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CHAPTER X
The old m an 's face cleared. He 

„  , took a long step a round th e  ta -  
P?' .ji ble an d  held  out his r ig h t han d , 

' f T im othy 's h a n d  clenched his, si- 
I lently  took th e  vow w ith  h im . M r. 
[Dewey drew a  deep b re a th  and  
I said  in  a  steady voice, “Yes, now 
I is th e  tim e, T. C., for all good m en 
to  stand  up for th e ir country. B u t 

I  le t ’s get us som ething to e a t first. 
I I ’m  hollow as a  drum .”

“You’re  welcome to  w hatever 
Lottie has left for m e a t  th e  

! house. H ash, probably.” T im o
th y ’s voice sounded odd an d  fa r  

[ away.
‘‘H ash sounds all rig h t to m e.” 

i B urt Stephenson stood there  by
■ the  desk, em barrassed and  trou - 
I bled. T hen  M r. Dewey moved

forw ard again, saying over his 
shoulder, “Well B urt, come along 

I w ith us to  th e  I^rincipal’s house, 
! will you?”

In  fron t of the  P rincipal’s house
■ B urt said, hesitatingly, “Say, Mr. 
" Hulm e—well—^you see I  get tw en-

ty-five  cents for every news item  
I  send in to  the  Ashley Record. 
1 wonder if it would be all righ t 
to  . . . ”

Tim othy tu rned  to Mr. Dewey. 
“W h at shall we do?” he  asked. 
Mr, Dewey thought for a  mo- 

J:ment, and said, “My G rea t Uncle 
j'Zadok always used to tell me, 

‘W h at’s got to  be done 
I B e tte r  be begun.’ ”

“T h a t’s so,’ ’said Tim othy, and 
I w ent on gravely. “B urt, th is is 
I ab o u t the  m ost serious th ing  th a t  
j-ever happened to our old town. 
I Y ou’re a  Clifford boy. I t ’s up to 
I you as m uch as anybody to  help 
(d o  th e  righ t th ing . H ad your 
f lunch?  No? Well, on in th e  house 
'I and  telephone your grandm other 
! th a t  you’ll have it  w ith us. I ’ll 
' help  you get your news item  
j ready. You’ll probably get more 
i th a n  a q uarte r for it, too.”

Tim othy found the  dish of hash  
; in  the  w arm ing oven in  th e  k itch 

en, s ta rted  th e  coffee m aking, 
showed B urt where the  knives and 

I forks and  dishes were kept, and 
I stepped upsta irs to  speak to  Aunt 
; Lavinia. He found her about to 
I lie down for a  nap, asked he r in 
w ha t he though t was a quiet cas
ual voice, “All righ t, Lavvy?” and 
to ld  her, “I  ju s t w anted to  let 

I you know we’re  back. Mr. Dewey’s 
going to e a t som ething here be
fore he goes hom e.” B ut a fte r  one 
look a t  his face, she slid off her 
bed, crying, “W h at’s happened, 
Tim ? W hat has happened?” He 

: shook his head, t r i ^  to  smile.
' “Tell you la te r ,” he said w ith 

w h a t he  in tended to  be a  reassu r
ing in tonation .

“You’re h id ing  som ething from  
me, T im othy Hulm e,” she cried, 
over the  s ta ir railing. “Somebody 
has died and  you’re no t letting  me 
know.”

“Mr. W heaton has died, Aunt 
‘ Lavinia.”

Halfway down th e  s ta irs she 
halted, astonished, relieved, re 
sentful. “W hy, you crazy loon, 
th a t ’s good news,” she exclaimed, 
w ith hed bald  disregard to conven- 

I tional decencies. She sa t down 
I where she was — looking through 

the  ban isters a t  th ree  m en below. 
Tim othy, back a t  the  table, told 

I he r curtly, w ithout stopping his 
L fam ished chewing and  swallowing. 
I “He’s left the  Academy some m on- 
ley  on condition th a t  no  Jewish 
Is tu d en ts  ever be adm itted .”

“Well, wouldn’t  ye know th e  old 
Ira sca l’d th ink  up some d irty  trick 
|a s  his last act of life?” said  Aunt 

aviina conversationally. She was 
struck  by the  trouble in  the  faces 
below her. “You’re never th in k - 

|in g  of taking i t ! ” she cried.
A unt Lavinia stood by th e  table, 

putting  back th e  strings o f her 
vhite h a ir  to peer in to  his face. 

“Tim, dear lad . . . ” her voice was 
gentle and serious as he  h ad  no t 
h eard  i t  in years.

Pa/nf/ny Walls Made Easy

WETHER-TONE
G E O . D . W ETHERILL &  C O .’s 

N E W  W ASHABLE WALL PAINT
tp p iM  WM Tk. MAGIC PAINT ROUER 
DRKS IN 1 HOUR • HAS NO ODOR 

CAN BE WASHED In A Few D ayi 
After Application 

1 Gallon WM Do An Ordinary Room

NO MUSS, NO FUSS, NO BOTHER 

Four Times As Fast As A Brush 

NO BRUSH MARKS 

•u t WHHER-TONE Can Be AppHed 

With The Brush

lARRIS ELECTRIC CO. 
Elkin, N. C.

“Yes, Aunt Laviina?”
“Because you have  a n  old wo

m an  hanging aroim d your neck 
like a  m illstone you’re no t going 
to be less th a n  you were brought 
up to be? Tim  I ’d starve ra th e r 
th a n  s tan d  in  your way now.”

He was pleased w ith her, kissed 
he r cheek lightly, told h e r with a 
smile, “You’ll be allowed to  starve, 
Lavvy dear, when I  do.”

“T hen  you’ll resign? Oh, Tim! 
Good for you!”

“Resign? I ’m  not going to re 
sign! W hat m akes you th ink  I ’m  
going to  tak e  th is  lying down? 
W e’re going to  p u t our heads to 
gether th is  very afternoon. Burt, 
w hat classes have you?”

“Only a  lab period from two to 
four, bu t see here. Professor 
Hulme, you don’t m ean you’re . .?” 

“You’re excused from  lab th is 
afternoon for m ore im portant bus
iness,” said Tim othy.

Someone was calling to him . 
Above the babble of talk  on the 
sta irs A unt Lavinia’s voice rose, 
shouting, “T im -o-thy! C anby’s 
here. I ’ve told him . He w ants to  
know can  he come up, too?”

“Oh yes,” said Tim othy. “Sure, 
if he  w ants to .”

A unt Lavinia’s sm all capacity 
to give a tten tio n  to m atte rs  of l it 
eral fa c t h a d  been used up. B ut 
Canby said, “You don’t  th ink  for 
one holy second. Uncle Tim, th a t  
you can  find anybody in  th is town 
who’d vote no t to take th a t  m on
ey?”

“H asn’t  i t  ever happened, C an 
by, in  th e  h istory of th e  world 
th a t  people have p u t their p rinci
ples before—”

“Oh, Uncle Tim, be yourself!” 
“Professor Hulme, m ay I  ask one 

question?”
“I  should say so, B urt! T his is 

your p a rty  lots m ore th a n  it  is 
ours.”

“Why, we don’t  hard ly  ever have 
any Jews as students, see? Ju s t 
Jules, and  those H em m erling boys, 
and Rosie Steinberg, th is year. 
W hy couldn’t  they  go somewhere 
else to  school? Good gosh. P ro 
fessor Hulme, i t ’d  be ohaper to 
pay th e ir expenses up in  Ashley a t  
th e  h igh school and  get all th a t  
money for the  Academy!”

Mr. Dewey now said w ith w rath, 
“Are we a-going to be told how 
to  ru n  our business in  our own 
town by somebody th a t  d idn ’t  ev
en vote in Clifford—ju st because 
h e ’s rich? I ’d fig h t tak ing  his 
money if he laid  down the  law to 
us th is way about any th ing .” 

“Listen, B urt.” T im othy waited 
till th e  boy looked up a t  him . “If 
we don’t  tak e  th is money i t ’ll 
m ean  th a t  when we’re old folks we 
can look back on our lives and 
th in k  we had  a  chance to prove 
w hether we m ean t any th ing  when 
we claimed to  be free Americans, 
or w hether it was ju s t  ta lk .”

The tra in ed  instinc t of the  ex
perienced teacher told T im othy 
th a t  th is was enough. He looked 
a t  his watch, said, “Let s get a t 
your news item .”

The bugle sent its blare down 
the  hill to Clifford and  its  peo
ple. up th e  m ountain  to the  pine 
and  the  spruces, a s  for the  last 
hundred  and  eighteen years. B ut 
it  did no t galvanize into startled  
speed any laggards loitering on 
th e ir  way to  assembly. Every 
studen t was there  ahead of time, 
and grown-ups too, both m en and 
women, sitting  u psta irs in  the  gal
lery, downstairs a t  the  back on the 
bare stra igh t-backed  benches 
where they found some of their 
youth still left, stand ing  in  the 
doorways and along th e  hall. The 
Ashley Record was distributed  in 
Clifford by h a lf past seven in the 
m orning and  it  was now h a lf past 
eight, th irty -six  hours a f te r  Mr. 
W heaton’s sp irit had  depai’ted 
from  the heavy old body so care
fully tended  by h is m asseur.

Ever since the  a rrival of the  
newspaper the  closely woven n e t 
work of telephone wires h ad  been 
hum m ing storm ily in a  tem pest of 
exclamations, questions and  su r
mises.

Now they sa t and  stood in  the 
assembly room, a  g reater crowd 
th a n  h ad  ever come, even to a 
commencement, looking up a t the 
words of America w ritten  large in 
Professor H ulm e’s square han d 
writing on the  blackboard a t  the 
back of the  stage, a t  Professor 
Hulme standing by the  piano, tWfe 
h a rsh  sonority of his voice c a r
rying his words to the  fa rthest 
ranks of those standing in the 
hall, “Our old town and our old 
school have suddenly been called 
out from  the quiet peace where 
they have lived so long, to  answer 
a question of life and  d ea th  im
portance to  those who believe in 
the  Am erican principle of equal 
opportunity for all, an d  safety for 
minorities. The fu tu re  of our 
town and of our school depends 
on the  answer we will m.ake a t 
the  election of th e  new trustee  two 
m onths from  now. B ut before we 
begin to lay th e  m atte r  before you, 
I  th ink  we would do well to  sing 
our national hym n.”

He sa t down a t  the  piano, he 
sang the  first verse w ith others, 
“My country, ’tis of thee. Sweet 
land of liberty, Of thee I sing.” 

Pi’om verse to  verse, the  music 
swelled like a  rising tide of rh y 
thm  on which everyone there — 
would he or would he no t — was 
swept forward. W hen they  came 
to the  last verse,

“Long m ay our land  be bright 
W ith  freedom ’s holy light! 
P ro tect us by th y  m ight.
G reat God, our king.
A-m en,”

sang the  m en, the  women, the  
boys and  girls of Clifford, slowly, 
drawing in  deep b reaths between 
the  lines, and  rem ained stand ing

for an  in stan t to le t the  tide of 
music subside.

Those who had  seats s a t  down 
rustlingly. T im othy rose, w ent to 
th e  fron t of th e  p latfo rm  and 
stood, looking out thoughtfully  
over the  expectan t faces.

“Perhaps th e  best place to  be
gin,” said T im othy, “is a t  the  be
ginning, e igh t years ago when we 
elected Mr. W heaton as trusee of 
the  Academy I ’m afra id  we all 
just thought th a t  if we elected a 
rich m an  as one of th e  trusees, 
we could get some m oney out of 
him. And using our votes the 
wrong way, h a s  brought on us a 
great tem ptation  to  do wrong 
again, th is tim e a  wrong we could 
never se t righ t. Here are  the  
term s of th e  bequest.”

He read  aloud slowly then , with 
pauses between the  sentences, the

le tte r from  Mr. W heaton’s lawyer. 
“We a re  offered one million for 
endowm ent and  two nundred  
thousand for buildings, on th ree  
conditions: one” — he drew a  long 
b rea th  — “th a t  Academy bind i t 
self never to adm it to its clisses 
or to  give any education to  a  
Jewish s tudent, th e  word Jewish 
being defined as applying to  a  p e r
son w ith any relatives w ith  Jew 
ish blood.” He stopped to b reathe  
again, and  to  s tra igh ten  his p ince- 
nez. “Two, th a t  th e  nam e be 
changed to the  George W heaton 
Preparatory  School.” He laid  em 
phasis on the  word preparatory . 
“Three, th a t  the  tu ition  fee for 
day students be raised to  n o t less 
th a n  $250 a  year, but, so the  
clause in the  will reads, ‘always 
m aking generous provision for 
scholarships for needy Clifford 
youth ,’ an d  th e  fee for boarding 
students to  n o t less th a n  one 
thousand dollars a  year.” A fter 
le ttin g  th is sink in, he added more 
rapidly, “A qu arte r of a  million 
more e ither for' buildings or en 
dow m ent is offered if girls are 
excluded from  th e  studen t body 
bu t th is is no t m ade a  condition 
for obtain ing the  bequest.

“I  th in k  now,” said  Tim othy,

pu ttin g  th e  le te r in to  h is coat 
pocket, and  speaking in  a  level 
voice, “ th a t  probably th is  will had 
been draw n in December, when I 
last saw Mr. W heaton in New 
York. B u t of course I  h a d  no 
idea of i t  then , and  I  could no t 
understand  some th ings Mr. 
W heaton said about the  Academy 
budget. He objected to  the  sa la r 
ies of th e  teachers of Domestic 
Science, and  of Agriculture and 
M anual T rain ing  because those 
subjects are no t p a r t  of p rep ara 
tion  for college. He told me he 
thought th a t  if th e  Academy 
would concentra te  on those who 
have m oney enough to a tten d  col
lege, we would have w hat he  call
ed a m uch better class of stud- 
erits, m eaning by th a t,  I  und er
stand , students from  families 
w ith  m ore money. This, I  sup 
pose, explains his wish to  have 
the  nam e changed, no t only, you 
will notice, to have his own nam e 
p a r t  of it, bu t to have the  Aca
demy called a p reparato ry  school. 
He spoke on th a t  sam e day, as he 
h ad  several tim es before of his 
wish to exclude girls, giving it  as 
his opinion th a t  we could never 
induce gentlem en’s sons to come 
here  as students as long as they

were obliged to  associate w ith 
girls in  classes.” He brought th is  
out in th e  sam e lac i-s ta tin g  
neu tra l voice he  was using for the  
rest of his explanation.

(To Be C oatinaed)

h y d r a n t  in  m id d u e

“Pop,” sa id  Johnny, looking up 
from  his composition, “is w ater
works all one word or is i t  spell
ed w ith  a  h y d ra n t in  the m iddle?”
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THE LONE RANGER BY FRAN STRIKER

now, B0V4, 6LIP OUT THE REAR OF 
; THE JAIL.^CIRCLE TO GET IN BACK 
OF THE LOME RAN6 ER'6 ARMY. 
THEN VOU CAM WIPE 'EM 
OUT./

P IG H T / yOU'LL COME WITH U4 
LACEX ANP YOU, TOQ BLACK. WE 

PON’T AIM TUH BE DOUBLE-aW^EP.

DOOQ?AROUriP NHO SLAMMED
BACK 

ARMY./
CAHGER'-J

II5VW )
j i j

% WE'LL GO. AT THE RATE OF 
THAT GUNFIRE, TH14 JAIL WILL 

BE RIPPLEP IN MO TIME/
5388#

THAT PQE4 IT, B 0V 4/ NOW LET ME GET 
AT THAT WINDOW/

HEY, THEÎ E, LACEV.' LI4TEN 
TUH ME, VOU CROOK./

NO\fliTHAT VDU'RE ALL OUT O THE 
JAIL WE'LL K EaP  VUH OUT THl^
JAIL'4 THROUGH BEIN'A FINE HOTEL TUH 
SHELTER CROOKS/

WE'LL ^O W  YOU WHERE YOU'GE 
WR0M6.' WE'LL CAPTURE THE 
LONE RANGER ANP m  ARMY/ 
THEN ^EE h/HAT VOU'LL DO TO 
SAVE THE/R U i^E^f

you TAKE THE LEAR KILLER. 
THI‘7 14. R16HT m YOUR 
LINE.

YEAH, WE'LL GET IM THE 4HELTER O ’ 
TH04E R0CK4, THEN OPEN FIRE ON

LONE RANGER ANP HIT
MEN.

THERE'4 ONLY A FEW OF U4, JUPGE, 
BUT WE'RE GOIN’ TO MAKE 4UEE 
you 4IGN TH04E PAPERS. YOU'LL GIVE 
A PARPON TO EVERY CROOK IN THI4 
JAIL./ THEN THEV'LL BE CAPTURtP 
BY 9EAL LAWMEN ANP -7TANP 
TRIAL FOR 
THEIR 
CR1ME4.'

i LL 4IGN, SHERIFF, BUT WAIT 
UNTIL LACEY ANP BLACK AND 
THE OTHERS RETURN. THErYlL , 

4H0W VOU

THEY VE OPENEP FIRE./ THEY'RE 
FIRIN' FROM BACK OF THE

LONE RANGER/

*
m n f  HOLD VEP FIPB ' LO O K / TH04-E AINT GUN4 AN' 

RIFLE4 WE HEARP./ THEY 
NO ONE THERE AT ALL

m iC K E D /
HEARD/

-  ^  • ///- but  w h e r e  /? THE 
LONE RANGER?

m
WHAT TH -----

THROW DOWN VOUR GUM-?' I'M 
WITH FOUR PIFFERENT 4HERIFF4/

THE LONE RAI16ER 
BROUGHT U ^ /

you CAN T TOUCH U*? /  WE'RE 4ERVIN' 
A TERM IN JAIL RIGHT HERE.

WEVE GOT 
WARRANTS 

YOU 
CR00K.4/

HERE'-̂  WHAT VOU WANTEP/

^  J 94». Km«r. tK."
bf Kiog Fcitucea S^wSole. lac

THE JUDGE HA4 4IGNEP A PARPON FOR THE PETTY 
CRIME‘7 THAT KEPT THE-^E CROOK‘D IN 
LACE;y'4 LUXURY JA IL /

COME ON. PAN, WE'LL JOIN OUC 
FEIEt1P4 m THE 
JAIL

TUH THIMK CHANGE 
FI RE-CRACKERS 
DIP THE TRICK 
TH04E-AND THE 
LONE RA-NGER/

THAT'4 ALL WE 
NEED

now THO';. 
CROOK*? 

LEARN 
WHAT JAIL 

QEALLY 
LIKE -BEFORE 

HAHGi

THE DOUBLE-CR0441N' 
JUDGE -STARTING

MONt5AY
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