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A Cand!e fo Frank
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By Samuel A. B. Frommer.
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“Who Are You?” Cried the Dime (Price 5 Cents) Novel.
the Hardy Young Stranger;
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the Other Turned Deadly Pale (by Comparison), for the
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and thunder in jon. No hoy has time

enouph to study nickel novels in order to learn

the rules of questing for treasure, One good

movie drama ecan teach him these rules; and
it ean tench him besides the whole art of
barroom fighting as practised by a hero in
the Wild West.

Why merely read about it when you can
SEE how it's done?

I remember reading a nickel novel in which

hurled the hero to the floor and

the wviliain
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he was about to poke into the hero's heart.
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By THOMAS T. HOYNE

pen %n California in his life. He had run novels in our
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Those «f us who read nicke
bovhood cannot contemplate the wane in their
popularity without a feeling of sadness. A
sentimental depression sweeps over us similar
to that which
they saw the oldtime se

ually driven out of business

away from his
strange design
his jackknife.

Could there he any more dreadful evidence
f the deeline of the nickel novel than this?

ang! Bang! By Heavens there IS more
freadful evidence still!

Frank Merrivale, Diamond Dick and a host
of other heroes have been wiped out by the
relentless movies, Se¢ores of Boy Avengers,
Boy Terrors of the Pluins and Boy Detectives
have dropped in their tracks!

The weekly output of nickel novela, which
used to be measured in tons, has dwindled un-
til to-day there are only ecight publications in
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Frank Tousey! What a name for a puh-
lisher of nickel novels!

By the very irony of fate such gaod names
as Beadle's, which reeks with the atmosphore
of gloomy crags, precipices, slouch hats, spurs,
many-caped coats, holsters and wild
have passed out of existence and there remain
only Frank Tousey!

As a boy 1 never knew how '
this deadly flat name. Was it Toosie? | feared
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falo Bill!™ “Young Wild West!" These are that suggested anvthing but the stern,
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stories of wild adventure for boy readers.
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Rende stor

Iays, Thia last cover hur

uncertainty

HOW TO MAKE MONEY - - By Robert J. Wildhack

WiLDMACHK

X—BE A WAITER.

There's one way of making money that has not vet been depicted;
A concession as a waiter is the only thing vou need.

If the patrons do not tip you they’ll be jolly well evicted,
All you have to be is present when they settle for their feed,

1=You (for example).
2—Money,

“Who Am I?” Repeated
‘I Am the Blood-and-Thunder Movie!” Whereat
Game Was Up.

ciation weighed upon my mind like the mem-
ory of an evil deed.
“Some day,” I used to say to mysel “1

shall clear up this mystery. | shall go
rreat city of New York and track this pub.
isher to his lair. At the point of my trusty
Winchester, if necessary, 1 shal)l make him dig
gorge the secret-—shall make him tell me how

his name ig pronounced.”

Years rolled by, but the mystery remmained
unsolved. The name of Frank Tousey lay
at the back of my mind in its tascinating un-
certainty, Other names found a place bheside
it—Hedda Gabler, Eva Tanguay, Bertha Ka-
liech—but none could jump the claim of Tousey,

Then, at last, Rapidly T un-
ravelled the mystery.

I got a clew,

neg house of Frank
street and fired my

publish
third
Harry E. Wolff, presi-

I went to the
.

i, Twen

mestion pointblank.
dent of Frank Tousey, Publisher, answered
me. Tousey is pronounced so that the firat

syllable rhymes with “now."

Discovered at last!
“We arc practically

the five-cent novel fleld,”

the only publishers left
said Mr., Wolff.
but we pub.-

“Street & Smith still publish one,

ish all the rest."

Mr, Wolff invited me into his private of-
fice and sent for his editar-in-chief,

“He can tell you all you want to know about
nickel novel heroes,” said Mr. Wolff, when the
editor joined us,

“What has become of
I asked.

“I, myself, wrote the Frank Reade stories”

old Frank Reade?”

replied the edito

“What! You're
Reade, Frank Reade,

“The same!”

I sank back aghast. Here was the very man
who had written dozens of stories that [ had
read as o boy under most thrilling ecircum-
stances. I had read them in school; I had
read them in bed in the dead of night by a can-
dle flame that tremb
ring of the .nr in ny rlr.m;:L ¥ room.

“Your name!" I eried. “Tell me your name!
1 shall bestow on you a fame worth more than
the wealth of the well known Incas.”

He sadly shook his head.

“Enough,” said he, “that 1 have been able
to bring up a family and buy a home, and that
drive mrv own car on the proceeds of
Do not desecrate my
Wazoning my name in the Hall of

The Tribune. [

not the creator of Frank
Jr., Barney and Pomp!”

led at every strange stir-

now |

those stories, privacy by

care naught for gl
its r*‘.‘u! neclaims, Let me go down in litera-
ture unsung by gny apellation save the nom
de guerre {er which [ wrote those stories

NONAME!"

“Sh be it, Noname!"™ said I sheathing my
pencil.

But what Noname
with hiz most sllous  inve
The story of a Steanr Man
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chance has now, even

marve
irawing a bullet-
amid raging
mpared to SEE

proof ca
edskins is milk-und-water ¢
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1 villains dash
over & 500 foot embankment into pounding,

nousine crowded

storm-rent Seas.

And, besides, in my day when boys read
nick : they had to do it in secret. If
ey were caught, they caught it. Many a
thrilling story of sdventure begun in secret

pleasure ended in a public knouting, with Pa
playing the Grand Duke and his wayward
boy enacting the Russian peasantry.

But nowadavs does the boy have to get hie

d and thunder in secret!

Not on your life!

Pa lik:s blood and thunder, too. So does
Ma. So do the other members of the family.
They like blood and thunder; they all admit
¢ like blood and thunder; and they all
blood and thunder at the

that th
go together
Maovies,

to get
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MAGIC,

(By Fdward J. O'Brien, in “The Trimmed Lamp =

I ran into the sunset light
As hard an [ could run;

The treetops howed
As if they loved the aun
And all the songs of (i1t

in sheer delight

e hirds

Whao laughed snd cried in siiver wardy
Were joined as they were one
And down the streaming gelden sky

A Iark camae circling with a ery
Of wonder-weaving J¢

And all the arch of heaven ran
Where meadowlands of dreamin

As when | was & hoy

And through the ringing soli‘ude
In pulsing lovely am
A mist hung In & shroud

As though tha light of lonelinesy
Turned pure delight ta neds
And bathed It in a cloud

I stripped my laugh
And plunged into ths \
That washed me like & sea,
And raced against its gileer tide
That stroked my eager gla
And made my spirit froe

Across the limita of the land

The wind and I swept “and in kard
Beyond the golden glow

Wa danced across the acear

Like thrushes singing
A song of long ago.

n tha ra

And on Into the silver night

We strove to win the race w light
And bring the vigion home
And bring the wonder home again

U'nto the sleeping eyes of men
Across the singing foam

And down the river of the world
Nur glowing limba in glory swirled
As spring within a flower,

And stars in musie of delight
Streamed gayly down our shoulders white

Like petals in a shower.

wonder ran
the clan

And tears of awful
Adown my cheeks to hear
0f beauty chaunting white
The prayer too deep for
(i sight of man,
(r musie over forest heard

or winging bire

At falling of the night

And dropping slowly as the dew
On grasses that the winds renew
In urge of flooding fire,

And softly ns the hushing bough

dawn aronuss
morning's quire,

The gentla airs of
To cradle
The murmur of the singing leaves
Around the secret Flame,

Like mating swallows ‘neath ths eaves

In rustling silence came
And flowing throtugh
in a prayer

the =ilent a

Creation flutte

Deseending on u =piral stair,

And ealling me by name.
It neatled in my dreaming eyes
Like heaven in a lake,

And softened hope into surprise
For very beauty’s :
And silet amed inta marn

Whose fragrant rosy-breasted dawn

Could senrcely bear to break

1 aang into the mornin

As loud asa 1 coul
The treetons bow
Before a slanting wing,

And all the songa aof little hirds

Who laughed and eried in silver wards
Adored the Risen Spring
THE SOLDIER'S SPRING

Juite wariike,

nd |5 maras like
k ". winds that piercs;
With James for foe ;,. d al! the meadaws mired
1 feel in eoncord with the wildest plan,
And grue ||;n no efart that may be roquired
I'o entllude the man.

But now, how hard, when Spring (s active,
utter anything but purrs,
With all the hillside so attractive,

How ean one concentrate on “spurs™?

And, oh, | sympathize with that young scout
Whom anxious { sent forth te the foe.
But he came buck and eried, “The ltlac's oot

And that is all [ know
They ask me things about my picket,
And whether I'm in touch with whem;
I want to lin in vonder thicket,
I only wish to touch thes bloom;
And when me r flunks
And say the » alr,
I hear the m

tute at

1 wish that | was th
When we extend grim rows,
I want to go » wander frees;
I deviate to pluc )1 ,
| F'.I;,' behi 4 - bes;
Nor have the heart to keepn the men In line
When some nave lingered where the aquires
leap,
And some are by !

And

A'-in.k.a.m led w

I'hat,
l-‘nn Age
£ n rs
“lg 1a early May
Is are almost old
| cannot say
In fact, it leaves me cold.”

I do not think the enemy

e (Chorsonness
@ OF Vanomy
s whispersd Peace
1 the ypress dim

effes

Ha « t have had a soul

Punch.

INDECISIVE TERCETS.

You who pluck forhidden fruit,
You who .'\ the primross route
Rnow yvour sins will find you out.

He who never has been awed
iy by devil, man or god,
Now lies prone upon the sod.
She who threw her troubles o¥
With a smile no more ean laugh
At the wittiest paragraph!

I, the geninlest of men,

Fi :""tlvtrr'r,'. agaln
That the world is full of paini
Everybody, bean or boor,

Finds the fate ls dull and d
Finds that living soon

SUT =
turna souri

wo the woe, the anguish keen,
Thinking of what might have heem,

Ain't this English tongue a sin?)

—Ted Robinson, in the Cleveland Plaln Dealen

ur, “Thanka

ards staie,



