
BcKtJin" Her to Fly With Him and Be iiis'n

How They Tagged the Baron
"Are you the fromage? "

says I. "Is she as stuck
on you as you are on yourself? Have you made
good?"

He must have got a glimmer from that; for he
rolls his eyes some more, breathes once like an air-
brake bein' cut out, and says:

"
Our luff is like twin

stars in the sky — for the other shines."
"It's as bad' as all that, is it?" says I. "Well, all

I'vegot to say is that I'dnever thought it of Sadie;
and if she sent you down here on approval, you can
tell her I'm satisfied, if she is."
Ifigured that would jar him some, but itdidn't.

He looked as pleased as though I'd told him he was
the ripest berry in the box, and before Iknew what
was comin' he had the long-lost-brother tackle on
me, and was almost weepin1 on my neck, splutterin'
joy in seven different kinds of language. Just then
Swifty Joe bobs his head in through the gym
door, springs that gorilla grin of his, and ducks
back

"Break away!" says I. "Idon't want to spoil
the looks of anythin 1 that Sadie's picked out to
frame, but this thing has gone about far enough.
Ifyou're glad, and she's glad, then Iain't got any
kick comin'. Only don't rub it in." Say, it was
like talkin' to a deaf man, savin' things to the
Baron.

"She is mine, yes?" says he. "1have your per-
mission, Professeur McCabe?"

"Sure," says I. "Ifshe'll have you, take her
and welcome."

Now you'd thought that would have satisfied him,
wouldn't you? But he acted like he'd got a half-
arm jolt on the wind. He backed off and cooled
down as ifI'd chucked a pailof water over him.

"Well." says 1. "you don't want it in writin', do
you? I'm just out of permit blanks, and me sec-
retary's laid up with a bad case of McGrawitis. If
Iwas you, I"dskip back and keep my eye on Sadie.
She might change her mind."

The Baron thought he'd seen a red flag, though.
He put in a worry period that lasted while you could
count fifty. Then he forks out his trouble. "Itis
not possible that Ihave mistake, is it?" says he."
Iam learn that Madam Deepworth is— what you

call
—

one heiress? No?"
See? I'd been sort of lookin' for that; and there

it was. as plain as a real-estate map ofGates of Para-
dise, Long Island. Me bein' so free and easy with
telhn' him to help himself had thrown up a horrible
suspicion to him. Was it true that Sadie's roll was
real money, the kind you could spend at the store?
And say, long's itwas up to me to write her prospec-
tus, 1 thought Imight as well make it a good one.

"Do you see that movin'-van out there'" says I.
The Baron saw it.
"And have youbeen introduced to these?" Isays,
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HiHid the Long-Lost-Brother Tackle on Me.

By SEWELL FORD
wind-up, hittin' a Caruso pose, arms
out. toes in, and his breath comin"

1!\u25a0 m was that for news from home?
Idid some swift surmisin", and then
i . -.SOOthin' like: "Yes. 1 know;
hut don't take on about it so.
They're all right, just as you handed
'em over; only Iasked me friend the
Sarge to lock 'em up till you called.
We'll walk around and see the Sarge

right away."
"Ah"' says he. battin' his noble

brow.
"

you do not eoniprehend. You
make t<> laugh. And me, Icome
to you from the adorable Sadie

"

Sadie?" says 1.
"

Sadie Sullivan
that was!'

"

Iwas tellin' you about her. wasn't
I?

—
the girl1used to know when her

mother ran a prune d' ;ensary, and
\u25a0 married into tae Dipworthy

Drowsy Drops family just in time to

connect with a mourmn' outtit and a
bunch of money that would start a
Broadway bank. Yes, that one.
And you remember how me and
I'inckney landed her in the swell pu. h
and got her headed up Newport way!"

"If you've got credentials from
Sadie," says I,"it's allright. Now,
what's doing? Does she want me to
match samples, or show you the
sights along the White Lane?"

"Ah, the adorable Sadie!" says
he. rollin' his eyes, and puffin' out
his cheeks like he was tryin' the
lung-tester.

"
Idrive withher. Iwalk

with her. Isit by her side
—

one day,
two day .a week. Well, what happens ?
Iam charm, Iam fascinate, Iam be-
come her slave. Imake toresist. Isay

K'You! You are of the noble Austrian
second-cousin of your mother is a grand
must not forget.' Then again Isee Sadie.
ye no longer pride; but only Iluff. Itis

enough. Iask of her 'Madam Deepworth, where
is the father of you?' She say he is not. 'Then the
uncle of you?' Idemand. She say: 'I'm shy on
uncles.' "hut to who, then.' Iask, "must Ideclare
my honorable passion?' 'Oh,' she say, 'tell it to
Shorty IfcCabe.' Ha! Ileap, Ibound! Igo to
M. Pmckney. '

Tell me,' Isay,
'

where is to be found
one Shorty IfcCabe?! And he sends me to you.
Iam come."

On the level, now, it went like that. Maybe I've
left out some of the frills, but that was the ground-
work of his remarks.

"Yes." says I, "you're a regular
come-on. Iguess the adorable Sadie

unded you a josh. She's equal
to it."

But that got by him. He just
stood there, teeterin' up and down
on his patent leathers, and grmnin'
like a monkey.

"I say." says I,"she's run you
on a sidin', dropped you down a
coal-hole. Do you get wise?"

Did he? Not so you would notict
it. He goes on grihnin' and teeter
in', like he was on exhibition in a
museum and Iwas the audience
Then he gets a view of himself in the
glass over the safe there, and begin
to pat down his astrakhan thatch
and punch up his puff tie. and dus
offhis collar. Ever see one of thest
peroxid cloak models doin' a marcl
past the show windows on her da\
off? Well, the Baron had all thost
motions and a few of his own. Hi
was ornamental, all right, and i

want any news to him. either.
At>out then, though, Ibegins to

wonder if Ihadn't been a little toi
sure about Sadie. There's no telhn'
when it comes to women, you know
and when it hit me that perhaps
after all, shed made up her mind t<
tag thi^ one from Austria, you couli
have fried an egg on me anywhere

"Look here, PatchouK," says 1
"Is this straight about you am
Sadie"' Are you the winner"'"

"Ah. the adorable Sadie!" sa.}

he. com;n" back to earth and slappin
his solar plexus with one haul

"We've covered that ground,"
says I. "What Iwant to know is,
does she cotton to you '

"

humpin' hi i I
' ' like a i' \u25a0


