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* WAittaker Burnham’'s Musicale

By HUGH PENDEXTER

\ N

T wax the first plionograph to come to
Peevy’s Mills, and its advent canged
something of a slir.  The Llown
vlerk had st chavaeterised it os
= ourelipions,” and was endeavowr

ing  in vagme asperation  to prove
1hat  its ouly wission was  fto play

Wlapes masic? The seleetman and

1he (. A T veteran, as they filled pipes
from hix plug, took 1o po : atand, but
reudily mnited with him in asking—Why
had Whittaker Tinynhamn bonght it ?

he scleetmun for the tenilt time re-
peated, * How eame a man so sot aw
stery in his natur' as Whittaker ter go
in dor talkin' machives? 1 always s'pased
B lived only ter double 117 dellars”

*While ¥ dom't approve of lis buy
i drawled the town elerk, 1 gaess Uve
fonud th yessen.  He wants ter elirk
nup his wife. Ever since their boy b
ran away, ten yenrs ago, she's been gloemy
un' depressed like.  YWhittaker, elose as
he ig, wonll buy rtlhing tor romse her
up. But dang a telkin® machine!

¥ AR observed | Lhe stiff-legaed vele-
yan, wha revelled in a lecal reprtation of
heving supplied the brains behind every
eampaizn fu the Civil War, © they're
mighty peculiar. F guess no one knows
what they really be. I remewber when
Graut was askin' my adviece about 1h’
Wildernoss ”

=& talkin' machine s peeuling ouly
i dts disposition ter be cussed,” amended
the tawn cl heavily, They wurk
simple epemigh, TIW principle is—wal, yo
know how they eondense milky IUs just
th' s

“lest like eanned an® preserved «indll”
eried the seleetman, lowdly, Lis cyes dilats
i s lie ahsorbed the theory,

The veteran's jow Napped Toosely as e
listoned to this simple exposition, but the
clork  veveived the intersaption eoldiy,
BAs Lo it he continued, its
Tike condensin® milk, Fer say nmsie i=
ecanned ninct ter thT piint. s more'n
that,  JUs comden=ed.”  Awd he survavod
the sulectman detiantly,  Then, swin
his cliair to face the open-mouthed ve
vt and ignoving the selecundn, hie grave-
Iy vlueidaged. = Ye see, they sjuecze ih
ninsiv inter (0 s besl eompass an’ trin
off ALY edges. When 10 machine sfarts
goin' 3t kil of expunds, meller like, un’
ta-tae- a1 ,oan? there ye have i9! 7

The veterun roffed Tis sparse Jocks
dubionsly, and tried ctosing one eye in
a futile exeay to get the proper per=pee-
tive, while the selectman frowned the
slove aud shifted  the eonve ion by
rewinding the otlhers of the original gnes-
tion, t ye ain’t give uo answer fer
th juvitation, 1 was wsked Ly Whittaker
1er eall heve an” fnvite Yer up ter U howse
teraight ter hear 110 conivaption play
o (' divst time, Mp o ermmd™s done,
Miat dye saye ™

S Dot think 111 en,™
clork, biting o penhahier
B4 unmeral.”?

“Wal, 1 thionk T'H aceepl,” eonfossed
i v 1. shevpishly, “r don'l expreet
1er cujoy il much, bub Whitleker wmight
feel pnt ont if wir w1l Kept avaxe L ores
rrember when Conepal——"

- expastulnted (he clerk, soe=
iy eun el u nuchine tee
ruy aby thing. Who Rnows shsl this ane
bus hoeen tunghti”

= Ity Jadus! ? evied the selectman, Tiia
dull eyes bulging, 1 kaow now what
old Buruham is up fer. His wife in failin®
eviryday becauso mothin' ls aver heard
ol tub, Whitltuker'd rather loas ail his
muncy thaa is wife. 1lo's goin’ ler talk

declarml he
meditatively,

Ve s
Towintv,

into this thing an' tesel: it ter ey out
that a reward will be paid ter anyhody
furnishin’ lim with a clue ter Bob's
whereabouts. Machines in évery city will
Le rippin’ it off, an' pomebaody iz sure ter
hear th’ offer

The town clerk's eyea rolled. wide in
amazed envy ad he pomderously digested
the sugsestion, and his pipe grew eold as
he regretied that he had not advanced
the theory, The veteran, too, he loathed
to behinld, was impressod to the point of
stupor.  Natwrally, it all irritated the
clerk, and as soon ag he eould gronp his
features into a sneer be wought to turn
the Lide by facing the vetevan and felici-
tating (had individual by earpestly inquir-
ing, " Lemme sce, what was it Guneral
Seott said (o ye when ye ealled on bim in
Washington? *

But (hie sclectmun was not to be side-
tracked so easily, aml before the veteran
conll  delight in a Jong-drawn.out ve-
cital Le bahbled alond in  seli-admira-
tion, und with mneh gusto repeated the
satent points of his condusion. As the
clerk could net eadure any relegation to
1le second yauk, hie clesed thie situation
by loudly bangiag Lis desk-cover and
proclaiming that it was time to go for
the mait. Bot even after he had usheved
his puests outside, ke selectman talked
v, and the veteran, with moeuth agape,
forgot veminiscences in lixtening.

The clerk, haliing on the top step,
viewe the two in sullen silenve, for a
maoment.  Then further to evinee his
position b bleated; “Xo, 1 shan't go
ap ternight, 1 odowt belleve ja them
vontrations.”

1L

il man Burnlam, in the meanwhile,
was experiencing  copsiderable difficulty
with  the “contraption’ or scemingly
s, Jlis wife lad paia bnt scunt atten-
{ion ns he unpacked it and his mouth
pulled down at the esrners us he fur-
tively noted her abdraction.

“[ guess T van never fix this hora nn,
now I Twught U0 dangetl thing” he
rriunbled,

“Let me hwlp you, dear” she offered
listlessly, i hin frosly gege burned
warn as e saw ibe eotour monnt her
cheeks in her deft endeavour to aid i
“Why, you've turnel this serew way
it sl evied frbwaphantly, us with her
ceissars she romediod his Blunder.  “Of
eurse you coulda’t fix it with the serew
that way.t And quickly the hern way
seenyed In pluee ’

SWIL enjey this, I'moa thiukin')
I abserveld peninlly, otill studying her
errrewornt fie drom the all of his eye.

“Enjoy it Oh, yes; we'll enjoy i,

AMra Burnham repmated vacantly.,  “len
vear aga yesterdny it was, Ten long

waery  yenr

SWhy d'ye  alwaya  hurk hack ter
that ¥ he eriemt in despaic, and hig dlack-
veined hand shook ns he areanged the
sevords, He kaew it wus foclish to ex-
peet ber to forget, e han hoped, huw-
ever, that the tudking-machine would by
some my sterious means aperate to arouse
her hiool wind, even if but for a
day.  Ila hal pposely dnmpered with
1he sorew ta give her a petly victory,
ant pow she wus enst Lack wmid ber
Bitter cogitations again, and her eyes
neilher saw Lim n0r the toy as she sat
by the window anid propped ber chin in
one thin hand.

1t wae her favowsite seat; for froms

that particular window she eould wateh
the brown sweep of dusty road until it
dodgel behind the eurve, On winter
nights she had sat there, ohblivieus to
his presence aml with the curtaing pulled
behind her, 20 she might pievee the dark.
ness,

“Why d've always Thark  back fer
ihnt?* be repeated weakly, now inviling
what he had fought so hard to aveid.

“To  Beb®® she ingnired wearily,
“That what yow mean, Whittaker®

“Yas, I mean Bob”  he returaed
fleveely, “Adu’t T yer hushamd? At
I {icz be cansidered at allt  DPont 1

connt for nothin®?"

“GGive me back my boy, then!” she
erieil, rising from bker chair and streteh-
ing her aris to the window. “Give me
Lak my boy!”  Overpowered by her
emotions. she sank in & limp heap and
gobbed, “Uh, Bob! Bob!™

Her husband pressed his throat and
his voice was husky as he asked: “L
guesa ye'll always held it ageinst me
because Buob went away, won't yei”

£l cenrcd her weeping by a mighty
effort and sought to smooth ont ler face
as she replied: "I know you've spent
money and time, Whittaker, in trying
to tind him. Bot--my eon! my son!”

cit's Killin' her,” he mumbled to the
michine, “It's killin’  her, an® she
Bawes we,”  As if hoping she would
refute this enncusion, he patted ber
gray haiv with clumay wentleness  and
whispered: I pguess, little woman, ye
aint got wach use for wme.”

“You ¢ ail you could,” she replied,
not turping her head.

“But ye blame me for his
anay

“Tring him back

“Yo think I was ton sung with my
meney an® teo hard on him beeause he
didn't tuke to fanm work.  Ye think
if T'g treated him dillerent bhe'd mever
it ne”

URying Lim back., 11 dead, bring lia
Tndy  hock.” Then ‘mecting his gaze
apenly, with hier face seameil and white,
site moanml; “lle is to be found some-
where, drad or alive. Tiring him back.”

“Yo Dlame me for all” Lhe muttered.
“An" muabbe 1 was too larsh. But I've
tried my best to find lim. Tl begin

zZoin’

again terauorrer. Il go fer fown an’

hire more detectives.” : .
“(live me my boy, Whittaker,” she

whimpered, again bewing her head im

ker hanmds.  “I guess I'm all vnstrung,
but I want him. Oh, how I want
him!*

The fierce, hungry light in ler staring
eyes, now looking at him throogh the
hwt tears, capsed him humbly fo re-
treat and pomder n awe over the mighty
weight of a wmother’s Jove,  “Tl find
Lim jf it takes every inch of land I
own,” Le pronised wore ealmly, his ivon
jaw set at its most stubbern notch.

“¥orgive me, dear, if I seem eut of
sorts”—her mood was sadly gehihe now.
—*“but when I think of the lonz years
and in ihe night scem to hear his sweet
voice singing the old sengs about the
house, 1 know | must lkave him baek
soom, or it will be toe late. Don’t you
rersemher how he used to singyv'

“Yag"” he groaned, “but ¥e can’t feel
jest th’ sawné toward me till he eomes
baek,” In deelaring this he hoped she
would reassure him. :

She bit her lip for & moment and look«
ed down; then raiging her head she said
amply: “Yow've done your best, amd 1
shouldn't shwell on why Bob left home.
He did wrong to wring my hearf. Yet
1 can't forget yeur last words to him.
I—no, rathing can ever be the same with
me till e cumes lome—till he comey
home,” : :

He lLowed his head as if receiving &

sentrice anid his faew was hagzard as
lie resnmed wiljusting the machine,  She
blamed lhim and ahways wowld.  Had

the boy died, she would have vemained
the same Ioving helpmate. Rei now she
was changell,  3e Joved the huy, he
told himself, and only God conld know
the washings Riv sonl had reveived fromi
useless iears, as in moments of piivacy
he mave way to hig grief. e had Dbeen
harsh,  1le had spoken words at that
Jagt parting the memory of which would
always upbraid him,  He felt guilly.
To his neighbours he always presented
the same huyl faes, but in his heart he
ever hungered for the Loy,

A movement at the window eaused
him ta turn, ¥he had risen and was
shading her eyes in an effort to svan

" Come out, Bobbis |" |




