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EM TIBBETTS C

S, Martha, I should be a happy
fe today, despite my 50 years
arried life, if Aretus Hope-

¢ would quit -meddling

1ks' affairs and ‘trying to
s L.ove a duck, Mar-
when that man can’'t stir up

ible to settle in any other way he'll

letters to the editor of the
on and sign 'em Nux Vom-
bonobocis, and such lke

en names. And yet, if it hadn’t
en- for one of his crusades, as he
nuel Tibbetts wouldn't be
ppy married man today, with three
provide for. A. H. Carr is a natu-

rn matchmaker, you know, and

1ys argues that as men were cre-
§: cd to mafry, the guicker they git
Ynarried the sooner they'll git used to
t And what from his letter writing
crusading Lem got his wife,
I know, Mun‘:a. that you know how
A. H. Carr's last crusade had to do
 town m -e""g and Lem’s election
1 1an, but you don't know
true inwardness of it all-—-no omne
but A. Hopefu]l Carr—so, I'll tell

1s H. wrote a stinging letter to

arion, complaining of bossism In
town. I never knew we had any
ssism here, being a farming <com-
largely; but ‘Aretus H. C. sald

a town was reeking -with it. I only
that most of the men were born

\ except old Orlando Whit-
being -sotin his ways, walks
{1#g every election to.cast a
rati ;ote for General McClellan.
I read “A. H. Carr’'s latest in the
it t know he wrote it. It
{ Invincible Defender.”
Who is-he?’ I asked, not suspecting
Mr. Carr,~as he usually gits his sign-

mes. from the bac‘( of the dic-

jifty, and jost-
firmer posi-
e you going
ha, I spoks
e man. At
narried the St.
spmé Tare nervous
uneasy to save

jefenc your hearth
' he' replied, speak-

no hearths ° ‘since we
e. fireplaces,” I suspi-

v,”- he frowned.
y a déathblow to

i about to sound the .,

1- am about to ti€
ins by naming the
yetman 6f this place.”
apped  the paper. before my

Mariha, I-sighed to think we
1y -péace and quiet but
) ‘be took with intellec-
as I .call it, and break
ve I asked who his
he :said he hadn't
bélieved in writ-
and then living

n't “know who'll run

asked in disgust;

r .if e-wiil be a conspirator, 'my
is that he beat the rest

at's.-only a detail,” he ‘smirked.
t be .finished before the
I'll pick my candidate

You'll pick him.now,” I observed,
tending he shouldn’t select some one
o wouid make him the laffing stock
the - whole .nieigh hl)rhof)d. “I must

s" name at once.
He. frowred and bit his thumb, but
had ‘on ‘my steél specs. If I'd had
gold.ones he'd ’a’ defled me.
nd the steel ones I'm adamite

e knmew’ it.
thinking ef Lemuel Tib-
e ‘admifted.

in't lived here but a very short

gloemily reminded.
love with a Porterville girl
the $300 a year salary to
Aretus,

a, I must almit that A.
1der hearted man and my

palps when he speaks
youth: and love and says, “Remem-
n I was soft headed and
band. of couraige on your

So I smoethed qut imy apron and
galld, “Lemuel Tibbetts it is then, If
put~it on them grounds.*
ut.dod rot his name,” groaned A.
Hopeful, to quote_him:ad ljtem, Mar-

tna

Why?”’ 1:gasped.

- candidate has got to have a short
he- cheepishly explained. “My
~heme—I'11° confess I have one—de-
pends on the candidate’s name being

short,Y .

Blessed land of sin, Martha! His
words stfuck me in a heap. I was
»fraid Aretus ‘Hopeful C, had been be-

lleving- in signs, or sending a lock of

air away to some fortune teller,
:¢ing his band read. “Mr. Carr,”
eman.Jed—and nervous in the speak-
ng 111 warrant you, Martha—"you

aint been cutting cards, or studying
the tea cup, have you?”

[ aint,” he chuckled, pleased to see
me worried. “I'm simply planning to

conquer the demon bossism and to git
the pure eagle of liberty to screaming
over this town. I had planfied on Tib-
betts, and still I can’t sacrifice our
liverty on the altar of sympathy. I
feel for Tibbetts, but dinged if I can
see that I can reach him.'s

“It's better if you can't,” I agreed.

LESTIAL C

‘n—xsm “THAST
DIDNT LAFE TRIED

*2‘0 <FOMOR. HIM.

“He aint known here very well and
you'd better put some one up, who at
least will git two votes. So far as
nmames go Lem Tibbetts is short
enough-—"

“Hooray!” he gently cried, raising a
finger for silence while he rassled in
thought. “Lem Tibbetts! Yep; that's
short enough and will fit What a
fool I was to think only of Lemuel
Tibbetts, which is two syllables
longer.”

But bless you, Martha! beg as I
would, he would explain nothing more,
If Aretus H. Carr had lived a few hun-
dred years back he'd have made a col-
lection of all the thrones of Hurope.

Now, Martha, some of what I am
about to tell I witnessed and heard
with my own naked eyes, and some
Aretus told me when in a meller an’
confidential mood.

As A. Is always uneasy in hours of
scheming he rushed off and teld Lemuel
to be prepared to run for office. Of
course Lemuel was tickled to death,
only he didn’t know which way to run.
“I'll fix that. It's only a detail,” sall
Aretus H. C. :

His idea of fixing It was to go to
Deacon Witham's store and announce
as how Lemuel was to be the next
s’lectman. For the first time in 20
vears, Martha, Deacon Witham counted
a crate of eggs without finding one
missing, so great was his surprise.
Then after the numb feeling wore off,
the loungers began to laff and even
Parson Durgin joined in.

“You'll all vote for him, I know,”
sald A. H. Carr, backing to the door.
When he got home his face was
creased with new lines of setness and
his mouth was drawn dJdown till his
chin looked islandy despite his whis-
kers. One reason why he was vexed
was because Roliins badgered him to
bet a quarter’s worth of Witham’s best
seegars that Lem wouldn’t git more’n
two vptes,

“He knew that as a Christian man
yvou couldn’'t gamble,” I soothed,

Y1 offered him odds and he backed
down because the parson was there
and he wants the church vote,” gloom-
ily replied Aretus, much to my sorrow.

Well, Martha,the following week was
a trying one for both of us, for Aretus
H. Carr was the town’s talk with near-
ly every ene making fun of him. Them
that didn't laff tried to humor him,
thinking he was crazy.

Minerva Porter’s aunt made him herb
tea and tried to coax him to Jdrink it
by using baby talk. Then the fish ped-
dler told Mel White that they was go-
ing to hold special services at the
Pugger schoolhouse and pray for him.
All this stirred him mightily, but it
wasn't nothing to when he discovered
that Lemuel was ashamed to be seen
with him. When it come to us that
Lem told Witham he never intended
to run till Aretus urged him and didn't
want felks to blame him for being
shoved into the race by A. H. C., Are-
tus said if it wasn’t for innocent
womanhood waiting to git married
he'd see Lemuel hung be!ore he'd stir
a hand to help him. -

And Rollins sald, “You nlnt runlun‘. ;

‘he answered: “I don't

Lemuel. You aint in any race. You
aint even slipped your halter yet and
got into a walk.”

Then Mel White, drat him! asked,

“Where’s your trainer” keeping hlsselt
these days?”

This was meant for sarcasm, as Ar&
tus had just left town and some folks
believed he’d skun out and left Lem-
uel to battie alone.

But I knew better, although he
wouldn't tell me where he was going,
except as he promised not to go to
any theater shows.. But I knew he had
a purpose; I knew there were some
mighty bright plans floating around
in,that queer shaped skull ‘of his,

And thus, Martha, the neighbors
laughed and asked me questions as
to where Aretus Hopeful C. had gone,
and I kept my temper only* by degrees.
Then about 10 days before town meet-

ing A. Hopeful returned home in tha-

dead of night. Lawd love us, Martha!
but wasn't I glad to see that pesky
critter! The minute I -heard the hoss
in the yard 1 grabbed a la.ntern and
rushed forth.

“Abigail, go back immediately and
to once,”” was his' welcoming words.
And when Mr., C. speaks in that tone
of voice I usually humor him and" let
him have his own way.

“Vote for Lem Tibbetts,” I heard
some one confidentially growl as I
closed the kitchen door.

“Bully for you,” snickered Aretun.
And I knew he had got one vote for
Lemuel, but how I couldn’t imagine.

When he came into the house he kept

laughing softly, but refused to tell me,

who was with him- in the yard. “T'nl
have more voters seeing the  blessed
light of truth ifiside o‘t 24 hours,” he
added.

I recalled his words next eve!ﬂns--‘

when we heard a groaning noise at our

front door, and on going out: found
Parson Durgin lying earthward. - We.
pulled him to his feet and Bot him_

inside,

“Has-—has Lemuel Tibbetts any'u

hidden strength?’ he whispered, sink-
ing into a rocker. “Is there a secret
political undercurrent flowing his-way?
Is there a silent protest being-

against Mr. Rollins’ re-election?”.

“Why do you ask?” inquired 'A.“C..

twisting his whiskers over his mouth. -

“How did you come to um'-
humaner question.. s

The _parson sighed auml like'
explained: *“While walKing~ ;lpn
evening I hear several men say,’ “Votb

for Lem Tihbetts.' There . was a s

deadly sameness in their voices'
impressed me as being. mmt,br Mr. "
Tibbetts. Else it was the pass word
of some secret. society. I m
nervous and agita and ln
up your path caught my toe a
“Who were theﬁneﬂ"" chwm
The parson’'s face, ol |
awfully troubléed—some “would
said wild—and his voice

ornie man was on the roo

1 heard hlm epn and. m
answered the second
Deacon Wmum‘r house.”
“Strange!” mumbled

mnw'
f 5

——

I

secret society is using the garret of
the church?”

~*“Mebbe,”” muttered "my husband.
“You might go up and investigate,
parson.”

But the parson refused violently, and
then I suggested that Deacon Witham
ought to be notified if w=any secret
soclety was prowling around in his
second story.

“I'Hl drop in and tell him,” shivered
the parson; and. despite his religion,
Martha, he was scared.

Well, 1'lit him to the door, Martha,
and, belleve me, my hair stood on end,
false ‘and ‘all, when a hoarse volce
-near by ¢ried out, ‘“Vote for Tibbetts.”
I" nearly ‘dropped the lamp

“There. it is again,” whispered the
parson “in - a’ chatteﬂns volce. “It
sounds like a commnnd And he drew
back. !

“It is'a command,” groaned E. Hope-
24l ‘from bohhd .me. “Can you see
him?”

“He's" up ‘in 'a trees,” I whllpered
Judglng by ‘the sound.

“Oh, blessings of peace and sin!"
babbled tho parson. “He's up in a bal-
loon.” g-;m as I sit hére, Martha,
thére ung out them fatal words from
on high, “Vote for Lem“Tibbetts.”

Aretus aqvl”d the parson to say

nothing about'the matter, but next day
the whole village seemed to kndw

about’ it, there belng .several besides.
‘and; the ps‘i‘lon who claimed to.

us
have heard the

‘celestial volces.  Some

others bello'qd some one had been
using one of the college contraptions
they call a_me phone' while the Bedan
boy, being a di e novel individual, sajd

it was'a n in an airship.and, what's-

‘more, he had n the ship. I held my
top__gn in. vbub but ‘Tl warrant you,
detore " Ana L esinc

re. An earn
ﬂi 14 only. smirk and

"pmei" Hen very
wa mystery .on_his

vel, ll lt ‘were, -

’z‘,u¢ was. his
the.

and his neighbor sauntered over to the
candy countesy until
about reminded me of an old time
Fast as a man was
forced into a position near the door he
would melt away, as it were.
was ashamed to see. Aretus Hopeful
Carr a-carrying on as if he was scared
worsen any one.

gitting tired of these danged
yarns, it sneered Edgar Rollins, but. his
voice was faintlike, Martha.

“If you can find out who stsrted all.

this rumpus you can have the law on
'em,” spoke up Mel White, crowding by
Orlando Whitten tc. git to the stove.
,” hurriedly says Rollins, “I have
no hard feelings against anybody or
And he looked at the door
an@ spoke in a loud voice.

“Well, it’s your funer;
sald old man Cookson, tonowlng Mel

square  dance.

1, not.our'n,”

“We all have our troubles and that is
his,” sighed a man on. the soapbax.

‘“It ain’t. my trouble,”
His tone was very angry and yet sort
“I ain’'t got no kith
nor kin with voices what yelp from the
clouds. I'll be danged—"

*Hush!”’ hoarsely cried the deacon,
backing behind
“what's that?”

“What's what?” vhupered the pzr-

cried Edgar.

of quivery like.

“1 don t hear nothing,” muttered Are-
wandering in my direction. Pk
ebbe it's the wind,” gulped . Mel
“Anyway, it don’t Concern me,;
thank the Lawd!” X
“* “Nor me,” sniveled old man Ooohon.
“I don’'t evén expect to vote this year.
Shows how much I'm lnterelted In pol!-~

sald it was the work of a ventriloquist; -

"It certainly ain't nothlu to np.
even if voices do ring
I ain’t in politics,”™ deehrod

Orlando Wmtten

‘" “Wish you wouldn't always ho un:-

ing about politics,” groaned tha deacon.
_ “The parson and me ain’t interested
and I'm gitting sick of' ha.vin‘mw l}m
‘used for a debating soctety. Hark!”
-and, Martha, he was a picter

s he held a hand to his ear d!ﬁm
ha.‘lz over the coupter._ >
nything?" stuttered Q;l
t I heard a moaning

a creeping, slinking sort qt :
; choked the deacon. ‘And, m
' began to git on my nerves and I shud
. ,’dored as 1 see them men hll W

e S

after he pluckod“

“xr -.u pollticlcnl was to
‘store you probably wo\mln’t’
" ing unpleasant or
‘mured Aretus, -wal

refuse to run for office? I don’'t want no
dod rotted, measly—"

“Hark!” cried A. H. Carr, raising a
*hand.

And, horrors, Martha! somewhere
outside ‘there rose a long, shrill bleat.
Love-a duck, Martha! if it hadn’'t been
for the cracker barrel I should have
flung myself on Aretus’ bosom. I knew
he was behind the mystery in some
way, but it was too creepy and shivery
Just the samie. Besides, that long drawn
out cry puzzled him, I could see by the
startled expression on his face. Old
man Cookson sald it sounded like the
ascreech of an Injun devil, while the
deacon behind the counter, I noticed,
began weighing out an ax handle.

“It's the wind,” faltered. the parson.

‘“No! no!” - choked Edgar Rollins.
“It’s the cuss that’s hanging over me
for. , gitting the deacon to agree to
throw me the church vote if. I would
see he furnished all the supplies for
the poorfarm,” and he half staggered,
half run’ ta the counter and crowded
in beside the deacon. .

“Oh, Lawd! -It’s coming nearer,”
gasped . Mel White, racing for the
counter. “Ed Rollins, if you're a. man
leave this store. It's you that it's in-
terested in.” :

“I'd rather be a stalled ox in the
house 'of the righteous than to hold
any' office in the tents .of the wicked,”
bleated Edgar, but no one seemed to
hear him.  Every éye was strained in
watching the open doo }- where a black
patch of night would/soon be livened
up by the mysterious Something, every-
body believed. Every mouth sagged
open about two inches, and every man
behind the counter—all being there. by
this time—leaned forward as if to be
the first to discover the yveller,

Now the hooting was very close and
1°'got more nervous when I see Aretus
H. Carr fondle his brow in perplexity
and reach for a two pound weight.
Then, Martha, thére was one prolonged
scream and - every man ducked from
sight behind the counter, leaving the
store empty—and I sank behind the
‘cracker - barrel until only my head
showed.

And, land of - everlasting sorrow,
Martha, what d'ye. s'pose it was? It
was 'Lemue! Tibbetts, who had been
making the noise; when he struck the
door he was revolvin‘ itke a hoopsnake
and at first I' thought he was a run-
away serpent. When he straightened
out, I saw, his .face was aching with
terror and he let out another yelp that
made the row of heads on.the counter
vanish - like .grain, before: the. reaper.
'But he cgught a g‘umpse ‘of them, and
with a smothered cry of joy bounded
over the counter and into their midst.
“Keep back!” commanded Deacon

~Witham,, “Koep your distance, till you

exphfn what you mean by disturbing
our. mvm conversation.”
“And. '.converuuon what was making

Lyou our  unanimous cholce for head

x.'lactm;n.” Joudly cried Edgar Rollins,

“It-—it chased me!” panted Lemuel,
not gee th to hear what they wag
n.yint. bat ;nug;lln: up closer to the

‘men.

"Chiaod ye?" dully repeated old man

' Cookson, slowly drawing out his jack-
‘Knife. “And, fellers, he's come Jhero

and \ott the door open.”:

“Go_out!" Go ~away!” stuttered the
‘deacon.’ "

“Go your way ln gence and-—c]ou the

. door,” said the parson

nel uid that. mcardins to re-
was all brothers and that
bolmq} -£o_his lodge.
4 noini t ::n 'Lho wound up. ";t
o g0 rather be go

; ‘imwt

thm in ‘the road.”
;h‘i might ‘you opine was

A
I'sh Pls o e cloaod

iho‘ld say it was Il! -2 flying |
the ears of a man eatin
v'md Lcuud. “Tt— fi

“The voices smacked
wmm u:e patson,

we wish to say you are choice of all of
us for head s'lectman. Be I right,
brother?”

“You be,” heartily cried Edgar.

“I ain’t,” roared Lemuel, smiting his
hands together. “I'm clinging to. the
old wreck of Zion. I'm a ehurch mem-
ber. My heart ain’'t in earthly things.
I won't run. I'm not going to be chased
all over the country by flying devils
a-yelling out my name as common as if
I was a tooth powder!”

“Lemuel,” kindly but firmly explained
the deason, ‘it's too late for you to
back out. We have accepted you. It
seems—ahem—that if not a super-
natural, at least a derned unusual
power wants yvou elected. What that
power is don’t concern any of us, as
none of us are in polities.”

“We'are out of politics, except as we
vote for' Neighbor Lem,” declared Rol-
lins.

“No friend of mine will vote for me,”
fired back Lemuel, speaking bitterly.
“Ain't I got troubles enough Wwithout
beipg voted for?”

Then up spoke A. H. Carr and sald:
“It ain't a question of lking, or dis-
liking. TIt's simply a question of duty.
Every loyal citizen will vote for L.
Tibbetts.”

And, Martha, like an echo a-harking
from a ghostly tomb, there came drift-
ing down miles and miles up in the
biack sky the hoarse, solemn reminder,
“Vote for Lem Tibbetts.” It was
awesome, Martha, and the men turned
a pasty white.

When they went bome they all kept
together as far as they could. Parson
Durgin kept along with us, walking in
between, till we got to our gate; then
he started and run. The Bean boy’s
dog couldn’'t keep up with him.

Well, on the next day you couldn’t
coax a man teo talk politics, or even
mention town meetings, except as
Lemuel went around with a petition
and tried to get the neighbors to sign
that they wouldn't vote for him. Of
course, he had some argument on his
side. I{'e said he wanted to get mar-
ried, but he doubted if a woman want-
ing to enjoy housekeeping would take
kindly to a man who was haunted.

However, Martha, his petition did no
good. They'd have voted for him if
he’d been a dead man. “If I was In-
corporated,” he moaned to me, “I could
sue the town for what I've suffered in
my feelings.”

But all the time Parson Durgin was
repeating, “We have no time to think
of men,” and no one listened to Lemuel.
The last two days before election he
spent largely in the cellar. And on
town meeting day every vote was cast

* for him, except his own. He voted for

Aretus. He refused to accept the of-
fice, buty the crowd was cheering him
80 you couldn’t hear his refusal, and to
stop his chatter Aretus dragged him to
our house for dinner.

As true as I am a helpmate of Aretus
Hopeful Carr, those voices were noth-
ing but tame crows. A. H. C.’s nephew,
over in Porterville, catches them young
and splits thelr tongues, or something,
and learns them to talk., Theyv'll talk
a parrot blind. Even as we climbed up
into the cupola, where they were kept,
they both croaked: “Vote for Lem Tib-
betts.”

“I feed ’em corn, and after I put them
out at night they're anxious to get back
as soon as they've tried their wings,”
sald Aretus.

Angd eyeing A, H. C. knowingly, they
repeated their one little speech.
“Dang your :cute little picters,” cried
Lemuel, now very -happy. “Of all the
nifty, double barrel schemes— Say,
Aretus, I'm mighty glad I didn’'t blab
anything about not being naturalized.
Moved into this state from Canada, you
know.”

“Not naturalized!” howled Aretus.
*“Then you can't serve in office.”

But Lemuel allowed he could, and as
Aretus didn’t care to - tell (he truth
about the crows, he did.

And that’'s the true inwardness of
Aretus Carr’s crusade and the explana-
tion of how Lemuel was able to marry
the Porterville girl.
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