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Y friend Archibald Catfitz is an
inventor. He has invented about
everything there is to invent except a
way to make money. The washless
washing machine, the hairless hairpin,

the doorless doorknob, and the automatic fishing
rod are some of Archie’s inventions. Nobody
except myself has ever heard of them. But that
isn’t his fault. Like all men of genius, Archie is
looked upon as being a “nutto” in the top story.

We share the same room in Mrs. Proones’
boarding house, and thus it is that I have the
privilege of seeing the Catfitz master mind at
work. Archie has converted the bedroom into a
laboratory. Have you ever seen the back yard of a
junk man’s residence and workshop? Well, that
would be as neat and orderly as an old maid’s
closet beside our room. He has the packing case
our landlady’s phonograph came in for a
workbench, and I have never been able to learn
where all the things on top of it ever came from.

The other day Archie touched me for two
bones, and I knew, when I handed them over, that
he was about to invent something. It’s always that
way. When he feels it coming on the first thing he
does is to borrow some of my money and then go
out and buy some more junk to litter up the room.

Sure enough, when I came in from the office
the first thing I laid eyes on was a big package,
done up in brown wrapping paper, in the middle of
the floor. Archie was sitting beside it on a chair,
smoking a cigarette, and looking at it like a mother
looks upon a favorite child. To show you how
absorbed he was, he didn’t even hear me come in.

“Well,” I said, “what’s the big idea? Is it to be
a phoneless telephone or an autoless automobile?
Or just a little thing like a safeless safe?”

I give you my word, he didn’t hear me! Sure
sign there was something mighty big on hand. The
time he invented the powder which made clamless
clam chowder, he acted the same way. The bigger
the problem, the greater the silence.

After a while he tore his fascinated gaze from
the package and looked up. “Oh, hello, Bill! Are
you here?”

I took off my hat and threw it on the bed.
“No; I’m down at Murphy’s, on the corner, buying
peaches.”

He tossed away the stub of his cigarette and
began to stare at the package some more. It surely
had him hypnotized. “Is that so?” he murmured
absently.

That shows you just how bad he had it. I
could see I wasn’t wanted, and I didn’t care to kick
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in on anything that might eventually aid suffering
mankind; so I put on my coat and hat and went out
for a walk. When I came back it was almost time
for dinner; not that it means anything at Mrs.
Proones’, but I record the fact to show I returned. I
went up to the room, and I give you my word as a
shipping clerk, Archie was still in a trance over his
package. I really believe if I hadn’t shaken him by
the shoulder, he would still be sitting there.

“Come out of it!” I ordered roughly. “It’s
trough time.”

He looked as dazed as I would look if
somebody gave me a million dollars.

“Is it dinner time already?” he muttered in an
incredulous voice.

II.

T the long table downstairs I noticed Archie
had a preoccupied look in his eyes. Another

sure sign! Even the blond Iona, at his right,
couldn’t get him to carry on a conversation; and
when Miss Carr failed to interest him I knew it was
about time to look for an invention that would
startle the world.

After dessert—which happened to be
something that resembled apple sauce—Iona
cornered Archie in the hallway. “Aren’t you going
to let me sing for you to-night?” she asked in her
cutest manner.

Archie shook his head. “I’m sorry,” he
answered vaguely; “but as much as I would like
you to I can’t to-night.”

At first she looked disappointed. Then she
smiled. “Are you inventing something?” she
inquired.

Archie admitted that he was, but asked to be
excused from divulging any particulars. “I’ll let
you see it, when it is finished,” he promised
mysteriously; and that was the only way he
escaped.

On our way upstairs Mrs. Proones held him
up for three weeks’ back board, but Archie is a
genius in more ways than one. He must have
invented stalls. Before he had finished with the
good woman she believed he was doing her a favor
by letting his board slide.

“Now, look here,” I said, when he reached our
room and closed the door. “You might let me in on
the secret. The time you invented the iceless ice
box, you promised, after I showed you the error of

your ways, to can the mystery. Besides, don’t
forget whose two dollars it was that bought your
package.”

He sat down on the bed and grinned at me.
“Don’t be sore, Bill,” he replied. “Didn’t I fix it so
you wouldn’t have to hear Iona sing?”

I dropped into the chair by the window, first
removing some empty cans and glass jars. “True,”
I granted; “but that doesn’t let you out of an
explanation.”

He stopped grinning at this and looked
serious. “This is a big thing, Bill, a big thing,” said
he. “It’s sure to put all the sculptors out of
business, and it’s going to revolutionize the art
world. It’s going to make my name a household
word from Maine to Missouri.”

I tried to keep a straight face, but I had heard
Archie talk that way before. “Go on with the
story,” was all I said.

He lighted a cigarette and blew smoke circles
at the ceiling for a while. “Have you ever heard of
Praxiteles?” he said after a pause.

I looked at him suspiciously. “What’s that—a
man’s name or some disease?”

He explained that Praxiteles was a famous
Greek sculptor who made wonderful statues out of
marble, and who was just as famous in his own
way as Benny Leonard or T. Rosenfelt.

“If,” continued Archie impressively, “he was
living to-day he would have quit work. Yes, sir;
old Praxie couldn’t have competed with the work
turned out by the Catfitz Artless Art Molds and the
Catfitz Secret Hardening Fluid.”

As he finished speaking he ripped off the
brown paper around the package on the floor, and I
almost fell over. It was nothing more or less than a
large pail of glue that he had been dreaming over.

“Is this the Catfitz Secret Hardening Fluid?” I
asked gravely.

He looked a little hurt at my tone, but kept on
smiling. “You said it. And now, as I have to get
busy on my molds, I’d be obliged to you if you
would take Iona to a movie show or for a walk in
the park or something.”

He was so serious I had to laugh, and this
made him mad.

“You’ll laugh out of the other side of your
mouth,” he growled, “when the dollars begin to
roll in.”

“I hope you won’t forget to roll two of them
my way,” I answered sweetly as I went out.

A



C. S. Montanye That Finished Product Top-Notch, September 1, 1918

3

III.

 DIDN’T have much to say to Archie for a week
or so, but I could see he was just as busy as he

had been in the days of his first invention—the
milkless milk bottle. I saw he was making some
sort of little pasteboard hollow figures, and when I
asked him curiously what they were, he showed
me an illustrated book he had borrowed from the
library, entitled, “Famous Works of Grecian Art.”

One little figure he had made represented
Venus taking a bath, or something like that;
another was Diana chasing somebody; another
Psyche at the garden gate or something of the kind.
He told me there were to be six figures altogether;
and that he had one more to make.

“And,” he concluded triumphantly, “already I
have some one interested in the idea.”

He fished a letter out of his pocket and handed
it to me. Here’s what it said:

MR. ARCHIBALD CATFITZ, Proone Villa, City.
DEAR SIR: We beg to acknowledge receipt of

your letter of recent date, and in reply would say
that if all you claim is so, we shall be pleased to
market your invention and pay you the usual
thousand-dollar bonus besides a percentage
royalty.

When your work is in a completed state we
shall be pleased to have our Mr. Jazbo call at
your laboratory and look into the merits of the
invention.

Yours very truly,
GRABBEM & GETTIT.

 (Agents for struggling inventors.)

After I had read the letter I began to take more
interest in Archie. A thousand dollars, less two,
would amount to nine hundred and ninety-eight
bucks, which wasn’t so bad, considering.

It seemed that only one more mold had to be
made before he would be ready to have Mr. Jazbo
call around. And he promised to let me in on it
when the tests came off.

About three days later Archie announced that
the last figure had been made and everything was
ready. The next morning—it was Sunday—we
started work on them. He had cleared away some
of the junk from the top of the packing case and
had arranged the cardboard figures on top of it
While I held them up he poured the glue through
the hollow opening at the bottom and filled them
up.

“Now,” he said, opening the window so the

sun and air could come in on the statues, “I will tell
you what the idea is. As everybody knows, when
glue is exposed to the air it becomes hard. If it
didn’t do that it wouldn’t be glue. Very good.
When our glue becomes hard, in a little while, all I
have to do is to remove the pasteboard shells and
behold! Under each one will be revealed a perfect
statuette of a beautiful amber shade that any one
would be glad to pay five or ten dollars for! What
do you think of that?”

I admitted that it sounded pretty good, but I
asked him if they wouldn’t break. He became
peevish at the question.

“Break? Of course they’ll break if you drop
‘em. So will a marble or a plaster statue; but,” he
added, “people who pay five or ten dollars for a
work of art like this don’t usually throw them on
the floor to see if they will break.”

This sounded reasonable enough, and
although there were one or two other little things I
would have liked to ask him about I refrained from
questioning him further.

IV.

RCHIE looked at his watch and we put on our
coats. I went downstairs first to see if the

coast was clear. When there was no visible sign of
Mrs. Proones in the hallway I whistled, and he
came down.

Outside he told me that we were going to
walk around to the home of Mr. Jazbo so he could
tell him the work was ready to be examined. It was
only a short stroll, and when we got there Archie
handed the butler his card. It read:

A. CATFITZ.
Inventor.

America.

We were shown into a reception room, where
we sat down and looked at the pictures on the
walls. They were some pictures, too. Archie, who
seems to know a little bit about everything, told me
that one was by Vandyke. That was news to me. I
never knew it was a painter; I thought it was the
name of a beard.

Well, after a half hour or so Mr. Jazbo came
in. He was a funny little man, about four feet tall,
with a head too large for his body; bald, except for
a topknot like the comedians in burlesque shows
wear.

I
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“Since receiving your letter,” he said to
Archie, “we have been eagerly awaiting the
moment when an inspection could be made. Your
presence here seems to indicate that moment is at
hand. Am I right in my assumption?”

Archie consulted his watch again. “Yes. If
you will come around to my studio you may see
the finished product.”

Mr. Jazbo bade the butler bring him his hat,
and we all went out. On the way back to the villa
Archie did nothing but rave about his inventions.
He told Mr. Jazbo about his stepless stepladder, his
nonrefillable washtub, his heatless stove, and a
dozen other things. Although the little man listened
he said nothing.

When we got back to the boarding house we
all went upstairs. As I crossed the threshold my
eyes fell on the top of the packing case, and I
almost fainted.

Instead of hardening, the glue had all run out
of the figures and formed into curious shapes,
dripping in one place on the floor. Talk about your
glittering gobs of glossy glue!

Archie went pale, but Mr. Jazbo brushed him
aside and rushed up to the packing case, where he
adjusted his horn-rimmed glasses and leaned over.

“Ah!” he said—”a panorama of a countryside

in bas-relief. Very interesting! And composed
entirely of glue!”

Peering over his shoulder, I saw that, by
looking closely the mess did resemble a wooded
country landscape.

The glue dissolving had run over the entire
surface of the case and had submerged the
pasteboard molds, hardening in some places and
resembling quaintly a view of valleys’ and rivers
and little forests, as they would look if you were up
in an aeroplane.

“Very interesting!” Mr. Jazbo said, turning to
Archie, who leaned weakly against the bed. “But
done before, of course. However, the idea of using
glue instead of plaster is original, and I will
purchase it from you. Will ten dollars be right?”

The next thing I knew Archie had a new ten-
dollar bill in his hand and Mr. Jazbo was bowing
himself out. When the door closed behind him, the
inventor threw himself down on the bed and
mopped his brow.

“Ten dollars!” he whispered. “Ten dollars!
Ten iron men belonging entirely to me!”

I gave him a cold look and held out my hand.
“Not entirely,” I reminded him. “Come across with
my two before another idea bites you.”


