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DOUBLE HOUSE
By Alma and Paul Ellerbe
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WHEN old Daniel Ruffin built
the red brick double house for

his two granddaughters, the east
side for Elizabeth and the west side
for Harriet, he hoped to put Eliza-
beths husband, Michael Sherlin, on
his mettle, to make him measure up
to Harriet's husband, Felix Wayne,
who would always present to the
world the same conventional au-
thentic front that his side of the
house presented.

Daniel Ruffin couldn’t be sure
about Sherlin—a fellow like that
who, before his marriage, had wan-
dered about over the world writing
books for boys, a pipe between his
teeth and an Irish setter at his
heels.

“He couldn’t be sure about Mike,
and maybe he wasn’t so very sure
about Elizabeth, either,” Harriet
Wayne said to her husband. ‘ She
used to give him a good deal of
anxiety, you know.”

Their parents were dead and
iheir grandfather had brought them
up. Harriet had never given any-
body any anxiety. Even as a child
she had been a round, sober-eyed,
slightly dull, conscientious person
with a quiet go-aheadness that
would take her somewhere. And
Elizabeth seemed to be where she
wanted to go right then.

Her enjoyment of life had begun
after awhile to seem to her grand-
father purposeless. He wanted her
to settle down to the serious busi-
ness of living. Then less than a year
before his death she married Mi-
chael—not exactly the kind of hus-
band to help her do it.
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“TJUT now' that we’re going to
live here beside each other,

It’s going to be all right,” Harriet
Said. Harriet was seven years older
than Elizabeth and behaved almost
as if she were her mother. “The
set-up will sort of force them to
pattern their lives after ours, don’t
you think?

"And goodness knows they need
something sensible and forehanded
to pattern after. When we get awn-
ings in the spring, they’ll have to
get some, too, to match up with
them. And it will be the same way

about porch furniture —and other
things.”

But it wasn't. The Felix Waynes
bought expensive awnings, and the
Michael Sherlins did without. They
said they liked the sunshine.

“So inexcusably home-made look-
inc" Harriet said to Felix. "Eliza-

beth has a good color sense, but
precious little sense of the fitness of
things. You'd think they’d have
pride enough to get new things for
their new house."

The Michael Sherlins didn't seem
to have any pride at all. They didn’t
seem to think people needed it.
They got along without an incredi-
ble number of things that the
Waynes considered essential.
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Their heads didn’t go down.
even, after Felix had found out

about the silver and he and Har-
riet. had gone over—they felt that it
was absolutely their duty to do so
—and, at last, expostulated.

The Sherlins knew something
was going to happen as the two of
them came through the door.

Felix went to the hearth and
took his place there somewhat like
—Elizabeth thought—a coroner at
an inquest, his legs a little sprad-
dled. his bands behind him.

Michael Sherlin disliked nearly
everything about his brother-in-
law, but away down at the bottom
of himself he rather liked Felix. He
gave him a conversational push now
because Felix always needed it.

"Anything wrong?" Mike said.
“Well, yes—yes, there is. Mike.”
“Spill it,” Mike said disconcert-

ingly, trying to help.
“Well, the fact is—er—l was In at

Olidden's today, and ”

Mike and Elizabeth both laughed.
‘ “And the Sherlin skeleton came
out, and did a step or two for you,
eh?"
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HARRIET’S cheek grew pink.
"Mike,” she said earnestly,

“I do think you might have given
Felix a chance to help you before
you began selling your wedding
presents. I really do.”

“I'm afraid Felix wouldn’t have
been very keen to do it, Harriet, if
he had known what we were go-
ing to do with the money."

"What are you going to do with
it?”

"Buy a car,” Elizabeth said. “In
fact, we’ve bought it."

Her sister stared at her.
“But you can’t afford it, can

you,”
“We couldn’t if we paid for it any

other way.”
“But really, Elizabeth, haven't you

any sentiment?”
“For a che6t of silver given to us

by a stranger?"
“By an old and esteemed friend

of your grandfather's.”
"Whom we never saw in our

lives.” Mike said, “and almost cer-
tainly never shall see."

“It isn’t likely,” Harriet said: “but
it’s quite possible. And if you do
see her, then what will you do?”

"Make her see. I hope, that she's
given us all outdoors instead of
Just something to be locked up in
a Joset."
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TOU,” Felix said with an ac-
cent of finality, "don’t know

Miss Cooftyer.”

r “No,” Harriet said, “and we do.
She’d never forgive you. And, after
all, you don’t need a car, you know.
Townsend can drive you anywhere
you want to go, in ours. It’s always
at your disposal when we are not
using it—which we seldom are for
mere pleasure, as you know.”

“Listen, Mike,” Felix said kindly.
“If you’re going to get anywhere
in this troubled old world, you
know ”

“We are somewhere,” Mike said
gravely. “We’re pretty much where
we want to be. These boys’ books
I do bring me in an income that’s
as certain as a salary. It wouldn’t
do for you and Harriet, but it’s
enough for Elizabeth and me—in-
cluding a small steady margin we’re
sticking away in the savings bank
every time I get my quarterly check.
It’s not how much you earn; it’s
how much you need.

“You and Harriet want to keep
up appearances, but Elizabeth and I
don’t. But don’t think we don’t ap-
preciate your concern, though. And
for God’s sake don’t be sorry for us
because we haven’t got any silver.”

“Well,” Harriet said, “maybe Fate
will be good to you and keep Miss
Conover in Europe, which”— Har-
riet had always been a little re-
sentful about this—“she seems to
prefer to her own country.”
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BUT Fate wasn’t. It popped Miss

Constance Conover back into
the old home town inside of the
next six weeks.

“And she hasn’t been here for
thirty years,” Elizabeth said when
they heard the news. “Not since
I was born. Mike, we’re on the spot.

“She’s staying with old Mrs. May-
brick Johnson, she’s only going to
be here two days and she’s sent
us word that she particularly wants
to see us.”

“My God!” Mike said. “For ‘us’
read ‘the silver’! Where do we go
from here?”

“To see her. Right now. And tell
all. Mrs. Johnson is one of the few
people who doesn’t know what’s
happened about the silver. There’s
a chance Miss Conover won’t find
out before we see her. We’ll throw
ourselves on her mercy, invite her
to dinner, and take her to ride in
the car.”

When Miss Conover came she
looked a gorgon. She was a short,
stout, formidable looking old wom-
an, with a firm jaw, a firmer mouth,
small bright-brown eyes that bored
into you. a clipped manner of
speech and extraordinary good
clothes.

ELIZABETH had invited the
last half dozen of the town's

Old Guard—Constance Conover’s
contemporaries. Miss Conover, who
arrived last, looked them over with
only the faintest flicker of hope,
and Elizabeth though she saw that
expire.

She then looked Elizabeth and
Mike over, popped a few incisive
questions at them about this and
that, was interrupted by .Mrs. May-
brick Johnson, who was quite deaf,
got pretty lame answers out of both
of them; and subsided within her-
self to wait, Elizabeth felt sure, for
a sight of the silver.

When she saw it" she raised her
salad fork and with the sort of
single-heartedness possible only to
the real aristocracy, stared at it.

The gesture punctured what lit-
tle conversation there was, and the
table stared with her. It was, un-
questionably, a moment.
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MIKE got mad. With a reckless
glinting gaiety he hoisted his

conversational banner and went In-
to action. Fixing Miss Conover’s lit-
tle bright-brown eyes with his blue-
black ones, he talked abbut the
things that interested him, and told
her with his manner that she could
either listen or go home. He, infused
some life into, at least, his wife, who
rallied to his defense.

The old lady sat there and
watched them, until at last there
was no one left but herself and
Mrs. Maybrick Johnson. And then
as Mike came back from seeing the
last of the other guests to the door,
a change took place in her.

“My dears.” she said. "I think
you are a couple of peaches! When
I came I thought you were like
your sister and brother-in-law—-
nice people, but I can’t abide them!
They have a terrible effect upon
me: they make me as dull and con-
ventional as they are. It was they,
I suppose, who told you to invite
all these museum-pieces?”

“We—we thought they were your
best friends here," Elizabeth said.

_
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THEY are. But they’re fossil-
ized. They haven’t had an idea

between them for twenty years. I'd
forgotten what they were like. I
love them, but—we speak two lan-
guages—without a word in common.
whereas you But do tell me.
what did you do with the silver?”

“We—we couldn’t live up to it,”
Elizabeth said.

“We—we wanted a car!" Mike
said.

"And so ’*

said Elizabeth.
*

The old lady emitted the kind of
chuckle they hadn’e dreamed she
had in her. and rose to her feet.

"Thank God there are two people
in this town anyway with minds of
their own! Come on. Euphemia”
to Mrs. Maybrick Johnson— “it’s
time for you to go to bed. Couldn’t
you come by tomorrow and take me
to ride?”
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THE TARZAN TWINS —By Edgar Rice Burroughs

When the cannibal warriors leaped out from
ambush, the four fugitives were thunderstruck.
It. was Doc who first recovered his wits. "Shall
we fight?” he cried. “Yes!” answered Dick as
he turned to his two black comrades and asked:
“Will you fight with us?”

“Ifthey capture us. we die,” Ukundo replied;
“if we fight we die. All same die; but nicer to
die by arrow as cooking pot.” The giant Bulala
nodded agreement, and now the brave little com-
pany of four prepared for battle against the three
score Bagalla warriors.

Doc fitted an arrow to his bow and shot It at
the oncoming blacks, but, sped by an unaccus-
tomed hand, the arrow only described a graceful
curve and stuck upright in the ground a few
feet from the boy’s feet. The warriors shouted
in derision and rushed forward.

Then Dick shot, but the string slipped from the
notch in the end of the arrow and when he re-
leased the missile, it fell at his feet. It was a fore-
gone conclusion that the cwo white boys and their
loyal African comrades could not long resist the
cannibals!
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