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sulting to say to the other, a tall man at the Teft turned
il he freed s, and when, with extruondinary gravity,

un
he had sccomplished this difficult feat, he winked de-
Tibw v onee at Juck and once ot me.

5. = siid he and, winking again, st
the corner. | nudged Juck or he nudged
foliow As we cume up with him he s

mvaterioiily and proceelol to strip his face of a5

eovlestusticil whiskers—the vinety of hirsute dppens
dape still to e found m the section of the country that
Mark Twain cilled the Whisker Belt,

wMaurmuding Cats!™ Jack hissed.
Sleuth!”

Which remark provel! he dildn’t know the man.

“Hello, Bunble!” =dd L *Whit's the wlea of the
makeup? Thought vou agresd never to follow our
show agin?”™

wAw, | suv, Mr. Coleman, [ don't deserve that!
Didn’t | promise Mr, Harkins not to work around his
Didn't | make goold by blowin® after McGee's
frisked the human mattress—w'at's her
thanks—that's the moniker—Fat

#If 1t wsa't Od

tops?
gang o dips
name?—Fat—Fat
Florene”

He looked so hurt that I apologized to Mr. Ezm
Birnble, the most expert cindy “buteh”™ und  balloon
ot who ever worked a street. Then | winted,

“Yont see, | was jest a standin’ there on the comer,
witchin' the rubes an! thinkin', when [ swes vou two
gents come along, ‘Hullo!” says [ tomyself. *Watare
aconple of guys with 1914&madel clothes doin® here?’
Then | lamps your mug—pandon me, Mr, C¢ lenn
1 pipes you closer, and 1 know, ol it was voir.  Just as |
wits abont to apen my trap and say *Weleome to Okra!’
vou stop, an’ [ can't help overhearin® the conversis
tion. Thaut's how 1 come to answer the guestion.”

wBur what are you doing here?” 1 uskel,

“ Anewored what question?” satd Jack.

“sh! Do vou gents mind walkin® along o space?
THere’s the dick of the "Frisco comin’ down the strect.
That's right, you got me: Sdivk spells detective It
a warm day; but [ stppose [ got to put this muff back
o’
We walke! with Bimble up another side strect
while he readinsted his disguise

“Queer abont cops,” said he, “Seemn to have it in for
evervhody what's tryin' to make a honest livin'. Par-
don me, Mr. Coleman, but ain't this the young gent
with the gister?”

“\r, John Henry MeCann, Jr., s a sister,” said 1.
“Sho's in San Antonio now,  We're all going buck to
New York together from New Orleans.  But you're to
answer ||u‘.':%l|'un-i. not to ask them.”

GHT-O as the English comie suys, or he ain't
English.  But first 1 want to put myveell right.
Your friend here's probably got me sized up for @ short-
change artist whats "ere to frask the curous en ol Well,
[ai’t, P'moa business man, first an’ all the tme, I'm
4 gent with a grudge once i awhile.  Just now I'm
both, That's why | mentioned the nuts,”

*The what?”™

“The nuts.  Don’t you remember you was askin'® it
M. the lady's brother here —you wis askin’ him how
you conld put the Rock Me 1o Sleep Maother sign on
these ‘ere rave diggers an’ buttepmilk enthu sLists
an! pull & crowd to the dreus? Of course you do.  An'
1 savs qutict like, *Houng Hol' You remember that
I thought so.  Well, Hoang Ho s the answer 1o
your question.  Hoang Ho is what's goin’ to pin the
crape on both conventions.  Houng Ho is poin’ to mike
the conveners take an afternoon off at Mr. Harking'
Show, An® Houng Ho is anut. Get me?”

axfe Panble, T said MiCann, ®vou are as clear as—"

41 know! 1'm as clearos Missourt River witer, 1 rainy
might, the qir in a tunnel, or ! 16 you pents'll lean
up against this fence and try to concentrite, the fog'll
lift an' vou'll understind that O Mr. Fixit an’ Yours
Truly wreone an® the sime. Your eves will open, your
miry s will thaw out, an’ you'll appreciate the vadue of
u knowledge of folks like s, o knowle tge of fulks
matned to 4 knowledge of nuts”

(1o on, Professor,” suid Jack.

We both leaneld.  Bimble carefully worked the end
of a cigar through s false heand, lighted ap, and pro-
veeded,  Onve when o smadl Boy 1 had o teacher who
wits almost s careful n communiciting to me a svstem
of fundamental fuets; but not guite.  Ezra Bimble
wus the limat.

“Rilks 15 serious study,” said he, “in® a curious
one,  Theyv'te like measles.  You've got to know ‘em
to understandd e, The simple fuct that vou're hep to
their extstence an’ the regions in which they thrive
hearty sin't nothin'.  The gag is to find 'out the various
an’ vaneties of food they like the best, an® feed
it to lem,  W'en o guy knows that, he's got somethin’,
I'm the guy,

“These "ere filks 1s ke women: also sheep. Wenone
chips in the others follow suit,  An® they're never right.
Their parts of the country ds thy nachral dumpin’
groumds for things other folks don't want. Last year's
husts, skirts, shirtwiists, overvonts, parasals, an' shoes,
imstead of bein® sont to the canmibals in the Fiji Islands,
where they ought to go, is sent out here an' sold at
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dotible the original price,  Wenaty Ifu!ks wis ctmg.hm'
up for autos they wus still mortgugn l:l[lif for Cort-
An' now that the fenuiles of the species
e slit skirts the Jadies hereabouts
* arpangin’ to doll up in garments
a fringe of barbed wire.”

* | interjected while he relighted

L buggies.
in hig towns we
are organizin’
macde of it wat

“Which leads up t—

his smoke. _ _ _
“Phis,” seid Bimble. “The peculiar specimen of

4t wlich v gents are now gazin” knows all
about the ammal w'ich nuitkes this portion of the globe
its habitat,—I suess thut *habitat’ is bad!—an’ usin’
Lnowledge vour Uncle Ezra intends to crab the
conference tomorrow.” .
to know how he was gong
neither of us had to ask.

humanity

this
temperance
MeCann still wanted
todait. So did 1; but :
Bimble was wound up, and kept on gong,

ENTS,” suid he, “if vou will glance across this
thoraughfare, w'ich, I might add, 15 the Fifth-ave.
of Okra, vour lamps will be attracted to a poster. It
adorns the window of the Mayor's front parlor,—the
room where under lock, key, an' glass are kept !.h"'.
family heirlooms, consistin’ of four horsehair chiars,
2 horsehair sofa w'ich can’t be set'on without the use of
glue, some wax flowers an’ ses shells on the mantelpiece,
two cravon enlargements of the Mayor an' his first
wife (worth four cents apiece, but w'ich his Honor,
Bein' a rube, paid twenty-five bones for), three chro-
mos,—Washington  Crossin® the  Delaware, Custer's
Last Stand, an’ the Signin’ of the Decluration of [nde-
pendence,—a kaleidoscope, the family Bible, two pho-
tograph ulliums, a book of Thomson's poems, Volume
I, of Young's ‘Night Thoughts,” a couple of Aunt
Hetty's hand-painted plates,—one entitled ‘Bananas'
the other 'Gladiolis,"—an' in the corner & melodeon.
Nobody in the Mayor's fumily ever played on it but
it’s there.

“You see the poster, don't you? ‘Well, in the middle
of it appears the awful mug of the Hon. Jeremish H.
Regan. He's to be the big smoke, the loud noise, the
star, the prima donni, the John B. Gough, the Francis
Murphy, the Bryan, the General Coxey, the Teddy
Roosevelt, the Kaiser Wilhelm, an' the Sousa’s band
of the temperance gathering tomorrow.  That is, he
thinks he is! But he ain't —not while Hoang Ho an'’
Yours Truly retain their health an’ vigor! Don't you
gents ever cat’

“We've heen known to,” said McCann; “bust from
where I am leaning | should say this is a fast day.
The butterfly, Mr. Bimble, tlits from flower to flower,
remaining in one blossom no longer than is necessary
to sip the fragrant syrup scereted in its center, The
bumblebee, symbol of business, loiters not, but buzzes
from bloom to bloom intent only on extracting Nature's
sweets from the store the butterfly has overlooked. The
graceful swallow, the lilting lark, the wandering gipsy,
all spend the mujor hours of their brief existence on the
move.  But it has been proved that once in awhile each
of these itincrant ereatures does alight.  For the love of

for the love of anything you love best, will you
emulate their example and come to carth long enough
to tell M. Coleman ind me what Houng Ho and the
Hon, Jeremiah Regan have to do with the undertakers’
convention, how the casket makers connect with the
temperance conference, and in whit way the Mayor's
pirlor fumiture has & bearing on the possible or im-
possible receipts in the red wagon of the Mighty Har-
kins Show?"

“Spoken like a gent! I'd a knowed vou was the
little Ludly"s sister,” said Eze Bimble, a light of hon-
“You think ['m
In

st admiration in his dishonest eve,
driftin’, 1 ain't.  'm just gettin® down to cases.
fact, I've got there,  Listen!

H{'I,—\NG HO' will bring about the temporary fall-
down of the Hon. Jeremiah, With Jerry out of the
way, the meeting of the tectotulers busts.  This temper-
ance affuir is to Le the big event tomorrow: not so
much the fact that we've Killed it, as the way the deadly
pill has been deadt will haly the grave diggers and coffin
nailers,  The minute they halt they're lost,  Result,
The town of Okew will be filled with o mob of strangers
with nothin' to do but ga to your show. An' the town
folks will have the alternative of spendin’ the holiday
sittin’ on the parlor furniture or trailin® along with
the visitors. Tuake it from me, they'll trail!  An"there
you are! The eirens is packed, an' I'm on my way
successful, Now o we eat?” : ‘
Tack griabbed one of his arms, and T grabbed the other.
Like the Three Musketoers, or Taffy, the Laird, and
Little Billy, we pranced bick to the business eenter and
into the first lunchroom. MeCann dild the ordering
while Bimble sturted unraveling to me the conversi-
tional maze into which he hal wandered., The State
clevtion was about due, and for the first time in s
history the Prohibition Party loomed up as a factor,
Anvhow, it helld the halunce of power. Ezra Bimble
wiis in Okra as the special represontitive of E. Bimble,
Esq., and his job was to diseredit the Hon. Jeremiah
Regan, who had been imported fraom the East as the
champion temperanee windjammer of the age.
“Jereminh,” said the candy butch as soon as McCann

uis ridin® for a fall, He thinks he's provy
Everybody's got & principl
In real life Jerre's

and grapejuice factor,

could listen,
slick: but there's slicker.
trouble. Ezra Bimble is his,
salesmun for o Luke Erie claret ‘
Qort of works huth ends against the muldle. In
territory he sports a Black suit an’ string tie an’ spout
about the curse of drink, In wet regions he wears
checks and plays the claret right across the boor
An' drink! Say, Gents —yes, 'l have some ham. Lol
like leather, don't 117 An' pipe the phony \\'r;r-.-l
shire! I was just about to remark that whenit come o
two-handed drinkin® Jeremiah Regan has all other o
petitors lost ina clond of empty gi:csa:s: f"or the lust
twenty years he's spent all his vacations in Keeley cur
Fact. Since 1900 he's got his mail there, Calls it honn

“erry likes to talk- in public, [ mean. That's
where he lets his vanity get away with him. Right now
he ought to be in Sioux Falls sellin® the red paint Lis
firm calls claret; but along comes this temperance
meetin® with delegates from everywhere, an’ he fulls
for the grapejuice job of chief speaker.”

BI MBLE sailed into his lunch, MeCann and 1 e
changed glances.  MeCann was amused,  Per-
sonally T had no intention of taking part i an unknown
kind of rough work, even though it did turn the tde of
people and money toward Sam Harkins® areus. I had
no right to meddle in local politics, and was sure Juck
shiared my distrust of having anything to do with a
candy butch’s activities, despite the fact that this no-
torious street merchant had never been guilty of
any  great cvil so far as we were aware, Our
thoughts may have made a telepathic connection with
Bimble's; for suddenly he pushed back a half-eaten
slab of pie, carefully wiped his whiskers, and continued:

“] (don't blame you gents for not throwin' up vour
hats an' yellin® * Hoorah!* at the thought of mixin' up
with me in this ornery business. Fact is | don't want
you to mix. ['ll turn this trick single-handed an’ alone,
You can take advantage if you want to, or you can
leave it alone.  Here's all [ suggest, Gents: Have twen-
ty thousand dodgers printed sayin® that the temperance
an' undertakin’ confabs for tomorrow ‘reoff an'that the
Mighty Harkins Show'll give the usual two performi-
ances.  Then, when | proves to you that your Uncle
Ezra’s captured the Hon. Jerry's goat an® busted the
opposition shows, vou ¢'n smear the town with hanid-
balls an' take it easy till you gets to the next town.
Him an’ me has been fightin® £'r fifteen years. We hate
each other somethin' 'orrible,  Last time he got me,
Now 1 gets even 't all time.  Take it from me this
is Bimble's innings,

THAT was the last speech he delivered to us that day.
In the afternoon we saw him several times at a
distance, once in intimate conversation with the hotel
elerk. Whenever we spied him he wore his third-act
whiskers, and seemed tremendously busy.  All the press.
work for the Mighty Harkins Show had been finished,
and there seemed to be nothing for us to do but wut,
I say “us” not because MeCann wis connected with the
direns in any offivial capacity; for he wasn't.  He wus
simply stringing along with the outfit because he had
nothing else to occupy his attention, and beciuse he
liked to pal around with Sum and me. Stll, he was
ever ready to pitch in and help whenever there was any
helping needed, and he felt is keenly as did I the ridicu-
lous situation we were in.

Jack and [ dropped into the office of the local evening
paper, and during a story-swapping contest with the
editor-publisher disvovered that he was & prime mover
of the Wets, that he wishel the Hon. Jereminh Regan
anid all Kis followers strangled, and that he longed,
hankered, and achedyto perform some stunt that would
bring about a return to the Good Old Times when each
man was his own master and could enjoy a mug of
October ule without facing a term in the penitentiary,

It was then that | ordered the dodgers, 1t wasn't
necessary to divalpe Bimble's scheme—cespeaally as we
didn't krow it.  The Okra editor was willing to commt
anything up to murder.  He agreed to run his presses
all night if necessary,  He would furnish the boys to
scatter the handbills throughout. the town. He woulid
guarantee that every mun, woman, and child in Okra
got one within half an hour after 1 said the word.
Promise not to let any get out beforehand? Why, he
wonhl break the type and sit on the stack with a loaded
A5 inench lund! 8o | gave him the copy, a wad of ad-
mission tickets for the delivery bovs, and told him he
coull expect to hear from me about eléven o'clock the
next morning.

By this time it was getting along toward night. On
the way back to the hotel we passed the man whose job
it wus to light the village street lumps,  He was on the
Joh,

Okra is one of those towns where every evening the
village cutups smoke five-cent cigars and pick their
teeth in armchairs tilted against the front of the hotel.
While they smoke and pick the inhabitants of the town
parade past, affording a more or less constant panorama
and an easy, inespensive, and diverse cause for gossip.
The oceupant of one of these hotel chairs needn’t exer-
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