man caught his hand.
“I didn’t know you could do that,” he said.

“I don’t know as I can,” Bill said frankly. “I
just do it for fun. I like to draw little things—
butterflies, caterpillars, beetles, flies, spiders.”

“Oh, I knew I was going to hit it oft with you,”
said the Butterfly Man, and thrust Bill's sketch
into his pocket.

Ten minutes later the boys were in the house of
glass. When Bert had entered it on his last trip
he had come alone; but now Tom Woods was with
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them, and when he spoke he seemed to speak, in
some strange way, particularly to Bill Harrison.
He would reach out a gentle hand, capture a
butterfly, tell something about it, and then release
it, unharmed, to go its way. In this manner they
learned that butterflies must drink, and that little
shallow pans were in several places for their
convenience.

“I remember,”” Tom Woods said, ‘‘coming
upon a stream in which were hundreds of drowned
butterflies. They were thirsty, and that was the
only water, and they lighted on it and couldn’t
fly up again. Some butterflies will eat and drink
after the fashion of the dragon-fly, holding itself
poised above its food by the beat of its wings, but
most of them must alight to feed. I think they
show good sense. Personally I'd hate to
have to eat my lunch by running around the block
with a cup of coftee in one hand and a sandwich
in the other. Now, over here, you see, I have
water dripping slowly over some plants. See
those caterpillars feeding on the leaves? Those
chaps are funny jiggers. So long as their food is
" moist they'll live together in harmony; but if their
food dries up they'll turn cannibal and eat each
other. I'm a peaceful citizen and want no revolu-
tions around here, so I keep them happy.”

Dolf snickered. ‘“That’s funny.”

“No funnier than us humans,” the Butterfly -
Man said gravely. ‘“There would have been no
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French Revolution if the French people had had
bread.”

Dolf found the illusion rather foggy. At his
birth the fairies who deal out imagination had not
bothered to measure him out any at all. He had
done very little reading and had but a hazy back-
ground of history. He saw that Bert was
nodding understandingly and that Bill’s eyes were
alight with interest. Plainly, at the moment, he
was the small end of the party. He fixed his eyes
on a point of the roof of the butterfly house and
stared at it with a preoccupied expression.

“Ah!” Tom Woods was saying, ‘‘there’s the
Purple Emperor. Pretty thing, isn’t he—but a
queer taste when it comes to grub. He likes meat
that's a bit ancient—bad, to be frank. There’s
no accounting for tastes. Some persons become
preachers and some become bandits. Got any
idea what you're going to do when you grow up ?”’
He shot the question at Bill.

Bill shook his head, and held out his finger, and
thrilled as a butterfly alighted upon it with
curiously clutching feet. |

Dolf came out of his self-imposed abstraction.
“Bill's going to be a butterfly charmer,” he
giggled.

Bill looked at him a moment, and then his gaze
went back to the fragile bit of splendor upon his
finger. “I might do worse,” he said slowly and
thoughtfully.
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Dolf’s jest, in some way, had fallen flat—his
wit usually did fail. He cheered up when some-
thing was said about dinner, and made haste to
lead the way back to the cabin. However, his
high hopes of a feast were doomed to disappoint-
ment, for, though Tom Woods opened cans with
a speed that was appetizing, his interest wandered
from the stove once the food was on the fire. Bill
Harrison was at the butterfly cases again, and
soon the man was over beside him, and had
brought out other cases filled with specimens from
far corners of the globe.

“Frail,” he said, “but powerful. Here I am
with more leg length than I know what to do with,
and yet those little things can put me to shame. I
run a mile and feel that I'd give a dollar if a black-
smith would happen along and pump some air into
me with a bellows. But we have instances where
butterflies had been found flying in swarms one
thousand miles from the nearest land. Did you
ever walk twenty-five miles? I did. All I can
say 1s that those peewees must be hard up for a
journey.”’

The boy’s eyes were wide. ‘“You’re not fooling
me "’

The man’s voice changed. ‘Bill,” he said, “I
never josh anybody who comes looking for the real
thing.”

Bill’s direct gaze challenged him. “Well, I'm

looking,” he said.
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And then Dolf’s voice wailed a cry of dire dis-
tress. ‘“‘Gee! Something’s burning.”

The Butterfly Man had ridiculed his long legs,
but they served to carry him to the stove in two
jumps. One side of the bacon was burned; and
while he was scooping the meat out of the pan
the beans began to scorch. All in all it was not
much of a meal, and Dolf, who had come in
mouth-watering anticipation, was plainly dis-
gusted. But to one of the party, at least, the fare
was spiced with the flavor of the gods. In all his
life Bill Harrison would ask nothing better than
what this day had brought.

There were books on the built-in shelves of the
cabin, and after dinner he found them. Presently
he was back at the butterfly cases again, comparing
the colored plates with the specimens under the
glass, unaware of a man who smoked contem-
platively and studied him. Bert, stretched oft on
the ground outside, was content to stare up at the
summer sky; but Dolf, whose day had gone badly,
was impatient to be off. Thrice he called the time.
The fourth summons brought Bert sitting upright.

“Late as that?”’ he demanded. “I'll call Bill.”

“I'll get him,” said the Butterfly Man, and went
inside. The minutes passed. ‘Dolf kicked at the
toe clip of one pedal.

“Why didn’t Bill bring a bed?”’ he demanded.

And then Bill appeared, bright-eyed, with two
books under one arm. Bert caught Tom Woods’
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glance, and promptly took the books and strapped
them to the frame of his own wheel.

““The latchstring will always be out for you
fellows,” the Butterfly Man said, and added, rue-
fully, that the grub would usually be a mess. “I've
eaten so many burned meals,” he confided, ‘“‘that
sometimes I feel that inside I must look like a
piece of charcoal.”

Dolf accepted this in silence.

“I’ll take good care of the books,” Bill called.

““Take care of yourself,” Tom Woods an-
swered.

Out of earshot of the cabin Dolf spoke.
“What'’s the idea of the books? Trying to make
up to him by playing wise ?”

Bill shook his head. ‘“No. I've done a lot of
thinking since . . . I guess there wouldn’t be
much future for me in my father’s store. I'd
make a fine clerk in a rush, wouldn’t I, stumping
about on one leg? Whatever kind of living I
make I've got to make it with my brain.”

Dolf broke into a derisive giggle.

“Oh, I guess there’s room in me for some
brains,” Bill said placidly. *“I'm not all stom-
ach.”

All the way back to Springham Dolf rode in
advance of the others and spoke not a word, a
picture of fat dignity nursing outraged feelings.

Bert was late for supper again. His mother

knew where he had gone and had not worried, but
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his father was put out at this second exhibition of
tardiness.

“What puzzles me,” he said, ‘“is how you can
go shinning up the wrong tree so often. First you
go down to the railroad yards for a good time,
and then I have to drop you out of the store, and
now you take up with some freak character.”

“He’s not a freak,” Bert protested. ‘“‘He knows
a lot.”

“About what? Butterflies?”

“He makes a business of catching and raising
them.”

“Fine job for a grown man,” Mr. Quinby said
scornfully. After a moment a smile touched his
lips. “I can picture Sam Sickles wasting time on
him. I suggested that Sam ought to mix in with
some of the town societies and get to know folks.
‘Mr. Quinby,” he said, ‘it's a mistake to waste
time on people who cannot boost you up the
ladder of success. I'll wait until Springham or-
ganizes a Board of Trade and I'll join that.” No,
I don’t think Sam would care much for your But-
terfly Man.”

Bert was nettled. ‘“Maybe the Butterfly Man
wouldn’t care much for Sam Sickles,” he said.

Mr. Quinby was plainly unprepared for the
answer. He stared at his son in frowning per-
plexity, and then a flush of annoyance spread over
his face. “Evidently,” he said with fine sarcasm,
“‘you take more stock in the judgment of this man
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who fools around with little bugs than you do in
mine.”’

This time 1t was Bert who flushed. ‘I don't
mean it that way,’ ’-he said uncomfortably. “But
you've never met-Mr. Woods and . . .”

““Oh, let it go at that,” his father said. ‘‘You're
sore at Sam because he’s making a better stab at
things than you made. If you wanted the job why
didn’t you take care of it ?”

Later, as the boy went up to his room, the
scene struck him with a sense of tragedy. Why
was it, he wondered miserably, that you could have
such a good time with a man who was practically
a stranger, and then come home and have things
rub wrong with your own father? Perhaps the
contentment of the Butterfly Man’s cabin had
given him a new conception . . . at any rate his
mind was oft along a channel of thought he had
never before explored. From time to time, in his
memory, boys not very much older than he had
disappeared from Springham, and he had heard
vague stories that they ‘‘could not get along at
home.” He was suddenly frightened.

His mother, coming to his room, found him with
his face in his hands staring down at the floor.

“Why don’t you go down to the store and meet
Sam?”’ she asked. “You can’t blame your father
for thinking you're nursing a grouch. You haven't
been near the store since this clerk was hired.
You know, Bert, that does look queer.”
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The boy did not lift his head.

“Bert!” His mother’s hand was on his
shoulder. ‘“Are you sore about him being there?”

“No,” he said after a moment; “I’'m not sore
about that. But all this praise he gets. . . . It
looks as though dad was just saying things to get
a crack in at me. That did get me riled. I made
up my mind I wouldn’t go near this fellow.”

“Same old mule,” said his mother, but she said
it in a tone that took the sting from her words.
““There’s two sides to this. Look at it straight,
Bert. Your father has every reason to think
you're playing dog in the manger. You'd think
the same thing if you were in his place. You
ought to go down and get acquainted with Sam if
only to show that you’re fair and above board.”

The boy shifted his ground. ‘“Father hasn’t
any right to say things about the Butterfly Man
when he doesn’t know. . . .”

“Come, come; no steering up side roads. You
ought to go to the store. Show your father that
you're too big a chap to be small.”

“All right,” Bert said suddenly; “I'll go. But,”
he added positively, “I won’t like him.”

Three mornings later he awoke to find Spring-
ham soaking in a steady, persistent downpour of
rain. Mr. Quinby, looking out the parlor window
at the gray and dismal sky, decided that there
would be little business that day and that he might
as well run in to the city and see what the jobbers
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could offer him in the way of stock. The nine-
twenty train carried him out of town, and a half-
hour later Bert, hunched under an umbrella, was
sloshing through the puddles along Washington
Avenue.

He entered the store with a queer feeling of
strangeness—he who should have looked upon this
place almost as a birthright. The first glance
showed him that the hand of change had been at
work. The shelves were arranged differently, the
show cases were more inviting, and a new three-
sided mirror stood where the purchaser of a suit
of clothes could view himself from various angles.
In front of the mirror was a young man indus-
triously rubbing the glass.

“Good morning,” he said, and put down his
polishing cloth, and went behind a show case.
“Something in collars to-day? We have a soft
collar that’s all the rage among high school fel-
lows and college men. Let me see, you'd wear
about a fourteen and a half, wouldn’t you?”

Bert had been staggered by the smoothness of
the clerk’s manner and by his flow of words. ‘I
didn’t come in to buy,” he half stammered.

“We're glad to have you come in if only for a
visit,” the clerk smiled. ‘““While you’re here I
might as well show you the collars. You'll need
collars sometime and . . .” .

“But I don’t have to pay for my collars. I'm
Bert Quinby.”
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“Oh!” This time it was the clerk who was
taken back. ‘“I've heard your father speak of
you, but I got the idea you were a little shaver. I
suppose you know my name—>Samuel Sickles.”
He held out his hand.

Bert took it. The pressure behind it was firm
and muscular. He had built up in his own mind
a mental picture of a clerk who was feminine and
foppish. Some of his surprise must have revealed
itself in his expression, for Sam gave a pleased
smile.

“I'll have a better grip than that in a year,” he
said confidently. “Did you ever read The Secrets
of Business Success?”

Bert shook his head.

““That’s the book that put me on the track.
Shake hands as though you meant it; a fishy hand-
shake is like a whining voice. Be strong; it takes
a strong body to battle the world. I never miss
my exercises morring and night. I take a cold
plunge every morning. You've got to keep fit if
you want to climb in the world. You've got to
feel peppy if you want to put pep into your work.
Do you take regular exercise and watch your
diet ?”

Diet? Bert thought diets were only for old
persons who were sick.

“You ought to,” Sam said earnestly. “I'll have
to lend you that book, but you can’t keep it long.
I try to read something from it every day. You
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can live only once; live for success. I picked out
that sentence last night. A couple of years of liv-
ing for efficiency and you’d be in shape to go out
and twist the world around.”

The clerk commanded an air of worldly wisdom
and radiated an atmosphere of sure confidence that
Bert had not found in any of the Springham boys
he knew. It pleased him to be told that he wore
the earmarks of success.

“You've made some changes here,”” he said,
unbending. ‘“The store looks good.”

““Oh, your father did that. I've taken some
of the detail off his hands and that’s given him
more time to plan. Without vision and plan, two-
thirds of all work 1s waste motion. 1 got that
out of the book, too. You look ahead, don’t
YOu ?1! .

“Well . . . Bert was doubtful of what look-
ing ahead might signify, but he did not want to
display his ignorance. Sam misconstrued his hesi-
tation.

“Of course,” the clerk admitted, ‘“you don’t
have to look ahead in some ways. This business
will be yours some day. It’s been made for you.
But I've got to depend upon myself. Ever hear
of James Hill? He was a railroad man—an em-
pire builder. He said he didn't care what you
earned, if you didn’t save money success was not
in you. I've saved something every week since I
went to work.”
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Bert found a place where he could show to ad-
vantage, and was quick to seize the opportunity.

“I save money. I’'ve got quite a bit in the bank
across the street,” he said, and could see at once
that his stock had gone up in Sam’s estimation.

“I don’t propose to let my money stay in the
bank,” the clerk said. ‘“Make money work for
you . . . invest it. Get a big profit. I'm just
waiting around to find an opening for my capital,
and then I'll blossom out as a business man.”

“I've been thinking of that myself,” Bert
nodded. He had not thought of anything of the
kind, but it sounded important to make the as-
sertion.

Sam smiled. The idea of a schoolboy talking of
investing capitall ‘You couldn’t do it on just a
few dollars,” he warned good-naturedly.

“I’ve got more than that—about three hundred
dollars. Some of it I saved, and some of it is
Christmas and birthday money sent to me by my
grandfather, and my uncle and my two aunts.”

Sam’s smile was succeeded by a look of respect.
‘“Looking around for any particular business?”

“Anything that promises a good return,” Bert
answered. He had heard his father use the
phrase. ,

“You'll find 1t,”” Sam admitted. “If a man’s
wise enough to save money he’s wise enough to
find a way to use it.”

The clerk, during this dialogue, had not neg-
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lected his work. He finished the mirrors. He
polished the show cases. He wiped invisible dust
from the shelves. Three customers came in and
he attended them with the air of one who found
it a pleasure to serve their wants. Noon came,
and Bert prepared to go home through the rain.

“If I let you have the book,” Sam asked, “can
you have it back to me by to-morrow ?”

Bert promised.

‘“Better put it under your coat. It cost me a
dollar. I don’t want to get it wet.”

Bert hid the book and was off. The clerk
stood in the doorway and watched him make his
way down the rain-spattered street.

“Sam,” he mused, “you surely do fall into the
luckiest straits. As soon as you discover an op-
portunity in this town I think you can put your
hands on a partner with some capital to invest.”
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CHAPTER V

URLED up in a chair in his room Bert

‘ : spent what was left of that rainy day

trying to extract wisdom from The Se-

crets of Business Success. The book was the work

of an energetic, noisy man who shouted, and

banged, and tromboned his message. There were

no quiet pages of contemplation. Every word was

" a bullet, every sentence a volley, and every para-
graph a crash of artillery.

When the boy closed the book at last he stared
at the covers doubtfully. He had a vague feeling
that very little of it had left a clear impression.
The clamor and the tumult had deafened him and
bewildered him as well. But of this much he was
certain: if business was as many-sided a puzzle as
the book said it was, and if Sam Sickles under-
stood all the thunderous advice that was within
these pages, then Sam Sickles was a person worthy
of all respect and admiration.

At six o’clock Mr. Quinby came home in jovial
good humor. He had stopped at the store on his
way from the train to the house.

“So Sam lent you the book.” He was plainly
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pleased. “I didn’t think he’d part with it unless
he was chloroformed. You must have charmed
him. How much of it did you read?”

- “All of it,” Bert answered.

His father was surprised. ‘“Like it?”

“Y . .. yes; but there’s a lot of it I don’t
understand.”

“You didn’t expect to pry the cover off business
and find the answer right under the lid, did you?
What do you think of Sam?”’

‘““He’s all right. Does he talk about nothing but
business ?”’ '

Mr. Quinby’s voice grew a trifle sharp. “Did
you find business talk tiresome ?”’

“No; I just wondered. He’s not like most fel-
lows.”

““That’s why he’s got a business head,” Mr.
Quinby said decisively. ‘He likes you. I'm glad
to find you two getting together. Run down to
the store to-morrow and pick out a couple of ties.”

“I'd sooner have the new collars.”

“Ho! So that’s it] Was Sam talking those
new collars to you?"’

‘“Before he knew who I was.”

“I have an idea he’'d be able to sell that collar
to a man without a neck. Well, select the ties and
take half a dozen of the collars, too. Perhaps
you had better go down and pick them out to-
night. Sam will worry about that book until he
gets 1t back.”
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So Bert went back to the store through the per-
sistent rain, and Sam counted out the collars and
wisely aided him in selecting his ties. Then the
clerk took the book and held it in loving, cares-
sing hands.

“Do you think success thoughts?”’ he asked.

Bert had never yet found any momentous occa-
sion demanding the chartering of the channels of
his mind. The question, popped at him suddenly
and unexpectedly, left his memory groping for
something it could not quite grasp.

“Was . . . wasn't there a chapter. . . .” he
began. '

“Sure; the fifth chapter. You remember ‘Think
defeat and you’re licked. Think success and
you're over the line with the ball.’ It’s true.
Every time a man walks in here I say to myself,
‘I'm going to sell you something more than just
what you came in for.” I make myself believe it.
When I start to make that sale I'm full of confi-
dence. The customer hesitates. He's undecided.
All the confidence is on my side, and I make the
sale. What did it? A success thought.”

Bert’'s imagination applied the idea another
way. ‘‘If I go out for the nine next spring and
believe I'll make. . . .”

“Absolutely!” Sam said. ‘‘Believe in yourself
and you force the other fellow to believe in you.”

Mr. Quinby came in, announced that the rain
was about over, and went to the rear to dispose
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of the umbrella he carried. Bert and Sam walked
down to the door.

“I'll be around to-morrow,’”’ said Bert.

Sam looked ill at ease. “Of course, this is your
father’s store and you can come and go as you
please, but I wish you wouldn’t. Didn’t you read
what was in the eighth chapter? ‘Guard against
too much conversation; talk is the thief of time.
Time is money.” I've got my way to make in the
world and I can’t afford to waste time. Why
can’t you meet me on Sunday morning when I'm
free?”

Bert was hufted. “I guess I can get along with-
out talking to you at all if it hurts you that much.”

“I guess you didn’t pay much attention to the
eighth chapter,” Sam said. “I'll tell you
what . . . let’s meet Sunday morning and take a
walk around the town. I always walk around
Sundays and see if I can find any business oppor-
tunities.”

Bert was surprised to find himself appeased and
interested. ‘“What time Sunday? I must first go
to church.”

““Make it afternoon, then. You meet me half-
way on what I want; I meet you halfway on what
you want. That’s one of the big principles of suc-
cess—compromise. Remember that passage in
the early part of the book? A business man must
not allow his ideas to get into a rut. He must
keep an open mind and be ready to shift his posi-

94

Google



QUINBY AND SON

tion if necessary. I can see you've got a good
business head.”

All the way home an amused thought kept run-
ning in Bert’s mind. A wide grin was still on his
face as he entered the house.

“What’s the joke?”” Mrs. Quinby asked.

“Sam says I've got a good business head.”
“And what’s funny about a business head,

Bert?”’

“Oh, nothing.” The grin grew wider. *I was
just wondering what dad would say to that.”
However, all thought of business was wiped

from his mind when he came down to breakfast
late in the morning and learned that Bill Harri-
son had called for him while he had been asleep.

“Did he say what he wanted, Mom ?”

“He said he was going out to that Butterfly
Man’s place.”

Bert hurried his breakfast and went in search
of Dolf. He found him carrying trays of freshly
baked coffee cake to the bakery counter.

“Want to come out and see Tom Woods?”
Bert asked.

Dolf shook his head with decision. “And get
another mess of burned stuff? I guess not. I
can get better grub than that at home. Anyway,
I don’t like the way he talks of things, just show-
ing off how much he knows, and making a fuss
over Bill, and insulting everybody else.”
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“I didn’t hear him insult anybody,” Bert said
in surprise.

“Some people don’t know when they’re in-
sulted,”’said Dolf, ‘but I'm not one of them. You
can go out there as often as you like, but don’t
count on me.”

So Bert rode out alone to the cabin and the
house of glass. The day was fresh and sparkling
after the rain, the road had been washed clean,
and the tire treads swished and whirred as they
griped the surface of the highway. To-day he did
not have Bill along to hold him back, and the
speedometer recorded a swift succession of the
miles. Before noon he pushed through the path,
where the brush was still wet, and came to his
destination.

There was about the clearing an atmosphere of
emptiness and desertion. No sound broke the
stillness. It seemed that it must have been days
since 2 human was here . . . and yet, in the soft
ground, Bert found the marks of Bill's tires and
the puncture of Bill's crutch.

The door of the cabin was open a bare two
inches. Bert leaned his bicycle against the wall,
so gently that he did not disturb the hush of the
place. After that he sat in the doorway. The
Butterfly Man had guaranteed this as a good
loahng spot. Staring off into the distance, Bert
found a drowsy peace taking possession of his
being, Jime ceased to have any importance.
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Probably Bill and the Butterfly Man had gone oft

together. They might be back in an hour or
they might not be back in six. He did not care
how long they stayed away.

And then, of a sudden, his eyes popped open.
Bill’s bicycle was leaning against a tree at the side
of the clearing. Now that his wits were sharp-
ened he noticed that the marks of Bill’s crutch
- punctured the soft ground and led to the cabin
and did not lead forth again. For the first time
the stillness, the absence of all sound, seemed un-
canny. The flesh along his spine began to prickle
with goose flesh.

A voice broke the silence. ‘“How are you mak-
ing out, Bill?”

The reply was a suppressed grunt.

Relief shot through Bert, and he sprang to his
feet. “Hello! Everybody asleep?”

“It’s Bert,” cried Bill's voice, not suppressed
this time. A chair scraped along the floor and
the door was thrown open. There stood Tom
‘Woods, an open book in one hand and a black
and battered pipe in the other.

“Hooks and sinkers,” he said, ‘‘but you'd make
a fine burglar! What do you wear, gum shoes?
Why all the stealth? How long have you been
prowling around out here?”’

“I don’t know; about fifteen minutes.”

“The door was open. Why didn’t you come
in?”’
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Bert gave him a look of surprise. ‘“You can’t
just walk into somebody’s house.”

The Butterfly Man reached out, and caught his
. arm, and dragged him inside. “I might have
known you'd have some such thought,” he
chuckled. ‘“Where’s the fat little fellow you had
with you last time, Dolf somebody or other.”

“He wouldn’t come.”

“So he washes his hands of me. I don’t blame
him. He had a nasty look in his eyes when he
saw the burned ham. Oh, Bill! What kind of
stunts are you trying to spring on us? You let
out a roar when you heard Bert’s voice and now
you won’t even get up and say hallo to him.”

““T'oo busy,” said Bill. He had a brush in one
hand, a smear of yellow and a smear of blue across
one cheek, and was bent over a square of bristol
board laid down alongside a specimen butterfly
case. He made a touch with the brush, and drew
back his head to view the result, and gave a little
chuckle of pleasure. “Getting it,” he called, and
dabbed at something on the other side of the
specimen case.

Bert walked over and looked. The something
was a box of water colors.

“Mr. Woods gave them to me,” Bill explained
gleefully. “He said if I wanted to draw butter-
flies I might as well get them in their true colors.”

“You might as well waste time that way as any
other,” the Butterfly Man observed.
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Bill’s head came up. “You didn’t tell me that.
You said that some day I might be able to paint
the pictures for books and magazine articles you
might write.”

The Butterfly Man threw up his hands in a
comic gesture of dismay. ‘‘There you go, spilling
the beans and letting out our secrets. And we
were going to keep all this under cover until we
were ready to be famous.”

Bill's eyes, direct, burning, were on his face.
“You meant it, didn’t you ?”

“I meant it,” Tom Woods said in a changed
voice. ‘‘We both like butterflies. If you can
make the grade drawing them, and if I can make
the grade writing about them, we ought to come
through. But it means years.”

“What’s years?”’ Bill demanded, and bent over
his drawing.

Bert’s gaze had gone from the man, to the boy,
and back to the man again. What's years! The
light from the window fell upon Bill absorbed in
what he was doing . . . and upon the stump that
had once been a whole leg. Something in Bert
stirred. He realized then, in a sort of sudden
~intuition, that Tom Woods, with the instinct of a
great heart, was going out of his way to kindle
ambition and purpose before a boy’s soul could
grow sick with the knowledge of its handicap.

To-day the man, unaided, cooked the meal, for
Bert was glued to the back of Bill’s chair watch-
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ing every motion of the brushes. In the end Tom
Woods had to drag them both to the table; and
even there Bill talked of nothing but the difficulty
of shading from one to the other of the brilliant
colors of his model. And the Butterfly Man lis-
tened, and nodded, and smiled a smile that was
. both whimsical and grave.

Bert would have preferred to go back to the
chair and watch, but the soiled dishes could not
be ignored. The man washed, and he wiped the
china and put it away. The water pails were
empty, and they could not be ignored, either. He
began to work the pump at the sink.

“Not that way.” Tom Woods stopped him.
““T'hat’s all right for winter. In open weather I
like to go down to the spring, and dip in, and see
the water come up clear and cool.”

Bert followed at his heels, carrying one of the
pails. - Outdoors they fell into step.

“Bill's doing great, isn’t he ?”’ Bert asked.

The Butterfly Man was silent a moment.
“You're a friend of his, aren’t you?” he asked.

“I'd like to hear anybody say I'm not.”

“You wouldn’t want to hurt him? Don’t look
at me like that; I know you wouldn’t. I've seen
a lot of young fellows ruined by too much praise.”

Bert digested this while they filled the pails
and carried them back. Bill had finished a paint-
ing, and had propped it up and was stumping
about viewing it from various angles.
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“What do you think of it?”” he asked impul-
sively.

Bert half closed his eyes and studied it in a si-
lence that grew prolonged.

“I knew I didn’t have it,” Bill said in disap-
pointment. ‘It doesn’t look real; it looks just
painted. All right; I'll get it some day. You'll
see.”” He went back to his chair, and the Butter-
fly Man began to whistle.

“Years, Bill,” he said.

“Sure,” said Bill; “I forgot. Trying to kick
the ball before I had it.”” And then he was bent
over a fresh piece of board.

All through the afternoon the Butterfly Man
wrote letters to butterfly men in scattered parts
of the world . . . and all through the afternoon
Bert hovered over Bill's chair and never seemed
to weary of watching the busy brushes at work.
By and by it grew darker, but neither of the boys
seemed to notice the gathering gloom. Tom
Woods, at the table, began to find writing diffi-
cult,

“Run up that window shade,” he called. “I'm
not an owl.”

“It 1s up,” Bert answered, and looked at the
sky. A tumble of angry clouds was coming out of
the southwest in a smolder of black and dirty gray.
A faint peal of thunder reached his ears.

“Look here, Bill,” he said in concern, ‘‘we’d
better be hopping along.”
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Bill glanced up languidly, stared, and began to
put paints and brushes away.

Tom Woods joined them. “You fellows can't
leave now. This rain would be on you in twenty
minutes. If I'm any judge of weather it’s going to
pour cats and codfish. You'd be drenched. You'd
better wait until it's over.”

“Suits me,” said Bill, but went on packing away
his materials. The lowering day made further
painting impossible. Standing in the open door-
way they watched the tempest approach—first a
scurrying of wind-whipped clouds, and then the
storm center itself. The growl of the thunder
was louder now, and ribbons of lightning danced
on the horizon. Trees began to bend and sway
with a wild rustling of leaves. Suddenly the wind
had a wet, cold smell. The day grew black, and
the rain was upon them, a rushing sheet of water
that slashed against the cabin and drove across the
threshold of the room.

“Close 1t,”” Tom Woods cried, and the door
was pushed shut against the pressure of the wind
and bolted. The man felt his way across the
floor and lighted a lamp.

“Where would you have been if you had
started ?”’ he asked.

“About drowned,” said Bert.

“I wasn’t thinking about that,” Bill spoke up.
“I was thinking about my paint box."”

Bert gave a start. In the steady drip of two
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days ago Sam Sickles had thought only of his
book.

The cabin drummed under the stinging volleys
of driven rain. After an hour they sensed that
the fury of the storm was spent. They opened the
door. It was still raining, but the sky was grow-
ing brighter and the fag end of the day was mak-
ing feeble claim of its own. Grass and flowers
had been beaten flat, and the trees were drooped
and forlorn. Yet the smell from the ground was
fresh, and earthy, and sweet.

Bert gave a groan. ‘‘We left our bikes out.
Look at them now.”

It was Tom Woods who carried them in,
queerly frescoed with streaks and blotches of wet
mud. Bert wiped them dry with cloths. The rain
had dwindled to an intermittent drizzle, but the
clock said twenty minutes past seven.

“How are you going to get home?’’ the Butter-
fly Man asked. “It will be dark soon.”

“If we ride fast. . . .” Bert began.

“I guess you're forgetting me,” said Bill.

Bert had forgotten that his friend would not be
able to hold the pace. He glanced doubtfully out
of doors. ‘‘They'll be expecting us home. . . .”

‘“Telephone them,” said Tom Woods. ‘“Tell
them you're going to spend the night with me. I
don’t like this thing of riding a bicycle after dark
on the county highway. An automobile might
swing around a curve and crash you.”
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So Bert telephoned, and rejoiced that it was
his mother’s, and not his father's, voice that an-
swered. It was plain from the expression of his
face, that his explanation and the plan had not
been received with enthusiasm. For a minute or
two he kept repeating a patient, resigned, ‘“‘Yes,
Mom; yes, Mom,” and then hung up the receiver
with an audible sigh of relief.

“Mom says she’ll telephone your house, Bill.”

Bill nodded. “I’'ll bet you got rats.”

“Well. . . .” Bert hesitated.

‘““Another case of being judged by the company
you keep,” the Butterfly Man said with a grimace.
““Your mother thinks I'm a bad egg or I wouldn’t
be associating with two such wildcats. Of course
you got rats. First, you should have started home
earlier. Second, are you sure you're not wet?
Third, you have no right to impose upon some-
body who’s almost a stranger. Fourth, don't sit
up too late.”

Bert’s eyes had widened. “How did you
know?”

“I had a mother . . . once,”” Tom Woods said
wistfully. ‘“Any other instructions?”

“Yes; I'm not to miss church in the morning.”

“You won't.”

They had a wonderful supper that night—to-
mato omelette, mashed potatoes, peas, hot biscuits
and apple butter. After the dishes had been put
away, lom Woods brought out a banjo, and
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leaned with the back of his chair against the wall,
and twanged the strings and sang them stirring
songs. Two of the melodies they knew, ‘“The
Miner’s Daughter” and “Solomon Levi,” and
roared the words with a gusto that shook the
lamp. Tiring of singing, Tom Woods put the
banjo away; and Bert told of Sam Sickles and
spoke of the clerk with frank admiration. The
Butterfly Man smoked and nodded.

“I've heard of that type before,” he said.
“Single-track minds—think of nothing but get-
ting ahead. They usually make good, but anybody
who stands in their way gets hurt. How long has
he been working in the store?”’

‘““About a couple of months.”

‘“You had the job, didn’t you? How did you
come to get out?”’

“Oh,” said Bert, ‘“the old man and I couldn’t
get along.”

“The what?” Tom Woods asked mildly.

“I mean my father,” Bert said, and squirmed
uncomfortably.

Tom Woods knocked the ashes from his pipe.
“Your father is older than you, son, and he knows
more. Don’t fool yourself about that. Usually
fathers think a lot about their sons, and usually
sons think mainly of themselves. Well, how about
bed? I'll have to knock together a shake-down
for you fellows.”

But it was a long time before Bert dropped oft
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to sleep. Tom Woods had started an uncomfort-
able train of thought running through his mind.

In the morning, after breakfast, they went with
the man to a country church; and afterwards they
bid him good-by and started back toward Spring-
ham, Bill with his precious box of paints and
brushes lashed to the frame of his bicycle. Twice
the box slipped, and they had to stop and secure
it anew. As a result of these delays it was long
past noon when Bert reached home. His father
had dozed oft in a chair and his mother was read-
ing; but she put down the book and set him out
food that she had kept warm against the time of
his arrival. While he ate she asked him many
questions dealing with his visit, and at last seemed
to be satished. He went up to his room, got out
the old accordion, and tried some of the melodies
that Tom Woods had twanged on the banjo.

“Hush, Bert,”” his mother admonished him

guardedly from the hall.
~ “Oh, let him play,” his father’s voice called.
“I'm awake, anyway. Bring it down, Bert, and
give us a tune.”

Bert brought the musical relic downstairs and
played ‘“The Washington Post.” His father ad-
mitted that it was not bad and, proud of his
achievement, he played the march again. When
he began the piece the third time Mr. Quinby
yawned. |

“Is that the only thing you know?” he asked.
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However, it was a good-humored question, and
Bert laughed. Strangely, he had no desire that
afternoon to fare from the house and seek out-
side amusement.

At the supper table his father said:

“Bert, I was all out of patience with you when
- you left the store, but I should have had a clerk
long ago. I see that now. Sam takes a lot of
bothersome details off my hands and I don’t feel so
dragged at the end of the week. You know, that
business will be yours some day. The bigger I
can make it, the bigger it will be when you get it.”

Bert was on the point of saying he had no yearn-
ing for men’s furnishings, but the memory of Tom
Woods’ words came back to still his tongue.

The same quiet contentment that had been part
of him all afternoon remained during the evening.
When he started for bed, his father followed him
out into the hall.

“Have a good time last night?”

“Yes, sir.”

“It was lonesome here. First time you've been
away from home over night.”” His hand fell on
the boy’s shoulder. “I guess I've been too busy
to pay much attention to you. We've sort of
fallen away from each other. We'll have to rem-
edy that and have some more of the good times.
Right?”

“Right!” said Bert. He was light of heart as
he went up to bed . . . and only then did he
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realize that this was the day he was to have met
Sam Sickles and to have accompanied the clerk as
he strolled about Springham looking for oppor-
tunities.

On the morrow he fell into one of those nerv-
ous streaks of industry that sometimes attack boys
even in the most languid days of August. The
morning was given over to scraping soot from the
inside of the furnace fire box, and he came up
from his labors as begrimed as any chimney sweep.
The coolness of the bathtub was inviting, and he
splashed there until his mother warned him for
the third time that she would not keep his luncheon
waiting all day. The meal over, he debated the
afternoon’s course of action. There would be no
use in hunting up Bill Harrison; Bill would be
engaged with his paints and would prove indiffer-
ent company. He felt no desire to see Dolf Mul-
ler. In the end he brought out a book, dropped
into a chair, and read until his father came home
to supper.

“‘I'm going to lodge meeting to-night,” Mr.
Quinby said. ‘“‘Sam will be alone at the store.
Why not run down?”

Bert hesitated. ‘‘He doesn’t like to talk when
there's work to do. He says conversation is the
thief of time.” :

“Does he?” Mr. Quinby chuckled. *“Well,

we'll make this one exception. I told him you
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might be along. I think he’s anxious to see you
about something.”

So Bert went down to Washington Avenue.
The visit was destined to have far-reaching conse-
quences.

Sam Sickles, attending to a customer’s wants,
gave him the briefest of nods and thereafter paid
strict attention to the sale. But when the trans-
action was completed and the customer gone, the
clerk turned eagerly to his visitor.

“I thought you were going to meet me yester-
day morning, Bert.”

“T was at the Butterfly Man’s. 1 went there
Saturday, and the storm came up and I couldn’t
get home.”

““The Butterfly Man? Oh, yes; your father
told me about that fellow.” Sam’s tone showed
that, whatever the impression he held of Tom
Woods, it was not of the highest. ‘“You should
have been with me yesterday. I found it.”

“Your opportunity?”’ Bert asked breathlessly.

“My opportunity,” Sam said, and uttered the
words with something of the air of a captain of
finance.

If Sam’s wisdom had loomed admirably before,
at this moment it was colossal. In Bert’s eyes
the clerk took on an added stature and seemed
invested with romantic and dynamic possibilities.

“A business plan,” Sam went on earnestly,
“must be sound and safe ... and original.
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Woolworth made a fortune because he was the
first man to think of the five-and-ten-cent store.
Where do most of the people in this town spend
their money ... I mean for furniture, and
jewelry, and clothing?”

Bert considered this. ‘“In the city, I guess.”

“Why? Because the big stores have big stocks
to select from. When a woman wants to buy a
rug, or a coat, how does she know what store to
go to? What does your mother do?”

“She looks up the ads in the city newspaper.”

“I knew it,”” Sam cried in triumph, ‘“and that’s
my opportunity. Four papers are published in
the city. Some stores advertise in one paper and
not in another. I've been looking it up. If a
woman wants to be sure of getting the bargains,
she’s got to see what’s advertised in all papers.
How many newspapers do you take at home?”

“One; the Herald.”

““Almost everybody buys only one. That means
they don’t know what’s in the other papers and
they won’t spend twelve cents to buy four papers
every day. Now, suppose they could see all four
papers and never have to buy one? Wouldn’t that
be worth fifty cents a month ?”

Bert nodded. I guess so.”

“I’'m going to organize The Shoppers’ Service
and hire a small store. A woman pays fifty cents
a month for membership, and what does she get?
Every morning three copies of each paper come
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to the store. I cut up one, cut out every ad and
then put all bed ads in one group, rug ads in an-
other group, silk waist ads in another group, and
so on. If a woman is going shopping, she comes
to the store before train time and looks through
all the papers. If she’s rushed, she telephones
and says, ‘What rug ads are running to-day?’ and
I read her each rug ad. Why, there’s never been
anything like this idea. It’s original.”

But Bert’'s eyes were beginning to draw to-
gether.

“I struck a rock, though,” Sam confessed, ‘“‘and
for a while it had me stumped. Store rent, and
telephone hire, and newspapers, and light . . . it
takes a lot of half-dollars.”

“That’s what I was thinking,” said Bert.

Sam gave him a glance of respect. ‘You'll
have a business head some day. But look herel
Maybe thirty or forty women will come in every
day to read the papers. They'll come in when
they don’t want to shop just to get a line on prices.
They sit down at a nice table. They begin to talk
back and forth. It’s a sort of social group, and
that’s the time to sell them a cup of tea, or a sand-
wich, or a piece of cake, or some ice cream. I'll
~ put in a little gas stove and then I'll be all set to
serve little luncheons. Women will get used to
meeting in there. On a cold day they’ll come 1n
for a hot drink, and on a hot day for a cold drink.
It will get to be a sort of woman’s club. I ought
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to be able to sell about five hundred dollars’ worth
of food a month—that’s only about fifteen dollars
a day. Then I have the fifty-cent memberships,
and I can take subscriptions for magazines, and
perhaps handle theater tickets for the city shows.
It’s a gold mine.”

Bert's doubts had been swept away. There
seemed to be so many difterent ways in which such
a business could take in money!

“When are you going to start?”’ he asked.

“I don’t know. I need about $800, and I don’t
care to put in more than $400 of my own money.
I don’t figure I can afford to risk more than $400.
It will cost a lot for tables, and table cloths, and
dishes and a few flowers every day. If I can find
somebody with a little money to put into this I'll
sell him a one-third share and start business.”

‘““That shouldn’t be hard. You ought to be able
to find a man who’ll go into that.”

““Man or boy,” said Sam, “it’s all the same if
he has the money.”

Bert, on the instant, saw a prize within his
grasp. “‘I could put in $300,” he said eagerly.

Sam hesitated. “I don’t know whether that
would be enough. I'd like to have you; in fact I
had you in mind because I knew you had some
money. I don’t know about $300, though. You
couldn’t get any more, could you? Well, give me
a day to figure it out. I'll let you know.”

Bert came away that night doubly anxious to be
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part of the enterprise because the chance gave
promise of slipping through his fingers.

“Only one way to start in business,” Sam told
his reflection as he turned out the store lights.
“Get somebody else to go in with you. Then, if

the business fails, somebody else has to stand part
of the loss.”
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CHAPTER VI

EALTHY youth, as a rule, does not
H carry much of its worries to bed. Bert
slept as soundly that night as though an
El Dorado, a magic carpet of business adven-
ture, a golden key to fortune, did not wait upon
Sam’s decision. But in the morning he was keenly
awake to hope and to fear the moment his eyes
opened. He reviewed words, phrases, sentences
of the night before, and his heart sank. He had
merely dreamed a dream. Why should the bril-
liant Sam seek the partnership of a boy whose
business experience had been confined to carrying
orders through the town?

He waited all day for news of the decision, and
no word came. At the supper table he asked his
father, trying to speak casually:

“Did Sam say anything about wanting to see
me?"’

“I doubt if Sam gave you a thought,” Mr.
Quinby answered. ‘“We were hard at it rear-
ranging some of the stock. He’s strictly business
when there’s business to be done. He sticks right
to 1t.”
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Bert wondered what his father would say if he
knew that Sam was spreading his wings and pre-
paring to fly.

Another day and no word of the verdict. That
night Bert, unable to restrain longer his impa-
tience, went down to Washington Avenue and
waited until the lights went out and Sam and his
father came away, separating outside the store.
Watching Sam’s approach, he suddenly thought it
might be better to meet the clerk as though the
encounter were by chance. Whistling, he saun-
tered up the avenue, his gaze turned toward the
shop windows as though their varied displays
were new and captivating to his eyes.

“Hello, there,” said Sam.

The start of surprise he gave was well-acted.
“Hello, Sam. What are you doing here? I
thought the store had closed long ago.”

“We've been dressing up stock. It takes time.
A business that never spruces up is like 2a man who
always wears the same suit. I thought you’d be
around to see me.”

“Oh,” Bert said carelessly, “I wanted to give
you a couple of more days to think it over.”

“I’'ve come to a decision,” said Sam.

Bert waited; but the clerk, his brows knit,
seemed lost in a last aspect of the enterprise. And
at that all Bert’s assumed ease fled and left him
with only a stricken thought that the judgment
had gone against him.
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“You’re going to let me in, aren’t you?” he
asked in alarm.

‘“That depends,” Sam said. “A business man
must weigh everything, and view it from every
angle. Never leap overboard; business waters
run deep. If you want to put in nothing but
money I'm afraid it’s no go.”

“What else do you want ?”

“Y ou—your time—syour energy. How did Car-
negie build up his fortune in steel? He sur-
rounded himself with eager, ambitious men.
When school is out in the afternoon will you come
into the store and hustle to make it prosperous?
Yes or no?”’

“Yes.!!

““Then you're in,” Sam said with satisfaction.
““The Shoppers’ Service has been born. Let’s go
into the ice cream store and draw up an agree-
ment. I've been looking up those things; I know
how to draw one. I'm not treating. We'll each
pay for our own. I've got to hold on to my capi-
tal.”

They went to a table in the rear of the sweet
shop, and Sam drew paper and fountain pen from
his pocket. Bert, looking over his shoulder, read
as he wrote:

I, Samuel Sickles, and I, Herbert Quinby, do hereby agree
to become partners in a business to be known as The
Shoppers’ Service;

I, Samuel Sickles, will put $500 into the business, and I,

Herbert Quinby, will put in $300;
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I, Samuel Sickles, will take two-thirds of the profits, and
I, Herbert Quinby, will take one-third;
All monies shall be put into the bank in both our names.

“There!” Sam announced. ‘‘That’s a binding
document.”

It looked legal and imposing to Bert, but his
eyes had clouded. ‘“Why do I get only one-
third ?”’ he asked.

“Isn’t an idea worth something?” Sam de-
manded. “‘One-third to me for my money, one-
third to you for your money, and the other one-
third to me for the idea. When a man invents
something, that’s only an idea, but he gets a roy-
alty on it. ‘That’s business.”

Bert was half convinced. But one-third seemed
so small. . . .

“No use wasting time,” Sam said irritably, and
reached for the agreement. “We sign this or I
tear it up.”

Bert clutched at the opportunity that seemed to
be slipping. “I’ll sign,” he said, and another copy
of the agreement was written. That night Bert
slept with his copy under his pillow.

A tinge of that desire for secrecy that comes, at
some time, to every boy, was now his. He cher-
ished a vision of future prosperity, of taking the
town by the ears and of being pointed out as a
young man who would go far. He did not tell
his mother what lay in store for him, nor did he
so much as hint at the plan to his father. To let
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another into the secret would have seemed, some-
how, to make the whole affair commonplace and
public.

And yet, he wanted to confide in the Butterfly
Man.

Why this should be so he did not stop to ana-
lyze. Perhaps, in the back of his mind, was the
fear that those at home would ridicule his aspira-
tions. And so, as many another boy had done
before, he set out to open his secret heart to a
stranger, secure in his belief that some magic part
of the stranger would understand and would give
him a vague something he was not sure he would
find at home.

It was noon when he reached the cabin in the
clearing. Tom Woods was cooking the noonday
meal, and took another plate from the closet and
spun it across the table.

“Smells good in here,” said Bert, and sniffed
with appreciation.

“Ought to,” the man drawled. “Chickens
stewed with noodles. I had a hunch that you or
Bill would be along, and 1 wanted to do myself
proud. Bill isn’t plugging along behind you, is
~ he?”

“NO.,,

“Sorry. Sort of wish that keg of gunpowder
would breeze in and let me get a look at his draw-
ings. Well, you'll have to eat your share and Bill’s.
I can’t give you any aid. When you're forty you
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can’t pinch-hit for somebody else at a feed. A
forty-year-old stomach won’t stand for it.”

Bert ate. Now that he was here, he found
something holding back what it had been on his
tongue to tell. He was reluctant to break the
splendor of the dream that was all his. Gorged to
the limit at last, he leaned back in his chair and
stared blissfully across the table. The Butterfly
Man, who had already lighted his pipe, stared
back with gravity in his eyes.

“Get rid of it,” he said pleasantly. ‘“You'll feel
better.”

Bert was startled. “Get rid of what?”

“What you came out here to tell me. What
have you done, robbed a bank? Set fire to a hos-
pital? What’s the crime? Learned to play a
ukulele ?”

Bert shook his head. “No; I'm going into
business.”’

“Who are you going to work for?”

“It’s my own business—a partnership.”

The Butterfly Man, with a sudden motion, took
the pipe out of his mouth. “With that smart-Alec
clerk in your father’s store? What a noodle-head
I'm becoming! I might have known, the way he
had you wrapped up in him, that there was a hook
in it somewhere. How far have you gone? Have
you put in any money?”’

“Not yet; but I've signed a contract. We
signed it last might.”
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“Let’s see it.”

Bert took the paper from his pocket and handed
it across the table. The man read it, once, twice,
three times, and his pipe smoldered and went out.

“Two-thirds for Sam,” he observed at last.
“I’'m not surprised. He reminds me of a chap I
knew years ago. Great fisherman. Always got
the most fish. If he was one of a boat party, and
somebody pulled in a couple of good ones, he'd be
right over with his line. No such thing as re-
specting anybody else’s place. He was out to get
two-thirds of the fish and I guess he got them, but
he left a mighty bad taste in the mouth. What is
this Shoppers’ Service ?”’

Bert explained. Not a muscle in the man’s face
moved, but once he shook his head ever so
slightly.

“You don’t like 1t?”’ Bert asked, disappointed.

“Never mind that now. Why does Sam get
two-thirds of the profits?”

“Why, it’s his plan. He’s going to put in the
experience and the knowledge. That’s worth
something.”

“Yes; if he can deliver. But how do you know
he has this knowledge?”’

‘““‘He’s read books about business. . . .

“I’'ve read books about health, but I'm not a
doctor. How do you know he has this knowl-
edge? How did he prove it to you?”

Bert was silent. Abruptly the Butterfly Man
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stood up and began to clear the table. After a
moment the boy left his chair to help. The man’s
argument had stumped him; yet, with something
of his old doggedness, he clung to his original be-
lief. Hadn't his father praised Sam? Hadn’t the
clerk been held up to him as a model after whom
it might be well to pattern?

The Butterfly Man put the last dish away.
“What does your father think of this?”

“T haven't told him yet.”

“Why not; afraid ?”

“N ... no.” Bertmadea vague gesture with
his hands. “You know how fathers are.”

The man made no comment. ‘“You've got to
tell him.”

“I will.”
“When?”
“Soon.”

“That won't do, old man. You've got to tell
him to-day.”

Bert looked up quickly. ‘“Why?”

“Well . . . Let’s look at it this way: Your
father thinks a lot of this Sam chap. He’s spent
time to train him. Sam fills a niche in the store,
takes a certain amount of work on his shoul-
ders and makes himself valuablee When he
leaves. . . .”

“Leaves?’’ Bert echoed.

“Why, certainly. When this new business starts
he’s got to leave your father. Your father can’t
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find a new clerk in a day. You can’t tell him at
the last minute.”

“I never thought of that,” Bert said weakly.

““T'hat’s the trouble, Bert,” the Butterfly Man
sighed. ‘“Fellows of your age forget so many
things.”

Here was a complication as disastrous as it was
unexpected. The boy pictured in his mind the
interview that had to be, and did not find it to his
liking. He had not given a thought to how this
might affect his father’s fortunes . . . he had
been too much concerned with the rosy promise
of his own chance. Why, this was just like . . .
just like stealing a clerk out of the store.

Contrition smote him. He had not been much
of a help to the business, but even his going had
been felt. The loss of Sam Sickles would be a
calamity. Since the evening he had brought his
accordion downstairs he and his father had had
many fine hours . . . but he nursed no false con-
ceptions of what to-night would bring. His
father’s face would darken and then a wrath of
words would pour down upon his head. It wasn’t
a pleasant thing to think about.

The shadow of it lay over him all the way back
to Springham. The mellow chimes of a church
bell announced six o'clock as he rode into town.
While yet some distance from the house, he dis-
mounted from his wheel and pushed it before him;
and instead of leaving the bicycle propped against
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the porch and going in the front way, he entered
the house by the kitchen. His movements were
furtive, and sharp eyes would have read in him
something of guilt.

But his mother was busy preparing to carry a
roast of lamb to the dining room. “Hurry, Bert,”
she said. ‘““You'll just have time to wash.”

His father and his mother were at the table
when he came downstairs. The lamb, tender and
juicy, was as dry straw on his tongue. He fidg-
eted in his chair. His mother could observe him
now, and slowly a shadow spread over her face.

“I'm . . . I'm taking all my money out of the
bank,” the boy said suddenly and explosively.

Mr. Quinby laid down his fork. ‘“What for?”

“I’'m going in business.”

Slowly a twinkle of amusement grew in the

man’s eyes. He began to chuckle. ‘“Sam’s been
talking to you?”’

“Yes, sir.”

“That fellow could talk business ambition into
a brass monkey.” To the man the thing was a
joke. He was amused at the thought of a boy
adventuring into the realm of man’'s work. I
suppose this i1s going to be a real up-and-going
concern ?”’

“Yes, sir.”

“Going to rent an office or a store?” The tone
was jocular.

“A store.”
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“A store? Great Scott, I didn’t think it was
that serious. You mean you're honestly thinking

of renting a store?”’

“We've got to have a store.”

“We?” This time the man’s tone was sharp.
“Who's in the thing with you?”

“Sam.,’

It was out at last, and Bert felt that a load was
lifted from his heart. The effect was electrical.
Mrs. Quinby gave a nervous start and upset her
cup of tea. Mr. Quinby, after an exclamation
of anger, pushed away his plate and sat there
black and glowering. Several seconds passed
before he spoke. .

“Tell me what crack-brained plan you're up to
now,”’ he said grimly.

Bert told the story of the Shoppers’ Service, and
for the second time that day brought the agree-
ment from his pocket. His father, seeming to
read it at a glance, folded it and threw it on the
table.

‘“Another clerk to hire and break in just when
I've got one trained,” he said bitterly. ‘Do you
realize that this takes Sam away from me?”

“I know it now.”’ |

“That means you didn’t think of it at first?”

“No, sir; I didn’t think of it until to-day.”

“I suppose I should thank you for thinking of
it at all. There’s just one thing I want to know.
Whose plan was this, yours or Sam’s?”

124

Google



QUINBY AND SON

“Sam’s. He told me a month ago he was look-
ing around for an opening.”

Mr. Quinby gave a short, hard laugh, stood up,
and left the room. Another moment and the
front door closed. The boy knew that he was
gone.

“Bert]” his mother said. “What will you do
next ?”’

He flushed hotly. “Why does pop always
think I do things just to hurt him?”

“Why do you always hurt him?"’ she asked.

The question stung him. He took refuge in his
old sanctuary—his room—and there gave himself
up to bitter reflections. No matter what he did,
it seemed, he did wrong. Here he was with his big
chance, but what difference did that make? Was
he supposed to be able to think of everything?
After Sam left, if the new clerk didn’t do every-
thing just sc, the blame would be his. He’d hear
about it, all right; oh, yes, he’d hear about it.
He threw up his hands with an impatient motion
that, had he known it, was an exact copy of his
father’s. |

“I suppose the only thing for me to do,” he
scowled, ‘‘is to back out. Then everybody will be
happy.” In spite of his depression, the idea gave
him the painful-pleasurable emotion of a martyr.

He came down the stairs on tiptoe, let himself
out of the house, and went over to Washington
Avenue. A glance through the window showed
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him that Sam was alone. He went into the store.

“Well, you did spill the beans, didn't you?”
Sam demanded in disgust. ‘“‘Why did you tell
your father? I didn’t want him to know this until
I was ready to quit. Now I'll be out a couple of
weeks’ wages. 1 ought to collect that from our
profits.”

Up to this point Sam had dominated the enter-
prise. But Bert had met trouble that day and
was in no mood for genial compromises. His re-
ply, short and peppery, gave testimony that the
Shoppers’ Service was going to be no strictly one-
man affair.

““Show it to me in our agreement,” he said.

Sam became blandly argumentative. ‘‘This
thing has come up later. You shouldn’t expect me
to lose. . . .”

“You're putting up five-eighths the money and
getting two-thirds of the profits. That ought to
be enough.”

Sam gave him a startled glance and said no
more.

Bert walked restlessly back and forth in front
of the show cases that held the shirts and under-
wear. He had already dismissed from his mind
the spat with Sam . . . his father’s anger was of
far more moment.

“Did my father pitch into you?”’ he demanded
suddenly. '

“He asked me if I was dissatisfied here,” the
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clerk answered. ‘I told him no, but that I wanted
to improve my position. He went right out. He
didn’t say much.”

That fact had begun to worry Bert. He was
used to lengthy scoldings, and the way his father
was acting moved him to anxiety. His father had
left the table and had walked out of the house,
and had then asked Sam a question and had
walked out of the store. A storm of words ran
itself out, vented its anger and announced its po-
sition, and was done. Silence might mean any-
thing.

“There isn’t any chance of any mistake in the
business, is there?”’ he asked abruptly. He didn’t
say whose business he meant, but Sam under-
stood.

“In financial matters,” the clerk said wisely,
‘“‘vyou check up everything. Figures do not lie.
I've gone over the number of subscribers we will
get, and the stuff we are sure to sell in the
store. We'll surely clear three hundred dollars
a month.”

Bert divided the sum in his mind. One hundred
to him—two hundred to Sam. The thing was a
gold mine. And then he sighed. If he expected
to have any peace at home he’d have to step out
and let the chance go by.

Mr. Quinby returned to the store. There was
that in his bearing that said that he had fought
out a question with himself and had come to a
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decision. He hung up his hat in the rear, re-
mained there a while, and finally came out.

““That sale on boys’ sport stockings starts to-
morrow,”’ he said to Sam. “Did you get them
out and sort them by sizes?”

“Yes, sir.”

“We'd better dress a window with those stock-
ings to-night. There’s a box of a dozen collars
to be delivered before you go home.” The voice
was impersonal. And in the past he had always
spoken to the clerk with the warmth of a co-
worker.

Sam went forward to clear out one of the two
windows. Bert took a step toward his father and
stopped, for his father’s eyes were regarding him
fixedly.

“I . .. I never thought about Sam leaving
here. I guess we had better drop this Shoppers’
Service.”’

But his father, in a way that was new to him,
would have none of this surrender. ‘Bert, you'd
always blame me if you didn’t go through with
this; you'd always figure that you would have
made a success of it if I had not stood in your
way. You didn’t come and ask my advice; you
came and told me what you intended to do.”

“But I can’t take Sam; the store needs him.”

“I don’t want Sam, now. He isn’t interested in
my business to the exclusion of everything else.
He wants to try something else. He says so. I've
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already told him he could finish here Saturday

week.”’

Bert did not argue . . . there was a finality
about his father that forbade. At any rate, he
told himself, he had tried to back out. He had
the virtuous feeling that, after all, he had been
practically forced into the venture that was to
bring him a golden profit of one hundred dollars
every month. -

He was not sorry.

Google



CHAPTER VII

“ EET me in the ice cream parlor,” Sam
had whispered as Bert had passed out

of the store. Time, moving forward
with its exact and inexorable measure, may some-
times seem to race; but as the boy sat in the sweet
shop with his eyes fastened impatiently on a wall
clock, the minutes seemed to limp and to drag as
though they had sore feet. At a quarter past nine
Sam came in.

“We’ll have to meet here every night,” he said.
“Your father buys my time and I can’t do my own
work when I'm paid to do his. What are you
going to have?”’

“Lemon soda,” said Bert.

‘““That’s fifteen cents. Fifteen cents a night is
ninety cents a week . . . we can walk around and
talk on Sundays. Haven’t they any five-cent
drinks? Fifteen cents is too much. A man who
throws away his money soon throws away his busi-

ness.’”’
- It'developed that he could buy an unpalatable,
chemical orange phosphate for ten cents. With
the unwholesome drink before him he leaned
across the table.
130

Google



QUINBY AND SON

‘“‘Let’s get this thing started,” he said. “First,
we must find a store that we can afford to rent.
Second, we must get tables, and chairs, and some
pictures for the walls, and paper table cloths and
napkins. I know a place in the city where you
can buy second-hand furniture. If they have a
catalogue we can select from that. Then we want
a small icebox for ice cream. We've got to have
plates, and cups and saucers, and knives, forks
and spoons. It’s going to be a job getting all this
stuff together.”

Bert was appalled.

““T'here you go,” Sam said impatiently, ‘‘getting
cold feet. Running a business isn’t a picnic. Look
what Woolworth went through before his five-
and-ten-cent stores were a success. We've simply
got to buckle down and get things done. I'll write
to these furniture people to-night. You scout
around and see if you can find a vacant store. It’s
got to be on Washington Avenue. I heard to-day
that the Italian who runs the bootblack and hat
cleaning place is going to get out. It is a small
store, but it would be big enough for us. Look
that up to-morrow.”

“Suppose we can’t find a store?”” Bert asked
anxiously. ‘

Sam’s voice had the earnest tone of a prophet
who has seeit a vision. ‘“Never admit defeat. To

think of failure is to fail.”
Bert felt that the clerk was quoting from the
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book. It sounded good, but he didn’t see how it
solved the problem of finding a place in which to
establish and rear a young and promising indus-
try.

As he opened the door of his home, a murmur
of voices ceased in the dining room. He knew,
instinctively, that his father and mother had been
talking about him. When he entered the dining
room his father was reading a newspaper—a stern
man who did not invite conversation. Bert
lingered a while, uncomfortable and constrained,
and went off to bed. After a few minutes his
mother followed him upstairs.

“Bert, are you sure this thing you have planned
to do 1s a wise move ?”’

“Pop’s been talking to you,” he challenged.

“Well, it does seem a little improbable.”

“Pop always claimed that Sam had a good busi-
ness head. Didn’t he? If he had a good head
yesterday he ought to have a good head to-day.”

‘“But this is different. Walking straight in the
path that somebody else has cleared is one thing;
clearing your own, solving all your own troubles,
is another. What your father really meant was
that Sam showed great promise.”

“Funny he never said it that way, though, until
. now.”

Mrs. Quinby sighed. ‘““There’s no use arguing
with you, Bert. You always did give more heed
to what somebody outside told you.” She was si-
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lent a moment. ‘‘Be careful,’” she said, and started
downstairs.

“Mom!” He called her back. “Is pop very
mad?”’

“Yes,” she said, and was gone.

“Wait until he sees me getting my twenty-five
dollars every week,” Bert reflected optimistically,
and dropped into slumber.

In the morning, thoroughly alive to the respon-
sibility and importance of his errand, he set out to
find an acceptable store. He had an idea that he
would ask the bootblack if he were really to quit
business, but it was not necessary to ask. A sign,
freshly pasted on the window, announced to all
and sundry that the place was to let, and carried
the invitation to ‘‘see F. L. Plecktoff, real estate
and insurance.”

A girl in the real estate office told Bert that Mr.
Plecktoff had gone to the city and would not be
back until four o’clock. At the appointed hour he
returned to the office.

“Mr. Plecktoft just telephoned,” the girl told
him. ‘He has been detained. He won’t be here
until seven o’clock.”

At seven o'clock Bert was back again. This
time Mr. Plecktoff was there, a thin little wisp of
man, bald and bilious, with a habit of leaning back
in his chair and drumming his fingers on his legs.
If he was surprised at a boy asking the rental of
a store he did not show it . . . many strange
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things come under the observation of a real estate
agent.

““T'wenty-five dollars a month,” he said. ‘‘The
present tenant will move out in about five days.
You can have what amounts to immediate posses-
sion. I'll accept a deposit now.” |

Bert had less than one dollar in his pocket. It
seemed to him, even in his inexperience, that to
admit to such a fact would make this visit
ludicrous.

“I'll have to talk to my partner,” he said.

‘““The store may be taken when you get back,”
Mr. Plecktoft said, and saw that the shot went
home. ‘A man was in to see me about the place
early this morning. I'm expecting him back any
moment. You had better take it quickly if you
want it.” -

Bert grew cold with the thought of losing this
opportunity and for a moment played with the
wild idea of offering the dollar for an option until
nine o’clock. But the smallness of the sum held
him back.

“I’ll have to see my partner,” he repeated.

“You won’t find another small store along
Washington Avenue,” Mr. Plecktoff prodded,
pressing his advantage. ‘If I had only five dol-
lars,” Bert thought, and left abruptly lest he be
tempted, if he stayed, to reveal the meagerness
of his immediate resources.

No candy store meeting to-night; time was too
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precious. He waited near his father’s place.
Would that other man reach Mr. Plecktoff’s be-
fore he and Sam had a chance to get there? What
would they do if the store was taken? Would
they be able to find another place in which to estab-
lish themselves? Twice he walked back to the
real estate office, and sighed with relief to find
nobody there. At nine o’clock he was still keeping
his vigil for Sam, and when the clerk appeared he
caught his arm.

“Hurry,” he said. “I’ve found our store, but
somebody else is hot after it and we may be too
late.” |

Sam quickened his pace. ‘I saw Plecktoft’s
sign in the window at noon. Went around to see
him, but he wasn’t there. Who told you some-
body else was after it?”

“Mr. Plecktoft.”*

“Oh!” Sam’s stride lessened. ‘I told his clerk
I was interested; I'm the other man. That’s an
old game with real estate men, trying to rush you

into biting on what they have. Did he tell you
the rent?”

““Twenty-five dollars a month.”

“Huh! Well, we’ll see. Maybe we can do
better than that. Pay as little as you can and sell
for all you can get. That’s business.”

They came to the real estate office, and Sam
led the way inside. Mr. Plecktoft gave Bert an
unemotional glance. He seemed to pick Sam as
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the leader of the expedition, and gave that young
man his attention.

“My partner has been telling me about the
store,” Sam began boldly. “It isn’t exactly what
we want, but we might be able to use it. If we
take the place, when does the rent start?”

“The day the store becomes vacant.” Mr.
Plecktoff was watching him narrowly.

““But we won't be able to start business for three
weeks. We'll pay rent from the first of next
month.” .

‘The real estate agent’s fingers tapped his knees
faster. “Impossiblel I can’t have one of my
properties bringing in no revenue. I must pay
taxes and I must make a living.”

“And we can’t pay rent for a store until it
brings us a revenue. We haven’t the capital,”
Sam said bluntly. “Do we pay from the first of
next month ¢”

“I cannot do it.”
““Then we can’t do business. We'll look around

for something else. If we can find a better bar-
gain we’'ll take that. If not, we'll come back here
just before we're ready to open.”

““A man was in to-day inquiring about that
store. If you wait you'll lose it.”

““Oh, no, I won’t,” said Sam. ‘I was the one
who was asking about it. 1 wasn t sure whether
my partner would be in to see you.”

Mr Plecktoft’s expression showed that some of
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the wind had been knocked from his sails. And
yet he still had one trump card.

“You won’t find another store on Washington
Avenue,” he said with thin triumph.

“We may decide to take a couple of rooms
above a store,” Sam said carelessly.

Mr. Plecktoft’s fingers began to beat a furious
rhythm, showing that he was agitated. It might
be that these queer visitors might rent rooms.
And then what? He had known of stores on the
avenue to remain idle a year at a stretch. Better
a loss of three weeks than a loss of twelve months.

“My friend,” he said with forced cordiality,
“on second thought I agree to your proposition.
We must make concessions to those who, just
starting, have their way before them. We will
make a contract for one year, at twenty-five dol-
lars a month. . . .”

“Twenty-five?”’ Sam broke in, and swung
around to Bert. ‘“You told me twenty.” Then,
without waiting for a reply, he was back again
facing Mr. Plecktoff. “We can’t afford any
twenty-five dollars.”

Bert, for a moment bewildered, suddenly began
to see light. Sam, by devious wiles and preten-
sions, was trying to beat down the price. The
game was new to Bert, and not at all to his liking.
To his boyishly clean nature it smacked a bit of
fraud. Sam, in appealing to him, had made him a
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party to it. Yet he lacked the courage to object,
afraid that objection might sum him up as a weak
and pitiful being lacking in daring.

He listened, fascinated for all his squeamish-
ness, to the boldness of Sam’s attack; and pres-
ently a tinge of admiration for the clerk’s shrewd-
ness grew upon him. For it was apparent that
Sam was holding his own with this real estate man
who was probably a veteran of hundreds of such
conflicts. Mr. Plecktoff scofted and cajoled,
sneered and argued, grew cold and became
wheedling, but all to no purpose. Suddenly Sam
shifted the battle ground.

“How about a coat of paint?”’ he demanded.

Mr. Plecktoft bristled. ‘“What about it?”

“It has to be freshened with a coat of paint.
Who's going to pay for that?”

““The tenant.”

‘“Not this tenant. We're renting something we
can use, not something we've got to doctor.
Here; I'll meet you halfway. You paint the store
and we'll pay you twenty-two dollars and a half
a month.”

“T'wenty-four,” said Mr. Plecktoft.

“Twenty-three,” said Sam. ‘I can’t stand here
all night. Take it or leave it.”” He turned to-
ward the door.

“No wonder,” Mr. Plecktoft said feelingly,
“that landlords die in poorhouses. Twenty-three
dollars, then, and a deposit now. If you want the
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place give me no promises, but put somethmg
down. Money talks.”

“Put it in writing,”’ said Sam.

The paper was prepared and signed. The
partners of The Shoppers’ Service came out into
a Washington Avenue that was dark and deserted,
for most of the stores were closed.

“Well,” Sam said with satisfaction, ‘‘that saves
us some money. I was sure we'd pay twenty-five
dollars, and I expected we’d have to paint the
place ourselves. You got to play a sharp hand
to get anything out of those fellows.”

Bert had an idea that ‘“‘sharpness’” was not the
right word, but he did not argue the point.

“How did I do it?” the clerk asked; ‘“‘good?”
Abruptly struck by another thought he changed
the conversation without waiting for an answer.
“Don’t forget that the company owes me the five
dollars I paid as a deposit.”

The morrow brought, not the catalogue Sam
had written for, but several mimeographed sheets
describing goods and prices. Sitting in the ice
cream parlor, they checked the list, and their faces
fell.

“Is 1t going to cost that much?” Bert asked
faintly. |

As usual, it was Sam who saw the way out.
“We won’t order six tables,” he said; “we’ll get
four. Then we’ll need only eight chairs instead
of twelve. If we find business good we can easily
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- order more. It’s time we put up our money. I'll
meet you during my lunch hour to-morrow and
we'll go to the bank.”

So next day Bert withdrew his funds, and then
he and Sam filled out a new account card and
pushed it through a grilled window to a cashier
who viewed them curiously.

“Shoppers’ Service,” he read, and looked at
them again. ‘““What is it?”

““A business,” Sam said shortly.

The cashier frowned. ‘“You realize that no
money can be withdrawn unless you both sign ?”

““That’s how I want it,”’ said Sam.

The cashier proceeded to enter their account.
When they came out of the bank Bert asked:

“Who's going to mind the bank book ?”’

“You take it,” said Sam. “I won’t have to
worry. You can't draw anything without my sig-
nature. That’s business.” .

It might be business, but the more Bert thought
about the remark the queerer it seemed.

Every day there was something to buy, and
everything cost more than they had expected to
pay. The bootblack moved out, the painters
came in, stayed a while and went their way, and
then crates, and packages and bundles began to
arrive. Bert scrubbed the floor boards, found two
small rugs in the attic, begged them from his
mother, and brought them to the store. Sam
picked up a small counter in the town, and bought
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a second-hand gas stove that he saw advertised
in the local newspaper. When the tables and
chairs were set out on the rugs the place began to
assume dimensions and proportions.

A curtain was stretched across the store three-
quarters way back, and behind this they placed
the stove, and the ice box, and the dishes. The
curtain was an extra expense . . . they had not
expected to buy one. But even Bert could see that
the proprieties demanded that the operation of
cookirig be hidden from the front of the store.

“When do we begin to get our members,’”’ he
asked, ‘“‘at fifty cents each?” The money was
going, out so fast that he had begun to worry.
He wanted to see some cash begin to come in.

The question brought to light the fact that
there was still more money to spend.

“We've got to let the public know we're in busi-
ness and what our business 1s,” Sam said. ‘“‘“We've
got to have a sign man put our name on the win-
dow, and we've got to see that a letter gets to
every house in the good part of town. Then,
when we go out asking for subscribers, we won’t
have to explain the whole business at every door.”

Sam wrote the copy for the letter and delivered
it to a local printer. After grave discussion they
decided that mailing the letters would be too ex-
pensive. .

“We’ll put each letter in an envelope that will
command attention,” Sam said, ‘‘and shove them
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under doorways or drop them in letter boxes.”
““Maybe they won’t read them,” Bert observed
dubiously.
“Put something on the envelope that will catch
their eyes,” said Sam. He took a piece of paper
from his pocket, thought a moment, and wrote:

IF YOU ARE A SHOPPER
SAVE MONEY THROUGH
THE SHOPPERS’ SERVICE

‘““All women are shoppers,” he stated, ‘“and they
all want to save money. This will get them.”

The printing was delivered, and for six hours
Bert opened gates and climbed porch steps with
The Shoppers’ Service first appeal. That day he
discovered that there were more miles of high-
way in Springham than he had ever dreamed ex-
isted. Footsore and weary he came back to the
store to find Bill Harrison and Dolf Muller wait-
ing on the sidewalk.

“You're not starting a business, are you?’’ Bill
demanded.

Bert, completely absorbed in his new occupa-
tion, had dropped away from his friends. “Who
told you?”’ he wanted to know.

“Tom Woods. I was out there yesterday.”

Bert did not answer at once. It was apparent
that to these two, at least, he had stepped out of
the ordinary groove of accepted fact and conduct,
that he was a person apart, and he gloried in his
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moment of conquest. Dolf misinterpreted his
silence.

“I knew 1t was a lie,” he said triumphantly.

“It’s true,” Bert said; ‘““we open the store Sat-
urday week.” |

Dolf’s face fell. Bert took a key from his
pocket, turned it in the lock, and let them into the
store. Bill, atter a quick survey, stood leaning
against the counter, grave and silent. Dolf went
about poking into corners.

“What are you going to sell?’’ he asked at last.

Bert told them of Sam’s idea, showed them the
printed letters, and enlarged upon his hopes. Bill
read a letter gravely, folded it, and put it back
in its envelope. Dolf was frankly scornful.

‘“It’s a punk idea,” he snifted. “The only thing
to sell is something people have to have—clothes,
and bread and cake, and meat and groceries. We
buy one paper every day. Why should we pay
fifty cents a month to look at other papers? Why,
often my father has time only to look at tne funny
page. If we had three papers they’d be scattered
all over the house and my mother’'d be throwing
them out.”

“We don’t deliver the papers,” Bert said; “we
keep them here.”

‘““That’s worse,” Dolf said positively. “Catch
my mother getting all dressed up just to come out
and look at a newspaper.”

“Dolf,” Bill drawled, ‘“you really ought to come
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out next year and try for the athletic team.”

“Eh?” Dolf started, and squirmed his fat
neck out of the tight clutch of his collar. “Why?”

“Because you could beat everybody at the cold-
water throw. You must have practiced it a lot.”

Dolf sniffed, sulked, and soon departed. It
was the usual order of his going whenever the
barb of criticism touched him.

Bert turned to the friend who remained. ‘“What
do you think of it, Bill ?”

“I don’t know. Dolf is right in a way . . .
you're not selling something that people must
have. You're selling what I think is called service.
People can’t get along without telephones any
more—telephone service is too convenient. May-
be, if people find what you have is a big help,
they'll never want to be without that, either.”

“That’s what Sam says,”’ Bert cried, and felt
his spirits soar. ‘“How are you coming on with
your drawing?”’

Bill's eyes glowed. ‘“Tom Woods sent some of
my things to an artist in Philadelphia and asked
him what he thought of them. The artist says
they’re promising: that I'm not a bad draughts-
man and that I've got a sense of color values.
Oh, I'll be doing the pictures for Tom Woods’
books some day.”

““Ihat’s great,” said Bert, and meant it. “How
do your folks feel about it?” |

“All right now. At first my father didn’t think
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much of it, but he’s changed around. I think he
went out and had a talk with Tom Woods. I'm
not sure, but I think so.”

After Bill had gone, Bert stood in thought be-
side the counter. Well, he wasn’t getting any en-
couragement at home. Between him and his
father there was a sort of formal neutrality.
From his mother he had learned that a new clerk
had been engaged. The clerk’s name was Mat-
thew Kirby and, putting two and two together, the
boy had arrived at the conclusion that no surpris-
ing gifts were expected of the newcomer. Mat-
thew Kirby had been accepted, in a sort of resig-
nation, as the best that the moment oftered. Bert
was sorry for that; his own short experience had
given him a taste of some of business’s sharp diffi-
culties. But he was sorrier still that, at the sup-
per table, prudence closed his lips upon matters
that lay close to his heart. It would have meant
so much if he could have talked over his prob-
lems as he had once discussed the rocks and reefs
of his school books.

“Oh, well,” he said, rousing himself, “I won't
be the first fellow who has had to fight his own
way out.” The thought, at least, gave him a
sense of independence. ‘‘To-morrow Sam finishes
with my father and then we’ll make things hum.”

That night the partners decided not to begin
the canvas for members until Monday.

“If they join The Shoppers’ Service too soon,”
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Sam said thoughtfully, “they’ll have a chance to
forget it before we open. We can cover all our
territory in four days. We’ve got to get our name
on the window, but that can be done any time next
week.”

So there would be nothing to hold Bert to the
store to-morrow. Suddenly he found himself glad
of the respite. The work of preparing for the
opening had fallen largely on his shoulders. . . .
Sam could not get away during the day ... and he
was tired. He did not ask himself what he would
do with this unexpected holiday. He knew. Some-
thing deep within him urged him to ride out in the
country and see the Butterfly Man.

He planned an early start, but the plan miscar-
ried. As he mounted his bicycle at the curb in
front of his house and pushed away, the bellowing
voice of Peg Scudder halted his progress.

“Hey! Blast you, there, you Quinby, where’s
your ears?”’

Bert halted. ‘“What do you want?”

“I got a letter for you from the other fellow.
And don’t give me any snippy talk. I'm a hard
man when I get going, and 1 might take a notion
to larrup you.”

Bert had come to learn that Peg's talk was
largely bluster. “Give me the letter,” he said,
and broke the seal and read:

BerT: I got wind this morning that Mr. Scudder does
window lettering. The regular sign painter wants twelve
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dollars, but Mr. Scudder will do it for five dollars. It

may not be a perfect job, but it will save us seven dollars.

Let him do the job at once, and then it’s out of the way.
SAM.

Bert viewed, with equal disfavor, both the letter
and its bearer. His desire to ride out into the
country became doubly keen now that his plan had
been set aside. Yet seven dollars. . . . He re-
membered having heard his father say that a busi-
ness man was a slave to his business. There was
some truth to it. He crumpled the letter impa-
tiently.

““When can you start?”’ he asked. -

Peg shifted his crutch. ‘“Where’s the place?
That little hole in the wall on the avenue?”

““That’s our store.”

“Blast me, but you’re getting stuck-up, ain’t
you? I've seen kids like you before. I'll be there
in fifteen minutes.”

Peg was as good as his word. He came stump-
ing down the avenue to the minute, a can of paint
swinging at his side, brushes in his hip pocket, his
wide open shirt showing his suspenders, and his
tawny beard rioting in fierce disorder. He wasted
little time chalking in the letters, and then set to
work with the brushes. At ten o’clock he halted.

“Hey, you!l” he called.

Bert came to the door.

“I want two dollars now.”

“What do you want it for?”
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“Blast me, but you're a nosey kidl What
difference does it make what I want it for? Do I
have to tell you my private affairs? Maybe I
want it to buy a ticket to London and maybe I
don’t. Just pony up two dollars and ask no ques-
tions, and don’t forget there'll be three dollars
more coming to me when I finish.”

Bert was not sure about the ethics of paying for
a job before it was finished, but he paid rather
than argue. Peg laid his brush across the can
and hobbled down the street. Twenty minutes
later he was back, a suspicious odor on his breath
and a cigar stuck in the corner of his mouth.
Whatever had transpired while he was away had
evidently put him in a bad humor, for he growled
and grumbled as he plied his brush.

The hands of Bert’s watch crawled past eleven
o’clock. It was apparent that Peg was nearing
the end of his labors. Bert walked out into the
street, studied the lettering and made a grimace.
Well, it saved seven dollars, anyway.

“What’s the matter with you?”’ Peg demanded
truculently. “Don’t you like 1t?”

“It will do. What time will ycu finish ?”

“About noon. So it will do! What did you
expect for five dollars, an oil painting? Maybe
you'd like it in gold leaf. Give a kid a few dollars
and he thinks he’s quality and sasses his betters.
Blast me, in my day a youngster knew his place
and kept it.”
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Bert went into the store. If he could be off
by noon he could be at the Butterfly Man’s at two
o'clock and the day would be saved. When the
job was finished he gave Peg the remaining three
dollars, demanded a receipt, stuck it in his pocket
and locked the store door. Ten minutes later he
had left Springham behind.

He found Tom Woods at his bench mounting
specimens for a high school museum in another
part of the state. There was a constraint about
the meeting, and Bert grew ill at ease. In the
past he had been content in this room to sit back
relaxed, his body at ease, his soul tranquil under
the atmosphere of peace and understanding. To-
day he stirred restlessly. The Butterfly Man fin-
ished, stood two boards of mounted insects against
the wall, and absently filled his pipe.

“Bill Harrison was out yesterday,” he said.

Bert, in a flash of vision, saw what lay behind
the sentence. Bill had told of his visit to the store.
A nameless urge had sent him on this visit, but the
store was the one topic he wished to avoid. He
tried to steer the subject into safer channels.

“Bill was telljng me about that letter from the
artist]”

The man’s voice brightened. ‘“Good ol' Bill
I was scared stiff after it came; afraid I had made
a mistake in showing it to him. But I wanted to
give him something to hang a hope on. I was
afraid he’d get puffed up. ‘I suppose you think
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you're an artist,’ I said, watching to see how he'd
take it. ‘Yes,’ he said, ‘just the way a drop of
water thinks it’s a river.” Oh, there's something
solid about Bill. Nobody’s going to stampede
him.”

Bert nodded, and sat there silent. That strange
restlessness was on him again. The man fell to
whistling a tune, and broke it oft abruptly.

“Bill tells me, Bert, that you're in this thing.”

“Yes, sir. The store opens a week from to-
day.”

“What does your father think of it?"

‘“He’s sore.”

“I thought he would be,” said the Butterfly
Man, and silence came again.

Never had a visit to this place of enchantment
gone so dismally. Bert said, after a time, that he
thought he had better make a break for home.
The Butterfly Man roused himself.

“I think I'll run in to Springham and see how
much the town has grown. I'll get the car and
drive you in. We can put your bicycle in the
rear.” |

Bert gave a feeble grin. The plot was transpar-
ent. He was not surprised when, as they ran into
the town, the man said:

“Suppose you give me a look at your store. It
may be an age before I come to Springham again,
and I'd like to get a look at it while I'm here.”

So Bert unlocked the door and turned on the
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lights. Dolf Muller had pried and poked into

every corner; Tom Woods merely sat on the
counter and let his eyes rove. His face was in-
scrutable.

““Rather cozy,” he said, and made no other com-
ment. Bert was disappointed and nettled. With
clouded face he saw Tom Woods swing down
from the counter. He followed him out to the
car. The man started the engine and let it idle.

“Bert.”

‘“‘Yes, sir.”

“Will you make me a promise ?”

The boy stared at him.

“If anything queer turns up in your business
will you promise me to go to your father?”

“Yes, sir.”

The man held out his hand. “Shake on it.
Good luck.”

Those last two words took the sting out of the
whole day.

Monday the great adventure started. Instead
of struggling alone, Bert found a co-worker at
his elbow: and the companionship was warm and
stimulating. He had thought that, early in the
morning, they would begin the siege of the town
in search of members for the Service. But Sam
had not read his book of business success for
nothing.

“The first thing,” he said, *‘is to lay out a
strong, sure-fire selling talk. We can’t go out and
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babble; we must say something. When we ring
the bell and a woman opens the door, we must
interest her before she can close it. Once her in-
terest is caught the rest should be easy. ‘Madam,’
we say, ‘I am here to save you money."” Money is
a magic word. She’ll listen, and then we'll tell
her how it’s done.”

All morning they rehearsed imaginary front-
door interviews. At noon Bert was sure that he
would neither stammer nor falter. He hastened
home, ate a hurried meal, and was off to storm the
citadel.

The first doorbell he rang brought no im-
mediate response. He rang again. The door
opened.

“Madam—"" he began.

A child, not a woman, stood within the hall.
He was not prepared to be greeted by little girls
and his set talk was utterly routed from his mind.

“Mother,” the child piped, ‘“‘says she has all the
soaps, and mops, and peeling knives she needs.”
The door closed.

Bert went down the steps with flushed cheeks.
He had been taken for a peddlar—he who had
come with a soaring idea of selling a useful service.
His pride suftered a fall from which it did not
recover all the afternoon.

By five o’clock he found that women were be-
ginning to prepare the evening meal and had no
time to waste on salesmen. He came back to the
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office discouraged and disillusioned. Sam was
there, writing names into a book.

“What luck ?”’ he asked.
“Only three.”

“I got twelve. I didn’t figure you were going to
get many the first day. You've got to learn sales-
manship. To-morrow you'll do better.”

Bert's heart warmed toward his partner. But
Sam was not showing a rare magnanimity. The
business book had warned him not to expect too
much from new men and not to discourage a be-
ginner with sharp criticism. He had read that in
the chapter headed ‘“‘How the Executive Can Get
the Most Out of His Force.”

Sam’s prediction proved true. On the morrow
Bert did better but his total for the day was only
five. It was nothing to boast about. By Friday
night the entire town had been canvassed, and
seventy-eight customers were on the books. That
meant a membership fee of $39 a month.

It wasn’t much. Even Sam admitted that. But
the clerk insisted stoutly that it was a start.

“We can’t expect a paying business over night,”
he said. ‘“The public doesn’t really know us yet.
We must make our service so good that one
woman will tell another. And don’t forget we're
going to sell food at those tables, and we're going
to sell it to-morrow.”

Bert was encouraged. “I'll be down early in
the morning.”
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“We'll both be down early,” said Sam. ‘““Some

of these women may be going down on early trains
and we want to be here when they stop to see the
advertisements.’’

But it was ten o’clock next day before the first
woman came in to see what the Shoppers’ Service
had to offer, and Bert had a sneaking idea that
she came in out of curiosity.

At noon, when he came home to eat, his mother
studied his face.

“How did 1t go, Bert?”

‘“Not so good. Sam says we can’t expect much
at the start.”

“Your father’s opening day was a disappoint-
ment.”” It was the first word of encouragement
that he had received at home, and he looked at his
mother gratefully.

A sprinkle of patrons came in during the after-
noon, and he copied Sam’s manner of cordiality
and confidence. Once there were four women
in the place at once, and his heart began to flutter
with the hope that the rush had started at last.
But this sudden burst of trade was only a flurry,
and half an hour later the tables were vacant
again. He wanted to count the money in the
drawer behind the counter, but that would have
seemed like a sign of weakness. He restrained
his impatience.

“What's that Mr. Clud doing around here?”
Sam asked suddenly.
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Bert, taking a soiled cloth from a table, swung
around. ‘‘Where? I haven’t seen him.”

“He just walked away. That’s the third time
he’s been looking in our window. What’s the
matter with him?”

Bert did not know. Bill Harrison had told him
that Mr. Clud had been snooping around the
doorway. He was mystified.

“He can’t have much business to attend to,”
Sam said irritably, “if he’s got to come around
trying to mind ours. The next time he does it I'l]l
ask him what he wants.”

But Old Man Clud did not appear at the win-
dow again.

The day grew dark and they turned on the
lights.

“Going home for supper ?”’ Sam asked.

“Sure.” Bert looked at him in surprise.
Ii'Why ?ﬂ'

““There’s some of this stufft we won’t sell to-
day. It may not keep over Sunday. We might
as well eat it ourself.”

Not wishing to be at a table should a customer
enter, they ate in the rear, setting their plates on
the three-burner gas stove. Bert washed the
dishes, put them away and came down to the door.
Washington Avenue was filled with Saturday night
shoppers. Back and forth they went along the
sidewalk, each one a potential spender of cash.
Now and then somebody came in, but the waits in
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between grew dismal. At eight o’clock the tide
of trade was at its height. By nine o’clock it had
dwindled perceptibly. Half an hour later some
of the stores began to turn out rear lights.

“Might as well call it a day,’” said Sam.

They counted the receipts—ten dollars and five
cents—and entered the amount in a ledger.
Probably not more than three dollars of it was
profit. And against that meager sum stood rent,
light, telephone, the cost of the newspapers and
magazines that they would have to buy. Bert
felt a stab of discouragement that sickened him.
It was Sam who locked the door.

“We’ve got to find a way to get more interest
into this,”’ he said. It was his first confession of
failure. “I'll think about it over Sunday. If
every business that didn’t make a ten-strike right
at the start gave up there wouldn’t be any business
at all.”

Bert walked toward home alone. Before he
had gone half a block he was conscious of short,
quick footsteps in his rear, the wheeze of an
asthmatic breathing and a panting call of his
name.

“Mr. Quinby! Just a moment, if you please,
Mr. Quinby.”

It was Old Man Clud, sweating profusely, his
coat buttoned tight to his fat, colorless throat
though the night was hot. Bert waited.

““So you have gone in business, my young friend.
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Following in your worthy father’s footsteps.
You are a fine, bright lad; I always said so. 1
can see success weaving a web around you. Oh, I
have been watching; I am a busy man but I have
eyes. From early morning until late at mght I
have seen you at your labors and I have said to
myself, ‘There is a young man who will go far.’
Believe me, I have your interest at heart, and if
you ever need a friend do not hesitate to come to
me. There is such a thing, in business, as needing
a friend.”

He pressed something into Bert’s hand and was
gone, wheezing and panting and sweating his un-
healthy sweat.

Bert looked at his hand and found a card there.
He read it:

P. M. CLUD

Confidential Loans
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CHAPTER VIII

HE realization came to Bert, with over-

I whelming poignancy, that this was not

the home-coming he had visioned. His
imagination had pictured a long day of busy trade,
a jubilant counting of receipts, and a triumphant
departure from the scene of victory.

In contrast his present bearing was leaden and
dull. After Mr. Clud had left him, he went
slowly along the avenue. He was too discouraged
to think. He dared not think. For, stifle it
though he tried, an inner voice kept whispering
that perhaps, after all, he had made a mistake,
that Tom Woods and his father had been right.

And so he came to that part of the thorough-
fare occupied by his father’s store. Mr. Quinby,
his back turned to the street, was just locking the
door. Bert could have slipped past. He half
made the motion, only to stop. And then his
father faced around, and saw him, and paused
before slipping the key into his pocket.

‘“‘Hello,” he said half-doubtfully. ‘Then, be-
cause the moment plainly demanded something
more than this: ‘‘Been waiting?”

“No, sir; I just came along.”
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“Oh!” They walked on together, father and
son by the blood tie, but as far apart as the poles
in their understanding of each other.

This meeting, too, was far from the pattern
of Bert’s dreams. As he had seen it in imagina-
tion, his was to be the part of one who had con-
quered and had proven his case, and his father’s
that of one who was forced to give honest credit
and admiration. He sighed.

“Tired?” Mr. Quinby asked without warmth.

“Yes, sir.”

“A night's sleep will fix you up. How was
business ?"’

“Good.” The boy would have bitten off his
tongue before he would have confessed otherwise.

His father glanced at him sharply, but the dark-
ness hid whatever of the bitter truth his face
would have shown. They came to the house, and
were almost at the door, before Mr. Quinby
spoke again.

“Who’s holding the money ?”’

“Why, it’s in the bank.”

“T know that; the bank teller told me— I mean
who’s holding the book ?”

“I am. We can’t draw money unless we both
sign.”’

“That was Sam’s 1dea.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Careful Sam,” said the man, and passed in-
side. As Bert undressed he thought that he had

159

Google



QUINBY AND SON

never before heard his father speak of his former
clerk in just that tone.

The morning brought him a return of courage.
After all, fortune was too much to expect at one
stroke. He attended church, went for a long
walk, and came back to dinner in a more cheerful
frame of mind. There were signs that he had
learned to read, and one of these was his father's
face. Just now his father’s mouth told him that
something was again amiss. After dinner Mr.
Quinby followed him out of the dining room.

“Bert, what’s this? I found it in the hall up-
stairs.”’

It was Old Man Clud’s card.

“He gave it to me last night,” the boy said.

“Why did he give it to you?”

“I don’t know; he forced it into my hand.”

““‘Have you done any business with this man?”

“No, sir.”

Mr. Quinby, with an angry twist of his hands,
tore the card into pieces. ‘“The vultures gather
before the feast,” he exclaimed.

Bert, from his reading, knew something of the
habits of vultures. His cheeks flushed. ‘“You're
not very encouraging,’’ he said.

This time it was the man who flushed. “I
shouldn’t have said that, Bert. But keep away
from Clud. Mind that. Take a word of advice
for once in your life. Keep away from Clud.”

Next day, when Bert reached the store, Sam

160

Google



QUINBY AND SON

was there ahead of him, a new scheme bubbling
in his fertile brain.

‘““Every great business success in America,” he
said wisely, ‘has been built out of the ashes of a
failure or a near-failure. In most cases the origi-
nal plan was good . . . all it needed was one
more touch to put it across. The eye that sees to-
morrow is always a jump ahead of the eye that
sees only to-day. What did you do yesterday?”

“I took a walk.”

“I sat home and tried to find ways to improve
the business. We can’t wait for people to come
in here and look over our newspaper files. We've
got to bring the papers to them.”

“Deliver papers to everybody?” Bert cried,
aghast. ‘““T'hat would cost more than fifty cents a
week for each subscriber.”

“No; no. I'm going to go out to-day and to-
morrow and call on everybody we've signed up.
I'm going to ask every woman if there’s anything
she’s particularly interested in buying. Suppose
some one wants a dining room table. I make a
note of that. I get here early in the morning and
go through the papers. If there are any dining
room table bargains I telephone her and tell her
what is oftered, the store and the price. 'What’s
going to happen after we do that once or twice?”’

Bert shook his head.

“Oh, use your imagination,” Sam said impa-
tiently. ‘“‘She’s going to be so tickled she’ll tell all
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her friends, and they’ll send in their half-dollars
a month for a Service membership. It isn't all a
question of what you sell. It's how you sell it.”

It needed no argument to convince Bert that
the plan was good. The complexion of his for-
tunes changed, and he dusted the tables and pol-
ished the counter with a light heart. That day
he was all alone in the store and, though trade
was distressingly dull, his courage never once fell
- from its high notch.

Noon was on him before he knew it. He did
not want to close the store lest some customer,
arriving and finding the door locked, would depart
dissatished and irritated. He telephoned his
mother that he would not be home for dinner,
opened a can of sardines, and ate once more with
the gas stove as his table. At two o'clock Bill
Harrison stumped in and presented him with a
painting of a Purple Emperor on the wing.

“I thought you’d like to have it hang in your
bedroom,” Bill said shyly.

Bert was astounded at the progress his friend
had made. The picture was unmistakably boyish,
but the drawing was boldly executed and the color-
ing did not suggest indecision or uncertainty. The
thing had life.

“I'm going to frame it;y"’ Bert said impulsively.
““And some day, when you're famous, it will be the
best picture in the house.”

Bill grinned. ‘“Rave on,” he said. ‘“You're
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looking years ahead, but I like to hear you say it.
Tom Woods came to my house after he left here
Saturday. He asked me to give you a message.
He wants you to write him and let him know how
things are going.”

Bert wrote that afternoon.

We didn’t have much of an opening day. I guess I
expected too much. Sam says it takes time to build up a
business. 1 don’t mean that Saturday was a total failure.
We took in over ten dollars, but I had been hoping for
about fifty dollars. Sam’s a wonderful fellow for ideas.
He bobbed up with a new one this morning, and is out
now seeing our customers to find out if there’s anything
they want to buy at once. We’ll telephone them every day
and let them know what’s advertised. That ought to help
the business a lot. They’ll know we’re trying to please

them and give them good service.

At five o'clock Sam came back to the store, jubi-
lant. |

“It went over big,” he reported. ‘I signed up
five new ones. I landed an old friend of yours.”

“WhO'?"

“Mrs. Busher.”

Bert made a grimace.

“She put you on the fire,” Sam continued, ‘‘and
roasted you to a turn. She said you were an
impertinent young whipper-snapper. I had a job
smoothing her out and getting her subscription.
She’s got one of those high-and-mighty ways of
talking that would get under anybody’s skin; but
when you're in business you've got to smile and
give soft answers. You can't insult a person to-
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day and have him give you his trade to-morrow.”

“I'd like to tell her a few things,” Bert said
hotly.

“Here, now,” Sam cried in alarm; “none of
that. If she ever calls up and you answer the
telephone, be as sweet as honey. She’s one of our
subscribers and her half-dollar is as good as any-
body else’s.”

“I guess I've got sense enough to try to hold
our trade,” Bert said stifly. For the first time,
he thought, he had seen an assumption of superior-
ity on Sam’s part, and he did not like it. He was
willing to admit, to himself, that Sam was the
strength of the partnership, but he objected to
Sam rubbing that truth in.

Saturday night, when they balanced the books
for the second time, the complete receipts for the
week ran fifty-two dollars, and their expenses had
been forty dollars. Bert gave a gurgle of delight.

“Twelve dollars profit. Not so bad, Sam.
We're oft now, aren’t we?”

Sam looked at him queerly. ‘“Profit? There’s
no profit. Where are you leaving our drawing
accounts? Your father takes so much out of his
business every week to live on, doesn’t he?"”

“Why . . . I suppose so.”

“Do you think I can live on air? I’'ve got to
have a drawing account. I've got to pay board,
and laundry bills, and restaurant checks, and my
clothes won't last forever. Where’s the money
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coming from if it doesn’t come out of the work I
do? Even if your father’s business wasn't profit-
able he’d have to draw out money every week to
support his family.”

The logic of the situation was all with Sam.
‘“How much are you going to draw?”’ Bert asked
weakly.

‘“Ten dollars a week. That means you draw
five dollars every Saturday. Two-thirds of the
weekly account for me; one-third for you.”

Bert paid Sam his money and took his own
share. The amount to be deposited on Monday
had shrunk to thirty-seven dollars.

“We . .. we lost money on the week’s busi-
ness,’”’ he said.

“We’'ll be showing a profit within two more
weeks,”’ Sam said confidently.

But, as the weeks passed, each Monday morning
saw less money deposited than had been spent the
week before. Slowly, but inexorably, the account
of The Shoppers’ Service at the bank grew slim-
mer and slimmer.

In September the high school reopened, and
Bert went back for his second year. The call went
out for football candidates, but he did not respond
—he had no time for athletics. Sam was coming
to the store very early each morning, going
through the newspapers and telephoning prices to
customers so that they might take an early train .
to the city. In the afternoon, as soon as classes
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were over, Bert hurried over to Washington Ave-
nue and relieved him. And then Sam went home,
sometimes to catch up with needed sleep, some-
times to rack his brain for new ways in which to
make the business prosper.

He was working with a fervor and a concentra-
tion worthy of a better cause. Eleven hours a day
in the store was no uncommon occurrence, nor was
it unusual for him to telephone to thirty sub-
scribers during the course of the morning. Twice
he went to the city and tried to induce the big
department stores to send him copies of their ad-
vertisements before publication so that he would
have advance information to give his clients.
That the plan failed left him no whit discouraged.
The book that had been his business Gospel had
pounded into him the philosophy that most men
struggle desperately to achieve their business sal-
vation. He was steeled to go on in daily expecta-
tion of the turning of the tide. Was he not in-
dustrious? Was he not gracious in his dealings
with customers? Was he not always awake to
catch at opportunity? Did not the book pledge
him that these things would bring their reward?

In one way, spending his afternoons and part of
each evening at the store shaped Bert’s hours to a
useful end. The ice cream, coftee and sandwich
trade was never brisk and he had never been one
to take kindly to dawdling about with his hands in

his pockets. And so, to speed the dragging min-
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utes, he burrowed into his school books and
achieved a standing above that which he had ever
known before. He had a shrewd suspicion that
his father was waiting for a sight of his first
monthly report; and it was not without an inward
glow of satisfaction that he brought it home. He
had scored over ninety in every subject.

“Good work,” Mr. Quinby said briefly, and
signed the card and gave it back to him.

The boy frowned. It seemed to him that his
father had been expecting a bad record and was
all set to lay it against the time given to the Wash-
ington Avenue partnership. He said as much to
his mother. '

‘“Bert,” his mother sighed, ‘“sometimes I think
you’'ve got a few broken corners in your brain.
You can see so many things from the wrong
angle.”

“If I had brought home a rotten report I'd
have heard more than two words.”

““Many more,” his mother admitted cheerfully.

“What do you do to your bicycle when it is running
perfectly ?”

““Nothing; I let it alone.”

“Certainly; you tinker with it only when it gets
out of order.”

He felt that he had been worsted in this fling at

logic. However, it was not in his stubborn nature
to surrender gracefully.

“It looks funny, anyway,” he said, and went
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back to Sam and the store . . . and to his books.

But the time came when he sat before an open
page and took no meaning from what was printed
there. Tragedy brooded in his eyes. The bank
balance had almost reached the vanishing point.
Day by day he and Sam had gone deeper into a
hole that seemed to have no bottom. As though
to mock him, the business had always been on the
point of gaining enough to be self-supporting, and
had always been failing of the mark. A few more
weeks, he knew, and there would be nothing left
in the bank, nothing left in the cash drawer. And
then. . . .

The picture froze him. The store closed, its
little stock of furniture sold, the end of a dream.
To be pointed out through the town as one who
had had his chance and who could not seize its
promise. To have Dolf Muller cry the dashing
of his hopes through the corridors of the high
school. To have his father tell him that he had
done a foolish thing and, like all fools, had lost
his money.

To a boy, whose world is just a succession of
to-days, a disaster of the moment seems to bear
the imprint of a calamity that will never lift.
After the things that had happened to have to
confess to his father that he had failed. . . . His
face settled into a scowl, his jaw set, and suddenly
he slammed shut the book and sat there with his

fist upon it. He wouldn’t give up.
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Events had made their mark even upon Sam.
All at once he had become a bit silent, a bit pre-
occupied. To-night, after coming back to the
store, he stood down near the window looking out
at the people passing in the street. After a time
he turned and came back slowly to where Bert
leaned against the counter.

“Bert,” he said frankly, “we're in a bad way.
I don’t believe in yelling quits before you’re licked,
but there’s such a thing as not trying to fool your-
self. We're pretty nearly at our finish.”

Bert’s heart thumped. “You mean you want
to quit?”

“No. I don’t mean that. This wouldn’t be the
time to quit. In two weeks we have Thanksgiv-
ing. A month after that we have Christmas, the
biggest shopping season of the year. Why, every-
body will be searching for bargains then. It's our
time to clean up, to establish ourselves, to put the
business on a paying basis. You know what the
Christmas rush means all during December.
Christmas shopping, Christmas crowds. We've
got to get through the Christmas season into clear
water.”’

Bert took the bank book from his pocket and
opened it.

“I know.” Sam pushed it away with an impa-
tient movement of his hand. ‘“There isn’t enough
there to carry us three more weeks.”

‘““Then what’s the idea of talking about lasting
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until Christmas? You have some kind of plan,
haven’t you?”

‘iYes.!?

“What is it?”

“We might. . . .” Sam looked down at the
floor and suddenly lifted his head. “We might
borrow.”

Slowly Bert closed the bank book and slipped it
back into the pocket of his coat. A shiver had
trembled through him . . . and had given place
to a burning recklessness. Christmas! The
crowd . . . everybody spending. If Christmas
boomed their business they would be safe. No
need to confess failure to anybody. The hope of
that swept every other consideration from his
mind.

“Every business borrows,” Sam was saying.
“Your father has notes over at the bank. I helped
to keep his books. I know what I'm talking
about.”

-~ “Could . . . could we get money at the bank?”
Bert asked.

“No. You've got to show a bank you're making
money; you've got to be what they call ‘a safe
risk.” I know that, too. I drew up a couple of
statements for your father when he went over to
borrow. We couldn’t possibly show them any
profits.”

“Where could we get it?”

“Well. . . . Sam looked down at the floor
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again. ‘‘I've seen you talking to Old Man Clud.
He seems to have taken a shine to you.”

Back to Bert’s vision flashed the night when the
money lender had pressed a card into his hand.
And his father had said: ‘‘Keep away from
Clud.” But his father had borrowed money, too;
Sam was authority for that. If it was all right
for his father to risk a loan, why wasn’t it all right
for him? And the *Christmas trade would sweep
away the last of their difficulties and bring them
into the sunshine of prosperity.

“If we can only get to Christmas we’re safe,”
Sam murmured.

“I’ll see Mr. Clud to-night,” Bert said with de-
cision.

There was no reason why he should have tried
to hide himself in the stream of people eddying
through Washington Avenue. Yet he watched the
. tide of faces apprehensively lest he meet a fa-
miliar countenance. Coming opposite the place
where Mr. Clud had his office, he paused at the
curb. Above the street, the yellow shade of one
window was luminous with light save where a
dark patch reflected the outline of a fat, squat
figure.

With a studied air of indifference, after the
fashion of one who wanders with aimless feet, he
crossed the roadway. The door that gave in upon
the stairway leading up to Mr. Clud’s office was
ajar. The boy halted and kicked at an imaginary
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object on the sidewalk. Side-eyed, he glanced up
and down the thoroughfare. No one was in sight
who might recognize him. With a quick move-
ment he thrust open the door, closed it, and stood
within the hall. For a while he remained there
motionless as though half-expecting some one to
follow him in. But the minutes passed, and no
inquisitive person came to inquire into his motives,
and his fast-beating heart grew quiet.

His footsteps echoed hollowly as he mounted
the stairs. On the first landing he paused. A gas
jet cast a pallid illumination; and as the feeble
flame flickered the hallway swelled and shrank
with moving shadows. Had it been necessary for
him to search, he might have found it hard to read
the tenants’ names. But only one transom showed
a light. He walked toward it and knocked.

“Come in, Mr. Quinby,” wheezed Mr. Clud’s
voice.

The invitation gave him a start. Could Old
Man Clud see through solid wood? Then com-
mon sense came to his rescue. The man must have
observed him crossing the street and must have
seen him enter the building. The feeling that he
had been watched sent a cold thrill along his spine.
He turned the knob and pushed open the door.

The room that he entered was almost as bare as
a prison cell. Not so much as a mat upon the
floor; not a picture upon the faded walls. Up
near the window Old Man Clud sat before a small,
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unpainted table that held two pens, a bottle of ink
and a ledger. One other chair stood close beside
his own. An old safe stood in a corner. It was
a dismal place; and at any other moment, Bert
might have thought that he had come upon a dis-
mal errand.

“It is a pleasure to see you,’’ the man said, and
caught his breath between the words. Abroad in
the daytime his face, his bald dome of head, his
folds of fat, seemed gray and unhealthy; here, in
the night, they were ghastly with pallor. “How
often have I said to myself, ‘There goes one I
should like to know better.” I had begun to fear
you would never pay me a social visit.”

““This 1s a business visit,”’ said Bert.

“Is 1t, indeed? I'm glad to have you come in
regardless of the reason. And how, might I ask,
is your business venture progressing?”’

“It . . . it’s almost all right, but not quite.”

Old Man Clud spread apart his pudgy hands
with a gesture of sympathy. ‘‘How often have I
observed that sometimes the most industrious have
the hardest time? But courage, my friend. 1
have heard something of your business. It only
needs a firm hand to hold on until the tide turns.”

“That’s the reason I came to see you,” Bert
broke in eagerly. ‘“We want to borrow some
money.’

The money lender beamed. “You have come
to the right place. You may recall that I once
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gave you one of my cards. Why did I do it?
Because, my young friend, it gives me pleasure to
help the deserving, to succor them in their time of
need, to be able to say to myself, when their time
of trial is over, ‘There 1s a business 1 helped to
success.” It is a wonderful privilege to be able to
aid young men on their way to their goals.”

Whatever misgivings Bert had brought with
him into the room vanished. Here was treatment
as whole-souled, as generous and as spontaneous,
as he could ask.

“I was afraid,” he said in a burst of confidence,
“that perhaps you might not lend me the money.”

“You have misjudged me,” Old Man Clud
wheezed; ‘“but I am used to being misjudged.
Every man who goes far in the world has his
defamers. If I should tell you the names of men
in this town that I have helped you would sit there
and look at me in astonishment. But to me a loan
1s a matter of sacred confidence, and I never re-
veal secrets. What I lend and what you borrow
1s nobody’s business but ours. Am I not right?”

“Yes, sir.”

“There! I always judged you for a young man
of understanding. I am a shrewd judge of char-
acter. And how much might this sick business of
yours need to make it well ?”’

“About one hundred and fifty dollars,” said
Bert.

“You have it already,” said Old Man Clud.
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He stood up and pushed back the chair and,
breathing hard, went over to the safe. For sev-
eral seconds he tinkered with the combination be-
fore he swung open the small, heavy door. From
a compartment he took bills—fives, and tens and
twenties—and counted out a small pile. These he
brought back to the table and set before Bert.
And then he mopped his face, and sat down, and
seemed to have to wait to recover his breath be-
fore he could speak again.

““There, my young friend, is your hundred and
fifty dollars, and may your business enjoy the pros-
perity it deserves. Please count it and tell me if
the amount is right. Even the best of us make
mistakes. And now that you have your money, it
becomes a duty to draw up some papers that will
be a record of our transaction. Between you and
me there would need to be no paper, but life is
uncertain. You might die or I might die, and
without writing between us, who would there be to
say what money had passed between us to-night?
I want to be protected, you want to be protected.
Is that not right ?”

“Yes, sir. My partner and I signed papers be-
fore we started our business.”

““A fair proceeding, and one that speaks you
credit. If you will bear with me just a moment.”
He opened the ledger, and took out a loose,
printed form, and began to fill it in. By and by it
was finished, and he pushed it across the table.
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“And now, my young friend, if you will sign that
our negotiations will be at an end.”

Bert read the paper haltingly, stumbling over
its wordy, legal phraseology. Two of its state-
ments stood out from everything else. One was
that the note was payable in sixty days. The other
was that he was signing a receipt for $1735.

“But you gave me only $150,” he cried. “This
1s wrong.”’

“No; no. I'm afraid you misunderstand.
In a transaction of this kind there is always a
bonus—a purchase price, you might say, of the
loan. I assure you it is all quite customary.”

“But the bank would only charge me interest.”

““Then why do you not go to the bank? Abh,
my friend, now we are getting at the kernel of the
matter. You do not go to the bank because you
have no security on which they would advance you
anything. That means that, in lending to you, I
run a risk. I take a chance. Isit notso? Andis
it not right that, taking such a chance, I should
receive some extra return for the risk I run?
Fair, my friend; be fair.”

Bert was doing some rapid mental arithmetic.
Considering that the loan was to be paid back
within two months, Old Man Clud was charging
him in excess of 100 per cent interest per annum.
The lender seemed to read what was passing in
his thoughts.

“Observe,” he said, and laid his hand over
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Bert's. The palm was hot and sweaty. “I could
deduct my bonus from you now. I could have you
sign the note for $150 and then give you only
$125. But I am too much aboveboard for that.
You asked for $150 and $150 you are getting. I
ask you to pay nothing now; my profit must wait.
First I give you your opportunity to win that suc-
cess that your industry so richly deserves, and
after your pockets are full of rich plums, then I
take my share. Think of what it means to you:
success, prosperity, the placing of your career
upon a firm foundation. Is that not something to
be weighed against a mere bonus of $257"

Bert continued to stare at the note. Abruptly
Old Man Clud’s manner changed and he reached
for the money.

“Come; my time is valuable and you delay.
You need not take it.”

Bert was quick to stay him. “I'll take it,” he
sald huskily.

He signed the note; and while he folded the
bills and stowed them safely in his pocket, Old
Man Clud brought forth a little red memorandum
book, held it close to his chest, and entered a no-
tation of the transaction. There was something
uncomfortably furtive and secret about the way
he did it. Suddenly Bert remembered having seen
that book before—that day in the bank when Old
Man Clud had turned away from the teller’s win-
dow jotting down a record of his deposit. And
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that day, too, he had held it almost concealed
against his chest.

“My young friend,” the lender said, “I wish
you every business blessing. 1 expect you to go
far. And do not forget that this little note of
ours comes due on January 18.”

Bert went out, and down the stairs; and only
then did he remember that he had promised Tom
Woods to go to his father should anything queer
turn up in the affairs of The Shoppers’ Service.

Sam was standing in the doorway, waiting and
watching, when he came back. “How did it go?”
the clerk asked eagerly.

Bert laid the money on the counter.

“He gave it to you? Now we can breathe
again. This 1s a life-saver. You signed a note,
didn’t you?”

iich-ii

“When is it due?”

“In sixty days.”

‘‘He wants his money back fast enough, doesn’t
he? Well, the Christmas trade will take care of
that.”

“He made me sign a note for $175,” said Bert.

Sam gave a cry of indignation. “He did? The
blood-sucker! And he’s always been calling you
‘my fine young friend.” That’s friendship, isn’t
1t?” The clerk began to pace the store in agita-
tion, and to scratch his head, and to mutter to
himself. Presently his steps slowed. “Anyway,”
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he said more cheerfully, “it’s probably the best
bargain we could have made. The bank wouldn’t
have advanced us a single penny.”

Bert paid practically no attention to Sam'’s
change of viewpoint. ‘“How about an afternoon
off ?”’ he demanded abruptly. “Can you stick it
out alone to-morrow?”

“All day?”

“No; I'll be in in the evening.”

“Got something important on?”’

“I want to take a trip. We have only geome-
try, gym and a study period to-morrow afternoon.
I think I could get excused from geometry . . .
I'm pretty well up in that.”

“You want to visit that bug hunter, I bet.”
Sam shook his head. ‘It beats me what you see
in that fellow. All right; go along. You were a
rescuer to-day; that's worth an afternoon off.
Don’t forget to put that $150 in the bank.”

In the morning Bert deposited the money and
hurried to the high school to interview the teacher
who taught geometry. He won his excuse, and
before one o’clock was on his way to the cabin and
the house of glass. Snow would come any day
now; something told him that this would be his
last visit of the winter.

The trip was his response to another nameless
urge. The partnership had secured needed funds,
the Christmas season was sure to be their salva-
tion, and yet a vague uneasiness had begun to mas-
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ter his spirit. Tom Woods had said to go to his
father. Had Tom Woods foreseen the coming of
yesterday’s event? A dozen questions he could
not answer crowded into his brain. He intended
to tell the Butterfly Man nothing, to ask him noth-
ing. He just wanted to see him. In some strange
way he seemed to know that he would find a sus-
taining strength merely by sitting in the company

of his friend.

His feelings with respect to Old Man Clud
were mixed. There had been a subtle type of
warning in the lender’s last words reminding him
of the date when payment of the loan would be
due. Sometimes he thought that a velvet threat
lay under the wheezed and gasped syllables; some-
times he reasoned that it was only natural that a
man who had lent money should impress the time
of its return upon the borrower. The bonus was
another stumbling block. Had Old Man Clud
driven a hard, grasping, covetous bargain, or had
he done only what anybody would do who took a
risk that a bank would refuse? Oh, if he had a
mere fraction of his father’s business knowledge!
And yet his father was the last person in the world
to whom he would have taken his doubts and his
fears at this moment.

He was aroused from his reverie by sounds that
had been growing upon him as he rode along.
His ears caught a pounding as of wood upon
wood, and a man’s deep and throaty voice, rising
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and falling in the sonorous style of country ora-
tory. He pushed down harder on the pedals,
rounded a slight turn, and came upon a scene that
caused him to apply his brake. The bicycle slowed
down, and he swung out of the saddle.

A crowd was gathered in front of a farmhouse
set back from the road. The man of sonorous
voice was standing on the porch pounding with a
gavel against the porch railing. Here and there
on the brown autumn lawn were pieces of furni-
ture. It was a nondescript collection gathered
from parlor, kitchen and bedrooms; and alien
hands pawed it over, and hauled it about, and
commented unfeelingly on its value. These things
Bert observed in a glance; his interest was fas-
tened on a man and a woman standing dejectedly
and forlornly in the doorway of the house.

“Only seventy-five cents for this kitchen table?”
the sonorous voice was demanding. “You can’t
mean it. Why, ladies and gentlemen, this table is
as good as new. Not a scratch, not a break, not a
loose hinge. Come up and look it over. This
table cost seven dollars if it cost a penny, and you
offer me seventy-five cents. Who'll make it a dol-
lar. A dollar; a dollar. Do I hear a dollar?”

“Eighty-five,” said a voice.

“Eighty-five; eighty-five. Am I oftered a dol-
lar? Don’t go home regretting that you let a
bargain pass you. Am I oftered a dollar?”

“A dollar,” came from the rear of the crowd.
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“A dollar; a dollar. Who'll make it a dollar

ten. Going at a dollar. Once! Twicel Last
call. Sold to the gentleman for a dollar.”

The woman in the doorway dropped her head,
and turned, and went into the house.

Bert walked over to where two young farm-
hands stood together. ‘“Why are they auctioning
the stuft ?”’ he asked.

One of the two spat a stream of tobacco juice.
“They got hard up and went down to Springham
and borrowed some money from a fellow. They
couldn’t make the payments and the fellow from
Springham 1is selling them out.”

To Bert, at the moment, it came as mighty un-
comfortable news. His mouth went dry.

“Any place I can get a drink around here?”’ he
asked.

““T'here’s a well in back of the house.”

He went toward the rear, skirting the crowd
and passing the porch where the auctioneer was
now offering an ice box. A step or two more, and
then he stopped with a jerk. Old Man Clud, his
coat buttoned to the throat, stood leaning against
a tree writing in a little red memorandum book
held close to his chest,
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CHAPTER IX

ERT had started out with the intention of

B telling the Butterfly Man nothing . . .

but now he knew he would have to tell

him all. For the fear that had arisen in him all

in 2 moment demanded immediate counsel and
advice.

Old Man Clud, absorbed in the secrets of the
little red book, had not seen him. Noiselessly he
backed away, past the porch, out among the
crowd. His bicycle was where he had left it.
With the auctioneer’s clamor for a higher bid in
his ears he rode away, and his tires sang a higher
note of speed than they had ever sung before to
the gritty surface of the county highway.

To-day it was not necessary for him to ride all
the way to the cabin. Scarcely had he left the
highway for the dirt road than he saw a tall figure
ahead striding along with legs that seemed to
annihilate distance. Bert sounded his horn once,
twice, three times. The man swung around and
then hastily scrambled for the side of the road.

“Nothing doing,” he shouted. ‘‘You had one
chance at me out here and failed. Be a gentleman
and let well enough alone.”
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There was no answering laughter in Bert's

eyes, and the man’s face sobered. The boy swung
off the wheel.
~ “I'm in trouble,” he said abruptly.

“Home, school or business?”

“Business. Do you know a man in Springham
named Clud?”

“I've heard of him. Sweet individual with a
fat, warm body and a cold, thin heart. He'd sell
a man’s soul for a dollar. He’s a shark, a buz-
zard and a polecat all rolled into one. Talks like
a honeybee and stings like a snake. He’'s a trick-
ster and a schemer, a liar and a cheat, a rascal and
a rogue. If he got his just deserts he’d be down
in State’s Prison in a convict’s cell. Every time I
pass him in the street I come home and take a
strong bath. The night he dies the angels will
have to hold their noses. The church they take
him into—if they take him into one—will have to
be disinfected. Yes; I've heard of him. Why?”

The whimsical Tom Woods, full of dry humor

and homely wisdom, was gone, and in his place
was a man breathing fire and indignation. Every
word of the unexpected denunciation thrust Bert
through and through. The fears that had over-
whelmed him at the farmhouse, then, were sub-
stantial and real. His last hope that he might be
mistaken was gone. He sank down, and put his
back against the trunk of a tree, and stared at the
ground.
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Light brokgin upon the Butterfly Man. He gave
an exclamation, and caught the boy’s arm. “Bert!
He hasn’t got you, has he?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Christopher!” After that one explosive out-
burst the man was silent. He seemed to be fight-
ing down his wrath, bringing his mind back to its
customary state of calm and disciplined control.
He sat down beside the boy. Methodically he
drew out the ever ready pipe and filled it with a
deliberate measurement of tobacco from a pouch.

“When did you borrow the money?’’ he asked.

“Yesterday.”

“You weren’t afraid of Clud then. Why are
you afraid of him now?”

Bert told of what he had seen at the farm-
house.

““That’s Clud,” Tom Woods said grimly. “It
isn’t the first time it’s happened to people through
here. How much did you borrow ?”’

“One hundred and fifty dollars.”

““And you gave him a note for about $175. Is
that right?”’

Bert lifted his head and nodded, and looked at
the man with mingled respect and surprise. ‘“How
did you know ?”’

“It’s an old dodge,” Tom Woods said. “Every
skinflint of a loan shark practices it. That’s how
they beat the law which says that no interest above
six per cent must be charged. On the face of that
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note Clud is getting only legal interest. You
can’t prove he put the screws on you for $25 in-
terest.”

“But he did.”

‘“You can’t prove it. The note says he gave you
$175. You signed to that eftect. He's got your
signature to it. He's got you hooked.”

“Suppose we can’t pay it ?”

‘““He’ll sell you out as he sold out the farmer.”

And then the business would be gone! Bert
drew a long breath.

“I should have come to you first.”

“You should have gone to your father,” the
man said quietly. “You promised me you would.”

The silence that followed ran on for many min-
utes. When Bert spoke again his utterance
showed that he had been thinking.

“Old Man Clud will never get $175 for the
things in our store. How is he going to get the
balance?”’

“Clud usually knows how to protect himself.
By the way, who signed that note? You and Sam
together, or you alone?”

“I signed it alone.”

Tom Woods bit hard on his pipe stem. One
hand found its way to Bert’s shoulder.

““Does that make it worse for me?”’ the boy de-
manded.

“I'm afraid it does,” the Butterfly Man said
quietly. ‘‘Herel There’s a way out of this. Let
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me lend you $175 and go down and pay oft Clud.”

In that moment the current of the boy’s life
was changed. The first vital, definite spark of
manhood was struck from his fiber, hammered out
—after the fashion of such sparks—on the hard
anvil of adversity. He sprang to his feet.

“l got myself into this mess,” he cried pas-
sionately, “and I'm not going to use a friend to
climb out. How do I know how long you’d have
to wait to get your money back? Anyway, you
were against this business from the start. Why
should you get mixed up in it? If I’ve got a lick-
ing coming to me out of this I'll take it.”

Tom Woods’ grip on his pipe relaxed. He was
conscious, all at once, that this was a November
day, and that the ground was damp, and that he
was rapidly becoming chilled. He scrambled to
his feet. |

“You're not sore at me ?”’ Bert asked. His tone
said that, sore or not, his mind was fixed.

“Sore?”” The Butterfly Man laughed to him-
self. ‘“Bert, they may get you down on your
back, and you may have a tough time of it, but
they’ll never lick you.”

The boy’s face seemed older, more mature, as
he rode back to Springham. The crowd was gone
from in front of the farmhouse; the auction was
over. Reaching the store he went in and, bluntly
and concisely, told Sam the story of what he had
seen that day.
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Sam was thoughtful. “If anything should go
wrong. . . . Mind, I'm not saying it will; I think
the Christmas trade will make us a big winner.
But if anything should go wrong, and Clud sells
these few things in the store, where’s he going to
get the balance of his $17¢?”

““Tom Woods said he knew where he could get
it or he’d never have let us have the money.”

Sam digested this. “Going home to supper?”
he asked.

“No; I'll telephone my mother.”

“All right. I'll get a breath of air. I want to
think this over.”

An hour later Sam was back. There was about
him a triumphant air of cunning and craft, a pride
in his own astuteness, an atmosphere of trium-
phant foxiness that Bert had never quite noticed
before.

“Look here,” Sam began, ‘“you’ve been saving
most of your five dollars a week, haven’t you?”

lich'!?

“And I've got a little private bank account of
my own. I didn’t put everything I had into this
business. I guess Clud knows that; he's got to
have a way of finding out things in his game. He
figures that when the time comes he’ll get what'’s
coming to him by going after what we have in the
bank in our own private accounts. Well, I'm
going to fool him. I'm going to take my money
out of this bank and go to the city and put it in a
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bank there. Then he won’t know where it is.
You had better do the same.”

Bert shook his head. “I'm not going to play
any shady tricks.”

“Shady!” Sam cried indignantly. ‘“That’s not
shady; that's a business precaution. Clud’s the
one who's done the shady trick. Didn’t he squeeze
us for $25 and then cover it up by making us sign
a note for more than we got?”’

“But I agreed to it,” said Bert, ‘‘and signed it.”

“You're a fool,” Sam said impatiently, and gave
him up as hopeless.

That night Bert began to have misgivings of
the partnership, but it was something other than
failure he was thinking of.

Thanksgiving came and went, and made no ap-
preciable change in the fortunes of The Shoppers’
Service. Directly after the holiday winter came
on with a rush of intense cold and deep snow. For
three days Springham shivered in the teeth of icy
blasts and dug itself out. Then the tide of trade
began once more to move through frozen Wash-
ington Avenue; and Bert, figuring the slimmest
week’s receipts the partnership had ever known,
could again write down a loss instead of a gain.

Because his hopes for December had been so
high, the result was doubly disappointing. Hour
after hour the Christmas shoppers flowed past
his door, buying, buying, buying, but not from him.
The ice cream sale fell to nothing. There was a
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day when coffee and sandwiches netted only ninety
cents. Bert became silent and glum. At home he
had very little to say. Twice his father and
mother, sitting in the dining room, heard him pac-
ing the floor of his bedroom overhead.

““Things are going bad with him,” Mrs. Quinby
said with an ache of sympathy in her voice.

‘“‘He brought it on himself,” said the man.

“Oh!” she said in reproach.

The man got up from his chair and his worried
footsteps echoed those of his son. ‘“Oh, I know!
I know! I'd give a hundred dollars this minute
if I could get him out of it. Of course things are
going the wrong way; they couldn’t go any other
way. He’s carrying too big a load for a boy. It
was a crack-brained scheme to start with. He’s
got to learn his lesson. If I jumped into this thing
and got him oft with a whole skin, he’d forget the
experience in a year. He'd always have a feeling
in the back of his head that no matter how big a
fool he made of himself, he could always count
on me to get him out. He’s got to come to me
“and ask for help. He’s got to admit that he was
wrong. When he does that I'll wind up that busi-
ness of his and save him every dollar I can. But
he’s got to swallow his medicine and admit that
he was wrong.”

Mrs. Quinby had a mental picture of her son’s
sullen eyes and stubborn chin. ‘‘He’s not the kind
to admit failure,” she sighed. She did not know
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that he had already admitted far more than that
to the Butterfly Man.

In the morning, while Bert ate, she sat across
from him at the breakfast table. Mr. Quinby had
already left the house.

“Were you expecting big things this month?”
she asked.

The boy nodded.

“It couldn’t be, Bert. Christmas shopping is
very trying. People just go around in a sort of
frenzy. Half the time they don’t know what
they want. They don’t pay much attention to ads.
They go from store to store, roaming through the
aisles in the hope of finding something that will
make a gift for somebody they’'ve got to remem-
ber. A lot of people put off shopping until the
last minute, and that makes it worse. They're in
such a hurry to reach the city in the morning that
there’s no time to step into your place and look at
newspapers, and when they come home in the
afternoon they're too tired. Didn’t you think of
that?” |

“Neither of us did,” said Bert. There was no
need to question his mother’s reasoning. Hadn't
he seen the restless stream passing and repassing
the store day after day? Only a few months ago
Sam, spouting second-hand opinions he had
formed from a book, had seemed to him to be
an oracle. That was past.

“You’ll have to wait until after Christmas for
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people to get interested in your business again,
Bert.”

“Next month?” He was on the point of saying
that next month would be too late, but checked
himself and went off to school. That day he
flunked in every subject.

Two days before Christmas Bill Harrison came
to the store, bought a plate of ice cream, and ate
it as though he had something on his mind. “I
got a letter to-day from Tom Woods,” he said at
length. ‘“‘He asked me to find out how you're mak-
ing it. I'm going to write an answer to-night.”

That the Butterfly Man had sent Bill on this
errand meant that Bill knew the facts. Bert
spread his hands in a sweep that took in the whole
place. “You're the first customer in two hours,”
he said.

Bill pushed his plate across the counter. “An-
ather,” he said. With the refilled dish before him,
e toyed with his spoon. ‘“‘Sam certainly ran you
up a fine alley, didn’t he?”

“Sam’s losing his money, too,” said Bert.

Bill looked at him shrewdly. ‘‘As much as
you?”’

“N ... no. He's been drawing out two dol-
lars to my one.”

HWhY ?!’

“Well, it was his idea. . . .”

‘“He’s certainly been getting paid pretty lib-
erally for a bum idea,” Bill drawled, and finished
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his cream. ‘“‘Just what shall I tell Tom Woods ?”

Bert took the dish and began to wash it. Bill
leaned across the counter.

“If you're going to tell him anything, Bert, tell
him the truth.”

“I’ve always told Tom Woods the truth,” Bert
said in a low voice. ‘“Tell him it's worse than
he thought it would be.”

The admission seemed to break down in him the
last barrier of pretense and false hope. The end
was in sight. He knew it. Yet it was not in him
to surrender until the ball had been taken from
him on downs.

Every dollar he had in the bank would probably
be swept away in the crash. As the daring adven-
turer, facing death, makes his final gesture of
disdain, Bert now had his wild moment of
bravado, his defiance of Fate. Even though next
Christmas might find him without a penny, this
Christmas he could be gloriously lavish. It did
not occur to him that, facing a debt he could not
meet in full, he was bound by a moral obligation to
hold fast to every dollar of his funds. To spend
now was, in effect, to take money that rightfully
belonged to his creditors. But what he did not
know did not worry him. |

He drew $20 from the bank and went shopping
along Washington Avenue. Eight dollars secured
him a box of good cigars for his father. The
other $12 bought a handbag for his mother. He
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carried the gifts home under his coat and secreted
them in his bedroom.

Christmas morning he brought them down-
stairs. His father, appraising the cigars, opened
his eyes wide in surprise. Bert felt no elation,
but what a difference it would have made had that
look been testimonial to secure success instead of
toa dymg gasp |

“Bert,” his mother whispered, holding the bag,
“it’s beautiful, but you shouldn’t have spent so
much money.”

“What's the difference,’” he said; “I wanted you
to have it.”

Something in the words told her the whole
story.

His own gifts scarcely moved him. He bright-
ened at dinner, and ate his share of the good
things, only to fall silent after the meal. He tried
to read, but the book held no interest. He went
out for a walk, found himself heading toward the
store, and abruptly returned to the house. There
was a new calendar in the hall showing the Janu-
ary page. The date, 18th, seemed to stare at him.
He went into the living room, and sat at a win-
dow, and looked out at the street. January 18!

Mr. Quinby, studying him from the dining
room, suddenly stood up and walked toward his
chair.

‘““Bert, haven’t you had cnough yet of this con-
founded foolishness?”
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Had the question been put in any other form,
the boy would have melted. But he read the
words as holding accusation instead of sympathy
and they rasped along an old wound. His spine
stiffened.

“You haven’t heard me complain,” he said.

“Oh]” The man drew back, baffled, helpless,
thwarted. His expression said plainly, “I can’t
understand you,” but Bert was not looking at his
face. The boy himself was conscious, the next
moment, that his reply had been foolish and head-
strong. The right word then would have saved
them both. Neither seemed able to say it.

The day after Christmas The Shoppers’ Serv-
ice reopened. The Christmas school vacation
meant no classes, and at nine o'clock Bert came
down to Washington Avenue. Sam was in the
rear of the store cleaning one of the burners of
the gas stove. A newspaper lay on the counter
opened at the help wanted page. Two of the
ads, calling for the services of an experienced
clerk, had been checked in lead pencil. Bert was
standing with the newspaper in his hand when
Sam emerged from the kitchen.

“Running away?”’ the boy demanded bitterly.

Sam took the question calmly. “You know
where we stand.”

“I’m going to stick it out to the finish.”

‘““That’s all you can do,” Sam observed prac-
tically.,
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“There’s Clud’s note to meet.”

“Oh, I suppose I'll be around until then; jobs
don’t grow on bushes.” The clerk through force
of habit, began to dust the counter even though he
knew there was little likelihood of any one coming
in and demanding attention. ‘“There’s more than
Clud to think of. You've forgotten something.”

“Forgotten what?"

““The lease on this store. We hired it for a
year. Even if we close up the rent has to be paid
every month until the lease runs out.”

The newspaper dropped from Bert's hands.
His mind made a half-blind but wholly accurate
calculation. After January the lease would have
six months to run, and at $22.50 a month that
meant $135. Added to the $175 due on Old Man
Clud’s note the firm would face an indebtedness
of $310.

“How are we going to pay it ?’’ Bert asked with
an effort.

Instead of answering Sam took a penknife from
his pocket and cut the two ads from the news-
paper. Later Bert saw him writing letters at one
of the tables.

Early January ushered in mid-year examina-
tions. The goodly promise with which Bert had
started the term had not been fulfilled. Business
worries had played havoc with his lessons; and the
examination papers wrought destruction to what
was left of his peace of mind. When the ordeal
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was over, he hoped for the best but feared the
worst.

Sam’s days were now given over to an intensive
search for another job. Right and left the props
were being kicked out from under the business.
Customers were beginning to give up the Service,
and Sam made no attempt to fill their places. And
so January ran on toward the fatal eighteenth.

The sixteenth fell on a Saturday. The cold
wave had broken, a south wind had brought a
warm rain, and the hard snow that had lain in the
streets piled high near the curb ran in dirt-colored
torrents toward corner catch basins. It was the
last Saturday The Shoppers’ Service would be in
existence, and Bert lay late in bed watching the
rain blow in gusts across the windowpanes. His
father, too, seemed in no hurry to be off that
morning, and was still at home when the post-
man’s whistle blew at the door. The whistle
aroused the boy and he began to dress.

“Bert!” His father’s voice came up sharply
from the lower hall.

“Yes, sir.”

“Get down here at once.”

The summons admitted of no delay. Bert
drew on a bath robe and descended the stairs.
Mr. Quinby, a letter in his hand, was pacing the
dining room with wrathful steps.

“I have a notice here from your school,” he said
grimly.
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Bert gulped.

“You failed in four examination subjects. Is
there to be no limit to the trouble you cause me?
Have you no sense of responsibility? Other fel-
lows, at your age, are reporting at seven o’clock
each morning to a factory and putting in a day
of hard work. I give you four years of high
school, and you throw it away. I've submitted to
your whims and fancies long enough. This is
the end. You're going to quit this so-called busi-
ness of yours and you’re going to quit it at once.
I give you five days to wind up your affairs
with Sam Sickles and get out. After that you'll
either do your school work or you'll leave
school and do real work. I won’t put up with
having you waste your time and my money.
That’s final.”

To Bert it was better than final—it was salva-
tion. Now The Shoppers’ Service could close its

doors without an open confession of failure. Now
he could quit and still save his face. The news
was so good that later, as he dressed, he began to
whistle and abruptly choked off the melody. He
had a fear that it would sound distinctly out of
place to his father.

The jeweler’s big clock stood at eleven as he
came sloshing through Washington Avenue in the
rain. The store was locked. That was surpris-
ing. He opened the door and passed inside. A
note lay open on the counter:
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BerT: I've been offered a job in the city and I'm taking
it. There’s no use in hanging around until Monday. I’ll
see you later.

SAM.

Bert sank into a chair. The note, to his mind,
could mean only one thing. Sam had already de-
parted from Springham and had left him to as-
sume the firm’s debts.

How long he sat there sunk in gloom he did not
know. The door opened. He heard a cough, a
sound as of a strangling breath, and then another
cough. He swung around.

“My friend,” Old Man Clud wheezed, *“I envy
you your excellent health. A little hot coffee, if
I may trouble you. These damp days chill me to
the marrow.”

Bert, in silence, prepared the drink.

‘“Excellent,” said the lender of money, and
smacked his lips. “Springham should be delighted
to support an establishment that provides such
truly splendid coffee. A gift for the gods, I assure
you. And might I ask how your enterprise has
been coming on?”

Bert was wiser than he had been at Thanks-
giving. ‘It hasn’t been coming on,” he said
bluntly, “and you know it.”

Old Man Clud peered at him with sharp eyes.
“Softly! Softly! I have regarded you highly as
a young man who knew his place and wagged a
civil tongue. And if I have kept my own tabu-
lations, is that to my discredit? Consider! Some
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of my money is invested in this business. Is it not
natural for me to have some curiosity as to how I
was to be paid? And that brings us to a matter
that will soon be pressing for attention. Monday
the note I hold falls due. May I inquire if you
are prepared to meet it?”’

“Not . .. not in full,”” Bert found himself
saying. The voice did not seem to be his.

Old Man Clud showed neither surprise nor con-
sternation. ‘‘The fortunes of business, my friend.
Man cannot always order things as he would have
them. And we, who lend money, must take that
fact into consideration. Where there is a willing-
ness to pay, there must be a willingness, on our
part, to give the debtor needed time. We might
be compared to doctors: the doctor ministers to
the sick body, we minister to a sick business. Is
it not a just comparison? Come, come; there is
nothing to worry about. You will find me easy to
deal with. How much, might I ask, do you feel
that you can pay me on Monday ?”’

““About $100.”

““That would leave a $75 balance. A trifle.
Another little note that nobody knows about but
you and me, and the thing is done.”

“For how much ?”

““The note? A fair question, but bear with me
a moment. When first you came we agreed upon
a slight bonus. It was necessary, because your
outlook was uncertain. The fact that you cannot
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pay as you agreed to pay makes the second note
even more uncertain. It raises a question of your
ability. . . .”

“How much ?”’ Bert cut in.

“There, there!” the man wheezed soothingly.
“I do not mean to criticize you. I have always

spoken of you favorably. But business is business
and.

“Mr Clud what note must I sign?”’

The man leaned across the table. ‘I must in-
sist upon a note for $125.”

The thing was robbery—extortion. Bert
sprang to his feet. “I won’t sign it.”

The man spread his hands in a smooth gesture
of benevolence. ‘‘Then I must ask you to pay me
in full.”

“I can’t. I've told you that. I'll give you
$100, and you can auction off the goods here for
the balance.”

“My friend, the goods here do not interest me
in the least. At auction they would not bring so
much as a pocketful of silver coins. Believe me,
I have had experience in such things and I know.”

‘““Then all you get is $100. I haven’t the money
and you can’t get it. That’s all.”

Old Man Clud stood up, and not an ounce of
fat on his pale, hairless face gave any hint that
he was disturbed. ‘‘Oh, but that is not all. You
misjudge my astuteness. Did it never occur to you
that I would not lend my money to one of your age
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unless I knew of a certainty that there was a means
by which I could get it back? Your father hap-
pens to be one of Springham’s leading merchants.
He has a reputation to sustain and protect. Is it
not possible that he would rather pay the note,
were it called to his attention, than to have his son
known through the town as one who had defaulted
on a business promise involving credit?”

Bert, of a sudden, went cold.

“If you are of a mind to be reasonable, you will
find it wise to continue to do business with me.
Do not act rashly. Take time to think. Either
you pay me in full, or else pay me $100 cash and
give me your note for $125 . . . or I go to your
father. See, I hold the door open for you to save
yourself from an embarrassing position. And
now, my friend, I will bid you good day. I will
be in on the eighteenth for your answer.”

He was gone, and Bert stood there staring
straight ahead. The threat to tell his father had
left him with a still and icy calm more dangerous
than anger. Sam had run away and left him to
face all this alone! His lips twitched. Absently
he carried the cup and saucer behind the counter
and began to wash them. And then the door
opened and Sam came in, carrying a traveling bag.

A cry broke from Bert. ‘‘You haven’t gonel
I thought you had left me to buck everything.”

“Well, I will be gone soon,” Sam said hurriedly.
“There’s ten dollars coming to me for this week.
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That’s what I came in to get. I'm going away
on the one o’clock train.”

“Ten dollars! We need every dollar to square
things.”

“Ten dollars! You heard me. I've worked
this week, and I've earned it.”

“But how about the lease? We’ve got to go on
paying $22.50 a month for six more months.”

“They won’t collect it from me,’’ Sam said, with
conviction. ‘‘Springham won’t see me again after
one o'clock. I think I've lost enough fooling
around here since August.”

“Are you leaving me to pay it all?”’ The cup
was in Bert’s hand and he was drying it without
being conscious of the act.

“I'm not asking you to pay anything, am I?
All I know is that this business has got all it’s
going to get out of me.”

“How about Old Man Clud’s note?”’ Bert de- .
manded desperately. ‘“He was in here a little
while ago. He says he’ll go to my father. You've
got to pay half of that now. It comes dut Mon-
day. This is a partnership.”

A look of sly craft came down like a veil over
Sam’s features. ‘“Partnership? Yes; in some
things. But not on that note.”

“Why not?”

‘“Because that’s not a partnership note. You
signed it alone. That makes it a personal note. 1
have nothing to do with it. Just the same I'll do

203

| 4

Google



QUINBY AND SON

something for you. I didn’t think you'd give me
that ten dollars; I came in on a chance. Keep
the ten dollars and put it toward the note money.
That'’s as far as I'll go.”

He swung the handbag out of the way of his
knees and turned to go. The ice in Bert was be-
ginning to change to the rage of one who finds him-
self miserably tricked, deftly hoodwinked, shame-
lessly swindled.

“You had that in your mind all the time,” he
said thickly.

“I didn’t. I ran across that in the book the
other night in the chapter on partnership agree-
ments. You ought to read up more about busi-
ness.’’

“But you know it was understood that we were
to pay that note!”

“Show it to me in writing. You can’t. In busi-
ness nothing counts but written agreements unless
you have witnesses to a verbal contract.”

“You mean . . .” Bert found the words chok-
ing in his throat. ‘“You mean you’re going to play
the skunk and skin out of this?”

“What a sucker I'd be,” Sam said in scorn, “to
hand over money when I don’t have to. You want
to wake up. It isn’t my fault you left me out of
that note, but I'd be a fool not to take advantage
of it. Well, I've got to hustle along or I'll miss
my train.”

Something violent broke loose in Bert at the
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cold-blooded treachery. The cup was still in his
hand. Without a clear realization of what he did,
without a thought as to consequences, he hurled it
at the head going through the doorway.

The cup found its mark. Sam’s hat flew up-
ward, and the bag dropped from his hand. His
knees sagged, his step stumbled. A moment he
stood swaying; then he sprawled forward and lay
on his face out in Washington Avenue in the rain.
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CHAPTER X
MOMENT after throwing the cup Bert

A would have given all he possessed in the
world to have stopped it in its flight.
With Sam lying in the street, sanity came back and
drove the violence from his blood. There was a
rear door to the store . . . another boy might
have run. But though a trembling fear was fast
overwhelming him he held his ground. There
was in him, in some ways, what Tom Woods
would have called ‘“‘the courage to take his medi-
cine.”

A moment before Sam staggered out through
the doorway, Washington Avenue was a deserted,
rain-swept thoroughfare; a moment later a crowd
was beginning to gather. They came running,
giving tongue to a weird, low murmur of excite-
ment. Bert heard voices: “What happened to
him? His head i1s cut. Who hit him? Stand
back, there, and give him air!” There was a
sudden movement at one edge of the crowd, and it
broke and fell away. Policeman Glynn pushed his
way through.

Bert, forcing himself to move, went down to the
door. Had he hurt Sam badly? It didn’t seem
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possible that a cup could do much damage. The
door was still open. He laid one hand on the
knob, and clutched it, and stood there at the edge
of the gathering.

The coming of the policeman had brought order
out of confusion. Two men bent down and lifted
the clerk to his feet. His eyes opened, and he
came back to consciousness, and struggled to find
his balance. Bert, from his heart, breathed a
prayer of relief. |

“What happened to you?”’ Policeman Glynn
asked. “Did you fall?”

“I was hit,”” Sam said weakly.

“By what "’

“I don’t know.”

“Who hit you?”

Sam’s eyes roved about the circle of faces. ‘‘He
did,” he said, and pointed to Bert in the door-
way.

“You,” said Policeman Glynn, and shook his
head. ‘“‘Bad business. I always thought you were
one of the nice, easy lads who would never give a
peep of trouble. I'll have to take you in if this
gentleman’s going to make a complaint.”

Sam was rapidly recovering. ‘“You can bet I'm
going to make a complaint. He assaulted me. 1
hadn’t done anything to him. I was walking out
and he hit me with something.”

The policeman stooped and picked up half of
the cup. “This it?” he asked Bert. The boy
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nodded, and the officer stuck the fragment in his
pocket and began to give businesslike directions.
“You get to a doctor and have your head looked
after. It may need a bandage. After that come
down to the station and sign a complaint.”

Half a dozen sympathetic voices in the crowd
spoke up and oftered to take Sam to Dr. Elman’s
ofice. When he moved off, walking a bit un-
steadily, a few of the bystanders went with him.
The majority remained to watch the next act of
the drama. Arrests were few and far between
in peaceful Springham. They did not want to miss
this one.

Policeman Glynn beckoned to Bert. ‘You'll
have to come with me.”

Bert got his hat and coat and locked the door.
As he stepped away he saw Bill Harrison on the
outside of the crowd. Bill swung around and
hobbled away as fast as he could on his crutch.

The distance to the police station in the munici-
pal building was four blocks, and the group that
followed policeman and prisoner grew as it went
along. At the second corner Peg Scudder joined
the escort. Clamoring voices told him the na-
ture of the trouble. Peg made haste to come
abreast of Bert.

“So you beaned him with a cup, did you?”

Bert made no answer.

“Blast me, but I didn’t think you had spunk
enough for such a trick. What did he do, give you
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some fresh lip? Why didn’t you bend a chair
over his knob? That would have rattled him up
some. My old man was a great hand at cleaning
up a gang with a chair.”

Bert’s eyes besought the guardian of the law,
and Policeman Glynn stuck his club persuasively
into Peg’s ribs. |

““Run along,” he commanded. ‘“Nobody sent
for youu When we want your advice we'll ask
for it.”

Peg made haste to drop back among the crowd.
The incident was not without its effect on Bert.
Bill Harrison had shunned him. Peg Scudder,
town bully and loafer, drunkard and general no-
account, saw in his arrest a claim to brotherhood.

A vision of a barred cell came to Bert as he en-
tered the municipal building. Policeman Glynn
led him down a small corridor and turned in
through a door to the left. A sergeant in uniform
was behind a long high desk down at one end and
along one wall was a board 'heavily tacked with
circulars advertising the features and histories of
criminals wanted in difterent parts of the country.
Bert hastily turned his eyes away from the board.

The sergeant, writing in a big book, lifted his
head. ‘“‘What’s the charge, Officer ?”

“Assault and battery,” said Policeman Glynn.

The words had a sinister sound. Bert hung his
head; but not before the sergeant had peered over
the top of the high desk and had noted him.
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“Are you Mr. Quinby’s boy? Nice mess you've
got yourself into. What was it, street fight ?”

“He let go a cup at that fellow who was running
the store with him,” said the policeman. ‘‘Some-
body took the lad to Dr. Elman’s to get fixed up.”

The sergeant reached for a telephone and gave
a number. “Dr. Elman? Sergeant Rockwell
speaking. How is that fellow who came in to get
his head dressed? Doesn’t amount to much?
Thank you.”

“You're a lucky boy,” Policeman Glynn said in
an undertone.

The sergeant caught the words. ‘“Lucky 1s
right. Suppose you had fractured his skull?
That would be nice, wouldn’t it? How now,
Officer? Is that fellow going to come over from
the doctor’s office and sign a complaint? All right.
Here, Quinby ; sit over there on that bench. How
about Mr. Quinby, Officer? Does he know any-
thing about this? You'd better go down and tell
him.”

Bert wet his lips, and walked over to the bench
and sat down. His father! A cell lost its terror.
He would rather go to a cell than face the meet-
ing that must soon come.

By and by there was a shuffle of feet along the
corridor. He steeled himself. But it was Sam,
his head bandaged, accompanied by two of the
men who had gone with him to Dr. Elman’s. The
clerk signed a paper. Bert knew it was the com-
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plaint. There was some talk up at the big desk;
he did not hear it. Then Sam went out without
looking at him, and he was left alone upon his
bench.

A clock on the wall ticked with noisy emphasis.
He shifted his position. A shadow seemed to fall
across the floor. He looked up. His father,
stern and rigid, stood before him.

“Arrested,” Mr. Quinby said as though talking
to himself. ‘“You've done it this time, haven’t
you? One thing after another, and now this. A
prisoner in a police station. They tell me Sam
was lying senseless in the street. Did you do it?”

“Yes, sir.”

““Carted through the streets by a policeman
with the rabble of the town following.” Abruptly
the man walked over to the desk and spoke to
Sergeant Rockwell. Justice of the Peace Man-
ning, it developed, would sit at eight o’clock that
night, and the case would then go to a hearing.

“I’ll release him in your custody, Mr. Quinby,”
the sergeant offered, ‘‘if you'll have him here again
at that hour.”

“Let him stay here,”” Mr. Quinby said shortly,
“and learn his lesson.” On the way out he paused
an instant before his son. ‘“A nice story to take
home to your mother, isn’t 1t ?”’

A here came to Bert, as the minutes passed, the
most lonesome feeling that can overwhelm either
man or boy—the feeling of having been discarded
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and deserted. Policeman Glynn came back, made
a report at the desk, and paused beside the bench.

“Had any dinner?” he asked.

“No, sir.”

“Got any money? I'll send you in a cup of
coffee and a sandwich, and you can pay the man
when he brings it.”

Bert said he was not hungry. Something in
Policeman Glynn’s gruftf bearing told him of the
officer’s unspoken sympathy. “Will . . . will
they send me to jail?”’ he asked.

“Well, now, I'm not saying you don’t deserve
it, but I don’t see the use of worrying a kid who’s
plainly sorry for what he's done. The Judge
doesn’t usually send boys to the county jail.”

Some of the load left Bert’s heart. The clock
said half-past four, and the short winter twilight
was turning to night. Three and a half more
hours to wait! He fell to thinking of his mother,
and for the first time felt the sting of a tear. So
that the sergeant might not see this sign of emo-
tion he turned his head away.

And then a familiar voice fell upon his ear.

“Good evening, Sergeant. Have you a boy
here named Quin . . .”

Bert jumped to his feet. ‘‘Mr. Woods.”

The Butterfly Man crossed the room with half
a dozen quick strides. ‘‘Bert, old man, I'm sorry
to see you in a fix like this. I didn’t think things
would go this far. Bill Harrison saw you ar-
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rested, and legged it for a telephone to let me
know. I was out at the time; he kept after me
until I answered. I got the car and came right
down.”

So that was why Bill had stumped away. I
might have known he wasn’t running away from
me,”’ Bert said.

“Who? Bill? Bill would never run out on a
friend. Now, let’s get at the bottom of this. Is
Sam seriously hurt ¢’

“Only a cut on the head.”

““That’s good to begin with. How did it
happen ?”

Bert told him the story, beginning with the visit
and the proposals of Old Man Clud, and ending
with the attack on Sam.

The Butterfly Man’'s face was grave. “Sam was
on his way out of the store?”

“Yes, sir.”

‘““Then you hit him from behind.”

Bert sighed and, after a moment, dropped his
head. .

“There, there!” the man said gently. “Forgive
me, Bert; but hitting from behind always has a
bad ring. I guess you didn’t think.”

“I didn’t think of anything,” the boy answered,
“except that he was walking out free and leaving
me to face everything. It made me wild, and I
threw what was in my hand.”

“Does your father know?”
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A nod.

““Has he been in to see you?”

Another nod.

“Wouldn't they let him give bail for you until
you have a hearing?”

‘““‘He said I could stay here and learn my lesson.”
Something sullen crept into his words, and their
purport was to accuse his father of a grievous
crime. Up to this point he had been a penitent,
sorry for what he had done, a-tremble as to the
outcome, accepting his father’s action as no more
than he could expect. But Tom Woods’ pres-
ence, the fact that the man had ridden far to
reach him, made the contrast of his father’s deser-
tion a bitter and resentful pill. Self-pity, always
quick to flower in a boy, pictured him as a martyr
to outrageous fortune.

. The Butterfly Man, apparently, paid no heed.
He fumbled through his pockets and found his
pipe and tobacco.

‘“Bert,” he asked quietly, “did it ever dawn on

» _ you that it might be a mighty good thing for you

to learn the lesson? You’ve been hit pretty hard,
but you had it coming to you. You've been riding
on the edge of a volcano, and at last the volcano
has spat fire and you're looking for someone to
bind your wounds and tell you you’re a poor,
abused lamb. This is no time for honey and
molasses; this 3s a time for plain, straight talk.
You've been up to your eyes in trouble for months.
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Why? You think because luck was against you.
That’s only half the story. You’ve been in trouble
because you threw your father overboard. You're
sitting in a police station to-night with a charge
over your head because you told the captain of the
ship he' didn’t know the landmarks. You took the
wheel and tried to be your own pilot, and you've
landed on the rocks.”

Coming from Tom Woods, staunch friend and
whimsical comrade, the attack was staggering.
Bert’s confidence of consolation gave way to dis-
may. Shaken and jarred, he could only stare and
try in his bewilderment to reason what had hap-
pened. “You're turning against me, too,”’ he said
miserably.

“Bosh!” said Tom Woods. ‘“That’s baby talk:
Nobody went out and dug a hole for you and in-
vited you to fall in. You dug the hole your-
self. And you’ve been a long time digging it.
Let’s go back to the beginning. When you
and Sam started out together, what was in your
mind? You saw success. For whom? For
yourself. You were going to show people what a
great fellow you were. And what were your
father’s thoughts when he started his business?
Did you ever stop to think about that? He was
looking years ahead. He was seeing the day when,
instead of battling the world for a foothold, you'd
find a pinnacle waiting, a tower of success built by
his hands all ready for you. Every time he looked
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at his sign he was thinking of the day when it
Would read ‘Quinby and Son’ and he and you
would be in there working, planning and achieving
together. What did that mean to you? Nothing.
You thought so little of it that you wouldn’t put
your shoulder to the wheel and push when you
were needed. He had to fire you and hire an out-
sider in your place. Did you ever stop to think
how he must have felt about that? Sam’s deser-
tion angered you so much that you knocked him
senseless. Yet you deserted your father. What
right have you to whine if he deserts you now?”’

Bert, smarting, was stung to angry speech. “Is
this what you came to Springham for?”

“You came to me for advice several times. Are
you one of those soft fellows that wants only talk
that runs their way? Buck up and do some
straight thinking. You've come to a point where
you've got to think straight. You brought me
your troubles; and yet I might move away from
here to-morrow and in six weeks forget all about
you. You pinned your faith on Sam, and Sam
played you for a fool. And the one man who'll
be with you all his life, who'’ll always make your
troubles his, who'd risk his life to-morrow to drag
you out of danger, was never consulted. That
man was your father. In all the world what other
man will you find who'll care for you as he cares?
And what kind of consideration have you given
him?"’
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The boy was silent.

“Who would have a greater desire to see yo¥
succeed? Yet, when Sam broached this service
idea, what did you do? One question, one request
for advice, and your father could have saved you
all the worry you've been through. Of course he
knew you were riding toward disaster. I knew it.
Even Bill Harrison knew it. But then it was too
late. You had closed the door and had shut out
your best friend. You told him he wasn’t wanted.
You ordered him out of your affairs. You told
him, in eftect, that you valued the judgment of Sam
more than all the counsel he could give you. And
now you find that Sam’s judgment was just about
the rottenest egg in the basket. Don’t you wish
you had gone to your father at the start?”

The boy’s lips quivered.

“That wasn’'t the only time you threw him
down, Bert. The day I stepped in to see the store
I read a quick finish. What would happen then I
didn’t know, but I knew you’d need somebody
strong enough for you to lean on. 1 made you
promise to go to your father if anything queer
turned up. Instead you pushed him aside again
and went to Clud. One suggestion then of what
was in your mind and he’d have moved heaven
and earth to have saved you from the hands of
that shark. Ignoring him completely, turning
your back upon the salvation he could have
brought you, you went out and contracted a debt
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that he might be called upon to pay. If you had
asked him, out of his wisdom he could have steered
you into safe channels. You should have asked
him. But you didn’t do it. You cast aside his
protecting arm, and to-night Clud has you in his
clutches. To-night you're waiting to stand trial
in a police court. To-night your father's at home
eating out his heart in grief and disappointment.
Don’t you wish now that you had gone to him at
the start?”’

“Yes,” said the boy in a shaky whisper.

““Then you'’ve got to go to him the first chance
you get and make a manful confession that you've
been a fool. You've got to square things and
stand right in his eyes. You've got to make him
feel that all through the future he'll be able to
depend upon you.”

“He . . . he’ll think I'm saying it just be-
cause. . . .

“Bert,” the Butterfly Man broke in gently,
“‘you don’t know much about fathers.”

“I guess,” the boy faltered, “I don’t know much
about anything.”

“If you know that much,” Tom Woods said
with a return of his old humor, “you’re beginning
to know a lot. How old are you?”

Bert told him.

“You’re in luck. I was thirty before I realized
I didn’t know anything, and then there was nobody
to go to. My dad was gone. Yours is still here.
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Think that over. I’'ve got an errand or two that
will keep me busy for a while.”

“You’ll be here when. . . .”

“When you face the scratch? Yes; I'll be here.
I want to see how certain things are going to
break.”

Out in Washington Avenue the man turned
down the street as though he knew exactly where
he was going. He made one pause . . . at a
men’s furnishing store temporarily in charge of a
placid, uninspiring, but dependable clerk. Ten
minutes later he mounted a stoop and rang the
door-bell of a house. A woman opened the door.

“Mrs. Quinby?” he asked.

“Yes.” It was plain that she wondered who he
might be.

“We are both interested,” he said gravely, “in
a very fine boy who finds himself in trouble. My
name 1s Thomas Woods. May I come in?”

She held the door wide for him in quick wel-
come, for his praise of Bert had reached her
troubled heart. Up the hall, near the dining room
doorway, a harassed man stood and surveyed him.

“Tom Woods! Are you the man who deals in
butterflies ?”’

“Yes. Rather queer business, isn’t it ?”’

‘“Rather,” Mr. Quinby agreed coldly. “Bert
has spent quite a bit of time out at your place.
Were you one of those who encouraged him in the
mad things he’s done?”
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“Don’t you think,” Tom Woods said, “that
you're a little bit late asking that question? You
don’t know me from the King of Denmark. If I
walked into your store to-night and requested
you to sell me a suit of clothes on credit, what
would you do?”

“I’d demand references. I'd want to know
something about you.”

“Exactly. But you permitted Bert to stay over
night at my place and never inquired what caliber
of man I was. I couldn’t have one of your suits,
but I could have your boy. Isn’tit rather late to
probe into what my influence over him has been?”

A flush of anger was rising in Mr. Quinby’s
cheeks. ‘“Do you know anything about what
caused this thing to-day?”

“Yes; do you?”

“NO.,’

“You saw him at the police station.”

“He didn’t tell me. He reserves his confidences
for those outside the family.”

“Did you,” Tom Woods said sharply, ‘“bother
to ask him? Great Christopher, don’t you know
your own son? Is there anything about him that
would stamp him as a thug? Something must
have happened to fire him enough to commit an
assault. What was it? You don’t know? You
didn’t even take the trouble to get his side of the
story. You've condemned him without a hear-

. ”
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“Mary.” Mr. Quinby’s voice was of ice.
“Will you please open the door for the gentle-
man? He wants to go.”

“Just a moment,” Tom Woods said quietly.
“I do not want to go, but I will go if you insist.
I have nothing to gain by this interview. I have
always thought that the greatest tragedy in the
world is for mothers and daughters, fathers and
sons, to drift apart. Ninety-nine times out of a
hundred it’s such a ghastly, unnecessary blunder.
Bert, without meaning to, has let me read a lot
between the lines. I knew that you and he were
pulling in opposite directions. Often, when the
chance arose, I asked him to come to you. He
didn’t; and the fact that he didn’t means that there
was something wrong. Who was wrong, you or
he? Do you want this thing to go on? My liking
for the boy is sincere. There's wonderful stuff
in him. I want to see him what he ought to be—
his father’s pal. But if his father objects to hear-
ing me I can only go my way and wonder why
men are sometimes so blind in dealing with the
persons they love the most.”

All the time he had been speaking Mrs Quin-
by’s eyes had never left his face. Still looking at
him she went down the hall and put out a hand
and found her husband’s arm.

“Harry!” she said. “He is Bert’s friend.”

“Stay,” said Mr. Quinby after a moment of
silence, and led the way into the dining room.
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There he sat and stared with fixed gaze across
the table.

“How did this thing happen?” he asked at
last.

“The business had failed,” Tom Woods an-
swered. ‘““They were at the end of their rope.
Last November they were up against the wall;
but Sam said that the Christmas season would put
them on their feet and Bert believed him. All
they needed, Sam said, was money to tide them
over. Bert went out and got the money; but in-
stead of borrowing in the name of the firm, he
unthinkingly borrowed in his own name. To-day
Sam refused to bear his share of the loss. Sam
was on his way out of the store to take a train
for the city when Bert, furious at the treachery,
threw what he had in his hand. It happened to
be a cup.”

“You said Bert borrowed money. Whom did

he borrow it from?”

“Clud.”

“Clud!” Mr. Quinby sprang to his feet. *I
told him not to go near Clud. 1 warned him.
And instead of listening to me. . . . It's been
that way for months. He’s ignored every word
I've spoken to him and done as he pleased. I
wash my hands of him. Let him take his medi-
cine. Next time, perhaps, he'll heed my words.”

“Next time?’ The Butterfly Man shook his
head. “If you desert him now there may never
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be a next time. If you fail him now, he may never
seek you out again. Can’t you see that to-night,
sitting in that police station among the utter ruin
of his hopes, he’s at a crossroads of his life?”

“I see it,” said Mrs. Quinby.

Mr. Quinby, after a moment, sighed and sat
down. ‘It seems,’” he said bitterly, “that a father
1s not supposed to have any feelings.”

“Feelings?” Tom Woods leaned across the
table. ‘“He must have feeling and understand-
ing, sympathy and wisdom, patience and faith.
There isn’t a bigger job in the world than being a
father, and there isn’t a job that is so often
slighted. If a man has a business that’s going bad
he’ll sit up all night with it, plan and scheme for
ways and means to put it on its feet, stick to it
through years of discouragement, and call no ef-
fort too great that ofters a chance for success.
But let his boy kick over the traces and his
patience evaporates, his faith wabbles, his sym-
pathy dies, his understanding clouds, and he says,
‘I wash my hands of you.” He doesn’t say this to
his business; yet if his business failed he might
resurrect it. But failure with his son might be
failure forever.

“Great Christopher! what have you been think-
ing of? Father and son live in different worlds.
The man sees life through the dearly-bought wis-
dom of experience; the boy sees only a fairyland
in which everything is honest, and true, and pos-
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sible. The father expects the boy to come over to
his world, and the boy can’t do it. It is the father
who must go to the boy’s world. He must make
himself part of it and try to understand it. And
yet how many do it? Did you?”

“Didn’t I?” Mr. Quinby asked.

“You did not. Were you ever a boy? Can't
you go back to your own boyhood and marvel at
some of the wild ideas that came to you? This
1dea of business came to Bert, and he followed it.
And what then? Did you stop to think that,
after all, his was only a boy's brain? No; you
expected him to see the situation just as you saw
it. Instead of sitting down with an air of man to
man and showing him in black and white, with
pencil and paper, how impossible it all was, you
adopted an air of injured dignity and drove him
into a shell of silence and distrust. Even after he
was committed to the plan, after the store was
open, he was still your son—the most precious
thing you own in the world. A chasm had formed
between you. Did you try to bridge it? No.
You never went into his place, never showed any
interest in it, never gave any sign of good will,
never prepared for the day when, the timbers of
the crazy, flimsy, mistaken structure down about
his ears, he would be glad to come to you as to a
haven.

““And when the day of disaster came, he didn’t
come to you. You had predicted failure, and had
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sat back and had waited for it so that you could
prove to him that you had known what was best.
A man matching his wisdom against that of a
boy! Put yourself in his place. Failure was the
last thing he wanted to own up to. You had fash-
ioned things in his mind so that he felt he could
not come to you with a manly admission that he
had made a mistake, but had to come with none
of his pride left. He was too sensitive, stubborn
and high-spirited for that. He took a chance on
winning out and went to Clud, and Clud squeezed
him. When the crash came he found that Clud
had used him for an easy mark, and that Sam had
played him false. And to-night, sitting alone in
the police station, he hasn’t even got you.

“You should be there with him. Did you ever
read the parable of the Prodigal Son? It’s a
father’s job to stand by, to help a boy over the
rough places, to follow him afar if he wanders, to
keep a guiding hand on the elbow even when the
elbow is pulled away, to bind up his wounds when
he’s hurt. Of course he’s going to make mis-
takes. He's going to aggravate you and get your
blood boiling; and there will be times you'll feel
that you'd like to beat sense into him with a club,
and that you've failed at every turn, and that the
whole game isn’t worth the candle. A tough
job? Yes. A thanklessjob? Often. But you've
got to stay with it until some day you lead him to
sanity and wisdom, until some day you can take
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your hand away and let him walk alone secure in
the knowledge that his head is level and his think-
ing straight. That is the hour of reward, for in
that hour he knows what your help has meant.

“And you talk of washing your hands of him.
Have you ever heard boys say ‘My old man has no
use for me?’ Great Christopher, man, suppose he
washes his hands of you?”

The room fell into silence. A heightened color
had come into Mrs. Quinby’s cheeks. Her lips
were moving without sound. When her husband
glanced at her, a look of thoughtfulness deepened
on his face.

“When does that Clud note fall due?’’ he asked
at last. ‘

“Monday,” Tom Woods told him.

‘““‘Has Clud been to see Bert?”

“To-day.”

“Did Clud threaten him?”

“Yes.”

Mr. Quinby’s hands opened and closed as
though they itched to crush something. “How
big i1s the note?”

““One hundred and seventy-five dollars.”

The man took a check book from his pocket
and wrote out a check for the amount. ‘“Woods,”
he asked, ‘“‘will you do me a favor? Will you
see that Clud gets this? If I go into his office,
I'm liable to do him harm.” He arose, leaned
over his wife’s shoulder, and kissed her on the
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cheek. “Everything’s all right,” he said; ‘“I'm
going to Bert.”

“Good luck,” said the Butterfly Man.

Mr. Quinby smiled an uncertain smile.

““I'hanks to you,” he said, I think it will be good

luck . . . now.”
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CHAPTER X1

ting technicalities of law to have called Jus-

tice of the Peace Manning a judge. Yet
“Judge’ was the title Springham gave him. How-
ever, the town suffered no illusions. It never be-
lieved that he knew much law, and still less did he
believe it himself. A dignified jurist, sitting on
the bench of a county or a district court, would
have been amazed at his processes. He was not
above eating an apple while a case was under-
going trial, and often he sat in his shirt sleeves
and called complainants and defendants by their
given names. Occasionally, when pompous law-
yers from the city came before him to defend
some one who had enough money to engage high-
“priced legal talent, the visiting lights gnashed their
teeth and groaned in impotent fury at the way he
swept aside legal formalities and got down to
bedrock. For Judge Manning was interested only
in getting at the truth, and it made no difference
to him how he got at it. Springham was satisfied
with his methods, and reélected him time and
again with monotonous regularity.
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At half-past seven the judge came to the mu-
nicipal building and entered the room, across the
hall from the police station, where he held court.
He was followed by a motley collection of idlers,
loiterers and curiosity seekers, eager for what-
ever excitement the night’s trials might produce.
Peg Scudder brought up the rear, wet from the
rain but apparently unmindful of discomfort. He
saw Bert on his bench, put his tawny head in
through the doorway, took note of the sergeant,
and withdrew across the hall to the court room.

Bert’s heart began to throb with apprehension.
In another half-hour the charge against him would
be read, and he would have to face it. The But-
terfly Man had said that he would be back. The
boy glanced at the clock. Twenty-five of eight!
A nervous dread shook him. Suppose Tom
Woods was delayed.

- The sergeant, gathering up a batch of papers,
stepped across the hallway to the court room and
left him alone. He was cramped from his long
confinement on the bench, and the tremor in his
nerves made him restless. The windows at the
front end of the station looked down upon the
street, and he walked the length of the room and
stood gazing at the wet pavement. At any other
time he might have thought the dripping Janu-
ary scene dreary; but now the outdoors repre-
sented a freedom from which the law had torn
him and held him pending judgment.
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A man, shielded under an umbrella, came down
the street and mounted the municipal building
steps.

“Tom Woods,” Bert said in relief. Then the
umbrella came down and revealed his father’s
face.

This time all fear of meeting his father was
engulfed by a more powerful emotion. A feeling
that he had never known before—a desire to tell
his faults in a torrent of words and throw himself
upon his father’s strength and mercy, swept over
him. He was already halfway down the room
toward the door when Mr. Quinby came into the
station.

“Dad!” he said. “Dad, I. .. .”

“There, Bert.” His father had him by the

hand. “Everything’s going to be straightened
out. Iknow. We’'re going to wipe the slate clean
and start afresh, and nothing like this will ever
happen again.”

He had not expected to be met like this ; but the
Butterfly Man had said, “You don’t know
fathers.” The comfort of it ran through him
and gave him strength.

‘“Being arrested is only part of it, Dad. You
don’t know it all. I went to Mr. Clud. . . .”

“And borrowed $175. I know all about that.
You can forget Clud. Hbe’s been paid. That's
done.”

“You paid him,” Bert said, and stared as
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though seeing his father in a light that had
never shone over hint before.

“Are you surprised?”’ the man asked. “Did
you think I'd leave you in a trap like that and not
come to your aid? We must have gone far off
the road, Bert, to have come to such a pass.”

“I was the one who got off the road,” the boy
protested miserably. “It was all my fault. I
should have gone to you. . . .”

“It was both our faults. We saw things from
different angles. I probably expected too much
from you; you didn’t have the courage to expect
enough from me, and I couldn’t have given it to
you, probably, because I didn’t understand. To-
morrow, the next day, every day, I want you to
know that you can always come to me if you need
help or advice.”

““And if I begin to make a fool of myself,” Bert
choked, “you just grab me and put me right.”

“I'll try to,” said Mr. Quinby. *“With Clud
out of the way, how do you stand? Any other
debts?”’

“Oh!” Bert had forgotten, and dismay seized
him. ‘‘We signed a year’s lease on the store and
it had six more months to run.”

“At how much a month?”’

‘““T'wenty-two dollars and a half.”

““That makes $135.”” The man winced a bit
and then, remembering, caught himself. ‘“We'll
charge it up to experience. I've learned some-
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thing to-day, and so have you. It’s cheap at the
price.”

Bert, speaking with respect and finality, re-
fused to recognize any such bargain. ‘“You
pulled me out,” he said, “but it isn’t fair to make
you stand it all. I've got to pay you back. I'll
come to the store on Saturdays and help around.
I'll work there all during vacation. Whatever
I'm worth can go toward Mr. Clud and the lease
money."’

“It isn’t necessary, Bert. I told you a moment
ago some things are cheap at the price. I'm not
a Clud.”

“It was my mistake,” Bert said with a new grav-
ity, “‘and I ought to make good.”

“Half, then,” Mr. Quinby said suddenly.
““This 1s a partnership, and I demand a partner’s
right. We'll split it.”

Partnership! Bert thrilled. That was difer-
ent. Quinby and Son! ‘“Half, then,” he agreed.

At that moment Sergeant Rockwell appeared in
the doorway and told them that Judge Manning
was ready to hold court.

Walking side by side, father and son crossed
the hall. Bert was conscious of a sea of faces
staring at him from the spectators’ benches. Then
the mass of faces faded out and only two re-
mained—Bill Harrison, back toward the rear,
plainly concerned, and Tom Woods in about the
middle of the court room. The Butterfly Man
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gave him a quick, almost imperceptible, nod of en-
couragement.

Bert found a vacant place on the first bench and
slid into a seat. Back of him arose a2 quick mur-
mur of voices; his ears burned. Seated behind a
high desk, Judge Manning held an animated dis-
cussion with Policeman Glynn. Promptly at eight
o'clock the judge rapped sharply with a gavel,
and as though by magic the murmur of voices
ceased.

““This court,” the judge announced, “is now in
session.’’

The first case had to do with a man who had
not cleaned snow and ice from his sidewalk.

“Any excuse?”’ the judge demanded.

The man had none.

“Two dollars fine. After this hire a boy to
shovel your walk for seventy-five cents. It's
cheaper, and may save somebody a broken leg.
- Next case, the State against Fred Ralston, charge
reckless driving. Officer Glynn, you made the
arrest. Be sworn.”

Officer Glynn took oath to tell the truth, the
whole truth, and nothing but the truth. Ralston,
it appeared, had driven his automobile up on the
sidewalk, and had narrowly missed hitting a
woman and a child.

“Well, Fred,” said the judge, ‘“how about
this? Was the road so narrow you couldn’t see
it?”
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“No, Judge. A fellow called to me and I
turned my head to see who he was. Next thing I
knew I was climbing over the curb.”

“How long have you been driving a car?”

“Two years.”

““And don’t know enough yet to watch the road?
How long were you looking the other way?”

“Not more than five seconds.”

““Then I'm afraid we’ll have to make it two
dollars a second. " A fine of ten dollars may make
you more careful in the future. Next case, Sam-
uel Sickles against Herbert Quinby, charge as-
sault and battery.”

Bert stood up and found that his knees were
seized with a strange fit of trembling. It was
only a few steps from his bench to the railing in
front of the judge’s desk, but the distance seemed
to sap him and to leave him weak. A sweat broke
out along his forehead; the shufling of the spec-
tators seemed to come to his ears as from a great
distance. And then he felt an arm pressed
against his—his father’s arm.

Judge Manning stared down from his seat of
power and looked at the complaint in doubt.
“How about this, Harry,” he said. “You're not
mentioned in these papers. Are you mixed up in
this case?”

“No, your Honor,” Mr. Quinby answered.
“My boy is in trouble and I'm here to see him
through it.™
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“Well, where’s the complainant? Samuel
Sickles | '

No answer.

“Sickles, step forward.”

But no one came forward in answer to the sum-
mons.

Judge Manning ran an irritable hand through
his straggly wisp of beard. ‘“Who took this
complaint? You, Sergeant? Did the complain-
ant know he was to be here at eight o’clock? Did
you tell him?”

- “I told him the time,” Sergeant Rock