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ADVENTURES IN A BATHTUB!

hese hectic days when most
iave been literally driven to
I fear we are unappreciative
virtues of the bath.

sh to speak a good word for
thing. It is the kind of habit
grows on you and by and Ly
will grow so enthusiastic you
n scarcely walt for Baturday
ght.

Afy first memory of the bath gocs
k to a little farm in Missouri.
e was a tin tub, quaintly let-
d on one side, “Narcissus." It
¢ in the smoke house right off
e kitchen.

We filled it with buckets of wa-
r from the well, You couldu’t
't down in it. You had to stand
ip and splash yourself. [t seemed
bit of & nuisance. There was no
ek on the smoke house door and
he hired girl was deaf and always
wnnilng in and out,

It was not until the modorn bath-
ponl, Wwith hot and cold water,
nirrored doors and fuzzy towels,
ame jnto prominenee that 1 ever
garded bathing as an adventure,
Now, I perfectly dote on bath-
pg. 1 believe some of my happiest
woments are spent in the bathtub.
t is the only place 1 know wh_f-rv
or no reason at all I burst into
istous song.

His Saturday Night Vuice.
Carusgo used to say he was at his
t in the tub. Don’t misunde;
and me. 1 have no idea 1 am
‘aruso but 1 bave my moments and

!

know if anyone could hear me
g “Love Me and The World is
ine” on Saturday nlght they'd

it just topping.

ér 1 have rubbed myself to a
ddy glow with a Turkish towel
am also given to a little classicul
ncing—leaping about somgwhat

ke 1sadore Duncan when she was
onsidered one of our very best
apers. In other words, bathing

spires me to sing and dance, And
ir. Velstead can laugh that off
n all my experience in bathing

ave had but one mishap, ‘That
one Saturday night when 1
opped Into the bath and put my
foot on a cake of soap. Marceline
never did a more unique fall
I went under like a duck and
one fool caught jn the towel rack
ind the med chest, so-called

hecause there ia no medicine in If,
landed In the middle of my back.
Since then 1 have always Inspected
the bottom ef the tub. Just a

slight precaution like that may save
you from a little wheel chair the
rest of your life.

Despite all ramors, London has a

By 0. 0. McINTYRE
whiskers that §f ever he has his
portrait painted they will lnbel ft:
“Man Climbing Out of Fern Dish!"

“Well, anyway, he wouldn't let
you alone, He'd stand in the bath-
room, hand you the soap, the towel
and even wash your back., Gets on
vour perves, I'll say. There js still

bathiub or so. But bathing there
# an ordeal, At & hotel where 1
was staving, a valet with long
whiskers would come [n and say,
Your bawth Is ready, sir!”

I wlways wanted to yell “Beaver!
and =hon himm out but he losked too
like He the kind of

EeriOus hadd

“1 never knew a hotel could hold so many people”

a little oldfashioned modesty in
this changing world,

Stubborn! No End.

I tried to tell him a funny story
once and, when 1 paused JSor
laughter, he reached over and

a sponge, the ripping old
always nsked me how I

handed me
He

dedo.

liked the water and 1'd tell him,
luke warm. He'd fix it and then
tell me it was “quite tepid.” He
would never admit it was luke
warm. Stubborn! No end.

* His name was Meadows but 1
called him Clinging Vine, He was
always standing around and 1
didn't get to sing a single note all
the time 1 was in the bloomin’
(_'Oﬂﬂll'}',

The most thrilling adventure I
ever had in a bathtub was in a
New York hotel several yvears ago,
The door buzzer rang {n the midst
of my ablutions. 1 wrapped a towel
around my Grecian figure and went
dripping to answer jt. I pecked out:
nobody was In sight. S0 emlold
ened, 1 stepped out into the
peer around the corner to
who pressed the huzzer.

Just as 1 steetching my neck,
there was a slam. I gulped des-
perately and looked around—know-
ing the worst had happened. The
door to the room had blown shut
There was no one inside to answer
and there was 1 and anything
might happen, riot or murder,

I thought of screeching for help
and 1 thought of fainting. Then
there was a confusion of thoughts,

mn B

‘for the elevator had stopped at the

floor. There were several feminine
VO ICEE,

1 peeked around the corner and
here they came—three of ‘em. 1
reached out my hand to wave them
hack and one end of the towel
slipped and, of course, 1 had to re
trieve it.

There was an indoor courtyard. I-
rushad to the window, and oulside
With

was a little balcony. EALEr-
ness 1 hoisted the window and
stepped out into the chill wind. 1
etoond there shivering like an aspen
lew? and when I saw three ladies
pass 1 walted a moment and started
inside.

For some reason ] happened to
look out over the courtyard. T never
knew a hotel could hold so many
people, and all of them were crowd
ing to the various windows.

Ah, the House Detective.

When I got barck in the hall the
hon=e detective was standing thers
I knew him by hi= brown derby
“What's comiz ff here’ he

thundered

“Mothing, not even a towel,” 3
said, trying to be merry and bright,

“You g=t back in your room.” he
commmanded. He added, “And 1T}
call the house physician.”

He apened the door with his pass
key and let me in. He followed,
The manager came in at his heels,

“1 suppose,” sajd the house de.

tective, “you are going to Il me
you were just out picking daisies,”™
—which =struck me as being the
funniest remark 1 ever heard.

Then the house doctor came in
with his litile satchel. He wanted
to know the trouble.

“This guy.” sald the hated house
detective, *“thinks this place s a
Turkish bath h :

“T don't neither nothing of 1the
kind,” 1 replied in a viclous assault
on the Queen's English. Mnd, come
to think of it, 1 wasn't a very
snappy retort.

The Cloud of Suspicion.

Well, anyway, when I could make

un-

LEe

my teeth quit eastaneting 1 ex-
plained just what had happened.
They trouped cut, but al the day
every time 1 went out the house de-
tective was lohering about my
door

If you don’t thing that was an
adventure—April Fool. I had all
the thrills of a melodrama in the
mere simple process of tuking 8
ath.

Some people prefer hot haths and
others go in for the cold plunegs. My
vote goes for the tepid. (That Eng-
lish valet has me saying that)

I believe some of the bigeest
idean ever given to the workl have
fre men while reclining in
the luxuriant warmth «f the bath

I don't want to seemn 3 Lbath zealot
and I'm not a propagandist for some

oome

plumbing supply houss, but 1 hon
= believe everyvhody should hathe
regularly, Indeed, 1 ra heri
the hope will eventually hecome
versal and that no Saturday wiil ge
by withoot the entire world taking
the matutinal or mocturnal dip
1 wish tow | regular bathers
however, of of the preatest
Twn't let
tter of 3

Afte

The Papered Door

o -r.mlin.u:-t; -Irnm Puge Two.)

inted, But it came an hour later,

hn the clock with the painted
diaT was striking three. The balt of
he unlatched Quor and the glow

of the baseburner through the parior
vindow had o ht thelr wictim
Cooper had co romised with hi
coanscience by making a ful
round of the b At
he stopped. In o Jull of the
seemed to him that there wWas a
erinding 1 Then
again, caught his hat
running and cursing
back the rise

1ae oni

wind It
the

curious, EOLUT

T ovse and
sent him
When bhe
whatever

(310

galr

Came
it was, had ceased
stumped cautioosly on the low
h and opened the door. A hom.
i of tea met him, mixed with
rting warmth He turned up
and took off his overcoat

e alnp

1t was his best overeoat and shuhbby
at that. 1f he had any luck and the
storin droye Carter back, he'd be
abhle to buy a new one He dusted
it off with his hands before hang
ing it over the back of o chair
dry On one shoulder a few grains
of sawdust cauvght his attention

He looked at them with speculation,

hut without suspicion He had a
sense of humor,

Ha!" he sald to himself. Even
the sky has gone in for adultera
tion Sawdust in the snow!™

He smiled at the coneeit  and
sipped the tea., It was not very
good, but it was hot, Overhcad he
could hear the slow rocking of a
chair.

4Poor child! he said. “"Poor lit
girl—all this for that damned
unk!™

o affected a further compronmise
with his sense of duty by getting up
every few minutes and inspecting
the streset or tiptoeing through the
kitthen and pulling open unexpect
ndly the back door. Always on these

occasions he had his bawd on hi=
wvolver pockoet.

hree-Lthirty.

I'he storm had increased [n wo
Bhee.  Already small drifts  had
piled in still corners. The glow of
the baseburner was dull red; the

yooking overhead had ceased,

voper yawned and stretched out
L legs,
Poor little girly” he said. *Poor
ri! And all for the sake—all
sako—"

o drew a Jeop breath and set
1 Jower in the chair.
olly Carter bent down from the
) of the stairs and listeped. The
ective had eome in and she had
heard himm him go out, It
uld not do to descend too stealth-
for fear he were =still awake.
an excuse she took down a bot.

»

Came no oulcry

tle'of the baby's to fill with milk.

Cooper was sound asleep
parlor, his head dropped forward on
his breast There was a strong
odor of drying wool as his overcoat
steaanesd by the fire

=till hao

in the

neg the bottle, sghe or

to the kitchen and tapped lightls
three times on the papered door
There was no reply. Her heart al
mst stopped, leaped on again, raced
wildly She repeates] the signal
Fhen, desperately, she put her lips
to the wall

“Jim!" she whispered.

There was absolute sfience, save
for the heavy breathing of the de-
tective [n® the parlor. Madness
aelzed  her She crept along the

and
caulion, in

tiny passage to the parlor door,
working with infinite
of her frenzy, she closed it
locked it from the outside.
back to the kit agaln,
hammering,

The bottle fell off the table
hroke with a erash For a
iwnt she felt as il someithing in heg
had given away also But there
from the parlor, no
agninst the fMmsy

: :I:‘l'
and

Then
Pulse

hen

mo

heavy weight
duaor

Bhe got a kuife fromy the tahle
drawer and cut relentlessly through
the new paper siripse. Then, with
the odge of the blade, she worked
Ltha npen

Jim half sat, half lay, in the bot-
tom of the closet with closed eyes
Drink and fatigue had combined
with stifling air. She reached in
and shook him, but he moved un-
der her hand without opening his
eyes With almest superbuman
strength she drageed hlm out, lafd
him prone on the Kitchen floor,
brought snow and rubbed it over his

doar

face, slapped his wrists with it to
resiore his pulse——the village
n:ethod

11a came to quickly, sat up and
stared about him.

“Hush,” she said, for fear he
would speak. “Can you hear me,
Jim* Do you know what I am say

ing?"'

He nodded

“Cooper is locked in the parior
asleep. You can get away now, My

God, don't elose your eves again
Listen! You ecan get away.”
“Away from what?”’ be asked
stupidly.
“Away from the polce. Try to re-

member, Jim. You shot the elerk
from the drug store and—the girl
at Heldeger's. The police are after
you, There's a thousand dollare on
your head."

That roused him. - He strugeled
to hig feet, recled, caught the table.

“1 remember. Well, I've got to
gt anay. That's all, Put 1 ean't

go—feeling like this Get ne—
some whisky."

He needed |t. She brought it to
him, measured out. He grumbled at
the quantity, but after he had had
it his dull eyes cleared

She had gone to listen at the
parlor When she came back,
he was king more himself. He

was a handsome fellow with heavy
hals a big man
towered above her In the little
His face did not indicate
his weakness. There are men like
that ken reeds swinging in the
wind, that ye! manage 10 convey an
of strength
His wife brought the
out for him.

“By Shultz’s
and then to the
slow freight goes through

dark and dark eves,
45 n# I

kitchen

by

HMpreagion
overcoat and

held it

Jim,
There's &
on towanrd

" aald

nee, yeu
railroad

morning, and i that doesn’t stop,
there's the milk train.  And—lJlim,
let me hear aboat you now and
ther Write to Aunt Sarab, Don’t
write here, and don’t think once
you get away that you are safe, A
thousand dollars reward will set
everything in the country looking."”

He paused, the overcoat hglf on

“A thousand dollars,” he s=aid
slowly. 1 mee. When I'm gone
Molly, how are you poing to make

“) wage somehow; only go
Jimm

“l don't know about this going,”
he zaid after a moment. “They'll
grab me somewhere. Somebody’ll
get that thovsand. Youw'll manage
somehow! What do you mean by
‘somehow'? Youll get married

maybe?™

'Oh, no; not that™

He cared a little then—in
the girl at Heideger's!

If he would only go! This thing
for which she had schemed the
whole night might fail now while
he talked,

“Yon can’t stay here,” he esaid
slowly, *“You can't bring the chil-
dren up where everybody knows
about thelr father, They can't run
any sort of a race with that handi-
cap.™

Yor answer she held out hi= over-
cont. But he shook his head. Per-
haps it was his one big moment.
Perhaps it was only a reaction from
his murderous mood of the after-
noon, For now quite suddenly he
put his arms around her.

“I am not worth it, Molly," ke
burst out. “l am not weorth =
thonsand dollars alive or dead, but
if they're offering that for me, §f
you had it you could go out west
somewhere and nobody would know
about youn. Yon could start the
hids fresh That's about the only

do f Slve H
hi get X and forge
i ever knew me
She did not first
When she 4id she 3 q uiet
sobbing. She knew his
the dogged ienacity 5
Now when every secon nte C
have him o EU!

She pleaded with him
on her knees, grew hysterical @i
pnally, and had 0 be taken in his
arms and quieted, he had not
qQuieted her in vears, And =il there
was sound from parior.

“*Theyll get me somehow,” he re-
peated over and over. “And I—I1
would like to feel that 1 had dobe
one decent thing That red
eyed ferret in the parior will get
the money if you don't. For the
children, Moliv; they've got a right
10 ask to be started straight.”

That was argument that
moved her finally into a sort of ac
quiescesite. There ssemed nothing
else for her to do. He even planned
the thing for He would hide
in the barn in the loft. The swift
snow would soon fill the foolprinta
but wWas anxious, she
could get up eariy and shovel a path
where he had stepped.
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first,

the

her

in case she

"Pantomime

A Boy and

E 51 r 'y . &
she need: ‘
w 1 exchar v for
he rew 1. .
~E R sT 1romn - }
¥ *F s 1t If he car 3 =
on the girl himss
Jim, did J—cCa E

80 much

His face hardened

did; for a—for a I} wiils She
made a fool of me. and [—showed
her. But all the time | we=d vy
Molly.”

He kissed ber =cle y s ghe
half lay in his arms and w
ward the door

“Good-bye and God bies=s 3o Be
raid. “And kiss the—

He choked wup at that a ad
his way out through the drifis
the porch to the litlle yard

the door and fast
Then

Ehe closead

it hahind hin

very cmrefully

she unlocked parior door and
opaned iz, C r was 51 in his
chalr, sunk a litile VO perhaps
and breathing heavily the over
turned teacup on the fx e
him

iTontinued on Fage Fighn
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