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ANDIRON TALES BY J. K. BANGS

THE POKER CONCLUDES HIS INTERESTING STORY.
RIGHTY AND LEFTY RETURN WITH THE BELLOWS.

CHAFPTER VL

““What kopt so long?" nsked the
Poker, the Andiron and Bellows came
upn “Was our friend Bellows out of |
breath, or what™

“No, T wasn't out of breath,” sald the
Bellows, *1 nover am out of breath. You |
might A= well expect a groceryman o be
out of groceries as a bellows to be out of |
breath. 1 wasn't long, rither—at least no
longer tham wsuxl, which Is two foot |

you

n=

three. A longer bellows than that would |
be wuseless for our purpose. 1 slmply |
aidn't want to come, that's all. 1 was

very busy writing when they interrupled
me.
“It wus very kind of you to come when |
you dldn’'t want 10, sald Tom. I
“Ko, it wosn't,” sald the Bellows, “1 |

didn't want to come then, | don't want 10 | ean be told in filve words what's the

ba here now, and 1 wouldn't blow the | gse of padding It out to AOO™

cloud an inch for you Iif I didn't have to.* “None,” sald Tom, “except that _w:-u'
“Rut why 40 you have w07 asked Tom. | can't make a book out of a story of five
“I'm outvoted, that's all™ replied the | words,"

Bellows. “You see, my dear Weasel"— “Oh, yes, you can'’ sald the Bellows |
“Dormouse,” whispered the Poker alrily. “It tsn't any trouble at all iIf

“1 mean Dormouse" sild the Ballows,
correcting himself. “Youa see, I belleve in |

j thought he had waited jong enough for

the Bellows to resume.

“What onT" asked the Bellows,

“Om your story about Jimmie Tomp-
kins and the red apple” Tom answered,

“Why, I've told you that story,” re-
torted the Bellows, “Jimmle ate tho
red apple and dled. What more do you
want? That's all there s to 0.

“It jsn't & very long story,” suggesicd

pointed.

“Well, why should it be?' demanded
the "‘Bellows. A story doesn't have 1o be
long to be good, and s long as it 1s all
there—"

“1 know.," sald Tom; "butl in most storics

! there's & lot of things put in that help

10 make It Interesting.”
“All padding!” sneersd
“and that I will never

the Bellows,
If a story

do,

vou know how, and In the end you have
a much more useful hook than If you

| ed

“That wes probably my greatest Merary
achievement.”

“Tnwritten Poems" eh? sald
to whaom the title seemed curious

“Yes"” sald the Bellows. *“The book |
!hnd 30 pages, all nlcely bound—38 lines |
I 10 a page—and each beginning with
capital letter, just as poetry should. Then,
=0 a% to be quite falr to all the letters, 1
| began with A and went right stralght

Tom,

| Tom, ruefully, for he was much disap- | through the alphabet to 2.

“But the poems?™" Jdemanded Tém,

| "They were unwritien, just as the title
| sald.”” returned the Beliowa. “Tou see
| that Jeft evervthing to the imagination,
| which iz a great thing In poetry.™

| “Didn't people complain?’ Tom asked.
| “Everybody 4id,” replied the Bellows,
| "but that was Just what [ wanted. 1
agreed to snswer every complaint ac- |
companied by 10 cents In postage stomps.
Elght m!illon complaints alone brought me
In H000 over 2nd above all expeonscs,
which were 4 centa per complaint.*

| “But what was your answer?”' demand-

Tom

“I merely told them that my book stood |
upon own merite, and that if they
didn't ke my unwritten poems they could
write pome of thelr own on the blank

- A

“THERE ARE TOO MAXY OF US,"” HE

CONCLUDED

GLOOMILY,

evarybody having a =ay in regard to ev-
erything. I always have evervthing 1 ean
put to a vote, Consequently, when Righty |

ma
print the filve words on Lhe first page and

ie it a million words long. You can

leave the other 500 pages blank, so that

here came do 3 asked help | 3 #

l,:,)“. '5_‘,,. H._jﬂ:n”“:.\':i _.,:,',:“Y :;‘ITI, ‘:L‘ha!‘ h" after you get through with the volume
wouldn't do It he called Lefty In, and we | 88 # story book ¥you can use It for a
put it to a vote &85 1o whether I'd have to blank book or dlary. Moet books, now-

or not. They voted that I must and I | adays that when you get through with
voted that I needn't, and, of course, that | them there lsn't anything else you can
bent me; #o0 here I am.*™” |u-(, with the book.™
“Well, it's very good of you, just the — "
’ . . W 3 with a
same,"” said the Poker. “Yon aren't guite It's & o ides,” sald Tom

as good-nntured as 1 am, but you come

| laugh.

protty menr it. Most people would have | “And sll my own Invention, too,” sald

left & matter of that kind entirely to | the Bellows proudly.

themselves and then voled the way they “He's the most Inventive Bellows that

felt Hke voting. You aren't selfish, any- | ever was™ put In the Poker, ""that 1s, in

how." a lterary way. How many coples of
“¥es 1 am™ sald the Bellows. *I am | ¥Your book of ‘Unwritten Poems’ did you

awfully selfish.* sell, Wheezy ™ he added.

“You're not, cither,” said the Poker, |
“(h, Cooldness! ejaculated the Bellows
“What's the use of fAghting” I e=ay I
*“Let's have 8 vote on i1 sald Righty.
*] wote he f=m't* ‘

“80 do L" maid Tom.

“Me, too,” sald Lelty.

“Those aré my sentiments Nkewlse,™ put
in the Poker

“Oh, very well, then, I'm not,” =aid the
Bellows, with a deep-drawn sigh; “but I |
do wish yoo'd let me have my owm Wiy
gbout some things, I want to be selfish, |
even If I'm nol.” i

“Well, we are very sorry.” sald the |
Poker: “but we can't et you be; we need
you too much to permit you to be selfish,
Besldes, you'ra too good a fellow to be
pelfigh. 1 knew n boy who was selfish
enoe, and he got into all sorts of trouble.
Nobody lked him, and once when he gave
a big dinner to a lot. of other boys not
one of them would come, and he had to
eat &ll the dinner himself. The result
was that he overate himself, ruined his
digestion, and all the rest of hix life had
to do without ples and ecake and other
good things., It served him right, too, Do
you think we are going to let you be lke
that, Mr. Bellows?"

“1 suppose not,” sald the Bellows, “but
ptories about selfish boys don't frightes
me. I'in & bellows. pot a boy. 1 don't give |
dinners and I don't eat ple and cake. Plain |
air is good enocugh for me, and T wouldn't
give a cent for all the other gond eatahlex
in the world except doughnuts. 1 lke |
doughnuts becauss, sfter all, they
only bellows cakes. But come, let "us |
hurry up with the cloud. I want to get |
back to my desi. 1 have a poem to finish
before breakfist.*

This statement Intercsted Tom hugely.
¥e had read many a book, but never be-
fore had he met & real author, and even
if the Bellows had been a man, so jong
ae he wus a writer, Tom would have |
Jooked upon him with awe.

“Excuse me,"” he sald, hesitatingly, as |

the Bellows began to wheeze away at
the cloud. “Do you rezlly write?™ |
“Well, no' sald the Bellowe *“No, 1,

don't write, but I biow & story or two
now and then You »ee, I can't write be-
cause | haven't any hands, but 1 can
wheeze out 2 tale to & senographer |
once In a while which any magaszine
would be glad to publish if It could get
hold of ft. One of my <&tories calisd |
S8parks blew into a powder magazine |
once and It made a-tremendous nolse in
the world when 1t came out.”

“1 wish you would t%ll me one' sald
Tom.

“Are you & stepogrepher?™ asked the
Bellowe,

“No,” said Tom, 1
just the same.

“Well” sald the Bellowa, “T'I tell you
one about Jimmie Tompkins and the red
appie.t

“Hurrah!" cried Tom. “1 love red ap-
ples.”

“Bo 44 Tommy Tompkine™ sald the
Bellows. “and that's why he died. He
ate a red apple while It was green and |
it killed him." |

There was a pause for an Instant, snd |
redoubled his

|
.'
“hut like stories i

Rollowe effortes to |

the

move the cloud, which for some reason
or other did not stir sasily.
sald Tom, whem o

"Go ehead,”

“Eight milllon,” returned the Bellows.

s pages of the book

:
| g
]

It was n perfectly falr
the Bellowws replled,

think 1 ke written poetry best,
thougzh,” sald Tom.

“That's entirely a matter of taste ™ sald |
the Bellows, “and ] shan't find fault with
you faor that. The only thing = that Un-
written Poeme are apt to have fewer
faults than the written ones, and svery
great poest will teil you that nobody ever
detected mny mistakes in his poems until
he had put them down on paper. If he
had left them unwritien, nobody would
ever have known how bad they were.™

Tom scratched his head In a pussied
mood. He could not quite grasp the Bel-
ows' meaning

‘“What do you think about it, RIghty ™" ‘|
be demusnded of the Andlron,

“Oh, I don't think snything about 18" |

proposition,*

replied Righty.

| the Leftandiron,

| expanding himself (o the utmost imit, he

| greens, just the same!” retorted the Pok-

| it misses the moon and falls past it inte

| peered after the cap, which, even as the

|in the direction of the crescent moon,

“I havem't watched po- |
etry much, You see, Lefty and I don't
see much of It. People light fires nowa-
days more with newspapers than with po- |
oliry.* |
“What I've seen burns well™ ohun-ed!
“and don’'t make much |

arhes to met into your eyes; but, EAY. |
|

'

| Wheezy, if you'll do your blowing about

this cloud rather than about your poetry
we may get somewhere."

“Very weil,” sald the Beliows, "‘fasten

| your hats on tight and turn up your col-
| Imra.

I'm going to give you a regular
tornado.”

And he was ax good as his word, for, |

gave a tremendous wheeze, which nearly

blew Tom {rom his perch, sent his cap |
Aying off Into space and smaghed the |
| cloud Into four separate pleces ome of |

which, bearing the Poker, floated rapldly |
off to the north, while the other three spéd
south, cast and west, respectively. |
“HL there,”" cried Righty, |
1

as he per-

' celved the damage done to their feecy |

charibt. “What are you up t0? We don’t
want to be blown te the four corners of
the earth. Pull in—pull in, for goodneéss |
sake, or we'll never get together again®™ |

“There's no satisfying you fellows™ |
growlel the Bellows. “First I don't blow
enough, and then I blow too much.” !

“Stop growiing and haul us back again!™
eried the Poker,

The Bellows began to haul in his breath |
rapidly. and by a process of suction soon |
had the four parts of the burst cloud
back together agaln.

“By jingo!™ panted Lefly. '“That was a
narrow escape. Two seconds more and
this party would have been a goner,
Even as it 1s, you've twisted my neck so

| T'Il never get it back In ebape again,” sald

the Rightandiron.

“Well, I'm sorry,” sald the Bellows.
“but {t's all your own fault. You asked
me to blow the clond, and I blew it. You
didn't any where you wanted it blown.”

“You needn't have biown it to smith-

er, “It doesn’'t cost anything to ask a
question now and then.”
*“Wheres then?' demanded the Ballows
“1'4 jike to find my hat,” eald Tom
“Very well,” sald the Bellows. "I see 1t
speeding off townard the moon, and we'll
chase after Iit, but we'll never cateh it it

space.”
The Poker rose to his full helght and

Bellows had sald, was salling rapidly off

which lay to the west and below them.

“Hurrah!" he cried. *“It's all right”

“gan you see it stil?™" asked Tom, anx-
founly. for his cap was made of sealskin,
and he ddn't wish to lose It.

“Yes, It's all right,”” sald the Poker.
*It nearly missed, but not quite. If you
will jook through thesse glassea you will
son LY

The Poker handed Tom a palr of strong
fleld giasses, and the [ad, gazing anxlous-
ly through them, woa delighted to see his
wandering cap hanging, as If on a great
golden hook In the sky beneath them, and
which was nothing more than the last ap-
pearance of the moon itself.

“Good!" eried the Rightandiron. *“That
settles the question for us of where wel
shall go next. There is no cholce left.
We'll go to the moon. Heave ahead,
Wheesy."

Whercupon the Bellows began to blow, |
at first gently, then stronger and stronger, |
and vet more strongly still, uatil the cloud
was moving rapldly in the direction they |
destred.

(To be continued.) L
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HOW THE THURSTONS WENT TO THE CIRCUS

ONE BAD MAN HELPED SIX CHILDREN TO
THEIR HEART'S DESIRE.

HE six Thurstons filed gloomily out | would you?™
ward in

of the house to the hayloft for a

council. “None
“Two dreadfuller things couldn't have | Phasis,
come together If they'd tried,” remariked |
Mplly, seating hernelf with a disconsolate |
sniff on a soap box. "“A circus coming,
mother sort of sick and no money!”

“That's three,” said Polly, who was
a practical soul Well. 1

"Well, no money doesn’'t count, for guese not,” and Donny arose nand went |
that's always In everything about us, but | ——— -— - - -
mother sick and the circds together are
dreadful.

“T wouldn't have father know how we
feol for anything: it would hurt his feel-
ings #0,” =mald Donny, virtwously, whit-
tilng out a new Noah for Dummy Dee;
the original one of the Christmas Noah's
ark had disappeared long sinee, leaving
the navigation and management of the

asked Teddy, craning ¢
Donny's direction.
"dead,” s2ild Donny with e"n|
and e¢ager to explain. I you
gel down by the ring piace, where they
iaill come in-=but,” with a change of
tone and a comprehensive glance at the
interested faces, "“I'm not thinking of
going.”

“Don—why not™ erled Polly In a grief-
stricken tone.

“With all of you, not there?

W 1

aMATIY O

v
[
|
|

anima's to Mrs. Noah, and thls over- |
worked lady, having lost the round
pedestal on which she once stood, re-

fused to stand at all, so Dummy Dee hod
agread to trade a marble to Doany for a
new Noah.

“Is there anything we could sell?™
asked Bobby, casting a speculative eye
around, ca thelr much-used treasures.

*We've got about a pound of riga In
the bag, and how far would that go, do |
you think, toward taking six of us to
the clrcus? 1I'd like to know,” sald Tom-
my. "“There's too many of us, is the;
trouble,” he con-iuded, gazing gloomily
around at the rosy faces of the clrcle,

“We couldn't apare any, though™ put
in Dummy Dee stoutly. “If there wasn't
but ome of us It would be awful, so lone-
some a felier’d have to holler for com-
pany."

They all cheered up a bit at this. *“Yes,
that’s s0," sald Molly. “It would be |
bhetter as far as shoes and circuses are
concernad but think of having to be
scolded for w=ix!™”

This was too appalling to be conslderad.
“Donny's got 8 cents; 'nuff to take
him." put in Tommy, suddenly,

“Why Donny Thurston! Where'd you ,
get It?" they all cried at once, amazed
at so much capital In thelr midst. It
seemed like a trust

“]—l—saved It ocut of grandmother's
Christmas money, "cause I lost it right

WHILE THE THURSTONS WATCHED HIM BREATHLESSLY.

! to the door with his hands in his pock-
off down & hole in my room, and Tommy ets In such a definite fashion, that they
found It while he was poking around | felt he wirhed nothing more to be sald
for a marbie he'd lost,"confessed Donny | about Jt.

blushing deeply. and he promptly rellev-

| brother sitting on i
“He wns ete
Doctor, "

ey, Uncle

£ 1y
» 1 jumped on him from

expls

ing - “Lel's have a pretend show up here, wou're m brick ™ sald the
;ﬂ h“httﬂén: ‘ba‘:‘.}l(:wt:ﬁm:‘ To m: &ﬂ | then,” suggested Polly. “I1 choose 10| g4..00r jifting {h-Ti :m!‘li ?u.i t r
t;‘;:‘lﬂ(‘:‘ Ariosrias n am ® | be Josephine, the fat woman. I oan | gown. then he speedily hauled the

", z PRETEN stuff out beautifully with plllows—" i L R A -

Quit that,” sald Tommy, ron his back,

plncidh'[ .. wE—" | over .
“You ean go all rigsht.” he Tll be Angeling, the snake charmer.” | wfpg you, Is It Jim Batss™ he

lying stillL

| sald Moally. erimly, ax the man’s eves open
f::"-?t’d'ﬂ}‘“’“ St the roof and yaWn- | “wpy be ring master,” sald Teddy. ex- | "1 Gio¢ intending to do oot
o . - citedly, “and—and Don'll be clown, 'cAURe | bionn the creature
Yo, f“' you can’ said Polly €X- | ne'll like that!” he concluded, nodding b-‘“-'\-‘,'._' “.T1 — - =
citedly. "“Then you can tell us all about | No, Jim. you

at the others. This was a delicate way . that's the + fall

. "ih 1 fnto
:to"_.ahl;: 't:: Bi:;p‘hhll::“th:m;y;tno:}. ];1' of showing that they appreciated his Now
R R e TS ME angel, | sacrifice, and Donny grinned broadly at sk
'?\' 1an't f » - the Iandscape from the doorway :
e ”d_’_.“_‘ “Dummy Dee can be trickrider on tho | wyee vau have

o When you were in hera
old trieycle— this morning, t

<
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“One wheel wobbles too much,” objected

sicknoss
Dummy Dee. ! crops and J
“All the better for tricks; IU's a .n® | gont though I saw your fath L
trick, even to be able o stay on,  sald & gl in the postoffice this mo 1

Polly, patting him. h

ng around here, and saw
“I'll be contortionist,” snnounced Tom- 1

thelr bl and-then you ird
my, sitting up much tousled, and very | Well, turn you over o th
dusty, and stralghtway he began to prac- | Donny. telephone one up here, quich

tice by looking through his legs, which The poor wretch was w 4
were still on the box, and the children wers all «
“If mother knew about the clrous she’d | from frigh tly from sympat
. l probably think of a plan so we could Jim haul out the I s wd

doetor

| but I wouldn't bother the dear for 40 clir- |
| cuses,” satld Molly, petting up. "Tm go-

handed it up to the
move to take lt, so

it

| ing in now to make my snakes out of ype | where the doctor put his foot on 2
| old rubber hose, while I sit by her.' Then & small hand 2 i » "

So maying, Molly alid rupldly down the le doctor,” sald Dumir 1
slantwise door, which served as & port- ! “let him go’ _ - s
| cullia to the hayloft. and dirappeared. | “Oh, do, uncle doctor!” chimed ye

*I'm giad of one thing. " anld Poily, get- | five
| ting up, preparing to follow: "it doesn't | They had never s thelr denr ‘1.'03
cost anything to see the procession and | 20&Ty before, and frspie kol
| Iook at the posters, mnyway." shoes, for fear of &h CAAppee,
The moming of the circua day beheld | The man began = “',. SERE S8
the alx Thurstons lined up In front of the d“"""“‘_""'""d b : .'.J',I:‘r "‘.':'-_'.:
doctor's office, blisafully gazing on the 1 let you go LAl -'r" .;’I'l‘r -

procesalon from the brass band, that be-
gan It, to the column In a minlature cart
drawn by the smallest of ponies, that
Anished It |

After they were entirely sure they had
seen it all, they bethought themselves of
a cut-off, down another street, whers they
could see It agaln, so they all dashed off,
all but Dummy Dee, who had & sudden
rush of memory to the head,

f your doing ank-
it 1 will inform on

ake your head

ORY

swim

Y-
none (o0

ald

1 wiving it to and
They were to stop at the doctor's office -. in the alr can only think of
for a bottle of medicine for mother, ana use to put It to; and that I= to buy
the line of processlon was jeading in the | us tickets I I've
other direction. wanting to go but

80 Dummy Dee climbed the doctor's of- w--ln'.(‘. take ma.

fice stepa and rang the bell in an absent- | and will be better stlll for a quiet after-

minded manner, wondering all the while | noon S0 mind you be here at 1:0

| why money should be so scarce and the | wharp”

desire {0 go to things so great In the same () unecle doctor,” they cried In rap-
family. true, throwing themselves on him with
The busy doctor, an intimate friend of | one accord. “You sre the best™ Then
the Thurstons, was out, but h's door was | off they rushed to tell the good news
unlocked, so Dummy Dee entered and | at home.

jclimbed up In a certain deop window, | But presently Polly and Molly came
where he and the good bachelor doctor | back and tip-toed in.

had often sat and told each other stories. | - “Please, uncle doctor, lock your safe
The band sifll sent back !ts aliuring | this time* begged JMolly, while Polly

strains, and Dummy Dee, standing on | squeeged hiz hand.

what he called s tippest toes. eould aee |  “I willL” he promised.

§ | & little of the highest things of the pro- | Then Donny came back breathlessly
cession. Hes was s0 eungrossed that he | “You needn’t got deserved seat=" he
fatled to hear the door open stealthily, | sald, by reason f his hast “oanse
andl the creeping footsteps that came | there are same fine places down by the
toward the old-fashloned =afe that stcod ' ring entrance a fellar told me about.
very near the window whers Dummy Des | lesldes, ['ve got 50 cents Ihn( I =1 ' 1
stood, quite comcealed by the heavy cur- by _?nsinz ft, so you needn't pay for
tains. me

The careless doctor had received gulte “Ponny Thurston, go home: this s my
| a sum_of money that morning from nis !r‘:‘tr;l," r'?-.f k;!-r.-;‘-r sald, very sternly
| ; tients. and, thrusting it !nto the | with a twinkiing eye
'2?:"&;.;*“115011 the door not gquite shut. | Then Toemmy and Tadldy eame back

| to thank him again.

But Dummy Dees stayed through it all
because he had & special hug for dear
uncie doetor, and when {8 was through
there were happy tears in Dummy Dee's
eyes, and in the doctor's, loo

The heavy tron door, now bumping
against the curtaing as it was pushed wide |
open, attracted Dummy Dec’'s atiention, |
and be turned, fortunately without noise, |
and Jooked between the curtains on the
stooping figure of a man whoss covetous
hand was already full of bills

Quick as a flagsh Dummy Dee hurled
hircself down on the man's back, like a
small but sturdy cat, and the unexpected
forte of the blow pinloned the thief to

Mueh XNeeded.
Weary Willla—1 see yer movin' gut, boss,
! Is dey anyt'ing you don’'t need "at I might
take?
Subbubs—Yes, a bath.

the ficor, his head struck egainst the




