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Learmont encountered, in a place where three roads

met, a thin, dark girl who rode upon a stallion that
gleamed like silver, Her mantle was of green velvet, and
her silken gown also displayed the gray-green color of fern
leaves; about the neck of the stalllon hung fifty-and-nine
small silver bells. She spoke: and Thomas Learmont very
ardently kissed her laughing lips into silence.
~ She sald: "“That was overbrave., Now your lips can
not ever lie to me, True Thomas.”

IT IS known that in the days of his first youth Thomas

-He replied: “My doom is at one with my desire.”

They rode together upon the back of the gleaming
stallion along a road which was bordered by ferns every-
where, and they forded a sullen river of which the waters
were colored like human blood, coming thus into a garden,
and in the midst of this garden they found a tree. They
rested in its wavering shadows amicably. She who was the
Queen of Faéry had smiled upon mortal lovers before this
time, but never at any time had her light body nestled
within the strong arms of a human lad who had Thomas

Learmont's fancifulness in his talking or such earnestness
in all his amicable doings.

It is known that after seven years Thomas Learmont
returned into the world wherein mortal beings rule and
order mdtters. He brought with him his memories of q
kingdom wherein all were young, and the control of many
little half-magics, which he embellished with a poet's innate
inventiveness and some legerdemain. He prospered as a
reliable and sober soothsayer, with a fair grounding in the
nine geomancies., He became well to do, and he lived at
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@lise In the serene afternoon of his lifetime,
saw that all the neighbors who took any
thought for the future rode toward Ercil-
doune with one fee or another fee for True
Thomas: the earls, the barons and the
dukes talked privately with him about what
was to befall them: the King of Scots also
gent for True Thomas, and it was in this
way the high King learned that because of
the passing of the fatal stone Lia-Falil from
out of his kingdom his race must perish,
and the detested Bruce would beget new
rulers over Scotland. .

There had been no sense whatever in
telling old Sandy that, and to be doing it
was exactly like Thomas Learmont, when
you knew it would only upset his majesty
and be of no earthly good to anvbody, said
the wife of Thomas Learmont.

Thomas Learmont mildly agreed to all
this, and then said mildly, “Nevertheless"——

“— With,” she continued, “the soothsay-
Ing business what it always Is at this time
of vear, and vou know that as weil as 1
do!”

Nodding gravely, Thomas Learmont re-
plied that the seer must spesk the truth
as it is revealed to him. Iiis wife referred
to stufl and nonsense in the while she went
on patching the breeches of their third son,
and, besides that, she added, you make up
more than half of it.

“But not all of it, my dear,” sald Thomas
Learmont. “A fair half of my trade is pure
magic, and it is that which puzzles me. I
am become at times an impostor, in a world
wherein that foible is more or less common
to every professional man. But at other
times my magic is a true magic, and my
looking runs very lightly over all the days
which are to come before my client has
quite done with earth’s daylight; and at
these times I must tell, will I or will I not,
the truth about my foreseeings, because
my lips once touched the lips of the Queen
of Faéry.”

At that his large and light-colored wife
looked at him over the top of her spectacles
during the chilled instant that she said
reflectively:

“Lips! And the things I have heard
about that woman!”

Thomas Learmont fidgeted, “Well, but,
my dear,” he remarked, “a wife always does
hear these things, somehow or another.
And more often than not, I can give my
clients something far more acceptable than
the truth about their future. So these
passing seizures of veracity do not really
injure my soothsaying.”

The matters thus far recorded are known.
To many persons it is not known that in
the .spring of the year, upon the last night
in April, gray Thomas Learmont went by
moonlight to_a place where three roads
met. The one road passed among briars,
and lilles grew thickly about the second
road, but the third road was bordered by
the dim green of many ferns. It was in
this place that Thomas Learmont thought
about his severance from the thin, dark
girl and about the noble times when he
had thrived as a king in Faéry.

He sighed as he walted there in the
moonlight of April, He saw the little white
shapes which scuttered and flickered along
the hriery road, and he saw the little yellow
shapes which capered like pale flames in
the road that went among lilies, as one by

one these shapes fared out of the world .

wherein mortal beings rule and order
matters. In the road which was bhordered
by ferns the moonlight lay unbroken by
anything except the wavering shadows of
one tree: not any soul traveled upon this
road: and that seemed a large pity to the
aging charlatan, now that he remembered
the wavering shadows of another tree, and
his wisdom was clouded by the betrayving
magic of April.

This is & magic which has had many

analysts, along with its victims, and its

effects upon the young in heart have been
duly recorded. It is a luxuriant and a very
various magie, which, if it flowers now and
then with red murder and with long despair
and with {ill-considered marriages, yet
blossoms also with fine poems and with
heart-shaking joys. But it blossoms, too,
with a regretting, by-and-by: and a re-
gretting now overshadowed the wisdom
and the contentment of Thomas Learmont,
A regretting made his snug cottage, and
the two acres that he held in fee, and his
vrife's thrifty housekeeping, and his three
giurdy ' boys, and his two fat cows, and his
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decent riding horse, and the respect paid to
his half-magics by persons who hoped to
profit by them, and all the other comforts
of a prospering soothsayer, seem to be not
quite enough to breed any complacency.
All these were plain and solid goods: and
the shadow which had come into his think-
Ing made shadows seem more lovely and
more dear to him. -

So he dispatched a little magic of his
own shaping, with a lamb’s skin, and with
mint and marjoram and rosemary, and
with three nails from the coffin of a young
child. He duly invoked fhe spirits of
Malkuth and the bright lords of Netsah
and Hod, to protect and cleanse and en-
lighten his desire; and the power of this
little magic did not fail him. Then Thomas
Learmont laughed, now that the Queen of
Faéry had returned to him who in the re-
mote days of his youthfulness had been her
lover.

He said: “The years have been long and
without any savor”— He sald then: “Since
you went away'— He cried with a tinge
of wildness: “Men have made for me no
words to serve my last need! Men have
not any words for the passion and the
thought which are troubling me!”

She did not answer: but the dark eyes
of her eternal youth regarded the old
fellow fondly; her young lips smiled with
an unforgotten tenderness; and her light
young hands lay at this time upon his
shrunk and knotted hands, as though the
long yeavs of their separation had never
been.

Then Thomas Learmont said: “You

-alone mattered. All that has mattered in

my life is that I once had your love. Now
that I become old I do not any longer
try to evade this knowledge. The gray
who have only death before them do not
marvel to observe that behind them also
there is only ruin. Yet I marvel, oh, my
dearest, to hear men acclaiming the deeds
performed in that part of my life which
did not matter, and to see the respectful-
ness in these dull men’s eyes. I am skilled
in this magic or in the other magic, they
report of me, and I have performed small

The Happy Ending

wonders competently such as no other
man has happened to perform before me.
I think that perhaps this is true: it may
be that I have pre-eminence in my half-
magles, and that idle persons may recall
my name affably and some one or two of
the not very important things which I
did in the days of my loneliness"——

She replied: "It is strange that in the
new spring, that even now, True Thomas,
I should be thinking about the bleak
shining and about the restlessness of a
wintry sea and about a fallen king in sober
broadcloth. He is walking upon the long
marge of this sea for the while that his
aging stomach needs to digest his whole-
some dinner; he belches comfortably now
and then toward the sea’s large restless-
ness; and he regards, half idly, not any
firm and ponderable thing, but only the
far away sea mists as they rise lightly in
the form of castles which he ruled in once.”

He sald: “But we were talking about
my loneliness. All my life has been a
loneliness excepting only that part I shared
with you. When I left you I left the half
of myself In Faéry. I came thence maimed
and bedrugged and overdoubtful.. My
fate has been the fate of all who have
returned out of Faéry. 1 have loved
nor hated nothing; I have believed nothing
with any assured falth; and I have
laughed without any lustiness. There has
been no strength and no depth in my

®human living. The fervors of other men,

and of the pawing women, too, were a
trouble to me; and I went among them
warily, as must do all those who have re-
turned from Faéry. Inside me there was
only a softness and a frivolousness and a
doubting in the while that I went among
these resolute and loud talking people,
whose frankness I could not understand,
and whose blundering wits I must ward off
from ever understanding me"——

The Queen sald, “What may it avail any
man to drowse In a troubled sleeping
when the half of his memories live more
gloriously than he lives?”

But it is 111 work interrupting a poet
who is about the familiar task of talking
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about himself.
instantly:

“No, there are not any words. My
heart understands this matter, and my
heart knows very well what I am trying
to tell you. But it is my mind which picks
out the battered-about words that I must
say to you; and slnce my mind does not
understand this matter, it gives me the
wrong words. I have not been unhappy in
my human living, and I have done well
enough with it, by all the measurings
which are known to me. But there was
something not ever found. All that has
mattered in my life is that I once had your
love.”

S0 did he at last make an end of his
groping speech in the while that she
listened with a fond and secret smiling.
Then the Queen said:

“Let us turn homeward, speaking no
vain words and thinking upon no ponder-
able thing. Let us follow after shadows
in our returning to the two we know of, in
search of our ancient home. Restraint lives
here, and a shrewd laborious talking makes
faint my music. You nod at your frowsy
hearth while the two we know of pass
furtively toward the fern road that fares
between heaven and hell to our ancient
home. Let us be leaving this place. Here
the ways of wisdom are at struggle against
no ponderable thing, like shadows which
war in an autumn fog, or like dead leaves
scuttling and bustling aflutter to rustle in
dusty gutters. So does the sound of their
scuffiing muffle my music. Let us be leav-
ing this place, for its ways are dreary, and
yonder lies the road to our ancient home.”

Then Thomas Learmont made wide
eves at this romantic-minded and eternauy
young female, who was offering (in her
roundabout florid fashion) to restore his
own youth and the lost happiness which
they had shared in Faéry. That the girl's
intentions were kindly, he knew; but he
knew also that she, who was immortal,
could as a consequence not understand the
most simple and common sense facts.

“I am astonished,” he said, and he cleared
his throat— “I am grieved, madame,
that you should be suggesting any such
evasion to a married man of my known
principles. I most certainly could not
leave the esteemed wife and the three
growing sons and the other matters to
which I am saccustomed. I do not desire
to exchange these things.for more glorious
things. I like to grieve over my undeserv-
edly sad lot in life now and then, madame,
because I have & poetic turn of mind: but
not even in my self-pity is there much
profoundness mnowadays,” sald Thomas
Learmont, with very honest regret that his
lips could not lie to this eternally young
person.

The Queen answered, without any smil-
ing, as a child speaks when a puzzling
world has proved imexplicably unkind: *“I
have met in this place a corpse that is
moving cumbrously; and it is hunting
down a boy that thrived in the gear
of all Faéry's king. Now those light sea
mists which arose like castle turrets
are descending in the shape of long grave
mounds seen beyond the rim of a wintry
sea: and I who am immortal turn home-
ward toward my own fellowship, speak-
ing no vain words and thinking upon no
ponderable thing.”

Then two that had the appearance of a
white hind and of a white hart came trip-
ping down the fern road, and no sign re-
mained anywhere of the Queen of Faéry.

Gray Thomas Learmont sighed. She
was a quite charming girl, and she had
meant well, and his heart was suitably
ravaged with renewed anguish now that
upon yet & second occasion she had passed
out of his ruined life forever.

The trouble was (he reflected) that
these rather flighty divine beings did not
comprehend the best-thought-of human
standards; and they had, too, a remark-
ably roundabout and archaic way of talk-
ing. It fitted in well enough with moon-
light; still, you could not always talk in
figurative style with any imaginable
woman whatever, day in and day out, and
even over your porridge at breakfast, with
any real comfort.

It is known that after this night Thomas
Learmont went on with the course of his
living. Day in and day out he adhered
to the levelness of his life and to the

Continued on page twenty-seven

Thomas Learmont replied
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Continued from page two J

practice of his half-magics, and he
took soberly the quite acceptable re-
wards which these magics earned
toward the discharge of his Increasing
household expenses, now that two of
the boys were at school. He pros-
pered, in s0 far as reached any meas-
urings which were ever revealed to
him, in a world wherein mortal beings
rule and order matters, and wherein
he lived as nelther the foremost nor
the least of his neighbors. He there-
fore did not complain, since a respon-
sible householder could percelve noth-

ing to complain about in the logica®
daytime.

But it 18 known also that the In-
firm poet went by moonlight to a
place where three roads met and that
he made there a lament for his
severance from the Queen of Faéry.

Sald Thomas Learmont: "I shall
not see you any more, passing among
the youthful people of your kingdom
—that unforgotten twilit kingdom
wherein all were youthful and were
more merry-hearted than are the
wrangling burghers and the broad-
shouldered earls, or than are the
shining kings that prance past me
upon shining war-horses, here In
earth's sunlight. It is a very trou-
bling sunlight. My life 13 a fire that
dies In this sunlight. The moments
smoulder, and their warmth dwindles
In gray spirals, O Queen, In whose
fine realm there is not any gray thing
nor any sunlight.”

Then Thomas Learmont sald: *I
shall not see you any more, passing
among the youthful people of your
kingdom. In the village street I re-
gard the comely and dear women, but
not you—not you who were once more
dear to' me than my lean heart re-
members, not you whom I found more
comely than a gray brain may quite
believe. It is a thin sorrow to me
that I do not sorrow any longer when
the thought of you returns like a
faded music, and awakens in me no
angulish, O Queen of our young twilit
realm—for it is not angulsh, a little
penslvely to be hearing that music's
lament over my tinseled downfall into

some local eminence and the respect-
ful esteem of my fellow creatures.”

And Thomas Learmont said also:
“Once every dream was a sword, My
dreams are not bright and keen any
longer. They waver in thin spirals;
and that thin thought of you, which
is like an old thin musle, wavers half
unregarded through the ordered ways
of my llving. Yet at dawn it con-
quers me, O Queen, In the sharp gray
panlc of dawn. Then an aging woman
sleeps on, very sturdlly, at my lean
slde, but I may not sleep because of
those little memories which nibble too
closely to my lean heart. Then the
dawn-wind whispers, over and over
again, to the U1t of this faded music,
that I shall not see you any more,
passing among the .youthful people
of your kingdom."

He spoke thus with deep emotlon,
but he despatched no more magics in
this place, since the first small magic
he tried there had been successful a
thought bevond his wishes. It had
left him with a fret-waking suspicion
that perhaps even now the unob-
structed fern road before him led back
to Faéry and to all which he desired.

He did not attempt to follow that
road. He made hils lament instead:
and the dignified yet so delightfully
simple phrasing of it drew tears from
his old eyes, and it warmed his child-
ish nature with a fine welling of self-
pity, so that the pathos of his ecir-
cumstances proved a large comfort to
the Infirm poet whenever his rheu-
matism permitted him such jaunts in
the night alr.

These matters are known. Yet the
upshot of these matters Is not tnown
quite so certainly. Romantics declare
that a hind and a hart came out of
Faéry to bld Thomas Learmont cease
from his play at being a well-thought-
of citizen. But the conservative re-
port that in due time he entered into
efernal rest, under the proper medical
attention, and that a funeral from his
late residence at Ercildoune, near the
Brook of Goblins, then wound up his
earthly affalrs without any further
nonsense or any unbecoming scandal.

History—While You Wait

Continued from page seven

her husband concluded.
too trivial,. We need more epoch-
making statements."

Mrs. Oddleigh nodded. "Those good
old epochs, like mother used to make,”
she muttered. And when her hus-
band came home from the office that
evening, she was standing in the door-
way with arms outstretched. “Hall,
spouse!" she cried. "We who are
ab to dine salute you and bid you
welcome. 'A man's house s
castle, et domus sua cuicue ftutissi-
mum refugium' (Coke).”

“"Huh?" Mr. Oddleigh stared at her.

“Enter,” sald Mrs. Oddleigh, with a
commanding gesture. “It must be
now or never, for while yvou stand
with reluctant feet upon yon thresh-
old, old Boreas clutches with frosty
fingers at the ankles of your partner
in joy and sorrow. BShut the door,
and the devll take the hindmost!"

Dazedly, Mr. Oddleigh followed her
in "“How about dinner?" he inquired,
hanging up his coat and hat.

“0O rash Importunity!” she replied.
“*‘At the beginning of the cask and at
the end, take your fill; but be saving
in the middle, for at the bottom sav-
Ing comes too late' (Heslod)."

“But I'm hungry,” explained her
husband.

They sat down at the table. “Well,"
Mr. Oddleigh began chattily, "1 met
Pete Blurp on the street today and
invited him over to the club for a lit-
tle game tomorrow night, but he sald
his wife wouldn't let him go. Can
you beat it?"

Mrs., Oddleigh nodded sagely. * 'He
that has wife and children has given
hostages to fortune; for they are Im-
pediments to great enterprises, either
of virtue or mischief’ (Bacon)."

“Where?"” he Inquired, glancing
about the table,

“That's a guotation from Bacon,”
she explained.

Mr. Oddleigh ate in silence. Fl-

“Our talk 187 nally dinner was finished.

his |

“I think
I'll go down to the club.,” he sald.

“You'll stay right here,” she replied
firmly.

“A little exercise will do me good,”
argued Mr. Oddleigh. *“My constitu-
tlon needs it.”

“‘There is a higher law than the
constitution' (Seward),"” she Informed
him. *“If you want exercise, you can
help me hang curtains in the parlor.
We must hang together or we shall
hang separately, and I intend to fight
it out on this line if it takes all
winter."

“Oh, very well,” he grumbled.

At ten o'clock that night Mr. Odd-
leigh staggered upstairs. He had hung
six curtains, fallen off the step ladder
twice and smashed seven out of a pos-
sible ten fingers with the hammer.
He literally fell into bed.

Just as he was dropping off to sleep,
he heard his wife's volce again. Its
ringing, oratorical tones echoed
through the bedroom. “Sleep,” she
apostrophized, “sleep that knits up
the raveled sleave of care. the death

of each day’s life, sore labor's bath,
balm of hurt minds, great nature's

second course, chief nourisher 1in
life’'s feast!" (Shakespeare).”

Mr. Oddleigh opened one eye. " ‘Aw,
nerts!" (Oddleigh),"” he groaned.

And that, to date, 15 Mr. Oddlelgh's
only contribution to Significant State-

ments of the Twentieth Century. Like

most of his contemporaries, hads In-
articulate in compurison with the fig-
ures of the past

In fact, the only upholders of the
old tradition that illustrious persons
should use {llustrious language are a
few of our Congressmen from the
South. They have never discovered—
bless thelr heartal —that actions
speak louder than words, and they
deserve a place in the archives of the
hour, What modern history needs is
a little old-fashioned elocution.
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To Men who don’t Believe
We can Help Them make

More Money

HIS is an advertisement for
doubters. It is for the man
who is naturally skeptical about
“Courses,” but who does want to

forge ahead by every means in
his power.

It 1s a sober fact that if you have
ability the Alexander Hamilton
Institute can show you how to in-
crease your income if you will
simply give it a chance. Just as
you can reach a destination
quicker by train than on foot, the
Institute offers you a shorter away
to the high earning power that
would otherwise be yours only
after yvears of plodding.

The sole purpose of this adver-
tisement is to show you that by
not FINDING OUT about this
modern aid YOU MAY BE
MISSING SOMETHING.

We're not asking you to enroll.
We merely want to tell you the
facts, so that you can be the
judge. We know the Institute has
something that might change
your whole business life, for it
has changed the lives of many.
We know that with our help you
may be able, in spite of “busi-
ness conditions,” to double your
income in a few years. We know
all this because we've done it for
0 many other men.

Would you spend a small fraction of

your income to MAKE 509, MORE?

Read these examples. Note the
salary increases—not small raises,
but the kind that put a man into

an entirely new income class:
CASE 1. Works Engineer, salary

$6,000; now Vice-president and
General Manager, salary $18,000,
CASE 2. Local Manager at $5,200;

terrifically competitive industry. I
owe the Alexander Hamilton In-
stitute for the traiming that
increased my income 15007 in
nine years."

How can the Institute be respon-
sible for such successes as these?
We'll tell you:

now Regional Manager, salary The Institute method of increas-
$15,000, ing your earning power works
CASE 3. Production Manager, because it is a common-sense

method. It takes the priceless ex-
perience of the country’s outstand-
ing business men and puts it into
convenient form for you to take
and use as your own.
Particulars are in the booklet
called “What an Executive Should
Know," which is offered without
charge. Send for it, read it
and judge for yourself.

YOU MAY BE MISSING
SOMETHING. Find out about
it, at least. Use the coupon below.
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To the ALEXANDER HAMILTON INSTITUTE, 599 Astor PL, N.Y.C,

Send me “What an Executive Should Know,” which I may keep without
charge.

salary $6,000;
salary $21,600,
Writes one president (name on
request) : “In the years follow-
ing my enrollment, our company
has grown from a capital of
$10,000 to $250,000. I attribute
at least 50 per cent of my suc-
cess to the Alexander Hamilton
Institute.”

And another says: “Ideas devel-
oped from your Course have made
us tremendously successful in a

now President,
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DISTRESSED AFTER MEALS?
End Exr:ess And: and Get Quick Relief

. When meats, desserts and coffee start
# ‘fighting each other’', making you feel
: heavy and loggy, try a Milnesia Wafer!
You will be surprised at how quickly
# temporaryindigestion or gas disappear!
! Milnesia Wafers—the original Milk of
= Magnesia in tasty Mint form—immedi-
% ately neutralize the excess acids pro-
: duced by over-rich foods. Carry them
in the pocket tin—always handy to pro-
tect you instantly against acid attacks
thatinflame delicate linings of stomach
and intestines. Recommended by thou-
sands of physicians.

. MILNESIA
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MILK OF MAGNESIA WAFERS

WATCH YOUR

NERVES

Are you high-strung and nervous? Have you lowered

our Nerve Force thraugh Overwork and

grve Abuse?

Send for this book. It explains In simple language
how to calm the nerves—how to restore your Nerve
Force and prevent & Nervous Breakdown.

Worry,

This book is on fila in
many Publio and Medlcal
Libraries {ncluding tha
Wational Medieal Library.
Roezord of past sales over
F000,000,

PAUL VON BOEGKMAN"{HH‘HE Culturist and Psychologist)

Studio 1433 Cellini Building, 48 West 48th Street, New York

Most common disorders are due to the NERVES, espe-
clally Nervous Indigestion, Constipation, Auto-Intox-
jcation, High or Low Blood Pressure. Also—Mental
Depression, Melancholla, Fears, Sleeplessness, Rest-
lessness and other mental tortures. Order this book
TODAY—NOW. It will be of inestimable wvalue to
vou. The cost Is only 25 cits. (coin or stamps).

CROSS-WORD PUZZLES
‘on the next to the last page every day in the

NEW YORK HERALD TRIBUNE
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