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e “Have

By John Paine

Illustrated by
John J. Floherty, Jr.

ES“SIE was sitting on the bed, holding the telephone.
I won’t go,” I said. “Tell them that.”
Jessie pushed back her hair and looked sore. “Don’t
be“an airedale,” she said. “We have to be polite.”
“Tell them your Uncle John is coming.”
“I haven’t any Uncle John,” she said.

Tell .them it’s your long lost Uncle John from
Austx:alla. Tell them you have to be nice or he'll cut us
off w1thou_t a single sheep.”

I went into the bathroom and slammed the door.
Next day Chet Healey caught me on the station
platform. It was a dark morning.

“Pretty soft for you, Charlie,” he said. “Congratu-
lations.”

“Thapks,” I said. “Bank’s decided not to foreclose.
H?yv did you know ?”
mean about Jessie’s uncle. I hear he’s rolling.”
XVonderful woman, my wife, but too literal.
Oh, that,” I said. “I really don’t know.” I could feel
m}"‘self getting red.
You wouldn’t kid a guy,” Chet said. “Hank Watter-
son say’s’ he owns most of the sheep in Australia.”
< Yes,” I said. ““Yes. I guess he owns a lot of them all
right. But you know what sheep are.” The train was
coming in and I was looking for a crowded car.
Che‘t;, caught me by the arm. “Look here, Charlie,” he
said. “If he wants to make any investments I could put
him onto something good.”

“Sure,” I gaid. “Sure. I bet you could at that.” Then
I got away.
HTha‘g night I stopped for a drink in the station. Stu
I ollabl.rd was there. “Have one on me,” Stu said. “This
18 getting to be a habit.”

fpronanks,” T said. It had been a habit with Stu for
hi}: en years, only now he didn’t have to carry it with

“The commuters’ hour,” he said and laughed. There
were four checks in front of him.

jol‘;‘.s gke mine Scotch and soda,” I said. “It eases the

“Sure,” Stu said. “And dulls the faculties. That’s
what we need—duller brains for riding trains. But
Wha@ do you care? You're on easy street now. With
Jessie’s uncle—"

“Good old Uncle John!” I said. I was commencing to
believe in him myself.

“I suppose you’ll stop commuting.”

to ®Be
‘Polite

“Qh, I don’t know,” I said. “I rather like it.”

“That’s it,” Stu said. “It wouldn’t be so bad if you
didn’t have to. What’s he worth anyhow ?”

“Plenty,” I said. “So far as I can find out.”

Stu laughed. “That’s right,” he said. “Don’t let any-
thing slip. You always were a close one.”

At the Junction, Clare Andrews gave me a lift; Bob,
her husband, had missed the train.

“How long has Jessie’s uncle been with you?” she
asked. .

“He hasn’t come yet,” I said.

She turned around and looked at me. T saw I’'d made
a mistake. .

“You and Jessie ought to get together,” she said.

“Well, you see—"" I began.

“Oh, you don’t have to explain,” Clare said. “If you
and Jessie want to keep him to yourselves—”"

“You don’t understand, Clare. The old gentleman
wasn’t feeling very well and he said—"

“So he's old,” Clare said. “Jessie didn’t tell me that.”

“Maybe not so very old,” I said, “but he’s feeble and
he looks—" .

Clare turned around again and looked at me while a
truck ran off the road and through a fence to avoid
hitting us. .

Clare paid no attention. “Do you think he’d be able
to come to dinner with us on Thursday ?”

“I really don’t think he’ll be with us that long,” I
said. “And how are the children, Clare?”

There was a tincture of arsenic in her eyes when she
looked at me again. “But Jessie said—”

“Let me out here, please,” I said. “I've got to stop at
the drug store. No, thanks, I'll walk the rest of the way.
My best to Bob.” '

When I got home Jessie was poking around the guest
room closet with a broom.

“T,ooking for Uncle John?” I said.

She turned around with a start. “I don’t care,” she
said. “It makes me nervous. There might be somebody
here in the house.”

“Sure,” I said. “There’s got to be somebody here in
the house, and it’s got to be Uncle John, and it makes
me worse than nervous. Let’s have a drink.”

We had a couple. Then Jessie said, “We've got to
get him away. I can’t stand this.”

“Sure,” I said, “but how? There’s always someone at
the station. And Mrs. Rumpson across the street—"































































April, 1937

He found the street he was on led
directly back to the wharf. A quar-
ter of an hour’s walk brought him to
Pablo’s shop. A light still burned at
the back, but the door was locked.
Alan rapped several times before
Pablo’s cracked voice called out, “Go
away. The shop’s not open now.”

“But I want to see you,” cried
Alan. “Let me in. I want to see
you.”

“You want to buy something?”
shouted back the old man.

“Yes, yes,” said Alan. “I want to
buy something.”

Pablo, with the uncertain jerks of
the aged, came toward the door with
a lighted candle in his hand. He
fumbled at the lock, and opening the
door a half inch, peered out.

“Oh, so it’s you,” he said. “You
ain’t looking for Lafe here, are
you?”

“NO."

“Did you find Lafe?”

“Yes, I found him.”

“What do you want now?”

“I want to see you,” said Alan,
“Let me in.”

“You want to buy something?”
Pablo repeated.

“Yes, I want to buy some informa-
tion.”

“Sure,” said Pablo, “come in.”

He took Alan into the room at the
back of the store. It had a sleeping
cot in it, and a table with some cards
spread out. Pablo had been playing
solitaire. Alan seated himself on a
roll of canvas against the wall. )

“Now what do you want to know ?”
asked Pablo.

“I want to know the name of a good
lawyer.”

“Ah,” said Pablo, “we have a good
many lawyers here. Where there is
an eight million dollar fishing profit
there is always many good lawyers.
That is funny information you
want.”

“Not that kind of a lawyer,” ex-
plained Alan. “I couldn’t pay a big
lawyer.” His hand again sought the
bulging purse in his pocket. “I mean
I wouldn’t want to. But another—
surely there must be someone who
would take up a small piece of busi-
ness for me.”

“What do you want to know? May-
be I could tell you without a lawyer.”

“I want to know what Lafe Rod-
gers did with his partner’s money.”

“You don’t need no lawyer then.
I can tell you that.”

“Did you know his partner? He
has been dead many years.”

“Lafe had only one partner—Pete
Scott.”

“Yes,” said Alan eagerly. “You
knew Pete Scott?”

“Sure I knew Pete Scott. Wasn't
nobody in town who didn’t know him.
And Pete Scott never had no money.”

“The Pete Scott I'm speaking of
had money.”

“He was a deep sea diver?”

“Yes.7’

“And him and Lafe Rodgers
worked together. Lafe Rodgers was
tender for him. Pete Scott drank

hisself to death.” .

“No, he was drowned while div-
ing.” -

“He was drowned because he was
drunk. He come in here that.morn-
ing and he had his airhose with him.
It was a good hose, and he wanted
money on it. And I says to him,
‘Pete, you can have money on the
hose because it’s a good hose, but
you know you can’t dive without no
hose, and how are you going to get
it out again? ‘That’s my business,’
he says. And I says ‘Pete, you bet-
ter not leave your hose here. You
better keep it. You can do without a
drink, but yon can't do without a
hose.” ‘If you don’t want to lend me
money on it,’ he says, ‘someone else
will.’

So I let him have his way. He
took the money and he must have
got crazy with drink. For that af-
ternoon he made a dive. And not
having no hose what did he do but
rig up a garden hose for his air. An
old hose out of someone’s garden.
Of course it bust when he was
down.

And that was the end of Pete. No-
body was held to blame. It was some-
thing he done himself. He'd got
drunk once too often. No, Pete never
had no money. The County bu}'led
him, Lafe took it hard at the time.
He liked Pete. But Lafe had no
money neither. It done Lafe good,
though. It straightened him up con-
siderable. He went into fishing, and
he’s doing fine now. He’s bought him-
self a share on the ‘West Wind,” and
he’s engineer on it.”

“You mean he doesn’t own the
‘West Wind’ ?”

“There’s seven of them—and he’s
one.”

“Then why—if there wasn’t any
money—why—"" - Alan checked him-
self. He wanted to know why for ten
years Lafe had been sending thirty
dollars a month from a fictitious es-
tate. Would Pablo know that, too?
He doubted it. ’

“Why what?” prompted the old
man.

Alan was silent. Pablo shuffled the
cards, and wheezed a cough. “Is that
all you wanted to know ?”’ he asked. -

“Yes,” said Alan heavily, “If you
are sure that what you have told me
is all fact.”

“It’s all truth. It’s all and more
than a lawyer could have found out
for you. And it won’t cost you near
S0 much.”

Alan pulled out from his pocket
the two dollars that Pablo had given
him a few hours before, and placed
them on the table beside the cards.
“Is that enough?” he asked.

Pablo looked at the money, and
then at Alan. “Didn’t you have no
dinner?” he inquired.

‘“Yes,” replied Alan.

Still Pablo did not take up the
money. “Compared to a lawyer two
dollars is cheap,” he said. “But now
you answer me a question, and I'll
give you one dollar back. Why do
you want to know about Pete Scott?
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Ain’t nobedy spoke of him these
many years.”

“I'm Pete Scott’s son.”

‘““Ah,” said the old man, “so he had
a son. Then that’s why you want to
see Lafe Rodgers.”

‘“Yes,” said Alan again.

“What made you think Pete had
money ?”’

“You are quite sure he didn’t?”

‘“He never had no money, boy. He
come here with a diving outfit, and
it wore out piece by piece, and he let
it wear out so as he could have his
drink. I watched him go down day
by day. And Lafe’s got no money
neither. And if he had you’d never
get it from him. He’'ll kill you just
for trying. He’s killed more than
one man, has Lafe, and for less than
that. Where are you sleeping to-
night ?”’

“Can I sleep here?” asked Alan.
“If you would lend me a blanket I
could curl up under the counter.”

“Yes, I could do that. Your
father’s hose lay curled up there
many a day before I sold it. Sure.
you can sleep there. And tomorrow
you go away.”

Alan heard the foghorn all night.
Its dreary blasts seemed like a
requiem for the father he had never
known. He thought of the diving
gear wearing out piece by piece, and
the airhose coiled up under the coun-
ter full of dust and spider webs. He
thought of Lafe Rodgers at The
Knotty Palm without his purse. And
when he shook the spiders out of his
blanket and folded it up in the morn-
ing he knew that however much he
feared him he had to find Lafe Rod-
gers again. He had to know why
Lafe Rodgers, who had broken a
man’s arm purposely and brutally
across his knee, who had tried a des-
picable trick on an inoffensive min-
ister, had been sending thirty dollars
a month from an estate that did not
exist. '

The early morning sun had turned
the bay into a shimmering sheet of
splendor. The hills rose sharp and
clean against a blue sky, and the
black wharf was still wet from the
previous night’s fog. Alan turned
hungrily into the first restaurant, full
of the odors of fresh coffee and
browning hot cakes, and ate a sub-
stantial breakfast. He learned there
that Lafe Rodgers had passed down
the wharf a half hour earlier, and
had gone out to the ‘West Wind.’
Alan paid for his breakfast out of
the dollar that Pablo had returned to
him, and found that he still had
enough to hire a skiff to take him to
Lafe Rodgers’ boat. So far he had
not opened the purse entrusted to
him.

What it contained he did not
know. It was all in bills, and he
knew it was a considerable sum of
money. And Lafe Rodgers would
use it to plaster the saloons and
gambling houses of Monterey.

Disturbed by this thought Alan
walked down the length of the
wharf. The salmon and mackerel
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go to bat and then the other side.
But not many of the men could hit
the ball very well. I guess they all
had poor eyes.

But what I started to tell you was
that when the ninth inning came
along—that’s the last inning of the
game, although why they don’t stop
at an even number like ten I don’t
know—our team had a man on sec-
ond base and a man on third and we
were behind, two to one. Then the
manager came up to me and said,

Elmer; go in there and hit that ball
between those two fielders out there,”
and he pointed to the center fielder
and the right fielder.

I picked up a bat and walked out
and a great big loud speaker boomed
out, “Attention, please.” So I
stopped. “Peters, batting for Hardy.
Peters, batting for Hardy.” Believe
me, M?ry, I certainly blushed. In-
troducing me like that to thousands
of people.

Well, T got up there and hit the
ball where the manager told me to,
and both those other men on the

ases ran home while the fielder was
chasing the ball I hit. You never
heard so much noise in your life.
Everybody in the stands rose to their
feet and yelled and screamed and
it was deafening. Somebody said
that was because my hit won the
game, but I didn’t know they took
it so seriously., Such a
roaBr!

ut the funny thing was,

all the.rest of our team
acted like I'd done some-
thing wonderful. They
slapped me on the back and
shook hands with me and
were all feeling pretty good
because we’d beat the St.
Louis team and that put us
1}}1 first place instead of
fem, a half game ahead
ﬁ them. -Don’t ask me
aOV;l they counted it only
I deny®, game, because
¢ on’t know, but one

?ne i)el:z;o men is giving

ns i
e T'll be apry 50 may-

. ble to ex-
‘\)vlﬁil':}e .that the next time I

Don’t worr
Yy about s
Mary, because I'm havlirrlleg
a fine time ang the food is
bretty good. The turkeys

will be all right
sure nothing . Just make

happens t

Nell and Th ) L0

more later. elma. I’ll write
Yours,

ELMER.

P.8S. Iam goin
g to ask
Mr. Burns to let me play
on the regular team, so

i

“That’s funny!

(Continued from page 15)

I can go to bat four or five times a
%ame,Elike the rest of the players.
rs., E.

Tiddlewaite, Ark.
July 3rd.

Mr. Elmer Peters

c/o0 New York Giants

New York, N. Y.

Dear Elmer:

Your pinch hit in the ninth inning
with two out not only won the game
for the Giants, but it was also hit
against Dizzy Dean, who is one of
the best pitchers in the National
League. Judge Bowman and I read
all about it in the St. Louis papers
the next day and we were terribly
excited. The Giants are a half game
ahead of the Cardinals because they
have won one more game and have
lost the same number. That makgs
a half game difference. And also if
the Giants can keep their present
lead and win the pennant, it will
mean from four to six thougand dol-
lars extra for the players in World
Series money. o

I suppose you are surprised that
I seem to know so much about base-
ball all of a sudden, but Judge Bow-
man has been explaining the game
to me and he got me rule books,
year books, and a lot of other things
to read. So now I at least know what

slid in!”

1 would have sworn somebody just

it’s all about. Judge Bowman also
told me that if you can really make
a hit every time you go to bat, you’ll
soon be famous.

And that is what is worrying me,
Elmer. If you ever got famous, I'm
afraid yon would forget all about
me and Tiddlewaite, and the turkeys.
Of course, you’d make a lot of money,
but remember that money isn’t every-
thing, and that a baseball player can
never have much of a home life. So
make all the money you can and save
it and you won’t have to be one very
long.

Don’t worry about getting a reg-
ular position on the team so that
you could bat four or five times in
every game. Even if you should
learn to catch the ball and throw it
well enough to play, you still might
be more valuable to the team as a
pinch hitter. As long as you are a
pinch hitter, the manager can send
you to bat whenever there are men
on bases, while if you were in the
regular line-up, they might have to
waste your hit when there was no-
body on base and two out. At any
rate, he knows best. Listen to him
and do whatever he says.

The weather has been fine here so
the turkeys are doing all right. But
I don’t think they are as well as
when you left. At least, Jim Lester
doesn’t keep things very clean.

Get plenty of sleep, El-
mer, and be sure and eat

enough. You know how
proud I am of you.
Love,
MARY.
New York,
July 15th.

Miss Mary Carlisle
Tiddlewaite, Ark.

Dear Mary:

You will be glad to hear
the latest news from me,
and to know that I am eat-
ing and sleeping okay and
all that.

Well, since I last wrote
you, I been to bat six
times and got five hits.
Naturally, people around
here are beginning to sit
up and take notice, and the
enclosed clippings will
show you what a big shot
the New York sport writ-
ers think I am.

They still won’t let me
play on the regular team,
though, and although I
can’t throw the ball very
far I can catch it all right
and think I would be pretty
good in, say, the infield.

- ...a--»-—\-'"

























































