Madly Mr, Fooze tore after his fleeing underwear
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ITTLE Mr. Fooze walked up the
front steps to the door of his
-^ neat suburban bungalow. His
jaw was squared with deterniination.
Tonight he was going to have it out
with Professor Beaker once and for all.
"Things," brooded Mr. Fooze, darkly, "have gone far enough. Dora
shouldn't have taken him as a boarder
anyway. I admit we. could use the
money and the spare room was going to
waste. But why did she rent it to a
crazy chemistry professor?"
Sidney Fooze halted before the door

and hesitated before announcing his arrival. He needed to work his courage
up a little more. He paced back and
forth, remembering the insults and injuries caused by their boarder.''
"The first thing he did was to move'
in all those chemicals of his," muttered
Mr. Fooze. "Then he began to make
those foolish 'experiments.' Wouldn't
tell what he was doing or, why. Nothing
leaked out about them except the
smell."
Mr. Fooze wrinkled his nose reminiscently.
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The smell *had been terrible. Mr.
Fooze and Dora would wake up in the
middle of the night and sniff a,t what
was coming down on the air from the
attic where Professor Beaker lived and
worked.
That was bad enough. And then
Professor Beaker had set fire to his
room one Sunday morning.
Mr. Fooze had wanted to throw him
out then, but he paid so promptly and
pleaded the urgent necessity of his
"great expejiment" and Mr. Fooze had
let him stay.
Last week there had been a flood.
Three days ago he had brought ten
live chickens into the attic and turned
the place into a shambles of feathers.
Mr. Fooze was sick and tired of his
star boarder and his antics. No matter
what he was "experimenting" on—perpetual motion or a rocket to the moon
—Professor Beaker must go. If he
wouldn't tell what he was doing or let
anyone into his room, that\was tough.
He'd better hire himself a padded cell
and continued his chemical research
there.
"And another thing, Professor!"
growled Mr. Fooze, raising his voice
and sneering at the imaginary figure
cowering in his brain. "You can kindly
take your whole apparatus and—"
"Sidney!"
•
' ,
Mr. Fooze jerked out of his twilight
day-dream suddenly, Dora, his wife,
stood on the doorstep.
"Hello, dear," he said, meekly.
"What in the world are you talking
to yourself for?"-.she asked.
"I was just rehearsing," Mr. Fooze
explained. "I'm going to tell the Professor off tonight."
' "No, Sidney."
"What do you mean—no?"
"You won't be able to, I'm afraid."
"Why not?"
'
"Well—you see, he left here rather

suddenly today."
"Left here suddenly? How?"
"Through the roof," Dora told him.
"No!"
"Yes.
Poor Professor Beaker,"
sighed Dora. "He was always afraid
he'd go to pieces over his work!"
"You mean he blew himself up?"
"That's the direction he was going,"
Dora agreed.
"Then what about our roof?"
"The insurance men are going to put
on a new one," said Mrs. Fooze. "The
police were here, of course."
"Did you send for an undertaker?"
"There isn't any need to," said Dora, '
simply. "So far all they've found is
part of his upper plate. It landed on
the school-house roof three blocks
away." •

She kissed Mr. Fooze on the nose.
"But let's not stand here gabbing," she
said. "Supper's getting cold."
[R. FOOZE shook his head. After
three years of married life, he still
couldn't figure it out. The boarder blew
himself to bits and took the roof off,
and all Dora could do was worry about
supper getting cold.
He sighed and went in to dinner.
After supper "he explored the attic .
room.
.^
Sure enough, the roof was gone—a
big chunk of it, anyway. Twisted debris
was all that remained of a bunsenburner unit and laboratory table. The
Professor's room itself was a shambles.
Mr. Fooze waded ankle-deep in broken
glass from beakers, retorts and bottles.
Walls were stained weird hues from the^
splashing of exploded and spilled chemicals. The Professor's notes and laboratory papers were a soggy mass
buried under the broken glass and powdered crystals.
"The men are coming tomorrow to fix
the roof," said Dora. "I'll have them
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clean up this foom, too."
"Good idea," said Mr. Fooze.
"You should have heard the explosion," Dora told him. "It made so much
noise I could hardly hear my serial
program."
"Quite likely."
"I wonder what he was doing up
here?" Dora asked. "I often meant to
ask him. But there was always so much
to do during the day I never had a
chance."
"You mean so many radio serials to
listen to," said her husband, sarcastically.
"That's right," Dora answered. "Ooh,
hurry downstairs, dear! There's a program on tonight I can't miss!"
She scurried down the steps and Mr.
Fooze followed, shrugging helplessly.
Dora sat in the parlor' fiddling with
the radio, and Mr. Fooze stared at the
tiger-skin rug on the floor. The tiger
head winked up at him and Mr. Fooze
winked back. Women were funny.
Gradually he dozed off and forgot
about it.
He was walking in his sleep when he
went up to bed that night. He turned
in without any consciousness of what he
was doing.
He was still s n o r i n g when Dora
jerked him violently by the shoulder.
"Whzzmattr?" he inquired, digging
his face into the pillow.
"Wake up, Sidney! It's five o'clock!"
"What of it?" grunted Mr. Fooze.
"You've got to be at the office ki
eleven," Dora reminded. .
"Buzz' only five," groaned her husband.
"But you'll have to get up and do
the washing first," said Dora.
"Washing?"
"With all that excitement yesterday,
I forgot to wash," Dora explained.
"And you'll need fresh clothes when
you go to that big meeting today."
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Mr. Fooze groaned and crawled out
of bed. Once in his innocent honeymoon days he had volunteered to "help
around the house." He had been so
gallant.
Now he was just plain stuck. He
crept into his oldest shirt and trousers.
"As long as you're up," Dora suggested, "you might as well go into the
attic and pick i?p some of that broken
glass. Carry it down to the basement
when you take fhe wash."
TV/TR. FOOZE shivered his way up to
the attic and Professor Beaker's
ruined room. He dumped a lot of glassware into the laundry basket on top
of the clothes and carried the whole
mess down to the basement.
He stacked bottles and vials on the
floor and then began to do things with
the laundry.
Cursing sweetly, he dumped under-,
wear, shorts, panties, shirts, socks,
^'oves, neckties, dresses several pairs of
wash pants into the washing machine.
.The machine began to clank and
grind. So did Mr. Fooze who was singing "Rinso white" in a hideous falseto.
After a while Mr. Fooze got pretty
sick and tired of the whole business—
but mostly tired. He lay down on the
basement floor and went back to sleep.
"Sidney!"
His wife called from the head of the
stairs.
"Yes, dear?"
"Did you remember to put in the
blueing?"
"Oh, sure," lied Mr. Fooze, who had
done no such thing.
He got up, rubbing his eyes, and
searched the basement shelves for the
bottle of blueing.
Yawning, he spied the little blue bottle on the floor, twisted the cap, and
poured in a generous measure.
Then he lay down on the coal pile. •
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Mr. Fooze reached up and unfastened a long union suit. ^As he did
so, the garment seemed to slip from his
fingers.
It did not fall to the ground,
Instead, the .union suit stood beside
him in the yard!
Stood there on woolen legs, arms resting jauntily on the hips!
Mr. Fooze stared with jaw agape, as
the union suit suddenly turned its back
on him, disclosing a gaping open ^ap
in the rear.
He reached out to grasp the unnatural object, but the union suit
swiftly moved away.
Mr. Fooze lost his temper and
lunged.
Immediately, the union suit started
to run! Wobbling grotesquely, it
scampered across, the back yard, with
Mr. Fooze hot on its ankles—for a
union suit has no heels.
"Come back here!" yelled Mr.
Fooze, scarcely realizing what he was
shouting. He glanced around wildly.
What if neighbors should see?
The union suit played tag around
the clothes posts, its open flap fluttering
coyly.
Mr. Fooze went slightly berserk, then.
He jerked down the end of the clothesline and coiled the rope purposefully.
The union suit danced just out of his
range, like a headless ghost, taunting
him and waving its wrinkled arms.
But Mr. Fooze was ready. He
twirled his clothesline and it settled—
like a lasso—bver the bewitched garment.
Cursing furiously, Mr. Fooze dragged
the union suit to his side, stooped down,
and thrust it, still squirming, into the
TTUMMING under his breath, Mr. clothes basket.
Fooze began to unpin the wash
Then, as he lifted the basket full
and drop garments into the basket.
of writhing garments, he suddenly
That's when he reahzed he must be stumbled and went down. The force
of his fall knocked the wind out of him.
dreaming,

"Sidney!"
,
He sprang to attention. "Yes, sugar?"
"I forgot to tell you—the blueing is
upstairs in the kitchen," Dora called
down.
"Oh, oh!" grunted Mr. Fooze, under
his breath. He glanced in the washing
machine. He hoped he hadn't made a •
mistake and put some ink into it. Stooping, he examined the blueing bottle. ,
No label. - And the stuff smelled
funny. But it was blue. And the
clothes didn't look spoiled.
He hoped for the best as he carried
his basket of wet wash out to the yard.
The clothes-line flapped in a strong
breeze. Good. The garments" should
dry in an hour or so with this wind.
Mr. Fooze hung clothes and,then lay
down in the back yard for his delayed
nap.
>
This time he actually slept.
It seemed to Mr. Fooze that he had a
horried dream. A most real and ghastly dream.
It seemed as though Mr. Fooze woke
up two hours later. The first thing he
noticed was that the breeze had died
down—died down completely.
Then he glanced at the clothes-line
and gasped.
There was no wind, but the clothes
were moving!
Shirts and shorts danced up and
down the line, instead of dangling decently. For a moment, Mr. Fooze had
the confused irhpression that the laundry was—somehow—alive.
He walked over and felt the edge of
a chemise. It was perfectly dry. Good!
He could take this stuff down, iron it,
and leave for the office.
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And it jarred his senses still more.
For he realized, in a hideous moment,
that he was not dreaming. He was wide
awake. And his laundry was alive!
Arms and legs waved froni the
basket, as imprisoned c l o t h i n g
squirmed. Mr. Fooze held on tight and
stared.
He didn't know what had happened,
or why. But there was only one thing
to do with clothes, alive or dead. That
was-T-iron them. Iron them and lock
them into drawers where they'd be out
of sight.
Muttering under his breath, Mr.
Fooze carried the laundry basket into
the house, set it down on the kitchen
table, and put up the ironing board.
He was grateful to see that Dora
didn't enter the kitchen. She was
listening to^a program in the parlor.
While he waited for the iron to heat,
Mr. Fooze tried to figure things out.
Obviously, something had happened
to the laundry. But what?
«
, Then Mr. Fooze remembered the
blueing he had dumped into the wash—
the blueing that was not really blueing.
It had come from a blue bottle, he remembered. A blue bottle on the basement floor. On the basement floor,
where he Jiad dumped the bottles he
carried from Professor Beaker's room.
Could it have been a bottle of chemical from the Professor's experinients?
Perhaps.
But what kind of a concoction could
bring clothes to life?
•^/TR. FOOZE tried to think. He
stared at the laundry basket in
apprehensive horror. The thought of
ironing these unusual garments dismayed him. What if they didn't like
heat? What if the pants refused to be
pressed?
There was only one worse alternative—and that was what Dora would
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say to him if she found this out. Thatmust never happen. He had to iron the
clothes and hide them.
Mr. Fooze approached the clothes
basket; To his relief, he found the garments lying still. Nothing rustled or
slithered or waved to and fro.
He touched the top garments gingerly. They did not move.
Perhaps the effects of the strange
chemical had worn off'. He hoped so.
He began to iron at top speed. First
some underwear, then a pair of socks.
He'd need them to wear today to the
office.
After that he pressed a green wash
tie. That was also a part of his wardrobe.
Then Mr. Fooze got to work on the
real job—ironing the brown slack suit
he must wear at the office today. The
boss had insisted he wear the horrible
ensemble.
As he ironed, he glanced at his watch.
Only an hour left!
There was no time to finish ironing
the rest of the garments. Fluttering
in haste, he hurriedly jammed the rest
of the wash back into the basket, picked
up the ironed garments, and lugged
the load up to the bedroom.
To be on the safe side, he stuffed all
the unpressed clothing in his wife's
bureau drawers and locked them up.
Then he took a pair of green shorts,
underwear, the green tie, socks, and his
slack suit, and sat down on the bed.
He dressed swiftly^—but without a
hitch. The garments didn't try to run
away. At last he stood before the mirror in slack suit and necktie. He
looked perfectly normal in his attire.
Stepping into a .pair of sandals, he
turned and made for the stairs.
Going downstairs, his trouble started.
He remembered the blue bottle in the
cellar. Some inner instinct told him
not to leave without looking at it again.
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Mr. Fooze made for the cellar. Sure
enough, there stood the unlabelled bottle, right where he had left it. The
blue glass tingled against his palm as
Mr. Fooze lifted it up and took out the
cork. He sniffed at the liquid. I t
smelled faintly of ether. But there was
nothing very unusual in that.
His eye lighted on the bar of soap
on the wash tub. With trembling deliberation, Mr. Fooze tilted the bottle
gently. A drop fell squarely on the
soap.
Mr. Fooze saw the liquid fall. Then
he grinned. Nothing happened. The
soap still rested there.
Then—
The soap jumped.
Mr. Fooze saw if jump, and his
mouth opened.
That was bad, for the soap sailed
in the direction of Mr. Fooze's face,
and landed squarely in his open mouth.
He groaned and spluttered as the
soap suddenly bounded from between
his teeth and began to hop around on
the floor. ' Mr. Fooze made a dive for
it, but it jumped into a rat-hole and disappeared.
He stood there, trying to control his
trembling fingers.
It was true then. This blue bottle—
Professor Beaker's bottle — contained
some mysterious ingredient that had the
poweir of animating objects. Making
things come alive. Mr. Fooze shuddered.
Something must be done, but there
was not time to decide right now. He
had to get to the office.
TLTE WENT up the stairs, carrying
the blue bottle^ carefully in his
hand. He'd better not drop it, or the
steps might suddenly spring to life and
start clattering all over the house!
Mr. Fooze headed straight for the
parlor. While the tigerskin rug glared

V

up at him accusingly, he put the blue
bottle in the upper drawer of his desk
and locked the desk.
,
Still shaking, he went back down the
hall and slipped out of the house. Dora
was listening to the radio, and he didn't
disturb her. He was afraid to tell her.
All Mr. Fooze could do was hope and
pray. Hope and pray that the newlywashed clothes he was wearing would
behave. Perhaps the ironing had done
the trick. He had always known that
clothes make the man—and he was
only afraid that they might make the
man crazy. Well, it would all come out
in the wash.
It took all of Mr. Fooze's powers
of concentration to find his street car
corner^—because by this time he didn't
know if he was coming or going.
His slack suit was not moving, but
he held his hands close to his sides, just
in case. When the street car arrived,
he got on cautiously and took a seat in
back, all by himself.
For a few blocks he rode in peace.
Then the car began to fill up with passengers. He eyed them malignantly,.
hoping no one would choose the vacant
seat at his side. A fat lady bustled down the aisle and
caught his eye. She returned his stony
stare with an obvious sniff, and plopped
her poundage squarely next to Mr.
Fooze, squeezing him against the window.
The pressure irritated Mr. Fooze. It
also seemed to irritate his clothes.
For suddenly Mr. Fooze felt his slack
suit squirm. The arms flapped out and
the trousers showed a tendency to cross.
Inasmuch as his legs were not crossed,
the trousers ballooned forth very obviously. Mr. Fooze struggled silently to
maintain his composure—to say nothing of his sanity.
Suddenly his necktie flew up and began to curl around his neck.
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The fat lady turned and noticed the
green, snake-like tie as it squirmed
along his throat.
Mr. Fooze forced a smile. The fat
lady grunted.
He pushed the tie down hastily. But
he was begirming to perspire.
Once again the tie flew up. It crept
across and brushed the fat lady's fourth
chin.
Mr. Fooze tried to yank his tie back.
But too late. It wrapped itself around
the fat lady's neck.
"Eeeek!" ^she complained, shrilly.
"Take it away!"
CEVERAL passengers turned their
heads and stared. It was a bad moment for Mr. Fooze, who was pulling at
his necktie with both hands. To the
spectators, it looked as though he were
trying to strangle the woman with his
tie.
Evidently she had the same opinion.
Bringing up her heavy purse, she
banged Mr. Fooze across the top of the
head. The purse opened and Mr. Fooze
received a shower of powder grains and
hairpins on his head.
"Pardon me," he wheezed. "My tie
is caught—wait—7^'
He snapped the tie back and tucked
it inside his slack shirt. The fat woman
glared but settled back in her seat.
Mr. Fooze really was perspiring, now.
He reached into his trouser pocket and
pulled out a handkerchief to mop his
face.
"Why you beast!" screamed the fat
lady, rising to her feet.
Mr. Fooze glanced down. He was
mopping his face with his handkerchief
—what was wrong with that?
Just one thing. What Mr. Fooze
held in his hand was not a handkerchief.
He was mopping his face with a pair
of pink bloomers!
How the bloomers had become lodged
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in his pocket he didn't know. Perhaps
they had climbed in of their own accord,
he thought wildly.
As if to prove it, the bloomers suddenly slipped from his hand to his lap.
There they stood up on their diminutive
legs and began to dance. A hideous
quivering convulsed the panties £is the
bloomers shimmied.
"Beast!" shrieked the fat lady.
"Take them away!"
"They're not mine," yelled Mr.
Fooze. As if- to prove it, he rose to his
feet and bolted down the aisle of the
street car.
Passengers turned and giggled. Mr.
Fooze heard guffaws and titters. He
paused in his frantic race. Paused and
stared at the pursuing pink panties.
The bloomers we're chasing him down
the aisle!
In a panic, he turned and headed
back for his seat, jumping over the pink
barrier. Almost at once the bl6omers
followed him. Back to the fat lady he
ran, with panties at his heels.
She was on her feet, waiting for him.
"These bloomers — I swear they're
not mine!" repeated Mr. Fooze desperately.
"Oh!" wailed the fat lady. "Do you
mean to say those are my bloomers?
Then you must have—oh, you monster 1"
Down came the purse again, splitting on Mr. Fooze's head. The fat
lady charged, and he ran; glancing back
he saw her trip over the dancing panties as he jumped off the street car on
the corner stop.
"Merciful"' God!" breathed Mr.
Fooze, in a truly devout voice, as he regained his breath on the corner.
He turned and trudged the remaining
three blocks to the office. He slowly
recovered his composure as he noted
that his clothing was unruffled. Nothing moved unnaturally^ Perhaps his
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troubles were over. The effect of the
strange liquid must be wearing off. At
least, he hoped it was.
His coming ordeal would be bad
enough without further complications.
Mr. Fooze entered the office and
tensed himself for the business at hand.
It was five minutes to eleven by the
office clock.
At eleven o'clock he would be on the
spot. On the spot before a microphone
in the big showroom on the second
floor.
"IV/TR. FOOZE'S office was not, strictly
speaking, an office. It was the
business quarters of the Hummenkapper Clothing Company—manufacturers
and designers, of an exclusive line of
men's clothing.
In the office downstairs, Mr. Fopze,
along with a large staff, labored over
plans for "merchandising campaigns"
and "men's styleshows" designed to sell
Humm'enkapper garments to out of
town buyers for men's shops all over
the country.
'
^"
Today such a style show was in
preparation. At eleven, a hundred
clothing buyers and style specialists
would gather in the showroom on the
second floor. One by one, fashion
models would walk out and display
Hummenkapper styles for the coming
season, while an announcer read his
script over a public address microphone.
Mr. Fooze was to be that announcer.
It was really a spwt. His boss had
chosen him for the assignment after
long deliberation.
"You'd better do the trick," he had
snarled. "Hummenkapper needs to
push merchandise. Write a script and
read it as if you meant it. If not—"
The boss had made a familiar gesture,
drawing his thumb across his throat.
Mr. Fooze was afraid of public ad-

dress systems, but he was more afraid
of his boss. Mr. Gnasher, of the Hummenkapper Clothing Company, was a
hard man. A very hard man. It was
a common rumor around the office tha.t
Mr. Gnasher had been named after his
teeth.
Therefore, Mr. Fooze had worked
hard on his script. He had rehearsed
the reading of it for many hours. . When
they told him at the last minute he
would have to appear in a slack suit—a
new Hummenkapper style—he hadn't
dared refuse.
That was why he had the ridiculous
garment on. He hoped it would behave. .
Glancing at his tie in the mirror and
fixing the crease of his rumpled trousers, Mr. Fooze glided into the office,
ignored the giggling stenographers,
grabbed his script, and raced upstairs.
They were all up there—all the house
salesmen and officials, sitting down in
front on hard chairs. On either side,
the buyers lolled, puffing cigars and exchanging the kind of stories salesmen
always exchange.
Mr. Fooze looked through the curtains at his audience and gulped. The
script rattled in his hand as he saw a
spotlight go on from the back of the
house and focus at the microphone that
stood on the bare platform before the
velvet curtains.
He would be standing out there in
just a minute.
Mr. Fooze glanced nervously at the
audience once more. Hard, brutal faces
—coarse, crude men who would undoubtedly snicker when they saw him in
a slack suit. Their business was selling
new fashions, not wearing them. Most
of them were dressed in unpressed,
sloppy tweeds.
The models began coming out of
their dressing rooms and hning up behind Mr. Fooze. As he gave them
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their cues from the script, they would
come out and parade on the platform.
Mr. Fooze looked at their calm selfpossession and trembled. How could
they take it so casually?
On his next peek, Mr. Fooze saw his
boss, sitting down in front.
Mr. Gnasher was glancing at his
watch and frowning. As little Mr.
Fooze stared, the boss began to mutter
something under his breath and tap his
foot on the floor.
It was time to start.
Tugging his necktie into place, Mr.
Fooze wobbled out onto the platform,
his script waving in his jittery hand.
Clutching the microphone for support, he began to read the opening
greeting of his script.
T ^ H E sound of his own voice, magnified by the microphone, reassured
him. Ignoring the murmurs, from his
audience, he settled down to delivering
his message before introducing the first
clothing model.
"And so I say to you," Mr. Fooze
orated, "that if you men stock up on
-the new Hummenkapper fall models,
you will have a record of sales this year
that you will be proud of. As a matter of fact, this should be one of your
most fiscal years J And now, I present
to you—"
An indignant grunt came from somewhere in the audience. Mr. Fooze
paused to locate it. Just as he feared,
it had been Mr. Gnasher's grunt.
Mr. Fooze started again. Again, the
grunt.
,What was wrong?
Fooze looked down at his script.
Then he saw it.
Stabbing at his script—sticking
straight out from his neck in a livid
line—was Mr. Fooze's elusive necktie!
Mr. Fooze clutched the devilish cravat in his right hand and crammed it
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back into his slack shirt.
He opened his mouth to speak, then'
let it hang open in amazement.
Something moved on his neck. Something moved swiftly.
He glanced
down as a whistle came from, the audience.
His necktie was untying itself!
Faster than his eye or clutching hand
could follow, the green cravat slithered
off his neck!
Like a wriggling worm it crawled
down the side of the microphone. Mr.
Fooze dropped his script and tried to
grab it. Too late. The audience was
in an uproar.
As he stooped to pick up his script,
Mr. Fooze felt strange movements
across his chest. One by one, the but^
tons on his slack shirt slipped from their
buttonholes. His shirt opened by itself!
Mr. Fooze threw his hands over his
head in dismay.
This was the wrong thing to do. It
gave his shirt a perfect opportunity
to bunch up and shoot over his head.
He felt the sleeves crawl over his arms.
In a second, his entire shirt had twisted
itself from his torso.
"Take it off!" yelled a raucous voice
from the crowd. Above it Mr. Fooze
heard the barking cough of Mr.
Gnasher. He tried to locate the boss in
the audience.
As he peered, something happened at
his waist. Looking down, he saw the
belt of his trousers uribuckle suddenly,
swiftly. His pants marched down his
legs!
Mr. Fooze almost tripped as the trousers bunched at his ankles. He leaped
aside and they came off, f)ulling.his sandals with them. Mr. Fooze stood before the laughing throng in his underwear, as his socks joined the parade
and wiggled off his bare toes.
In utter horror he saw his shirt,
trousers, necktie and socks fluttering
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before the iriicrophone in mid-air. He
made a grab at the garments.
"What's coming off here?" he
shrieked.
He got his answer very^ promptly.
As though the words were a cue, his
underwear quickly unbuttoned. The
sleeves crawled up his scrabbling arms,
jerked past his shoulders. The gamient
fell. So did Mr. Fooze. He lay on the
platform, kicking his legs as the underwear crawled off his body.
Clad in a pair of bright gre6n Hummenkapper shorts, Mr. Fooze wobbled
to his feet.
Amidst the 'screams of the mob, he
dashed up and down the platform, chasing his clothes. His underwear was
bowing to the audience, and as the applause rose; his pants dipped in recognition. The shirt had both sleeves over
its head in a prize-tfghter's gesture and
the socks were jumping over the wriggling necktie.
'
Mr. Fooze made one despairing dive
for his galloping garments. As he did
so, his shorts started to join the party.
It was too much to bear—and much
too much too bare.
With a yowl of panic, he bolted from
the stage. Bursting through the excited knot of models on the side, Mr.
Fooze ran a naked race through the
hall.
ZOOMING upon a window dummy in
the corridor, he^ yanked savagely
at the clothing adorning it. He pulled
on a shirt, a pair of pants, and a suit
coat. The outfit was a good eight sizes
too large for him, and the coat rose
almost to the top of his ears, but Mr.
Fooze didn't care. He felt like hiding.
Ignoring the shouts from the stage
behind him, he galloped down the stairs
and out of the building. He clambered
aboard the first street car and headed
home, his senses reeling.

Mr. Fooze was a broken man, and he
knew it. His spirits fell when he
thought of telling his wife, and so did
his oversize trousers.
Mr. Fooze staggered into the house,
dragging both his saggy face and saggy
trousers.
Dora was waiting for him in the hall.
She ignored both his long face and long
pants and flung her arms around his
neck.
"Oh, darling!" s h e whispered.
"You're wonderful!"
Mr. Fooze raised his eyebrows. Then
he stepped back, clutched at his belt
buckle, and raised his drooping trousers.
"What do you mean?" he muttered.
"Mr. Gnasher called up from the
office," Dora told him, ecstatically.
"He said he just couldn't wait to congratulate you."
"Congratulate me?"
v
"Oh, don't be so modest, Sidney!
Mr. Gnasher told me all about your
stunt, and I think it was so cute. Mr.
Gnasher said your new strip tease
method of displaying men's fashions
will haye the whole industry interested."
"Ulp!" gulped Mr. Fooze.
;
"He said he doesn't know how you
did it, but if you can teach it to the
rest of the models he'll make you promotion manager. He said all the buyers are talking about it—they got such
a kick out of the novelty."
"So I'm not fired?" whispered Mr.
Fooze, under his breath.
"What did you say, darling?"
"I said, it's just the way I figured,"
Mr. Fooze lied. "Well, that's that."
"I'm s o p r o u d of you," Dora
breathed. "You know, Sidney, I've
been thinking. A man like you—in the
style business—must really look his
best. And I think from now on I
ought to do the washing and ironing.
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Really. I'm getting pretty sick of radio
serials anyway."
Mr. Fooze beamed.
"Well, all's well that ends well," he
murmured, taking Dora in his arms.
Suddenly his wife drew back.
"Oh, I almost forgot!"
"Forgot what?"
"There's a visitor waiting to see you
in the parlor."
"Visitor? Who?"
"He wouldn't give me his name. Said
he had to wait and see you. It was
very important. Maybe you'd better
go in and find out what he wants."
"Awferheavensakes I" growled Mr.
Fooze. "Another salesman 1 Watch
me get rid of this baby."
Pulling up his trousers, the little man
walked briskly into the parlor. ,
T T WAS dim in the fading twilight.
The tigerskin rug glared up with
eyes and teeth. It looked rather
ghastly.
Then Mr. Fooze saw the glare of
other eyes and other teeth—the eyes
and teeth of his visitor. These eyes
and teeth were worse than those of the
rug, he quickly decided.
The visitor sat in the easy chair. He
was a tall, thin man with a huge, domed
forehead. His bald, bony head bobbed,
and he raised a gaunt, lined visage to
confront Mr. Fooze with a knowing
grin.
A claw-like hand reached out, and a
long finger stabbed at Mr. Fooze's
chest.
"Here you are," rasped the stranger.
"You're Fooze, eh?"
"Yes. Who are you, might I ask?"
"You might." The bony man grinned.
"And I might tell you. I'm Doctor
Kranoff."
"Doctor Kranoff?"
"That's right. A friend of Professor
Beaker's."
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"But Professor Beaker is not here.
He—".
"I know all about it. And that's
why I'm here." Again Doctor Kranoff
grinned. Suddenly he erased t h e
grirriace from his gaunt features and
rose to tower over Mr. Fooze.
"Where is it?" he grated.
"Where is what?"
"You know—the stuff," said Doctor
Kranoff, hoarsely. "Where is the
Elixir?"
"I don't know what you mean."
"Don't try and deceive me," growled
Doctor Kranoff, his bony fingers writh-.
ing in excitement. "Where is the Elixir'
of Life?"
"Elixir of Life?"
"Of course, you stupid dolt! What
do you think old Beaker was working
on in his chemical laboratory upstairs?
A bio-chemical formula, a synthesis of
protoplasmic forms capable of rendering inanimate objects animate. Elixir
of Life is what the ancients called it.
They never found the formula. Beaker
did. He was completing it and I knew
it. I wanted to share the discovery.
He wouldn't let me. Now I'm here to
get it."
"But I don't know anything about
Beaker's work," objected Mr. Fooze,
hastily.
"Then I'll have to search the place,"
said Doctor Kranoff.
"Look here now—this is my home.
You can't go searching my house this
way."
Doctor Kranoff laughed. There was
nothing funny for him to laugh at, and
there was no mirth in his cackle.
"Listen, friend," he whispered. "Do
you think I'm going to be stopped at
the last'moment? Nothing will stop me
from getting my hands on this great '
discovery, after all I've done. Who do
you suppose slipped the nitroglycerine
in old Beaker's mixing vat.the day he
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went through the roof?"
"You mean you murdered Professor
Beaker?" gasped Mr. Fooze.
"Exactly," s a i d Doctor Kranoff.
"And I'll do as much for you unless you
let me search the house."
Mr. Fooze realized that Doctor Kranoff was a man of his word, because the
tall, gaunt scientific figure suddenly
pulled a pistol from his hip pocket and
levelled it at Mr. Fooze's falling, waistline.
"Let's try the attic, first," suggested
the Doctor, pleasantly. "By. the way—
not a word to your wife. Or I'll have to
use two bullets."
Mr. Fooze couldn't have said a word
if he wanted to. His throat was d r y parched. And he couldn't very well
move his tongue anyway, for his heart
was in his mouth. Silently, ,he led Doctor Kranoff up
the stairs. The pistol prodded him in
the small of the back'.
/HkNCE in the attic, the Doctor set to
work. He ransacked the piles of
debris on the floor. His clawing fingers
swept through the remainder of the
bottles and glassware.
"Cagliostro's curse!" he growled.
"Nothing here! Let!s see your cellar."
. Obediently, Mr. Fooze led his ghastly
guest down the stairs,
Dora W/as listening to the radio as
they passed through the parlor.
"Where are you going?" she called.
"I'm just taking this man down to
look at the furnace," lied Mr. Fooze.
Dora returned to her radio and Mr.
Fooze entered the cellar. The Doctor
quickly surveyed the old bottles and
miscellany of scientific paraphernalia
gathered from Professor Beaker's
room.
"It isn't here," he muttered.
"You see," said Mr. Fooze. "That

proves there is no such thing."
Doctor Kranoff patted his pistol. He
smiled sweetly.
"Not so fast," he answered. "Did
you move this junk down here to the
cellar?"
"Why—yes."
, '
"Then you found the Elixir of Life,"
the Doctor declared. "Found it and hid
it away somewhere in the house. Come
on—we'll search every room until I get
my hands on it."
Silently they ascended the stairs.
"Where is the bedroom?" demanded
the Doctor.
"This way."
They entered the bedroom. Doctor
Kranoff dived for the closet. He rummaged around, always keeping Mr,
Fooze covered with his pistol.
Mr. Fooze got nervous. He knew
the blue bottle was safely locked in the
parlor desk downstairs. If he could
only head this madman off somehow!
"By the way," he gulped, "just why
do you want the Elixir of Life, anyway?"
' .
"Oh, that?" chuckled Doctor Kranoff. "It so happens I have a, few
cadavers knocking around my own laboratories. Medical specimens — condemned and executed criminals, mostly. ^
I think it might be interesting to reanimate, them, don't you?"
"No!" wailed Mr. Fooze, emphatically.
"Well, either I find the Elixir and use
it on those corpses," said the Doctor,
"or else I'll be adding a new corpse
to my collection shortly.'j.
Mr. Fooze felt his heart sink within
•• him at these words. His trousers sagged
considerably, too., He pulled thein up.
Doctor Kranoff was going" through
the bureau drawers now, ransacking
them with muttered oaths and impreV cations.
"Not a damned thing!" he snorted.
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Doctor Kranoff wheeled arid held the
pistol at Mr. Fooze's chest.
"Come on," he said. "You're through
fooling, how. You almost got away with
it, but not quite. You have that Elixir
—this proves it. You've hidden it
away. Lead me to it."
"But—"
"Lead me' to it this minute," said
Doctor Kranoff, "or I'll arrange matters so that you'll need the Elixir of
Life for yourself."
Mr. Fooze gave up. He paused only
long enough to recapture the gloves and
stockings and replace them in the
drawer.
"I'm licked," he sighed. "The bottle is downstairs, in the parlor. Follow
me."
Down the stairs they marched. Mr.
Fooze felt the muzzle of the pistol boring into his back. He had never been
quite so bored in all his life.
The Doctor forced him into the parlor so quickly he almost tripped over
T^OCTOR KRANOFF opened the the rug.
"Hand it Over," snapped Doctor
top bureau drawer to reveal a
stack of pink lingerie. As he reached Kranoff. "Quickly, now."
Mr. Fooze, trembling violently, totin to ruffle the garments, something
tered over to the desk. His shaking
stirred. ''
Something uncoiled like a serpent— fingers fumbled with the key.
He pulled the drawer open. He
like a pair of serpents. Something
/ raised a brown, sinuous length from the groped for the little blue bottle, found
it.
bureau drawer.
He drew it forth, held it up to the
Doctor Kranoff drew back aghast as
light.
It was half-filled. Elixir of
a pair of silk stockings rose from the
Life!
/
drawer, jumped lightly to the floor, and
His
hands
shook.
began to march around the room.
But Doctor Kranoff's hand, holding
"Aha!" yelled Doctor Kranoff.
He plunged his hand into the drawer. the pistol, was quite firm and steady.
A pair of gloves suddenly scuttled forth So was his voice.
"Hand it over," said Doctor Krato the bureau top. Two spiders poised
before the Doctor's image in the mirror. noff.
Mr. Fooze extended his hand . . .
Scampering up the shiny surface, the
right glove thumbed the Doctor's nose
in the mirror. The other glove began COME ten minutes later a haggard
Mr. Fooze lurched out of the parlor
to open a powder box.
and fell into his wife's waiting arms.
"So!"

"Really," said Mr. Fooze. "You're
making an awful mistake, Doctor.
There's no such thing as an Elixir of
Life around here. It must have been
blown up with Professor Beaker."
"Say, I never thought of that!" exclaimed Doctor Kranoff, "Do you
really think so?"
"Sure. It was a terrific blast. The
whole attic went through the roof.
Practically everything was lost."
"Just my luck!" groaned the Doctor,
"I used too much nitro-glycerine, I suppose."
"Everybody makes mistakes," Mr.
Fooze consoled him. "You can see
there's no Elixir of Life in this house.
Why don't you just forget about it?
Go home and play with your corpses
or something."
. "Maybe I'd better," sighed the demented medico. "Just this one drawer
here. Your wife's things, eh? Well,
looks like nothing doing—oooops!"
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"What happened?" gasped Dora.
"All that noise—"
"Elixir of Life!" grunted Mr. Fooze.
"What Elixir?"
So Mr. Fooze told her. Told her
about the blue bottle and the clothes,
and Doctor Kranoff, who murdered
Professor Beaker to get his secret concoction. He told about giving the Elixir
of Life to Doctor Kranoff at the point
of a gun.
"But I don't understand, Sidney,"
said Dora. "What was all that screaming and yelling in. the parlor? And what
did I see when I looked out of the window—that Doctor running down the
road with that awful whatever-it-was
at his heels?"

"Never mind," smiled Mr. Fooze.
"It's all over, now. The Doctor is gone?
for good, I imagine, and so is the Elixir.
Let's forget the whole thing ever happened."
"Tell me what happened," Dora demanded. "What was all that growling
and shrieking?"
"It's very simple," Mr: Fooze explained, happily. "You see, Doctor
Kranoff was chased out of the house.""
"Don't tell me that—-"
"Right," grinned Mr. Fooze. "My
hands trembled so that when I held out
the Elixir of Life, I dropped the bottle.
Spilled it right smack in the middle of
our tiger skin rug!"
THE END

VIGNETTES OF FAMOUS SOENTISTS
' ^ = B y ALEXANDER B L A D E ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^

^/ta/ed>
He was the first of the Greek philosophers and chief of
the famed seven "wise men" of ancient times in Greece

T

HALES was the earliest of the Greek
philosophers, and the founder of the
Ionic or Physical school. He is reputed to
have been a native of Miletus, a very famous
ancient Greek city located on the western coast
of Asia Minor at the mouth of the Maeander
river. There is some controversy as to whether
he was of Phoenician extraction, but was more
probably a native Milesian of noble birth, the
son of Examyus and Cleobuline.
He was chief of the seven "wise men" of
Greece; and in later times amongst the ancients
his fame was remarkable. The advice which
he gave to his fellow-countrymen before Ionia
was ruined—"that the lonians should constitute
one general council in Teos, as the most central
of the twelve dties, and that the remaining
cities should nevertheless be governed as independent states"—is noteworthy. The appellation "wise man" was conferred on him not only
for his political • sagacity, but also for his scientific eminence.
He was an excellent mathematician and the
first among the Greeks to set aside the current
explanations of the universe and look for a first

principle which might be grasped through reason.
Being- possessed of engineering capacities, he
was engaged to construct an embankment along
a portion of the shores of the river Halys. He
was also a merchant of importance, and traveled
extensively, particularly in Egypt, where he
became familiar with such astronomical and mathematical knowldege as by then had accummulated
among the priesthood.
As a result of his astronomical knowledge
he became famous by his prediction of the eclipse
of the sun cm May 28, S8S B.Cl Thales' fame
amongst the ancients must have been largely due
to this achievement—the fact that the eclipse did
actually take place during a battle between the
Medes and the Lydians—that it was a total
eclipse—and that it led to a lasting peace between
the contending nations. Thales had foretold the
echpse to the lonians, and fixed the year in which.
it actually did take place.
Being a wealthy man, he decided to devote
the rest, of his life to philosophy. He taught
that the fundamental element of which all things
was composed was water. That the earth floated
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