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OOURTNEY RYLEY COOPER

Courtney Rylay Cooper, author
lecturer, elrcus mar 1 sxpert on
jungle animals, began Iife as &
clown In & amall clrous  Mr W
or says that he ran away [rom
home for the first tima to join the

Buffalo Bill Wid West show at
the age of five, armd that after that,
r

regularly two three times &
year, the reat of the Cooper family
spent most of ita tUme drmgging
him home whenever a clrous e

to his town, Kansas City When
he waa ffteen he ade the Nna
breakaway, becoming a clown al
the magnificent salnry of five
lare a week. After about five years
of this he bogan to mix the clreus
business with that of the new 1
per and left the “white tups™ ¢
become a reporter for the Hanss
City Biar He then succossively
wald a special writer for the Star,
the Chicago Tr . the New
York World and 1 Denver Post
when he agnin went back to the
olrcus to become press agent of
the Bells-Floto olrous, and personnl
reprasentative for Col. Wil
Cody, "Buffale BIIL" Later Ll
hs becamae genoral manager of the
Sells-Floto elrrua

Following this he turned his at
tention to telling the rest of the
world what he had learned of the

land of the sawidust ring and his
fories and articles begnan to appear
in all the large magusines of the

United Btates.
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It was six-fifteen In the
kitchen the last touches hiil  heen
given a meal which was o hit more ex
travagant than was customury o the
household of Mr. and Mrs, John Car
rington. The sliver candlesticks were
on the dinlng room table Instead of the
usual glass ones; the service had heen
polished with extra care that mornlng,
At the slde of each of the two plates
was & sprig of orange blossoms, which
bad arrived, specinl dellvery, from
Californla, that morning, Just bevond
the French doors leading to the living
room was a lurge basket of roses It
was thus every year,

In the fireplace of the llving room,
the fames leaped In blue and green
and violet colorings, the offgivings of
driftwood, sendlug thelr o
Into the blg, comfortable shadowy
room and upon the womnn who sat,
Just within the range of warmth, gnz-
Ing Into the flames. Mrs. John Car
rington was walting for her hushand
to come home to dinner In honor of
thelr tenth annlversary,

Not that there was any As to
the time or manner of his arrival. Mr
end Mra, John Carrington had o repu
tatlon—they were known as the hap
plest married couple of all thelr set
a set, Incidentally, which Ineluded
every worth-while name In the -
tory. In five minutes, Mre, Curring
knew, there would sound the throb
bing of a famillar englne fron
the street and the squeaking of hroke
bands which always announced the
homecoming of the best hushand In
town. John never falled, just as he
never falled to telephone her preclsely
at eleven o'clock each mornlng, st as
he never falled to remember her birth
day, or to send the blggest baske
roses which he eould afford, on
annlversary. Just as he never fal
to take her to the theater on Thursida)
night, to the Country club for the
day night dances, or—hut the st |s
too long. John was the 1deal hushand
He never falled In anything

Nor did sha For Medalne Carring

rations

ton also had her place In the mairimo |

nial sun. Bven her enemies admin
that she was a perfect wife. The se
renity of the Oarrington home wns
something which could not he dented
Bveryone knew of It, everyone spoks

of it. John Carrington nnd hi
never had even qunrreled!

Yet, as Mrs. Carrington watched the
fire, It seemed that an expression, al

most of utter fear, wns |
the tapplng of a shoe upon
rug gave evidence of nervo
quick knitting of her hands em
phasized It. Now and then she turned

her head toward the window—ns

though fearful of his coming, vet anx
fous that he be here. Then she wonld
resume her former position, her eyes
fraught with presentiment " 2 into
the big fireplace where the driftwond
crackled and the fMnmes lenped 4
scurried In vagrant colorings The mily

utes passed

A ear stopped protestingly A sten
sounded. The door op wl. S
with her usunl smile

“How are you, Denrvest?”

“Same as usual, Sweetheart ™
was hanging up his hat and overcoat
A moment more and he came beliind
her, to lay his hands on her shoulders
for an lnstant. “How's my Swecthenrt
tonight ™

“Happy as always, John" Qe
tarped and kissed him lghtly. “You
were a dear to send me those roses
You never forget, John"

He siralghtened proudly

“Why should 17 Pretty fire®™ J

| the gnze of Medalne Coarrington so

R T e

*“Yes—driftwood. Tve been s!tting

|

!hnr\‘ watching It, while | walted for
| ¥

|

For a moment he, too, looked into
the hlaze,

“Beautiful. Drifiwood, eh? HRather
| hard to get lsn’t 17 |

She amiled

“Yes—but then, this s our anniver |

sary.”

“That's right. That's right. 1 sup
pose the dinner's walting?™

It was u uoseless questlon—asked

merely for the sound of It. John knew |

thut dinner was ready. It always wan

rendy. The home of Mr. and Mrs, |

Juhn Carrington was one In which
nothing ever was awry. He went on:
“Yea, of course, It's walting. Just a
moment, Sweetheart, untfl I tidy up a
bit and I'l be with you. Only a wo
ment—"
He hurried up the stalrs, while a

the flnmes, the gaze of one whose mind
Is peopled with anguish. But in a mo
ment more, it had vanished, John wase
heside her, howing In mock overpolite
ness, and offering his arm In an ex-
truvagnnt invitation to the table
“Many congratulations today,” he

anld as they seated themselves, “Four |

or five of the hoys dropped In to tell

| me thelr troubles, and Incidentally to
| may how much they envied us. Strange

what a few lttle numbers will do,
Ian't 1

“Marvelous.™ Her self-possession
had returned ; ¥ him before her she
wns agnin the ] Medaine ( ng-
ton, “This is the tenth year, without

A quarrel.”

John Inughed

“And our lden may spread, Bentley's
married you know—ju Inst week
Came Into the office today Fold him
all about our system, and
worked out ‘All that you need for
happiness, Bent,' 1 sald, ‘18 to learn to
count to a hundred.' Then, 1 went on
and told how It had worked with us,
how we simply schooled ourselves Into
the habit of counting to a hundred he
fore we sald an unkind word, how, If
one of us waa nervous or irritable, It

w It's

became the duty of the other to hold '

In, and the wonderful result that we've
attained. After all, dearest, it's all
very simple, lsn't 1t

“Extremely 80" For just an Instant |

her eyes clouded—only to brighten
agnin. “I've never seen prettler roses
than the ones you sent today, John"

“That's what you're always good
enough to say. By the way, this ronst
Is done to a turn. | never tasted bet-
ter.”

The menl progressed to a perfect
eoncluglon—as It always did Onee

more, they were before the driftwood

flame. She took his hand In hers
“After ull, 1t's remarkable that two

persons could go through ten years of

married e wi
John ™
He nodded. Then

out a quarrel, 1sn't 1t,

“Yea—in a way. Then agaln, all that |
Ia necessyry r" COommnn senee "

“T suppose so. But haven't there
been times when 1 have tried you ter
ribly, when I've made vou =0 an
that you couldn't hold your temper?

“No, not once, dearest. (me slmply
conldn't loge his temper with yon"

“There—yon mustn't sny that. Be
sldes, the maln point, T suppose, 18 the
foet that It's been accomplished. Ten
yenrs of married lfe, wit
quarrel 1"

She rose then, and ved slowly
Into the shadowsa, Agaln her hands
knitted unconsclonsly., An expression
ne of nente paln eame Into her eves
John dld not see—he was gazing Into
the finmes and watching the colorings
as they eame and went

“Ten yenra without a quarrel! [t's
something to he proud of, something to
boast ahout te yonr friends -and—"

“Yoe, 1 suppose so."™

There was something 'In her tone
whirh enused him to look up qulckly
to glance toward her as though she

it even a

had uttered n desecrntion The flick
ering of the fireplace caught her fen

| tures, to dsplay them ns singnlarly

pale, singularly deawn and Indicative
of suffering. He half rose—but she
motloned him back

“Mense sit thera, John, M've—aome
thing to tell you*

“Why, dearest? Yon seem so—"

"Don't—please.™ She gripped the
hack of a chalr as though for support
“I—want to say It as quickly as pos

| slhle. Tm golng away, John"™ The
volee was faint
He was sllent for a moment At
1n =t

“Well, If yom feel that you shonld—
of course, It wonld he hetter from na
finnnecinl |\--1I|I" If you waited a while
but if von really want to
mean that way, John I'm
ing hack.”™

Not—" He stared at her In non

plussedd fashion for a long time hefore
he rose, “Why Medaine—! 1 don't— 1"

T diin't think you'd understand.™

‘Not coming back? Why—*"

“Not coming back, John " she re
penitesd, und this time the volee bhore a
ertnin - note of harshness, “Wa'rs
thirs y 1™

Medaine 1™

Please '™ She motioned him hack
I know what I'm doing. I'm perfectly
| sane I've slmply put u
t u n® long ae 1 can stund It and
Eoing awny You've bees "
to me, and when a thing
it happens, the best thing t
gt nway. So I'm going
il It with more coolness tha
ver, and with an Incislveness tha
here was the slighrest twitel
of John's fingers—then he turned
v, and for a long moment was
AL Inst, as though eased In mind
hie oved] agaln to his chalr
You're tired, sweetheart T resl
t nervous Don't worry Ey

thing'll be all right If you'll just tel
e what's wrong, we'll ind & way to

Mra, John Cars

| to the eyes of John %

| could utter, as he stood there stgr

at her, his arms fAat st his sides, hin
Ups open, his expression one of cuom
bined wnger, dismnay sand wonderment
The wsoft arus tghteoed still wore
Bboutl his neck

“Klss me, Joho—pleuse|™

“Huardly."

“But den't you understand? [ was

| Just trylug to make you say the things | bearer
you did say—Iit was the only way 1t
could think to do It. Don't you see? 1|1

didn't know any other way in the

world o make you quarrel with me, to |

furget that eternal counting to & hun
dred before you'd ever auswer, to—to
—John, please—won't you kiss me? 1

don't love anyone In the world but |

you, | swear it—aobody In the world,
John, Doan't you see? 1—]1—"
the tears came—*l just couldn't stand
it auy—any more.*

“SBtand It—stand what 1"

“Why—why, everything, John., You
Just can't endure things forever with
out salt and pepper. It lsn't natural
It—It just got on my nerves until 1
thought I'd go crazy. I—"

“What's the—" Frank amazement
was bls now, “I don't understund you
—can't make you out, Medanine. Salt
and pepper—"

“Just what I mean, John, Put your
arms around me, won't you pleasa?
Please, John?' She caught a hand und
ralsed It o her shoulder, where It hung
& moment, then dropped Hmply But
he did not resist her now, as he had
Juhn

Theen

done g moment before. “Tell
{s this the first time you'v
thought me spineless?*
He shook his head, sayving sllently
what he would not say In words It
seemed to please her, Bhe kissed hiim

“And haven't you wondered ofren |

] me?

how on earth you ever narr

Haven't you wondered If 1 really had |

encugh spirlt to even have a qu
with a tradesman? Haven't you, John?
I've thought that about you—waondered
bhow on earth you managed to trans
act your business, how you ever gol
the backbone even to discharge an
employee, You've never shown It at
home. TIve tried to nettle you, anger
you—and all you did wus count tw a
hundred”

“That was our bargain.” He sald it
somewhat grodeingly.

“Just the trouble—just what hurt

| me, thut you'd stuy by a silly barguin

like that John,” she lookei

quickly, “during the time we've been

| murried, have you really been happs
“17" he paused His lips pressed
! tight for an Instant I If yuu

want the frunk truth—I huven't.,"
“Why?
Agaln a panuse I'hen
“Oh, never mind.’
“But | want w know, I8 it for the

snme reason that 1 huven't been happy
because everything has been  Just
the same, just the regulur monotony
ol sugur, supgar, sugur al L}
pever a blt of blttes t Is that
thie reason, John \nd | ive been
,Juhin, I've Enown every win
ute what you were going to do, 1
knew the minute you were going to
leave home, the minute you would el
ephone me, the minute yvou'd get hoere
at night, and whuat you'd tulk about
at the dinoer table, I knew to & dot

what you'd do and say and how
act. And, John—a woman may say
she wants that, but she doesn't She
wants a husband who'll be good to
her most of the time, but who now and
then—well, who wont We can t

superhuman, John It i
You've been on thwe to dinn
years. [ haven't even had the

ment of scoldlng you for being
I—" Then, us if with an Inspir
she looked at him Juhn d
notice how un electri
clenrs the alr?  And how sultey It

been beforehand? We've never even |

't e 1%

the chance to know ho e
things can be afier the clouds has
gune. We've bad nothing =

shine—untll It's bl

huven't been able to see anvtl
Then she halted- saddenly beaming
A llght of understanding bhud couw

tired expression faded, to giv Ay
one which Meduine had not seer '
yeurs Slowly his arms raised '
cluspnd ghout the form of his wite, e

kissed her—slowly, us one

| lomg at & sweet he Is lonth to lenvi

Pen vears seemed to have rolled

away, ten drab uneventful years which |

now bhore no more lmportance ln retro
spect than the Antness of mwonotonons
plaing. A soft hand touched hisz tem
ple und lingered there

‘We've Just been deiftwood,

He nodded and klssed her
Then, ke a streak, he turned
and bounded up the stairs
Ing, she heard him fombling ahout

an upper room, bangi al drnwers
and attering strange things 1 his
hreath A grunt Another Louder
Then

“Medalne,” eame In hellowing
yet ones  which seemed st

fruught with happiness “shere In
thunder are my pongee shirts®

In the room below, Mednlne smiled

the smile of n woman who has
fought and won. She whirled townrd
the stnlrs and ealled snnpplly,. vet with
A glint of merriment In her aves

“Right where thev've plways heen,”
CHITe her explas]ve nn nesment
“right In the third draws f the chiff
rolye if you'll only tnke the Hme to
lonk for them !™

(o n ies later a ealler stopmed
on the veranda the OCn '
] e IT wns Inevil hle ir t hs shon 1
glanee  througt th A ' Ei
within the living reom two persons =it
ting hefore n driftwood hlgzs anilm
together wrms ahonit  epcel
shonlidvrs twin ridinnt aweethenrts
wittehing the Mekering of the fHames
Fhe iller slghed In envy

“Mhev've got the system.™ he an

weid to himself as he rang the
b ‘Happlest darmed couple In
town.*
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Where Is John Johnson?

If any of the old settlers have seen any-
thing of my brother. John Johnson, I ask
vou to let me know. I am Andrew John-
son, who lived below Sand Hollow from
1882 to 1901. Address Andrew Johnson,
Petaluma, California, Box 33, Route 1.
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