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THE INNOCENTS AT LARGE MYSTERIES

(Romantic Comedy & Suspense)

Clarence Budington Kelland was the supreme author of what you might call “geeks against the world” stories. The typical Kelland yarn features an idealistic man or woman possessed of a high IQ, who has hitherto enjoyed a sheltered existence among romantic novels like The Three Musketeers and the works of Jane Austen, or in the halls of academe, and is innocent of the ways of a world outside their own.

Forced out of their cocoons by circumstance, these naïfs frequently find themselves bumbling through comic situations involving schemers and bullies who see them as easy marks—but they emerge victorious when their superior intelligence and extensive reading provide the solution to their dilemmas. Although Kelland would go on to pen many books whose protagonists were not geeks, the majority—from his first, the bestselling Mark Tidd boys series (1913), to The Artless Heiress (1957)—focus on the adventures, and most often the misadventures, of characters possessed of an overabundance of knowledge but little practical experience. Several of these tales of innocents at large achieved enduring fame when they were adapted as films; most notably the Academy Award winning Mr. Deeds Goes to Town and its equally famous sequel, Mr. Smith Goes to Washington (originally titled Mr. Deeds Goes to Washington). Plus the nearly-as-well-known Mr. Boggs Steps Out and Mr. Dodd Takes the Air.
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COLUMBINE Pepper Drugget was the unofficial secretary to her aunt Miss Egeria Cordwainer, proprietor and headmistress of the Cordwainer School. The title of the institution was stark, severe and uninviting. Its prospectus announced that a certain number of young ladies from five to ten years of age were accepted each year into this grove of Academe to be instructed primarily in Polish, elegance, grace, good taste, refinement and delicacy, with what might be termed a postgraduate course in finesse.

To gain admission to Miss Cordwainer's institution was a matter of extreme difficulty. The standards of admission were high. Wealth could not buy its way in; influence could not force the doors; family eminence alone would not suffice, though it helped. In short, in the Cordwainer School snobbery attained its most perfect flowering.

Miss Cordwainer scorned business efficiency and debits and credits. The Government required her to keep books, which she did in a manner to bewilder income-tax inspectors. There was to her mind something parvenu about keeping track of money, though there was nothing stultifying about the possession of it. On a certain occasion she made a pronouncement which might be of high value to the business world. "My fees," she said, "are so high that I do not have to vex myself with such trivialities as costs or overhead or outlay." On that day she enunciated a business axiom that guaranteed financial success to any institution that could adopt it.

It was in this splendid social and economical atmosphere that Columbine Pepper Drugget had been reared—a world in which almost nobody was socially acceptable, and in which system, budgets and the ABC of good financial practice was infra dig.

Columbine's father had deserted her mother when the baby was three years old, and her mother had died and left her alone at the age of five.

Miss Cordwainer, her aunt and sole living relative, had rescued her and taken her into the school, where she had been reared in a curiously hap-hazard but not unkind fashion. She had been permitted rather than ordered to attend classes, and when, at the age of ten, she had completed what the school had to offer, there was an end to it. Miss Cordwainer was not interested in education beyond the point where her school left off.

But, haply, there was a very good library, acquired for the purpose of impressing parents. Columbine, having something that resembled an inquiring mind, and having little else to do, read much without direction or plan. She plowed through histories, biographies, philosophies and economics in a helter-skelter way, and she stored away what she read without subjecting it to any digestive process. So that, by the time she was of voting age, she had perused a vast number of books and was in possession of mountains of facts and theories; and was completely destitute of actual experience of life or acquaintance with human beings other than the teachers, children and servants in the school.

She had been taken to the Metropolitan Opera House to hear selected music, to the Metropolitan Museum to gaze at selected objets d'art, to Carnegie Hall to listen to virtuosos, and to the Town Hall to be bored by lecturers.

Inasmuch as the pupils wore a sort of uniform dating back to the days of Godey's Lady's Book, which she herself had worn until she was ten and then had approximated as she grew older, she was little concerned with the mode. Her hair was not bobbed, but gathered in a bun at the back of her head so tightly drawn that it pulled at her eyes and gave them a sort of slanting, Oriental look. The eyes so disfigured were liquid and intelligent. She was five feet and four inches tall and weighed a hundred and sixteen pounds. She wore steel-rimmed spectacles, not horn-rimmed, because Miss Cordwainer considered them an affectation. Such notions as she had of the facts of life had been drawn from prim and not definitely informative treatises or from tomes so scientific as to convey nothing human.

Columbine Pepper Drugget reached the age of twenty-one in August. It was in October that she received the first letter that ever had been addressed to her in the score and one years of her life.

She sat in her cubbyhole of an office and turned it over and over in her fingers, unable to grasp the fact that this strange thing had happened to her. Miss Cordwainer, who had delivered it into her hands, stood over her.

"Well, well!" she demanded. 'What is it? From whom is it? Why do you not open it?"

"I am startled," Columbine said. "I never have received a letter before." She had a way, now and then, of saying things that surprised people or made them stare or made them gasp. "A letter," she said slowly, "before you open it, is a thrilling mystery. After you open it, maybe it's a dud."

"What a word! Dud! Wherever did you learn it? What does it mean?"

"I learned it," Columbine said, "from Jessica Pangbourne. It means, I understand, something that does not come up to expectations. I believe it is of British derivation and originally referred to a bomb that did not detonate."

"Absurd," said Miss Cordwainer. "Read it at once."

Columbine postponed the moment. She regarded the return address. "It comes," she said, "from several men. Postlewhaite, Hoopenlooper, Postlewhaite and Dodd. Could it be from all of them?"

"Open it and find out," snapped Miss Cordwainer.

So at last Columbine tore open the envelope and withdrew a letter-sized sheet, which she unfolded.

"The four men," she said, looking up, "are attorneys-at-law. All four of them, probably." She glanced down the sheet to the signature and her face was disappointed. "Oh," she exclaimed, "it's signed by Mr. Hoopenlooper. I was hoping it would be signed by Mr. Dodd."

"Why by Mr. Dodd?" asked her aunt.

"Because," replied Columbine, "he sounds less pompous."

"Well," asked Miss Cordwainer with ill-restrained impatience, "what has the pompous Mr. Hoopenlooper to say?"

"It says," answered Columbine, "that if I will call at his office promptly I will be told something to my advantage." She looked up and smiled delightedly. "How nice!"

'Why nice?" her aunt asked.

"Because," said Columbine soberly, "it postpones eating the frosting until tomorrow."

"How intriguing!" said Miss Cordwainer. "What in the world can be to your advantage? I can conceive of nothing."

"That," answered Columbine, "is what provides it with the kick."

"Kick?" asked Miss Cordwainer.

"A word," said Columbine, "acquired from Rosemary Newton."

"Such regrettable words," said Miss Cordwainer, "should not be used under this roof."

Her niece looked at her solemnly. "Aunt Egeria," she said, "you would blow your top if you heard all the words that are uttered in this house."

"Blow my—"

"Exactly. What it expresses is not clear, but it pleasures one to say it."

"You must immediately telephone this Mr. Hoopenlooper for an appointment."

"Why," asked Columbine, "should I telephone him?"

"Because," said Miss Cordwainer, "it is customary."

"Who made it customary?"

"Why—why, I don't know."

Miss Drugget, who had read Civil Government, frowned and then said, "This is a republic."

"It is," agreed Miss Cordwainer, not seeing any connection.

"In a republic," went on Columbine, "all citizens in person or by representative are supposed to be present and vote on any law that is passed."

"Why, that is the procedure."

"Well," said Columbine, "I was not present in person nor by representative when such a custom was established. So I am not bound by it. I shall not, therefore, telephone Mr. Hoopenlooper for an appointment. It is he who wants to see me. I shall, therefore, crash the gate without preliminaries."

"Never, never," said Miss Cordwainer faintly, "have I heard anything so outrageous."

"The thought," said Columbine, "never occurred to me before, but it must be simply scrumptious to do something outrageous. If"—her eyes gleamed avidly—"if I could think of something outrageous I think I should do it. Just for the hell of it."

"Awk!" Miss Cordwainer exclaimed, and collapsed in a chair.

In the morning, promptly at nine o'clock, Columbine sallied forth to beard Mr. Hoopenlooper in his den. Her aunt insisted upon accompanying her, impelled, first, by curiosity, and, second, by solicitude lest something untoward befall her niece on such a foray into the great, mysterious world.

They were wafted to the thirtieth floor of a great office building and found at last a door upon which the firm name of Postlewhaite, Hoopenlooper, Postlewhaite and Dodd was emblazoned. In a lower corner of the door was the word ENTRANCE. They entered. A businesslike receptionist looked up inquiringly.

"Mr. Hoopenlooper wants to see me," said Columbine.

"Your name, please."

"Columbine Pepper Drugget," Columbine said.

The receptionist stared, but recovered herself. There was, surprisingly, a twinkle in Columbine's eye.

"Right on the button," Columbine said.

"I beg your pardon?"

"My name. It does that to people. But you're up on the count of eight."

"Columbine!" exclaimed Miss Cordwainer.

Miss Drugget was close to a grin. "You pick up strange and useful phrases from nine-year-old girls," she explained.

"I'm sorry," said the receptionist, "but Mr. Hoopenlooper is occupied."

Columbine shook her head. "Mr. Hoopenlooper sent for me," she said. "He asked me to call promptly, and I have been prompt. Mr. Hoopenlooper wants to see me. I do not know whether I want to see him or not. Will you inform him that I am here and don't propose to be stood up? I will not be given the heave-ho by any lawyer."

"Oh, my goodness gracious," murmured Miss Cordwainer.

"Yes, ma'am!" said the receptionist meekly. She was impressed. This girl must be someone important to talk that way. She spoke into the telephone. "Mr. Hoopenlooper," she said, "Miss Columbine Pepper Drugget is here and insists upon seeing you at once." There was a slight pause. "But, Mr. Hoopenlooper, she won't wait. She—she says she doesn't pro-pose to be stood up." There was another pause while the telephone made noises. The receptionist looked up. "I am to show you right in," she said.

Mr. Hoopenlooper, wide and dignified, stood up as the ladies entered. "Miss Drugget?" he inquired.

"And my aunt, Miss Cordwainer."

"Of whose admirable school," he said, "I have heard." He peered in a mildly humorous way at Columbine. "You frightened our receptionist half to death," he said. "If you had phoned for an appointment—"

"You requested me to come promptly."

"Do sit down," he invited, and they occupied comfortable chairs. "You are Miss Columbine Pepper Drugget?" he asked.

"I am," she replied.

"What was your father's name?"

"Tecumseh Harrison Drugget," she said.

"Your age?"

"Twenty-one," she answered.

"When did you last see your father?"

"When I was about three years old."

"You have not seen nor heard of him since?"

"No," Columbine said.

"Your father prospered," said Mr. Hoopenlooper.

Columbine said nothing.

"At the time of his death," Mr. Hoopenlooper said, "he was seized of a valuable piece of property."

"Seized?" asked Columbine. "How did he seize it?"

"It is a legal term," Mr. Hoopenlooper said, "meaning he owned it."

Columbine let that pass.

"He died testate," the lawyer continued, "making you his sole legatee."

"I suppose," she said, "you'll translate that."

"It means that he left to you by will all the property he owned."

"Me!" she exclaimed, pointing to herself.

"You," he answered. "The property," he continued, "consists of a motor court in the city of Phoenix, Arizona, appraised at a considerable sum. And sufficient cash to pay the inheritance tax."

'What," asked Columbine, "is a motor court?"

"It is a species of inn," said Mr. Hoopenlooper. "Motorists drive up to it, park their cars and occupy rooms or apartments or cottages."

"And this—this species of hotel is mine?"

"Upon," said the lawyer, "the fulfillment of certain conditions precedent."

"So," she said tartly, "there's a catch in it."

"The proviso," said Mr. Hoopenlooper, "is that you take possession and operate the project for one year at a profit, you yourself acting as sole manager. If you succeed in doing so, the real estate and contents become your property inalienably. Am I clear?"

"Mr. Hoopenlooper," said Columbine gravely, "you send me. I'm hep."

Mr. Hoopenlooper and Miss Cordwainer said, "Awk!" in chorus.

"That," Columbine explained, "is an expression I picked up from Eloise D'Anjou, aged ten, a pupil in our school."

Mr. Hoopenlooper recovered himself and bowed to Miss Cordwainer.

"Madam," he said in his most courtly manner, "your institution must have a most remarkable curriculum."

"Sir," responded Miss Cordwainer, "I am commencing to believe that what you say is true."

"Miss Drugget," he asked, "is it your intention to endeavor to carry out the conditions of the testator?"

"Sir," responded Columbine, "as Guinevere Hamilton, also aged ten, would phrase it when not cramped by the presence of instructors, 'I'll give it the old college try."

"But a motor court!" exclaimed Egeria Cordwainer. "It sounds common. After all, Columbine, remember that you are a gentlewoman of culture."

"After all," Columbine replied, "up to now, I never have been anything but a gentlewoman of culture. There might be other social classifications that I would enjoy more keenly. Aunt, I must aver that being a gentlewoman of culture has not been precisely enchanting."

"You," said Egeria, "have been sheltered and secure."

Columbine bent her brows and was thoughtful. "I read a book some time ago, smuggled into school by Gertrude Vanderpelt. It was a fanciful volume—not factual, but imaginative. It dealt with the vicissitudes of a young man and woman who definitely were not sheltered and secure, but, on the contrary, exposed and insecure. Certainly not stagnant. I have deduced that one encounters no ecstasy in stagnation."

"Ecstasy!" It is not easy to snort the word "ecstasy," but Egeria Cord-wainer accomplished it. "A word with immoral connotation."

"The young people in this novel," Columbine said pensively, "seemed to enjoy it."

"Your father," Miss Cordwainer said in her most censorious voice, "would naturally choose some crude and déclassé occupation."

Columbine turned to Mr. Hoopenlooper. "What," she asked, "is the value of this—ah—motor court?"

"For inheritance-tax purposes," the lawyer said, "it has been appraised at five hundred thousand dollars."

Columbine arched her brows. "From what I have observed," she said, "half a million dollars is seldom either crude or déclassé." She paused and removed her steel-rimmed spectacles, which altered her face considerably. "If this experience has no other merit," she said, "it will afford an opportunity for sociological research."

"It will, indeed!" agreed Mr. Hoopenlooper. He cleared his throat. "I am instructed by our Phoenix correspondent to supply you with transportation to that city and with ample funds for the journey. When would you care to start, Miss Drugget?"

"Forthwith," said Columbine firmly.

"Shall we say on Monday?" he asked.

"Not alone and unchaperoned!" protested her aunt.

"I understand from the papers," Columbine replied, "that it is only beautiful girls who are molested." She replaced her steel-rimmed glasses. "What I saw in my mirror this morning assures me that I am not an eligible victim."

Mr. Hoopenlooper peered at her in appraisal, but could make nothing of it—not so long as she wore that quasi-uniform, and disfiguring glasses and flat-heeled shoes and a hat that would have revolted Queen Mary. He wondered what a hairdresser and the expert ministrations of a beauty shop and the services of a first-class modiste could do for her. He could not imagine. His judgment was that these purveyors of loveliness would find themselves frustrated.

Miss Cordwainer found protests vain. Columbine Pepper Drugget developed of a sudden a stubbornness of unsuspected proportions. And so it was that on the following Monday she boarded the Twentieth Century for her first train journey of more than fifty miles. Accompanying her was a new suitcase, a handbag and an overnight bag. She occupied a roomette and was more frightened than she admitted. Fright came near to panic as the train moved away from Grand Central and she realized that she was alone—alone and traveling at a tremendous rate of speed into a world with which she had no acquaintance and with which she was ill equipped to cope.

What little Columbine knew of travel she had learned from the prattle of girls under ten years of age or by adroitly questioning them about such an adventurous thing. Most of her informants took it for granted that human beings always went from place to place by air, but some of them had found it necessary from time to time to utilize so antiquated a mode of transportation as a train. Such facts as they imparted were of slight use to Columbine, because they took it for granted that anyone must know such elementary facts as the habits and uses of Pullman porters; and that no lady ever assumed any responsibility, but assumed that railroad people would pamper her; and that meals were served in drawing rooms, where one ate in privacy, and not in public diners. And, naturally, none of the select young ladies ever exhibited herself in the club car. So Columbine knew nothing about ordinary run-of-mine railroad travel.

She sat now in the cramped space of a roomette and was alarmed by its various gadgets. The bed, when lowered, would occupy all the space, which presented problems. The porter had taken her new piece of airplane luggage with the red stripes around it and had hidden it away someplace, leaving her only her handbag and overnight bag, in which were all the necessaries for the night. Presently, when the train came up for air and was scudding along the many-bridged Bronx River, a waiter moved along the corridor making musical noises and announcing dinner. The porter thrust a solicitous nose through the door and asked if she understood the business of lowering the bed. Being ashamed to admit that she did not, she told him sharply that she did, and then repented.

"Archimedes," she said.

"Yas'm," the porter said, eyes enlarging. "That simple to work, too."

"I mean," Columbine said severely, "the great mathematician. He said he could lift the world with a lever if he could find a place to stand."

"Yas'm. Yas, indeedy."

"Where do I stand when I lower the bed? There is no place."

"Miss," the porter explained, "fust you zip this curtain. Yas'm. Then you kind of stand in the do' and push the back of you into the corridor. Nobuddy kin see you; only a kind of a lump bulgin' the curtain. Thass how you undress 'n' git into bed 'n' slide the do' shet."

Columbine considered the situation. "I think," she decided, "I would prefer to stand on the bed."

"No'm. No, indeedy. The car it lurch, you get whammed down 'n' sue the railroad fo' damages. You stand in the corridor like I tell you, miss. It's—it's de law."

He moved away, but remembered something and came back. "Some folks," he said, "gits clusterhydrophobia in these roomettes. Do you git to feelin' that way, the's a club car next the diner where you is welcome to set. With a bar, miss." He bobbed his head. "Why'n't yo' go git dinner 'fo' the diner gits crowded?"

She passed through three cars, and then a fourth, which she correctly deduced was the club car. It was comfortably filled with cheerful men and women having cocktails before dinner. To her it was a worldly and sophisticated scene. On certain important occasions Columbine had partaken of sherry, but never of such beverages as cocktails and highballs. She hesitated a moment and then seated herself in a vacant chair. Why not? She was out in the world, no longer circumscribed by the Cordwainer School. If she were to make her way in this world she must not avoid experiences. In short, when in Rome she must do as the Romans did. A waiter paused before her.

The name of a certain beverage intrigued her. Miss Queeny Meldrum, aged nine, had mentioned it as a favorite of her father's. Columbine gave her order distinctly.

"Scotch on the stones," she said.

"Says what?" asked the waiter.

"I spoke clearly," Columbine said. "Scotch on the stones."

"Perhaps," suggested a voice from the next chair, "the lady means Scotch on the rocks."

"What matter," she said with hostility, not looking at her neighbor. "What matter, rocks, stones, pebbles?"

"What matter, indeed!" agreed the gentleman.

In moments the glass arrived. Columbine eyed it with misgiving, but with what she considered the nonchalance of a veteran drinker she raised it to her lips and took a generous swallow. Nothing but iron self-control prevented catastrophe. Not only was the taste of the liquid abhorrent but it burned like fire; it gagged her; it choked her. She managed to suppress a whooping cough which would have sprayed the vicinity with alcohol. Her eyes watered. She gasped.

"Your favorite drink, I presume?" said the gentleman in the next chair.

Columbine struggled for breath. She could not have spoken had her life depended upon it. Gradually the spasm subsided and the discomfort abated. She eyed her glass with grim determination, sure that the eyes of everyone in the club car were fastened upon her to see if she finished her drink. Again she raised it to her lips, but with caution. This time she sipped with no tragic results, but still detesting the taste of it.

"That," said the gentleman in the next chair, "is what I call heroism."

"Sir," she said icily, quoting from a Victorian novel, "were you addressing me?"

"Why," he said, "come to think of it, I believe I was."

"How dare you?" she said, still quoting the Victorian novel. And then, in part, quoting a member of Miss Cordwainer's student body, "I do not permit myself to be raised up by strangers on a train."

"That one escapes me," said the young man gravely. "'Raised up'! Why, of course. A much more elite phrase than the one in common use. 'Picked up' is definitely less eligible."

Grimly Columbine emptied her glass. She did not steal a glance at the gentleman who had spoken to her. She knew she should resent his advances, and though her ideas of decorum compelled her to pretend to be outraged, she found she rather enjoyed what undoubtedly was a dangerous adventure. Besides, she was aware of a pleasant and unaccustomed warmth and of a desire to giggle. Never before had she felt that giggling would be a pleasant diversion. She gave rein to the impulse and giggled, then found it impossible to quell a hiccup. She got up suddenly to remove herself from the dangerous presence, and found it difficult to balance herself, for the train was making speed and the car swayed. The man in the next chair arose and cupped her elbow in his palm.

"Can you make it?" he asked with jocular solicitude.

"Cer'nly," Columbine responded with dignity, and made her way toward the diner.

It seemed there was but one vacant seat, and that at a table for four midway down the car. The seat next the window was occupied by a woman clinging to middle age precariously. Hers was a noble bosom and above it an equally noble series of chins. Her neck-long hair was of a shade of which nature never had dreamed, though it made one think of withered carrots. From her ears dangled diamond pendants. Her massive wrists were circled by a series of jeweled bracelets, and there was a profusion of rings set with assorted gems of astonishing size. With big blue eyes she took stock of Columbine, and then took a second look, as if she could not believe what she had seen at first.

Across the table from this bejeweled amazon sat a mousy youngish man with thick-lensed glasses and a meek expression like that of a pet white rabbit. He was, thought Columbine in her elated state, utterly negligible.

Directly across from her sat a round-faced gentleman of the cloth, either a priest of the Roman Catholic Church or an Episcopalian clergyman. He smiled at Columbine in a vague, kindly, paternal manner.

Columbine studied the menu and wrote her order for soup, roast beef, mashed potatoes, stewed tomatoes, mixed green salad, bread, apple pie and coffee.

"Whoops, dearie!" exclaimed the glittering woman at her left. "You keep on stuffing like that and they'll be calling you Two-Ton Tessie."

"My name," said Columbine, "is not Tessie."

"A gobbler by any other name can get just as fat," the bosomy woman rejoined. "Now take him," she piped, indicating the young man with the glasses. "He's got ulcers. You can tell it by his sourpuss even if he hadn't ordered pap. . . . You got ulcers, haven't you, mister?"

"I have ulcers!" snapped the young man.

"And a bad disposition," said the lady. She fixed her bulging blue eyes on the clergyman. "Now take you," she said, "you got nothing but a clear conscience and a good appetite, and you don't care how fat you get. Who ever see a preacher with ulcers?" she snorted. "Virtue must be darned monotonous."

The rector smiled with gentle amiability, but made no retort.

"My name," the lady with the carroty hair said sociably, "is Roxy Thistlebun. Most folks call me Madame Roxy. . . . What's your name?" she demanded of the young man opposite.

"Artemus Thumb," he answered testily.

"What's your racket?"

"Racket!" He peered through his slabs of lenses owlishly. "Ah, yes, racket. I am a member of the faculty of Columbia, at present devoting my sabbatical to preparing a thesis for my master's degree."

"Well, butter my parsnips!" Madame exclaimed. "I'm breakin' into the upper brackets. . . . And what," she demanded, turning to Columbine, "is your name and station? If I eat with folks, I like to be acquainted with 'ern."

"My name is Columbine Pepper Drugget," said Columbine. "Schoolteacher?" Madame asked.

"I own and operate," Columbine said sturdily, "a motor hotel."

"Now," squeaked Madame incredulously, "I've heard everything! You run a motor hotel! In that hat? In that dress? What kind of guests you have, eh? Fugitives from a bargain basement?" She shook her head. "No chance. It's got to be homemade."

Until that moment, Columbine never had given special thought to the clothes she wore. Her life had been inside Miss Cordwainer's school, and its pupils had been uniformed. Being Miss Cordwainer's man of all work, she had accepted her place in the world. Of course she had seen elegantly dressed parents, but they had been, in effect, visitors from Mars. Now this woman—this Madame Roxy—had spoken as if her hat and dress were something to be sneered at. Suddenly she was self-conscious, but also resentful. She swung toward Madame and scrutinized her.

"And I suppose," she said cuttingly, "it's—it's pretty snazzy to go parading around like a Christmas tree with a bonfire on top of it?"

The rector could not restrain a chuckle. The professor looked blank. Madame seemed for an instant to be on the point of bursting like a boiler. But then she gasped and released a bubbling series of chuckles.

"Darned if I didn't get my come-uppance!" she said delightedly. "What I get for opening my big mouth. Maybe, girlie, you look like what the cat dragged in, but, by golly, you got what it takes."

Artemus Thumb, patently annoyed by the bootless conversation, and desiring to call attention to himself, said, "Ahem" in a peremptory manner. The three others paused and looked at him.

"My thesis," he said, "is to be entitled The Place of Primitive Magic in the Development of Agricultural Practices Among Pastoral Peoples."

"The devil you shout!" said Madame.

"I journey," he went on "to gather data among the Hopis, the Navajos, the Pimas and the Apaches of Arizona."

"It will doubtless be a fascinating research," said the parson politely.

Columbine, greatly interested by these three so widely assorted individuals, studied them surreptitiously. The food she consumed had abated the feeling of elation that followed the consumption of her Scotch on the rocks. She felt acute and unusually intelligent and observing.

"Nobody," interjected Madame Roxy firmly, "asked me what I do to earn these gewgaws." She shook bracelets and rings at them. "Well, I started in burleycue when I was slim and had a shape to do a strip tease. Then I marry me a Texas oil man, name of Thistlebun, and he lasted ten years and left me enough oil wells to buy me a jewelery store every Monday morning." She nodded her head positively. "Marrying Texas oil men is as good a trade as any girl can learn."

To this, Artemus Thumb paid no attention. It was as if he had not heard it because he was so engrossed in his own thoughts.

"Are you aware," he asked in his dry-as-dust voice, "that in time of drought certain Serbians strip a maiden to the skin and dress her from top to toe in grasses and herbs? Attended by a troop of girls, she parades the village, whirling and dancing, and pausing before every house, whose housewife pours over her a pail of water. This is believed to bring rain. Arizona is an arid country. I hope to find similar magic among its aborigines."

Columbine was not listening. She had become sure in her mind that the rector and the professor were acquaintances, though they took infinite pains to create the impression that they never had met before. She was not certain about Madame Roxy and reserved her opinion. She wondered why so erudite a man as Artemus Thumb and so gentle and unworldly a man as the rector would carry on such a pretense.

She searched her purse for the exact amount of her check and then added an inadequate tip. Curtly she said good night to her companions and walked back through the club car toward her own reservation. She could not refrain from lifting her eyes as she passed the chair where she had had her first drink of whisky. A young man sat next to it, an adequately large and definitely homely young man, not too meticulously tailored. He met her eyes quizzically.

"Got your sea legs back, sister?" he asked.

She elevated her chin and marched past him and on until she reached the narrow confines of her roomette. Resolutely she coped with its difficulties, and at last retired for the night, reading herself to sleep with a book on hotel management which had been the parting gift of her aunt, Miss Cordwainer, who believed you could learn everything from books and needed no actual experience. Columbine was to discover that this was far from the fact.

Columbine was more comfortable on the Golden State, for Mr. Hoopenlooper had been able to reserve for her a compartment on that train with none of the mechanical puzzles or disadvantages of a roomette. On the Phoenix car in which her compartment was located she saw, of the people she had met on the Century, only Prof. Artemus Thumb, who either did not remember her or pretended not to do so. She deduced that Madame Roxy Thistlebun and the minister had remained in Chicago. Nor did she see the nameless young man who had accosted her in the club car.

On
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