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COLE OF SPYGLASS
MOUNTAIN

CHAPTER I

THE SLUG

age, squatted close to earth in a wet, weed-rank city

lot. It was spring, and the new warmth of the
geason’s birth was in the air. The lot was a vacant one,
and perhaps would remain so for many years to come, be-
cause it was low, and the spring rains had made of it a
veritable swamp.

One boy was master of ceremonies, and the eager eyes
of his companions were fixed on a chip of wood that he
held in his hand, four inches above the ground. The chip
was perhaps five inches square, and over it crawled a slug,
a slimy, repulsive, helpless creature of the earth. Limax
Campestris was the slug’s rather important-sounding name,
but of this the boys knew nothing.

‘““Aw, bet ye an agut he can’t get down!’’ volunteered
one boy.

‘“Which one o’ yere agates?’’ asked the one who held
the chip.

“My ole moony one,’’ was the reply. ‘‘Bet ye my moony
agut against yer black-’n’-white one!’’

‘““‘Aw, his black-an’-white one’s half glass.”” put in a
Would-be spoilsport.

FOUR boys, ranging from eleven to fifteen years of

1



2 COLE OF SPYGLASS MOUNTAIN

To show that he accepted the wager, the black-haired boy
who had imprisoned the slug on the chip reached his right
hand into his trousers pocket and laid a white-and-black-
striped agate marble on the ground beside him. The tow-
headed gambler who had offered the wager laid beside the
black-and-white marble a milky-colored one, which was soft
and showed tiny half-moons, the result of countless colli-
sions with other ‘‘taws.”’

¢ Anybody else?’’ invited the boy who held the chip and
its crawling inhabitant.

Several bets were offered, ranging from so many ‘‘chi-
nies’’ or ‘‘commies’’ or ‘‘glassies’” to collections of jack-
stones and other treasures dear to the heart of a boy, all
of which the master of ceremonies accepted to the extent
of his pockets’ contents. All eyes were again fixed on the
slowly moving gastropod.

‘‘Now, lissen, Cole,”” said one. ‘‘Ye’re bettin’ he ¢'n git
down offen that chip ’thout jumpin’, eh? Is that it?”’

““‘Yes,’’ replied the dark-haired boy.

““Er fallin’?’’ questioned another.

‘““Er fallin’ either,”” was the reply.

““Aw, they’s a ketch in it somewheres, fellas,’’ was the
warning of the third youthful sportsman. ‘‘He’ll let the
chip down er somethin’.”’

““They ain’t any such thing,’’ retorted the boy called
Cole. ‘‘I’m bettin’ just like what I said. This here slug’ll
let ’imself down on the ground an’ go on about his busi-
ness ’thout me helpin’ ’im, er him jumpin’ er fallin’ er
anything like that. An’ I’ll keep the chip four inches
above the ground all the time, just like I got her now. Now
you watch what I'm tellin’ you! Watch ’im!”’

‘“Aw, ye’re crazy !”’ derided the tow-headed boy. ‘‘Ye’re
crazy, Cole!”
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The boy called Cole made no reply to this, but kept his
fine gray eyes on his captive.

A studious observer would have noted this boy’s remark-
able face. His hair was coal-black and of heavy growth.
In sharp contrast, his large eyes were a deep gray, almost
blue, and the lashes that covered them were long and black
as soot. The face was decidedly ascetic, the nose thin and
almost Grecian. One noticed the mouth. It was youthful
still, but even now there were settling about it faint tracer-
jes that bespoke determination. His was the face, almost,
of a youth of twenty. But he had barely turned fourteen.

Joshua Cole was the boy’s name. His schoolmates called
him Cole, not because of his precocious gravity, but after
the manner of boys of the age of twelve or thereabout as
they begin to assume the ways of men. When they called
him Josh they were in a frivolous mood and set on teasing
him. But teasing Joshua Cole was fruitless. He merely
smiled and looked steadily at his would-be tormentors out
of his tolerant, grave gray eyes—eyes at the same time so
gerious and so whimsical as to baffle them to silence. A
strange boy was Joshua Cole, always deep in some original,
boyish experiment, as in the present instance, but uni-
versally liked by his associates.

‘““We gotta be gettin’ to school,”” Towhead announced,
after the four had watched the circular progress of the slug
in silence for a time.

‘“‘Gee whiz! There goes the second bell now!’’

““C’m’on, Cole! Ole Madmallet won’t do a thing to us!’’

‘““Wait a minute,”’ said Joshua Cole softly. ‘‘He’s gone
Pretty near round the chip now. When he gets clean back
to where he started from, you fellas might’s well say
good-by to yer ole marbles.”’

“But I ain’t gonta be tardy!’’ expostulated Towhea.d
and grabbed up the moony agate.
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¢“All right. Go ahead. You’re a hot sport, you are!’’

““Ne’mind, Cole. Wait’ll Ole Hothatchet grabs you by
the neck!”’

So saying, Towhead ran off toward the nearby brick
schoolhouse, where already the scholars were filing in to the
time of the principal’s tapping with a ruler on a window
sill.

Two more of the boys grabbed up their marbles and
strapped books, and followed Towhead, oblivious to the fate
of the imprisoned slug.

But one doggedly remained with the experimenter. And
this one, too, was a black-haired boy, Joshua’s younger
brother Lester., Lester Cole had made his bet that the
slug could not reach the ground after Joshua had lifted
him from his earthly home on the chip; and the Coles were
famous as stickers. He set his lips and watched the slug
intently. But presently he said:

““Aw, le’s be gettin’ to school, Josh! Old Madmallet’ll
raise the devil. We ¢’n watch an ole slug any ole time.”’

‘“No, we can’t. Don’t know when we’ll find another
slug,”’ replied his brother. ‘‘It’s gettin’ so hot we won’t
see many more of ’em pretty soon. They can’t stand hot
weather; it kills ’em. But you take yer ole marbles and
go. I don’t care about any ole bet. I’'m gonta stay an’
watch this ole slug, myself. Can’t tell when I’ll get an-
other chance.”’

“I won’t go ’less you do, Josh,”” said Lester. ‘‘You
can’t bluff me out on any ole bet. D’ye think I’m scared
o’ Ole Madhouse? Not on yer life!”’

““Look! Look!”” Joshua almost shouted. ‘‘Now watch
’im, Les! Looky—he’s been all ’round the chip, reachin’
out his feelers and crawlin’ over the edge, ain’t he? And
now he knows he can’t get off the chip just by crawlin’ er
anything like that. Now watch what he’ll do!’’
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Lester glanced nervously at the brick schoolhouse, into
which the tail end of the cue of scholars was now march-
ing. Then an excited cry from his brother caused him to
turn his eyes on the slug once more.

And, lo and behold, the brainless crawling thing had
begun to prove that Nature had endowed it with powers
unknown to ordinary, unobservant man. It had crawled
almost entirely over the edge of the chip, and was holding
by the tip end of its tail.

‘““He’s gonta fall!’’ cried Lester, forgetting austere old
Silvanus Madmallet, the teacher.

‘“‘No, he ain’t! You watch, Les! Now! Look at ’im!’’

And lo and behold again, a thin stream of slime came
from a gland at the rear end of the pitiful creature, and
it descended slowly, head down, reeling out its rope of
mucus as it went.

Lester Cole watched in boyish awe as the poor earthling
drew nearer and nearer to the ground, the string of mucus
ever lengthening above it.

““I wouldn’t think it ud hold ’im,’’ he marveled.

And then the slug reached the earth and began slowly
assuming a horizontal position.

“‘Lift ’im up again, Josh,’’ suggested Lester.

‘“No,”’” said Joshua, dropping the chip. ‘‘That wouldn’t
be fair. You lose, kid!’’—and he scraped into his hand an
assortment of ‘‘glassies’’ and ‘‘chinies.”” ‘‘C’m’on—we
gotta be gettin’ there!’’

Side by side the brothers ran toward the schoolhouse.

‘““You oughtn’t to’ve stayed, Les,”” puffed Joshua.

““An’ how ’bout you?’’ Lester retorted.

“It’s different with me,’’ stated Joshua.

“‘Like the dickens it is! What d’ye mean?’’

““I gotta kinda look at things like that. You don’t care
nothin’ about ’em, much. But don’t you let Ole Sore-
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hammer get you. You been tardy a lot here lately. He’ll
feel like bustin’ you wide open. But I’ll stick with you.
Don’t let him bluff ye, kid.”’

““How’d ye know that thing could do that, Josh?’’ asked
Lester.

“ ’Cause I've made ’em do it before now,’’ Joshua told
him.

‘““You’re a devil of a kid—always doin’ somethin’ like
that.”’

“I like to,”’ was all that Joshua said in explanation.

Silvanus Madmallet, called variously by the boys ¢‘Ole
Hothatchet,”” ‘“Ole Sorehammer,”’ or ‘‘Ole Madhouse,”’
was a tall, long-beaked, austere pedagogue, who fairly
exuded scholastic dignity. He was of the old school—not
50 old in that day, either—who dispensed learning under the
well-known maxim, ‘‘Spare the rod and spoil the child.”’

He was seated at his desk when Joshua and Lester Cole
hurried on tiptoe into the cloak room, deposited their caps
on hooks, and, grinning guiltily at each other, walked into
the classroom and tried to appear unconcerned. Their class-
mates giggled and looked in Pharisaic triumph at one an-
other as the two culprits found their desks and sertwed
themselves into the seats behind them. ‘‘Behold these pub-
licans,”” said their eyes, ‘‘for they are tardy, and we were
not!”’

01d Silvanus Madmallet maintained a severe and por-
tentous silence until the brothers were established in their
seats, casting sheepish glances at each other, not daring to
face the despot on the platform or the hypocritically con-
demnatory eyes of their classmates. Then suddenly Old
Madmallet spoke.

‘“Joshua and Lester Cole, why are you tardy?’’

Neither brother volunteered an explanation.
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“‘This has been occurring altogether too frequently of
late,”” went on the stern voice of old Silvanus. ‘‘Speak
out, Joshua!’’

Joshua parted his lips.

‘“‘Stand up, sir!’’ came from the rostrum.

Grinning in embarrassment, the older brother took his
stand.

“It was my fault, Mr. Madmallet,”” he confessed.
“‘Lester, he wasn’t to blame. I kep’ him.”’

‘“Oh, you kept him!’’ The principal’s tones were sar-
castic. ‘‘And did you find it hard to do?”’

“No, sir. That is—yes, sir. He—he didn’t want to
stay.”’

“‘That’s a falsehood, Joshua Cole,’’ said Madmallet in
calm, assured tones. ‘‘This is not the first time you have
tried to shield your brother. He has been tardy repeatedly.
Your brotherly love may perhaps be commendatory, but
this time it will not prevent your brother from being pun-
ished.”’

Silvanus Madmallet seemed to derive great pleasure from
talking, in a measure, over his charges’ heads. He loved to
Toll big words over his tongue. Pedantic in the extreme
was old Silvanus Madmallet, else he would have risen 16ng
ago to some form of public service above the teaching of
adolescent girls and boys.

“‘Lester, stand up!”’

Lester squirmed out of his seat and stood erect.

‘“Go into the hall.”’

‘With slow steps and a white face, the younger brotéer
took up his melancholy march to the torture room.

¢‘Joshua, sit down!”’

But Joshua Cole remained standing. ‘‘Looky here, Mr.
Madmallet,”” he said, his lips twitching and the jaw
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muscles shuttling under the taut skin of his cheeks, ‘‘don’t
you whip my brother. It was me that made him late for
school. You whip me, if ye gotta whip somebody.”’

The room was silence itself. There came only the faint
shuffle of Lester’s feet as he walked to his doom. Gray
crags grew over the fiery eyes of old Silvanus Madmallet,
and the eyes glared at Joshua Cole.

““Sit down!’’ he thundered.

““I know what you’re tryin’ to do!’’ cried Joshua. ‘‘You
know it’ll hurt me more if you whip my brother than
’twould if you was to whip me. You’ve done that before.
I’'m onto you. And I won’t stand it!”’

His voice had risen with every sentence, and on the
last it broke. Joshua Cole was near to tears. He was at
once angry and frightened at his own audacity. But he
had long been at war with his teacher and knew the in-
justice of the man.

“T won’t stand it!”’ he cried hotly again. ‘‘You just
take it out on me by whippin’ Lester. And—and I just
won’t stand it, that’s all!”’

¢“Sit down.!’’ thundered from the platform a second time.

Lester’s lagging steps had brought him to the hall door.
Reluctantly he laid a hand on the knob.

‘“Go into the hall, T told you, Lester!’’ said the teacher,
glancing toward him briefly.

Lester opened the door, all hope gone, and closed it
behind him. .

““Now, Joshua Cole, are you going to obey me? Once
more—sit down!”’

““I won’t set down!’’ said Joshua, pale as death, but in
his blue-gray eyes that light of unshakable resolve which
was later to prove the determining factor in his career.

Just what might be gained by his refusal to sit down
Joshua did not know. He was not reasoning at all; he was
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merely in revolt against a long-standing tyranny. And,
boylike, he had resorted to unreasoning obstinacy to show
his attitude.

For a silent moment Silvanus Madmallet glared at him,
his own face white and rigid. Then he arose briskly, went
to the closet, and returned with a leather strap.

“1 will attend to you later, young man,’’ he said with
cold calmness, and passed through the door by which Lester
Cole had entered the hall.

As the door closed behind him a low buzzing arose in the
classroom. But it ceased abruptly as the scholars saw
Joshua Cole trotting toward that door, his small fists
doubled. And as he passed the big stove, which had not
yet been taken down because of an occasional cold spring
morning, he grasped up the iron poker that leaned so invit-
ingly in a corner of the coal-box.



CHAPTER II

SPAWN OF THE DEVIL

ILVANUS MADMALLET had long considered
S Joshua Cole a child of the evil one. While the
boy seemed intelligent enough, he was in the main
behind in his school work. His brother, aged eleveg, was
in the same class, with Joshua fourteen. He was all suffi-
cient as to ‘‘readin’ and writin’,’’ but when it came to the
third grim specter in that detestable trio, ¢‘ ’rithmetic,”’
Joshua simply was the dumbest of the dumb. Geography
and history seemed to hold his attention to a mild degreé,
but he detested grammar and all its works. Madmallet’s
futile endeavor to pound arithmetic into young Joshua’s
head was perhaps the opening gun in the feud that existed
between them. Why, what could anybody ever expect to
amount to if he did not have a sound understanding of
arithmetic? Once a week the class had composition; and,
though Joshua’s efforts were always above the average and
showed good sentence construction and thought, they
bfought nd praise from Madmallet. What matter if the
boy wrote well if he dould not parse and diagram a sen-
tence, and knew no rules of grammar?

One day Madmallet had unraveled a part of the mystery
that shrouded the boy’s shortcomings. Slipping up behind
young Joshua, he had surprised him in holding behind his
large geography a smaller book, upon which his attention
was riveted. Madmallet had snatched away the forbidden
fruit, and his craggy brows had come down as he glared
at the unfamiliar title. Joshua had been reading Proctor’s

Other Worlds han Ours!
10
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Madmallet had no sympathy for Science. He was a
firm believer that in six days the Lord made heaven and
earth, the sea, and all that in them is, and he carried his
convictions to extremes. He sent the book home to Joshua’s
father, who cared for neither Science nor its enemies, but
believed that a pupil should not antagonize his teachers,
and promptly punished Joshua by holding him with his
head submerged in a tub of water until the boy was all
but drowned.

One thing had led to another until Madmallet nursed a
personal antipathy for young Joshua. Many times he had
punished him, but the boy had proved so obstinate that
never a cry could his persecutor wring from his twitching
lips. Then Madmallet had learned of Joshua’s rare broth-
erly love for Lester, who was himself a prodigious sinner
and committed more crimes against the canons of the school
than did Joshua. So, unable to bend the older hrother to
his will, he tortured Lester, well knowing in his cunning
and cruel old heart that he thus punished Joshua more
thoroughly than he could with cane or strap.

And so had the feud progressed until that morning when
Joshua turned upon his tormentor and followed him into
the hall, the blacksmith-made poker gripped in his
trembling hands.

‘““Take off your coat,”” Madmallet was saying, when
the door opened softly behind him and Joshua ecame
through.
~ ““Keep yer coat on, Les,”” ordered Joshua in shaky tones.
Then he turned his grave gray-blue eyes on the teacher,
and laid the poker over his right shoulder. ‘‘Du-don’t you
hit my brother with that strap,’”’ he said; and, though
his tones showed nervousness, even fear, they contained a
quality that gave Madmallet pause.

His face grew fiery red and his cheeks puffed out.
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““You threaten me with that poker, you young scoun-
drel!’’ he bellowed. ‘‘Me! You threaten me!”’

““Ye heard what I said!’’—the tones grew stronger.
‘“You hit my brother with that strap an’ I’ll bust your
head with this poker.”’

Silvanus Madmallet stood in a statuesque position and
gazed in horrified amazement at the boy. Could this thing
be? Had he heard aright? Would even the most incor-
rigible pupil in his room dare to go as far as this?

He clinched his teeth, drew back the strap, and took
one step toward the cowering Lester. Then the iron poker
left the shoulder of young Joshua, and the boy’s elbows
traveled farther back to gain impetus for a deadly blow.
Madmallet paled, dropped the uplifted arm, and stepped
safely out of reach. In that moment Joshua knew that he
faced an utter coward, and his soul cried out in triumph.

“Don’t hit ’im, I tell ye!’’ he said gloatingly. He knew
that this repetition was unnecessary, but he had to crow
over his victory and could think of nothing else to say.

Madmallet took one more step toward safety, then leveled
a long, bony finger.

““You, Joshua Cole, are expelled,”’ he said. ‘‘Go home
and tell your parents.’’

“I don’t care,”’ retorted Joshua. ‘‘You e¢’n expel me
if ye want to, but you ain’t gonta hit my brother with
that strap.”’

‘“Go home! Get your hat and your books and go!”’

“‘Not unless Les goes with me. You ain’t gonta send me
home, and keep Les here to beat ’im up soon’s I’m gone.”’

““You’re the devil’s spawn!’’ raged Madmallet. ‘‘You’ll
die on the gallows!—you’re a born criminal '—I’m expelling
you for the good of the school!—to save the rest of my
pupils from your evil influence! I hope your father—kills
you. Will you go?”’
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But Joshua stood firm. Then Madmallet threw up his
hands and rolled his eyes toward heaven. He seemed to
derive inspiration from the process, for he turned to Lester,
and, cheeks vibrating with anger, ordered him:

““Go home—you, too! You’re suspended for a week.
I’ll write a letter to your father about this unbelievable
jnsolence. Go—both of you! Out of my sight!”’

And with this he hurried toward the door, keeping a wide
space between his precious self and the poker-bearer, and
dodged into the classroom.

“N-now ye’ve done it!’’ blubbered Lester, casting a re-
proachful look at his champion.

““Shut up!’’ ordered his brother. ‘‘Go get our caps.
We’ll let the confounded ole books go. Le’s hurry up an’
get outa this.”’

““Tather’ll drown us,”’ wailed Lester, but he obeyed his
brother and came back presently from the cloak room, both
caps in hand.

Joshua crowded his on his head, laid the poker against
the stair rail, and descended almost noiselessly ahead of
Lester. Downstairs and out in the bright spring sunshine
he still took the lead, while Lester, sobbing brokenly,
trudged along behind him. They left the school ground and
made toward the vacant lot where the rank weeds grew.

““Wh-where ye goin’, Josh ?’’ sniffled the younger one.

‘“What’s the diff where we go? We dassent go home.
I’'m gonta see if I ¢’n find that slug again. I’ll show ye
somethin’ else he ¢’n do that ye never dreamed of.”’

“I don’t wanta see no ole slug, Joshua! What’re we
gonta do? You—you jest ruined everythin’! Father’ll
drown us, I tell ye! An’ all on your account!’’

‘““Won’t drown me,”’ replied Joshua doggedly. ‘‘Me,
I’'m through with that drowndin’ business. Father’ll never
stick my head in a tub o’ water again.’’
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“‘But what’ll you do to keep ’im from doin’ it? Oh, I
tell ye he’ll—’

“‘Shut up! You gi’me a pain, Les! I’m goin’ out West
—that’s why he won’t drown me. You’re goin’ with me.”’

“I ain’t! Iwon’t!”

““Then stay here and get drowned,’’ said Joshua heart-
lessly.

They had by this time entered the swampy vacant lot
where, such a short time before, Joshua had paraded to the
betterment of his pockets’ contents the marvelous endow-
ment of Limar Campestris. Joshua’s eyes were dry, but
his face was pallid, for he knew only too well the gravity
of the situation. But he sought for and found the self-
same slug, crawling over a broad leaf and feasting thereon.
And at once his gray-blue eyes lighted up, and thoughts of
his troubles vanished.

““Say, Les,”” he said, ‘‘you stay here while I go home
and sneak Father’s razor. I’ll be right back—honest, I
will.”’

‘““What d’ye want of a razor?’’ asked the brother petu-
lantly.

‘“Ne’mind. I’ll tell Mother I forgot a book and hadta
come home f’r it. But she won’t see me, maybe. I’ll sneak
in the back door, an’ Zida’ll never tell on me. Mother was
goin’ ridin’ this mornin’, anyway.”’

‘‘But what’re we gonta do, Josh?’’ wailed Lester again,
as Joshua started away.

‘“Aw, ferget that, can’t ye! We’re goin’ West, I tell
ye! You leave everything to me, Les.”

““You got me into this, an’—’

But Joshua was running and paid no further heed; and
Lester threw himself upon the damp ground and gave his
misery full swing.

Zida Hunt, the Coles’ negro cook and maid of all work,
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was a friend of the erring Joshua. As the boy entered
the kitchen of the big brick house which the Coles called
home she turned toward him and lifted high her hands.
Zida was given to emotionalism on the slightest provocation.

“Lord, chile, what yo’-all doin’ home dis time o’ day?”’

“T forgot one o’ my books, Zida, an’ Ole Madhouse sent
me home to get it,”” lied the boy. ‘‘Where’s Mother?”’

““‘She done gone out ridin’ in de kerrige,’’ Zida told him.

‘“Well, don’t say nothin’, will ye, Zida? About me bein’
sent home, you know. They ain’t any use to, now, is
there?”’

‘‘Suttingly not, chile. Go on up to yo’ room an’ git yo’
book. Ah ain’t gonta say nothin’ about hit.”’

‘‘Thanks, Zida’’—and Joshua hurried through the din-
ing room to the front hall, where he leaped upstairs three
steps at a time.

Here he was safe, so he made at once for his father’s
room, searched the dresser drawers, found the cased razor,
and went downstairs once more. He left the house by the
front door so that Zida might not see that he carried no
book. He hurried along Grant Avenue to the corner, then
followed a side street to the vacant lot where his heartsick
brother awaited him.

‘““Where’s that ole slug now?’’ was Joshua’s beginning.
“‘I got the ole razor, all right, all right.’”’

Lester sat up and continued to sniffle, uninterested in the
razor and the slug and any combination that might be
arranged between them.

The feasting slug had not moved from the broad leaf,
and Joshua sat down on the ground beside it and removed
the razor from its .case.

““Gee, it’s sharp!’’ he announced. ‘‘Le’me spit on yer
arm an’ shave the hair offen it, kid.”’

“No, I don’t want ye to,”’ said Lester. ‘‘I don’t know
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how you ¢’n be that way, when you know as well as I do
what’s gonta be done to us.”’

‘“What way?”’

““Thinkin’ about things like ye’re always doin’—that’s
how! Ye better be thinkin’ about what’s gonta happen to
us when the folks gets Ole Sorehammer’s letter.”’

“‘They ain’t gonta get any letter from Ole Sorehammer,
kid. Don’t you worry about that. C’m’on now an’ watch
this ole slug do somethin’ funny. What ye got to bet that
he can’t walk the tight rope along the edge o’ this razor
’thout cuttin’ ’imself?’’

““I ain’t got nothin ’to bet, and I don’t care what he ¢’n
do! Why won’t our folks get Madmallet’s letter, Josh ¢”’

‘¢ ’Cause I won’t let ’em, that’s why. Don’t ye know
who Madmallet’ll send home with that letter ?”’

‘O’ course—ole Slinky Dawson, teacher’s pet.”’

““‘Course it’ll be Slinky Dawson. An’ that’s just why
I’'m hangin’ out here in this ole lot. Won’t ole Slinky hafta
cross this lot on the way to our house? An’ we’ll be hidin’
here, an’ when he comes along we’ll scare the stuffin’ outa
him. T’Il tell ’im that if he takes that letter to our folks
T’ll knock the waddin’ outa him. Say, he’ll be scared to
death, Les. You leave that little mamma’s boy to your
Uncle Josh—I’ll fix his ole clock! C’m’on, now—bet ye
anythin’ ye wanta bet this here ole slug ¢’n walk from one
end to the other o’ this ole razor blade an’ not cut ’imself
a little bit. C’m’on, Les—be a sport! What’s the use
actin’ like you are—that don’t get you nothin’!’’

Lester rubbed the tears from his eyes with a dirty wrist
and, encouraged by the positive tone in his brother’s prom-
ises, allowed his curiosity to arise over the possibilities of a
razor-walking slug. He went close to Joshua and squatted
beside him, but, remembering his loss of a short time be-
fore, refused to bet against another sure-thing nature game.
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And in wonder he watched his brother take up the slug
and place the open razor, edge up, on the ground. Then
Joshua put the slug on the handle of the razor and prodded
it along until it crawled to the keen edge. Here it tried
to go sidewise and reach the ground, but with a small stick
Joshua kept it to the course. And along the keen edge the
slow creature made its way, adding to the thrills of its brief
terrestrial day.

““@osh, Joshua! Ain’t it cuttin’ ’im?%’’

““Don’t see any blood, do you?”’

““Uh-uh!”’

“Ye wouldn’t either, T guess. Ain’t no blood in ’em,
I'm thinkin’. But he ain’t drippin’ anything, is het He’s
got insides, ain’t he? There’d be somethin’ to drip if he
was gettin’ cut, wouldn’t they?”’

¢“Uh-huh. But ain’t it hurtin’ ’im at all, Josh%”’

‘“Course not, rummy! There he goes off on the ground.
Now watch while I turn ’im over, kid. You won’t see a ole
cut or anything.”’

And when Joshua’s gently prodding stick had laid the
long-suffering mollusk on its back its belly showed none the
worse for the experience.

‘“Josh, how’d he stay on?”’

“I can’t tell ye that. But I'll know some day. Then
come 'round and ast me.”’

‘““And why’n’t it cut ’im?”’

“‘Can’t tell that either—but sometime I will.”

‘““How ye gonta ever tell, Josh?”’

“‘I don’t know.” There’s a lotta things I gotta find out,
kid. There’s books an’ things that’ll tell ye all about things
like that. I’m gonta get the names of ’em sometime. Now
what’ll we do till ole Slinky Dawson comes along with
Madmallet’s letter to the folks?’’



CHAPTER III

THE GIRL AT THE CRESCENT

Madmallet was their father, John Cole, traveling

salesman for a wholesale hardware firm. Their
mother, who had been Blanche Florence before her mar-
riage, came of an old and respected family that had come
over with Lord Calvert when Maryland was settled. She
had married Cole against the family’s wish, and had been
paying dearly ever since.

For John Cole was a self-centered brute, a hard master,
a spendthrift. The boys did not know—though the mother
did—that Cole fancied fast horses and fast women. He
was a heavy drinker, but never a sot, for he carried his
liquor well. In fact, but for the gloonly, suppressed rage
in which it kept him almost constantly, few would have
known that he was a steady drinking man.

‘While he tolerated his son Lester as a necessary nuisance,
it seemed at times that he all but hated his older boy. He
could not understand Joshua, with his constant, fearless,
gray-blue eyes, and the boy’s gravity jarred upon him.
And, as in the case of Madmallet, the fact that he could
not break the lad’s spirit with the brutal punishment that
he inflicted piqued his pride and made him mereciless.

He labored under the delusion that Joshua was a ‘‘bad
boy.”” Silvanus Madmallet had told him so, for one thing.
Joshua did not progress in the studies preseribed for him,
and persisted in reading books which no child should be

allowed to read. John Cole did not understand these books
18

3- N even greater ogre to the Cole boys than Silvanus
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himself ; they aroused no interest in his unimaginative mind.
They were heretic, and while John Cole himself was any-
thing but a firm believer in the Word of God, it was proper
that his sons should be. He had taken from Joshua
Steele’s Chemistry, Darwin’s Origin of Man and his De-
scent of Man, and Huxley’s Man’s Place In Nature. He
himself had tried to read these books to find out, if pos-
sible, what it was all about. And it had proved not pos-
sible for him to find out what it was all about. When ques-
tioned closely, after Joshua’s head had been submerged in a
bathtub full of water until he fell gasping on the floor when
released, the boy confessed that he understood but little of
what he was reading, but that it interested him never-
theless.

Thrusting his sons’ heads under water until they were
all but drowned was John Cole’s own diabolical invention as
a form of punishment, and though Lester escaped the ter-
rible ordeal except for what were considered serious of-
fenses, it was meted out to Joshua upon the slightest provo-
cation. For Joshua was ‘‘bad,’’ and it was suspected that
what sinfulness was Lester’s was the result of the influence
exerted over him by his older brother. The boys’ mother
was helpless to prevent these outrages, for he was unshaken
by her tears; and threatening to leave her husband only
brought forth the lofty invitation: ‘‘Go any time you feel
like it, Blanche.”” And she knew that John Cole meant it.
He cared nothing for her. He had squandered her fortune,
and continued to live with her, perhaps, only in the vague
hope that some wealthy relative of hers might die and leave
her more money, which would be easy loot for him again.
Despite his constant drinking and his shady affairs with
women, Cole was well thought of by his employers. For
he was a different man when dealing with them and when
calling upon the trade, and, above all, he was a marvelous
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‘““money-getter.”” But the mother and her boys thanked
heaven more than once that his business activities neces-
sarily kept him away from home the greater portion of
the time.

No small wonder, then, that Joshua and Lester, as they
lazed in the vacant lot and awaited the coming of Slinky
Dawson with the note to their parents, planned to stop
that note midway in its journey. Slinky Dawson’s route
home carried him directly past the Cole house, and the boys
had every reason to believe that he would bear the note
that day at noon. Their father was away selling goods, but
that fact offered no consolation. Joshua had been ex-
pelled and Lester suspended for a week, and there was
no possibility of their keeping the dread news from their
father when he returned.

Lester continued his whining as the hours dragged on,
but Joshua lay on his back on the moist earth, to the vast
delight of the Cold-and-Croup Demon, and looked up at
the blue spring sky. Joshua was forever looking up at the
sky when not engaged in disturbing the daily routine of
slugs or tumblebugs or spiders.

‘“‘Josh, what are we gonta do?%’’ came the oft-repeated
wail from Lester.

““Qoin’ West,”” said Joshua, linking his fingers behind
his head and continuing his gazing into the heavens.

““Aw, ye’re jest talkin’!’’ accused the younger brother.
‘““How ¢’n ye go West? Where’s yer money to go with?
Ye’re always sayin’ ye’re goin’ West, but I notice ye’ve
never done it.”’

‘A fella could go on the tramp,’’ said Joshua. ‘‘Folks’ll
give a fella somethin’ to eat when they see he’s hungry an’
honest. I’ve talked to tramps—kids no older’n me. They
have a swell time, Les. Then maybe I ¢’n get some money
down at the ole skatin’ rink. You leave it to me.”’
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«What’ll we do when we get West, Josh?”’

«“Well—now—they’s lots o’ things a fella ¢’n do,”’ an-
swered Joshua. ¢‘There’s kids no older’n us that are cow-
boys. I’ve read lots an’ lots o’ stories about ’em.”’

Which proved that young Joshua, though consecrated to
science, had not altogether put away boyish things.

“We’ll go down to the rink to-night and see what’s
doin’,”’ he continued. *‘I ¢’n pick up a dime or a quarter,
maybe, and we ¢’n get somethin’ to eat before we start.
Then when we get away from the city, eatin’ll be easy.’’

¢““Josh, you know you won’t go. You been talkin’ about
it for years and years.”’

“I will too go!’’ protested Joshua. ‘‘You just watch
and see, boy! I’m goin’ this time. No more drownin’ for
me—I got enough o’ that ole duckin’ business, myself.’’

To tell the truth, though Joshua now told himself that
he would take this long-threatened step, he was worried
in his heart of hearts. But, boylike, he bolstered up his
courage and dreamed of the adventure, while all the time
something at the back of his mind laughed at him and told
him that he was talking folly. One thing certain, though,
he would not go home and face his father, that father know-
ing that he had been expelled from school. He felt that
he could not stand one more submersion in that terrible
water, with his pulse throbbing at his temples and the
horrible pangs of strangulation clutching at his throat and
contracting his heart, and everything growing black. No,
no more of that! He might not go West, but he never would
return home with that awaiting him.

The hours dragged on, and when the warm sun was high
in the heavens the entrance of the brick schoolhouse vomited
a stream of yelling, shoving, elbowing young humanity
that at once disintegrated and spread in all directions.
Then it was that Joshua and Lester left their places and
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hid behind a high-board fence close by. Here they watched
friends and acquaintances pass hurriedly till at length
came Slinky Dawson, walking with importance.

His importance soon forsook him, for presently upon him
pounced two young highwaymen demanding the cause of
his importance. Joshua stood in his path, fists on hips, and
Lester threatened him on his right.

““What ye got, Dawson?’’ demanded Joshua.

Slinky Dawson’s freckled face grew paler than it was
ordinarily, for Slinky was an unhealthy, boot-licking, soft-
spoken bigot, one of those beings doomed for life to be the
scorn of less gentle but more red-blooded males.

““I haven’t anything, Joshua,’’ he replied, a look of fear
and guilt in his milk-blue eyes. Slinky Dawson never would
have said, ‘‘I ain’t got anything,’” and he invariably called
his schoolmates by their first names. Which proved that he
Wwas no man.

““You’re a liar,”” Joshua told him smoothly. ‘‘Dare ye
to take it up!”’

Slinky squirmed and his thin lips fluttered. Slinky never
took up anything.

‘“Aw, gi’me that note to our folks, kid,”’ said Joshua,
stepping closer, disgust written on his face. ‘‘Don’t
monkey with me, boy, er I’ll bust ye wide open! You know
me. Gi’me Ole Madmallet’s letter before I smash yeh!’’

‘“I—I— Honest, Joshua—"’

Joshua drew back a threatening fist, then slowly brought
it forward until it was rubbing Slinky’s nose. ‘‘Gonta
gi’me it, boy?’’

““Ye—yes, sir!’”’ And Slinky reached trembling fingers
into his blouse and produced an unsealed envelope. ‘‘Hon-
est, Joshua, I couldn’t help it. Mr. Madmallet—"’

“Dry up 1

Jdoshua had snatched the envelope from Slinky’s hand,
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and as he read aloud the superscription on the back his
sarcastic tones were an attempt to imitate Madmallet’s:

¢ ¢Mrs. John H. Cole, Three fifty-five Grant Avenue.
Kindness of Albert Dawson.’

““Well, you ain’t gonta be so kind, after all, Mr. Albert
Dawson,’’ jeered the leader of the outlaws. ‘‘And now
lissen to me, kid: If you don’t go back this afternoon an’
tell Ole Sorehatchet that you give this note to our mother,
me’n’ Les’ll lay fer you an’ knock the stuffin’ outa you.
Don’t you ferget it, kid! Now go on home an’ keep yer
face closed.””

‘lBut_’7

‘“Gwan, I’'m tellin’ ye!”’

And Slinky Dawson, glad that the ordeal was over but
with a sinking heart for the consequences of his remissness,
faded away.

Joshua read the contents of the envelope, a brief state-
ment of what had occurred, then tore the paper to shreds.

‘‘Now, ¢’'m’on, kid,”’ said he. ‘‘Le’s get down to the
Crescent an’ see what’s doin’.”’ '

Most boys who possess such a studious turn of mind as
did Joshua are of the Slinky Dawson type. Slinky was in-
efficient in everything except his studies. He could not play
ball; any boy in school could outrun him; any boy could
whip him. Joshua, on the other hand, was one of the
foremost athletes in Hathaway’s Boyland. But, then, it
was not dreamed that Jogshua was a student. Had he not
failed repeatedly in arithmetic and grammar? Then how
could he be a studious boy? That he was the best pitcher
on the Third-room Nine was an established fact. That
he could run and jump and wrestle went undisputed. And
that no one in the city—man, woman, girl or boy—could
equal him on roller-skates was supposed to be the height of
his accomplishments.
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For more than a year he had visited the Crescent Skat-
ing Rink in the heart of the city whenever opportunity
offered. There during the past winter he had come in
contact with an operatic star, who, seeing his grace and
expertness, and herself being an enthusiastic novice at the
sport, had asked him to teach her. It seemed that roller-
skating had become a fad with a certain opera company
that was playing in Hathaway, and the boy’s marvelous
performances had aroused the interest of all of them,
after the first lady of the troupe had smiled upon him,
One thing led to another, and, though the troupe had long
since left the city, Joshua’s services were still in demand
by novices who wished to learn to skate. Being only a boy,
and in school a greater part of the time at that, the owners
of the rink had not offered him a position as instructor.
But they encouraged him and allowed him to take tips from
those who asked for his help.

To the Crescent Rink the boys now betook themselves,
and the ticket-taker passed them in free, for Lester had
often accompanied his brother. Lester sat in the spectators’
gallery brooding over his trouble, while Joshua put on a
pair of skates and glided out on the floor, the envy of the
awkward skaters already assembled. Before long Joshua
had a pupil, and after half an hour he had a tip of twenty-
five cents. Then his charge left the rink, and he sought
new fields.

He glided gracefully about the floor, on the alert for
some one who wished to be taught, and as he made the
second round his eyes alighted upon a girl with reddish-
golden hair, who, unaided by an escort, was putting on
her skates. Joshua executed a long curve and swept up
beside her.

‘“‘Le’me help you,”’ he offered, and bent on one knee
before her.
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He heard a girlish giggle of bashfulness and looked up
into reddish-brown eyes that matched the hair.

And then, for love strikes quick and sure to the heart of
a red-blooded boy, Joshua Cole knew that his eyes beheld
the most glorious creature in all the world, and something
came up in his throat and nearly choked him. It was as
sudden and unexpected as a blow between the eyes.



CHAPTER IV

THE GYPO QUEEN

roller-skates, and his ears felt hot. Girls had meant

little to him. There had been a couple or more mild
affairs, but the flame had died down within a day or two.
This was different. In the winking of an eyelash Joshua
Cole was head over heels in love. And how it hurt!

At last there remained no further excuse for him to
keep on bended knee before her. The skates were ad-
justed ; he must needs stand up and face those deadly eyes
again. Like unto an Oriental topaz was their color, and
her hair was bronze and hung down her back in a long,
thick rope. He struggled to his feet at last, and, miserable
beyond measure, lifted his eyes. He found that the long,
reddish lashes were hiding hers and that the pink of May
blossoms was in her cheeks. They were brown, too, those
cheeks, and the pink blended with the brown to form a
color combination utterly bewildering. He thought that
the skin of Pocahontas must have looked like that—just
why he could not have said.

““Ye’re all fixed now, I guess,’” he mumbled in crackling
tones. ¢‘C’n you skate?”’

¢ A little,”’” she replied, without lifting her glance to his.
“I’'m just learning.’’

And now Joshua Cole did the boldest thing in his life
when he asked:

““Du-d’ye want me to teach you?’’

A moment’s hesitation, then, with a laugh: ‘“Uh-huh—
I don’t care.”

JOSHUA’S fingers fumbled with the straps of the

26
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Awkwardly he helped her up on her skates and took her
hands. And then they glided out onto the floor. Round
and round he guided her, searching desperately for words.
Their silence was long and embarrassing, but at last the
girl broke it.

‘“You can skate fine, can’t you? I wish I could, but I've
not been trying long.”’

“I’'m pretty good at it, I guess,”” he said not proudly.
““I never saw you here before. I come lots. Almost every
afternoon when school’s out.”’

“‘I’ve not been here often,’’ she helped on the conversa-
tion. ‘“And I don’t go to school.”’

““Don’t they make you?”’

¢“No. My mother teaches me. We’re here and there. I
live in a camp down by the railroad tracks.’’

“A camp? What kind of a camp?”’

““I guess you wouldn’t know if I was to tell you,’’ she
laughed. She laughed almost every time she spoke, thought
Joshua; and, while it was a merry little trill, it bore as
well a note of nervousness. She seemed to find conversation
as much of an effort as Joshua was finding it.

““Tell me anyway,”’ he begged.

“It’s a gypo camp.”’

““That’s a funny word. What’s gypo mean?’’

““Oh, it would take too long to tell.”’

““No ’twouldn’t. Go on! Won’tcha?”’

“Well, a gypo camp is— Oh, I can’t tell you here!
There’s so much to tell.”’

‘‘Le’s quit skatin’ and set down a while.”’

“I don’t care.”

He guided her to a bench, and they sat down three feet
apart.

‘“Go on tell me, now,’’ he pleaded.

‘““Well, it’s railroad work—building railroads, you know.
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A gypo man’s a little contractor—you know what I mean—
not a little man, but a little contractor that don’t amount
to much. He’s got a little outfit and he takes sub-contracts
from the big fellows. My father’s a gypo man, and they
call the camp of a man like him a gypo camp. I’'m a gypo
queen.”’

‘“What’s that?”’

‘““Well,”’ she amplified, ‘‘a gypo queen is a gypo man’s
daughter. That’s easy. Sometimes they call a gypo man
a shanty man, and then his camp is a shanty camp and

his daughter is a shanty queen. It’s all the same. It’s
hobo lingo.”’

‘“What d’ye do down there?’’

““Well, I work some—a little. And my mother teaches
me. She’s well educated. You see, there isn’t much chance
for me to go to regular school, as we hardly ever stay in
one place longer than three months. Then sometimes my
mother lets me come up here to skate. Sometimes I drive
horses on a slip, too. Do you know what that is?’’

Joshua shook his head.

“Well, it’s just a dirt scraper. When you load it they
call it sticking pigs. It’s lots of fun. And sometimes it’1l
flip up and jerk out o’ your hands, and you lose your load
and all. I can drive pretty well. We’re almost through
on the job we’re on now, and then Pa says we’re going
West. We’ve been on the double-track job, you know—
working just out o’ town.”’

“I'm on my way West, too,”” Joshua informed her im-
portantly.

“Don’t you go to school?”’

““Did till to-day. Then they fired me.”’

‘“Expelled you! What for?”’

Joshua began the story of Madmallet’s tyranny and his
own disgrace, and the Oriental-topaz eyes glowed warmly
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as she listened to every word. It was thrilling to have her
watching him so, and Joshua may be excused if he made
himself appear something of a bold, bad outlaw.

““Would you ’a’ smashed him%’’ she wanted to know.

“You bet yer neck I would,”” said Joshua. *‘‘Can’t
come nothin’ like that on me. I wonder if I—if I—now—
Could I get a job, d’ye s’pose, and go West with your
father’s gypo thing? Me and Les?”’

““Is Les your brother’s name?”’

“‘Lester. Us kids call ’im Les. My name’s Joshua. I
don’t like that name, do you? Nobody wants an ole
Bible name like that, do they?%”’

““Uh-ub—I don’t mind it,”’ she told him.

Then a silence fell between them. It grew more tense
as time went on, with the eyes of both abased. Then said
she of the bronze-gold hair:

““You haven’t asked me my name, have you?”’

Helpful little flirt! Long before Joshua would have
asked it had he dared.

““I will now,”” he said. ‘‘What is it?”’

“It’s Madge.”’

‘‘Madge what?”’

¢“You didn’t tell me your last name. You tell first.”’

““Cole, then.”’

““And mine’s Mundy. And you’ll think my father has
a funny nickname. The hobos call a nickname a monaker.
Pa’s is Bloodmop.”’

‘““‘That’s a corker!”’ Joshua enthused. ‘‘Why they call
im that?”’

‘““Well, he’s got a very heavy head of fiery red hair.
The stiffs say it looks like a mop that’s been used to clean
up blood after a murder. They’re awfully funny, some
of them. My hair’s a little red, too. Ma’s is black, and
they say that’s how comes mine to be like it is, with Pa’s
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so red and Ma’s so black. Your hair’s black, isn’t it?
And your eyes are almost blue. That’s kinda funny, don’t
you think?”’

““Uh-huh—it’s awfully funny,’” Joshua agreed.
‘“Where’d you learn so many funny words?’’

“‘In camp.”’

““But you didn’t say whether your father’d take me and
Les out West with ’im.”’

““What could you do?’’

‘“We could do anything,”” he told her with assurance.
““We’d oughta be able to drive a team if you can.”’

““But I just do it for fun. And you’d have to do it all
day long. T guess you’re both too young’’—she looked at
him speculatively—‘‘to work all day on a job like that.
But one of you might be water boy. That’s about all there
is for a kid to do in a construction camp that’s workin’
in dirt. If we were rockmen, you might get a job as powder
“monkey, and carry powder to the dynos and drills to the
blacksmith shop to be sharpened. You didn’t say how old
you are.”’

“I’m pretty near fifteen,”’ said Joshua. (He lacked
nine months of being fifteen.) ‘‘How old are you?’’

‘“‘Eleven, but I'm large for my age. How old’s your
brother %’

‘“Who, Les? Why, le’s see. I guess he’s about thirteen.
I ferget. Say, I'll go get him. And don’t you think
there’d be a chance for us?”’

““I could speak to Pa about it. It’s lots o’ fun—travel-
ing with a construction outfit. You take all the stock with
you, you know—the horses and mules. I mean you ride on
the same train with them. We always go in a converted
boxear, and—"’

‘“What’s that? Where’d the boxcar get converted—at a
revival meetin’$’’
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““Aw, you're just trying to be funny! A converted box-
ear is one made over so that people can live in it. There’s
a place for a stove, and bunks with curtains along each
side. And next to it a flatcar is hooked on, and that’s
your wood-yard—or if you burn coal, it’s your coal-yard.
Just like a back yard at home, you know. And while the
freight train is traveling you go over the tops of the cars
and feed and water the mules and horses every day. It’s
just like a farm on wheels. I’ve walked over the top of a
freight train lots of times—when it was going pretty fast,
too. And once when we moved from Ohio to a new job
in Louisiana we had chickens on the flatcar, and a cow that
gave milk in one of the boxcars. Pa milked her every day
—morning and night. Don’t you think you’d like to travel
that way ?”’

“I guess I would! Will yeh ask yer father about what
I told you—Les an’ me goin’ along? We’ll work like the
dickens—honest!”’

¢Uh-hub—sure I will. I don’t mind.”’

““Then I’ll go get Les and tell ’im’’—and Joshua stooped
to remove his skates.

But a search of the spectators’ seats revealed no Lester
humped up with his misery.

Joshua grew apprehensive. Had his brother taken this
‘opportunity to sneak home and face punishment? In his
heart he felt that this was what had happened. He hur-
ried back to Madge.

‘“‘He—he’s gone,”” he announced, in sepulchral tones.
““And I—TI guess I'll have to be goin’, too. I gotta see
what he’s done. I’'m afraid he’s got scared out and gone
home and spoiled it all. When’ll I see ye again,
Ma-Madge?”’

‘““Why, I’ll be here to-morrow, I guess.”’

‘“‘About this time?”’
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““I guess so—uh-huh.”’

‘‘Well, then I’ll see you again. And ask yer father what
I told you to—you know—about goin’ West.”’

‘“All right; I’ll ask him.”’

‘“Well, then, gu-good-by.”’

‘“Good-by,”’ she said demurely.

Joshua slowed his steps when he entered that part of
Hathaway’s residential district in which the Cole home was
gituated. It was not yet four o’clock in the afternoon, and
the spring sun was shining brightly overhead. Everything
was quiet, and the stillness awed him a little, for now, more
than ever, he realized the grave step that he had taken. But
his spirits refused moroseness; it was such a day in spring
as calls insistently to adventurers—a day for boys to dream
of pirates and desert islands, and caravans forging slowly
toward vague frontiers. So Joshua put behind him all
thoughts of his predicament and let his mind dwell on
Madge Mundy and a freight train traveling West, with a
certain car that had for an auxiliary a flatcar with all the
familiar appurtenances of one’s own back yard.

At the corner of his block he came to a halt. He did
not wish to be seen by any of the neighbors. He stood
there, irresolute, watching the front of his home, which
was about all that he could see. If only he dared sneak
around to the kitchen door and confide in Zida. But this
comprised too great a risk.

For perhaps half an hour he loitered about the corner,
hoping for sight of his deserting brother. He wanted to
make sure that Lester had been unfaithful before wiping
him forever out of his glowing plans for the future. But
he saw nothing of Lester, and was without a scheme for
finding out what he wished to know, when the pupils home-
ward bound from school came trooping toward him.

Across the street a cellar door stood open invitingly.
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Joshua hurried over, and, as no one was about, quickly hid
himself in the dark passageway. He kept his head below
the level of the street until he heard the familiar voices of
his gang—the squeaky tones of ‘‘Did’’ Eustace, the boast-
ful voice of ‘‘Spud’’ Mulligan, and others well known to
him.

Then he raised his head and looked across the street,
to see five of his particular friends loitering along, shoving
one another off the sidewalk, pushing one against another,
or jerking neckties until the knots became so tight that
fingers could scarce undo them.

““Spud! Oh, Spud!”’ he called cannily; and as the
group turned, he left the cellarway and ran across the
street.

““Oh, lookut who got fired!’’ began the volley of greet-
ings. ‘‘Gysh, kid! Whatcha been doin’? Whatja dad
haveta say? I’ll betcha ye got yours, all right, all right!
Say, boy, you sure stood up to Ole Hothatchet! Gysh!”’

“‘Listen, Spud!’’ said Joshua, grasping his friend’s shirt
and interrupting the general clatter of admiration. ‘Do
somethin’ f’r me?”’

““‘Sure,’’ said Spud readily. ‘‘Whatcha want, Cole?”’

‘“‘Les, he backed out, I think—he quit me down at the
rink. We was goin’ West—had everythin’ fixed. And then
he turned me down. That’s what I think, anyway. But I
wanta know f’r sure. You go to the house an’ ring the
bell and ast if he’s there. Just pretend like you don’t
know nothin’—see? Don’t let on or anythin’. Just say:
‘Mrs. Cole, I'd like to see Les a minute, if he’s home.’
And if he’s there she’ll tell ye. Go on—do that f’r me,
Spud! Won’tcha? Aw, gwan an’ do it. I’ll do some-
thin’ f’r you sometime.’’

Spud hesitated a little, assailed by a boy’s natural dis-
like for approaching the parent of one of his friends on
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a delicate matter. But in the end he gave in; and the rest
went around the corner and peeked out while he import-
antly retraced his steps down the street and crossed to the
Cole house.

The watchers saw him reach out his hand to press the
bell button beside the front door. They saw him standing
there in a waiting attitude, and knew by his uneasiness as
displayed by leg movements the moment that the door was
opened. They were unable to see Mrs. Cole, and did not
know whether she or Zida had answered the bell until Spud
scraped off his disreputable cap and ecame clattering down
the stairs. He ran up the street and rounded the corner,
where the eager gang awaited him.

‘‘He’s home, all right, all right,”’ he announced. ‘‘All’t
yer mother’d say was: ‘Yes, he’s home, but he can’t come
out.” You fellas know what that means. He’s locked up.
Say, he’ll get his!”’



CHAPTER V
THE GYPO CAMP

ALF an hour after learning that Lester preferred a
H ducking to life in the boundless West, Joshua,
a David bereft of his Jonathan, entered the Cres-
cent Rink and put on his skates again. He had earned
twenty-five cents that afternoon, and there was the possi-
bility of earning more when the evening crowd came in.
He looked all about for Madge Mundy, but caught no sight
of her. His heart was bitter against Lester, but finally he
decided that, after all, his brother had acted wisely. It was
barely possible that, when news reached home of his own
expulsion, the upheaval would be so great that Lester’s
minor infraction would be forgotten. Anyway, Lester was
not old enough to go West with him—he lacked nerve. But
Joshua missed his companionship, and, now all alone on his
great adventure, felt lonely and downcast beyond all words.
He was unfortunate that evening, for no one asked for
his services as skating instructor. And about eight o’clock,
as he was beginning to be ravenously hungry by reason of
having missed his lunch, he left the rink and sought a
restaurant.

Sandwiches at five cents each and a hungry boy of four-
teen with a lone twenty-five-cent piece in his sweaty palm
do not make a very satisfactory combination. One sand-
wich after another he felt obliged to eat, until four had
been consumed. Then, still hungry but painfully aware
that only five cents remained of his precious quarter, he

paid up and went out into the lighted street.
35
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Back at the rink he skated for an hour with no more luck
than earlier in the evening. Only then did the problem of
quarters for the night present itself to him as a grim
reality. So he skated on until closing time, and then went
out no richer than he had entered.

‘Well, he had become an outlaw, and outlaws must make
the best of things. He sauntered along the street, marvel-
ing that a March night could be so cold at twelve o’clock.
The crowds had long since thinned, and only here and there
he encountered a lone pedestrian hurrying—somewhere.
He avoided three policemen, and took to a side street,
wandering toward the railroad yards.

He wondered if he could find Madge’s camp. Surely, in
a camp, there would be some place for him to sleep. This
was a trifle different than he had planned—different from
his imaginings over there in the sunny, swampy lot where
he and his brother had awaited the coming of Slinky
Dawson.

He found the freight yards eventually, avoided the depot
and other railroad buildings, and made his way to the
farther end of the property. He crossed a system of tracks,
and then the open door of an empty boxcar invited him
to enter and make himself at home. He crawled inside,
closed the creaky door, and lay down in a corner on the
floor. It was warmer here, and he made a pillow of his arm.
He began to revise his plans, but in the midst of this he
fell asleep.

Several times that night he awoke with the cold, but
was so worn out and sleepy that he at once dozed off
again. A severe shock brought him fully awake at last,
and he felt the car moving gently. He ran to the door anc
slid it open. Sitting down with his feet dangling, he
jumped unexpertly to the ground, and was at once con-
fronted by a grimy switchman.



THE GYPO CAMP 37

¢“Well, kid, where’d you come from$?’’ he asked in a not
unkindly tone.

““From in there,’’ was Joshua’s unnecessary answer to an
equally unnecessary question.

““On the bum?”’

“Yeah.”’

‘““Huh! You don’t look it. Ain’t been on it long, have
you?”’

Joshua grinned, not daring to make reply.

‘“Well, you better keep your eye peeled for the railroad
cop,’’ said the switchman, as he marched on about his own
affairs beside the slowly moving train, to which Joshua’s
car had been coupled on.

¢¢Say, Mister!”’ Joshua called after him.

“Well, get it outa ye!”’

““I want to know if there’s a railroad camp about here
gsomewhere—where they’re double-trackin’ the road?’’

““Lookin’ for a job?”’

‘“Yeah—sure.”’

“Husky stiff you’ll make! Right down the tracks, son.
You can’t miss it.”’

It was very early in the morning; the sun had not yet
risen. The air was cool and the strips of steel that would
sprawl eventually to all corners of the continent were wet
with dew. Birds were singing in the treetops. The blood
of the earth throbbed with the tonic of spring.

Joshua trudged along, whistling. His doubts had van-
ished with the birth of a nmew day, and he thrilled at
thought of his grand adventure. He came to a pool of
rain water in which he washed his hands and face, allow-
ing the soft morning breeze to dry them. Then he walked
on and on, and at times he felt like running from the sheer
joy of living, but was reminded that he was now a man
and must carry himself sedately.
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He came to where the buildings were few and far be-
tween, and smaller and more disreputable and smoke-
stained they became as he forged on. And now far ahead,
in a flat open space, he saw the near-white tents of a camp.

This quickened his steps despite his new religion of
decorum, and before long he was approaching his destina-
tion, and saw men washing in tin basins that were set on a
bench beside one of the larger tents. From a listing chim-
ney that topped this tent blue smoke arose and was whipped
away on the breeze. And as the adventurer drew closer the
odors of cooking that floated to his nostrils reminded him
that he was hungry.

There were several tents. One of them—a large one—
had no walls, and under the canopy top Joshua saw horses
and mules eating hay and grain and switching their tails
in anticipation of the onslaught of flies which would begin
when the morning was a little older. The clanking of the
metal parts of their harness Joshua somehow liked to hear.
It suggested all that he hoped might lie before him in the
‘West.

The men were now going into the dining tent, one by
one, or in pairs. All were within before the boy entered
the camp. He saw nobody now, but from the tent came
rough voices and an occasional burst of coarse laughter,
mingling with the metallic sounds of knives and forks.

Though the exterior of the camp was deserted, Joshua
was seized by a sudden backwardness. For worlds he would
not have gone to the door of that dining tent, and he feared
to move about lest some one challenge him. So he walked
away to a respectful distance and sat down on the ground,
watching the horses and mules in the stable tent and specu-
lating over the uses of the various implements that he
saw about,

For some little time he sat there, then the men began to
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come from the tent singly and in small groups. Two or
three of them glanced his way, and this made him rise and
move farther off. He decided that he was foolish to have
come. He dreaded ridicule, and these tramplike workmen
looked eapable of any form of rude word-torture. He would
go back to the city and wait until Madge came to the skat-
ing rink that afternoon.

And then as he cast a last look toward the camp he saw
her coming from a small tent in the rear of the dining
tent. Next instant he heard her calling.

She came to meet him as he turned and made slow steps
in her direction. The men had for the most part gone to
the stable tent, and before the girl reached Joshua some-
body began pounding a ringing tattoo on a large triangle.
Then all of the men trooped to the tent, and were leading
forth the teams as Madge began surprised remarks over
his coming.

‘“Why, what on earth brought you here this time o’ day?
How’d you find us? Did you stay away from home all
night?”’

Joshua grinned in confusion, but he felt better immedi-
ately. This girl was like no other girl that he had met.
‘While she seemed modest enough and not lacking in that
intangible feminine instinct to make no open approaches
toward the male of the species, she was free and easy-spoken
and friendly to a high degree.

“I just thought I'd—mow—sneak down this way,”” he
told her. ‘‘A switchman told me the way. Ole Les quit
me, all right. He’s gone home. I had to sleep in a boxcar
last night.”’

“Did you really?’’ she laughed. ‘‘That’s nothing for a
stiff. They’re all tramps—all these railroaders. You’d get
used to things like that if you went on the railroad grade.
But ain’t you really ever going home again?’’
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He shook his head. ‘‘No more o’ that duckin’ in mine,’’
he said.

““I think that’s a perfectly awful way for a father to
treat his boy,”” she sympathized. ‘‘I told Pa and Ma
about you last night.”’

“Didja?’’—eagerly. ‘‘What’d they say?’’

‘““Well, Pa didn’t just know. He said he didn’t like to
interfere in anything like that—you know, come between
a boy and his father. But he said putting your head under
water that way was mighty mean, and he’d bet a dollar
he could whip the man that he saw doing it. You see, Pa
isn’t like most folks. He’s lived out in camps so much
that he—well, I don’t just know how to say it—but he’s—
well, I guess you’d call it liberal. But he said you oughta
go home, and maybe they’d forgive you.”’

‘“He don’t know my father,”’ said Joshua, shaking his
head. ‘“No, I won’t go home, Madge, no matter what
happens.”’

““I don’t blame you, I guess. But say—I’ll bet you
haven’t had a bite of breakfast! Of course you haven’t!
‘Well, neither have I. Don’t you want to come and eat with
us? Ma’ll be glad to have you.”’

““It wouldn’t be any bother, would it?”’

““Of course not, silly! Come on. Ma and I always eat
after the stiffs’ve gone out to work. Pa eats with them.
‘We’ve got a dandy cook. Come on—dJoshua.”’

The morning sun accentuated the Pocahontas coloring in
her cheeks. She wore a red-checked gingham dress. Her
bronze hair hung loose down her back, and was gathered
with a ribbon at the nape of her neck. Joshua noticed now
that it was ‘‘frizzly’’ instead of straight or wavy or curly,
and he thought that if he were to squeeze it in his hand it
would immediately spring free again, like the stuffing of a
curled-hair mattress.
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At the door of the dining tent Madge introduced him
to her mother:

‘“Ma, this is the boy I was telling you about. He slept
in a boxcar all night. And—and he hasn’t had any break-
fast. So I invited him.”’

Madge’s mother proved to be a comely woman of over
forty, and Joshua was not a little surprised at her ap-
parent refinement. While a boy of fourteen makes few
pretenses of being himself refined, he is quick to note it or
the lack of it in his elders. She was dressed simply and
neatly in an inexpensive house gown. Joshua wondered,
t00, how she could look so fresh and unsoiled in a camp by
the railroad tracks, where men worked all day long at
moving dirt.

She held out her hand and smiled. ‘“We’d like to have
you stay to breakfast with us,’’ she said. ‘‘Madge has told
me quite a bit about you. I’d like to hear more. And it
may be that I can help you.”’

““No’m,’’ said Joshua. ‘‘I guess nobody can help me. I
guess I only wanta go West. I can’t go home again—I
guess that’s the way you want to help me.”’

Mrs. Mundy only smiled and led the way into the dining
tent.

The three sat at one end of a long oileloth-covered table,
and the camp cook, a dark man with a heavy mustache, in
a dingy white apron and white cook’s coat and cap, waited
on them, setting a wide assortment of food before them in
deep granite pans.

““Tell me about yourself,’”’ suggested Madge’s mother
when the cook had left them to themselves.

Joshua told his story again, and Mrs. Mundy listened
attentively to every word.

“‘It’s rather a strange case,”’ was her only comment as
he finished.
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Presently a man with heavy, fiery-red hair entered the
tent. Immediately Joshua knew him for ‘‘Bloodmop’’
Mundy, the father of Madge, and he knew that he would
like this man with the twinkling sky-blue eyes, at the
corners of which queer little crow’s-feet came and went,
giving his face that quizzical, whimsical look which boys
interpret as belonging to a man who is friendly and sympa-
thetic to them and interested in their boyish activities.
Bloodmop Mundy wore dirty yellow overalls and a dis-
reputable slouch hat, and needed a shave. The sleeves of
his blue chambray shirt were rolled up to his elbows, dis-
playing great, muscle-corded arms on which the red hairs
looked redder still by reason of the deep tan which was their
background.

‘““Well, who in the dickens is this?’’ was his method of
recognizing Joshua’s unfamiliar presence, and his voice
came in a deep, musical boom.

Joshua stood up from the table while Mrs. Mundy broke
the news.

“Well, I'm a son-of-a-gun!’’—and the crow’s-feet
shuttled at the corners of his twinkling blue eyes.
‘“And was you really gonta soak th’ ole devil with th’
poker, kid?”’

‘“George,’’ cautioned his wife, ‘‘watch your tongue.”

‘““Yes’'m—excuse me, 'Lizabeth. Set down, kid—set down
an’ finish yer chow. What ye gonta do about it when all’s
said an’ done ?”’

This, Joshua felt, was his great opportunity. ¢‘I—I
was thinkin’ maybe you could gi’me a job, Mr. Mundy.
Madge, she said maybe you’d see about it. Anyway, she
said she’d ask. Will you? I’'m pretty stout. And I’d
work. I wanta go West.”’

‘““Wanta go West, huh! Grow up with th’ country—
’sthat it 9’
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““Yes, sir.”’

The sky-blue eyes twinkled, and one of them bestowed a
prodigious wink on Mrs. Mundy. ‘‘Well, now, what could
yedo? Think ye could skin Jack an’ Ned on roller skates?’’
—and Bloodmop laughed loudly at his own joke.

‘““He means drive a team of mules,”” Madge explained.
“On the railroad grade a span of mules are always called
Jack and Ned.”” Then to her father: ‘“‘Don’t try to tease
him, Pa. He’s had enough trouble, I’d think.”

““Well, he’s lookin’ f’r more,’’ laughed Bloodmop Mundy.
““It’s a sure thing there’s plenty o’ trouble on the railroad
grade. Well, kid, you stick around to-day and I’ll think it
over. Yes, sir, I'll just do that. Ma, I bet ye don’t know
what I drifted in here for.”’

““I haven’t the remotest idea,’” asserted Mrs. Mundy, in
a tone and with a smile that proved her speech a mild
prevarication.

Bloodmop Mundy stepped to her side. ‘‘I was goin’ to
drive the buckboard up town to see about some more hay,”’
he said. ‘‘And I thought I might be killed er somethin’
fore I got back.”’

‘“In that case—’’> And here she lifted her face.

He bent over her, and never had Joshua seen a man’s
face so tender as he kissed her softly on the lips. Joshua
had seen his father peck at his mother’s lips when he would
be leaving for a trip, and the coldness of it had made him
consider the kiss of man and wife a sort of ceremony that
must be endured. He realized that men loved women and
women men, but it had never occurred to him that fathers
and mothers loved each other.

‘‘Thank ye, ma’am,’’ said Bloodmop Mundy. ‘‘And now
I'll throw the leather on the ponies an’ be gettin’ on.
Anythin’ you want? Cook need anythin’?’’

‘‘Nothing, I think,”’ said his wife.
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““Well, keep an eye on these here Westerners. I guess
they’ll need watchin’, when all’s said an’ done.”’

And with great, mannish strides he left the tent.

Mrs. Mundy asked many questions about Joshua’s father
and mother and his home life, and continued to ask long
after they had finished eating. Joshua told her of a day
when there had been ten negro servants in the house. The
family had lived on Park Avenue then, which was in the
heart of the most exclusive residential section of Hathaway.
He told what little he knew of his mother’s aristocratic
family, and of how he had heard servants’ gossip about
their having ostracized her after her marriage to one of the
insignificant Coles. But mostly he dwelt upon his father’s
seeming delight in holding him with his head submerged in
water in the bathtub until he fell on the floor, sometimes
unconscious.

‘What effect his disclosures had on Madge’s mother he
had no means of knowing, for she appeared to be a woman
ot few words, and now she made no comments. But her
dark eyes were thoughtful as she rose from the table, and
the boy knew that he had made a deep impression, although
he was unable to interpret her mood.

She had risen at the sound of wheels before the door of
the dining tent. Bloodmop had been delayed, it seemed,
and was only then starting on his trip to Hathaway. His
wife hurried out to him, leaving Madge and Joshua at the
table, and the two heard them engaged in low-voiced
conversation.

*‘They 're talking about you, I think,’’ Madge whispered.
‘“Listen!”’

But they were unable to distinguish words.

Then the conversation ceased, and they heard the buck-
board drive away.

Mrs. Mundy reéntered the tent.
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““Well, Joshua,”’ she said, ‘‘can you find something to
do for a couple of hours?’’

““Yes’'m—I guess so.”’

“‘Madge must get at her lessons right away, and—"’

““Oh, Ma! Couldn’t I put ’em off just for to-day?’’
interposed her daughter.

‘T think not,’’ said her mother. ‘‘Joshua can find some-
thing to interest him about camp, I suspect. In two hours
you’ll be through.”

This seemed final, for Madge raised no further protest.
Nor did she pout or look downeast. It seemed to Joshua
that Elizabeth Mundy possessed some gentle, secret control
over the rough-necked Bloodmop and their pretty daughter
which would always get her what she wished.



CHAPTER VI
THE WRECK OF THE GOOD SHIP ‘‘ARGO’’

HORTLY before Madge’s two hours of study were
S over Bloodmop Mundy returned to camp in the buck-
board. Joshua was out on the grade watching the
tramp laborers as they handled the teams. Mrs. Mundy
left her tent and followed the vehicle to the stable tent,
where she entered into conversation with her husband as
he unhitched the small bay ponies.

““Well, George, what did you find out about him?’’ she
asked.

““They didn’t know much about ’im at the skatin’ rink,”’
he replied. ‘‘But they told me where I might get onto
somethin’, and I follied it up. I saw the fella they sent
me to, who don’t figger at all. But he sent me to a nigger
that used to work for the Coles, and he told me a lot.

““I guess the boy’s tellin’ the truth. This nigger—Ole
‘Ambrose they call ’im—used to be stable man f’r the Coles.
Say, there was a time when they had a pile o’ money,
’Lizabeth. They lived on Park Avenue an’—”’

‘“‘Yes, the boy has told me all that,’’ she interrupted.
‘“What about the father?”’

‘“No good—absolutely no good, ’Lizabeth. Always
chasin’ ’round with fast women and playin’ the ponies.
He went through his wife’s fortune in a few years, and
now they got only his salary. It’s a good one, I guess, f’r
he’s still playin’ the races an’ goin’ th’ pace generally.
And what the kid said about his father’s half-drownin’ ’im
in the bathtub every time he does somethin’ a little funny,

like every kid’s doin’ pretty near every day, is truth. Ole
46
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Ambrose says he’s seen ’im beat the kid half to death, and
then duck ’im on top o’ that. Don’t look like a bad kid
to me, either. Does he to you?”’

‘“‘Not at all. On the contrary, he seems to me an excep-
tionally kind and thoughtful boy. But he’s queer, George
—there’s no denying that. He has an old head on his
shoulders. I asked him: ‘But you really were deliberately
late for school, weren’t you?’ And he replied: ‘Yes,
ma’am.” ‘Well,” said I, ‘don’t you consider your school
work more important than watching slugs let themselves
down from chips, no matter how interesting that may be?’
And what do you think was his answer? He said: ‘No’m,
I don’t. It’s my business in this world to find out about
things like that. I study a lot, but not school books. I’'m
not lazy in my head, if they do think so.” Imagine, George,
a boy of fourteen talking like that—stating his ‘business in
this world!’ I tell you he’s a remarkable child, with those
grave, kind eyes of his that look you so directly in the
face.”’

““Yes’m,’” agreed George, not deeply moved by his wife’s
enthusiasm. ‘‘And say—1I think th’ cops are lookin’ for
’im, ’Lizabeth. The fella at the skatin’ rink said two big
huskies were nosin’ ’round this mornin’, and they looked
to him like plainclothes men. He was wonderin’ what they
was up to, an’ when I told him a little about this kid he
said he’d bet they was huntin’ him. But I told ’im the
kid was all right and for him to keep his face closed, and
he said it wasn’t any business o’ his, and he would. But
what in th’ devil—I mean, what’re we gonta do about it?
We can’t afford to get mixed up in anythin’ like this,
Lizabeth!”’

His wife did not answer at once. She stood with her
dark head slightly bowed, a forefinger to her lips.

‘‘Sometimes,’’ she said presently, as her husband came



48 COLE OF SPYGLASS MOUNTAIN

from the stable tent after leading in the ponies, ‘‘I think
it is best for a boy to get out and learn something of the
world. I didn’t use to think so before I married you, but
the camp life that I have led, here to-day, there to-morrow,
and encountering all sorts of men both young and old, has
changed me—made me more liberal. The educational sys-
tem of the schools is mostly wrong, I am convinced. Also
T believe that most parents are wrong in their attitude
toward their children. They don’t understand them and
don’t try to. They don’t realize their sensitiveness. They
don’t make any attempt to find out the trend of their
minds, and they force them to this and to that, and—"’

““Yes’'m—I guess that’s about right, ’Lizabeth. But it
ain’t tellin’ you an’ me what we’re gonta do about this
kid.”’

““I know it isn’t,”’ she conceded. ‘‘And I must confess
that I have nothing in mind right now. I hate to see
him taken back to that brute of a father, and I hate to
see him run away and become a tramp. Which is just
what will happen if we set him adrift. Could we use him,
George?”’

““I reckon we could,”’ said Bloodmop. ‘‘Never saw a
time yet about a camp that a fella couldn’t put a strong,
husky boy like that to work. The cook needs a helper, and
we can’t afford to hire him one. Camp cooks ’a’ got a way
o’ quittin’ unexpected, you know, when they begin to think
the work’s too heavy and it’s gettin’ to be a long time
between drinks. Yes, we could keep the kid busy pretty
near all day—but I couldn’t give ’im anythin’ but his
found.”’

““Well, 1’11 think it over to-day,’’ said his wife.

“Yes’m—an’ what you say goes’’—and, whistling, the
light-hearted, hard-working gypo man started toward his
gang.
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But he turned back immediately. ‘‘Oh, ’Lizabeth!’’ he
called, and came swinging to her side again.

““This here boy,”’” he said, ‘‘has taken quite a fancy to
Madge, don’t you think? He’s gettin’ about the age when
they begin to think they’re good f’r somethin’ more’n to
have their hair yanked. An’ say—course I know they’re
only kids an’ all that—but ’twouldn’t be th’ worst thing
in th’ world that ever happened. The boy’s mother was a
Florence, they say, and th’ Florences are big folks in
Maryland. They got a pile o’ money, and, even if they did
turn a cold shoulder on this boy’s mother, that ain’t sayin’
they’ve forgot about her kids.”’

““‘George! Aren’t you ashamed of yourself!’”’

Bloodmop Mundy’s face grew fiery red. ¢‘’Lizabeth, it
ain’t the money that I'm thinkin’ abBout so much. He
might never get a cent, and the chances are he won’t.
But you come of a good family, and I ain’t ever forgot it.
You run away with me, a no-’count tramp of a dirt-mover,
just because I said I'd be good to you an’ treat you right.
‘Well, I done that. That part’s all right. But I don’t know
nothin’ and never did—and never will. I’'m just nobody—
or worse’n that, because I work but don’t get anywhere.
And it always hurt me to think that I drug you down to a
gypsy life like ours, an’—”’

But here she laid a work-worn hand across his lips.

“Hush !’ she said softly. “You do all the complaining,
George, and you’re only manufacturing reasons for com-
plaint.”’

‘““Well, anyway,’’ he laughed, ‘‘Sundays, when I shave
and dress up like, I ain’t so bad lookin’, am I? And I’'m a
fightin’ fool! We’ll win out some day, ’Lizabeth. Wait’ll
we hit th> West, where a man ¢’n swing his arms and hit a
lick that counts!”’

But what her husband had said caused Elizabeth Mundy
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to think that morning. She knew her daughter pretty well.
Born in a gypo camp, raised with rough men from infancy,
Madge was not like other girls in her treatment of the few
boys that she met. She had never had a girl associate.
Men had babied her from her cradle. So it was only natu-
ral that she could not feel the backwardness and restraint
that most young girls experience in their early dealings
with the opposite sex. She wanted no puppy-love affair
between these two, with Madge eleven and Joshua four-
teen. But for some unaccountable reason she had taken
a fancy to the boy and would have risked the difficulties
that might arise from their enforced close association in
the gypo camp, were she able to make herself believe it
just to take the runaway under her wing. And this last
was the problem that faced her during the day.

As for Madge and Joshua, they were together on the
grade all morning, after the girl had finished with her
studies. For two hours in the afternoon she would recite
to her mother in their remote little living tent. Then she
had promised to go ‘‘down the line’’ with him to see the
work of other camps on the double-tracking job.

The genial Bloodmop, born patron of boyish ambitions,
permitted Joshua to drive a team and to ‘‘stick pigs.”” He
talked to the boy as if he were a man, and called him Josh
and slapped him familiarly on the back. And if there is
anything that warms the heart of a growing boy it is this
unconscious acceptance of him as a reasoning being by a
grown-up member of his sex. The three went in together
at noon, Bloodmop between the boy and girl, laughing
boisterously. During the afternoon, while Madge was busy
with her schooling, Bloodmop allowed Joshua to drive a
wheeler team, and took the time to explain many things
pertinent to the construction of railroads. When Madge
came she and Joshua wandered down the line. And after
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supper they had that delicious experience, the undisputed
due of young lovers since before the Egyptians builded the
Pyramids, of sitting side by side under the twinkling stars.

‘“ Aren’t the stars bright to-night?’’ said Madge. ‘‘But
they say that out West they are brighter still. On the
desert, I believe. Oh, I'm just crazy to go West! And so
is Pa. He talks about it all the time. Look at that cluster
up there, almost over our heads. I call that the kite. And
there’s the big dipper’’—she pointed—‘I can always find
it.”’

““What you ecall the kite,’” said Joshua, ‘‘is the Constel-
lation of Orion. In March it’s just a little bit southwest of
right over a fella’s head. See those three stars in a line?
That’s called the Belt of Orion, and the three hanging down
like make the Sword of Orion. The Celestial Equator passes
through the belt. Now look at the four big stars that are
around the whole business. That red one is Betelgeuse, and
thatun closest to it is Bellatrix. Now look at the dim little
one in the middle of the Sword. Around that is the Nebula
of Orion, and the bright, white star is Rigel.”’

““Mercy alive!”” cried Madge. ‘‘Wherever did you learn
all that? Not at school, did you?’’

‘““Naw, jest monkeyin’ ’round,’’ he said disparagingly.

““And do you know everything about the stars? Why,
I don’t know one from another.”’

“I know a little,”’ he told her. ‘‘Some day I’'m gonta
know more. Now look over there to the left. See that big
bright one? That’s Sirius, the Dog Star. Now look at the
Constellation of Orion again. Remember Rigel? Well, that
ain’t one star, but it’s two. It’s so far away’s what makes
it look to us like only one. And Number One in the Belt
of Orion and Number Three, too, are double stars.’’

““Well, whoever heard of the like! I’ve always wanted
to know something about the stars, but I never had anybody
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to tell me before. Nights and nights I sit outdoors and look
up at ’em and wonder. Some nights you can see millions
and millions of them, and then again—"’

““No, you can’t,”’ he corrected her. ‘‘Folks used to think
that a fella couldn’t begin to guess how many stars he could
see. But we know better now. You can’t never see over
four thousan’. An’ about the most a fella’ll ever be able
to see is somewhere between two thousan’ an’ three thou-
san’.”’

‘T don’t believe that!”’

““Don’t haff to if ye don’t want to,”” he said dogmatically.
““But I’m tellin’ you what’s what. I know what I’'m talk-
in’ about.”’

‘“Well, let’s not quarrel about it. I guess you ought to
know, but it looks funny to me. Tell me about the Big
Dipper. That’s my favorite.”’

““Well,”” he replied, ‘‘it ain’t particularly interestin’
to astronomers, I guess. But d’ye see that star that’s right
where you’d put your mouth if you was drinkin’ outa the
dipper, and holdin’ the handle straight in front of you?”’

After a pause: ‘“‘Yes, I guess I know the one you mean.”’

‘‘That’s what’s called the Pointer. No matter which way
the dipper turns, that star’s always pointing straight at
the Pole Star. There’s the Pole Star—see it over there,
with the Pointer pointin’ at it?”’

““Ye-yes—I guess so.”’

““Five hundred centuries ago,”’ Joshua went on in a
dreamy tone, ‘‘the Big Dipper looked like a cross. And
five hundred centuries from now it’ll be in the shape of a
steamer chair.”’

‘““How do they know that, Josh? Nobody that’s living
now was here five hundred centuries ago. And how ever
can they tell what it’ll look like five hundred centuries from
now? That sounds silly.”’
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““There’s nothin’ silly about science,’”’ Joshua told her
reprovingly. ‘‘Well, we know the direction that the stars
are goin’. And we know how fast they’re goin’. So it’s
easy to figger out where they were five hundred centuries
ago, and where they’ll be five hundred centuries from now.
And they’ll be just like I’m telling you. The Big Dipper’ll
look like a steamer chair. Why, lissen here, Madge: If the
fellas that built the hangin’ gardens of Babylon could come
back here now they wouldn’t notice hardly any difference
in the stars. The stars are travelin’ through space from
eight to ten miles a second, but if those ole fellas could
come back it would look like they’d moved only about half
the size of the moon. You know what I mean—half the size
that the moon looks like to us. Maybe half a foot, you’d
say. Millions o’ miles up there look like half a foot to us.”’

‘“Gracious alive! That doesn’t seem possible. How far
is it up there, Josh? But o’ course nobody knows that.”’

‘I read where one fella said we were twenty-five million
million miles from the nearest star.”’

‘‘Twenty-five million million!’’ she gasped.

““Yes, sir—twenty-five million million miles. How’s that
sound to you? An’lissen here: The sun and the planets—
what they call the solar system—are travelin’ through space
more’n a million miles a day. Right now you an’ me’s goin’
a million miles a day, Madge! Don’t it make you feel
dizzy? Well, we’re travelin’ more’n a million miles a day,
remember. Well, then, it would take us seventy thousan’
years to get to the nearest star.”’

‘“Aw, you’re just makin’ that up, Josh! Pretty soon I’'m
goin’ to ask you again, and I’ll bet you’ll forget how many
miles you said.”’

““All right—try me,”’ invited Joshua.

“‘I will, all right. But tell me where we’re going so fast,
if you can.”
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““T can’t do that. Nobody can, I guess. But I know the
direction that we’re travelin’ in. We’re travelin’ towards
a point between the Constellation of Lyra and the Constella-
tion of Hercules. There—see where I’'m pointin’%? That’s
about where we’re headed for. But you needn’t be pickin’
up your baggage or puttin’ on your hat, Madge. Remember
that it ud take us seventy thousan’ years to get to the
nearest star. But we ain’t travelin’ that way, it happens.
‘Why, just think! In ten minutes from now we’ll be seven
thousan’ miles from where we are in space this second!”’

‘It sounds perfectly awful, Josh,’’ she murmured. ‘‘It’s
kinda creepy, isn’t it?”’

‘‘ And by to-morrow evenin’,”’ he went on remorselessly,
‘““we’il be more’n a million miles from the region of space
that we’re in right now. I remember readin’: ‘Prisoners
are we on a rudderless ship lost in an ocean of space, voyag-
ing we know not whither—truly symbolic of the spiritual
status of man.’ ”’

““Oh, don’t say anything more like that, Josh! I don’t
believe I understand it.”’

““I do, kinda,’’ he told her. ‘‘I heard a lecturer say that,
and afterwards I read his book where he said it again.
And I committed it to memory; it sounded kinda nice, I
thought. And this here, too: ‘There where the glorious
Milky Way dips below the horizon lies the good ship
‘“Argo,’’ in which Jason and his fifty adventurers sailed
from Greece to recover the Golden Fleece. And we too
sail on this mystic ship, the earth, bound north-eastward
to an unknown port, perhaps to discover the Golden
Fleece of greater wisdom and ‘‘the peace that passeth
understanding.’’ > I thought that was kinda pretty.”’

‘“Ub-huh! You're funny, Joshua. I don’t see why they
expelled you from school.”’
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“I wasn’t any good in grammar and ’rithmetie,”’ Joshua
explained in all simplicity. ‘‘And then—7’

But here a hand fell upon his shoulder, and in the light
streaming from the dining tent he looked up into a pair
of piggish little eyes set in a heavy, florid face.

““I guess that’s about it, kid,”’ said a voice that somehow
matched the face. ‘‘And, besides that, you’re a bad actor
generally. Guess it’s about time you were goin’ home.
Uh-huh—Dblack hair, heavy. Gray eyes, almost blue. Heavy
black eyebrows. Face like a girl’s, but well-built and
strong. Guess I've got you, all right.”’ .

Madge and Joshua had sprung to their feet in amaze-
ment. The man stood eyeing them, maintaining a tight
clutch on Joshua’s shoulder. Before either of the youth-
ful star-gazers could speak, a big, fat hand darted to the
inside pocket of Joshua’s coat and brought forth his father’s
razor in its case.

““Uh-hubh! I was told I might find this on you. Well,
kid, yer dad wants you. Come on with me! And next
time you run away, don’t ask any switchman where to go.
Come on—it’s gettin’ late.”’

““Is—is he arrested?’’ asked Madge in an awed little
voice.

‘‘Uh-hubh—sort of. C’m’on, kid.”



CHAPTER VII

JOSHUA WALKS WITH HIS FATHER

big detective entered the block. The plainclothes man

had talked with the boy all the way from the gypo
camp, and Joshua had found him a not unkindly person.
He himself had a boy and a girl, he said, but they gave
him little trouble. He had listened carefully while Joshua
told him that he had not appropriated the razor with in-
tent to use it as a weapon of offense or defense during his
travels Westward, but the detective could not believe the
story of the slug.

““Where d’ye get such confounded weird ideas, kid?”’
he wanted to know, and repetition of the whys and where-
fores only brought forth laughter.

““Well, I don’t blame you for runnin’ off that way,’’
said the big fellow finally. ‘‘You're a smart kid, if you
are a little queer, and your dad’s a no-good son-of-a-gun,
from what I’ve heard. But that’s between you an’ me—
don’t tell ’im I said it. It’d maybe get me into trouble.
But no matter how I feel about it, I gotta hang onto you
—that’s what I’'m paid for. Say, where’d you learn all
that star racket? Gee! I don’t know when I’ve had as
much fun as listenin’ to you spoutin’ about the good ship
What-d’ye-eall-it and all that!”’

In silence the two climbed the steps of the Cole home,
and the detective pressed the bell button. Presently Zida
answered his ring, threw aloft her black hands, and rolled
her eyes.

“‘Lawd bless us, heah he is! Wheah yo’-all been all dis
56

JOSHUA COLE’S home was alight when he and the
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time, honey? Yo’ mothah done go purt’ neah wil’! Come
in heah dis minnit! Yo’ pappy drownd yo’, Ah reckon.’’

‘I wanta see Mr. Cole,’’ said the detective.

But before Zida could call him, John Cole, his dark face
as gloomy as a goblin’s, came into the hall.

““Here he is, Mr. Cole,”’ said the officer.

“Yes, so I see,”” returned Cole with seeming cold in-
difference. ‘‘Joshua, sit down there at the foot of the
stairs while I talk to this man. Zida, go back to the
kitchen.”’

Both Zida and Joshua obeyed the ruthless voice, and
John Cole entered into low-voiced conversation with the de-
tective. This continued for perhaps a minute, while Joshua,
pale and suddenly deathly sick at his stomach, crouched on
the first step of the flight of stairs. Then the detective’s
voice began rising gradually, and the boy heard:

“I’ll tell you just this much, Mr. Cole: I don’t wanta
hear o’ your duckin’ that boy! I know all about it. Hunt-
in’ ’im up led me to several niggers that used to work for
you when you lived on Park Avenue, and all of ’em told
the same story. You ain’t got any right to treat a kid
like that, and if I find out you done it I’ll see what I ¢’n
do down at headquarters. That’s all I gotta say, but I
mean it. I got kids o’ my own, and I guess they ain’t any
better’'n other ord’nary kids. But I never found it neces-
sary to hold their heads in a bathtub full o’ water until they
fainted.”’

“I guess that will be about enough from you, officer,”’
was John Cole’s dismissal of the man.

““Well, that’s all right. I ain’t lookin’ for trouble. But
I’'m gonta tell the cop on this beat to keep his ears open
to-night, that’s all. I’ll make it hot for you if you try that
duckin’ racket to-night. That’s all—good night.”’

And the door closed after him.
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Slowly John Cole turned to his son. For over half a
minute he stood eyeing him with cold savagery, then he
said crisply:

“Go up to your room, Joshua.”’

¢“J—ecan’t I see Mother first?’’ pleaded the boy.

““Your mother has gone to bed, ill from worrying over
you. Go to your room, as I told you.”’

Joshua got up and slowly climbed the stairs.

Lester and he had separate rooms, for the house was
large. Joshua wanted to talk with his brother, with some
one—any one—but he dared not disobey his father. In his
room he undressed slowly and, extinguishing the light,
climbed into bed. Soon he heard metallic sounds as hig
door was locked, then dull footsteps as his father went
away. There he lay looking up into the blackness, fearful
that any moment he would hear the water running in the
bathroom and his father’s step at the door.

But the house remained silent, and the silence became
cruelly oppressive. When he could stand the suspense no
longer, he cautiously climbed out of bed, taking care that
no creak came from the springs, and went to a window.
Holding the shade aside, he found himself looking at black-
ness, striped at intervals with the soft radiance of a starry,
moonlit night. | The soft streaks of light, he found, came
ia through cracks between heavy boards that had been
nailed across the window.

For hours after this he tossed about, and then fell sud-
denly asleep. He was awakened by a knocking at his door,
and when he answered Zida came in with his breakfast on
a tray.

He questioned the old negress, for she was his friend,
but she had nothing to report. She had no knowledge of
what his father intended to do. He ate but little, and in
the midst of his meal his mother entered the room.
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She took him in her arms, knelt beside his chair, and
gsobbed brokenly. Then she arose, caressed his black hair,
and murmured, ‘‘My poor boy! My poor boy!”’ That
was all she said to him, for presently she tore herself away,
and, crying softly, went through the door and closed it
after her.

Then came Lester, and in low voices the brothers talked
for several minutes. Lester himself was to be confined to
his room during the entire period of his suspension from
school, but he had neither been whipped nor ducked. A
telegram to their father had brought him home when the
fickle Lester had told that Joshua was going West. Lester
did not know what was to be Joshua’s punishment; his
father had told him to go in and see his brother for a
minute or so, and then to return to his room. And in the
midst of their eager conversation John Cole’s voice was
heard ordering Lester back to his prison, and with a gulp
he hurried to obey. The key grated in the lock again after
Lester had left the room.

An hour of terrible suspense followed, and then Joshua
heard the key once more. The door opened and his father,
cold and mereciless, stood in the doorway.

‘“‘Get your coat and cap,’”’ he ordered. ‘‘We’re going
for a walk.”’

Joshua joined his father in the upper hall. He followed
him silently down the stairs and through the front door.

“‘Step up beside me here,”’ came the command, as they
passed through the front gate and started along the side-
walk.

Nothing was said until they reached the business distriet
—a short walk from home. Here John Cole turned into a
retail hardware store, and Joshua followed.

““Sit down here,”’ said his father, indicating a chair,
‘I want to have a talk with the owner of this store.”
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Now Joshua thought he understood what was to be done
with him. He was to be taken from school, for good, per-
haps, because he was a failure, and placed in a hardware
store to learn his father’s business. Well, though he had
no taste for business, that was better than being half
drowned—better than returning to Old Madmallet next
season, a year behind in his studies.

He sat there obediently, gray-blue eyes traveling over the
store, while his father talked with a fat man in shirt-
sleeves. Frequently he heard his father’s voice lifted in
laughter, and once he saw him slap the hardware man good-
naturedly on the back. What a different man he was,
thought Joshua, when dealing with people not connected
with his family. The two parted presently with a hearty
handeclasp, and Joshua followed his father into the street
again.

Side by side they continued their journey, and Joshua,
believing that there was no opening for him in the hard-
ware store they had just left, wondered where they were
going now. Five blocks farther on they entered a second
hardware store, where a similar performance took place.

But again Joshua was not called to meet the proprietor,
as he had fully expected he would be, and once more the
uncommunicative pair resumed their sauntering.

There followed one more similar call, which to Joshua
seemed as fruitless of results as had been the previous ones,
and then again they walked away together. And now, com-
ing suddenly abreast a large brick building, his father said:

““‘Let’s go in here a minute.”’

Side by side they climbed a short fligcht of wide stone
stairs. Ahead of them and above them were great glass
doors in an arched doorway. John Cole turned the knob
of one of them, and stood back for Joshua to enter first.

Joshua went in, to find himself gazing at a blue-coated
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policeman, with white chevrons on his arm, seated behind
a high, dark wood desk, busily writing in a large, flat book.

There was a low railing before the desk, and on Joshua’s
side of it three more policemen lounged in office chairs.

John Cole stepped before the high desk, and the man
behind it looked at him inquiringly.

““You remember me, Sergeant,’’ said John Cole.

- ¢“Oh, yes—Mr. Cole,”” said the officer. ‘‘And this is the
boy, is it?”> And his keen, quizzical eyes coasted over
Joshua from head to feet. ‘‘Um! Bad actor, is he? Um!
... Well, Mr. Cole, you can go right up to the court
room. There’s not much doing this morning.’’

The sergeant spoke to one of the lounging policemen, and
this man motioned to John Cole and led the way out intor
the corridor. Joshua followed his father, who lagged be-
hind when outside in the long hall, allowing Joshua to catch
up with him.

‘“‘Now, listen,”’ he said in a voice so low that the police-
man ahead of them could not hear: ‘““When you stand be-
fore the judge I want you to tell him that you are willing
to do what I want you to. Do you understand?’’

““I—I guess so,’’ faltered Joshua. '

‘‘Because,”’ said his father, ‘‘if you don’t, you know
what’s awaiting you at home. Think it over before we
reach the court room. Make your choice. And remember
this: What I have done to you in the past won’t be worth
considering to what I’ll do to you if you are left with me.”’

Joshua was bewildered, of course. He hardly realized
what it was all about, it had happened so suddenly. But
there was no doubt in his mind as to the deep threat in his
father’s words, and a cold fear took hold on him as he
thought again of the bathtub filled with water, the night-
mare of his young life.

The police judge was a short, fat man, very brisk and
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businesslike, with fair skin, blond hair, and big blue eyes
that somehow seemed to gaze in an odd surprise at all that
came before them. There was little ceremony to what fol-
lowed, and there were no preliminaries at all. Almost be-
fore he knew it Joshua was facing those surprised blue
eyes, and the judge was looking him over as if he were some
strange new animal just captured.

““Well, well, well!”’ he said in an oily tone. ‘‘Incor-
rigible, eh? Won’t study and disobeys the rules. And he
stole his father’s razor when he ran away. Incorrigible!
Young man, don’t you know that you are incorrigible ¢’

““‘Ye-yes, sir,”” answered Joshua. He did not know what
incorrigible meant, but he knew the blackness that came
with being all but drowned in a bathtub filled with water.

“Tk-tk-tk !’ clucked the judge. ‘‘And you can do noth-
ing with him at all, Mr. Cole?”’

“I’'m away from home most of the time, as I told you,”’
said John Cole. ‘‘And his mother is not well, and can’t
handle him at all. Why, didn’t he threaten to strike his
teacher with a heavy iron poker? And he was so—er—
desperately in earnest that Mr. Madmallet, a grown man
and used to handling boys, was actually afraid to punish
this boy’s brother.”’

““Tk-tk-tk! Well, they’ll take a good deal of that out of
him at the House of Refuge, Mr. Cole. My boy’’—to
Joshua—*‘‘have you any reason to state why you should
not be committed to an institution for the disciplining of
incorrigible boys like you?”’

But before Joshua could reply he heard a low voice be-
side him saying:

“Tell ’im yes, kid! Tell ’im you’ll be good and that you
don’t wanta go.”’

Joshua’s frightened eyes fell on the big plainclothes de-
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tective who had found him at the gypo camp of Bloodmop
Mundy.

“‘Oh, here you are, Dickinson,’’ said the judge. ‘‘And
they tell me you found this razor on young Joshua Cole
here. Is that correct?’’

¢“Yes, sir, he had it in his inside coat pocket,”’ replied
the detective. ‘‘But I think he just took it in fun. He
told me all about it—somethin’ about makin’ one o’ these
slugs walk on it or somethin’ like that. Just kid play, I'm
thinkin’. If you’ll permit a suggestion, Your Honor, I'd
advise lookin’ into this matter pretty careful before com-
mittin’ this boy to the House of Refuge.”’

‘I have the sworn testimony of the boy’s father that he
cannot be disciplined,’’ said the judge. ¢‘Mr. Cole is away
a great part of the time, traveling as a salesman for a
wholesale hardware firm. The mother is not well, and finds
it impossible to make the boy behave. . He is a thief, behind
in his studies—though apparently bright enough—and a
terror to the neighborhood. Aren’t all these things true,
Joshua ?’’

Joshua looked at the commanding eyes of his father and
said, ‘‘Yes, sir.”’

““And don’t you think it would be a good thing for you
to be committed to the House of Refuge until you are
twenty-one ?”’

Seven years! ‘‘Yes, sir,”” replied the boy, as if hypno-
tized by the warning in his father’s steadfast gaze.

““Then I will commit you,”’ said the judge. ‘‘Mr. Cole,
you will swear to a warrant.”

Some time later, as John Cole, the commitment papers
in his pocket, and Joshua entered the broad corridor they
found Dickinson, the big detective, pacing up and down.

““Well,”” he remarked, ‘‘all fixed, eh?’’
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Cole nodded briefly.

“‘Sure you c¢’n get him out to the House of Refuge by
yourself, are you?’’

John Cole turned on the man, but Dickinson’s face was
a blank.

““Are you trying to make fun of me?’’ asked Cole. ‘‘If
you are, I’ll make trouble for you.”’

‘““Who, me? Why, no, Mr. Cole. I just asked you if
you needed any help in takin’ the boy out there. I could
get a couple o’ policemen to go with you, you know, and
then you’d be pretty safe. But o’ course if you ¢’n handle
’im, all well an’ good.”’

‘““You’re a little impertinent, aren’t you?’’ asked Cole.

““Oh, no—not at all. But it’s my duty to try and keep
the peace at all times. Just offerin’ my help.”’

““Well, it’s not needed,’” snapped John Cole, well know-
ing that he was being ridiculed, but helpless to make a
complaint that Dickinson was doing more than offering his
services in good faith.

““Well, so-long, kid,’’ said the detective, as John Cole
started on again. ‘‘Be good out there, and they’ll parole
you in about a year.’’

““You mind your own business,’’ raged Cole.

But Dickinson kept on: ‘‘Just obey the rules, kid, ne
matter what happens. And always tell the truth. It’s the
only way to make the best of a bad bargain. Don’t fight
back. Stand for anythin’ they hand you, and you’ll win
out in the end. So-long!”’

And then John Cole and Joshua reached the entranee
and passed out through the great glass doors.



CHAPTER VIIIL

NUMBER 5635

skirts of the city. At the end of the line they left

the car and walked three blocks toward a high brick
fence with iron spikes on top, above which loomed large
brick buildings in the center of a vast inclosure. They
were met at the entrance by a gate-keeper, who directed
John Cole to the superintendent’s office. While his father
attended to the business in hand Joshua, wide-eyed and
wondering, remained in an anteroom. Now and then, in
a large, painfully clean room off this anteroom, he saw
boys of about his own age and older moving about quietly,
dressed in gray suits with brass buttons and red stripes
down the trousers legs, little black cloth skull caps, and
heavy brogans.

Very soon he was called into the office proper and stood
before the superintendent, a tall, grave man with unhealthy
white skin and veiny hands. With a brief ‘‘Good-by,
Joshua,”” John Cole left his son; and then the superinten-
dent sat looking the boy over in a disinterested though not
antagonistic manner.

“‘Cole,’” he mused finally, looking at the papers before
him on his desk. ‘‘John Cole is your father’s name? It is
strangely familiar. Do you know your mother’s maiden
name’’—he glanced at the paper again—°‘Joshua?’’

““Yes, sir,”’ replied Joshua. ‘‘It was Florence.”’

““Florence! Are you positive?’’

““Yes, sir—I know that was her name.”’

“‘Impossible! What is her first name?’’
65

THEY rode in a street car to the furthermost out-



66 COLE OF SPYGLASS MOUNTAIN

‘‘Blanche,’’ said the boy.

““Blanche Cole. I suspected it the moment I saw your
face, but it didn’t occur to me while your father was here.
You have the face of a Florence. So your mother was a
Florence. One of the Florences, of course.”’

““Yes, sir. There’s lots of Florences in this state. They
come over with Lord Calvert to Maryland.”’

““Of course—of course. The irony of fate! Do you know,
Joshua, that your mother’s father—your grandfather, Peter
D. Florence—was the founder of this institution?’’

¢‘No, sir—I never heard o’ that.”’

The superintendent stared at Joshua until he was vastly
uncomfortable, but the fact is that the man did not see
the boy before him at all. Presently he roused himself,
assumed a businesslike attitude, and began a string of plati-
tudes to the effect that Joshua would profit by obeying all
of the rules and regulations. This in a droning, parrotlike
voice, and when he had finished he pressed a bell button
and a boy much older than Joshua, dressed in uniform,
came into the room. He stood waiting while the super-
intendent scribbled a note and folded it.

“‘This is Number Fifty-six thirty-five,”” said the super-
intendent. ‘‘Take him in hand and outfit him. Then turn
him over to the Juvenile Department, and give this note to
Mr. Clegg.”

““Yes, sir,”’ said the monitor, and looked toward Joshua
to indicate that he was to follow him.

In a stuffy room in the main building, where there were
great piles of uniforms on curtain-protected shelves, the
monkey-capped boy and two assistants outfitted the new-
comer, causing him to strip, whereupon they made caustic
remarks about his bared anatomy. They rifled his pockets,
found a pocket knife, and quarreled over it among them-
selves. The new ownership finally settled upon, they de-
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posited Joshua’s old clothes in a locker, and while he was
donning the new the largest of the boys smacked him
smartly on the bare body with the flat of his hand and
enjoined him to make greater speed. Joshua turned, the
battle fire of his fighting ancestors in his gray-blue eyes.
His fists doubled, and he assumed an attitude of defense,
while the three monitors grinned at him tantalizingly.
Then Joshua remembered the words of Detective Dickin-
son: ‘“Don’t fight back. Stand for anything they hand
you, and you’ll win out in the end.”” So, while the three
old-timers laughed and winked, he backed up against the
wall and continued his dressing. . It was alum-bitter medi-
cine, but already he was planning how to run away and
continue his interrupted journey westward. He dared not
fight back and perhaps jeopardize his chances of escape.

‘When he was ready he was taken through long corridors
and out at a side door, thence across a wide space of ground
to another brick building. Here, before long, Joshua found
himself in the presence of Mr. Beaver Clegg, head of the
Juvenile Department.

Mr. Beaver Clegg, Joshua thought, was the owner of the
ugliest face he had ever seen on a human being. He was
thin, but not exceptionally tall. He wore a baggy gray
suit, and his linen, in its soiled state, did not set a good
example for his wards. Joshua looked at him curiously as
he read the note from the superintendent. He noticed the
nose, twisted to one side, and bumpy at the end ; the curious
eyes, neutral in color but inclining toward slate-blue, and
cocked out of all proportion, one of them appearing much
smaller than the other and set lower in the face; the thick
lips, corrugated and crooked, contrasting strangely with
the bony face; the square, hairless jaw; the swarthy, mot-
tled skin.

But when this ugliest of men looked up at Joshua and
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gmiled a great transformation took place. The colorless
eyes seemed to glow with warmth. The twisted lips some-
how seemed to straighten miraculously, and there was noth-
ing hideous about the big, yellow uneven teeth that showed
between them. Joshua was reminded of the face of Abra-
ham Lincoln, that tall, gaunt man whose very homeliness
endears him to the heart of the nation that he served.
Joshua did not know it until later, but he had been placed
in the care of Beaver Clegg simply because his mother had
been a Florence. He rightly belonged in a department for
older wards, but the superintendent knew his subordinates,
and had conferred this boon upon the son of the daughter
of the founder of the institution.

- ““Well, Joshua,”’ said Mr. Clegg, in a voice that went
with his face when the smile was upon it, ‘‘what have you
been up to? Sit down there and tell me all about it.
Don’t be backward; don’t be afraid. Just begin at the
beginning and tell me the truth. And with me, Joshua,
the truth always pays. But more of that later. Now tell
me your story. You’ll be talking to your friend.”’

It was a long story, and at first the boy talked haltingly.
But as he saw the deep, kindly interest in Clegg’s eyes, as
he leaned his elbows on the desk and cupped his battle-ship
chin in his bony hands, his confidence grew and he talked
more freely. When he began speaking of the adventure
with the slug Mr. Clegg suddenly scraped forward his chair
and leaned closer. His eyes seemed to grow darker and
darker until their indifferent blue had changed to a deep,
velvety purple, as a cat’s eyes change with its varying
moods.

““‘Just a moment,’’ he interrupted finally. ‘“You say that
a stream of mucilaginous substance—something like that—
came from the slug, and that it let itself down to the
ground by means of it$”’
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“‘Yes, sir,”’ said Joshua. ‘‘It’s just the color o’ tapioca
puddin’.”’

“«“Well, well, well! I never knew that before. Go on!
Go on! Tell me about the experiment with the razor.”’

Joshua began it, but was once more interrupted. Clegg’s
tones were eager as he spoke, and Joshua marveled not a
little at his interest.

““The entire under side of a slug or a snail, Joshua,’’ he
said, ‘‘comprises a walking surface. One might term his
whole belly a foot. This walking surface clings to one side
of the razor blade, as the slug extends its fore part and
bends down over the other side. He is not crawling upon
the sharp part at all, you see, but it appears as if he is
doing so. Where did you learn about all this?”’

““Aw, I’'m always monkeyin’ ’round with somethin’ like
that,”’ said Joshua. ‘‘I kinda like it. I’'m gonta be a
scientist some day. But they wouldn’t let me do anythin’
at school. I got a dandy collection o’ birds’ eggs, and a lot
o’ bugs and pressed leaves, and snakes in alcohol.”

‘“A scientist, eh? And what branch do you prefer?’’

“I ain’t just sure yet. I like all of it that I’ve read
about. But I guess I like astronomy more’n anythin’.’’

Clegg’s eyes grew darker. ‘‘Astronomy—yes, yes! And
what do you know about astronomy, Joshua?’’

“‘Not much. But I’ve read some books. And I ¢’n pick
out a lotta stars and planets easy, and I know what their
names are an’ everything like that.”’

Here a mellow gong sounded, and Beaver Clegg’s eyes
grew neutral in color once more. ‘‘That’s the dinner
gong,’’ he said briskly. ¢‘I’ll call one of the monitors,
who will show you how to fall in and march to the
washroom, and afterward to the dining room. After dinner
there will be fifteen minutes for play, and I want you to
come back here for that period. I want to talk more with
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you.”” He pressed a button, and a uniformed monitor
came in. “‘This is Fifty-six thirty-five,”” said Mr. Clegg.
“‘Take care of him until he learns the rules. That’s all for
the present, Fifty-six thirty-five.”’

Joshua marched to the washroom, a large, spotlessly
clean compartment where each boy used his individual
basin, which hung under a tag bearing his number. When
they left the washroom they marched across the court yard
to the main building, where was the dining room.  Here
the inmates of the entire institution partook of their meals,
boys from the North Wing, between the ages of eighteen
and twenty, those from the South Wing, from fourteen to
eighteen, and those of fourteen or under from Mr. Clegg’s
Juvenile Department. The dining room monitor seated
Joshua, and he ate sparingly of soup, coffee, bread without
butter, boiled ham, and beans. The dining room was silent
as a tomb, as no conversation was allowed. When the
meal was finished they rose at a command from the monitor
and were marched out into the playground. Here Joshua
contrived to evade curious and semi-pugnacious boys who
wanted to know all about him, entered the gray corridor of
the Juvenile Department, and found his way again to the
little office of Beaver Clegg.

Mr. Clegg wore large round spectacles now, for he had
been reading. Over the rims of them he looked at Joshua
speculatively for a time.

‘“You will be known here as Fifty-six thirty-five,’’ he said
finally. “‘But when you and I are alone together I’'m
going to call you Joshua. It seems, almost, that a special
Providence sent you to me, and I have hopes that your life
here will be more profitable to you than if you had stayed
at home. You are very young to have decided upon a
career, and who knows but that you will change your
mind entirely before you are a year older? I recall that
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when I was about your age I was determined to become a
minister of the gospel. I had preached a little even then
—if one might call it preaching—and was hailed as a boy
evangelist. But now I am interested in other matters, and
have been since I was twenty-one.

““Let us assume, however, that you are interested in
astronomy and want to become a serious student. You are
too young to understand, of course—but I may as well tell
you now that it is a calling that demands the utmost sacri-
fice. There’s no money in it, Joshua, or I would not be
here at the head of the Juvenile Department in a boys’ re-
formatory. For that is just what this institution has de-
generated to—a reformatory—though your grandfather,
Peter D. Florence, had no such thing in mind when he
founded it. It was to be a home for parentless boys and
other unfortunate youngsters. But your grandfather is
dead, and the institution is in the hands of a board of
directors and a superintendent who have failed to catch
the spirit of your grandfather’s generosity.

‘‘Be that as it may, you will be none the worse off if
you are diligent and obey the rules. I say this because
I know something of your father, the man whom your
mother gave up everything to marry. Here you will learn
the common school branches as well as you could outside,
and on top of that I am going to give you your first lessons
in astronomy.”’

Clegg did not heed the boy’s parted lips nor the eager
brilliancy in his grave young eyes, but continued :

‘It seems to me to be a marvelous coincidence that you
found your way to me. For the past twenty years, Joshua,
I have studied the stars. I am what is known as a variable
star observer, and I have a three-inch refractor which I
use at night on the roof of this building. None of the other
officials in the school are in sympathy with me, but they
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tolerate me. They are second-graders intellectually, all of
them, or they would not be here. I am here to make a living
while I follow my studies, for, as I told you, Science is an
indifferent paymaster.

““If I may be pardoned for the statement, I am not alto-
gether unknown to the scientific world. Joshua, have you
any knowledge of the variable stars?’’

“‘No, sir,”” replied Joshua, a little awed that he was in
intimate conversation with a real astronomer, one who
owned a telescope. Would he be allowed to look through it,
he wondered? Never in his life had he looked through any
instrument larger than a pair of opera glasses.

““There are hundreds of stars,”” Mr. Clegg went on,
‘‘that are known to vary in brightness. In a few cases the
causes of this variability are known. There are, for in-
stance, the Algol Variables. In their case, the variability
is readily accounted for by the theory of a dark, eclipsing
body, smaller than the primary, and traveling round it in
an orbit lying nearly edgewise to us. The two bodies re-
volve round their common center of gravity. In the case
of other types of variables we are still uncertain, or quite
in the dark, regarding what is really happening to cause
the change in brightness.”’

Clegg did not see his listener now. His near-blue eyes
were darkening to velvet-purple again, and his vision took
in worlds far off in space. Joshua listened in a sort of
breathless rapture, though he had small idea of what it
was all about.

¢‘Observations of these perplexing bodies, continuing over
a long period of time,’’ Clegg went on dreamily, forgetting
that his audience was only a fourteen-year-old boy, ‘‘will
eventually afford a sufficiently large collection of facts on
which to base a satisfactory theory of what causes the
observed variation. OQOut of the hundreds studied by the
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nearly two hundred members—mostly amateurs like my-
gelf—of the International Society of Variable Star Ob-
servers, of which I am one, who have contributed a startling
number of observations during the past few years, certain
" gtars may be discovered whose peculiar behavior will lead
to a true understanding of these interesting bodies. I
myself, if you will pardon me once more, have added my
share of discoveries to this great work.

““So that is really my business in life, Joshua. It is a
work of love, as the society pays nothing in money to any
of its members. And, as I told you, I occupy my position
here to gain a livelihood while pursuing my hobby, as my
eritics term my work. My fellow-instructors are out of
tune with me, and even go so far as to ridicule me at times.
But as the superintendent considers me harmless, and as
I try to perform my school duties faithfully, he does not
interfere with my astronomical work, which I never allow
to conflict with the regular routine. But mine is a lonesome
existence. I have longed for some one close to me who is
moved by the inspiring grandeur of the heavenly bodies.
I have been told that I am a born teacher, but I prefer to
teach the things that interest me. You wanted to study
science and they refused you. So you see, Joshua, that
you and I have a great deal in common. And it will be my
delight to make an effort to ground you in the science of
astronomy, if you are willing to learn and will help me by
observing the rules and regulations of the school, and at-
tempting to master what the directors have prescribed as a
course for the institution. I am not altogether unselfish
in this offer. I want to teach somebody what I have learned,
for I love it and find boundless pleasure in telling others
what T know. But there has been no one to tell. And how
it will refresh my own fund of knowledge! How does my
offer appeal to you, Joshua?’’
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“It’d be mighty nice,”” replied Fifty-six thirty-five,
almost unable to believe that here was an opportunity that
he had not expected to present itself until he had become
a man and master of his destiny.

“I’ll do anything you say, Mr. Clegg,”’ he promised.
““I’'m sure much obliged.”’

Clegg’s whimsical smile rested upon him in a fatherly
way. ‘‘You’ll never have occasion to regret it,”” he said.

Then the great gong sounded, and the hour of play was
at an end.



CHAPTER IX

TRUTH AND HONOR

day Number Fifty-six thirty-five gave heed to the

mechanism of a sewing machine, and mended the
rent clothes of the inmates. A large, rather kindly woman
was matron over him. By four o’clock he was doing fairly
well, and in a week’s time was accomplishing his simple
machine sewing with speed and neatness. And this became
his allotted task. From four to six o’clock the boys were
allowed to play in the great yard, and here they were as
uproarious and irrepressible as Old Madmallet’s flock at
home. They marched to the washroom at six again, and
thence once more to the dining room, where they ate tea,
bread and apple-sauce. From seven to nine they studied
the common branches of learning in- the schoolroom, pre-
sided over by that ugliest of men, the Lincoln-like Beaver
Clegg. At nine they went to bed, each in his clean little
iron cot, with its crackling straw mattress. Almost im-
mediately Mr. Clegg came in, listened to the monitors’
reports of the boys’ behavior during the day, and extin-
guished the lights.

For fifteen minutes now the wards of the Juvenile De-
partment were allowed to talk and tell stories. Joshua, be-
cause he was new and might have something fresh to offer,
was called upon for a yarn, story-telling being a favorite
diversion of the inmates. So well did he acquit himself,
drawing without reserve upon his vivid imagination be-

cause he was in total darkness and not obliged to face his
75

FROM one o’clock till four in the afternoon that first
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listeners, that his effort was ‘hailed with a round of ap-
plause. Later he became official story-teller of the depart-
ment, and when he had learned more of astronomy from
Clegg’s teachings, he evolved wondrous and fantastic tales
of adventures in the planets, which were the delight of
his fellow inmates. A gong sounded at fifteen minutes after
nine, and Joshua, in the middle of a story that had for
its main characters a boy and a girl who traveled West
in a converted boxcar, with a flatcar back yard coupled on
next to it, was ordered to ‘‘dry up’’ by the head monitor.
And soon after the soft, regular breathing of the very hu-
man little prisoners of the House of Refuge came from all
quarters of the room.

But Fifty-six thirty-five lay awake, staring up into the
blackness, and thought of a girl with reddish-golden hair
and Oriental-topaz eyes. And he was sore of heart, and
the stiff white pillow under his head was moist. Then a
hand softly touched him and he heard the guarded words:

““Quiet, Joshua! Don’t make a sound. Get up softly
and join me at the door. We’re going up on the roof to
view the moon.”’

‘Walking noiselessly in his new bed slippers, Joshua Cole
found the entrance to the sleeping quarters, where Clegg
awaited him. The instructor led him to a remote part of
the building, where they passed through a door, and Joshua
struck his toes against the foot of a flight of stairs. Clegg
closed the door behind them and lighted a candle, the
flickering blaze of which revealed a closed staircase leading
to what in nautical parlance would be called a booby hatch
in the flat roof.

The night was bright with stars, and a big half-moon rode
in the heavens to guard them. Already Clegg had preceded
his pupil with the telescope, and had adjusted it on its
tripod.
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¢“Joshua,’’ said Clegg, in tones a trifle below normal, ‘I
want you to understand in the beginning that I am
breaking the rules in taking you from your bed. But I
have considered the matter carefully and have reached the
decision that, in this case, I am entitled to make my own
rules. So long as we shall be engaged in an undertaking
that is praiseworthy, we shall be our own judges concern-
ing what is right and wrong. But I want you to fully un-
derstand the confidence that I am placing in you and the
risk that T am taking. Do you think you do?’’

““Yes, sir,”” the boy replied. ‘‘I won’t tell anybody.’’

““And I think that I can safely trust you,”’ said the
master. ‘I thought so from the first, or such an amazing
jdea never would have occurred to me. You have made
an unprecedented impression on me, Joshua, and it seems
unbelievable that I should bring you up here the night of
your first day in the institution. But I have done so, and
here you are. I perhaps should have waited until I know
you better; but to-night, of all nights in the month, is
the best for observing the moon. We have a nine-and-
three-quarter-day moon to-night, Joshua, and I felt that
the opportunity ought not to be put off for an entire month.
But repetition of to-night’s—er—adventure, we’ll call it—
will depend on how you conduct yourself in school and with
the other boys. Do you understand that thoroughly %’’

““Yes, sir,”” said Joshua.

““You must study and learn things that are distasteful
to you during regular class hours. That will be the price
of your lessons in astronomy. Can you make that sacri-
fice?”’

““Yes, sir.”

““Very well, then—we’ll see. Now place your eye to the
eye-piece, and we’ll-have a look at the moon.”’

dJoshua, at once eager and filled with awe, placed his
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eye to the eye-piece. He caught his breath in boyish
ecstasy as the great tinfoil half-moon, chewed to lacelike
filaments on its east and southeast sides, was revealed to
him as he never before had seen it. Immovable, absolutely
silent, he gazed in rapture, and all the mysticism of the
universe wrapped itself about him. He saw the wondrous
craters, the mountains, the sea bottoms, the plains, and his
fancy peopled them with strange adventurers bent on
stranger quests—dream people who lived dream lives and
sought dream marvels in a land whose fabric was dreams.
““You perhaps are not aware, Joshua,”’ Clegg was say-
ing softly in his stilted, academic way, ‘‘that you are seeing
the moon upside down, in the natural way that we see all
objects. Do you know that whatever you see in this world
you see upside down? But your eyes have adjusted them-
selves, and they really appear to you as rightside up. This
is known to the science of optics by reason of men born
blind suddenly regaining their sight, when their un-
adjusted eyes see objects upside down. Don’t ask me to
explain it, for it is out of my field. But remember that,
as you now see the moon, north is south, and east is west.
‘“Now, the dark areas that you see, Joshua, are flat plains
and sea bottoms. The bright areas are mountainous
regions. There are nine mountain chains on that portion
of the moon which is visible to us earth-dwellers. (And
the most that we ever see of the moon’s surface is about
forty-seven per cent.) These nine mountain chains con-
tain some three thousand peaks, many of them between
fifteen thousand and twenty thousand feet in height.
Though you are not able to see it now, there is a mountain
peak on the southern edge of the moon which is thirty-
six thousand feet high. Mount Everest, as you probably
remember from your study of geography, is twenty-nine
thousand feet in height, and is this planet’s closest ap-
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proach to the gigantic moon-mountain of which I speak.
Do you follow me, Joshua?”’

“Yes, sir.”’

“‘Now observe that large crater in the south polar region,
Joshua. Where will you look for it?”’

‘“ "Way up on top, to the right—I mean, to the east?’’

‘“Yes, that’s right—you are quick to comprehend. But
remember, now, that in reality that region is far to the
south and west. Have you found the crater—by far the
largest to be seen?”’

““Yes, sir—I think so.”’

‘“What does it resemble? Do you see the smaller craters
within the walls of the larger one?’’

““Yes, sir—I see ’em. And the one around ’em looks
like where they vaccinated me on the arm, when the place
where the doctor scratched got sore and was all eaten out.”’

‘‘Exactly, Joshua! Fine! A remarkable comparison.
‘Well, Joshua, you are observing the largest of the craters
that are known to be on the moon. This is the immense
walled plain of Clavius. It is a hundred and forty-three
miles at its greatest length, and its floor covers an area
of sixteen thousand square miles. The State of Rhode
Island would scarcely cover its interior area. The crater-
studded walls about it have an elevation of seventeen thou-
sand feet, which is more than a thousand feet higher than
the summit of Mont Blane, the highest mountain in Europe.

““Now just a little above the center of the exposed area
—er—of that portion of the moon which is revealed to-night
—you will see Tycho quite plainly. This is another im-
mense crater, fifty-four miles in diameter, and with a depth
of seventeen thousand feet. Lifting its summit from this
immense pit is a central mountain, which rises to an ele-
vation of six thousand feet. Do you follow me, Joshua$’’

‘“Yes, sir—I guess so0.”’
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Mr. Clegg became forgetful of his surroundings, forgetful
of his pupil. Carried away by his own lecture-like recital
of the wonders viewed by Joshua, he went on rapidly:

“‘There you view high walls and peaks thousands of feet
above the level of the surface. They catch the first gleams
of the rising sun, while many deep abysses yet remain in
somber lunar night. Many of the dish-shaped plains of this
rugged region, once huge pots of boiling rock or lava, are
distinguished by no black shadows, having been refilled to
the rims; though a few of them still retain walls high
enough to throw black shadows eastward on the plains.
Conspicuous against the southeastern wall of Clavius is
the vast black hole of the ring-mountain Blancanus, fifty
miles in diameter, at the bottom of whose abysmal cavity
no sunlight has ever shone—the deepest, most cavernous
pit known to man. Were the highest mountain-peak on
the earth—Mount Everest—standing on the forever dark-
ened floor of this pit, its lofty summit would rise but five
thousand feet above the ramparts of the encircling moun-
tain-ring; for the black hole is approximately twenty-four
thousand feet in depth—about four thousand feet deeper
than Mount McKinley is high.”’

Thus he talked on and on until young Joshua’s mind
was a confused blank, though his soul was leaping with
happiness. And when at last the master came down to
earth and remarked that the hour was late, Joshua fol-
lowed him down the dark stairway without a word.

‘“Go back to your bed,”’ whispered Clegg as they reached
the foot of the flight. ‘‘To-morrow I shall give you photo-
graphs of the various regions of the moon and lend you
Flammarion’s Astronomy. Be patient, Joshua—you will
learn all that I know, and much more when you become
a man. That’s all for the present, Fifty-six thirty-
five.”’
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That was the beginning of it. Now the boy Joshua,
robbed of his heritage, had a goal to work for, and he
worked. Learning the common school branches that he
detested was the necessary means to a glorious end, and
before long he had proved to Clegg’s unbounded satisfae-
tion that with him the study of science was no mere boyish
whim. No other reward could have been offered which
would have caused him to apply himself so assiduously to
arithmetic, grammar, and other distasteful branches. More,
he withstood many temptations to enter into youthful
pranks with the other boys, and when he stood aloof re-
peatedly they grew to consider him a ‘‘mamma’s boy,”’ and
treated him accordingly. In that day the word ‘‘tony”’
stood in slang as an adjective to describe one who consid-
ered himself above the common herd, and it soon was ap-
plied to the young astronomer. They called him Tony
among themselves, but functionally he remained Fifty-six
thirty-five to his last day in the House of Refuge.

The fact that he was studious and diligently obeyed the
rules and regulations of the school brought him a T-and-H
medal at the first meeting of the board of directors after
his commitment, and T and H meant Truth and Honor.
But the medal brought him more trouble than satisfaction,
for it placed him above his fellow-inmates in the Juvenile
Department and filled their young hearts with scorn and
rancor. From the presentation day onward Joshua’s lot
was a hard one. He was ‘‘framed’’ repeatedly—dark plots
were laid for his undoing. Time and again he was inveigled
into compromising situations, skillfully designed to get him
into trouble and to break his record. But the word of a
T-and-H boy was accepted until he himself had proved
that he was unworthy to wear the medal. Joshua was
shoved, slapped, pinched, kicked stealthily, and twice a
ruffianly youth much older than himself deliberately spat
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in his face in an effort to madden him to the point of
resentment with his fists.

But for the sake of his promise to his benefactor Beaver
Clegg, and for the sake of the scientific knowledge that he
longed to have, he endured and suffered. Joshua was a
fiery tempered lad—a fighter—to which many an old
schoolmate in the bygone days of Silvanus Madmallet could
attest. Never before had he allowed himself to be bullied
and browbeaten, but so great was his love for the mystic
nights on the roof with Clegg that he willingly made the
sacrifice. He was being tempered in the fire of life and,
though he did not realize it, was building up a character
which was to become proof against the pettishness of human
nature in after years. When the second meeting of the
board of directors was called, Joshua was sent for. In the
superintendent’s office he stood before a body of grave-
faced wiseacres, and, to his surprise, he found that he
knew several of them. They asked him many questions,
inquired into his record, and in the end informed him
that he would be paroled when his first year was over.
They sent him back during the play hour; and then it was
that Joshua Cole performed one of the most extraordinary
feats of his boyhood.

A ball game was in progress in the playgrounds. Joshua
looked eagerly about as he drew mear the players, and
presently his glance alighted on Number Twenty-three
forty-four, a boy older and larger than himself, the one
who had spat in his face, willing to suffer punishment him-
self if he could induce Joshua to fight. Straight toward
him walked Number Fifty-six thirty-five, and when he
reached him he stood before him and regarded him with
his grave, gray-blue eyes, in which an intense fire now
flashed.

““Kid,”’ he said, ‘‘I’'m goin’ to whip you for spittin’ in
my face three months ago. Get ready—I’'m comin’!”’



CHAPTER X

PARDONED

taken place on that field. For some reason no official

was about at the time to interrupt the battle, and the
monitors took a chance in order to see the sport. The big
boy fought like a young tiger, but Joshua’s enduring
qualities won for him in the end, and he beat his enemy
unmercifully before it was over, gouged at his eyes and
bit his thumb, and pounded him until he was a squalling,
sobbing, whimpering thing, pleading only that the fight
might end.

Beaver Clegg finally arrived and pulled Joshua off the
prostrate boy. He led him by the arm with quick steps
toward the Juvenile Department, where they faced each
other in the little office.

Clegg’s face had been red and mottled until then, but
now it became pallid as he slowly shook his head and
brushed nervously at his canted nose.

‘¢ At last, Joshua—at last,”” he said morosely. ‘I thought
you could hold out.”

Joshua’s nose was bleeding, and one eye was almost
closed. His face was covered with dust, and the blood mixed
with it made him a disreputable-looking figure indeed. But
his lips were straight and untrembling, and his one good
eye looked steadily at his mentor.

““I have held out, Mr. Clegg,”” he said. ‘‘I’ve put up
with a lot more than I’ve told you about. But I had to
do that. They were goin’ to parole me at the end o’ the
year.’’

IT was one of the most memorable fights that ever had

83
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Clegg sat up straight, and his thick lips parted in sur-
prise and comprehension.

‘‘Joshua Cole, do you mean that you deliberately started
a fight with Twenty-three forty-four in order to lower your
record for good behavior so that you would not be paroled?’’

““Yes, sir—that’s it,”” Joshua replied. ‘‘I want to stay
here with you and study astronomy. That means more to
me than a T-and-H medal-—and—and I don’t wanta go
home.”’

For a long time Clegg’s colorless eyes looked at him
steadily, and his face was hard to read. Then the eyes
began to grow bluer until they became dark and purple,
and Clegg rose briskly.

“All right, Joshua,”” he said. ‘‘I shall report you to
the superintendent, and then you will be taken to the
North Wing and punished. Do you know how you will be
punished, Joshua?$’’

““Yes, sir—I’ve heard about it. I—I hadn’t forgotten
that.”’

““Very well, Fifty-six thirty-five. That’s all for the
present.”’

But as the boy turned away Clegg strode after him and
caught his arm at the door. ‘‘You—I’'m sorry, Joshua,”’
he faltered, and his eyes gleamed with tears. ‘‘But you
and I have made our own rules, and I guess there was no
other way. On the roof to-night, Joshua—if—if you are
able to stand. There’s a sixteen-day moon to-night, you
know.”’

He laid a long arm tenderly over the boy’s shoulder, then
jerked it away and bustled back to his little desk.

Number Fifty-six thirty-five did not go to the roof that
night. He lay in bed unable to sleep because of the pain
that racked his body. Each agonizing twinge brought to
mind each stroke that had been struck with the terrible
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bamboo rod, and each stroke had felled him to the base-
ment floor, for he had been made to stoop to receive the
torture. Then the great brute of a man who was beating
him would wait for him to regain his feet and stoop again,
whereupon, with the rod in both hands, he would raise it
and bring it down with all his might. Each throb of pain
that now shook his shocked young body brought to mind
each grunt that had been forced from the man as he put
every ounce of his power behind the blows. The pain did
not ease because of Joshua’s remembrance that Twenty-
three forty-four had received the same number of stripes.

After this Joshua became a model inmate once more,
and he was treated with greater respect by his fellows.
That he could fight with such vigor and dogged deter-
mination made them think twice before antagonizing him.

The year passed and another began, and once more
Joshua faced the board of directors and was presented
with a second T-and-H medal. But when they spoke of
parole Joshua told them he wanted to stay in the House
of Refuge. He was older now, more experienced, and Clegg
had told him that it was unnecessary for him to disobey the
rules in order to remain, if he would put the matter
squarely to the board. This he endeavored to do, stating
that he was interested in his studies and felt that he could
acquire a better education there than in public school.
The members of the board looked sidewise at one another;
they thought they understood why Joshua wanted to stay,
for they knew of his father and had no respect for him.
Joshua, advised by Clegg, made no mention of his studies
in astronomy.

The board dismissed him, promising to take the matter
into consideration. Perhaps they decided at last that
Joshua, of all the inmates of the institution, ought to be
allowed to remain until his twenty-first birthday if he
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wished to, because his grandfather had been the founder.
‘Whatever the reason, the boy was told that night by Beaver
Clegg that the board had ruled that he might stay. Fwur-
thermore, he might remain in the Juvenile Department
as long as he saw fit. And Clegg had been authorized to
give him special instruction in higher branches than were
taught in his department. It was quite plain to Joshua
that Clegg had spoken highly of his progress as a student,
and that this was the result of his loyal friendship.

And now, with Joshua Cole deep in his studies and
steadily acquiring a practical working knowledge of astron-
omy far beyond his years, it will be necessary for this
narrative to skip to a day when word reached the House
of Refuge that Joshua’s mother was dying. He was sent
to her deathbed immediately, but arrived too late.

During the funeral and afterward he was thrown in
contact with many of his relatives on her side of the house
whom he never before had met. Joshua gathered that they
had forgiven his mother now, and for them he harbored a
boy’s supreme contempt. i

One old querulous gentleman in particular aroused his
boyish wrath, though the uncle—for so he was—did not
seem to realize it. He came from a far-off town in Vir-
ginia, and was said to be very wealthy. This was Peter
Henry Florence, his mother’s oldest brother, who had been
given his father’s name.

Despite the boy’s dislike for him, the flabby-skinned old
man took a great interest in him. He had not known before
that Blanche’s eldest son had been placed in a reformatory,
and under his breath he heaped up imprecations on the
head of the father. He was for using his influence as the
son of old Peter D. Florence, the founder, in having Joshua
released. And when he found out that Joshua did not
want to leave, and had argued futilely against the boy’s
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strange obstinacy, he purposed going to the House of Refuge
at once and demanding special privileges for his sister’s
son. All of which he seemed to forget entirely in a day
or two, for he went his choleric way back home and left no
word behind him.

So Joshua returned to the only man on earth that he
loved and admired and considered a friend, and wrapped
himself in his astronomy for three years more.

Then came a day when he stood, dry-eyed, beside a bed
on which lay the still form of Beaver Clegg. 'i‘he master
had been found dead in his bed that morning—of heart
failure, the doctors said. It had long threatened him, and
the ugly man with a beautiful soul had been prepared, for
Joshua held in his hand a note to him which had been
penned several years before.

It told him that all along Clegg had tricked him into
believing that he—Clegg—was breaking the rules of the
institution when he led Joshua to the roof of nights and
schooled him in astronomy. Beaver Clegg’s department
had been virtually his to regulate as he saw fit, and if he
chose to take a boy from bed and teach him on the roof
at night it was the concern of no one but himself. Thus
had the old instructor inveigled Joshua into mastering
studies which were distasteful to him. Thus had he tried
him in the furnace to find out whether his love for science
was genuine, and one which was worth much sacrifice.

Tears threatened to deluge Joshua’s eyes when he read
the note, and the flood broke when he was told that Beaver
Clegg had willed to him his telescope and books and tele-
scopic photographs, and the clippings of over twenty pains-
taking years.

And so it came about that Joshua Cole went before the
board again and asked for his rights in the matter of
parole. Whereupon the board decided to pardon him.
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And at the age of twenty, a quiet, serious, unworldly youth
with an ascetic face and kindly gray-blue eyes, he left the
House of Refuge, his home for over six years, with his tele-
scope over his shoulder.

But he did not go home. Lester had long since left the
old house on Grant Avenue and was working in a shoe
store, living alone in rented quarters. Only the father was
there, with the faithful Zida to minister to his fickle wants
when he was in from a trip. Joshua had heard that John
Cole was Playing the races and drinking more than ever,
and he had no desire to see him. But he was penniless,
so he called on Lester for aid, which was refused. The
younger brother was earning barely enough to keep him-
gelf, he said, and he looked upon Joshua with little favor,
referring often in his speech to his brother’s sojourn in
the House of Refuge and snickering the name of Tony.

There seemed no friend to turn to in his dilemma, and
Joshua, confined to his studies for so many years, im-
prisoned and inexperienced in worldly matters, decided to
carry out the boyish plan that he had evolved when he and
Lester waited in the swampy lot for Slinky Dawson to come
along with the note that told of his disgrace at school.
Out there in the West somewhere was the girl that he never
had forgotten—Madge Mundy of the frizzly red-gold hair
and the Oriental-topaz eyes. He would find her.

So, with the exception of his telescope, he left in Lester’s
keeping all of the precious things bequeathed to him by
Beaver Clegg; and the night of the same day that he came
from the House of Refuge he sought the freight yards
under cover of darkness.

Three times, as he stole along looking for an empty box-
car in a train that evidently was about to move out, he
imagined that somebody was following him. And now
he found his car and pushed his telescope through a side
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door. He scrambled in after it, closed the door, and stood
silent in total darkness. Soon the train began to move,
but whether or not it was westward bound the new recruit
in Vagabondia had no means of knowing. It would take
him away from Hathaway at all events, and for this he
longed, since the city of his birth had showed him little
but unkindness.

And on top of the car in which Joshua rode the figure of
a young man lay flat, awaiting the coming of a brakeman
over the running boards, whose lantern he saw swinging
up toward the locomotive. His name was Felix Wolfgang,
and he was of Norwegian extraction, but in the House of
Refuge his number had been Twenty-three forty-four.



CHAPTER XI

AN OFFER OF PARTNERSHIP

who rode on top of the train had ‘‘squared things

with the brakeman,’”’ he would not have been so
surprised at the long ride he made without being ordered
off by some train official. But he knew only that he was
not disturbed throughout the entire night, as he lay in
one corner on the hard floor, his head pillowed by an arm
that ached when he awoke from time to time.

Joshua had talked with many boys in the House of
Refuge who had been tramps. In fact, it seemed that the
greater portion of the inmates had been committed because
they had run away from home to seek adventures on the
road. The stories that they told had fascinated him, and
he had stored away much information as to how to conduct
oneself in Trampdom. Thus it came about that, while
having no practical knowledge of the ups and downs of the
vagrant life, he was theoretically fitted for his big adven-
ture.

In the middle of the night the train rolled into Pitts-
burgh and continued on, and still the traveler remained
undisturbed. When morning arrived, however, his first
knowledge of daylight came when the side door creaked
open suddenly and let in a flood of sunlight, while the train
was at a standstill.

‘‘Here, you!’’ came a challenging voice. ‘‘Where you
goin’?”’

Joshua rose from the floor of the car, tucked his telescope

and tripod under his arm, and went toward the door. The
90

HAD Joshua Cole been aware that the other tramp
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head and shoulders of a man showed there, as he looked in
from the ground.

““Come on! Make it fast, Jack! Get outa here!”’

Joshua’s blue-gray eyes studied the man as he stood back
well out of reach.

‘“Huh!” grunted the trainman. ‘‘Who’s road-kid are
you?”’

“‘Nobody’s,”” Joshua replied. He knew what a road-kid
was in the parlance of Trampdom—a boy who travels with
an older tramp for his ‘‘jocker,”” for whom the boy begs
and steals, and is paid in brutal kicks and cuffs. They had
told him about ‘‘punks,’’ or ‘‘road-kids,”” and *‘jockers’’
in the House of Refuge.

‘“Well, get out and stay out!’’

Joshua watched his chance, and, clutching his burden
firmly under an arm, ran to the door and jumped entirely
to the ground. The brakeman aimed a kick at him as he
struggled to rise from the stooping posture in which he had
alighted, but he avoided the man and darted up the tracks
toward a little town.

And in this undignified manner did Joshua Cole begin
his tour as a lecturing astronomer.

All day long he remained hidden in the willow-screened
bed of a river that paralleled the railroad tracks, hungry
and afraid to venture forth. He slept a little, making up
for his oft-interrupted slumbers of the night. His bones
ached like the bones of an old man, for the boxecar floor
had been even harder than the straw mattresses of the
House of Refuge. But when darkness came he sallied out
and sought the main street of the village, where men lazed
in the moonlight under wooden awnings, and girls and
women, garbed in flimsy lawns, paraded back and forth,
with arms encircling waists, through a flower-perfumed
night in early summer.
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‘At the principal corner the hungry waif set up his tripod,
adjusted his telescope, and trained it on the rising moon.
Then his courage, cowed by hunger, bade fair to desert him,
and to make him forget the speech that he had been rehears-
ing all day. But he girded up his loins, and in a squeaky,
stage-frightened voice addressed a number of loafers who
had been viewing his operations in silent wonder.

“Ladies and gentlemen,’”’ he quavered, ‘‘to-night the
mu-moon is in the last quarter, and the black, pointed
shadows of the towering peaks of the lunar Alps are—are
very clear. To-night you can see plainly the longest moun-
tain range on the moon. This great range is four hundred
and sixty miles in length, and is called the Apennines.
Three thousand sharp peaks in this range rise abruptly from
the Mare Imbrum to a height of from twelve thousand to
twenty thousand feet. These are plainly visible to-night
through this telescope that I have here. You may look at
them for ten cents apiece, and each observer will be allowed
three minutes at the telescope. While you look I shall ex-
plain the various moon objects that are of interest to you.
Now, who—who’ll be the first?”’

He looked, as he stood there timidly regarding them, like
some young disciple of the eternal stars, sent on earth to
scatter the fogs of prejudice and superstition. The pale
light of the moon fell softly on his lean, ascetic features
and threw them in sharp.relief. His coal-black hair accen-
tuated the steel-cut lines in the picture of his face. Even
in the half-light those earmest, tolerant, gray-blue eyes
seemed to plead; and at last a man, whispering to his neigh-
bor, serewed himself sidewise and reached a hand into his
trousers pocket.

‘‘Le’s see what the kid’s got up his sleeve,”” he sug-
gested, and walked toward Joshua with his dime.

Being instructed, he placed his eye to the eye-piece.
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There followed a moment or two of silence, and then
Joshua’s first patron breathed a deep sigh and fervently
muttered:

““Gysh A’mighty!”’

‘Wonders of which he had never dreamed suddenly were
revealed to him. His phlegmatic soul had been whisked
away from his game of horseshoes of the afternoon, his
heavy supper of fried pork and gravy and baking-powder
biscuits, and was borne up, up, up, as light as the perfume
of the flowering night, to a mystic region that his imagina-
tion never could have pictured.

““Gysh!”’ he breathed again.

‘“Whatcha see, Henry ?”’—from the shadows under the
awning where the man had rested.

‘““Huh!”

‘“‘See anythin’ o’ the cow that Bud Shamleffer lost last
week up there?”’

[4 (H ’m_m ! )

And now Joshua, encouraged by the awe in the man’s
voice, began speaking. He told in his soft tones of won-
drous plains and craters and sea bottoms, and instructed
his pupil where to look for them. The other men left the
whittled bench and stood around, silent, listening intently
to every word. Women stopped in their parade, and halted
at the edge of the little throng. Some held youngsters by
the hand. Girls giggled at they knew not what.

“‘Hush, Albert!”’ came a shrill voice. ‘‘Listen to what
the young man is saying, can’t you? Yes, it’s a spyglass,
and Mr. Haddon is looking at the moon. How much does
it cost to look, Pa? . . . Yes, if you’ll be good and keep
still Pa’ll let you look through it. Won’t you, Pa? Albert
‘Washburn, if you don’t keep still Pa’ll—"’

““The awe-inspiring Sea of Serenity embraces an area of
one hundred and twenty-five thousand miles. It is almost
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entirely surrounded by mountains. The oddly twisted
range seen running for—’’

‘¢ Albert Washburn, will you hush?’’

‘‘—hundreds of miles along its western floor suggests
the action of water, as does also the wrinkled plain of Mare
Tranquilitatis. Note how marvelously interspersed are the
light and dark regions—’’

““C’mon away, Haddon, an’ give somebody else a look.
Yer three minutes is up long time ago!’’

So for more than an hour and a half the telescope fol-
lowed the moon across the heavens, while the villagers found
dimes and braces of nickels with which to buy a glimpse of
the wonder thereof. Albert had had his yelled-for observa-
tion and was carried away squalling for more, unquieted by
dire threats of what would happen to him when he reached
home. But finally interest waned, and then the young
astronomer folded his tripod and lashed it to the telescope,
and sought a restaurant on the point of closing. In his
pocket were sixteen dimes and six nickels, the first money
that he had earned since he taught roller-skating back in
Hathaway. And Beaver Clegg had called Science an in-
different paymaster!

Then a man slipped in after Joshua and took the stool
beside him at the counter. He gave his order in a low
mumble and sat with bowed head awaiting its coming.
Joshua glanced at him and gave a start. Beaver Clegg had
been ugly of face, but the great heart of him had glorified
that ugliness. The man who sat at Joshua’s side was a
living horror.

He wore disreputable clothes, topped by a black Stetson
hat with a round, narrow brim. Dust and sweat had made
a gray ring about the hat where the brim and crown were
joined. There was a long livid scar on his right cheek,
slick and red and hairless. But about it stood a week’s



AN OFFER OF PARTNERSHIP 95

growth of stubble, which made the mark more hideous.
The ugly mouth, twisted grotesquely to one side, was noth-
ing short of repulsive, and as the dark little eyes looked up
ratlike into Joshua’s the boy almost shivered.

‘“Say, Jack,”’ ventured the pitted lips, ‘‘dat was a nifty
little performance youse put on for de hicks dis evenin’,
Were’d youse get next to de look-see?’’

Joshua was obliged to request an interpretation.

““De telescope—w’ere d’youse glom it?’’

““Why,”’ replied Joshua, ‘‘it was given to me by my in-
structor in—in school.”’

‘“‘She’s one nifty little money-getter,”’ vouchsafed the
other. ‘I was lampin’ youse from acrost de drag. How
much d’youse glom, Jack?”’

Joshua knew now that he was speaking with a tramp.
He realized, too, that here was an old-timer, one of the
breed known in Trampdom as John Yeggs. To be called
Jack bespoke all this, and Joshua became wary at once.

“I took in nearly two dollars,”’” he made reply to the
direct question.

“Dat’s goin’ some! Cheese, I didn’t make four bits wid
de skeletons dis afternoon! But dey’re woiked to de’t’
anyway dese days.”’

“I don’t know what you mean,’’ said Joshua.

““De skeletons? Say, ain’t youse never seen a guy woik
de skeletons on de hicks? Dere’s two of ’em, youse savvy,
and youse set on a street corner an’ make ’em dance on a
black clot’ by pullin’ a black t’read. De hicks usta fall fer
dem, but not so much lately. Dat’s me graft, Jack—one
of ’em. I got sever’l good lines. But dat telescope racket
looks good to me. Say, youse’re only a kid an’ youse need
a jocker. Youse’re on de road, I know, ’cause I see youse
take a sneak from a boxcar to-day and hide in de jungles.
Now, lissen, kid—youse’re new on de road an’ don’t savvy
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wot’s wot. I do—I’m an ol’-timer meself. I ¢’n put youse
wise, an’ youse’n’ me’ll make all kinds o’ jack wid dat
telescope. Youse ¢’n run ’er an’ make de spiel, an’ I’ll
mooch ’round and chase de hicks to youse. We’ll make it
all over de country. Dat’s wot youse want, kid—youse
wanta see de worl’, an’ I ¢’n show it to youse. Get me?
Dey call me De Whimperer, an’ I’ll tell youse more about
dat later. Wot d’youse say youse’n’me hook up togedder?
Youse’ll be me road-kid, an’ I'll perteck youse from a lotta
dese no-good stiffs youse’ll be meetin’ in yer travels. An’
we’ll make a good livin’ wid no woik, an’ have a helluva
time. What d’youse say, kid%”’



CHAPTER XII
WHIMPERMETER

N the vernacular of the road the John Yegg was trying
I to snare Joshua, and Joshua knew it. Still, he had
little fear of the man. He was perhaps too inexperi-
enced to fear anybody who did not threaten to thrust his
head into a bathtub filled with water. He knew himself to
be a novice at tramping over the country. Also he was
lonesome, for he had had friends of a sort in the House
of Refuge. He studied the man who termed himself The
‘Whimperer, and wondered if, despite the fellow’s re-
pulsiveness, it might not be well to consider his proposal.
The tramp could help him over the rough places in his
journey westward. It might even be possible that he would
be an asset when it came to inducing people to look through
the telescope at ten cents a look, for Joshua was not a
forward young man and knew that he would find difficulty
in selling his knowledge to the public. Then, could he
not contrive to steal away and leave The Whimperer when-
ever the association became irksome? He did not like the
man’s face. But, then, he had not liked the face of Beaver
Clegg when first he saw it; and what a change that ugly
man had wrought in his life! Joshua could read the stars,
but he had not the experience in life to read the faces of
his fellowmen. It was the fact that The Whimperer might
help him to get out West, above everything else, that caused
him to consider this strange offer of partnership.
For Joshua was determinedly bound for the West.

Locked up for so long in the House of Refuge, he had met
97
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no girls at all, and the picture of Madge Mundy was still
fresh in his memory. She was the last girl that he had met
before his commitment, the girl who had aroused in him
the first whisperings of the male’s desire for the society of
the opposite sex. He still thought of Madge as he had seen
her last, Oriental-topaz eyes aglow, bronze hair streaming
down her youthful shoulders. And, boy though he yet was,
he was seriously intent on seeking her, out there somewhere
in the West. Perhaps the man called The Whimperer could
help him find her.

Their orders were set before them, and the tramp talked
as he ate greedily. He told of adventures on the road,
covering a period of many years of vagabondage. His
speech was cquaint and in great part unintelligible to
Joshua, but tue boy listened despite secret warnings that
came again and again.

‘““Dere’s a lotta t’ings a plug e¢’n folly if he’s wise,”’
observed The Whimperer. ‘‘Don’t worry—youse’n’ me’ll
always get our scoffin’s. And if de telescope racket fails
and de woist comes to de woist I ¢’n slip whimpermeter to
de Ezras and get us lumps.”’

““I don’t always understand you,’’ said Joshua. ‘‘What’s
a lump?”’

‘“A lump,’’ explained The Whimperer, inwardly gloat-
ing over the boy’s innocence, ‘‘is wot a kin’ lady slips youse
w’en youse batter de back door. If she invites youse in
and lets youse t’row yer feet unner de table, it’s a set-
down. If she slips youse a lunch in a poiper bag, it’s a
lump. See? Get me, Jack?”’

‘“And what is whimpermeter ?”’

““Dat’s a woid dat I coined meself,’’ proudly proclaimed
the John Yegg. ‘‘I’'m kinda educated, youse see, Jack.
Dat is, w’ile I ain’t got any schoolin’, I see t’ings. Get
me? I use me nut, and I read quite a lot. Wot I eall
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whimpermeter is a line o’ patter dat I hand out w’en I'm
moochin’ fer de eats. I ¢’n twist up me face till it looks
like I’'m geed-up fer good. See dis here scar?’”’ He indi-
cated the smooth, red mark on his cheek. ‘‘Dat’s wot
youse’d call an artificial scar, Jack. I had dat boined dere
wid acid, an’ I had ’er run down into de corner o’ me mout’
apoipus. Den w’en I twist me mout’ towards it—Ilike dis
—an’ close de eye on dat side—like dis—dey all kinda run
togedder, an’ me face looks like I been t’rough some ter-
rible experience. Hey? Get me?’’

Joshua did get him, for his face, twisted as it was, looked
hideous.

““Den,’’ The Whimperer continued, ‘‘I was an acerbat in
a little circus onct, until de booze got me. An’ I ¢’n t’row
me arms outa joint an’ make it look like I’m all erippled
up. Jes’ watch!”’

On the stool, he twisted himself sidewise, and there came
a succession of bony clicks along his left arm. Through his
coatsleeve, even, Joshua could see the knots where bones
had jumped their sockets, and his fingers, every one out
of joint, were monstrously contorted. The entire arm
looked as if it had been rendered useless in grinding
machinery.

““Dat wing is me livin’, Jack,”’ he proudly observed.
“How ’bout it? Didn’t I look like I needed some kin’
lady’s help? Den I play like I’m dumb, too—see?—an’ I
twist meself up like dat and point to me mout’ an’ shake
me head, an’ slip ’em one o’ dese here pomes dat I wrote
meself an’ had printed in Chicago.”’

He fished in an inside pocket of his greasy coat and pro-
duced a dirty eard, which he proudly handed to his pros-
pective neophyte.

““Read dat,’’ he offered.

And Joshua read:
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A blighted life, a broken soul,

Sir or Madam, here you see.

Once my limbs were sound and whole,
Then no beggar could I be.

Pride I had, and children too,

A fond wife and a home unmarred.
Every Sunday in my pew

I sat; and other days worked hard.

‘A miner I, and honestly

1 strove to do my best in life,

A great explosion suddenly
Wrecked home and self and wife.

This useless arm, this sightless eye

. Were mine, when from the fragments

They bore me to my cot to die
With my wife’s tears upon my garments.

One look into my ruined face

And the poor girl swooned away.
‘Without her care so kind and chaste
My little ones soon knew decay.

For my wife passed—of shock, they said—
And one by one my lisping tots

Were also laid in caskets. Flowers red
They placed about their graves in pots.

But I lived on, the wreck you see.
No hard work ean I do.

O Sir or Madam, pity me

As I would pity you—

If you were thus by Fate subdued
And I was strong and whole!
O help me to a bed and food,
And Heaven bless your soul!
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Joshua’s lips were twitching over the unconscious humor
of this weird verse, but he straightened them when he
noted that the author’s keen little eyes were watching
him defiantly.

““Ain’t dat a nifty sob-squeezer, Jack?’’ he wanted to
know.

““Tt’s very good,”’ Joshua lied placidly.

‘Tt gets de coin,’”’ remarked The Whimperer, recovering
the card. ‘‘Dat’s wot I call whimpermeter. I make up
dem voises meself, an’ sometimes I peddle ’em to udder
stiffs dat ain’t got de savvy an’ wot I calls de capacity to
compose ’em fer demselves. Dat’s w’y dey call me De
Whimperer—whimperin’ is me graft. See? And I make
more money dan any stiff on de road, I'll bet. But if
youse’re t’rough scoffin’, le’s get outa here an’ beat it
down to de jungles. We’ll build a fire an’ wait fer de
eleven-o’clock t’rough freight, bound west. She stops here
fer woter. Rap on a dish fer de lady to come out o’ de
kitchen—and youse pay fer me, too. Wot d’ye say, Jack?
I'm a little short dis evenin’, but I’ll slip youse it to-
morrow.’’

This was more than Joshua had bargained for, but when
the proprietress came at his signal he meekly paid for his
own and the John Yegg’s meal. Then, scarce knowing why
he did it, he shouldered his telescope and followed the tramp
out into the soft summer night, steeped in the perfume of
roses and serenaded by choirs of frogs.

The Whimperer shuffled along toward the river at the
side of Joshua. Joshua really had no place to go unless
he rented a room in the town’s one hotel, and if he could
catch a train westward-bound at eleven o’clock that night
he preferred to do so. He therefore accompanied the tramp,
curious to learn more of the strange life into which he had
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ventured as mysteriously as man is born upon the earth,
willy nilly.

In the river bottom, some distance from the village, The
‘Whimperer built a fire—after Joshua had collected twigs
and driftwood.

“It ain’t cold,”’ said the tramp, ‘‘but a fire’s nice.
Now youse lay down an’ get a little sleep, an’ I'll wake
youse up w’en de freight is ramblin’ in. Go on—do wot
I tell youse. If youse’re gonta be me kid, youse’ve gotta
min’ me.”’



CHAPTER XIII
THE PARTNERSHIP DISSOLVED

OSHUA, worn out from loss of sleep the night before,
J curled up beside the fire on the ground. He resented
The Whimperer’s matter-of-fact assumption of jock-
ership over him, but he was too tired to protest. If the
John Yegg was willing to stay awake and watch for the
coming of the freight Joshua was content, for the present,
to allow him to general his Western flight.

He fell asleep almost immediately. Then for a long time
the strange man who had forced his companionship upon
the boy sat watching him with his inscrutable eyes. Iinally,
deciding that his charge actually was asleep, he rose softly
and shuffled off through the willows into the night.

He fell into a sandy path and followed it for some dis-
tance. Then he halted, and a soft whistle, repeated several
times, came from his pitted lips.

Presently there was an answer, and before long a
shadow fell across an open space in the trees, and the
guarded question came:

“‘Is dat youse, Whimp %’’

““Yeah,”’ replied The Whimperer. ‘‘Don’t make mno
noise. He’s sleepin’.”’

Felix Wolfgang, the youth who now slipped to the side
of the old tramp, was the name of the boy known to Joshua
Cole in the House of Refuge as Number Twenty-three
forty-four. Wolfgang had reached his twenty-first birth-
day while Joshua was still studying astronomy under

Beaver Clegg, and had been released. He was of Norwegian
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