
THE HAWKINS CRANO-SCALE. 
BY EDGAR FRANKLIN. 

Some experiences in a coal-bin, with an account of the resolve born of the Ignominious method 
of deliverance therefrom. 

I HAD intended it for a peaceful, sol
itary walk up-to\v)i after business 

oil tha t beautiful Saturday afternoon; 
and liad in fact accomplislied tlie better 
part of it. I was inhaling huge quanti
ties of the balmy air and reveling iu the 
exhilaration of the exercise. 

Kut passing tlie picture store, 1 ex-
j)e)'ienccd a queer sensation—perliaps 
" t h a t feeling of ini})onding e v i l " we 
read about in the pa tent medicine ad
vertisements. 

I t may have been because 1 recalled 
that in that very shop Hawkins had 
demonstrated the virtues of his infalli
ble Lightning Canvas-Stretcher, and 
thereby ruined somebody's priceless 
and unpurchasable Corot. 

At any rate, my eyes were drawn to 
the place as I passed; and,like a cuckoo-
bird emerging from the clock, out 
])op])cd Hawkins. 

• 'Ah , ( J r iggs !" he exclaimed. " O u t 
for a w a l k ? " 

"' What were you doing in there? " 
" Going to walk home? " 
" Sett l ing for that painting, eh? " 
"Because if you ai'o, I 'll go with 

you," pursued Hawkins, falling into 
step beside nie and ignoring my re
marks. 

1 told Hawkins that I should be 
tickled to death to have his company, 
which was a lie and intended for biting 
sarcasm; but Hawkins took it in good 
faith aiul was [)ieased. 

"' I tell you, (H'iggs,'" he informed me, 
" there's nothing like this early summer 
air to hll a niair's lungs." 

" Hjiloss it is cash to illl his pockets." 
" E h ? C a s h ? " said the inventor. 

" Tluit reminds nu>. 1 must spend some 
this aftei'uoou." 

" Huleed ? Going to settle another 
damage suit? " 

" I intend to order coal," replied 
Hawkins frigidly. 

He seemed disinclined to address mo 

fur ther ; and 1 had no particular yearn
ing to hear his voice. \Ve walked on in 
silence until within a few blocks of 
home. 

Then Hawkins paused at one of the 
cross streets. 

" The coal-yard is down this way, 
Griggs," he said. " Come along. H 
won't take more than five or ten min
utes ." 

Now, the idea of walking down to the 
coal-yard certainly seemed common
place and harmless. To me it suggested 
nothing more sinister than a super
heated Irish lady perspiring over Haw
kins' range in tlie dog days. 

At least, it suggested nothing more 
at the time, and I turned the corner 
witli Hawkins and walked on, unsus
pecting. 

I'L\ce])t tha t it belonged to a particu
larly large concern, the coal-yard which 
Hawkins honored by his patronage was 
much like other coal-yards. The high 
walls of the storage bins rose from the 
sidewalk, and there was the conven
tional arch for the wagons, and the 
little, dingy olTice beside it. 

li^to the lat ter Hawkins made his 
way, v/hile I loitered without. 

Hawkins seemed to be upon good 
terms with the coal people. He and the 
men in the office v/ere laughing gen
ially. 

Through the open window I heard 
Hawkins file his order for four tons of 
coal. Later some one said: "Splendid , 
Mr. Hawkins, splendid." 

Then somebody else said: " N o , there 
seems to be no flaw in any part icular ." 

And still la ter the first voice an
nounced that they would make the first 
payment one week from to-day, at 
which Hawkins ' voice rose with a sort 
of pompons joy. 

1 paid very little heed to the scraps 
of conversation; but presently I paid 
considerable a t tent ion to Hawkins, for 
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•while he had entered the eoal office a 
well-developed man, he emerged appar
ently deformed. 

His elicst seemed to have expanded 
something over a foot, and his nose had 
attained an elevation that })ointed his 
gaze straight to the skies. 

" Good gracious, Hawkins, what is 
i t ? " 1 asked. "Have they been infla
ting you with gas in there ? " 

" I heg pardon ? " 
" What has happened to swell your 

bosom ? Is it the first payment ? " 
" Oh, you heard that, did you ? " said 

the inventor, with a condescending 
smile. " Yes, Griggs, 1 may confess to 
some slight satisfaction in that pay
ment. It is a matter of one thousand 
dollars—from the coal people, you 
know." 

" B u t what for? Have you threat
ened to invent something for them, and 
now are exacting blackmail to desist ? " 

"Tush, Griggs, tush!" responded 
Hawkins. " Do make some attcm])t to 
snlidue that inane wit. I fancy you'll 
feel rather cheap at hearing that that 
thousand dollars is the first ]iayment on 
something 1 have invented! " 

" W h a t ! " 
" Certainly. 1 am selling the patent 

to these people. I t is the Hawkins 
Crano-Scale! " 

"Crano-Scalc?" I reflected. "What 
is it? A hair tonic? " 

"' Now, that is about the deduction 
your nuuital apparatus would make!" 
sneered the inventor. 

" But can it be possible that you have 
constructed something that actually 
works?" I cried. " And you've sold it 
—actually sold i t ? " 

" I have sold it, and there's no 'ac
tually ' about it! " 

And Hawkins stalked away through 
the arch and into the yard beyond. 

The idea of one of Hawkins' inven
tions actually in practical operation was 
almost too weird for conception. He 
must be heading for it ; and if it existed 
1 must see it. 

T followed. 
Hawkins .strode to the rear of the 

yard without turning. Aboitt us on 
every side w'erc high wooden walls, the 
storage bins of the company. 

Up the side of one wall ran a ladder. 

and Hawkins commenced the perpen
dicular ascent with the same matter-of-
fact air that one would wear in walking 
un-stairs. 

•' What are you doing that for? j<]x-
ercise? " 1 called, when he paused some 
twenty-five feet in the air. 

" If you wish to see the Crano-Scale 
at work, follow me. If not, stay where 
you are," replied Hawkins. 

Then he resumed his upward course; 
and having put something like thiriy-
five feet between his person and the 
solid earth, he vanished through a black 
doorway. 

Climbing a straight ladder usually 
sets my hair on end; but this one I 
tackled without hesitation, and in a 
very few seconds stood before the door. 

In the semi-darkness, I perceived 
that a wide ledge ran around the wall 
inside, and that Hawkins was standing 
upon it, gazing upon the hundreds of 
tons of coal below, and having some
thing the effect of the Old Nick himself 
glaring down into the pit. 

" There she is! " said the inventor 
laconically, pointing across the gulf-

I made my way to his side and stared 
through the gloom. Something seemed 
to loom up over there. 

Presently, as my eyes grew accus
tomed to the change, 1 perceived the 
arm of a huge crane, from which was 
suspended an enormous scoop. 

" You mean that mastodonic coal
scuttle ? " I inquired. 

" Precisely. That's the Hawkins 
Crano-Scale." 

" And what does she do when she— 
er—crano-scales things, as it were ? " 

" You'll be able to understand in a 
moment. That coal-scuttle, as you call 
it, is large enough to hold four tons. 
See? Well, the people in the yard are 
going to want two tons of coal very 
shortly. What do they do? " 

" Take it out, weigh it, and send it," 
I hazarded. 

" Not at all. They simply adjust the 
controlling apparatus to the two-ton 
point and set the Crano-Scale going. 
The scoop dips down, picks up exactly 
two tons of coal, and rises automatic
ally as soon as the two tons are in. 
After that the crane swings outward, 
dumps the coal in the wagon, and there 
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you have it—weighed and all! It has 
been in operation here for one month," 
Hawkins concluded complacently. 

'• And no one killed or maimed ? No 
C-rauo-Scale widows or orphans ? " 

'• Oh, Uriggs, you are Ha! She's 
starting! " 

The Crano-Scale emitted an ear-
piercing shriek. The hig steel crane was 
in motion. 

I watched the thing. Gracefully the 
coal-scuttle dipped into the pile of coal, 
dug for a minute, swung upward again. 
It turned, passed through a hig door
way in the side, and we could hear the 
coal rattling into the wagon. 

The Crano-Scale returned and swung 
ponderously in the twilight. 

—the resistless quality of the Crano-
Scale's motion! See, Griggs, how she 

• I " 

'• Ther , ! " cried Hawkins trium
phantly. 

'•It works!" I gasped. 
'• You bet it works! " 
'•' But it must cost something to run 

the thing," I suggested. 
- '• Well—er—I'm paying for that 
part," Hawkins acloiowledged, " until 
I've finished perfecting a motor j)ar-
ticularly adapted for the Crano-Scale, 
you sec." 

I smiled audibly. I think that Ilav:-
kiiis was about to take exception to the 
stiiile. but a voice from without bawled 
loudly; 

" Two—tons—nut! " 
'• All. there she goes again! " said tlie 

inventor rapturously. 
This time the Crano-Scale executed 

a sudden detour before descending. In
deed, the thing came so painfully near 
to our perch that the wind was per
ceptible, and when the giant coal
scuttle had passed and dropped, my 
heart was hammering out a tattoo. 

'• I don't believe this ledge is safe, 
Hawkins," I said. 

"• Nonsense! " 
" But that thing came pretty close." 
" Oh, it won't act that way again. 

Watch! She's dumping into the wagon 
now! Hear i t ? " 

'• Yes, 1 hear it. I see just what a 
l)(\-iutiful success it is, Hawkins—really. 
I.efs go." 

" And now she's coming back!" 
cried the inventor, his eyes glued to the 
remarkable contrivance. " Observe the 
ease—the grace—the mechanical poise 

along our 

swings 
I did see how she was swinging. It 

was precisely that which sent me nearer 
to the ladder. 

The Crano-Scale was returning to po
sition, but with a series of erratic 
swoops that seemed to close my throat. 

The coal-scuttle whirled joyously 
about in the air—it was receding—no, 
it was coming nearer! It paused for a 
second. Then, making a bee-line for 
our little ledge, it dived. 

"Look out, Hawkins!" I cried. 
" I t ' s all right," said the inventor. 
" But the cursed thing will smash us 

flat against the wall!" 
" Tush! The automatic reacting 

clutch will " 
The Crano-Scale was upon us! For 

the merest fraction of a second it 
paused and seemed to hesitate; then it 
struck the wall with a heavy liang; then 
started to scraj)e its way 
ledge. 

The wretched contraption was bent 
on sho\"ing us otf! 

" What'll we d o ? " I managed to 
shout. 

" Why—why—wh\'—why—why——" 
Hawkins cried breathlessly. 

But my course of action had been 
settled for me. The scoop of the Crano-
Scale caught me amidships, and I 
plunged downward into the coal. 

That there was a considerable degree 
of shock attached to my landing may 
easily be imagined. 

Bu.t small coal, as I had not known 
before, is a reasonably soft thing to 
fall on; and within a few seconds I sat 
up, perceived that I was soon to order a 
new suit of clothes, and then looked 
about for Hawkins. 

He was nowhere in the neighborhood, 
and I called aloud. 

" We—11 ? " came a voice from far 
above. 

" Where are you ? " 
" Hanging—to—the—scoop! " sang 

out the inventor. 
And there, up near the roof, I lo

cated him, dangling from the Crano-
Scale coal-scuttle! 

"' What are you going to do next ? " 
I asked, with some interest. 
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" I—1—I can't—can't hang on long 
here! " 

" 1 should say not." 
" Well, climb out and tell them to 

lower the crane! " screamed Hawkins. 
I looked around. Eight and left, be

fore and behind, rose a mountain of 
loose coal. I essayed to climb nimbly' 
toward tJie door which the Crano-Seaie 
had used, and suddenly landed on my 
hands and knees. 

" Are—you—out ? " shrieked Haw
kins. " 1 can't stick here! " 

" And 1 can't gt;t out! " 1 replied. 
"Well, you—ouch!" 
There was a did!, rattling v/liack be

side me; bits of coal ilcw in all direc
tions. Hawkins had landed. 

" Well! " ho exclaimed, sitting up. 
" I honestly believe, (Jriggs, that no 
man was ever born on this earth with 
less resourcefulness than yourself! " 

" Which means that I should have 
climbed out and informed the people of 
your plight ? " 

" Certainly." 
" Well, you try it yourself, Hawkins." 
The inventor arose and started for 

the door witli a very convincing and 
elaborate display of indomitable energy. 
He planted his left foot firmly on the 
side of the coal pile—and found that 
his left leg had disappeared in the coal 
in a highly undignified fashion. 

" Humph! " he remarked disgustedly, 
struggling free and shaking something 
like a pound of coal dust from his per
son. •' Terhaps—periiaps it's more 
solid on the other side." 

" 'Ĵ ry it." 
" Well, it is better to try it and fail 

than to stand there like a cigar-store 
Indian and offer fool suggestions!" 
snapped the inventor, making a vicious 
attack at the opposite side of the pile. 

It really did seem more substantial. 
Hawkins, by the aid of both hands, both 
feet, his elbows, his knees, and possibly 
his teeth as well, managed to scramble 
upward for a dozen feet or so. 

But just as h(; was about to turn 
and gloat over his success, the treach
erous coal gave away once more. Haw
kins wont flat upon his face and slid 
back to me, feet first. 

When he arose he presented a re
markable appearance. 

Light overcoat, pearl trousers, fancy 
vest—all were black as ink. Hawkins' 
classic countenance had fared no better. 

His lips showed some slight resem
blance of redness, and his eyes glared 
wonderfully white; but the rest of his 
face might have been made up for a 
minstrel show. 

"Yes, it's devilish funny, isn't i t ? " 
he roared, sitting down again rather 
suddenly as the coal slid again beneath 
his feet. 

" Funny isn't the word. What's our 
next move to be ? " 

" Climb oiit, of course. There must 
l>e some place where we can get a foot
hold." 

" Why not shout for help ? " 
" Ko use. Nobody could hear us 

down here. Go on, Griggs. Make your 
attempt. I've done my part." 

" And you wish to see me repeat the 
performance? Thank you. No." 

" But it's the only way out." 
"' Then," 1 said, " I'm afraid we're 

slated to spend the night here." 
" Good Lord! We can't do that! " 
" J have a notion, Hawkins," I went 

on, " that wc not only can, but shall. 
Y"ou say we can't attract any one's at
tention, and I guess you're right. 
Hence, as there is no one to pull us 
out, and v/e can't pull ourselves out, we 
shall remain here. That's logic." 

" I t ' s awful!" exclaimed the inven
tor. " Why, we may not get out to
morrow " 

" Nor the next day, nor the one after 
that. Exactly. We shall have to wait 
until this wretched place is emptied, 
v.'hen they will find our bleaching skele
tons—if skeletons can bleach in a coal 
bin." 

Hawkins blinked his sable eyelids at 
m.e. 

" Or we might go to work and pile all 
ihe coal on one side of the bin," I con
tinued. " It wouldn't take more than 
a week or so, throwing it over by hand-
fuls; and when at last they found that 
your crano-cngine wouldn't bring up 
any more from this side " 

" A h a ! " cried the inventor, witii 
sudden animation. "That ' s it! Tlie 
Crano-Scale!" 

" Y'es, that's it," T assented. " Away 
up near the roof. AVhat about it? " 
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Cra7io-Scale, G riggs! 

'• Why, it solves the whole problem," 
said Hawkins. " ])on't you see, the 
next time they need nut-coal they'll set 
the engine going, and the scoop " 

'•' Four—tons—nut, Bill! " said a far
away voice. " Yep. Four tons. Start up 
tliat blamed machine." 

"What? What did he say?" cried 
the inventor. 

'•' Something about starting the en
gine." 

" That's what I thought. They're go
ing to use the 
We're saved! We're saved!" 

" I fail to see it." 
" Why. when the thing comes down 

be ready. Ah—it's coming now! Get 
ready. Griggs! Get ready! Be prepared 
to make a dash for it." 

" And then ? " 
" And then climb in, of course. 

There won't be much room, for tiiey're 
going to take on four tons, and the 
thing will be full; but we can manage 
it. We can do it, Griggs, and be home 
in time for dinner." 

" And you're a fine looking object to 
go to dinner," I added. 

Hawkins' countenance fell somewhat, 
but there was no time for a reply. The 
coal-scuttle of the Crano-Seale was 
hovering above us, evidently selecting 
a spot for its operations. 

" Here! We're right under it! " 
Hawkins shouted. "This way, Griggs! 
Quick! Lord! It's coming down—it'll 
hit j'pu! Quick! " 

And I dived toward Hawkins as he 
was struggling for a foothold, and 
then 

* * * * 
A line of asterisks is the only way of 

I)utting into ])rint my state of mind— 
or absence of any state of mind—for 
the ensuing quarter of an hour. 

My first idea was that some absent-
minded person had built a three-story 
house upon my unhappy body; but I 
was joggling and bouncing up and 
down, so that that hypothesis was man
ifestly untenable. 

The weight of the house was there, 
though, and all about was stifling black
ness. 

I tried to turn. I t was useless. I 
couldn't move. The house had me 
pinned down hard and fast. 

Then 1 wriggled frantically, and 
something near me wriggled frantically 
as well. Then one of my hands struck 
something that yielded, and there came 
a muflled voice from somewhere in the 
neighborhood. 

"Gr iggs!" it said. 
" Yes ? " 
" \\^-w-w-\\'here are we ? This isn't 

the coal-bin. Are you h u r t ? " 
" 1 give it up. Are you?" 
" I think not. Why, Griggs, this 

must be one of the big coal carts! " 
" 1 shouldn't wonder,'' 1 assented 

vaguely. 
" But—how " 
'"Your miserable coal-scuttle must 

have stunned us, picked us up, and 
dumped us in with the coal!" 1 ex
claimed, suddenly enlightened. 

"Do—vou—think—" canu^ through 
the blackness. " Huh! It's stopped ! " 

For a long, long time, as it seemed, 
there was silence. The weight of coal 
j)ressed down until I was near to m:ul-
uess. Hawkins was grunting painfully. 

1 was speculating as to whether he 
was actually succmubing—whether I 
coidd stand the strain myself for an
other minute—when everything began 
to slide. The coal slid, I slid, Hawkins 
slid—the world seenunl to be sliding! 

We landed upon the sidewalk. We 
struggled and beat and threshed at tlie 
(>oal, and finally managed to rise out of 
it—pitch-black, dazed, and battered. 

i\nd the first object which confronted 
us was the honu; of Hawkins! We had 
been delivered at his door, with thei 
four tons of nut-coal. 

" They'll have to sign for us on the 
driver's slip," I remend)er saying. 

That ])erson let off one shriek and 
vanished down the street. Then the 
door of the Hawkins home opened, and 
l\lrs. Hawkins emerged, followed by my 
wife. 

That numerous things were said need 
not be stated. Mrs. Hawkins said most 
of them, and they were luminous. 

]\Irs. Griggs limited herself to ruin
ing a fifty-dollar gown by weeping on 
my eoal-soiled shoulder as she implored 
)ne never again to tread the same street 
with Hawkins. 

It was a solemn moment, that; for I 
saw the light. I realized how many 
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and pains and duck-
might have been 

pared me, had I taken tlie step earlier. 
But it is never too late to mend. 

I'robably I had still a few years in 
which to enjoy life. 

1 turned to Hawkins—a ehopl'allcn, 
cowering linddlo of filth, standing upon 
two pearl-and-black legs—and said: 

" Hawkins, when in the course of 
human events it becomes necessary for 
one man to sever tliose friendly bands 
which have connected him with an
other, and to assume a station a])art, a 
decent respect for the opinions of the 
lat ter usually make it necessary to de
clare the cause of tha t separation. I t is 
not so in this case. You know mighty 

well what you've put me through in the 
past. There's no need of going into it 
ill detail. 

" But this Crano-Scale business is my 
limit—my outside l imit ," I went on, 
'• and you've passed it. If you ever at
tempt to address another word to mo, 
or ride in the same elevated train, or 
even sit in the same theater , I 'll have 
you arrested as a suspicious person— 
and locked up for life, if money'll do i t ! 
Hawkins, henceforth we meet as 
s t rangers! " 

And Hawkins, piloted by the un
happy woman who bears his name, 
walked up the steps, turned, and stared 
stupidly at me, and then stumbled into 
the house and out of my life—forever. 

NOBODY'S FOOL. 
BY JAMES F. DEMERIT. 

A matter of money taking wings in the literal sense, and of the desperate expedient to which its 
loser was driven. 

I . 

OL D Medbury, of Medbury & 
Smathers, smote his desk re

soundingly with a heavy fist and glared 
with speechless wrath after tlie " bean
pole " figuTC of Charlie Jewct t as that 
brisk young man went out of the offi
ces. 

Smathers, who knew his senior well, 
waited for Medbury to get his breath 
and his power of speech. The present 
was not a favorable moment for hur
rying Mr. Medbury. 

Besides, he had overheard most of the 
conversation between his par tner and 
young Jewet t . 

When Charlie had come in half an 
hour before, Smathers had smiled most 
ingratiatingly upon him. Charlie wore 
a band of crape upon his a r m ; there was 
a li t t le pucker beween his brows; his 
face seemed to have lost its boyish ex-
j)ression only for a moment. 

For it could not be denied t ha t Jew
ett was young, and that the sudden re
sponsibility of his uncle and guardian's 
death was a heavy one. Ju s t past his 
majority, he had not troubled to look 

into Jiis own afEairs unti l the wire had 
recalled liim from an outing in Canada 
to attend his uncle's funeral. 

And the firm of Horace Jewet t & Co. 
was in a mess. Anybody could see tha t 
with lialf as keen an eye as (^harlie's. 

Every cent liis uncle had possessed, 
and every cent of his own estate, were 
tied up in that same firm of commission 
brokers and shipping agents. 

And if Charlie learned this after two 
weeks' hard work at tlie firm's books, 
]\Iedl)ury & Smathers had known it 
mucli longer. 

The very night Horace Jewet t was 
stricken in his office with apoplexy, and 
the news had gone out upon the streets 
before closing time, Medbury and 
Smathers had discussed the mat te r in 
secret over their dinner. 

" I t will fall into our laps—it's bound 
to ! " exclaimed Smathers , rubbing his 
hands together, and the senior par tner 
had nodded ponderously. 

So there was reason for Smathers ' 
smile and Medbury's fatherly handclasp 
when Charlie Jewet t walked into the 
office of the rival house on this morn
ing. The plum was about to fall, and 
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