EVENING

LEDGER—PHIDADELPHIA, MONDAY, DE

Lz

CEMBER 6, 1015:;

gN Bolomon mnde his famous
aplgrnm ahout  henk-making,
ot course, only spowking by

fn cold ‘truth, the contemporary
ot the Jerusnlam presnen wan very

(ie hatf-shekel Semitie monihlies
v "tﬂ cn the nown-atands wors lew
pesble, with scant advertising patron.
and the roydl Hibrary (1 dare to say)
#d of but a flve-font shelfl of fArst
papyrl, with perhaps n molsty of
awhint plguant Aspyrinn novels, hand
el upon ociagonal pyessed bricks,
Clantrart thiln famine with the plenty of
¥. Teal the irrepressible  modern
¥ jty for yourself, In any American
iy fwhether In Indinhn or not, as the
may he) ¥o down Any ftreet 1o n
W polnt, turn twice to the left and
to tha tight, step Inte the holse
woeated, nscend lo the third floor,
v Wipon the door at the rear
A pale young man will apan
tadiy will he read for your
pagen of hia

and

and rap gontl
of the hall.
Sy yonu, and B
datectation the espening
' faurih-coming (fourth coming-back, that

W tp ssy) sreat navel, Heed not his
r ill!l'"‘“l" but continue yolr researches
And bohoid

{8 the top or nicylight floor.
here hia little elster, crying soflly to
perselt as he puis the finishing touches

gpon a wix-nct tragedy.

John Marshall's eompositions bore no
pesemblance to pugllints past thelr prime.
_.1\" cotlld always come back, and did,
[ am not now spcaking nf the well-known
jurist, but ot his collateral descendant of
{he game Homo fthrough complicated lh-
Naemarriages among the Kelths, Car-
michaels and Amblers) who oecupled the
Yery small office adjoining Judges White's
Lapd Just ncroes the hall from Major Col-
. tolston Heal Estate Bullding

" ', In the
[:“|;'. city of Berkeley, Va. John Mar-

he | oo thing will In this worid,

By HENRY SYDNOR HARRISON

"~ THE THRASHING OF THE EDITOR

of gooda. One thing 18d to another, A

in n week,
we Tind the two gentlemen addressing
each other In this vain:

Br—1 expect to bs in vour clly fome
time In the early mutumn. Immedintely
upon my arrival, 1 ahall give myself the
pleasure of calitng vpon wou and pulling
your long ears. JOHN MARSHALL.

The editor's reply cnme by wire:

Artive Barkeley, Weadnenday morning.
Falling to racelve prompt eall from veu
At the leading hotel, ahail lose no time
In searching you out and exncting suit-
able npolagien for your humorous hit Im-
proper manaces. NOBRMAN B, ADAMS

John Marshall recefved this message on
Wednesday morning. An he read (1, his
faca turned mcarlet and then slowly
whitened, He glanced hurrledly at hin
wiatch (worn by Orandfather Carmlichasl
At the battie of Bhiloh), and found that
It was 9.3 o'clock. The traln from the
North got In at 7.50, O heavens! ‘The
aditor was In Berkeley now, at the Jack-
Aon Hotel, walting, parhaps already think-
Ing that—

The young legal-author Jumped for his
old aray-feit hat, where It hung on the
nall, and dashed madly out Inte Maln
strest

In John Marshall’'s velnn palpltated
the bloed of men who, from Bacon's
rebellion on dewn to the last race rlot
In Almes's cafe (Borion), had run to
trouble as o bridegroom to the nuptinl
boswer. It never palpitated more hotly
than now, ns the young man spad along
ta the Jackson Hotel. The thought that
At tamt Juck had brought him personal
combnt with an editor, and thin partiou-
Int* editor above all others who cursed
the earth with thelr presence, drew him
with n thrilling fascination. The coda
tuello, it Is only fair to say, he did not
contempinte, having bean born  aince
1570, No, horse-whipping wnae more in
his mind, with plenty of gore, editorial
gore, Nying about the premises, May-
hem nt tha least he promised himself,
homicide If poasible—

"In Mr. Norman B. Adams, of New
York here?' he Inquired, In & calm,
stealy voles, of the Jacknon Hotel clerk.

“Hello, John," said the clerk, friendly

—~
-
-

il

-"Ta]k, gir, is the cheap recourse of men of peace. When we stand
face to face, in a sultable spot—"

shall's sign (on which $0.50 was still due
18 the painter) read Attormey and Couns-
mlar-at-Law, but it appeared to find few
taders.  Clients, nt least, falled to surge,
o John Marshall, with the ald of his
‘practically as good ns new typewrlter,
addressed himself to finding that Iarger
peruslng public which lay beyond the
Berkeley purlicus,

But alas for the feline hanbit of the
iproduct of all beglnning auth rs! In six
i months. Mr. Muarshall's ex) = diture for
(g envolopes alone reached §8.80, while
i Bls  ppetage disbursements narrowly
missed hoosting the Berkeloy poatottice
linta the second-clasa divislen. Ruch
| futheaded withholding of recognition em-
(bittera a man's soul, After running
i through his mall of ® morning, John

il would pace his alx-by-twelve
office for un hour at a time, wildly long-
Ing that tho editors of the nation might

¥e one nose that he might pull i, one
of donkey's ears that he might
g them, ono eye that he might bift
B with & biff that would ring round the
world. Passionately he kicked out, in hia
Paclngs, At seats which were not there.
And then, after 10 months of this sort
of thing, a manuscript which the Favorite
zine had had in ite keeping for seven
i w and for which the deserved
Smolument had long since been cashed
B fancy and expended In M glorious
%, turned up in the ¢old company of
printed refection slip

John Marshall blew up., His commentis

4o Ingenioun and searchipg as to !

t sllent wpprobution
offices of

In th® respec-

Judge White and Major

words emerging along a chewed tooth-
piek.  “Yes, sure he Ix, Mr,
at the desk a minute ago, Inquiring
where you llve. Lemme see, Oh, that's
him, there—ses, by the window?”

John Marshall turned and followed tha
pointing finger. Desplta himself his heart
chilled n little,

Standing by the window, looking Iidly
out at what the Berkeley Mirror would
have called the passing throng, stood one
of the tallest young men he had ever seen,
He stood six feet two, for & Kuess, this
young man, and his figure was the fgure
of Apollo, when Apollo was young and
venturous. He wore a brownlsh-tinged
Panama, with a gay folded band, a
flannely kind of suit which, loose though
it wans, poanessed a certaln hang and low-
cut tan shoes such as any purchaser may
duplicate, nt one particular custom shop
in the metropolin, at §14 a palr. He looked
young for an editor; and he mseemed L0
be enjoving very excellent health.

To this stunning fgure, John Marshall
drew near with frigld courtesy and stately
tread,

“l have the honor of addressing Mr.
Adama, I bellave?"’

1ae young man wheeled and nodded
pleasantly,
of his face, Mr. Marshail's hatred was
fanned to m flercer Name,

“Permit ma to Introduce myself, air,'

he sald, lefly Nfuing his felt hat, “*Mr,
John Marshall, at your service,'
The editor's smile died away, He lifted

his brilllant Panama, in imitation of Mr.
Marshall, but mechanically, and not at
all as If he really meant It

*Talk, sir, 1 take " resumed Mr.

| Marshall, s not reguired betwern us. [

X, themselves trained commentators |

the uses of adversity,

N over,
DRlely 1o hin typewrlter, and gave his
l'ﬂlnll to the composition ol‘the fol-

The vocal ex-

™ Blory, entitled, "A Mald o' Dixie.,"
f The Favorite Magazine,

| New York, New York.

 Bir—The um:pﬁlﬂl return of my silory,
As above, withouyt apology or

Splanstion botrays an  even  more

Mrious deficiency on your part than

e Want of dipeernment, or even or-
Intelligonce, .which 1 bave hith-

18 Boted (n you.

‘. Miler whao requlres seven

weeks

t.lltlwuln his alleged mind in regard

'8 B00-word mtory would appear to be

tly In need of guardianship, Such

A krresolution, when displayed in

Ing the property of others, ap-

periloualy near ta that grave

dellnquency prohibited ahke by the

law and the Blghth Commuands-
Yours, ete,,

' JOHN MARBHALL.:

I editor of the Favorite Magisine

Abpenred to bave & certain wmount

PRpper In his corpusclea. In two days

Feply wus st hand, and contents

Slr—(n behalt of the Favorite's
# for sanity, I feel that an
. Whould be made to you for the
RY I returning your story.
he carclessness of an as-
Mnllw Boy, your munuscriplt was
Ware than six weeks. Hul for
Boloward cvireumstance, | can as-
FOU positively that “A BMaid o
would lg.u #vne back to you by
WAl Yours very cordiaily,
Editor, the Fuvorite Magasine,
thruugh thia lttle note, it oes
ko Jobn Marshall that the editor
-nmum :Ol-l of him o
e, e sul 10 ile
Sqain.  The sditor in New

g Mﬁl’i: s otlot‘u restive
e~ S pext
v R Se sawe

the young attormey Bsat |

bellevg we understand each other per-
fectly, Thera 18" he continued, “a re-
tred spot on the grounds of my family
homentead which, In my opinion, offers an
ideal place for us to bring our litile dis-
cussien to a fAnlsh. I, however, you ob-
Jeet—""

The editor Interrupted him, by waving
his hand in a large vague gesture.
“Oh, drop I he sald abasently.

me think,"

He continued to look Intently at John
Marshall, and his pleasant face hardened
with & faint frown,

“Bo you're the chap who'a been firing
off sl those bloody murder lettiers," sald
he. thoughtfully, “You should feel rather
néhamed of vourself, 1 think. You really
pught to bave told me, you know, and
saved me the trip down—"

“Told you what, sir!"' demanded John
Marshall: belligerently,

The editor unswered by a casual look,
and a smile that was more stinging than

“Lat

any & h. John Macshall's lips paled.
“Tall, alr, 18 the chesp recourss of
men of When we stand face (0

fuce, in = sultable spol—"

“That's just the trouble,” sald the edl-
tor, annayed. ‘“There can't be any stand-
ing face to face.'

“You won't fight me?"

“Can't, you mean:”

The fAction writer stepped nearer, an
error of judgment on his part.

“Because you're afrald,” he hissed
whitely. 1 knew you were w coward,
wle*

The editor burst out laughing gaily,
carelessly.

“That's It. I'm afraid,'’ said he, “The

judice of juries agalnst child-murder
indead marked. "

Despite hls geatleman's dislike of
cpussonal diMoulty In & publie place,
John Murshall's hand uscontrollably Gew
up. Inslantly both his wriitsa were pin-
toued In m krip that was own son L
a hydmaulic presa, Moreover, the editor,
by & quist bul lghtning shift, stood in
such o position that Mr. Marshall could
Bot even mru\o his feot, s for kick-

o hc‘:;ﬂ."l;ulr.

Adainss, & low, kind voice. “You ap-

rmggwlwﬂmﬂtwli
that will de your lgs any gued,
113 . Bul for beaven's seke drop

‘Lq~mmpﬂ~ For sae thing. 7oL

|« 4
N + o > .

Adams was |

oANn't remch “am.
what's

For another—oh, well,
the uss of golng Inta personal
fdetalls, 1 ean't Aght you, eonfound the
ek, My rensonn ahould be salf-evident.
But if you make any more of thore fool
Srandinhen, 1']] turn you over my khos,
right here In the Toliby,**

The sditor amiled hard into tha Aotlens-
Writer'a ayem for about half a minuls
Then he ppleaned Win cruel geip. John
Marshaill hesitated; then he turned un-
eortninly, and gazed blindly out of the
window

Now, of course, 1 know quile well that
thin ia horribly wrong, serestchingly on
“the wrung note.'' All the hevoes T aver
read ahout, eateh them how you will,
have besn  Larribly eMelant  Aghters,
With fists they tlek bargemen, atavedorss
and presldenta of longsmoremens unfons;
with guns they eanily get the drop on
Arizann bad men: with swords they pink
the Freneh count, with  raplers  rin
through the villainous Ttallan, Noy does
any man live who ean beat them at Jlu-
sy, or back-alley savale, with macheta
or long-apear, with holero or boamerani.

But truth Ia Inexorable, Your writing
chap, mantarful creator of uproarioun
demigods, In himself a thin-cheated fel-
low, with sedentary muscles and the
hands of an aneinie Indy, In the edithr's |
atunning physique, Johnn Marshall could
hava found convincing proof of hin own
favorite theals, viz: that editora khow
nothing whatever about welting. He him-
self, the writer, was tha editor's longl-
tudinal Inferior by n eool foot, The
himilinting confesslon can be deferred
no longer. John Marshall, for all his
valorous splelt, welghed but 107 pounds,
He himself had forgotten this annihllat-
Ing fact for a space. Now he was remems

bering It,

John Marahall was 21 years old, and
thin was his first affalr of honor. It wan
not golng by the books at all. It was |

not fear that chained him there., gnzing
blindly out of the window; you are not to
think that. No 3-pound hero treads the
pages of Netlon rendier to face denth thian
Mr. Marshall was at that momant, What
paralyzod him wan the editor's mrisly
threat. Death, curses on it, wns denled
to him. But he could not conceal from
himaelf the knowledge that this editorial
glant could turn him over his knoe, and
that he would mo turn him, and releans
him a laughing stock for all men to his
death,

L4t the linotype gallop aver Lhis bitter
moment. When John Marshall, wheeling,
white to the eyen, suggeated pistolm, the
editor took palns to anawer moothingly.
He was, In fact, most anxlous to avoeld
the shame of having to assault nn op-
ponent out of his class by 70 pounda, |
Nevertheless, his grievance remnined; |
and out of It presently grew a suggestion
—namely, that tha writer should name
?umebndy to represent him In the af-
nlr.

“Come, Mr. Marshall," sald the dehon-
nalr but determined young man. "1 be-
leve in your pluck, but 1 éan't fight you,
That's Mat. It's elther aomebody olse,
or no fight at all, Now we both want
nome action for aur money: and I for my
part have taken a long Journey In order i
to lenve some mnrk of my disapproval af !
the wayas of you BHouthern fire-eators,
Come, be a sport Isn't there somebady
in the Immedinte family who would like
to take up the quorrel? Say your grand-
father? Or perhaps your tallest unole?”

John Marahall harvdly heard the hit= |
ter Insult. His gray eyves glittored over
the sudden hot thought In his brain.

“Hifce you nre afrald to fight me, air'"—
ha clung passionniely to that way of put-
ting It="1 have not doubt you would he
Elnd to meet my older hrother?'

“That's the talk,” sall the editor, In-
tereatedly. *‘1 confess to belng wilg for
a few pamses nt somobody bearing your
honored name."

Ho the brother was ngrisd upon. Cone-
ecine talk followed. The retired spot on
the Marshall grounds wna fixed as the

pluce of “meeting'’; 11:30 an the hour.

John Marshall ralsed his ancient felt,
bowing low. The editor holsted hla shin-
Ing Parama. bowing even lowaer.

“I have the honor, sir, to with vou a
very good day."

“SHo long, Mr, Marshall,” anid the editor
At 11:20, resplendent Mr, Adamas stond
motionless and sllent In the anclent loft
of the Murshall barn, his featherweight
bag of business togs I¥ing open but un-

heeded at his fect. Mr, Adama atood
glued to the window,
(CONTINUED TOMORROW.)
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A Legitimate Query

SR B S Il T

"Pardon, Monnleur; but whiat face

| erenm does Monsietr use for the kneea?

“Well, If that Watson Isn’t the most
conceited, self-satisfied, welf—"*

“Yen, I've heard you say something |
of that kind before. What's started
you off this time?"*

“"He Just sont n telegram of con-
grotulntions to his mother.”™

“Well =2

“Todny's his birthday." — Rvary-

Body”

Same Reason

Puoo'e—~Why doean't Jaggine come to
the club any mora?

Bohling—He's married, |

Poole—But what brings Sniffkins so
often?

Bohling—He's married.

-—Londan Opinlan,

"L turn up In & minit, I'll go back and
I've got to hit some wan."

Practical Generonity

litta

fol-
low." |

—

‘He ia such a generous
"Yen; I remembar that wlien ha |
hnd the mumps he teased (o go out
and glve them to the olher boya'
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~ FARMER SMITH’S RAINBOW CLUB |

»

GOOD NIGHT TALKS

Dear Children—I wish all of you would stand up straight.

What would

you think of a building that was “all doubled up"? [
Underneath your shoulder blades is a set of muscles which holds you up

and keeps you straight.

This is so that the wonderful machinery in your

| stomach may do its work and also to take the weight off your epine.
On the football field we see Johnnie Jones sent back to the bench

At the slght of the good looks |

|

because he “hasn’t any backbone."

To have backbone, to have courage, you must stand up straight.
Go over to the wall now, while you think of it, and stand up straight,

Put your heels firmly on the floor and
There, that's it!

Keep that way—be straight, don't be crooked, don’t be a crook.

Keep straight.

The Children’'s Editor, the Evening Ledger.

your back and head against the wall.

FARMER SMITH,

DO A LITTLE KINDNESS

NAME .....
Address

AGR srrecyrass
School T attend

Great Doings in Henvill

“Ahem!"” went Mister Rooster one
morning, but Mrs, Leghorn did not
look at him. She went on by him into |
the hen house and laid an egg. |

“] wonder,” she said to herself, |
“how 1 will ever know which eggs |
are mine and which are not?” Shaj
looked at the egg and then scratched
an “L" on it, and, after making a |
terrible noise with her eackling (hop- |
ing, of course, to mttract Mister |
Rooster’s aitention), she flew vut of
the hen house.

“Ha! Ha!" thought Mister Rooster |
to himself when he saw her. “I guess
I'll go in and set on Mrs. Leghorn's |
nest, and when Mrs. Plymouth Rock |
comes ulong I will muke her believe
that I have laid an egg."

Mister Rooster hopped up on the
nest, all the while peeking out to see |
if any one was watching him. When
he left the hen house he met Mrs,
Legharn.

“What's the matter? What's the
matter 1" asked Mre. Leghorn, coming |
up to him.

“I hfujmhidnmfor you,
my dear,” said Mr. Rooster.

“And you were kind enough to M;
un ‘L' on it, were you mot?" asked

FARMER SMITH, The Children’s Editor,
The Evening Ledger, Philadelphia, Pa,

I wish to become a member of your Rainbow Club and agree to

SPREAD A LITTLE SUNSHINE ALL ALONG THE WAY,

EACH AND EVERY DAY.

the “L" he was so surprised that he
exclaimed, “How did you know I put!
an ‘L' on the egg I laid for you," :

“1 didn't know it,” answered Mrs,
Leghorn, *I put that ‘L' there my-
self.”

“It doesn't pay to lay an egg and
then lie about it,"” said Mr. Rooster,
as he skeeduddled pway,

Our Postoffice Box

Some good' sngel must have guided
these two letters to our box. Read
them—they will tell you more plainly |
than any werds of your editor just |
how each one of you may help the
other,

Dear Rainbow Santa Claus—My
Sunday school teacher told me to
write to you to see if you will eome
to our house Christmas Eve, as my
papa i sick and is not able to work.
I hope you won't forget us, Since our
papa is sick, Christmas doesn't mean
anything to ys. Please do not forgei
us. RAYMOND KAFFER,

Nuorth Bodine street,

P. 8~ am 10 years old and have

four little brother; and sisters,

Durb‘u.n&nit.b—lwouwukew;
become & member of the Rainbow

| eredits.) 8,

[park them up and as soon as you let

me know where to send them 1 will do

:

|

50, GERTRUDE B. KIERNAN,
North 11th street.
There must be many little girls |
and boys who have toys that have

cepsed to le of much to them,
Think of the pleasure and joy they
would bring to the little ones who

have no hopes of a visit from Santa

Use

Claus! Perhaps you have only one
thing to spare. Well, ONE thing is
enough to make ONE child bhappy,

and, oh! how happy you will be on!

Christmas morning to think that

| somewhere in the city a little heart !

is bright that, but for you, might have |

been sorrowful on this loveliest of
days, WRITE TO FARMER SMITH
AND TELL HIM JUST WHAT
BOOKS AND TOYS YOU ARE!

WILLING TO GIVE,

Perhaps, like the little boy in the
first letter, you want some. In that
case, write to Farmer Smith and he
will see that Santa Claus does not |

forget YOU. |

Your Workroon

This corner belongs to you—you are
to write the articles that fill its space.
Doesn't that sound interesting? |
know that every club member is anx-
ious to know what the other mem.
bers are doing—we all want to hear
just what sort of Christmas presents
the girls are making, we want to learn
of the wonders the boys are accom-
plishing with their hammers and their
hands, Let's tell each other all these
clever secrets?

Write briefly and describe as clear-
ly as possible the thing you made and
the way you made it. Kach night
there will appear in this corner one
of your own articles, Publication

will depend on negtness and composi- |

tion. Writers of articles appearing in
this corner are entitled to 26 Rainbow
Club credits each. Credits are valu-
able, you'll goon know why.

Do You Know This?

1. Who discovered electricity?
(Two credits.) 2. What has & kite
to do with this discovery?! (Three
Why is it dangerous to
take shelter near a tree during an
electrical storm? (Five eredits) 4
What name of & fsmous inventor can

Mrs. Leghorn. Mr. Rooster hopped | Club. I have many toys that I would | be formed from this sentence, “HE I8

gek to the nest and when

be waw | gladly give to gome children and T will

i
- 'y
- & u ",

NOT aradits. )
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Mother fto her small son,
“Hobby, are you sure that's
Bohby “Well, you pes

Logic
one tuil
two talls
Ay oAt

Any catl has
S0 oat haa
Thirefore

ire than nho

Cit

han three Lalls

n Bundny

Smithson—My half-brother

—Punel,
who {8 doing a Jig-saw purzle on the Sabbath),
pustle you nre doing?"
I san’t tell until I've done 1t.*

Two Halves

gnidnd to my wife's half-alster,

| Jitson—When will they be made one

—AND THE WORST I8 YET T0 COME
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