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:‘i Eugenic scientists say like
¢ produces like, and that while
* environment has an influence
in the development of a child it
¥ does not materially alter inher-
ited temperament. Old Man
% Sheridan and Mrs. Sheridan
K lived entirely in the material
+% world. Bibbs, their youngest
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There is a midland city in the heart
of fair, open country, a dirty and won-
derful city nesting dingily in the fog
of its own smoke. The stranger must
feel the dirt before he feels the won
der, for the dirt will be upon him in
stantly. At a breeze he must smother
in whirlpools of dust, and if he should
decline at any time to inhale the smoke
be has the meager alternative of sul-
cide.

Not quite so long ago as a genera

tion there was here no heaving, grimy {

city: there was but a pleasant big town
of neighborly people who had under-
standing of one another

But there was a spirit abroad in the
land, and it was strong here as else-
where—a'spirit that had moved in the
depths of the American
tored there, sweating, till
surface, rove the
emerged, tangible
god of all good American
ness. And so the place
Erew strong.
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He Called the Smoke Prosperity,

sgainst it. “Smoke’s what brings vour
husbands’ money home on
night.” he told them jovially
home and ask your husbands what
stoke puts in thelr pockets out o' the
pay roll—and you'll come around next
time to zet me to turn out more smoke
fnstead o' Jhokin' it off!”

It was Narcissism in him to love the
oity 80 well: he saw his reflection in
it; and, like it, he was grimy, big,
careiess, rich, strong, and unquench
ably optimistie. Just as he profoundly
belie his city go be the finest city
fn the world, sov he believe his fam-
fiy to be-in spite of his son Bibhg-
the finest family in the world, As a
tnatter of fact, he knew nothing worth
kuowing about either

Bibhs Sheridan was a musing sort
of boy, poor in health, and considered
the fallure-—the *“odd one”—of the
fﬂl!l”)’. Born during that most danger.
ous and anxious of the early years,
fie was an illnourished baby, and

oW mengerly, only lengthwise,

Braugh n feeble childifood At his
christoning be was cominitied for life
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went by.
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“And I'm just as proud of Edie, for
{a girl,” he continned, emphatically, “as
I am of Jim and Roscoe for
She'll make some man a mighty good
wife when the time comes. She's the
prettiest and talentedest girl in the
United States! 1 tell you I'm mighty
proud o' them three children! But
Bibbg-"" He paused, shak'ng Uis
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GAINST THE BACKGROUND
OF A GREAT CITY BLACK
WITH THE SMOKE AND
FILLED WITH THE TURMOIL
OF MANUFACTURING, MR.
TARKINGTON HAS DRAWN
FOR US THE PORTRAITS OF A
MAN AND HIS SON WHO
STAND OUT BOLDLY AS DIS.
TINCT AMERICAN TYPES AND
MAKE THIS STORY WHAT IT
IS—NOT ONLY A STORY OF
BIGNESS, BUT THE BIGGEST
STORY OF TODAY.
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hat isn't for shops,” she informed
‘hat's
‘Sheridan
well,” he murmured
‘Sheridan’ almost
enough known bere already.”
*“Oh we're well enough known
about!” she said, lmpatiently. I guess
there isn't 2 man, woman, child or nig
ger baby in town that doesn’'t know
we are. But we aren't in with

a4 new investment of
the apartments.” "
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well

papa’s
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“No!" he exclaimed. “Who's ali

| that?”

“You know what 1 mean: the best
people, the old families—the people
that have the real social position in

| this town and that know they've got
]
£ Py

, Bibbs engaged in his silent chuckie
again; be seemed highly amused. *1
thought that the people who actually
had the real whatdoyon-enllit didn't
know M.” he sald
stood that it was very unsatisfactory,
becanse if you thought about it you
didn’t have it, and If you had it you
didn’t konow 1t."

“That's just bosh."” she retorted
“They kuow it o this town, all right!

“I've always under- |
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| “Papa Had Never Even MHeard of the
! Name of Vertrees.”

.

Dan'l Boone's that
they will call

“Papa knows what a break he made
with Mrs. Vertrees. | made him un
derstand that,” said Edith, demurely,
‘and he's promised to try and meet
Mr. Vertrees and be nice to him. Bob.
by Lamborn told Sibyl he was going
to bring his mother to call on bher and
on mamma, but it was weeks ago, and
I notice he hasn't done it; and If Mrs.
Vertrees decides not to know us, I'm
darn sure Mrs. Lamhorn 1! never
come. That's one thing Sibyl didn't
manage!' She said Bobby offered to
bring his mother-."

“You say he is a friend of Roscoe's?"
Bibbs asked
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How will Edith use Bibbs in
ns her efforts to “get thick” with
‘:’ the aristocratic old familles?

; Do you think Bibbs will be
g % drawn into the “social swim™ S
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