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THE MUTUAL TONTiNE

By Walter-Josep-
h Delaney

(Copyright by WG. Chapman.)
Whoever devised the Mutual Ton-

tine found ready soil for planting
their policies in and about Rudden-dal- e.

At the end of thirty years most
of the investors in the scheme were
''planted" themselves, as the phrase
went, and finally there were only two
survivors Adam Warner. and Ezra
Moss.

Here was the scheme: One hun-
dred subjects were taken at $100
each. The surviving members of the
syndicate, as it might be called, when
fifty had died, were to receive six per
cent on their investment annually up
to their death. The heirs of the final
survivor were to receive the amount
in the pool at his demise.

All this figured out a liberal com-
mission for the agent or trustee and
fpr the bank where the funds were
deposited. After thirty years all but
two members of the original group
were dead. It was then estimated
that the amount the final survivor
would receive would be approximate-
ly $65,000.

But Adam Warner and Ezra Moss
seemed to have no disposition to die.
It is true that both were now over
80 and were not able to go about
much. Warner's heir was a grandson,
Cyril Warner, in the navy. All the
rest of his relatives had died off. The
heir or rather heiresses of Ezra Moss
were his widowed daughter, Mrs.
Newell, and her only child, 20 and
charming, Marcia.

Mrs. Newell was sordid. She hoped
to receive the opulent fund at stake.
Mr. Moss had no income except $6 a
year, nothing but his contingent de-

pendency. Mrs. Newell did sewing
and Marcia taug"ht school. The re-
turns barely kept the household
wheels moving. Again, in her anxiety
to do all that was possible for the
health and comfort of her father,
Mrs. Newell spared no expense, which
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was a serious drain on their limited1
revenue.

Old Adam Warner lived alone, ex-
cept for a faithful man servant al-

most as aged as himself David
Nack. This man was terribly jealous
of his master. As Warner grew old
and feeble he shut out everybody
from the house. He devoted all his
time and care to Warner.

One morning the neighbors ob-

served Nack come out of the Warner;
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"Well, What Is It?"

home in a fearful state of excitement
He was wringing his hands and act-
ing altogether perturbed. Bent on his
way to town, he paid no attention to
any one until a closer acquaintance
than the others hailed him.

"Why, David' spoke this man,
"whatever is the matte'r?"
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