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Broadway Jones I

FROM THE PLAY OF GEORGE M. COHAN BY EDWARD MARSHALL H
(Copyright, 1913, by C. W. Dillingham Co.) fK

of tho massed red-bric- k and
buildings forming, in Jones- -

the extensive group
to the manufacture of Jones'
Gum, was the abandoned

wherein were housed the
which once had

force to drive the factory's
The stream's diminishing

increased needs of the
the economy of stream all

toward industrial
of the old building,
boys never fished there, for

were too swift,
idled there, for the

Ik the mills wore too strict in
but lovers

wandered there, of moonlight
and in the afternoons, when

lademy sessions had ended,
Iway." really named Jackson
but nicknamed "Broadway" be-o- f

his continual glorification of
ork's great thoroughfare, which
seen upon occasion, sometimes

here "to get away from Jcnes-Thi-s

afternoon he was to teacli
nesville girl friends new dance
which he had learned in New
:ity. Later, dancing these with
t the Odd Fellows' hall, they

confound all other girls in
Rillo.
m girls came promptly. Clara
Sood was the daughter of tho
Wudpe, Josio Richards the daugh- -

a recent manager of the gum
Hr. Her father was now laid up
Bheumatism, and Josio was in
fflg for a bookkeeper's post in the
9 enterprise which swallowed
Sof Jonesvillo's youth of either

soon as they left school.
Sv, this step, girls," Broadway
Bn preface, "was invented on
nuvay for use upon Broadway by
wjKvay people. Don't mistake it for

t nap. It's not a sleepdanco
sb not dreamed out in Jones- -

ora was everybody dancing it?"
MbTosio.

ffllry girl I saw," he answered.
am been telling of a ball he had
ffd in New York, but not quite
Bpnlght have told about it. "Ev- -

ffl I saw, but one."
wsa she danoing old stylo?"

W& she was being carried to an
fflnce. she had just sprained an

jffl Jackson;' you're too funny!"
nks for those kind words." Ho

ffid them whirl together for a
3Mt. 'No; not quite that way.
B Don't give a Broadway stop a
Bile twist; you want to glvo a
Bile step a Broadway polish."
Whless they stopped their

you and your Broadway!
jEB always talking about Broad- -

jBa," Bald Juckson very sorious-MV- o

you ever seen Broadway?"
D know I haven't."

"Well, if you had, you'd never see
another place you thought worth see-
ing."

"Oh, you. and your Broadway!"
Josle Richards was an extremely pret-
ty girl, more seriouB than Clara, who
waB fluffy; "No wonder the boys all
call you 'Broadway!'"

"I suppose a minister Is proud when
people call him 'doctor,' " was the
answer. "When people call me
'Broadway,' I feel about like that."

"I'd rather folks would call me An
drew Jackson," remarked Sammy.
'Andrew Jackson was a statesman

not a street."
"Your er little brother," began

Broadway, but, not being eloquent by
nature, he left the sentence incom-

plete.
"He thinks he'll be a Caesar. Ho

wants to kill some boys by strategy,
for he's too fat to fight.'

The girls laughed again. Now they
had begun the pleasant homeward
walk along the high road to the bor-

der of the village.
"Can you come to supper?" Clara

asked.
"As long as I can't eat on Broad-

way I'd rather go to your house than
to any other place I know," said
Jackson. "But I've got to go home
first. This collar's wilted."

He was the only boy in Jonesville
who would have thought of that; he
was the only boy in Jonesville who
owned a pair of patent-leathe- r shoes

As they passed his uncles residence
the old man, who was his guardian,
caught a glimpso of him through an
opening in the neglected shrubbery on

the great lawn, and sent a serving-ma-

to bid him enter.

Jackson made a wry face for the
benefit of the girls, as he said good-

bye to them, promising to appear for
supper at the Spotswoods'. He care-

fully obeyed the summons, but It

irked him. His undo always irked
him. Ho believed, and there were
others who believed, that his uncle
tried to irk him. They never had got
on very well together; the old man
was hard, conservative to the point
of stubbornness and opposed every
young idea, particularly every young
idea which chanced to have originat-

ed in his nephew's brain.
"Well, Jackson," said his uncle

sourly.
"Well, Uncle Abnor."
"Really to settle down In Jonas-ville- ,

are you?"
"Now, uncle," said tho youth pro

testingly. -

"Your father settled down hore. 1

settled down here," said tho grim, un
lovable old man. "You have obliga-

tions hero. The Jonos Gum factory
lias built this town, and is responsible
for it. You will have charge of tho
factory before long."

Jackson writhed. He didn't wish
to have ohargo of tho factory.

"It's not good business, uncle," ho
had once told tho man who now sat
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staring at him moodily. "They'll think
it was the gum that made him bald.
Poor grandfather was too bareheaded
to be a good advertisement for any-
thing, except an Indian."

"Why an Indian?" his uncle in-

quired without suspicion.
"As an nfter-takln- g 'ad' of the best

scalper in tho tribe."
This irreverence had abruptly end-

ed that day's interview.
But UiIb evening Abnor Jones was

busy with more serious thoughts.
"When are you going to work?" he

crabbedly demanded.
"I don't see "

"Jackson, every Jones for two gen-

erations has learned the gum busi-
ness before he was as old as you; but
you, foolishly Indulged by your father

I have never seen such madness as
tho way he brought you up have
come to manhood knowing nothing of
it. Don't you ever wish to settle
down?"

"Not yet," said Jackson boldly. "I'm
too young."

"You're twenty-one.- "

"I'm two" but I've lived
most of the t ne in Jonesville. That
makes me just fifteen so far as actual
ago goes and yot tho time seems
longer than it is," said the irreverent
Jackson.

''I'm almost discouraged. I'm free
to tell you, Jackson, that, if your
father's will had left me any oppor-

tunity for doing so, I should soo to it
that, when I pass to my reward, you
would have no share of the groat busi-

ness which you hold in such ccn
tempt"

"Pass on to your er yes," Jack-

son murmured.
"I have had tales brought to mo of

somo things you have said about
Jonesville," said the old man bitterly.
"You have compared It most unfavor
ably with that modern Babylon, Now
York."

"Well er uncle, you know Now
York is well, more metropolitan."

"Jonesville is metropolitan enough
Jonosville is a pleasant little town,
built by the industry and brains of
the members of your family, sir in
both of which you soom to bo most
singularly lacking; and, while it has
fowor people than Now York, it has
more virtues. You will bo tho onlv
Jonos remaining after I have gone. I

am far from well. I "

Instantly tho young man was con
trito. Ho had no wish to hurt his
unclo's foolings.

"I'm sorry, sir, if you aro fooling
ill," ho said, respectfully; "but, you
see, you've always lived in Jonesville

a great drain on a man's vitality. I

didn't mean to say a word to bothor
you."

But tho old man was not 10 1m

pacified; his face continued stern. "It
Is loss your words than what seems
to be your disposition which annoys
me," ho burst forth. "Is there noth-

ing serious in you?"

"I guess I'm pretty young to Bottlo H
down. Perhaps that's what's the mat- - jB
tor B

"I had settled down and had com- - H
pleto charge of tho bookkeeping tit- - B
pnrtment of this great enterprise b2- - B
foro I was eightecen. You might be H
gin to tako life seriously." H

"You can't take it any other way B
in Jonesville." B

"I feel that I Bhould tell ycu vari B
ous details of tho business, for my M
dayB here may bo numbered." H

The youth looked deprecatlngly M
aiound the dull old library, feeling. B
in the earnestness of his revolt, that B
if his own days in Jonesville were M
but numbered it would give him great B
relief. Even death, ho thought H

"I'm sorry you're not well, sir." B
"We are but shadows cast upon fl

tho stream of life. Mere shadows, Bl
Jackson." HI

Jackson gazed at him with carfeul M
eyes; that IiIb mouth was also care- - IB
ful was entirely proven by the fact
that it said nothing. A careless mouth H
might have remarked that his old B
uncle was a pretty solid shadow, f'ir M
he weighed close upon two hundred B
pounds. M

"Your father," said thib very rouust H
invalid, "had somo tendencies which
I ' now see In you oxaggoratod In fl
you, Jackson. He, too, was frivolous: M
He, too, longed for tho flesh-pot- s of M
New York." M

"I never did, sir," ho said, gravely. H
"I wish I might fool suro of that, H

said Abnor Jones. "I should feel sur- - H
er of tho safety of tho gum." M

"J. shall never harm tho gum, sir." 9
"You must not only novor harm it; jH

you must help' it. Let me tell yan, H
Tackson there is a trust In the gum M
business " fl

"Yes, sir, I've hoard of It." H
It would have boon remarkable if H

he had not. For two years tho air H
or Jonesville had beon full of timid H
rumors of the gum trust. Tho whole H
town was fearful that the great Jones H
factory might bo sold to it and closed. H

"After I am gono they will endeavor W
to secure our factory atid business," H
Abnor Jones wont on. "I shall never H
lot thorn have it. You must never H
let them have it. Of your pride in H
tho Jonos gum " IB

"It's sorely beon n handsomo little H
money maker," Broadway granted. H

"I do not like your language," said H
his uncle, "but the meaning of your 9
ivords is accurate enough. It has B
made money. It still continues to B
mako money as an independent gum B
It " I

Broadway was getting fidgety. The B
Spotswoods woro waiting supper for H
him. Mrs. Spotswood was a plump B
and cheerful housewife, who doted on B
tho recipes he brought back from New B
York upon the rare occasions when B
his uncle let him go there. B

"It would mako more, uncle, fl
(Continued on Pago 43) B


