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"Say, Jerry, you must have good

stories enough up your sleeve to fit
out a fiction writer for a whole
year."

"It's a darned queer notion you fel-

lows get of a detective after reading
those sensational stories. You don't
get one of those blood-curdli- ex-

periences once in five years. If you
want to be thrilled you'd better stick
to the hair-raisi- imagination of
Mr. Conan Doyle."

"Oh, come on now, Jerry," cho-

rused the crowd. "You must have
one worth telling."

Three or four of the boys, includ-
ing Jerry Scott, a detective, were
smoking and lounging in front of the
fire on a rough, stormy night in my
bachelor apartment and we had been
telling jokes and reminiscences, all
but Scott, who as usual had been
simply an interested listener.

"Fire away Jerry! It's your turn!
Don't be a shirker!" were the vari-
ous demands that prodded Scott to
break his silence.

"I don't suppose," se said with a
deprecating smile, "you fellows ever
thought I had dramatic talent"

We all unanimously agreed that
we had not

"You never can tell by the looks,"
Scott continued, "just how far a frog
will jump. But I can modestly say
that on this particular occasion I was
a success, if not exactly a hit I'm
not going to tell you the real names
of the characters in the little play,
for reasons, but this is about the, way

' the cast stood : Gibbs call him loyd
Gibbs a good-lookin- g, d,

gentlemanly young fellow, clerk
in a bank, in a city not a hundred
milesfromhere. Mrs. Gibbs, his moth-
er, a rather plain little woman, quiet
mannered, and unmistakably a lady;
a bit in dress because
she had been too busy earning a liv

ing and getting her "son educated to
think much about herself, her hus-
band having died when the boy was
9 years old, leaving nothing but
debts.

Beulah Cody, about 20, pretty
and right up to date, all except the
painted cheeks and lips, Beulah hav-
ing some natural assets in that direc-
tion and too much good sense to
fake them if she hadn't." '

"Come off, Jerry!" shouted one of

"Too Bad, Isn't It?"

the boys. "How do you know she
didn't paint?"

"Well," hedged Jerry, "if she-wa- s

artistic enough to do it so's you
wouldn't know, I haven't any objec-
tions. It's those- - you can spot a block
off that gets my goat Well, anyhaw,
young Gibbs must have thought she
was the real thing, for he was that
far gone he was spending about all
his spare time and cash on the fas-
cinating Beulah. He hadn't such

amount of cash to spend, be- -
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