' PALLADIUM SHORT STORY PA

- MOTHER

By Jules Eckert Goodman

and love since the 'death of her husband, bringing up six children

OMll. WETHERILL, the flittle mother, has been living a life of labor

Her husband left her a small estate which had sufficed to supply
necessities and to sducate Leonore, one of the twe daughters. Leonore,
Ardath, the other gaughterj Walter, a boy of N-z:n-. and the two twin

boys of twelve, are with thelr mother, but Wiil,

oldest boy, has not

soon her or set foot inside the house since his marriage to a chorus girl,

four years befors.

His wife turned him against his mother and led him Into such o
travagances that he has been driven to embezzie from his employers to
meet his debts. Finally the thefts, aggregating $1€,000, are discovered, and
Wil goes to his mother and asks for a loan of that amount, not giving any

reason thersfor.

She explains to him In a kindly way that he has aiready

overborrowed on his share of the estate and that she hasn't the monsy

to lend.

910,000, forged with his mother’s name. His mother hears of It an
for him to come to her. John Chase, the family lm":}uﬁi executor of

estate, is asked by the’firm If the note is all right,/ g |
hmulry. :mlm the reason for it, and hurries Nows
its going through. He reaches the house

The next day, to prevent prosecution, Will gives the firm ’:::Zfﬁ/
ds

it fs o
8. Wetherill to
‘e Will does. Prevent

MRS WETHERILL:
@Good evening, John. I've been

MRS, WETHERILL:
¥, but you're scowling to-night, John.
CHASE (henos her a plece of paper):

?
1 believe you've seen that mote before
s she receives

recovers herself)

i 'lnvoltto.wmm‘

Why, yee—of course.
CHASE: e
That lsut ruc, Kit—it lso't true, and ¥y¢
m':lln’t. 'm: signature is forged.
MRS. WETHERILL:

That signsature is mine.
CHABE:

MAS. WETHERILL:
ft doesnt make any difference w.n

gnow. It's mine, I say.

Kit, look at me!
Pm just & stranger.

MRS. WETHERILL:
,mlmummnm.-m
c -

ot it, thent
are we to get out of it,
- MRE? WETHERILL:
The note must be made good.
CHASE:
It eani’'t be without the consent of the obid

dsen. They at least must know.
MRS. WETHERILL: f

No—no, they last ®f all. ' T could npver
bear that. 3
CHASE:

they must. It's only falr to them. It
:::at—-lt means a loss of pretty near

Yea—just one. It's the way 1 advise, too
trongly sdvise. ‘
= ril- wn:nnn.ba .
i m' I - . h
s e the' law take ita
Repudiate the note.. Let law
eourse. OR, 1 know it sounds brutal.
. MRS. WETHBRILL:
R does—it's more than brutal—it's 1o~

;mm Fnis 1o
soley object is to pro
z'thm“l- It will Bappea agaln

. . MRS WETHEKMLL:
\ O, 2ol HASE:
give in this time. Hoe did

If it works, he'll try- it
up in the same
this

MRS. WETHERILL:

You make it rather hard, John. No other

“mmwﬂlﬂ'ﬂmtnr :

boy in my presence uo'uou-lu'im:o

-

to-night.
CHABE:
What for? To beg off?
MRS. WETHERILL:
Mr, Lake is sending him.
CHASE:
Well, you just give me ten minutes with
bhim.
' MRS. WETHERILL:
Look here, John. Will is my boy—yon
can’t get around that and I-can't, and
tells—blood tells. There'll be no hard
words—ao accusations. *
CHASE:
There won't, eh?
MRS. WETHERILL:
No—not one word.
CHASE:
Well, you just wait . nd see.
MRS. WETHERILL:
You mean you will call him to accoungs
CHASE:
You can just bet I'll do that, and somg
more.
MRS8. WETHERILL:
Then for the first time in my lfe—I'm
afrald, John, I must ask you to go.

“That isn’t true, Kit, and you
know it isn’t. That signa-

ture is forged.”
CHABE:

MRS. WETHERILL:
1 claim the right of managing my own

affairs.
» CHASE:

Kit—Kittie—you don't mean that?
MRS WETHERILL:

CHASE:
You mean—I'm to keep my hands off?f
MRS8. WETHERILL: .

Exactly that

Kitl

1, Cot

CHASE:

go I'm fust your lawyer, after all
MRS. WETHERILL:

in a matter Mke this, yes.

CHABE:
All right, Kit It seéems to me it's been
my whole life. I loved you long before
yor ever met Rilly Wetherill, Theres

“My boy! I've got my boy back!

néver been another woman like you.
Seems to me from the very start I uncon-
sclously dedicated my whole life to you-
You ceemed the one thing that kept me
alive—gave me some purpose in the
world—to protect you, watch over you—a
‘!lttle coraer in your llle. (Goes toward
Zhe door.) Good-bye, Kittie,

MRS8. WETHE :
Jedit RILL

CHASE:
I'll gend your papers around to-morrow
when you give me the mame of your new
lawyer,
MRS. WETHERILL:

You miustn't mind an old woman who is
fetting nervous in her old age.

CHASE:
No, you're right, Kit. I hadn't realized
what a proprietary interest I've been tak-
ing in you.

MRS. WETHERILL:

And 1 appreciate it deeply. I'11 try to do
just as you say, for, after all, I've no ;head
on me—only one thing—my boy musta't
have this disgrace—my fam: - must be
kept clean.

CHASE:;

MRS. WETHERILL:

CHASE: : ~
Then as [ take it—the girls must know.
It “s2’t fair they shouldn’t—it isn’t even
fair to Will
MRS. WETHERILL:
Couldn’t you say that I wanted the loan?
CHASE:
That wouldn't be square. Do you have
any idea what it's going to mean to them?
Poverty—that's just what it is. :
MRS. WETHERILL:
Does it—does it really mean
estate? Waller’'s share, too?
girla’, too?

Yes

the wnole
And the

CHASE:
I'm sorry Kittle—
MRS. WETHERILL:
No, yon're right—they should know then
Walter’'s not home, so we'll have to acl
without himh. 1 think this is the hardest
thing I ever had to do.

. CHABE:

A whole family ruined to make good omns

scapegoat. God, it doesn t seem square!

Guess I'd better go before he comes.

(Will envers. When he first appears there
iz a glight pause, punciuated dby excla-
mations from the girls, who have en.
terad in response to their mother's sum.
mons. Mrs. Wetherill, shocked by his

Some Facts About My Family

By James J. Morten.
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(Copynight, 1910, by
Amencan

money. He touched ~Jourual-Examiner,
me once, but I Resorved)
didn’t turn. He was
head push-and-pull
in g big bank—he
. pushed open the
door and-pulled out
the dirt
My “father drove
a cab once in Chi-
. CAgo. A passenger
whom bhe hal one
night complained
that he wasn't driv-
ing fast enough.
-B.,l tm gset a
Wake up the biped.”

‘Sure, I haven't the heart to beat him.”
said my father.

“What's the matter with him,” asked the
passenger, “is he slck?”

“No, he isn’t sick; he's unlucky, that's
alL. You see, every morning before I put
him in harness I toss him to see whether
he'll have a feed of cats or I'll bave a drink
of whiskey, and the poohbeast bas jost five
mornings ronning.”

Mr. Morton.

move on your horse

ticket office and asked them if they would
give him a pass.

They refused. And then he asked If they
would give him a hal}f rate ticket, and they
refused him even that.

ell, then,” he sid, “will you give me
a quarter and tell me where the mearest
drug store is?”

«What do you want” asked the agedf,
“whiskey 7"

“No,” answered, father, “I want some
strychnnine. I'm going to leave Chicago

somehow.”

Aftera while he came back home gnd got
bis old job on the police force again. He
was on the force about two months when
another copper named Flannigan borrowed
a hundred dollars from him, which he was
to pay the following month. The day be-
fore it was due Flannigan dldn't have the
money to settie The thought weighed
heavily on him and he counldu't-sieep. So
he got up and dressed and came around %o
our house and woke father up. ¢

“It's me,” says Flannigan. “I eome to
tell you that I ean’t pay you what I owe
you to-morrow. The thought of It worried
me so much I couldn’t sleep.”

“Why didn’t you wait until to-moerrow?,
yelled father. “Now I can’t sleep, either.”

s\ /727
\ o g I -

)

I’ve got him back again!”

appearance, stande atypefied for the in-
Then the note must be made good.
stant. Will, after looking at one after
the other, finally gazes at Chase.)
WILL:
Well?
MRS. WETHERILL:

My poor boy! -
WILL: 3 |
Cut it out! None of that maudiin sen

ment. :
WILL (addressing the girls):

You two seem mighty glad to see your
brother after four years! Gee, you've
grown up, baven't you? You're quite a

lady—
WwWill!

MRS. WETHERILL:

- WILL: ;
Well, why don’t you all say what you've
got to say? What did you make me come
pere to say?

P MRS. WETHERILL:
Made you come, Wiy

WILL:
You knew all right the man who could
fetch me—you knew Lake baG a half-Nel-
gon on me. Well, hera 1 am—and here
you sre, and here's your family attorney.
Let him get busy.
1 don't think you quite u~derstand, ‘vm.
WILL:

MRS. WETHERILL:
Understand, eh? (Turns to Chase.) Why

“Don’t

you

don’t you begia? Here's the biggest
chance of your life for a nice long text
beginning with, “I told you so,” and end-
ing, “Now, go to the devil.”
a CHABSE:

I think,ff you haven't any need for me I'll
Jus: go, Kit. '

WILL:
What, without a single text, a shagle les.
son? You're not going to miss s chance
like this!

CHABE:

God, but I wish I had the right to do what
I'd like to do; =
WlIJJ!

And what would tnat be—pfeach?
CHASE:
Beat the hide off you. (Ezit Chase.y
WILL:
That old codger—how he hat:s me!
~ MRS. WETHERILL:
WI1Il, ‘dear, do sit down and let's have a

talk.
WILL:

'Mﬁvmdbnth;mmmg

Lef's have it cut—get the worst over first
: . ARDATH:
Do you think it fair, Will, to treat mother

- this way when she's trying so hard to do

her besti

ey WILL: <
Tryiog.so .-bhard to do her dest? I have
the ring of' the words! I tried to do my
best and what the devil—I beg your par.
Sonr—go0d did it do? [I've been associat
iog with my wife so long I forgot how to
talk to a Iady. My, but you've grown up—
and so prettyl

I can't seem to get It

;T he Big Sceﬁe from the Pdukff_ al

Drama of Mother Love Now Play-
ing at the Hackett T heatre.

(Published by Permission of Willam 4. Brady.)

through my head. And you—you look
older than 1 remember you

MRS. WETHERILL:
Four years makes & big difference in &

sirl
R i WILL:
And the twins—they must be quite bdis
boys now. .
MRS. WETHERILL:
They've just gone to bed, of——
WILL:
No, doa’ call.them. [ just can't somehow
get used to you—you-—girls, you look 80
grown. Don't you do that—don't touch
me—] can't stand it. If you've got any-
thing to say, for God's sake say i Don't
git arourd trying to be kind 1 can't
stand it, 1 tell you, I can't stand it
(He drops in a chair, burying his face 8
his hands. HMra. Wetherilli looks at him @
second, then she motions ta Leonora and
Ardath to leave. They go out quietly.
Mrs. Wetherill goes up o Wil cad puls
her hand on his showlder. He jerks bock
ickly.) *
e ¥ WILL:
Don't do that, I tell you! Ob, you! Where
are the girls?
MRS. WETHERILL:
They'll be back in a few minutes. 8o you
think Leonora’s grown?
WILL:
1 can't get used to it gomehow. “1 can't
get used to Leonora belag grown. Why,
ghe was such a yOung thing.
MRS. WETHERILL:
You'd hardly know the twina.
so big now and so clever. Really
getting almost too much for me.

it, boy?

They're
, they're
What 1s

WILL:
1t’s my head—ihere's something the matter
with it. Don’t touch me. I'm mnot .
1 haven't touched a drop. Guess it m
bte because I haven't slept in moat &
week or more.
MRS, WETHERILL:
Yes, that's It
WILL:
{t. That's what's the matter
i head. 1 haven't had anything to
:l:hlll:::. yuurdn moraing. I forgot all
about it. Where are you golng?
MRS. WETHERILL:

ﬂy.bletmmmtﬂ“‘-
WILL:

Yes, that's

You came back here. Now, 1 want te
know and know right now what you im-
tend to deo.

MRS. WETHERILL:
Do about what, Will? y

WILL:

There's no use beating about the bush.
But I want yonm to know first—I woa't go
to jail—get that? .

MRS. WETHERILL:

\

Wi

WILL:
I woa't, I tell you. 1 don't care mow. 1
haven't anything to live for, anyway—
Did you know Sadie's jerfs

MRS. WETHERILL:
Yes, no, no—has she?
WILL:

As she put it: *~ 't catch me going to
sea in a rotten ship—the shore for mine.”
After all 1 did for her, too! You doa't
begin ‘0 know how I worked for her. |
did more than that, too, for her, snd now
just when I need her she’s left me, thrown
me away llke you'd throw away an oid
shoe. Bhe's done with me—got all she
could out of me. What does she care
whether I go to the devil or not—whethes

How should 1? ‘
- MRS WETHERILL:
It was—it was Sadis’s sister.
What? Wia

MRS, WETHERILLY
He brought her bere to see me yesterday.
= WILL:
brought that woman to see you—and
Leonora—here in this house? And youl
MRS. WETHERILL:
I only had to tell her that Walter—thad
We had nothiag— .
WILL: ; a
Ob, she'’s like bher sister, all right. She'd
80 then And he's followed her?.
. MRS. WETHERILL:
T don't know. 1 don’t know where he I
WILL:
Well, I can find out easy emcugh. Just
let me catch him. I'm only walting for
& chance to get ovem with that crowd. 1
should think he'd bave learaed w
from me. If he's fn town I'll bring him

back. He sha'n’t disgrace the family—be
sha'n’t—

Do use. There's just one reason why you
brought me here—lot's have it

MRS. WETHERILLy
I've told you

WILL:
That's a lle—a pretext. Both Chase
Lake told you about lhe note. m:u.
80 1o me. Now, come, cards dowa on the
table. Now, let's make it a showdowa,

MRS, WETHERILL:,
Very well
WILL:

Now, 1 wara you.
MRS. WETHERILL"

When—I—whaen I sign my name to & mots,
the mote is usually made good
" WILL:
Whea—you-—-gign—your—aasme?
MRS, WETHERILL: s
You spoke just now about the hrom.
or. Well, this is my honor to make' good
my notes—MY notes—you understand’
WILL:
Chase sald——
MRS. W
The girls are going to help me |

WILL> (broaking dowm): = _
The family—the family that I've disgraced, -
ruined! Chase was right—the family theg.
I've beggared! You sha'n't do 1= You
sha'm't! Il kill myselt first. You sha'ad

“ -I'm not worth iti

/ MRS WETHERILL: -

My boy—my boy!

WILL (frying to move from her greep,

bus she holds him):
Take your hands off me, I tell youo I
can’t sland ft! Take ‘em away—
Plesse. For God's sake, mother. [ can’g
stand It—mother, mother! (Ne¢ drops
on his knees, claspisg her around ihe
weist and crying.)
MR8. WETHERILL:

My boy! I've got my boy back! Tve ges

1 loved ber, like s crazy fool that I was— him Dack againt

‘what does she care if—I want to koow
what you are going to do—why you sent
for me?
MRS. WETHERILL:
I'm 20t going to do anything.
. WILL:
Nothing, eh?
MRS. WETHERILL:
At least, nothing about you.
WILL:
What, then?
MRS, WETHERILL:
1 thought maybs you could tall me some
thing about Walt:r.
WILL:
What's the matter withk him?
MRS WETHERILL: :
He went away Jast night I thought may
be you'd know where be was

(Curtein.)




