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Nell Kittrell left the office
of the Morning Telegraph in |
a daze. He was Insensible
of the raw February alr,
ﬁ heedless of sloppy pave
E ments; the gray day had
suddenly turned gold. He
could not realize it all at once; ten
thousand a year—for him and Edith!
His heart ewelled with love of Edith;
she had sacrificed so much to become
the wife of @ man who had tried to
make an artist of himeelf, and of
whom fate, or economic determinism,
or something, had made a cartoonist.
Whaat a surprise for her! He must
hurry home.

In the swelling of his heart he felt
a love mot only of Edith but of the
whole world. The people he met
sgeemed dear to him; he feit friendly
with every one, and beamed on perfect
etrangers with broad, cheerful smiles.
He stopped to buy some flowers for
Edith —daffodils, or tulips,
promised spring, and he took the daffo-
dile, because the girl sald:

“1 think yellow is such a up!rlluelle!
color, don't you?' and Inclined her
head In & most artistic manner.

But daffodils, after all, which would
have been much the day before, seem-
ed Insufficient In the light of new pros-
perity, and Kittrell bought a large
azalea, beautiful In its graceful spread
of plok blooms.

“Where shall 1 send It?" asked the|

girl, whose cheeks were as pink as |

azaleas themselves.

EN thousand dollars a year! .

which |
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Mr. Clayton. Did you think of him?" |
“Yes.”
“You'll have to
“1 guppose s0."
The fact he had pot allowed himself
to face was close to both of them, and
the subject was dropped untll, just as |
he was golng downtown—this time to |

to cartoon him?

ing to do. Just llke Dick Jennings, who
was A red-hot free-trader and used to
write free-trade editorials for the
Times—he went over to the Telegraph
you remember, and writes all those
protection arguments.”

The mayor did not seem to be In-
terested in Dick Jennings, or in the
ethies of his profession.

"Of course, you know I'm for you.
Mr. Clayton, just exactly as I've al-
ways been. I'm golng to vote for
you."

This dld not seem to Interest the
mayor, either.

“And, maybe you know—I thought,
perhaps,” he snatched at this bright
new f{dea that had come to him just in
the nick of time, “that I might help
you by my eartoons in the Telegraph;
that is, I might keep them from belng
as bad as they might—"

“But that wouldn't be dealing falrly

break the news to Hardy—he went In- | with your new employers, Nell" the

to the room he sarcastically said he |
might begin to call his studio, now that |
he was getting ten thousand a year, to
look for a sketch he had promised No- |
lan for the sporting page. And there |
on bis drawing board was an unfin-
ished cartoon. He had begun It a few
days before to use on the oceasion of |
Clayton's renomination. 1 had been |

mayor sald,

Kittrell was making more and more
a mess of this whole miserable busi-
ness, and he was basely glad when
they reached the corner,

| “Well, good-by, my boy,” said the
| mayor, as they parted.

“Remember
me to the little woman.”
Kittrell watched him as he weni on

a labor of love, and Kittrell suddenly | goun the avenue, swinging along In

realized how good it was.
put into it all of his bellef in Clayton,
all of his devotion to the cause for |
which Clayton tolled and sacrificed,
and In the slmple lines he experienced
the artiet's Ineffable felicity; he had
shown how good, how noble, how true
a man Clayton was. All at once he
realized the sensgtion the cartoon
would produce, how It would delight
and hearten Clayton's followers, how
it would touch Clayton. It would be
a tribute to the man and the friend-
ship, but now a tribute broken, un-
finlshed,  Kittrell gazed & moment |
longer, and In that moment Edith |
came,

“The dear, healthful goul!" she ex-
claimed softly. “Nell, it 18 wonderful.

“1 think I'll call a ¢cab and take It to | brush.”

her myself," sald Kittrell. |

And she sighed over the romance of

this rich young gentleman and the girl |

of the azalea, who, no dgubt, was as
beautiful as the young an who
was playimg Lottie, the Poor BSales-
1ady at the Lyceum that very week.
Kittrell and the azalea bowled along

Claybourne avenue; he leaned back on |

the “cushlons, and adopted the expres-
glon of ennul appropriate to that thor-
oughfare. Would Edith now prefer
Claybourne Avenue? With ten thou-
sand a year they could, perhaps—and

yet, at first It would be best not to |
put on airs, but to go right on as they |

were, In the flat. Then the thought
came to him that now, as the cartoon-
ist on the Telegraph, his name would
become as well known In Claybourne
Avenue as it had been in the homes
of the poor and humble during his
years on the Post. And his thoughts

It is not a cartoon; it is a portrait. It
| shows what you might do with a|
Kitirell could not gpeak, and he

turned the drawing board to the wall.

Kittrell found the task of telling
| Hardy Jjust as difficult as he expected
| it to be, but by some mercy it did not
|Im-=t long.  Explanation had pnot been
| necessary; he had only to make the
| first hesitating approaches, and Hardy
understood, Hardy was, in a way,

| got the stuff in it.

| burt; Kittrell saw that, and rushed

| to his own defense:

“l hate to go, old man.
it & little bit—but, you know, business
| 18 business, and we need the money.”

He even tried to laugh as he ad-
vanced this last concluslve reason, and
Hardy, for all he showed in volce or
phrasge, may have agreed with him,
| “It's all right, Kit,” he sald. “I'm
| gorry; 1 wigh we could pay you more,

but—waell, good luck.”
That was all. Kittrell gathered up
the few articles he had at the office,

flew to those homes where tired men | gave Nolan his sketch, bade the boys

at evening looked for his cartoons

feit a subtle bond between himself and |
all those thousands who read the
Post. It was hard to leave them. The
Post might be yellow, but, as the girl
had sald, yellow was a spirituelle color,
and the Post brought something into
their lives—Ilives that were scorned
by the Telegraph and by these people
on the avenue. Could he make new
friends here, where the cartoons he
drew and the Post that printed them
had been contemned, |f not desplsed?
His mind flew back to the dingy of-
fice of the Post; to the boys there, the
whole good-natured, happy-go-lucky
gang; and to Hardy—ah, Hardy!—
who had been so good to him, and giv-
en him his big chance, had taken such
palns and interest, helping him with
i{deas and suggestions, criticlsm and
sympathy. To tell Hardy that he was
golng to leave him, here on the eve
of the. campaign—and Clayton, the
mayor, he would have to tell him, too
—aoh, the devil! Why must he think
of theee thinge now?

After all, when he had reached
home, and had run upstairs with the

seem delighted.

. “and we need the money!"

¥s, | know; doubtless you're right.

Only please don't say ‘business 1s busl-
ness;’ It fan't llke you, and—"

“But think what it will mean—ten
thousand a year!™

“Oh, Nell, I've lived on ten thousand
& year before, and I never had half the
fun that I had when we were getting
along on twelve hundred.”

“Yes, but then we werte always
dreaming of the day when I'd make a
lot; we lived on that hope, didn't we?”

Edith laughed. "“You used to say
we lived an love”

“You're not serious.” He turned to
gaze moodily out of the window. And
then she left the azalea, and perched
on the flat arm of his chair,

“Dearest,” she sald, “I am serious,
1 know all this means to you. We're
human, and we don't llke to ‘chip at
crusts like Hindus,' even for the sake
of youth and art. | mever had {llu-
sions about love In a cottage and all
that. Onmly, dear, 1 bave been happy,
s0 very happy, with you, because—
well, because I was living in an atmo-
sphere of honest purpose, honest ambl.
tlon, and honest desire to do some
good thing in the world. [ had never
known such an atmosphere before, At
home, you know, father and TUncle
James and the boys—well, it was all
money, money, money with them, and
they couldn't understand why 1—"

“Could marry a poor newspaper ar-
tst! Teat's just the point.”

8he put her hand to his lips.

“Now dear! [If they couldn’t under
#tand, 50 much the worse for them.
If they thought it meant sacrifice to
me, they were mistaken. I have been
happy In this flat; only—" she leaned
back and inclined her head with her
eyes asquint—"only the paper In this
room is atrocious; it's a typleal land-
Jord's selection—MrGraw picked It out.
::; see what |t means to be merely

8he was #0 pretty thus that he kiss-
ed her, and then she went on:

“And so, degr, It T didn't seem to be
a8 impressed and delighted as you

" to find me, it is because 1 was

of Mr. Hardy and the poor,

|goud-by~—-hﬂde them good-by as if he
and children laughed at his funny pie- |
tures. It gave him & pang; he had |

were golng on & long journey, never

to gee them more—and then he went. |

After he had made the break it did

not seem 50 bad as he had anticipated. |

At first things went on smoothly
enough. The campaign had not opened, |
and he was free to exerclse his tal-
enta outside the political fleld. He
drew cartoons dealing with banal sub-
Jecta, touching with the gentle satire
of his humorous pencil foibles which
all the world agreed about, and let
vital questions nrlone. And he

I don't like .

wore riding above ;ll the other hats
in the throng that filled the sidewalk;
and Kittrell sighed in deep depression.

When he turned in his cartoon,
Nenson scanned it a moment, cocked

| his head this side and that, puffed

his brier pipe, and fAnally sald:

him as he is.
koow what a four-flushing, hypnotical,
demagogical blatherskite he Is—with

| Hanks, & boy whom Hardy had pleked

“He umed to come here,” she went
on, “to rest A moment, to escape from
all this hateful comfusion and strife,
He 15 killing himself! And they aren't
worth [t—those Ignorant people—
they aren't worth such sacrifices.”

He got up from the table and turned
away, and then, reailzing quickly, she
flew to his side and put her arms
about his neck and sald:

“Forglve me, dearest, | didn't mean
—only—"

“Oh, Edith,” be said, “this 1s klll!ng!
me. | feel llke a dog.”

“Don't, dear; bhe Is big enough, and
good enough; he will understand.”

“Yes; that only makes It harder,

only makes It hurt the more."”
Post, which, of course, supported
Clayton; and the final drop ef bitter-
ness In Kittrell’'s cup of woe came one
evening when he reallzed that she was
following with sympathetic Interest
the cartoons in that paper,

For the Post had a new cartoonist,

up somewhere and was training
the work Kittrell had lald down,

to
To

| Kittrell there was a cruel fascination

He had | his free way, the broad felt hat he |

; more and more

in the progress Banks was making; |
he watched it with a critical, profes-
slonal eye, at first with nmusempnl,;
then with surprise, and now at last, in |
the discovery of Edith's interest, with
a4 keen jealousy of which bhe was|
ashamed, |

Meanwhile Clayton was gaining |
ground. It was less than twe weeka]
before election. The campalgn waxed
bitter, and as the |
forces opposed to him foresaw defeat,
they became ugly o spirit, and desper- |

| nte,
“I'm afrald this is hardly up to you. |

This Agure of Clayton, here—it hasn't |

Yon want to show |
We want the people 1o |
| 8he clenched her [ittle” fists.

all his rot about the people and their |

damned rights!"

Benson was all unconsclous of the | grind her teeth.

il s
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WHAT HAVE YOU TO DO WITH
IT? | DONT WORK FOR YOU!"

n
4

a4

Wiz

| what she would do;

One morning at breakfast, ng Kdith
read the Telegraph, Kitrell saw the
tears well slowly in her brown eyes,

“Oh,” she sald, “it 18 shameful!"
“(dh, i1
1 were only & man I'd—" She could
not in her impotent feminine rage say
she could only
Kittrell bLent his

did not observe it, elther. He was on

and | the point of defending Clayton, but he

Bdith enjoyed themselves; Indulged rug‘nlned bimself and listened to Ben-
oftener In things they loved: went SOB'S suggestions. He remained at the

more frequently to the theater; ap-|
peared at recitals; dined now and then
downtown. They began to realize cer-
taln luxuries they had not known for
a long time—some he himself had nev- i
er known, some that Edith had not
known since she l¢ft her father's home
to become his bride.

But March cawe, and the politiclans
began to bluster like the season. Late
obe afterncon he was on his way to
the office with a cartoon, the first in
which he had seriously to attack Clay-
ton. Benson, the managing editor of
the Telegraph, had concelved it, and
Kittrell had worked on it that day in
sickness of heart. Every Iylng line of
thie new presentation of Clayton had
cut him llke some biting acid; but he
had worked on, trying to reassure him-
self with the argument that he was a
mere agent, devold of persomal re-
sponsibility. But it had been hard,
and then Edith, after her custom, had
asked to see It, he had said:

“Oh, you don't want to see it; it's
no good.”

“Is it of——him?" she had asked.

And when he nodded she had gome
away without another word. Now, as
he hurrfed through the crowded
streets, he was conscious that It was
no good, indeed; and he was divided
between the artist’s regret and the
friend’'s joy In the faul. But it made
him tremble. Was his hand to forget
ita cunaning? And then, suddenly, he
heard a familiar volce, and there be-
glde him, with his hand on his shoul-
der, stood the mayor.

“Why, Neil, my boy, how are you?”
he said, and be took Kittrell's hand as
warmly as ever, For a moment Kit-
trell was relieved, and then his heart
sank; for he had a quick realization
that it was the coward within him that
felt the rellef, and the man the sick-
ness. If Clayton had reproached him,
or cut him, it would have made it
easler; but Clayton did none of these
things, and Kittrell was Irresistibly
drawn to the subject himself. ’

“You heard of my—new job?" he
asked,

“Yes,” sald Clayton, “1 heard.”

“Well—" Kittrell began.

“I'm sorry,” Clayton said.

“So was L Kittrell hastened to say.
“But 1 felt it—well, a duty, some way
—to Edith. You know—we—need the
money,” And he gave the cynical
laugh that went with the argument.

“What does she think? Does she
feel that way about 1t?”

Kittrell laughed, not cynically now,
but uneasily and with embarrassment,
for Clayton's blue eyes were on him,
those eyes that could look into men
and understand them so.

“Of course you know,” Kittrell went
on mervously, “there Is nothing per-

office for two bours, trylng to change
the cartoon to Benson's satisfaction,
with a growing hatred of the work and
a disgust with himself that now and
then almost drove him to mad destruc-
tion. He felt like splashing the plece
with India Ink, or ripping it with his
knife. But he worked on, and submit-
ted it again. He had falled, of course;
falled to express in it that hatred ol a
class which Benson unconsclously dis-
kvised as a hatred of Clayton, a hatred
which Kittrell could not express be-
cause he did not feel it; and he falled
because art deserts her devotees when
they are false to truth.

“Well, iv'll bave to do,” sald Ben-
son, as he looked It over; “but let's
have a little more tp the next one.
Damn it! 1 wish [ could draw. l'd
cartoon the crook!"

In default of which ability, Benson
set himseif to write one of th sav-
age editorials in which he poured out
on Clayton that venom of which he
seemed to have such an inexhaustible
supply.

But on one point Benson was right;
Kittrell was not up to bhimself. As
the campaign opened, as the city was
swept with the excitement of It, with
meetings at noon-day and at night, of-
fice-seekers flylng about In automo-
biles, walla covered with pictures of
candldates, hand-bills scattered in the
streets to swirl in the wild March
winds, and men quarreling over
whether Clayton or Ellsworth should
be mayor, Kittrell had to draw a po-
litical cartoon each day; and as he
struggled with his work, less and less
the old joy came to cheer and spur
him on. To read the ridicule, the
abuse, which the Telegraph heaped
on Clayton, the distortion of facts con-
cerning his candidature, the unfalr
reports of hig meetings, sickened him,
and more than all, be was filled with
disgust as he tried to match in earica-
ture these Iibels of the man he so
Joved and nonored. It was bad enough
to have to flatter Clayton’s opponent,
to picture him as a noble, disinterest-
ed character, ready to sacrifice him-
gelf for the public weal. Into his pie-
tures of this man, attired in the long
black coat of conventional respectabil-
ity, with the smug face of pharisalsm,
he could get nothing but cant and hy-
poerigsy; but in his caricatures of
Clayton there was that which patned
him worse—disloyalty, untrui and
now and then, to the disc tew
who knew the tragedy of Kittrell's
soul, there was pity. And thus his
work declined in value; lacking all sin-
cerity, all faith in itself or its purpose,
it became false, uncertain, full of jar-
never once

:

| Inconsistency of having concern for | head over his plate; his coffee choked
a people he so desplsed, and Kittrell | him.

“Dearest,” ghe sald presently, in an-
other tone, “tell me, how 18 he? Do
you—evenr see him? Will he win?"

“No, 1 never see him, But be'll win;
1 wouldn't worry.”

That afternoon, in the car, he heard
no talk but of the election; and down-
town, In a cigar store where he
stopped for cigarettes, he heard some
men talking mysterlously, in the hol-
low volce of rumor, of somé sensation,
some scandal. It alarmed him, and as
he went into the office he met Man-
ning, the Telegraph's political man.

‘Tell me, Manning,” Kittrell sald,
“how does it look?”

“Damn bad for us.”

“For us?”

“Well, for our mob of burglars and
second-story workers here—the gang
we represent.” He took a cigareite
from the box Kittrell was opening,

“And will he win?"

“Will he win?" sald Manning, ex-
haling the worde on the thin level
stream of smoke that came from his
lunge. “Will he win? In a walk, |
tell you. He's got 'em beat to & stand-
still right now. That's the dope.”

“But what about this story of—"

“Aw, that's &ll & pipedream of
Burns'. I'm running it in the morn-
Ing, but it's nothing; Iit's a shine.
They're big fools to print it. But it's
their last card; they're desperate.
They won’t stop at anything, or st any
crime, except those requiring courage.
Burns s in there with Benson now;
so 18 Salton, and old man Glenn, and
the rest of the bunco family. They're
framing it up. When | saw old Gilenn
go in, with his white side-whiskers, |
knew the widow and the orphan were
in danger again, and that he was golng
bravely to the front for ‘em. Say,
that young Banks is comin’, 48n't he”
That's a peach, that cartoon of his to-
night™

Kittrell went on down the hall to
the art room to wait until Henson
should be free. But it was not long
until he was sent for, and as he en-
tered the managing editor's room he
was instantly sensible of the somber
atmosphere of a grave and solemn
council of war, Benson Introduced him
to Glemn, the banker, to Salton, the
party boss, and to Burns, the presi-
dent of the street car company: and
as Kittrell sat down he looked about
him, and could scarcely repress a

! glared angrily at the man, “I wouldn't

| money that all the bribing street car

| his own home that
: physical offects which the

 to produce In a nature ke his,

finttered toward him in alarm,

smile as he recalled Manning's esy-
mate of Glenn. The old man ul!
there, as golemn and unctuous as ever |
he had in his pew at church. Henson,
red of face, was more plainly per- |
turbed, but Balton was as reserved, as
immobile, as inscrutable as ever, his
narrow, pointed face, with its vulpine
expression, being perhaps paler than
usual. Benson had on his desk be
fore him the cartoon Kittrell had fin-
ished that day.

“Mr. Kittrell,"” Benson began, “we've
been talking over the poltical situa-
tion, and | was showing these gentle-
men this cartoon. It isn't, | fear, in |
your best style; it lacks the force, the
argument, we'd lke just at this time.
That isn't the Telegraph Clayton, Mr. '

Kittrell.” He polnted with the amber
stem of his pipe. “Not at all. Clayton
ia a strong., smart, unscrupulous, dan-
gerous man! We've reached a crisls
in this eampalgn; 1f we can't turn
things In the next three days, we're
lost, that's all; we might as well [ace
It. Tomorrow we make an lmportant
revelation concerning the character of |
Clayton, and we want to follow It up |
the morning after by a cartoon that |
will be a stunner, & clincher. We have |
dizscussed It here among ourselves, |
and thiz {8 our Idea”

Benson drew a crude, bald outline,

indicating the ecartoon they wished
Kittrell to draw. The Inea was so
coarse, so brutal, so revolting, that

Kittrell stood aghast, wnd, as he stood,
he was aware of Salton's lttle eyes
fixed on him. Benson walted; they all
walted, 5

“Well,” sald Benson, “what do you
think of t?”

Kittrell paused an fnstant, and then
sald:

“l won't draw It; that's what | think
of I."

Benson fAushed angrily and looked
up at him.

“We are paving you a very large sal-
ary, Mr  Kittrell, and your work, it
you will pardor me, has not been up
to what we wers led to expect.”

“You are qulie right, Mr. Benson,
but 1 can’t draw that cartoon.”

“Well, great God!” yelled Muorns,
“what have w@? got here—a gold
brick?" He rose with a vivid sneer
on his red face, plunged his hands in
hig pockets and took two or three
nervons strides across the room. Kit
trell looked at him, and slowly his
eves blazed out of a face that bad
gone white on the instant

“What did you say, sir?”
manded.

Burng thrust his red lace, with its
prognathic jaw, menacingly toward
Kittrell.

“I sald that In you we'd got a gold
brick.”

“You?" sald Kittrell. “What have
fou to do with t? 1 don't work lor
you." e

“You don't?
that puts up—"

“Gentlemen!

he de-

Well, 1 guess It's us

Gentlemen!™ ®ntd

Glenn, waving &8 white, paciicatory |
hand. |
“Yes, let me deal with this, I you
!nlon.-m." sald Henson, looking hard at |
Hurns The street car man sneered |

aAgaln, then, In osteptatious t'nllluui:;l.(
looked out the window, And In the
stillness Hengon continued:

“Mr. Kittrell, think a minute.
vour decigion final?”

“It 18 final, Mr. Benson,” said
trell. “And 88 for you, Durns”

Kit-

he
draw that cartoon for all the dirty
companies in the world vould put into
Mr. Glenn's bank here, Godd evening,
gentlemen,”

It was not until he stood agaln in
Kittrell relt the
spiritual
gqualor of such a gcene was certain

“Nefl! What is the matter?” [dith

He sank into a chair, and lor a mo-
ment he looked as If he would faint,
but he looked wanly up at her and
sald: .
“Nothing: I'm all right; just a little
weak. I've gone through a sickening,
horrible scene—"

“Dearest!"

“And I'm off the Telegraph—and a
man once more!”

He bent over, with his elbows on his

knees, his head in his hands, and when |

Edith put her calm, caressing hand
on his brow, she found that it was
moilst fram nervousness. Presently he
was able to tell her the whole story.

“It was after all, Edith, a fitting
conclusion to my experience on the
Telegraph. [ suppose, though, that
to people who are used to ten thou-
sand A year such scenes are nothing
at all.” She saw in this trace of his
old humor that he was himself again,
and she hugged his head to her
bosom.

“Oh, dearest,” she sald, “I'm proud
of you—and happy again.”

They were, indeed, both happ,, hap-
pier than they had been for weeks.

The next morning after breakfast,
she saw by his . by the b
ous, almost comical expression about
his eyes, that he had an idea. [n this
mood of satisfaction—this mood that
comes too seldom In the artist's ife—
she knew it was wise to let bim alone.
And be lighted his pipe and went to
work. She heard him now and then,
singing or whistling or humming; she
scented his pipe, then clgarettes;
then, at last, after two hours, he called
in a loud, triumphant tone:

“Qh, Edith!"

Bhe was at the door in an instant,
and, waving his hand grandly # the
drawing board, he turned to her with
that expression which connotes the
greatest joy gods or mortals can
know—the Joy of beholding one's own
work and finding It good. He had, as
she saw, returned to the cartoon of
Clayton he had laid aside when the
tempter came; and mow it was Hn-
fshed. Ita simple lines revealed Clay-
ton’s character, as the sufficient an-
gwer to all the charges thie Telegraph
might make against him. FEdith
leaned agalnst the door and looked
long and critically.

“It was fine before,” she sald pres-
ently; “ft's better now. Hefore it was'
a portrait ol the man; this shows his
soul.”

“Well, it's how he looks to me,”
said Neil, "alter a month in which to
appreciate him.”

When Kittrell entered the office of
the Post the boys greeted him with
delight, for tbere had been rumors of
the break which the absence of a
“Kit” cartoon in the Telegraph that
morning bad confirmed. But, it Hardy
was surprieed, his surprize wasg sw..-
lowed up In bie joy, and Kittrell wus
grateful to him for the delicacy with
which he touched the subject that con.
sumed the newspaper and political
world with curiosity,

“I'm glad, Kit,” was all
said. “You know that”

Then he forgot &verything in the
cartoon, and he showed his instant
recognition of its significance by
snatching out his watch, pushing a
button, and saying to Garlacd, who
came to the door In his shirtsieeves:

“Tell Nie to hold the first edition for
a five-column first-page cartoon. And
send this up right away."”

that he

They had a last look at it before 1t

went, and after gazing a moment ln]

sllence Hardy sald:

TO PRESERVE FAMOUS HO''SE

“IUs the greatest thing you ever @1, | o1g Morria-Littell Structure of Ger

Kit, and 1t comes at the psychological

moment, U1 elect him.™
“(Oh, he was elected, anyvhow.”
Hardy shook hig head, and In the

movement Rittretli gaw how the strafn

were worthy of 1t it was simply your
own good soul expressing Itselr”

And it was the last dellght to Kit-
trell to hear that volee and to Know
that all was well,

Hut one guestion remalned unset
tled. Kittrell had been on the Tele
graph a month, and his contract daif
fered from that ordinarily made by the
members of a newgpaper staff in that
he was pald by the vear, though in
maonthly Installments2, Kittrell knew
thet he had broken his contract  on
grounds which the sordid law would

mantown, Pa., Rich In Histori-
cal Association.

Germantown, Pa The Germantown
| Site and Relie soclety and the Ger
mantown Horticeultural society have
| appealed to the board of education to
preserve the old Morris-Littell house,
sltuated on a part of the Butler prop-
erty, ‘at Germantown avenue and High
strect, which the board has chosen an
| & elte for the proposed Germantown
High School for (Girls

The two oeganizations have made
thelr request in written communica
tions, which will be submitted W the
| board esides urging the prescrya-
tlon of the old mansicn, the local or
| ganizations request also that the new
high school building be designed along
colonial lines of architecture, s0 as
to be In harmony with the general
character of the locality

The old stone house that the Two

of the campaign had told on hlin, " XNo,
he wasn't; the way they've been ham-
mering bim is something Herce, and |
the Telegraph—well, your cartoons
and all, you know.”

‘Bhut my cartoons in the Telegraph
were rotten Any work that is not
sincere, not intellectuelly honest

Hardy Interrupted him

“Yes; but, KIt, yvou're 5o good that
Your rotten is better than ‘most any-
body's best”  He smiled, and Kittrell
blushed and looked away

Hardy was right The “Kit" ear
toon, back in the Post, created Its sen
satlon, and after 1t appeared the po
Htleal reporters sald it had started a
landslide (o Clayton; that the betting
wig 3 to 1 and no takers, and that It
was all over bt the shouting

That night, as they were at dinner,
| the telephone rang, and in a minute
Nell knew by Pdith's excited and de
Hghted refteration of “ves” “yes'
who had callid wup  And then he
heard her say

“Indeed | will; 'l come every night
and =it tn the front seat”

When Kittre!ll displapeed Edith  at
the telephone, he heard the voice ot |
John Clayton, lower in register and |
somewhat husky after lour weeks
speaking, but more musical than ever
In Kittrell's ears when 1t sald

“1 just told the Hitle womnn, Neil
that 1 didn't know how to say it, o |
wanted her to thank you for me. It
wag beautiful in you, and | wish |

not see or recognige and the average |

court think absurd, and that the Tele-

graph might legally refuse to pay him
at all He hoped  the Telegraph
would do thi=!  Hut it did not; on the

contrary, he recelved the next day a

check for ils month’'s work., He held
It up for Edith's inspection,

“O1 course, I'll have to send =
back,” he said

“Certainly.”

“Do you think me quixotic?"

“Well, we're poor enough as 1t 1s-
let's have some lusuries; let's be quix
otie until after election, at lenst.”

“Sure,” said Neil; "just what | was
thinking. I'm going to do a cartoon

every day for the Post until election
day, and I'mt not going to take a cent
I don't want to erowd Banks out, you
knew, and 1 want te do my part lor
Clayton and the cause, and do i1, just
once, for the pure love of the thing."

Tho=e last days of the campaign
were, indeed, luxuries o Kittrell and
to Edith days of work and fun and ex.
citement. All day Kittrell worked on
his cartoons, and on the evening they
went to Clayton's meetings. The ex-
perience was a revelaticn to them
both—the crowds, the wulling lor the
glnging of the automcbile g giren, the
wild cheers that gieeled Clayton, and
then his speech, his appeals Lo the best
there was in men. He had never made
such speeche:, and long  alterward
Edith could hear those cheers and see
the faces of thuse workingmen aglow
with the hope, the passion, the lerv-
ent religlon o!f democracy. And those
days came to their glad climax that
night when they met at the oftice ol
the Post to receive the returns, in an
atmosphere quivering with excite
ment, with messenger boys and repor-
ters coming and going, and In the
street outside am immense crowd,
gwaying and rocking between the
walls on either side, with screams and
shouts and mad hugzas, and the wild
blowing of horns—all the hideous,
happy nolse an American election
night crowd can make.

Late in the evening Clayton had
made his way, somebow unnoticed,
through the crowd, and entered the of.
fice. He was happy in the great tri-
umph he would not accept as personal,
claiming it always for the cause; but
as he dropped Into the chair Hardy
pushed toward him, they all saw bow
weary he was.

Just at that moment the roar in the
street below swelled to A mighty cres-
cendo, and Hardy cried:

“Look!"

They ran to the window. The boys
upstalrs who were manipulating the
stereopticon had thrown on the screen
an enormoug picture of Clayton, the
portralt Kittrell had drawn for his
cartoon,

“Will you say now there lsn't the
personal note In It?” Edith asked,

Clayton glanced out the window,
across the dark, surging street, at the
plcture,

“Oh, it's not me theyre cheering
for,” he sald; “it's for Kit, here.”

“Well, perhaps =some ol It's for
him,” Edith admitted, loyally.

They were silent, selzed (rresistibly
by the emotion that mastered the
mighty crowd In the dark etreets be-
low. Edith was strangely moved.
Presently she could speak:

“Is there anything sweeter In life
than to know that you have done &
good thing—and done it well?”

“Yes,” sald Clayton, “just one: to
have a few friends who understand.”

“You are right,” said Edith. "Iy s
g0 with art, and ft must. be so with
life; it makes an art of Ilife.”

It was dark enough there by the
window for her to slip her hand into
that of Neil, who had been tousing
silently on the crowd.

“l can never say again,” she eald
goftly, “that those people are pot
worth sacrifice. They are worth all;
they are everything, they are the
hope of the world; and their longings
and their needs, and the possibility ot
bringing them to pass, are all 1at
give gignificance to life™

“That’s what America I8 for,” sala
Clayton, “and it's worth while to be
allowed to help even in a littie way
to make, 88 old Walt says, ‘a pation ot
{riends, of equals.’ "

»

Old Morris-Littell

House.

societies wish to preserve was the
home of Dr. Christopher Witt, a Ger-
mantown piloneer, who settled in that
locality in 1704, and who was for many
years well known i the Germantown
district as a phyvsician, an astrologer,

a botanist and a painter. He was
associated with the celcbrated John
| Bartram, founder of the Rartram Gar-

| which is said to have

dens, and lajd out a botunical garden,
been the first

in America. Christopher Witt was al

| 80 asgocinted with the band of Pletists

| Johannes Kelpius.

that established a community on the
banks of the Wissahlickon creek, and
he painted a portrait of their leader,
This portrait iy
now in the possession of the Pennsyl-
vanla Historieal society and s sup-
posed to be the oldest oil painting
made in America. Witt dled in 1766

For many years the house was in
the possession of desecendants of
Charles Willing, mayor of Philadel
phin in 1748 and 1754 and founder of
the celebrated Willing family. From
1812 until 1832 the house was the
home of Mrs. Ann Willing Meorris,

| Mayor Willing's granddaughter and s

friend of Dolly Madison. Mrs, Morris
sheltered in thls house one night In
1812 & company of Monlgomery coun-
ty volunteer soldiers, who were om
their way to the front in the second
war with England. Her daughter,
Margaret H. Morrig, was the frst
woman elected a member of the Acad-
emy of Natural Sciences. She was a
noted naturalist, and I8 accredited
with having discovered the habits of
the seventeen-year locusts whereby
she was able to predict their reap
pearance.

DUEL SCARS WITHOUT A DUEL

German Firm Offers to Supply Battle
Wounds 8o Highly Prized by
Students.

London.—A German business firm
has printed an advertisement in which
it offers to imitate the scars obtained
in university duels. Every one knows
those faclal disfigurements which are
80 prized by the Teulon, but it is diM-
cult to say which is the more strik-
ing, the enterprise of the German firm
which offers to decorate men's faces
with imitation “wounds of honor" or
the vanity of the men who accept the
offer,

In Germany these scars are held to
enhance manly beauty, and they con-
fer a special cachet on the disfigured
one. But hitherto scars have been the
result of sabre wounds and not of a
process “without pain or interruption
to business.”

STEALS CHILD FROM PORCH

‘nknown Man, Well Dressed, Boldly

Kidnaps Atlantic City ¥

and Escapes.

Atlantie City, N. J—Catching up
three-year-old James Callahan from
the porch of his home, at 12 Madison
avenue, while his mother was at mar
ket, a welldressed man bounded
round the corner into Pacific avenue,
smothering the cries of his captive.

Screams of other children brought
their parents into the street. The po-
llce were notified, and hurry calls
were sent to every patrolman to watch
for the man and boy, but up to a late
hour nothing had been heard from
either of them.

Mrs. Callahan falnted in the street
when told of the kidonapping. After-
ward she sald she could think of no
one who might have taken the child.

Oldest Man in the World.

New York.—Dr. Chao Choy, who ar-
rived here from Cuba on his way back
to China, declared that he is 149 years
old. He was highly indignant when
customs officers doubted his word. Dr.
Choy is six feet tall and bald. He
takes no nourishment except a few
tabloids of concentrated food which
he carries with him.

Traveling as Gypsy.
London.—Lady Arthur Grosvenor,
aunt of the Duke of Westminster is
making a caravan trip as a gypsy Ia
the vicinity of Epsom, traveling as &
“lcensed hawker.”




