


The Man Who Wasn’t Wanted, by NELIA GARDNER WHITE

keen, and he could sit silently hour after
hour, a half-smile on his thin lips, and
never falter in judgnient or brilliancy. He
had a little room back of his sign shop
fixed up for a sort of club-room, and the
East Side men used to meet there on Tues-
days and Saturdays to play. Rough,
working men most of them, Poles and
Russians and a couple of Germans, but
they loved chess; and there were some
matches there in the little back room that
would have made the men at the Queen
City Club gasp with surprise.

ly he East Side men looked upon Tobol-
ski as a genius. He could outplay them
all, and they referred to him in their
occasional club items in the “News” as
the city champion. And, so far as he had

- had a chance to demonstrate, he was.

It was Tobolski’s great thorn that he

was never given a chance to prove the
claims of his East Side friends. Karaugh,
was acknowledged champion of the %ueen
City Club. And Karaugh, never by so
much as a word or a press notice, showed
awareness of the existence of Stanislaus
Tobolski. He held autocratic sway in the
dignified, high old room on Minden Street
where the club met, and he occasionally
played in county and even state tourna-
ments and came out well in the lead.
* Tobolski was Karaugh’s thorn. For,
no matter how many matches he won, no
matter how many bronze and silver cups
came into his possession, he was eternally
conscious of that tall, fair, Polish sign
painter on Jefferson Street whom he had
never met across a chess board, or any
other way. He knew Tobolski could play.
Some of his games had been printed in the
“News” (just to curry East Side political
favor of course). There were brilliant at-
tacks in them that made Karaugh frown
in wonder. There was a farsightedness
that was uncanny. In his heart Karaugh
knew that he was not quite equal to To-
bolski. So he religiously avoided even
the mention of his name.

THEN one night the men began talking
of him. There were.only a few at the
Queen City Club: Wylie, with his nervous,
long fingers ever playing with the pieces;
Brand, patently and smugly successful
but absorbed in the game; Vandermuel-
len, dreamy and young, and not so very
clever at chess or anything; Karaugh, pic-
turesquely patrician.

“I see Tobolski’s won another tourna-
ment,” said Wylie suddenly after a game.

Vandermuellen laughed a hittle.

“That’s his specialty—after he gets out
of his overalls at night,” he said. “Or
maybe he doesn’t dress for the club!”’
There was a d-natured sneer in his
voice. Wylie flushed. He often wanted
to spank Vandermuellen.

“To tell the truth,” went on Wylie,
with a little dogged undernote to his
words, “‘I wish he were in here with us. It
sort of makes a farce of any claims we
make, when really his standing is as good
as any of ours.”

The rest stared at him unbelievingly.

“In here!” ejaculated Brand. He
looked around the room. There were vel-
vet curtains at the windows that shut out
the sleety winter storm, the walls had a
few good paintings, the chairs were deep
and comfortable, the tables of mahogany.

“Yes; why not?” asked Wylie. “Can’t
he play chess? Isn’t this club for that
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purpose? It’s not a solely social affair—
or wasn’t intended to be. 1 happen to
know Tobolski wants to get in. lpthink
we ought to ask him. He certainly has it
all over any of us—unless it’s Karaugh;
and I fancy he’d give him a few jolts.”

“But he’s—a Polack!” said Vander-
muellen.

YLIE smiled slightly. He looked
straight at Vandermuellen till he
had the grace to flush a bit.

“My own ancestors didn’t come over in
the Mayflower,” Wylie said.

“But—well, I don’t want to be a snob,”

ut in Brand, “I never thought I was one;
Eut, really, Wylie, I’m afraid I’d balk at
letting Tobolski in. A Pole may be a gen-
tleman, I’ll admit; but—well, he’s not our
style, and you know it.  He’s a little
coarser fiber. Maybe it’s not his fault;
but, after all, this is a mighty pleasant
place socially, and it doesn’t seem sensible
to me to spoil it even if the fellow can
play!”’ :

\{/ylie turned to Karaugh.

“What do you think?”’

“I think I’d leave the club sooner than
have himinit,” Karaugh answered quietly.

It settled the question for them aﬁ.
Karaugh was undoubtedly their leader,
and he had a certain aristocracy of ges-
ture and tone that made a finality of what
he chose to say.

“Of course—if you all feel that way,”
said Wylie; “but 1 can’t help thinking
we're making a mistake. hy—John
Lenning’s daughter married the man; he
can’t be such a bounder!’

“Yes,” assented Vandermuellen tri-
umphantly, “and her father disinherited
her when she did it!”

So that was an end to that.

Wylie didn’t say that Tobolski had
come to him directly and asked him how
he could become qualified for member-
ship. And he was secretly ashamed of the
letter he sent, stating that the member-
ship of the club was limited and the va-
cancies were all filled at present.

There was a big simultaneous chess ex-
hibition by Hermshall during the late
winter, and it was held at the Queen City
Club. Any chess player in the city could
participate. Tobolski and half a dozen
other East Side men entered. Vander-
muellen and a few others avoided them
when they came into the club. But, after
all, they were all there to play chess, so
the coldness was not remarkable in the
intense interest of the games. Hermshall,
moving from board to board swiftly,
played his usual, world-famous, safe, sane
game, and won and won and won. He
forced Karaugh to resign in thirty-three
moves. He met but one defeat from the
twenty-seven players—and that was from
Stanislaus Tobolski.

Wylie and some of the others shook
hand}; with Tobolski and congratulated
him upon his success. But Karaugh got
his hat and coat and went out without a
word to him. Wylie knew Tobolski noted
the slight, though he said nothing to indi-
cate it. Wylie felt strangely drawn to the
lonely Tobolski; he always felt that the
right stuff was there, but that the man
could not express it in Yankee fashion.

It was only a few days after Hermshall
had been there that there was a heavy
March rain. And after the March rain a
March freeze. Everything was coated
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with the dangerous, glassy sheath—side-
walks, roads, trees, door knobs, steps.
Karaugh, crossing Main, his cane picking
the way ahead of him, slipped just as a
huge truck was given the sign to pass on.
It was just a week afterward that he
found courage to say to the doctor:

“But I can’t move my legs, Doctor!”

And Doctor Sanborn had hesitated a
moment and then said quietly and kindly:

“I’'m sorry; you never will, Karaugh.”

At first the men of his acquaintance
dropped in to see him. He had been a
rather important figuse in his little world.
But in the beginning the pain was bad,
and the bitterness was so keen that he
could scarcely be civil to visitors. So,
one by one, they dropped away. Wylie
came the longest. e refused to accept
rebuffs that had driven others from the
house, but gradually even his visits be-
came further and further apart. He was
young and full of life, and the older man’s
cynicism and helpless anger began to
grate unbearably at last. And he stayed
away, too.

Karaugh thought at first he was glad
that they didn’t come. Fair-weather
friends, that was all! But after a time
the pain was not quite so intense; his brain
began to settle down to the calm of ordi-
nary living again; he began to think of
things besides his own drscomfort—and
then he found that he was not so glad.

He lived alone, except for an old lady,
his cousin, who kept house for him. l‘i,e
had a rather fine old establishment on
Dinwoodie Place and he’d always been
proud of it in his quiet way. But in the
stillness of the long evenings, and amid
the loneliness of the daytime with its myr-
iad outside taunting noises, he grew to
hate it. The same patterns on the rugs,
the same gleams of sunlight on the same
silver and picture frames, the same time
for medicine day after day, the same daily
interruptions of postman and garbage
man, and milkman and iceman! He
thought sometimes of advertising for a
man to come and live with him, but he seon
gave the ideaup. A man the doctor knew
came in in the morning and dressed him,
and then again at night. But he was still
too unused to his helplessness to want
another to view it and sympathize with
him over it day after day.

E KEPT his chessmen beside him al-

most constantly. They were his only
means of forgetfulness. He had several
fine chess books, and day after day he
studied out openings and planned attacks
and solved problems. It was very inter-
esting in the beginning. He had always
studied more or less, but never had he had
the time to do  so exhaustively. But
when he came upon a particularly fine
combination, or had mastered something
rather suff in problems, he found he
wanted to reach out and lay a hand on
Wylie’s arm and say:

“Isn’t that a pretty three-mover,
Wylie? Did you ever see that position
before?”’

And there was never any Wylie there—
or anyone.

It began to affect Karaugh’s nerves.
He got so he couldn’t sleep. Knights and
pawns and bishops chased kings and
queens and rooks over the wall paper, and
attacks kept forming through all his
dreams—attacks that no one tried to
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laved, but after a while they talked a little
ﬁefore they played their games. Karaugh
was astonished at the man’s intelligence.
He had always thought of him as a rather
ignorant day laborer with a specia' apti-
tude for chess. But the man showed an
understanding of international affairs, an
acquaintance with books, a keen grasp of
everyday problems that often put Ka-
raugh himself to shame.

Then one night Tobolski went and
stood before a picture that hung between
the two great cases of books.

“An Inness, isn’t it?”’ he asked.

“Yes,” Karaugh admitted, surprised.

“I have one; but not so good as that,”
said Tobolski.

Karaugh almost gasped. This sign
painter, owning a picture by Inness!

“It meant a good bit of saving to buy
it,” explained Tobolski. “But home
means a lot to my wife and myself. We
don’t go out very much or have so very
many friends, therefore we do all we can
to make our home a place we'll want to
stay in.”

Karaugh remembered Vandermuellen’s
“But—he’s a Polack!”

Tobolski went on, frowning a slightly
troubled frown:

“It isn’t as though we spent for enter-
taining a lot,”” he said. “I’m not—not
just up to the folks I'd like to know; 1
can’t seem to let the American atmosphere
soak into me like lots do. My wife isn’t

Polish, and I think she feels it.”
HE ABRUPTLY began to set up the

black men. It was the nearest to con-
fidences he had ever come in all the months.
Karaugh wanted to probe.

“But you have your club,” he said.
Tobolski flushed embarrassedly and did
not answer.

“That has quite a few members, hasn’t
it? There must be lots of interest in keep-
ing that going, I should think?”’

obolski stammered, “I . ..don’t know.
I—I guess so.”

“Guess so?” insisted Karaugh, puzzled.
“Why, those men have you on a pedestal,
as high as the moon!”

“Well,” said Tobolski, “you see—I
don’t feel as though I could spare more
than two nights a week from home and
work—the shop’s pretty busy now; so I’'ve
sort of dropped the club since I’ve been
coming over here.”

Karaugh looked at him a moment in
silence.

Just before Tobolski left that night,
Karaugh stopped him:

“Friday’s my birthday,” he said; “I
wonder if'you and Mrs. Tobolski couldn’t
come to dinner with me and Cousin Mar-
tha and help me celebrate.”

Tobolski hesitated; then he reached out
his hand to Karaugh—the first time they
had ever shaken hands.

But when Friday night came Tobolski
and his wife were not there. Instead.
about half past seven, the Queen City
Chess Club in toto appeared on the scene.

HERE are millions of
people nowadays who
never let a corn ache twice.
They stop the pain, then
end the corn completely.
Thus, year on year, they are
keeping free from every corn
annoyance.

Their method is Blue-jay,
either liquid or plaster.

They apply it by a touch.

e corn is then forgotten

until it loosens and comes
out.

Theinventor wasachemist
who studied corns for many
years. The maker is a sur-
gical dressing house of world-
wide repute.

Blue-jay makes harsh
methods unnecessary. It is
gentle, yet nothing could be
more efficient.

It makes paring ridiculous,

for paring is dangerous, and
_it never could end a corn.

Plaster or Liquid

Blue-jay

The Scientific Corn Ender
Blue-jay Foot Powder

BAUER & BLACK Chicago
Makers of B & B Sterile Surgical Dressings and Allied Products

Also Blue-jay Foot Soap

‘The Day of Corns

is over for the folks who know

©B&B1921

Watch one corn

Watch the effect on one corn. It
will change all your ideas. It will win
you, as it has won millions, to this
newer, better method. Do this for
your own sake.

The best time is tonight.

Blae-jay Foot Relief
New York Toronto

LEARN PIANO

This Interesting Free Book

FRE
j!no

shows how you can become a skilled
player of qhno or o at rter us-
ual cost. It shows why one with
an @ is worth a r les-

sons. .. Quinn’
Method includes all of the
tant modern improvements in teaching mausic. nS.! i to
home the groat advantages of conscrvatory study. For the b
or experienced players. Endorsed by great artists. Succesaful
usten everywhere. Scicntific yet easy to understand. Fully illus-
trated. AN music free. Diploma granted. Write .

Ouina Conservatery, Studie AM27. 588 Columbia Road, Busten, 25, Mass.

DO YOU LIKE TO DRAW?
Carteonists are well pald

. We will not give you any grand prize
S f you answer this Nor will

we
week. But if you are anxious to
develop your talent with a suc-
cessful cartoonist, so you canmake
money, send a e?y of this picture with
6 cents in stampe for portfolio of cartoons
and sample lesson plate, and let us explain,
The W. L. Evans School of Cartooning
834 Leader Bullding Cleveland, Ohle

' Biddest demand
ev%g- known for°

SIC

Motion Picture
Theatres Employ Thousands

of Musicians. Dancing more popular than
ever. Orchestras and bands everywhere need
B81G PAY. Pleasant work.

layers. Jenkins
3and and Orchestra Instruments casy to learn
withJenkins Band and Orchestra books. Jenkins
Ilasy Payments, PLAY WHILE YOU PAY, has
i made thousands of musicians. Our 43 years in ||
business i3 your guarantee of best service.
H FREE BOOK cxplains everything. Write tedey. |

Jenkins Music Company
807 Jenkins Bldg. Kansas City, Mo.

sy U
tousece, N\

economical, safe
and sure. Mixeswith

|

|

wn

I

,..Attracts rats and mice.

‘They don't die In the house.’ R
The oldest and largeet selling exterminator.

80ld by druggists and gencral

stores everywhere.

Wrlte for
Free Booklet.






	mdp-39015056072377-56-1725026699
	mdp-39015056072377-57-1725026706
	mdp-39015056072377-58-1725026727
	mdp-39015056072377-137-1725026751
	mdp-39015056072377-138-1725026765

