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A COMPLETE NO

VELETTE

By Oney Fred Sweet

world's fair, an’ a glass globe full of |

sand that some relation on a visit |

from back east had brought as a reile

I'd picked up with Hard-Faced Mije
out in the North Dakota harvest field,
him off and on all winter
while we was both loafin’ around Chi-

cago barrel-houses, and in the spring

we’d shipped out together for a rail
road construction job in Montana.

It was in Miles City that Hard-
Faced Mike runs onto some ac-

quaintance of his in a pool hall, and
beat it

He'd argued

right away he
with
me into gettin' off at a little junection

wants me to
tack to Iowa him,
Lkefore pullin’ into a certain tank town
and we was hittin’ the dusty road be-
twdan the Iowa cornfields when I zot
out of him
the town, and yet so all-fired

winy he was so anxious to
“make"”
sneaky about it.

1 ain't

vears,” he

back here for 17
pullin’ the

down over his

been
explains, rim
of his black hat eyes
as an automobile zipped past us. But
I don’t feel like takin’ any chances of
being recognized.”

“What “What's
the constable in the town ahead here

was it?” I asks.

apt to pick you up for?”

He didn’'t answer for a minute

just shifted his hot black coat to his
other arm ax1 kept poundin’ along
in the dust vith those clumsy shoes
of his.

hired girl that worked
in the neighborhood,” he
finally. a letter about

her

“She was a
grumbles
“She wrote me
while T was down a!
the
pany for the Spanish-American war. |
her. I didn’t
the rest of the boys that fall.
gettin’ that letter T
ever come back, but Hank

troubles

Chickamaugua with militia conu-
with
After

intend to

fooled come back
didn't
Jayles telis
me out there in Miles City about the
cld man havin’ dropped off. The
man had a place here, and I'm goin'

otd

to cash in on it and go back and buy
a share in Hank’s pool hall.”

Well, it breath.
How he’d been livin’ the past 17 years
He had the
hobo way of carryin’ his coat: there
was the bo dent in his limp-brimmed
black hat, the bo twist in
when he talked, and the suspicious bo

was all out in a

was written all over him.

his mouth

squint to his eyes.
*“Phis

try through here,”

has got to be a great coun-
I remarks, glancin'
over the June-high cornfields. “I hope
old left place.
So vou was one of the soldier boys,
€h?”

“It was just an

the man vou quite a

acre or two and
“but Hank
bring me

house,” he mumbles,
think it

enough to

the
seemed to would
buy an interest in
old

neighborhood

penty

with him. There’s an guy who s

livin’ in the who'll be
glad to close the deal with me provid’
and

keep mum

rake-off big enough
who'll

around

he gets his
the kind,
bein’

*1 ;8ee, 1

see this old guy who’s strong for firet

he's too,

about me here.”

says, “you're anxious to
as anxious
girl.”
playin’ Hard-Faced
“She really didn’t have
Hardly

together;

mortgages, and you're just

about not seein’ this hired
sJust safe,”
Mike assures.
nothin’ on me anybody had

ever seen us we'd always

taken the back streets. See that couri
the
stickin’ out

That's the burg.

works’
the
We'll
It's

stuck on

house tower and water

standpipe above

maples there?

cut through these here wooas.

just as close, and 1 ain’t

passin’ any more of those d——n auto

mobiles.

You see, there wasn’t much of a
home-comin’ thrill in Hard-Faced
Mike’s system. Henry Klagge, the

alderman who owned the barrel house
in Chicago where we'd hungz out most
of the
his name, and it was a good one. Here

winter, had given my partner

he was within a mile of his old home

town and he merely looked tired,
dusty and disgusted.
You could see plain enough that

the cool, green cornfields, shimmerin’
in the sun, that we’d walked through
had been just cornfields without the

cool green and the shimmer. He
wasn’t hearin’ the finches singin’ in
the sumac bushes on the roadside,

and the woods we was gettin’ to was
awakenin’
rabbit. ;
and Sweaty and sun-peeled face as
we_ climbed through the barbed wire
fence to get into the woods showed
how the callouses had layered about

no more memories than a
The eipression on his dusty

his heart.
It took an
through the

effort
barbed
have

for him to crawl
wire fence, too,
and he must laughed at that
same dinky barricade as a kid. It
made me think of the way the sport
fighters in the bout that leaves them
a ‘“has-been.”

Jut with Hard-Faced Mike, youth
had not only gone out of his body,
but out of his soul, too. It’s the both

of ’em gone that makes for a real
knockout.
He was complainin’ about some

underbrush that had got in his way,
when he stopped short at the sudden
sound of a voice. His bloodshot eyes
took on more squint. He was leary
about runnin’ into anybody; we was
gettin’ pretty close to home.

There was more than one voice.
There was an echo of voices—a jump-
bled echo, but nothin’ to see ahead of
us but the big wanlut and butternut
trees.

fhben there came the sound of a

“M-hm,” says Hard-Faced Mike, with
a knowin’ jerk of his head. “We'll

at first he figured he was just about
to run into his old gang!

A few
able to lock down on the naked forms

rods farther and we was

about 15
place

feet.
close to

There was a slipperv
the
that was being used to dive from and
lumps of wearin’ apparel

dark-green

there was
near the bank.

Of course the faces bobbin’ around
in the water was none of ’em familiar

welcome. When we come and stood
above 'em on the edge of the bank

they cut out their barterin’ just long
make

clothes

enough to wasn't too
near

then kidlike, they lost interest in us.

sure we

their to steal ’em, and

To them we was just a couple of
old men, that was all—rank outsiders
she look?” I

“I can almost
Hard-Faced Mike.

your old gang is

“How does asks.

step across it,” poohs

gone
“What
was the freckle-faced kid’s name then,

“T guess

scattered by now,” I says.

and the one that was afraid to go in
deep, and the one that always stayed
Where are

corporations, or

in until his lips was blue?

they mnow-—runnin’

doin’ time, or in a place where thers
ain’'t no coolin’ water like this?”
Hard-Faced Mike tilted his
felt hat on the back of his
til the sun that was goin’ down struck

black
head un-

him straight in his squinty eyes. At
times I had an idea that by the way
the sun hurt his eyes perhaps he was
gettin’ in need of a half attempt to
his damp hair. His hair
thin on
“Come on,” he says.
that

makin’ no

straighten
was gettin’ top.
swimmin’ hole
difference to
him than if it was just the dusty road
we'd left. He was dulled, Hard-Faced
Mike He'd got through takin’
interest in things.

Lookin' at

wasn’t more

was.,

“Come on,” he says again.
But
naked form rushed past us ,and reach-

just as we started to go, :

in’ the edge of the “crick” bank, zip-
ped head first into the dark green
water. When I looked up at Hard-
Faced Mike I saw him turned ready

to go but his head w lookin' back

waitin’ for the the kid to come up.

“I'll be d——-d!” says Hard-Faced
Mike. “That's the very stunt I used
to do myself when Hank Klein and
the McNeill kids and Jim Wirt and

Earne Sopere didn’t das't.”

The kid that had just made the dive
was no more than up out of the water
to duck the kid near-

know that I can de

he started
don’t

than
est him. I
scribe the kid that made the dive, ex-
that he had “youth
him in poster

cept ” written ail

over circus letters
There

hair

was a cowlick in his whiti
that

plastered down the wetness just glis

the “crick” water hadn’t

tened on his tanned skin, and he was
shakin’ the drops out of his blue eyes
regular river animal.

I was lookin’ Hard-Faced
Mike and he was starin’ at where the
kid had come up in the water.
their

like a
over at

Some

how his hada lost squint;

eyes

there was a dreamy look in ’em. |f
you've been around with a guy long
you can pretty near read the thoughts
sometimes.

Do you know what Hard-IF'aced Mike
was imaginin’? He was imaginin’
that
in’,
tanned and sunburnt self, an, his toes
had left
in fancy, they was wrigglin’

the dark-green water was creep

lukewarm cool, about his ownp

shoes an’.
again in

his clumsy black

the slimy creek bottom among the
crawfish and boodsuckers.
The ripples just before the spot

where the crick widened, had started
to sing a song again for Hard-Faced
Mike, and
floatin' along
troubled waters and skim on to lose
itself in the cattail reeds on the oppo-
site shore, Hard-Faced Mike had even
seen the red the insect's
yelow wings.

The overhangin’ willows was castin’
the smooth
above the

snakefly came

the

when a
to dip down to

design on

mysterious shadows on

surface of the crick just
swimmin’ hole, and lookin’ up, Hard-
Faced Mike could see a hawk cirelin’
high in the sky, beneath the white
floatin’ clouds <:hat, their gold
edges, was sailin’ along like treasure-
ships.

And the yellin’ and the splashin’!
Hard-Faced Mike was hearin’ the echo
come back from the shadowy pockets
beneath the law-branched plum and
choke-cherry treas.

I saw Hard-Faced Mike crop down
on the bank, an’ for the first time he
was noticin’ the June-high blue grass

with

|
|
keepin’ up a snare-drum effect to the |
alto of the creek ripples

the tenor of the echo back in the

“You old fool,” T says, “do you ex-

water

scattered around the big walnut tree

to Hard-Faced Mike, and into none of
‘'em came any sign of recognition or

shadows. Over on the dusty road a

iumber-wagon goos rumblin’ along

an’
have to steer shy. It's the gang in|I could see Hard-Faced Mike recol-
swimmin’.” lected the rumble—g farmer drivin’

home from town.

rect any of that bunch ahead there Seventeen years had suddenly drep-
know you?” 1 honestly believe ne ped off of Hard-Faced Mike:  | sev-
didn’t think long enough but what enteen-year growth of scales and for

the minute cleared
eyes, and his heary
the

lous about it.

away from his

Was poundin’ hard

against seventeen-year-thick

cal-

cavortin’” in the water. The far- The cynical squint was all gone as
inland “erick” had widened at the|he followed the antics of the young
spot to a distance, I should say, of |savages in the dinky crick -m-«I lis-

tened to the new kind of lingo they
babbled when they came out on the
bank to dress

“Can you pick ’em all out?”
“the old

He didn’t answer.
the kid with
hair, that
the bank.

You kid's muscles
ripple beneath his shoulders that was
particularly sunburnt on top when he
used his arms to brush his hair back
like the the
advertisements clothes
put
there was a college boy
pants.
when
fully

break

I asks,
gang?”’

He was watchin’
cow-lick in his
had the

whitish

made dive from

could sen

the

smooth, gent's in collar
His

came to

wasn't
much when he 'em on
but somehow
hang to his

You

he joined in

narrow-legged
could notice his
the babble,

the stage of

\Uik‘l‘,
hadn’'t
got past havin’ a
in it.

that

It seemed so all-fired ea for

gang to laugh, but there was mighty

few of their jokes that we had the
key to. We was like foreigners in a
strange country. The gang's “who-

attitude seemed to
hurt Hard-Faced Mike. They
had stolen his old haunts as if he and

ares-about-you”

sort o’

his gang had never originally ruled
over ’em.
He watches ’em wistfully when

they flies out down the path that takes
'em over the dusty road toward town,
every and then to pick

stoppin’ now

green gooseberries, or to throw a
stick at a squirrel.
We sat on the

long time after the gang had drifted

bank of the crick a
out of sight between the low-branched
Grooves
that had

seventeen

plum and choke-berry trees.
in Hard-Faced Mike's brain
over for

been cobwebbed

years was suddenly gettin’ active.
“What you thinkin’ about?” I asks
And what do you suppose that old

barrel-house bum answers?

“1 wonder who's playin’ wid the old
red carnelian now,” he says, “the
cne I used to win marble games with
back of the school-house? Hank Klein

and the McNeill kids an’ Jim Wirt an’
Earne Sopere always thought that ‘ca-
An’
made. 1

nick’” was charmed. then theve

that

all spring to

catapult I hunted

find the right kind of

a crotch, and I picked a whole flour-

full of
the rubbers, but I
the

sack maple seeds to pay for

pecked a crow with

it out of top of one of old man

Harlow’s poplar trees.”

anything for just
minute, and then he
told

road,” he says, “about

He don’t say
g0es on:

back in the

that

“l guess 1

vou
the crowd

platform that
D left to take
The

town was

was down to the depot
mornin’ when Company
the
playin’ and the

part in Spanish-American.

band was
crowded around the depot, clear back
as far as Shane's coal-shed, and sonic
was standin’ on box
cars. You'd
aboard in our blue uniforms, with the
rolled in blankets

of 'em top of

outght've seen us goin’
equipment

shoulders. 1

heavy

over our was the first

Everybody was cryin’ and
carryin’ on and the
givin’ the girls brass buttons off their
coats to be turned into hatpins. We't
town dressed in

sergeant.

fellows was all

been loafin’ around

cur uniforms all week, and say—we
were some strong with the girls.

“Down at Des Moines they camped
us in the cattle the State
fair grounds, and finally they shipped

Earue

barns on

us on down to Chickamaugua.
Sopere and a bunch of us was out on
the train platform singin’ ‘On the
Banks of the Wabash Far Away’ when
we rode across the river in the moon-
light, and then after we got in Geor-

gia everybody started gettin’ letters
from home, and I———"
“You got that one from the hired

girl,” 1 finishes.
The old squint
again.

“I didn't have to come back with the
boys that fall,” he mumbles. . “I
cguess I showed her and everybody
that., I guess I proved to her that I
wasn't quite so easy.”
After a while he
edge of the bank, an’ when he did se
guess it had
again into a
He was just tired

comes into his ey

looks over the

he sort o° stared. I

shrunk for him back
dinky little crick.
again—just tired
“I hope the place the old man left
that

“Come on,

and disgusted.

me brings enough to buy share
in the pool hall,” he says.
|T want to see old man Harlow.”

| By the time we got to the edge cf
[town and into his old neighborhood
flhn sun had pretty near gone down.

in which he’d been layin’. He was|We makes sure we ain’t watched, and
catchin’ the smell of the June—isnnaks around back and pulls open
warmed earth, and he was hearin’ |one of the closed green blinds on the
the insects—the insects that was |place his old man had left.

Peekin’ in, I could see the rag car-|make out most of the swimmin’ hole |
and !pets tacked close to the edge of the |gang in the lot. We could tell it was
I {the whitish-haired kid who had made

imitation oak straked wainscotin’.

. ¥

through.

“Some fancy
“Do we go in and ‘jungle’
here for the night?”

place in its day,” 1

comments.

“I'm takin no chances,” answers
Hard-Faced Mike. “I want to drop
down and see old man Harlow about
settlin’ the thing up for me, and be
gone. He lives in that unpainted
shack under the poplar trees at the
bottom of the hill. The tallest pop
lar’'s the one I shot the crow out of

with a catapult. It's just the kind of
a deal that’ll appeal to old man Har-
low. He'll still be and

let him see a little extra in it and he’ll

livin’ alone,
be willin’ to keep as mum as a clan
about my bein’ here.”

There was a half a block of vacant
lots that was bein’ used for a pasture
on the side of the hill that we walked
along by on the way down to old man |
reckon Hard-Faced Milke
had walked down that old plank sids

Harlow’s. 1

walk a thousand and one times
|

hurrying out after supper to join the

barefoot,

gang; pickin' his way along,

on some errand to the five blocks be
yond Main street; saunterin’ along it
of an evenin® when he had become bix
and sy enough to be a loafer in
the

morning on the way to the depot in

front of restaurant; takin’ it that

his blue first-sergeant uniform.
We got to the
walked through the vegetable garden,

row of poplars an’

to knock at old man Harlow's door
was waitin' for him to come
had to

the

While we
and we
that
hole gang had come out on the
block
feller

till he was

to the door wait a |

long time—I see swimmin’
vacant
for an evenin’' of “work-up,” a
stay at bat
then the |

the ball.

bein’ allowed to

caught out and

next feller gettin a whack at
When the kitchen door finally opers
it wasn't no old man who opened it
it was a woman with whitish hair an
pale-blue eyes.
All in a

come over

glance T could see she had

from north ISurope in the

voung girl, and had hi:

steerage as a

say something., “How is every

weakly.

e woman goes over to the

s the heat of a flat-iron with

a quick \p of her forefinger. I gues

the

game of work-up out on
lots. Tt

darkness

past

was the kind of a game that

couln’t interfere with until
it got so pesky dark you couldn’t see
the bali.

Ever hear the echo of kids playin’

with higs

I see Hard-Faced Mike bendin’ over

arms rigid, as

was doin’ the runnin’. 1

1
h
It

into the doorway in front of us.

h

h

told you,” she

tumblin’, “it

You May Write
sonal Letters With a
Typewriter

takes
typewriter,

gush and goo and protest and promise

epistles of

1p the 1920

letter writer.

measure

home? If

the
and all out of

e figures game oOv

wughin’

of the poplars, an’ there drifts in the

on freight-train “rods.”
he'd

stick.

found “home” and

The woman had been

him, too.

It was she who finall

explainin’.

“It was a mistake wh

ays to tl

pa wasn't dead; he

“No,” T finlghes,

sSee

wias just tha

gone to sleep.”

By Margaret Rohe

Nowaday when the

her pen in hand,

She has f

1at we are to be free
flowing
savy black

They

vore.
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Have you a little “enc

you are just

Spencerian or

vack-hand seript adorned

There are no half way

simple about the revived vogue of

that all of us

first thought is to regain their liberty
as quickly as possible, and they want
0 know

if he himsesf | Parisian encriers are

couldn’t have |bringing home. No, indeed, they are if the offense is bailable, and

from Niagara Falls. [told you what the kids was yellin’. |as complete and complicated with afl |obtain a bondsman.

There was a lounge that sagecd|It was in their own lingo, and we [the comforts of home as a latest modei A few years ago a good many col-
where the springs was broken, an’ a |only got the evenin’ air echo of it. limousine, with hot and cold from one of the city’s uni-
crocheted tidy was coverin’' a place The next thing we knew, insfead |ink, one candle power light, and « | versities were arrested when they de-
where the upholstery had been worn |Of the kid runnin’ on around the bases |Place for everything and everything  molished windows, furniture, crockery

and glas
rant in an

er an’ comes [N its place for fascinating correspond sware in a Broadway restau-

ence. attempt to break

They

breath plump

|

runnin ‘I--.w- boys
! up a
|

The encriers are of china with gilt |freshman dinner had, as they

metal finishin and called it, a

Hard-Faced Mike steps aside for the most attra 2ood natured battle with
im just in time. tive are cop.es of not actually an-|the cops, and they were taken prison-
About this time the woman lights [tiques. Fitted according to size with [ ers to the station house cheered on by
the lamp, and we finds the kid, white- |cne or two inkwells, they are equipped [their comrades At the station hous:
and-red cheeked, blinkin’ at us out of |besides with a stick of sealing wax, |they displayed considerable levity.
is pale-blue eyes. a small candle and a flaunting qui!ll | When they were arraigned later in tha
Through the open doorways com¢s |pen all in a matching tint, a seal whose | Night Court, and when what they re
the mellow notes of some kind of a |handle is of the same china as th garded as heavy fines were imposed
night-bird, high in the quivering leaves | encriers, a wvencil and a depression [on them by the Magistrate, they ad-

full of gold dust for drying the quil: |mitted that the joke was on them after

smell of lilacs that was about all in [after use. all, and that being arrested was not
for the summer. The vyellin' and The whole effect is so antiquely or-{all that it was cracked up to be.
laughin’ out on the hill comes echoed [tistic and charmingly convenient The next indignity of being arrested
back from way, way off on the dark |that it tempts to a mad attack of |is the police search the prisoner,
prairie, writer's cramp. especially as most |which takes place before a desk Lieu-
The boy blinks at me and then at|fetching stationery in  enchanting |tenant after the prisoner has had his

the woman and then at Hard-Faced,colors, smartly monogramed as the pedigree taken and his name entered
Mike. seal is engraved, is an accompanying |in the station house blotter. Like tha

Sizin’ up Hard-Faced Mike, I could |adjunct to the encrier. arrest, prisoners take this experience
see plain enough that he'd never It certainly is a far cry from the [differently. Their pockets are stripped
dodge cinders with me on the blind [typewritten form to the encrier form [clean of everything, and their money,
ba in, nor keep me company |of correspondence, but you may rest |valuables and belongings are placed in

You could see [assured if you just choose one or ihe |s sealed envelope which is returned

was goin’ to|other you are sure to write right. to them when their cas have been
- acted upon and disposed of.

quick to read - i = The first thing that the policeman

’1 ho }lll]l]]llatl()n ()i who institutes the search looks for is

y started the ~ X 3 a weapon—a penknife or sharp instru

(I()ttlng I lllcll(\(l ment-—with which a prisoner might do

at I'd always himself harm. Policemen are sup-

16 kid: “Yotr S e to “frisk” their prisoner for concealed

‘:'_bl“!.‘ :”T"’_\'““l \timatiers: Hot oW weapons the first thi on placing

in’ she was ”'“"”l the offense may be—is an ex them under arrest. This is always

¢ his soul haq | PeTience that 'lm one relishes. The done by a careful policeman. Thera

|xf-‘u-'llmu:.1l|l 1s repugnant. Yet in a are, however, carcless policemen who

big city like New York many persons do not always take this precaution.

are arrested nightly for a great va- Such policemen have been shot, stab-

¥ - Payg | Tiety of offenses of high and low de Had i S e 115 r prison-
- *d and mortally wounded by prison
Your Per-| "7 |
L ers who, on being escorted to a sta-
I'he professional eriminal usually

tion house, have unexpectedly drawn

displays little emotion on being a: a hidden weapon and attacked them:
u-.\fwl. even when the crime is of 4 before they fully realized what was
serious nature. A burglar who has

Occasionally, when prison-
stations, daggers

are

fin happening
spent F: s vears ¢ ica life 3 y
e IS s Sl h,]'\ life in the [\ are searched at
penitentiary explained this philosopkhi automatic pistols

light

or loaded

modern maid |cal attitude by saying that when a man brought to

Old offenders take the search much
as they do the arrest. They hold their
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back from

like that on the edge of a small town

on a summer evenin’'? It's a peculiar

kind of an echo that only youth can

make. Just a “once over” at Hard-
Faced Mike, and I knows how many
times his kid voice had been a part

of that same kind of an echo on the
same pasture lots.

Mabbe part of it
echoing back down seventeen years.
that suddenly Hard-

Faced Mike and the poplar trees that

was his voice

I knew for

stood in a row outside the unpainted
had

shack begun to tower higher,

and he was seein’ the silver sides oi
the leaves as they fluttered in the
dyin’ evenin’ breeze. That fain!
breeze was comin’ from “somewhere
out West,” and Hard-Faced Mike was
| seein’ that “out West” not as he'a

recall seen it, but as he’d imagined it |
{17 years before. "Way out beyond the
fpaslnm a lighted train was jinglin’, |
[fuintliko, on its start toward far-off |
big cities. [

Dark as it was gettin® we could
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Entirely protected with an armor of steel. No more broken porcelains.

VITRI-SILLA

1

top and cup. Can’t shor* circuit. Telescope intensifier

wer, in air-tight vacuum chamber, perfect
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makes starting easy; increases mileage 15 to 30 percent.
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’
cylinders

leaking )
The "KANT-BREAK” is being adopted by the leading con-
cerns throughout the country, and is the world’s greatest spark plug.
It is indestructible and should last as long as the motor. Sold un-
der an absolute guarantee of satisfaction or money back. Price, $1.50.
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