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Is Your Name Here

ELOW, with 124 new adafx'h'onx, is a list of surnames of some of the most distinguished American families. Our
research staﬁt over a period of years, has completed preparation of manuscripts dealing with the history of
cach of these families. If your name is listed, you should have a copy of your manuscript. You will find it not

only of keen interest, but'a source of pride and satisfaction to yourself and your kin.

founding and development of America, and
‘its achievements in this country. The deri-

vation of the name itself is traced ; family traits and character-
isticsare brought out; and genealogical data are set forth, Each
history is a separate and distinct work painstakingly compiled
from the most authentic sources. Bound as it is in an attractive
cover, the manuscript may be filed among your family records
or other important documents. It should serve as background
material for your immediate family history and as a basis for
the genealogy of future generations. Free, with each order,
will also be sent a copy of “The Romance of Coats of Arms”
—an illustrated booklet of special value to those interested

in this fascinating subject.

The following is our latest revised list. The coupon, with
$2.00 (no other charge), will bring you your manuscript by
return mail. Satisfaction is assured by our unconditional
money-back guaranty. Any two manuscripts may be had for
$3.75; any three for $5.00. Send for yours today. MEDIA
RESEARCH BUREAU, Dept. 143, 1110 F St Washington, D. C.
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plain as daylight he was just a foul ball in her book.
I felt sorry for Tommy again, which seemed my main
activity these days. But finally Tommy got his talker
to working. In a small, hopeful voice he asked her if
she would sit down with us.

“Thank you, but I’'m much too busy.”

Joe Gaines, the widow’s kid from across the road,
popped in the door. Joe was eleven years old and a
swell kid, but I thought Jean always made too much
over him, especially when Tommy was around. She
began to talk to him right away now. Joe, though,
came over and sat down at our table and wanted to feel
Tommy’s revolver. Jean disappeared into the kitchen.

“I'm going to be a State policeman when I get big,”
Joe announced as Tommy got to his feet.

Well, I thought, if all troopers looked like Tommy.
you couldn’t blame little Joe Gaines. Tommy stands six
feet even. He’s lean and broadshouldered, and, with that
black hair and those steady black eyes, he’s as good-
looking as they come.

“When you get big,” Tommy said to little Joe Gaines,
“yow’ll probably be more of a nuisance than you are
now.” But he patted Joe’s shoulder as we went out.

Riding down the road, I said, “Why don’t you try
indifference some time?”

Tommy didn’t answer. But he gave me a look that
said “Mind you own business.” I didn’t get sore.
Tommy and I were too close for that. I just sat still and
thought about him and Jean Fary.

Tommy had joined me six weeks before. He’d fallen
for Jean at first sight and they’d had some dates.
Tommy seemed to be getting somewhere. You could
tell easy that Jean was attracted to him. Then there
was trouble at a dance which Tommy was sort of sup-
posed to keep his eye on. He had to arrest a crazy
drunk. The drunk made a movement toward his hip and
Tommy whanged him over the head with his gun. He
hit him a fraction harder than he intended and they
had to take some stitches.

Jean told Tommy he had acted like a bully. “But 1
thought he was drawing a gun,” Tommy said.

“Well, it turned out he was unarmed.”

“I couldn’t know that.”

But Jean repeated the bully remark. He could, she
argued, have covered the drunk with his gun and made
him surrender. Tommy said that in that case he might
have had to wind up shooting the fellow, if the drunk
really had been going for a gun. Jean sniffed. Tommy
argued. A lovely quarrel blossomed. Afterward Jean
got on a high horse and was too proud to make up.

WE rolled down to Sweetwater. It was hot and we
dived into Fitch’s Drug Store for something cool to
drink. The phone rang. Fitch said it was for me.
Jean Fary’s voice, muffled and cautious, came over the
wire. “Steve, that man Denby is eating lunch here
right now.” .

“My God!” I said. “Are you sure?”

“I’'m sure,” her voice came back.

Tommy and I went tearing back up the road. We
looked at each other sort of grimly. This thing was
pretty big. Tommy drew his gun and tested it. I'd
already done that a dozen times. I was sorry now I
hadn’t read Denby’s description, but Tommy had.

“Little guy,” Tommy said rapidly. “Slender. Gray
hair. Mole on his nose. Traveling in a sedan with
Florida plates. No description of the bodyguard.”

Naturally we wanted to take them unawares, so we
drove into the field back of the Green Arrow and slid up
to the rear of the tearoom. Jean opened the door.
Tommy tiptoed over to the door leading into the dining

Intuition
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room and put his eye to the crack Jean had purposely
left. He stood there perhaps a minute. Then he turned
around and he was laughing.

“Good Lord, Jean!” he said. “Denby’s a short little
fellow. This bird’s short enough, but he’s big around
as a barrel. And his hair’s black.”

“But he’s got a mole on his nose,” Jean said.

“So have thousands of men.”

“He could have dyed his hair.”

“You've been reading detective stories,” Tommy said
patiently.

I went and took a peep. Tommy was right. I came back
in time to hear Jean say: “But he’s got that mole. I
just know it’s Denby.”

Tommy smiled tolerantly. I slipped out and had a
look at the car the two men were driving. It was a
sedan, all right, but it had North Carolina plates. I
came back and reported. Tommy smiled. But Jean kept
saying she just knew it was Denby. Tommy opened the
door and walked into the dining room. Just to be on
the safe side, I drew my gun and glued my eye to the
crack. The two men—the second one was big but skinny
—looked up casuall-y. Five minutes later Tommy came
back, laughing again.

“That fellow’s from Oxford, North Carolina. Insur-
ance business. On his way up to Washington. Name’s
Wilson. Here’s his card.”

‘“He could tell you anything,” Jean snapped.

“I know when a man’s telling the truth.”

The two men were leaving now. We heard their car
start up. Jean stood by the window, color high in her
cheeks. I felt a little sorry for her, so I went over and
said she’d done exactly right to call us, even if events
had proved her mistaken. Tommy lit a cigarette. There
was absolute silence for2 I guess, ten minutes. Then the
radio, that had been going full blast, came to a sudden
halt, after which a voice said:

“The notorious Harry Denby was recognized today
at a filling statiqn near Farmville by a salesman who
formerly knew him in New York. Denby has dyed his
hair black and is driving a blue sedan believed to be
one stolen last night in Oxford, North Carolina. He is
thought to be following back roads in his flight north.”

There was a large silence in the kitchen of the Green
Arrow. Then Jean Fary said, “You know when a man’s
telling the truth!” And did her voice ring!

The old white car, with Tommy behind the wheel, tore
up the road. We’d l_eft instructions with Jean to tele-
phone ahead, warning a}!l officers. “Damned fools,”
Tommy muttered. Then, l?ui’:, that guy back there was
big in the middle, awful big.

Well, we found out later that Mr. Denby had made
that change in his appearance with a rubber contrap-
tion around his middle that he inflated—it seemed he’d
been reading some detective stories, too. But we didn’t
know that then and, anyway, we didn’t have any time
to waste in speculating about his ingenuity.

They got Denby fifty miles north of Sweetwater. But
the bodyguard shot a deputy sheriff. When Tommy and
1 arrived, the two men were handcuffed and a doctor
had said the deputy might live if they reached a hospital
with him in twenty minutes. Tommy staggered up
against our car. = . i
ag“a‘lII? that man dies,” ,Tommy said, “if that man dies—
well, Il be to blame.” And his face was as white as

chalk.

“47OU’RE a big, grown-up man,,” Jean Fary said, “and

you wear a big gun and you're supposed to enforce
the laws of this State, l,)’ut a man is dying now because
you were too dumb to— .

Tommy didn’t wait for any more. He just turned and
walked out, stiffly, with his head to one side the way he
always held it when the breaks were coming fast and
hard. I caught Jean’s arm.

«Give the kid a break,” I told her. “He did what he
thought was right. Anyway, I'm as much to blame as

S.”
he“lI-Ie should have known,” she said, as if Tommy was
a special kind of man and as if not much was expected
of me, anyway.
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“@What
merica Is “Reading

Highlights in New Books

Reported by Harry Hansen

Lively Times

The pony express days are gone.
The stage coach no longer rides the
western hills, fighting off road-agents
to protect its money-bags. You can’t
stake out a claim because every foot
of land is owned by someone, besides,
rich ore doesn’t crop out of ledges
along the roadside any longer. But
the miners of 1849 and 1870 are a
part of American history and the
story of their quest for gold and
silver will be romantic adventure for
many a day.

In “Silver Stampede” Neill C. Wil-
son, who once told the story of the
early days of Wells Fargo, tells all
over again how miners struck it rich
in the 1870’s on the rim of Death
Valley, and tells it so well that I sat
entranced as at a play. Sixty years
have passed since the mules went out
of Surprise Valley with packs that
held quarter-ton chunks of silver;
sixty years since the local paper re-
ported that ‘“there are 700 men, ten
women and 4 inches of snow up at
Panamint and lively times are ex-
pected.” The lively
times came with
mining silver, bet-
ting big money on
poker and shooting
out the quarrels,
which helped fill
Sour Dough can-
yon with graves.
Some men called it
the “doorstep to
hell.”

The drama and
tragedy lie in the
greed that made
these silver towns.

s. Few of the
original prospectors made money.
That was left to men who could
swing capital to build mills and
furnaces, and pay for transporting

the ore. Stanford, J. P. Jones and
Bill Stewart even reached the United
States Senate. But when the discov-
eries gave out the big era of specu-
lation, of over-night bonanzas, was
over. It took seven years to clear out
the hopes of the Panamint moun-
tains, and then a cloudburst ended
the settlement. I have the idea that
not only will we read about these
days because of the exciting adven-
tures they provide, but that our his-

torians and social economists will
draw lessons and a moral from the
rise and fall of frontier communities
based solely on the greed for money.

In “Silver Stampede”
Neill Wilson has a pic-
ture of Indian George,
now nearly 100, leaning -—
against one of thehrumgd -
old stage coaches 1n
Panamint in 1935 -
Indian George, a little
boy, saw the first white
men come in their wa-
gons to Death Valley in
1849 — and with their
exhaustion and deaﬁh
giving the valley its
name. His life has
changed so little in this span that he
seems like Old Man Time himself o
watching, waiting, letting merﬁ,I (3
their stuff and saying nothing. (Mac
millan, $3)

Novels of the Hour

No doubt both readers and“ pub-
lish ing for another S}one
ere are pray V\%ith the Wind,” but
so far no novgl o
1937 has achieved
its popularity. But
there is some go0O0
reading avallab_le.
«L,overs”, by Gina
Kaus, who w'}'of.;e
«Tuxury Liner,” 18
the story of a self-
centered actress and
her emotional ad-
ventures; four peo-
ple are involved an
we get a pretty good

idea that every person feels as an
individual and does not
always know what !:he
beloved is thinking
about. (Macmillan,
$2.50). “And Then You
Wish” is the latest novel
by John van Druten,
who wrote “Young
Woodley.” This is an
entertaining story of a
young London play-
wright who needs en-
couragement; a middle-
aged woman takes him
in hand, and we get a
portrayal of the conflict

[

—
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of maternal and love interests, while
the selfish young man goes calmly
forward to his own destiny. (Little,
Brown & Co., $2.50). “Invasion,” a
rather extraordinary novel dealing
with the fortunes of an occupied
town in French Flanders during the
great war has been written by Max-
ence van der Meersch, who grew up
in Roubaix while the Germans were
there. Taking all the typical char-
acters of this locality, he shows how
they make the best of things, trying
to continue their regular pursuits;
how the war brings out knavery and
chicanery as well as nobility; how
some of the merchants and women
play the German game for their own
profit, only to suffer for it later when
the Germans are ousted. This book
is filled with brilliant episodes and
gives an unforgettable picture of
life in those troubled times. (Viking
Press, $3)

Love and

Loyalty
T If kings could
g ~——emmmw Choose their mates
~sememm like common men,
—=== what a lot of
— tears, worry, suf-
—= fering and trag-
4§ ——==edy could be
: averted. Edward
VIII left a throne
for the love of a
woman ; Rudolf of
Austria, crown
prince, preferred
death to parting from }?is loved
one, and because of that Franz
Ferdinand became the heir to the
Hapsburg throne . . . and the World
War followed as one of the possible
results. The story of Rudolf, of Ma-
rie Vetsera, of the emperor, Franz
Joseph, who was bowed down under
tragedy all his life, and of Elisabeth
of Bavaria, his proud and extrava-
gant empress, is intensely moving.
Here royalty has scarcely the right
that comes to everyone else—to love
freely the woman of his choice. Ber-
tita Harding, whose “Phantom
Crovyn,_"_ dealing with the story of
Maximilian and Carlotta of Mexico,
proved most popular a few seasons
ago, has now written the story of the
Hapsburgs in “Golden Fleece,” the
story of Franz Joseph and Elisabeth.
Carlotta gets into it, too, for Elisa-
beth visits her when she is the mad
princess of Europe, never recovering
her sanity. The curious story of how
Leopold of Bel-
glum rushed the
betrothal and
marriage of his
Immature
daughter, Steph-
anie, is here told
without reserva-
tions, and the
author also fol-
lows to a logical
conclusion the
tragedy of the
little house at
(Continued on

page 48)
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Mount Vernon, N. Y., Lodge Presents
A Candidate For Grand Exalted Ruler

MOUNT VERNON, New York,
Lodge No. 842, announces that
at the 1937 Reunion of the Grand
Lodge, to be held in Denver, Colo-
rado, in July, it will present Past
Exalted Ruler Charles Spencer Hart
for Grand Exalted Ruler for the year
1937-38.

Mr. Hart’s record of service in the
Benevolent and Protective Order of
Elks extends over a period of fifteen
years. During that time he served
as Chairman of many of the import-
ant committees of Mount Vernon
Lodge and was elected Exalted Ruler
for the year 1927-28, after which he
served as Trustee for three years.

He served as District Deputy
Grand Exalted Ruler of the East
District of New York in 1930. At
the Grand Lodge Session in Seattle
in 1931 he was appointed a member
of the Grand Lodge Good of the
Order Committee on which he served
for two years. In 1934 he was select-

ed as Chairman of the Grand Lodge
Activities Committee and served in
that capacity from 1933 to 1936.
His work in that connection has
been spoken of in the highest terms
by the Grand Exalted Rulers under
whom he served. In addition to his
Grand Lodge activity he has been
active in the New York State Elks
Association, serving on several of its
committees. .
Charles Spencer Hart was born in
Cincinnati, Ohio. After graduating
from Yale University with honors in
1908 he joined a national publishing
organization, with which he was as-
sociated until America’s entry into
the War. Resigning his position as
Manager of Hearst’'s Cosmopolitan
Magazine in 1917 he went to Wash-
ington to accept a commission as
Captain and was assigned by Secre-
tary of War Newton D Ba_ker to
special work in connection with the
Signal Corps Photographic Division

of the American Expeditionary
Forces, and later became the director
of motion picture propaganda work
for the United States Committee on
Public Information in foreign lands.

After the war he spent a year in
European travel compiling material
for his book, “Foreign Advertising
Methods.” Upon his return he be-
came Business Manager of The Elks
Magazine at its inception in July
1922, which position he held for
fifteen years, and from which he
recently resigned to become an exec-
utive in one of America’s largest
advertising firms.

He is the author of a recent book on
“Forgotten Heroes of History” and
holds the commission of Major in the
United States Army Reserve Corps.

Mount Vernon Lodge invites con-
sideration of Brother Hart for the
office of Grand Exalted Ruler on his
record as an Elk and his standing as
a representative citizen.

HE 20th Annual Elks’ Na-

tional Tournament is ex-
pected to be the largest in
several years, by the Elkg’
Bowling Association of Amer-
ica, scheduled for Kalamazoo,
Mich., when the local Lodge,
No. 50, will be host to the
kegelers of the antlered herd
from all sections of the United
States.

When this article was writ-
ten, the Secretary had made
reservations for approximate-
ly 200 five-man teams, repre-
senting Elks Lodges outside
of Kalamazoo. Most of the
Lodges included have in-
creased their present reserva-
tions over those of previous
years. This indicates the en-
try this year should be much
larger than that of last year
at Cincinnati, Ohio, when 290
teams were registered. Many
Lodges are yet to be heard
from, as entries do not close

National Bowling Tourney Expected To Be Very Large

until midnight, March 1, 1937.
Hamilton, Ohio, Lodge, No.
98, leads with 20 teams en-
tered, while Lodge No. 8, in
flood-stricken Louisville, re-
served space for 18 teams.
The officers of Kalamazoo
Elks Lodge, together with
members of the local Tourna-
ment Committee, are extend-
ing every effort to make the
coming event a huge success.
Committees have been named
to care for the visiting Elk
bowlers, seeing to their com-
fort in the way of transporta-
tion, hotel accommoc_latlons,
reception and entertainment.
The Tournament will open
on Saturday, March 27, and
will be preceded by a huge pa-
rade through the streets of
the city. The games will be
bowled at the Kalamazoo Rec-
reation Hall, where 14 alleys
will be in first-class tourna-
ment condition. The Kalama-

zoo Lodge Home is equipped
with six excellent bowling al-
leys, and these will be avail-
able for special matches or
practice games. _

Winners in each event will
be awarded Diamond Medals,
indicative of the Elks National
Championship, while the Elks
Lodge represented by the win-
ners in the five-man event will
receive a beautiful trophy,
emblematic of the victory.

The Prize List will again be
divided into two classes, the
Regular Class for high scores,
and the Goodfellowship Class,
being scores drawn from those
not qualifying for the high
score division.

Any further information
regarding the Elks’ National
Tournament can be secured
by communicating with Sec-
retary John J. Gray, 1616
South 16th Street, Milwaukee,
Wis.
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All is Not Fair

to let him have it. But the girl saw
it, made one big jump between them
and took the bullet in the hip. Only
for that jump there wouldn’t have
been any more Quiet Rosie.

“Well, she recovered all right, but
the hip bone was so badly smashed
that they couldn’t mend it entirely—
and there was a chorus girl with only
a leg and a half. So Rosie did the
white thing and married her. And it
stuck. According to her folks, they
seemed to get crazier about each
other every year. Rosie wasn’t more
than six or eight years older than
she was, so it wasn’t a case of an
old man’s darling.”

Into mmy own mind flashed a picture
of Rosie greeting the limping woman
w1‘th a kiss and a cozy hug.

‘Well, that’s the woman I had to
break_—and there was just one way
to ‘flo it—jealousy.,

So I framed it like this. I dug up
a flashy looking gal working in a

urlesque show and rehearsed her in
a little scene I wrote out. Then I
practiced every mannerism of Rosie’s
Speech. I had several long talks with

Im about everything in the world
except the case. And that’s where
my acting ability came in. At the
end of a couple of days I could
Imitate that slow, quiet speech of
Rosie’s so he wouldn’t have known
the difference himself. Then we were
all set.

“Mrs. Montrose used to come down
to headguarters every afternoon to
See Rosie about two-thirty—because
we were holding him on suspicion,
though we hadn’t made any charge
against him yet. Well, on this par-
ticular afternoon she comes in and

take her into a little waiting-room
between the regular office and the
;Qom where we used to let her see
ﬂl\m' 80 she wouldn’t have to go into
the cell block. We didn’t have all
: ese e_laborgte screens and benches

Or visitors in those days, you know.

t was much i
; more informal.
“While she’s

door was closed but the tra)
ansom
a'las open, 8o she heard it al] clear
d.1'0}1gh. I told the woman Rosie
idn’t want to see anyone. She in-
sisted. I asked Wwho she was. She
refu.sed to tell—just insisted it was
Eggrlbly Important to Rosie and her,

“Finally she begged me

o0sie that B]anchegwanted t1;:(()> 222

Im. I said she’d have to wait till
Mrs. Montrose had left. She said she
couldn’t—that she was working in a
show, so finally I consented to send
In her name. In a minute the man
;eports back that Rosie wants to see
er.

“I pretend surprise, but say ‘“all

(Continued from page 9)

right’ and lead her through the
middle room so Mrs. Montrose can
get a good look at her. And she was
a darb, I'm telling you.

“Very carefully I close the door
behind us into the third room, but
again the transom is open. And
then I put on my act. By God, it
was a good one, too. .

“So far as that listening woman
knew, this is what happened: 'I.‘Ige
girl threw her arms around Rosie’s
neck and sobbed, never loud, but as
though she were trying to be quiet
but couldn’t get herself under con-
trol. Rosie asked her why she had
come, said it might easily spoil every-
thing. She said she just couldn’t
stand it any longer, that she was

going crazy with anxiety over him,

that it was driving her nuts because
she couldn’t tell a soul in all the world
that they loved each other, that she
was even afraid she was in the fam-
ily way (that was my master touch)
but that she didn’t mind because
she loved him so much.

“Rosie tried to quiet her and ex-
plained that this scrape was really
the best break they could have, be-
cause it would give him an excuse
for beating it as soon as he got out,
and he could take her with him. He
tried to bawl her out a little about
the baby, but when she cried he for-
gave her and said he was glad too,
be}({:ause he had really always wanted
a kid.

“It ended by his telling her she

was the only one he loved and that if
she loved him she would lie low till
this was all over, which would be
just a few days, because the police
didn’t really have a thing on him,
and so forth. She promised, gave him
a big, loud goodbye kiss and went
out another door.
. “The rest was pie. When I walked
in on Mrs. Montrose a minute later
and said she could see her husband
now, she looked at me like a dead
woman and said she wasn’t feeling
well and would go home. I pretended
-to feel so sorry for her I even took
her home myself in a cab.

“She didn’t crack on the way home,
she was too numb. But that night
she phoned me and when I went to
the apartment she spilled the whole
thing—how she had helped her hus-
band frame the alibi and how he had
sewed it up tight by using a different
barrel on his revolver, restoring the
original when he came in after the
shooting. She showed me where
the other was, so just to make it all
kosher, I went back the next day
with my witnesses, searched the
premises, found the extra barrel, and
—well, you know the rest.

“But I never could have put it
over if T hadn’t been a good enough
actor to make her believe she was
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hearing Rosie talking to that dame.”

The story left me in such a turmoil
of inner rage that I could hardly
summon voice and poise enough to
say—

“Certainly a damned clever piece
of work, Cronin, but a little tough
on Mrs. Montrose.”

“Oh, yes, but all’s fair when you're
fighting people like that. He did it
all right, I was convinced of that.
And we proved it. Now he’s serving
time for it, so the world’s better off.”

‘“What happened to her?”

“Damned if I know. She saw him
once more when she went on the
stand, but after that I guess she
never saw him again.”

ROSIE sat nodding his head for a
long time after 1 had repeated
Cronin’s story, his eyes blazing.

“That’s just about what Franklin
told me. And he thinks that was
fair, does he?”

Then followed epithets which
would incinerate this paper were I
to write them down. The man was a
seething cauldron of corroding hate.

When he finally calmed down
enough to realize my presence, and
talk to me, it was to this effect—and
there were tears in his eyes!

“I don’t have to tell you how rotten
that was. There are some things that
just ain’t fair. I loved Martha with
every breath I ever drew. She saved
my life and I would have been the
rottenest coward that ever lived to
have let her down. But that wasn’t
the reason I loved her. I loved her
because—well, the same reason any
rﬁlan loves a woman—because he loves

er.

“I knew she must have turned me
in, but I never could figure why.
sent my lawyers to see her, but she
refused to talk to them and I've never
heard a word in all these years-
That’s what broke me. It wasn’t this
place. .

“Now, will you do just one thing
for me? Will you see if you can filt
her and give her the straight of it
and then tell me what she says? NO
matter how much it costs. I still 2ot
some money. See Driscoll, my lawyer-
He'll give you enough. But I don’t
want him to do it; I want you. Will
you—nlease ?”’

“Will I? Just watch my dust!”

IT wasn’t much of a job. I merely
went up state, located the relatives
and learned from them that Martha
was head housekeeper in a big all-
year-round resort hotel near Tra-
verse City.

I recognized her quickly enough,
though she had changed the same
way Rosie had—a kind of inner

(Continued on page 42)
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decay, so that she looked, if not
exactly dead, then unalive, if [ make
myself clear.

She did not recognize me at first,
but when I reminded her where I
had seen her, her face froze up like
a mask.

“Rosie asked me to come and see
you, and tell you something,” I tried
as an opener.

“There is nothing to tell,” she
stopped me. “If that woman and her
child have run out on him now, that’s
just his hard luck.” The whole situ-
ation was alive in her mind as though
it had happened last week.

“There was no other woman—and
no child.” I came back, but she
drenched me with silent contempt,
so that I almost disbelieved my own
story and went no further.

Finally, of course, I made her
listen—at first because she couldn’t
exactly run away, then with eager
fascination until I had finished with
a sort of ostentatious peroration—

“And so you see two hearts have
been broken because they loved so
much that their pride could not stand
suspicion—and broken by a man so
clever that he knew how to break
them, and so heartless that he didn’t
hesitate to do it.”

It didn’t have quite the effect I had

expected. Martha Montrose only
looked at me, silently, through nar-
rowed eyes. “That’s just your story.
How do I know he isn’t merely trying
to play on my sympathy ?”
. “Is it a story anyome could have
Imagined? And what object would I
have_ being a party to it? I tell you I
had it myself first from Cronin. Why
should 1 lie to you?”

“T}len it means that 7 sent Rosie
to prison? His alibi would have stuck
if T hadn’t showed them that extra
gun barrel? Jesus forgive me!”

She didn’t break down and sob,

. a8 some women might have done, but
the realization wracked her inwardly
like a suppressed convulsion. I could
ﬁnd. no words and had to wait, silent,
un‘t‘ll she spoke again.
me.’"re you sure he wants to see

“He sent me to find .
I'm Asure.” nd you; of course
6 nd I can see him, if 29

“Absolutely, Why nOt?”I go'

THE details of that reuni

not essential to this record. s:]%lciggi
that it accounted for the rebirth of
fivggr;{ldlwdualst—that love in a very

sense triumph
forces ofI darkness. phed over the
at T am interested in telli i
that. for the next two yearg in§a$
Rosw.at least once a weel and in
thap time watched the shaping of an
eng\}lrelgh newt personality.
artha got a place in a Jack
hotel so that she saw Rosie as;(1 %fst,gg
as regulations would permit, and the
g:gula?ons were pretty lax in the
e o1 an inmate g

truslged as Rosie, ® Popular and
“By God, T didn’t think any woman
could m%ke.that much diﬁ’eli'ence in
any man’s life,” the Warden told me

.

some three months later.
seems like a new man.”

As indeed he was—not only spirit-
ually, but, before long, physically.

I still had to get him books on
orange growing, because it seemed
he really did have a thousand acres,
free and clear, down near San Diego
somewhere, to which he and Martha
had always planned to retire, and
now he was determined to use them
as a refuge when his term was up.
To a man shrouded in prison grey for
so long the prospect of California
sunshine was a vision of Paradise.

So I heaped his cell with all
available material-—text books, gov-
ernment reports, historical and scenic
volumes on California and,' in be-
tween, he began rebuilding his body.
There were some gymnasium facili-
ties in the prison and baseball and
basketball games, and Rosie d_ld what
his 45 years would permit in com-
petition with the younger men.

“Can’t go out on that orange ranch
all flabby, and waste six months”get-
ting into condition out there,” he
explained to us. .

Especially did he devote his at-
tention to his hands and arms, until,
when parole day finally came, he was
something of a minor Sandow in
those members—able to do what
seemed to me quite prodigious things.

There was no great ado the day
he was liberated. Just Martha, Dris-
coll and myself acted as a welcoming
committee into the world of freedom,
though the committee that bade him
farewell consisted of the entire pri-
son. In those last two years .R051e
had become the “grandest guy in the
world” to the insiders, and his de-
parture was a real loss to them.

Driscoll drove us to Battle Creek
to catch the Chicago train so there
would be no farewells from towns-
people at the Jackson depot, for, as
a trusty, Rosie had made many
friends among local merchants. On
the way over the lawyer remarked—

“I'm surprised you don’t want to
go around by Detroit long gnough
to tell Cronin what you think of
him.” . )

“What—waste California sunshine
on that ” the air smoked.

“Rosie

FOR the next year never a yveek
passed without a letter from either
Rosie or Martha, usually with snap-
shots showing progress on house and
plantings. L

And then came an urgent invita-
tion that I visit them. The house was
finished, there was ample room, it
was the time of year when the
country looked its best and they were
anxious to repay some of the debt
they felt they owed me. A month
they wanted me for.

It looked alluring enough,_ so I
talked the managing editor into a
month’s leave, and five days later
was exclaiming with real dehght. over
the Montrose patio and thriving
groves and the California scene in
general.

“Just one thing,” my host request-
ed of me, “drop the ‘Rosie’ and call
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me Walter instead. ‘Rosie’ is too
much a part of that old life and none
of my neighbors know me by it
around here.”

A reasonable enough request. Bu@:,
used as I was to the sardine proximi-
ties of city life, I could only smile
at his use of the term “neighbor.”

Walt’s place lay 20 miles from the

railroad and ten from the nearest -

town. It was even three miles up a
canyon off a paved road and a size-
able ridge of hills had to be crossed
to see the nearest neighbor, another
orange grower like himself.

I marvelled at Walt. Except for
occasional help, he did all his own
work, and not only was he a giant
in strength, but he was tireless in
energy, and a sturdy growth of dark
brown beard gave him an aspect of
primitive fearsomeness. As for
Martha, she had grown stouter and
beamed the day long like the sun-
shine itself. :

And what pleased me more than
anything else was the fact that they
had adopted two boys, about six and
eight, and were as foolish over them,
and the airedale, as only late-life
parents can be.

Martha and I used to sit on the
veranda and watch Walt tussling
with those kids after dinner, and
then turn to each other without
words to voice our thoughts. I'm
sure they were always the same,
running back over the years through
all the scenes in which we had
watched that man as a central figure
—all so different from this.

I had been there about ten days
when, driving back from town with
some supplies late one afternoon,’
Walt suddenly said—

“My boy, you've done me a lot of
favors—would you do just one
more ?”’

“Just name it,” I assured him.

“Even a little out-and-out lying?”

“Anything short of treason,” I
laughed. )

It turned out to be simple enough.
He wanted to make a little trip up
to Los Angeles, he said, on some
business that might take him a week
or ten days and he wasn’t anxious
to have his absence known. So if any-
body came around or called up, would
I back up Martha when she said he
was just going to be gone overnight?
And later on, if anyone asked me,
would I mind saying he had never
been away from the ranch at all?

Having told more flagrant lies
than that for much less reason, the
request seemed trivial enough, and
I soon forgot it entirely, because
Walt was back inside of a week—
radiant with good spirits, laden with
presents—and his beard converted
into a jaunty mustache. In the in-
terval, no neighbors had come in and
Martha answered all the phone calls,

80 my own conscience was perfectly
clear.

I STAYED another two weeks and
never thought of the incident again
until I walked back into the manag-
ing editor’s office for the usual vaca-
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A Woman’s Intuition

up and licking through the trees. But
the rain had got in some good work
and the flames looked sullen now
rather than happy and victorious.

“If you want to sleep—” Jean
began.

“I don’t.”
“Neither do L.”

So we sat and smoked. Every now
and then I'd revisit the door and
watch the mountains again. Once
Jean came with me. But there wasn’t
any point in watching. The rain was
too late for Tommy.

“I sent him up there,” Jean said.
“At least I told him about Joe and
naturally he went. Oh, why didn’t
Joe come by here, at least look in
for a minute, before he climbed the
locust tree?”

“He had his mind on the fire,” 1

said. “He didn’t have time for any-
thing else.”

. “I wish—1I wish,” she whispered,
that even if Joe had been still up
there, like I thought he was, I hadn’t
said a word.”

I wished so, too, but I didn’t make
any comment. The rain kept dashing
on the roof. Its first wild rage had
glven way to a steady, merciless
pounding. Jean’s head finally dropped
forward and she began to sleep. 1
put a cloak over her shoulders and
turned out the light and sat there
smoking, the end of my cigarette
the only illumination in the room.

After what seemed years and
years a faint, pale light came into
the east. I went again to the door.
Smoke hung like a thick and watery
cloud over the woods between the
crossroads and Pine Mountain, but
there were now no red, darting
flames. The woods were just a
smouldering mass, with a rain as
fine as a needle shower beating
down upon them. -

When I went back
kltche:n, Jean had waked and was
standing at the west window. More
l.lght ﬁl‘oer.ed in from the east, but
it was a sickly light, having to fight
its way through smoke and low-

anging rain clouds.

“We’l:e going up the mountain,”
Jean said, without turning her head.

1 argued, asking her to let me go
alone. But it wasn’t any use. So we
got out her little roadster and, with
me at the wheel, we started up the
road that leads over Pine Mountain
and on to Pine Lake. All around us
the woods still smouldered, but the
flames had given up. The smoke rose
sullenly to mingle with the fog and
the rain, and over all the woods it
was as if a ghost had spread a veil.

There were trees fallen across the
road. —Sometimes we could drive
around them; other times I had to
get out and tug and heave till the
way was clear. At last we came in

into the

(Continued from page 25)

sight of Mrs. Trant’s home-—on:
ra%her Mrs. Trant’s former home;
for now it was just a pile of ashes,
with here and there an ember wmk£
ing dully, as you’ve seen the eyes 0
a dying animal rally and glow one
t time.
lasJea.n turned her head away ar}d
she was shaking. I put the car 13
second and we went pitching an
careening over the once shaggg
brow of Pine Mountain. The road
was rougher and steeper now an]l
there were more obstructions. On at
sides of us trees stood out gaurli
and stark against the gloomy bac li
ground, their leaves gone and a
their smaller limbs. N . It lay
hen we saw the car. 2
—éﬂgt 1:wa.s left of it—at a turn in
the road. Of course the gas had~ex&
ploded and the machine had burneh
to a crisp. Jean and I looked at ’Fﬁcn
other as I stopped the roadster. 1he
we walked slowly forward. But there
wasn’t any sign of a body.

“He left the car and ran for it,
I said, and Jean nodded. ckage

We drove round the wre ,
going on toward the lake. Jean ’gﬁ:
gripping the side of the cax;. e
last steep climb and we Sholl er
the bluff that guards the va eythe
which lies Pine Lake. This wagn e
end of the road. We sat very sti la
the car, which I had stopped oaet
level strip of land near the ou Jot.
All over the lake steam was rzﬁgng
in misty veils. But no living thing
moved within our sughl::.t time Jean

I think that up to that t1
and I had both hoped. That wa_?lorl;g
human, I suppose. People St.l e
lieve in miracles, you know; i,nd
the most hard-boiled people. snd
Jean and I weren't so hard-boiled, at
least not this morning. Down 1n obe
hearts we had hoped, and énar};:er
believed a little, that Tommy Ga
had somewhere found a refuge.

“Well,” I said, and that one wordd,
spoken in a moderate tone,“ ecimloeI
startlingly in the valley, yvi t’ as
guess there’s no use—We mig the
well go back.” 1 reached for
starter, then sort of gslumped over
the wheel. I had thought that, 1 was
miserable before, but it hadn’t bﬁeg
anything compared to this. ’\'}"e 1‘?1
played our last card and Tommy
Carter was still lost.

Then I heard a sound off to my
left. When I turned my head, there
was Tommy hobbling and groping
and stumbling toward us along the
charred shore of the lake. Apd he
looked enough like a ghost to justify
the first wild thought that popped
into my mind.

But he wasn’t any ghost and Jean
and I were both out of the car now
and running toward him. Tommy
slumped against me and for a

moment it was all T could do to
hold him upright. Then he straight-
ened and we guided him to the car,
where he put a hand against the
door and turned to face us.

“I got here, but not in time,” he
mumbled. “It got too dangerous in
the car so I left it—reckon it burnt
up—and ran the rest of the way on
foot. But—but I was too late.”
“Oh, Tommy,” Jean cried, “I—
I_"

But Tommy didn’t let her tell him.
He went on in a dead voice, “I
looked everywhere and I yelled and
yelled. But I couldn’t find him and
he never did answer. Finally the
fire—well, it was all around me. So
I took to the lake. Been standing
out there about a hundred feet from
shore all night in water up to my
chest. Even then sparks fell all

around me. Poor little old Joe,” he
finished.

Then I caught hold of his arm and
shook him, and Jean Fary told him
the story, told him that Joe Gaines
had been safe all the time. For a
long moment after she stopped speak-
ing, Tommy still slumped against
the car, then he pulled himself up-
right.

“Thank God,” he said.

“And thank God for that lake,” I
added. :

It was then I noticed the queer
light in Tommy’s eyes. He turned
slowly to Jean. It looked like the big
moment so I started to be polite and
ease out of the vicinity. But his first
word stopped me like a shot.

“You're a grown-up woman,”
Tommy Carter said, in the same
tone Jean herself had once used,
“you wear long dresses and you run
a business establishment and you’re
supposed to be responsible—yet you
send a man damn near to his death
because you think a kid’s in danger.”

Well, sir, I took one look at little
Jean Fary standing there like a
boxer who’s out but hasn’t yet gone
down and I wanted to maul the liv-
ing daylights out of Tommy Carter.
Even if he was pathetic, with his
hands blistered and his uniform
nearly scorched off him, I wanted to
maul him. I grabbed his arm, but he
shook my hand loose; and when he
spoke again, his voice was filled with
what they call withering sarcasm.

“Of course, the locust tree little

-Joe Gaines was roosting in was all

of sixty feet from the Green Arrow.
Too far! If you had wanted to make
sure he hadn’t come back you could
have called him a few times. But it
wouldn’t have done any good. He
couldn’t possibly have heard you all
that distance!”

I didn’t care if he had spent a
hard night, I didn’t care if he had













































