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CHAPTER I

—l—-

— Waif

There was a* quiet urge in her veins

that took her to John Levington. It

was a gray-feathered night in spring,

and she refused to turn back. John

held her hands tn his, and could not

accept as real the great beauty of the

world. He had been .writing verses as

usual when she came to his door, and

the gentle lines were as of her,

his Mary, his unattainable. Now the

flame that he loved shone forth in her.

She threaded her destiny with his. In

the dim. ddsty hallway outside his

door be found her arms about his

neck, and that springtide evening

flowered in their kiss.

Mary would not go back. Her family,

the proper Martins, had estranged her

when they refused to receive the man

of her choice. The fact that his verse

had once appeared in print served only

to whet their disapproval. He could

not make three hundred a year that

way. They would have no more of

him, and no further talk. A shining

new and silent electric had been

brought to the porte-cochere, and

long-desired pearls appeared on her

dressing-table. These gifts and their

bald object won only a storm from

Mary. When she had locked her

mother from the room, and had lain

upon the floor to think and resent,

the spring twilight had found her, had

touched her cheek and raised her

from the rug. It whispered to her,

and caused again the familiar tumult

in her heart. John, her poet! Twi-

light pressed the barb of desire in her

flesh; her thoughts were bitter-sweet

She admitted to herself that It was

not his writing she wanted, for he

might not be a great poet She for-

got his delicate praise of her eyes,

her light-brown hair, her young limbs.

All of that might fade some day. She

loved him the most for their moments

of silence. So, while the last robin

of the day caroled outside of her

window, and the soft dusk sank upon

the trees and lawn, she obeyed her

own heartland went to him.

“I will work,” be said, when they

went gaily down the stairs of the

rooming-house.

“You will write, John,” she said.

“Yes, and work with my hands, too.

for wages. I can make a song of it”

“Where shall we go now?” she

asked.

Before another sunset they had for

the name of the sallow minister

who bad sanctioned their joy.

They went to a small Michigan

town. John worked in a stove fac-

tory, and came home each night with

grimy face and bruised hands, to a

small house that was lit with happi-

ness. Mary was in a shining dream.

The world was a place of beauty and

tenderness and passion. John’s day-

labor was something to laugh at He

was strong, and his bench-mates never

suspected him of writing poetry. With

his beloved he would go down-town

on the summer evenings, carrying a

basket, to buy groceries. They found

delight In simple things in this small

Dowagiac, Michigan. Their cottage

was radiant with cleanliness. John

grew robust from his work. His pale-

blue eyes shown with a light from

within. He took lightly the mistakes

that often cost him a day’s wages.

There was enough. To him the uni-

verse was overflowing with sunlight.

Tho police came, but went away,

smiling and powerless. Then the old

butler from Mary’s house came, and

they-kept him overnight, until he for-

got his errand of malice, and found

himself gripping the hand of John

levington When they parted. The

butler dost his position, and later

Mary’s father came. Her mother,

aiaej-btlttbe mother remained in the

railway station, refusing to set eyes

upon the cottage. It would be enough

to ride back to the city with her silly

daughter.
’

Mr. Martin had stern

though kindly words for his girl, and

would not consent to remain to dinner,

when John would be home. Mary

bade him an affectionate good-bye.

Two silent parents returned to their

mansion alone, and their eyes were

blurred.

Mary’s (Jays were keenly and frankly

lived. On Sundays John wrote verses.

She remembered the night she had

gone to him, and laughed a little at

that early idea of love, which had

seemed so complete. Now she knew

it had been but a guess at the wide-

sweeping truth. Summer warmth

raced full through her body. Her

arms grew round, and she breathed

more deeply. The cosmic life and

beauty that were herself, Mary Lev-

ington, blossomed now.

In September, when the yellow

grasshoppers danced sigzag across the

scorched grass, and the sun ripened
the apples in the orchard around

Dowagiac, Mary began to breathe for

two. An overwhelming devotion pos-

sessed John Levington —his sacrament.

The flood of his desire seemed to have

reached the sea, and he lost himself

in adoration. He asked for nothing,

trying only to serve, to smooth the

way for his beloved and the coming

of her child.

Sometimes she would say to him:

“John, I almost believe Ifeel his pres-

ence, our new-comer —somebody so

friendly and brave. His personality—”
And John would nod quickly, timid-

ly, without speaking, for the miracle

was beyond his understanding, and the

*path of the gentle newcomer was not

all clear to him. A thousand lovely

gifts he had In mind for Mary and

her guest, but he could not buy them.

There was the lowly but Important

matter of coal to burn, first to be pur-

chased. His department in the fac-

tory had filled the warehouses, and

the men were laid off. There were

many cold sitting-rooms In Dowagiac,

many chill stoves; and In February

John was no better provided than his

comrades. The grocer had a way of

asking for payment courteous Sab-

bath-hound that he was, until he got

it; his wagon stopped no more In

front of the Le-ington’s. John cut

down a shade-tree for fuel to keep

Mary warm, and the neighbors were

good to her until he got out of jail,

where he went because unable to pay

the fine. Then he approached her

parents.
The new butler remembered instruc-

tions and carried them out ¦

‘There is no one to receive you,

sir.”

“I am out of work, and my wife

needs some things. I thought, per-

haps —”

•’You have been in jail, sir.”

•'Yes,” said John. “Will you let me

have a word with Mrs. Martin?”

“No, sir.”

“But my wife Is In need of so many

things and a baby is coming. Pm not

asking for myself. If you won’t let

me come in, you’ll tell Mrs. Martin

for me?”
a

A buzzer sounded within the house.

“Good-day. sir." The butler had

turned to answer the summons.

“You’ll take the message?” cried

John. The door clicked shut in his

face. 1

Before taking the train for Dowa-

giac, he sent a short letter to Mary’s
father.

In the little stove town again. he

trod through the fresh snow. The

chimney of his cottage was crested

white, and no smoke was there. Mary

was In her room. She had gone to

bed to keep warm. Clustered about

her, wrapped In shawls, were the

neighbor women, huskily commiserat-

ing. They turned accusing eyes upon

John as he entered. Somehow tluj

had learned of hie writing, and he was

condemned. He permitted “this poor

young thing, in that condition,” to

suffer want One especially soiled

lady had been coming twice every day

to see If Mary might not be getting
worse. In truth, Mary was. John

knew It He banished the harpies
from the room. Even the patent hap-

piness in Mary’s eyes seemed to re-

proach him, and he went out Into the

snow, fearing the gods of the slated

skies.

The city poormaster called, and

corn meal followed his visit There

was no sign from the city mansion.

Winter broke, and even the cold

was no longer a decent white. The

world was bedraggled and sodden.

John Levington’s dreams had wither-

ed, and any memory was pain.

For the young mother April was ap-

proach to a new country, gray, mys-

terious beyond any words, and in May

its subtle boundary reached.

Dowagiac’s city council took a hand

in the matter, having passed a resolu-

tion that luck was against'one John

Levington and his wife. The dirty

woman who dwelt next door came

oftener, until her visits left a trail

through the house. John could not

scrub it away. Mary went to the

hospital, her eyes radiant with heav-

en’s fever, and she never returned.

Of the four days that followed her

death, John retained only certain films

of horror. A (pink, puckered man-

child, placed in his arms a moment

and then taken away; black carriages

waiting before the house, coachmen

chosen from the village inebriates;

potted geraniums crowded in the liv-

ing-room to emphasize the hideous

casket —these made him a shade in an

unreal world, his home vanished. He

aged, and was silent After the black-

est of these days, he remained through

the night on Cemetery hill, pacing,

bareheaded, crossing and recrossing

the sacred earth that hid her.

He saw her as she had come to him

a year before, with springtide trem-

bling in her touch, soft May-fire in her

eyes. To-night in the darkness, be-

yond the faded hyacinths of ¦ older

sanctuaries, John Levington pressed

his cheek to the grass, and his heart

broke. He lived again the manner of

her love, impetuous and golden. His

hands groped out upon the sod. He

longed for her fragrant body. His

prayer for death was unanswered —

and the morning robins whistled and

mocked.

September came again to Dowagiac,

and John Levington was only a name

there. Winter closed in, tightened,

dragged past; and May arrived to

loosen the rheumatism in the house of

the untidy woman who continued to

live next to a vacant house. Yet

another September came, and the

Levington baby was, becoming an old

and tiresome story. The city council

withdrew in favor of an. orphans’

home. This would be all the same to

littleCon. But before they could send

him away, his father appeared in town.

John Levington bad darkened. He

was tanned about the eyes, and his

former bench-mates found him silent.

He was lean, almost gaunt, and the

light in his eyes was dim and shifty.

He had no more ,thought of verses.

Hie tension at which he lived did

not produce rhymes. He claimed his

son and they set out together.

Con was soberly pleased. The fast

and noisy train was a miracle. Best

of all, he did not need to be undressed

just at dark, which was the finest part

of the day.

Chicago meant only rain and a sniff

of beer on Dearborn street More

trains, warm weather, and sandwiches

with mustard. A—

In Memphis Con played with the

darky boys, while his father worked

on a truck. The juvenile blacks liked

the white infant, and tousled him with

friendly fists.

At the end of the alley was a high

board fence. The older boys were

always climbing over, but this was

denied Con. What was on the other

side? How many worlds of delicious

terror, and what passages in the gray

forbidden maze of Memphis? The

small white person pondered on the

alley stones, twisted his dress, and

sniffed the slrv.

He did not cry, because, his father

would come soon and give him a bath,

and they would eat supper together.

With a few dollars saved, John

Levington went on in the spring, and

the two-year-old rolled across the

plains in a day-coach, lulled by its

dusty rhythms, enchanted with the

reaches of space. Con discovered the

stars, but he was always too sleepy

to hold them, so the discovery was

endlessly new. Great snowy ranges

printed a wonder-story on the fresh

mind; the monster rocks were fab-

ulous In color and dimension.

A logging-train carried them around

the swelling base of Shasta, to a saw-

mill. John found here a sharp renewal

of his anguish, his sensibilities quick-
ened in the presencp of the mountain,

his old grief welling afresh in the

clean coolness. He tolled with the

loggers, while Con rode with the

driver of the banty-engine, or helped

the horses uphill by shouting. The

great peak across the gulf of air be-

came a part of the boy. He breathed

its purity. Men of the camp were

loud friends, the two women pleasant

large creatures, but the woods were

inexpressibly alluring, and the mount-

ain—that was fine! H?re he began

to know himself, to fl? his own Iden-

ity as something more than an answer

to the name Con. This food nourished

more than body.

When he was three, his father let

go their moorings; the old tide of rest-

less yearning swayed him, and they

went to San Francisco. John Leving-

ton could not forget. He dtank as

other men drink, but no cup was deep

enough. And there were other forms

of soul-dark to be had along Dory

street, where they dwelt—the gentle,

deep sins of the Orient. John Leving-

ton’s eyes seemed gradually to be sink-

ing into gray shadows. Little Con,

now a genuine companion, a very

honest young person, became more and

more him, though never draw-

ing a tithe of the other love.

They shipped to the Philippines, and

Con forgot all that had gone

except the mountain, and he thought

of that only when the waves ran high.

The steamer was a gray tramp,

wet inside and, full of smells.

There were sails, too, and Malays in

the crew. The cook was a Chinese

named Bill, and he screamed at Con—-

a mad laughter which only himself

and the small boy seemed to compre-

hend.

One still night In the harbor of

Elopura, when a dozen lights shone

Inshore through the gloom, and the

ship made gentle creaking sounds

above the falnf shore noises, a brown

Oelebean returned to the decks .very

drunk. He was in his home waters;

he would show that Chlney. Con was

with the cook, listening to fairy-stories

told in their original tongue, when the

drunk ripped the Chinese across with

a broad knife. Thus some old racial

grudge was settled. John Levington

found his son waiting patiently beside

the dead man. Con discovered that

stories are not always finished.

Solemnly he went to bed.

Con, Chee Ming and the

small leather sack.

(TO BE CONTINUED. 1)

She Threaded Her Destiny With His.

LOVE AND ADVENTURE IN AN UNKNOWN LAND

Every American youngster with red blood and an imagina-

tion has day dreams of traveling to a strange land; of finding

there a fair maiden ignorant of the world; of. bringing her

home in triumph; of teaching her to live and love. And here

you have the thrilling romance of such a man and maid—an

American with “imagination, vigor and a laugh,” and 18-year-

old Princess Helen of Tau' Kuan, Empire of the Yellow Sun,

beyond the Great Wan of China, older than the Tower of

Babel, hidden from the eyes of all the world.

Adventure! It’s in every column of this strange journey

on a strange quest through a strange land where the traders

and thieves, despite their ancient blood-feud, are always in

league against the traveler who would pass to the still

stranger land of Tau Kuan, where a strange people worship

the strange “Koresh,” with its odor of wine and cinnamon

and its sleep with dreams of bliss.

This is no travel guide-book. The characters are not

automatons. The hero is sophisticated and very human. The

heroine is unsophisticated and very unhappy. And there’s no

chaperon in this story. Also, for good measure, there’s an

Arab maiden, whose “lips are red and her robes but veils.”

“What would you do?” is a question you will ask yourself

more than once, be you man or woman reader.

Shape of Shells.

“Modern long-range shells are ci-

gar-shaped. They taper both at the

front and at the rear. This tapering
of the rear end is called ‘boat-tailing.*

You have noticed that racing automo-

biles have torpedo-shaped sterns. A

square-tailed shell or automobile is

actually held back at high speeds be-

cause of the, vacuum created behind

It by the velocity of its movement.

Tapering the tall leads the air gently

and easily Into the hole that the shell

or the racing car bores in the atmos-

phere and thus lessens vacuum’s Im-

peding grip on the flying object.”—Ev-

erybody’s Magazine.

Sure-Footed Goral.

Among the strange animals that

rame under the observation of Roy

Andrews. who conducted an expedition

into farther China for the Americas

Museum of Natural History, was the

goral, a mountain goat. “I have seen

a goral," says the explorer,“run at

full speed down the Side of a cliff that

appeared to be almost perpendicular."

London Cats.

Thirty thousand starving cats are

rescued from London streets every

year. They are painlessly killed, their

skins being used for muffs and glove*

—Brooklyn Eagla. 0

GOOD TALES
of the

CITICS
New System Results in Country Schools

CHICAGO. —Garrett Triezenberg, a

sixteen-year-old graduate of the

Evergreen Park school. Is a hustling

argument in favor of the back to the

farm movement. In two years, by

doing chores on a farm, selling .the

onion crop from one acre, and making

a profit of S3O on a pig which he

raised, Garrett has saved $1,596.

Garrett was one of thirty-nine grad-
uates of the new achievement classes

of the Cook county public schools,

who were awarded medals In the of-

fices of County Superintendent Ed-

ward J. Tobin. All of them, boys and

girls, have achieved distinction

through their earning capacity at gar-

dening, canning, sewing, music . and

baking.

The class was the first to graduate

under Superintendent Tobin’s new

system of combining practical and

theoretical study In the county

schools. The system provides for

seven country life directors, who have

charge of the. students the year

around, both at school and at home.

Tillie’ Guadagni, seventeen years

old and a graduate of the Stickney

school at State road and Seventy-

ninth street, has earned .almost as

much as Garrett. She boasts of a sav-

ing of $1,200, the result of canning.

She is saving her money for a college

education.

“My father has given me a plot of

ground in exchange for my help on

the farm,” she said. “I help him with

the hoeing and planting and weeding,

and in my spare time I takte care Of

my 25 by 425 feet of tomatoes. In the

winter I sew for the family.”

Elizabeth Vanderwall, fifteen years

old, of Blue Island, has no -bank ac-

count, but she has turned to good ad-

vantage what she has learned in the

achievement class.

“Mother was sick last winter, she

said, “and I was able to take care of

her and the family. I did all the cook-

ing. Then I sew all the clothes for

my two sisters, even their winter serge

dresses. I make mothers house

dresses.”

Face Slapped; Woman Scorned; Revenge!

SAN FRANCISCO. —Because he lost

his temper and slapped his girl’s
face, Anthony Filipo,’ alias Blake,

is in the city prison as a fugitive from

justice en route to Newark, N. J.,

where he is wanted in connection with

the murder of two men. With him is

his pal, Peter Ruggero, alias Jack

Stanley, alias Jack Rosenberg, want-

ed by Newark police in connection

with the same case. ? t

In a lover’s quarrel De Filipo

slapped the girl’s face and said, “I

ought to give you more.” . The slap

changed the girl from a trusting

sweetheart to a woman scorned. She

appeared at police headquarters.

“I know where there are two men

wanted for murder in Newark. I will

lead you to them provided you don’t

ask my name and will protect me

against their wrath,” she told the ser-

geant at the detective bureau. “It’s

all true, for they confided in me and

they have newspaper clippings on the

case.”

De Filipo and Ruggero were arrest-

ed. Newspaper clippings in their pos-

session told the story. Members of

two different “gangs”- happened upon

one another in the Florence Gardens,

an Italian restaurant in Newark, on

the night of March 26. A fight fol-

lowed and shots were fired. When the

police arrived the gangsters were dis-

persed and two men. were lying dead

on the floor. *

During a short courtship here, the

girl told the police, De Filipo confided

in her that he and Ruggero were want-

ed in connection with the double mur-

der. He said, according to the girl,

that his father is worth half a million

dollars and that as soon as the

trouble was smoothed over they would

go back together and his father would

settle part of the estate on him.

Her revenge complete at the sight

of De Filipo and Ruggero wearing

handcuffs, she left the hall of justice

to take the next train for Pleasanton,

she said, and live with her sister, who

is a nurse there.

English 'as She Is Taught, but Not Spoke

NEW
YORK—Don’t get scared when

this—unless you have

been too successfully violating the

Volstead act. It’s merely two ques-

tions put to the ’ students of the

Teachers’ college here in the gradu-

ating examinations: •
.

“If ontogeny invariably Ingermi-

nates phylogeny, circumscribe the

word giving the location of the Ourcq;

if not, underscore the word that lo-

cates the mandible.

“England Foot Utah Face Peru

France Arm India.

“If your answer to this question

were to be construed as an index of

your intelligence, what is the best

you could do under pressure?”
The which suggests that it’s no

wonder English is fast becoming the

universal language. So many ways

of saying the same thing, y’know.

Now, if you were a foreigner just

learning English and grabbed a dic-

tionary and undertook to translate, a

little .casual /work would possibly re-

sult about like this:'

If the history of the individual de-

velopmerit of an organism Always uni-

formly shoots the history of genealogi-
cal development, draw a line around

so as to touch at certain points with-

out cutting the spoken sign of a con-

ception exhibiting as a • product the

process of locating the Ourcq.; if not,

draw a mark under the single com-

ponent part of human speech that sets

in a particular position the anterior

pair of mouth organs of insects, crus-

taceans and related animals.

England Foot Utah Face Peru

France Arm India.

If your defense to this objection

were to be explained as to its gram-

matlcal construction as a table, for

facilitating reference to topics, names

and the like in a book of your news,

what is the most nearly perfect being

you can execute under a constraining

impulse?

Will Contains a “Voice From tKe Tomb”

PERTH AMBOY, N J—The will of

Joseph Kramer of Perth Amboy

will be contested by two members of

his family. The will calls for the di-

vision of the greater portion of the

estate, which is said to be large in

realty holdings, between his son, Ar-

thur, and another daughter, Esther

Kramer. There are also bequests to

the Perth Amboy City hospital and

the Jewish Memorial building fund.

After directing the division of the es-

tate the will reads:

“Expecting my will to be read by

my executors before my funeral, It is

my earnest wish that my wife, Min-

nie, and daughter, Jennie, do not at-

tend my funeral.
“I do give, devise and bequeath to

my wife, Minnie, only the dower inter-

est which the law of the state of New

Jersey provides I shall give her and

she shall not share in any other part

or division of my estate.

“I do, hereby, give, devise, and be-

queath, to my daughter, Jennie, the

sum of sl2 a month, to be paid to her

from my estate as long as she

live. My purpose in devising this

monthly sum is as follows:

“Five dollars' a month to remind

her of the time in 1916 when she said

to me, 'Black pig, don’t sleep with my

mother.’

“Five dollars per month to remind

her of the time ilf 1918 when she

struck me while I was in the kitchen.

“Two dollars a month to remind her .

of the time in 1920 when she said to

me, when I was sick in bed: ‘Don’t

cough so load, you are making too

much noise, t willhave you arrested

for disturbing the neighbors.’"
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