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CAVE CAJ>

r' WAS ten minutes pot eight when Tnbba
dodged into the office. Lie made a brilliant.if abortive, effort to get to his desk

vnobserved. As well might he hare hoped
to pluck the central sun of the universe
from its radiant sphere without attracting
Attention.
"Mr. Tubbs?" cackled the city editor.
"Yea, air." Tubbs made his way betweenrows of desks and faced the arbiter

f human destiny.
"You are late again. Mr. Tubbs. The

®en on this newspaper report at 8 o'clock."
"Y.yes sir, but "

"I don't care to hear anything about it,
Mr. Tubbs. If it happens again we ahali
dispense with your services."
No one would hare suspected, to bear

the city editor, that he had a certain ffttat
and far-off partiality for Tubbs' work. It
wss not. probably, that he cared two whoops
for Tubbs himself. As a mstter of fsct the
city editor was believed never to bare really
eared for anybody. He was not that kind

f a city editor.
Sometimes a daring member of the staff

would try to imagine tbe city editor in the
bosom of a family, bat it was always given
up as a hopeless job. There are limits even

to a newspaperman's imagination.
He had a reputation of having "fired"

more men than ail the other city editors in
New York combined, which, taking it by
and large, is an appalling thought.

In the mere matter of result* ha was reveredas the greatest city editof on earth;
at the same time it was as devoutly believedin the office that if he should walk
down the street and meet the Milk of
Human Kindness coming up be would look
t it just once and put it out of business.

1
II Was mis gcuriai ir^aiu ivt tuc v.v

ditor that prompted Brundage'a exquisite
bon mot. still revered through the length
and breadth of Park Row as a classic. One
morning: the city editor did not appear.
Later it developed that he was sick.
"Dear me.*' said Brundage, "I do hope

It's nothing trivial!*'
At that if the city editor had not esteemedTubbs* work beyond all measure

for this particular city editor, Tubbs would

long ago have been gathered to his reportorialfathers.

HE WAS known among his fellow serfs as

the late Mr. Tubbs. lie was the latest
man on the staff. Nobody else was ever as

late.nobody else dared to be. Bat then nobodyelse bad Tubbs' godlike fancy, that
could conjure any number of perfectly all

right eicnses out of the Tasty limbo of nothingwhatever. Only there was a yagoe
feeling that Tubbs was too good at It.
Which he was.

"Did yew try to lie to himT* asked
Froellch, the financial man, as Tabbs

kipped blithely back to hia desk and preparedto forget all that the city editor Haa

Mid.
Tubbs looked aggrieved.
"Didn't hear what he handed Tomsjy

Smith last week, did yon?" queried KroeHch."Tommy came oyer from States
.J v lata and mrm r+A fn
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T» nn time he called up from the 'Battery.This is Smith,' he raid. 'Anything
lor me?*

" 'Oh, It's Mr. Smith, Is It?' coos the
Old Msn. "Nothing going on in the courts

this morning, Mr. Smith ?
" «Not s thing, si»," says Tommy.
"That's strange,' says the Old Man.
" '8trange, sir?* says Tommy. "How

to yon mean, sir?"
" 'Well,' says the Old Man, *1 thought

you might hare a story about the flood. I
hear the tugs up there in the courtroom.'"

"Well. Smithy lasted, didn't he?" aemandedTubbs.
Froelich borrowed a cigarette.
"Oh, yes, he lasted, but how long is be

going to last? Tubbs, my son. Dame For-
» tune dotn not always wrar « a"*»«x.

One of these morniags you are going to tell
the Old Man just the lie he's looking lor.

C«Te ' anfro! Beware the dog!"
"Thanks awf'ly,'- nodded the cherubic

Tubba. "I guess his bark's worse than his
bite. Anyway, he's ainging. Listen!"

"It has been jast six months." mused
Froelich, "since I heard the Old Man sing.
Jacky Horner was the goat that day. 'Turn,
turn, turn,' hums the Old Man. juat like
he's doing now. 'Oh, Mr. Horner?.tee
tiddle-up.I don't beliere.toodle too-too.
we'll need you.tra la-la-la.any more.'
Forget it. Tubba. Forget it!"
And that was just what Tubbs did.
Whether it was that the clock didn't go

off next morning, or breakfast was late, or
he had to find somebody to borrow money
from, the fact remains that at 8:15 a.tu>.
Tubbs was ia the subway and still respectabledistance from the bridge.

"Holy Mik»!" be murmured, as his watch
and the station clocks confirmed his worst
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If I don't get busy I'm as food as fired. A:
my old friend Koko puta it practically,
ain fired; and if I am fired why not saj
so?"
He looked desperately at the adrertisini

signs. They brought no inspiration. II
would not answer even to shed his hat and
coat in the hall and stroll into the office
pretending to have been there all the time.
Something told him that at the fateful
hour of 8 the city editor had taken notice.
He reopened his morning newspaper and

his fiance fell upon the obituary noticea.
"Appropriate reading," he shuddered.

"Wonder if I'll be in there tomorrow?
'Died, at hia recent place of busineaa,
Thomas Tubba. Kindly omit flowers.' "
He read on.
"Hm! Here's a lu»*ky man right next

door to my house.Hernard Weevyl Stokes,
Esq. Buried this morning! Stokes, I could
weep for you. Morituri, Stokesy, te saiutamua.All around the mulberry bush!
Happy, happy Stokes! Nobody csn crtt
fire you any."
He stopped short. A colossal thought

began to tak« shspe.
"Oh, my aunt's est! Steady, Tubbs.

steady! Anyway, it's new! Ab-so-lute-ly
virginal! I'll bet it never was done before;
It's sn idea. A perfect, exquisite, apparentlyflawless idea. Tubbs, my boy,
now if we can only get away with it!"
He revolved it in his mind. He began

to smile. Seversl times he *mote his knee.
Finally he Isughed aloud.
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The city e

The express drew alongside of the bridge
station platform. Tabba did not get out.
On fh<» rnntrirv hf> lMn*d hnrk in hi* seat.
rode on past South Ferry and over to the
Broooklyn terminus. There he leisurely
took another train back. It appeared that
Thomas Tubba actually was trying to aee
how late he could be.

Instead of 8:10 it was 8:47 when Tubbs
entered the office, and, disregarding the
clammy atmosphere of sympathy that hung
about each desk at his appearance, walked to
the rostrum of the city editor. There was a

sadness in his step, as in that of one whom
unkind Fate had not passed lightly by.
Under hia arm he carried a morning newspaperthat waa folded open at the obituary
notices.
The city editor looked at Tubbs. Ordinarilywhen tha city editor did thst

Tubbs, even when most virtnoos, felt a little
uneasy at the pit of his stomach. This
morning, however, he only passed his hand
wearily across his eyes.
He did not waste any time.
"There was a man who lived next door

to me," he said; "be died. His name was
Stokes.Bernard Weeyyl Stokes. Here i»
the notice of his funeral this morning."
The old man didn't say anything.
"A strange thing happened," said Tnbbe.
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fARE THE E
B«tu|> aiklnc me to be one of the pallbeareri.notthat I knew Stokee, either.

that la. not very well. In (act, I think he '

must here had Tery few friend*." I
An added touch of aadneaa came iato hia '

rolee. i
"There wu nothing elee to do. elr. I '

felt, in common decency, that I could not
refuee. I am eorry. That, eir, ia why I am i

late." 1
nt Paused. T b t

" ? *di(or reached out «
hi" hand, looking at
Tubbs. Tubbs im .

<»
hin) the p a p r , l
reTwently indicating,

BMy hr the merest movementof ajrlefstrickenfinjer, the i

\ eaact spot when the «

news of the Grim «

Reaper'* friendless

<9fl| rictim might be found. t

The old man road «

Hmn the notie*. The i

silence in til* office
was p ro d 1 | I o n i,

Copy desk, re- t

"rite men and reporters *U Mt ,tl" an(1 I

awaited the verdict. Privately, they said ,

. Tiihhs could feel .

tnat Tubbs was a wona«. .

the atmosphere of sympathy behind him begin f

to warm with those radiations that are inspiredby admiration and respect. i

"Well, well!" The cit. editor was

strangely sympathetic. "A singular case, ,

» Mr. Tubbs.a ve-ry singular caae. Don't i
I yon think so?" t

f "Oh, very, airf,
"Y-e-a. In all this g-r-e-a-t city of New i

f York, with ita mil-lions and mil-liona of
t people, a poor devil dies, and with ao few
I friends that a neighbor, almost a stringer, ,

I believe you said, has to be called into <

ser-vice as a pallbearer! Write me a d
.I Kon * §

Starry worlds disintegrated into innumer- r
able fragments; cosmic force* were let loose a

for disaster; the unWerse reeled like a god t
drunk with wine. "S-«ir?"
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iitor was strangely sympathetic. "A singular e

"Won - der - ful story, Mr. Tubbs 1
G-r-e-a-t human-Interest story! I'll run.
It on the first page. Take all the space you
need.if you can't keep it la a column, take
a column and a half."
History tells of agonising moments that

try the hearta of brave men as they stand I
face to face with doom. Tubbs bad never e
cared for any of these people bvfire. Sud- «
denly be became twin soul to every one of a
them. ii

If the silence in the office bad been profound,now it was unspeakable. The unbappyTubbs turned toward his desk. His r1
throat was dry. His fingers were cold. a
What was he to do? To write the story
was suicide. To fail to write it.! No; he
was going to be obliced to writ* if Ha
saw that. He alio saw the procession of t!
indignant friends and relatives of the de- I
ceased Stokes. Who was Stoke*, anyway? h
Could the Stokes of his wretched story be
confused, poaaibly, with some other Stokes?
With a nam* like Weeryl? Oh, car**
Weeryl! Curse sll the Weeryls! 1
He sat down. He put I sheet of paper in *histypewriter. He looked at the paper, it «

waa fair and white, unsullied by the words a
that he, Thomas Tubba, waa (oing to write
thereupon. O innocent paper! O menda- d
cious words! O this! O that 1 O every

thiul
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"Get In *11 the details Mr. TuMw."
The city editor »»« beaming acroaa the

riata of de*k-top*. Hi* eipre**ion waa

poaitirely benignant. He apoke to AW*, the
lead ofllre boy, and presently a platter (
rambled egfa made ita appearance, *or

onndedby other matutinal riaada.
Nerer had Tubb* *een the city editor eat

Trembled rui so amiably. He began to
Dray thit the city editor woold choke.bat
ben one does not choke on acrambled eggs
xcept with high resolve.
The city editor bit iato a piece of tout

-the tout didn't choke him, cither. Then
le said:
"Mr. Tubbs, fire me that atory a parigraphat a time." »
Miserable Tubba! It waa the one thing

iceded to engulf him in the brimstone lake
>f bia own making. It was a peremptory
irder.
There waa no mora time for procrastinaion.It called for a awift hammering oat

>f phrases, the writing of every one of
vhieh filled him with speechless helpleaaicsa.With a frightful effort he tried to
sake himself believe that it was all true,
hat Stokes had lived and died and been
mried according tn his Isr* m iovons. now

to horrid, fancy. Anyway, perhapa tha
%ity editor would drop dead before tha story
jot into the paper.
He began figuring on a note to McArthnr,

ip in the composing room.
He looked around. A copy boy waa

itanding by the deak. Happily would Tubba
jaTe slain him where he stood. He tore
he first take out of the typewriter. A
moment he looked at it. then threw himlelfupon the kneea of the gods.
"Here!" he hissed.
The story grew. Paragraph by paragraphit went from Tubbs' delirious mahineto the city editor, thence to the copy

leak, where awe-stricken, ahirt-aleeved
laves jabbed in a comma or two, made a
ihrase here and there donbly mendacious,
nd tben went rocketing up tbe pneumatic
ubes to the composing room.
Between perferrid paragraphi be mank
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***, Mr. Tubbs, a very sing"uUr cast. Don

Opening the (Jh
Fair Exchange No Robbery

A N EXTKEMELT shrewd young man w*
^ cently tendered his resignation aa an

mploye in the packing department of a large
stabllshment in Kansas City, announcing
t the same time that he proposed to go
Jto business for himself with another youth.
"I am sure, air," he said f his old boss,

that this young fellow and I will make a

jceeaa of it. I win furnish the experience
nd he will provide the capital."
"How long do you expect that plan to

.creed?" asked the bos*.
"Oh, about a couple of years," answered

5e young man. "I figure that by that time
should h*T« the capital and the other fel>wtba experience."

Primitive Finance
N GEORGIA they tell of an old firmer.
who, in the wildcat banking daya, cane

> Milledgerille to aaa Robert Tootnba, who.
I ihe time, waa a itate bank director.
"Bob," aaid tba old farmer, "tba folki
own our way wanta mora money."
"I don't blame tbam,'* aaid Ifr. Toomba.
but bow are tkey going to gat it?"
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atad to writ* a haaty sot* to MaeArtkar
and «p»<l it apataira by a rrimciag boy: '

If there ia a apark of feeliaa m jour
dtaguatisc a> ul. keaa off Stokea pallbearerutory. I an dyia* by l>ch»a.
Hearen will reward you. and may we meet
ia i Happier land where there ars bo city
editor*. » TUBB8.

THE la«t of the thing cot into hi* blood. It
was the orginal agony story. He became

drunken with the magnificence of the lie. He
wept with Weery! Stokes' family. He be

atowedupon him a mother, a wife, an aged
uncle, a couain in the laat stages of tuberculosisand Ave children. He named the
children. He called (or a directory, opened
it at random, took the first firm name he
saw and gave Stokes a job. Orer *11 he
threw a cunning touch of mystery as to the
unfortunate Weeeyl'a antecedents. It takaa
a lot of words to make a column.
What did be care for retribution?
He pictured the stranger, suddenly sought

among the dty'a multitudes to pay honor
where the city itaelf, slao, ignored
burnt d soul.the city, ilMMttl, grs«dy,
abject before its fetish of gold, caring for
do one, dead to sympathy and lore and erea
feeling, hurrying, pursuing, making merry,
with no time for tboes who died.
"Wow!" he whispered. "Thst's good!"
He dispatched a second aote to MacArthur:

How about blowing us all up with
dynamite? No time to attend to It myself,but would welcome chsnge. Oh, doctor,
csn't you do snrthing? Tl'BBS.
At last the story was finished. The flnsl

take had wailed ita way up the tube. Tubbs
was limp. Kindly heaven, what next?

It was a messsge from the composing
room

^neer up. The worst is jet to come.
Send up cyanide for operators.

MaeARTHTTR.
Presently the city editions arrived. Tba

Old Man got his first. He alwaja did. Perhapsit Taan't in? Perhaps the Old Mas
had forgotten it? Things had been happening.asociety murder orer in Brooklyn, a

couple of good automobile smash -upa, a

police exposure.
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I joa think ©?"

iestnut Bur: Hunt
"Stomp it," Mid the farmer.
"Well," said Toombs, "if we stamp it,

how are we going to redeem it?"
"Well,** Bob," the farmer explained,

"the folks down our way it agin redemption."
Applied Science

VT1S8 PEKKINS, tt» bundu-K&Ml
MBUUCr, PWDH UTIBI UkUl TV UiH

Dona Among her pupils, is alio a triad of
bU mother. Om daj, whilt calling on ths
mother, Miu Perkins asked why William
bad not attended Sunday school lor serersi
weeks.

>
Much to her astonishment, the soothsr .

replied coldly: "I bar* kept him away from
yonr clsss. Miss Perkins, baeanss be Isarns
wicked thine* ttors."
"Wicked!" gaapod Miss Perkins, "Wbr

wbaterer do yon mean?"
"Well,'' explained Mrs. Dona. "The last

time Willie vent to Bandar school you
taufht him that we are made of dnst. When
he earns horns be nearly fricbtened the life
oat of his father and myself by trying to
draw his bahr sister iato the nmm
ctsaaarl"

' Stuart MacLean
\ 4

No; it wu net thara!
Thai* waa a roar froaa (ha M

dty editor itibM hi> tclephoa* tro« tka
book and demanded to be gi*en tk* «

poaiacroom.
"MarArthur. where'* th«t »tory? !* Ithatf-r-ea-t hnmaa latere* atory.M*.

Tnbbe' etery? I vaat that on the toet »**
What? I don't can what happened* 1.
.-A Al a. 1

Beneficent prondewe! it «
reapite until a quarter of M<, the h«*

of the Beit edition.bat what a reapite!
Tubba became a living, breathing. angulahed
Damoclea. He decided to aaaak apetalrt and
offer to bribe MarArthur with week'a
nalary.provided he got any week anlary.
bat the city editor canght hla, called hka
back, entered lata a heart reading daeneaionof the name Weeryl and told hla to
look it op in Burka'a Peerage aad the Almanach di Gotha.
Ha anatbeaafiaad the city editor, aad

did aa he waa told, dripping perapiraoaa
ob every royal hcroee of Earope.

After that the city editor pat the rihM
en him.let him ait there and do nothing.
Other men rnahed to the talepbaaaa. ran « <
of the oBce. clipped rieal column! fererUkt*Mnla U »W- i

umner C*u tor ToMa. The Old Mu look*4
at him benignantly.

'You're not looking weU, Mr. Tubba," he
chirped. 'I'd itnM the day bu baas
rather trying for too."
Tubba gulped.
"And. by tbe way. Mr. Tobba, tf yo«

are thinking of changing your rifcaa "

The telephone rang. Use Old Man pot tka
rcrcWer to his ear and listened Tbea ha
pot it don again.
"A calamity baa owrltta oor great ic

man interest story. Mr. Tubbe," be said
regretfully "Somebody dropped the metal
on the floor. It'a pied."
Be looked at Tubbe; Tubbe looked at hia.

Tubba understood. Be knew wen amrk

quest of news, orw».got Tubbs The boilin*tide pawed bias by; «Pl't. and left hla
stranded on a lonely rock where be had only
the satiafartion of contemplatiaf tba
wretebedneas of hia own lot.
By thia time the o«ee had befnn to think

that it ma fanny. Brondsje handed hlai
the first typewritten pa»* of a apodal story
beaded "Palls I Hare Borne," and Cartwright.ont In the art roots, aent In a deliriouslybomoroua cartoon. A troop ot
rhortlora moved near hia desk and chanted
in a staje whisper:

"Pl«"e. can 700 tell u« H the joke'sOn Tommy Tubba or Weeeyl StokeaT*
Tubbs invited tbem to gc to a tar country,

but they wonldn't.
It was half paat twelve when there cana

bow quickly tb« lines of typ* could b» r»>
inufil

"Think you, tif," Mid Tabba.
Tki fuintnt ucpicioa of «U* cam*

into tb» city oditor'i Ue*.
"I wouldn't l«t it bippa afslm. Ml.

Tabbt." k« raccratcd.
"No. «lr," braatbed Tubba. "I wwi wO.

dr." Aid k« will did.
Tn>«. tb* old nu Orod Tubba viz niHi

liter, bat it ni fur om*thiB( atirtly different.
i < T m

ting ior Laughs
A Hopeless Case

A VANCOUVER mu talk al a aea eviltain who, uborc, »ihi kk iona a
that city, and who had loaned ana M
money to a neighbor. The latter, after tke
loan was a year or two old, made ac effort
to pay It.
Now the captain began to look apoa the

debt a bad one indeed. Ob «m oer*lion,however, upon hie retvm from a voyage,be heard of a debt collector noted tor
hta ability to extract money from rock 4elin«nent».Accordingly, the captain called
upon this collector and adeiaad hla of the
rlfwiHufnr.

If," «*iil the .Upper. "you cm eolloe*
that debt, 111 (In 700 balf of It."
The eoDaetar proaaiaad that Om thtaf

would be dont Tk« captain afiad away
ea another Toraf*. and. oa hi* lataia,
aoofbt eat tb* eolleetor afaia. "Amy ncrea*with that Mil" be aah*d.

"Wall," aaid tbt collector, "I btna l
colleetad tb* wbol* of it; but I did eaUeet
my half. H* haan't paid m* a cant Aua.
I heap after bin, hat tt'a jut u roa aaid
when 70a l»n a»* tba hOl.ha haaa't aaj
coaaciasce abaot it."

*


