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UPPORTING himself on three feet or so of 
bamboo cane, old Henry Packard, the most 
incurable optimist on the island that the 

Indians disposed of for twenty-four dollars cash, 
hailed me from one of Broadway’s numerous 
corners not so long ago. Henry, with his venerable 
air of benevolence, his white hair, and carefully 
trimmed mustache, bore a striking resemblance to 
those Southern colonels of fiction. In fact, he 
looked anything save the hopeful sports promoter 
and pugilistic discoverer that he was. 

“Greetings, Bud,” he said, presenting me 
with his hand, a smile, and a cigar which 
experience prompted me to consign 
surreptitiously to the gutter. “How are you and 
how is your much better half?” 

I assured him that I was getting along as well 
as might be expected. 

“If you’re not going anywhere in particular,” 
Henry said, running an arm through mine, “step 
this way. I’m headed for a near-beer pavilion to 
listen to the siren song of one half of one per cent. 
After that I’ve got a date at the Roman Baths.” 

“Haven’t you made a mistake in the days?” I 
inquired. “This is Wednesday—not Saturday!” 

He grinned. “Bud, I’m glad we encountered. 
Knowing your interest in sporting activities, I 
think I am prepared to show you something I have 
up my sleeve that will astound you.”  

“A diamond wrist watch?”  
He smiled and shook his head.  
“Then you mean,” I said, as if seeing a light, 

“you’ve pulled a Columbus and discovered still 
another two-fisted punching marvel? What is it 

this time—some one who looks like Dempsey, has 
a wallop like Tom Sharkey had, and the boxing 
skill of a Jim Corbett? One of those might-be’s 
that somehow never are?” 

Henry grinned. “Temporarily,” he explained, 
“I am directing my talents in another way. I’ve 
entered a new field. To be exact, I’m interested in 
water performers.” 

“Fish,” I inquired, “or trained seals?”  
My friend made a choking sound. “A high 

diver, Bud. I’ll go into particulars as we toy with 
the foaming steins of imitation Pilsner. You’ll be 
surprised.” 

“When you’re married,” I hastened to 
remark, “nothing surprises you!” 

 
 

II. 
 
EFORE long Packard and I arrived at a soft-
drink emporium and went in. We sat down at 

one of the tables that was a relic of the happy days 
before nut sundaes were elevated to stardom. 
Packard ordered something and made me a 
present of another cigar, which I slipped to the 
waiter as he went out. 

“I don’t suppose,” Henry said, when we were 
alone, “that you ever heard of Milo Ponso?” 

I drew my brows together and thought hard. 
“No,” I answered at length, “I can’t say I ever did. 
But then I’m not well versed in medical terms.” 

Henry snorted. “Medical terms! What do you 
think Milo Ponso is—a disease? Milo Ponso, 
kindly understand, is the professional name of 
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Rube Remsen—one of the greatest high divers the 
world has ever laid an eye on! I might add that he 
is the one person who is going to fill my pockets 
with bills.” 

“Are you going to pay them?” I asked. 
Packard snorted again. “When I say bills I 

mean money! Let me tell you how it happened. It 
was last month, when I was handling ‘Lightning’ 
Lane, the Saginaw Slugger. I had my boy out in 
the wilds of Jersey for a boxing combat, and the 
town the battle was being staged in had a circus as 
a counter attraction. It happened I had an 
afternoon to get rid of, and so I took the circus in. 
It was there and then that I first saw Milo Ponso. 
Are you following me, Bud?” 

“I’m two blocks ahead,” I said. “Step right 
along!” 

“I saw Milo Ponso,” Packard continued when 
the waiter returned with our order, “and, believe 
me, I sure did see something! The boy—he’s only 
twenty-six—was high and damp! He’s one of 
these dare-devil divers. His act was to climb up as 
high as possible and dive into a tank that looks 
about as big as a saucer. That’s what he did in the 
circus, and, take it from me, it was a whale of a 
stunt!” He paused to scratch a match for a cigar 
and looked meditatively at the old sporting prints 
hanging about the walls of the ginless ginmill. 

“To make a long story short,” Henry resumed 
after a minute, “Lightning failed to do any striking 
that night with his fists, and, fearing my 
displeasure, hopped a rattler, leaving me alone in 
my sorrow and with the short end of the purse—a 
matter of some thirty-two dollars. It was after he 
had gone away from there that I began thinking 
about Milo Ponso, alias Rube Remsen. The more I 
thought about it the better I liked the idea that was 
making a pal of me. I had it doped there was a 
fortune already on a silver dish for the person who 
could put him under an exclusive contract. I 
figured it would be a cinch to drop him into 
vaudeville. Get the idea?” 

I nodded. “Yes. Say on, old comrade.” 
Henry grunted. “Dark and early the next 

morning,” he rambled along, “I went out to the 
circus grounds, looked up Milo, and leaned 
against his ear. Luck was with me. It seemed the 
boy was in love and had just proposed matrimony 
to a young lady acrobat with the show; she was 
known to the world at large as the Bounding 

Violet. 
“As I say,” Henry went on, “Rube had Just 

proposed to the girl and had been turned down as 
cold as four dollars’ worth of ice. Consequently 
he was in a mood to listen to anything and there 
was nothing much to it. Twenty minutes later I 
was back at the hotel tapping out an air-tight, 
sheet-iron contract on a borrowed typewriter that 
gave me Rube’s services exclusive for one year at 
a salary of fifty iron francs per week. He signed it!” 

I took the cue and congratulated him heartily. 
“The best part of this contract is”—Henry 

chuckled—“a certain little clause that prohibits 
Rube’s marrying for twelve months. Bud, 
matrimony is the curse of high diving! If Rube 
had married this Bounding Violet person his 
career would have ended as quickly as I can snap 
my fingers! When a high diver gets married he 
might as well kiss his profession good-by and 
learn plumbing or singing by correspondence. 

“An old circus man gave me the reason years 
ago. A diver’s wife is bound to make a husband, 
give up his job because of its danger and that sort 
of thing. I know for a fact it has never been known 
to fail. You can see how lucky he was to be turned 
down by the Bounding Violet. Only he don’t 
know it now, and is as happy as a baby that 
touches a hot stove for the first time.” 

Henry looked at his watch and paid the 
waiter for what we had consumed. “Bud, if you 
have an hour you don’t know what to do with, 
come down to the Roman Baths with me and 
spend the time seeing my young friend. Rube is 
brushing up on some new dives to be used in the 
All-Star Water Carnival, to be held at the Baths 
next week. If,” he hinted gently, “you like the 
boy’s work, you might use your influence with 
that sporting editor you know on the Morning 
Wow and get me a little publicity. Heaven knows I 
need it.” 

“But not,” I cut in, as I caught a whiff of his 
defecto, “half as much as a switch to a new brand 
of cigars!” 

 
 

III. 
 
HE Roman Baths were located somewhere 
between the Hudson and the East rivers. The 

structure in which they were housed was an 
T
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impressive edifice of brick and granite, with a 
couple of marble gladiators struggling all over the 
front of it. 

An individual with a Roman nose and a 
cauliflower ear admitted us. He wore a bathing 
suit instead of a toga and smiled when he saw 
Henry. My friend gave him a cigar and after a 
word with him led me along a cement corridor, 
down a flight of stone steps, through a waiting 
room, and into the place where the tank was built. 

This was a glass-roofed, white-tiled space 
with lots of sunshine. The pool was a circular 
affair and large enough to hold the sailboats of a 
million children. There were rows of seats around 
the tank, numerous imitation palms in pots, some 
canary birds in wicker cages, and a few other 
birds trying out the springboards that were 
scattered about promiscuously. 

Henry flipped down two seats in the first row 
and we sat down. Opposite us, I noticed a short, 
dark man who wore a felt hat and a weary 
expression. I noticed also that he stared across at 
Henry. 

“Rube will be along presently, Bud. I sent 
Caesar—the man who admitted us—up to his 
dressing room. What do you think of this place? 
How does the tank look to you?” 

“Wet,” I answered promptly, “What’s this 
carnival thing you were telling me about when we 
were bending elbows?” 

Henry settled back comfortably in his seat 
and handed me a cigar, which I managed to drop 
behind me. “It’s a series of various aquatic 
events,” he explained, “that runs the gamut of 
water sports. I mean there are swimming races 
carded, tests of endurance, high and fancy diving, 
and other events. As professionals are engaged, 
cash prizes are given. My boy will clean up about 
everything in sight. 

“However, the real reason that I entered him 
in the dives,” Henry went on, “is because 
vaudeville managers will be present in quantity to 
look the contestants over. It’s done every year. If 
they see anything that looks like a headline act, 
they grab it quick. And when the grabbing is to be 
done this sly old fox will be Henry-on-the-spot!” 

While I was digesting this, a melancholy 
youth with sad eyes, bundled in a bath robe, 
loomed up before me. The youth was far from 
being an Apollo and appeared to be ready to burst 

into tears at a minute’s notice. He resembled a 
disconsolate farm hand who had wandered out of 
the pasture when the bars had been lowered and 
didn’t know what to do with himself. 

He paused a few inches away from Henry 
and sighed like an electric fan. “Mr. Packard,” he 
said in a voice full of hidden sobs, “if it’s all the 
same to you, I want a ticket to the carnival that I 
can send to a friend.” 

I thought sure he was going to weep when he 
finished speaking. Henry patted him on the back, 
promised him the ticket, and introduced us. 

“Bud, shake hands with Rube Remsen, the 
celebrated Milo Ponso whose name is going down 
in history along with such famous people as 
Napoleon, Mary Garden, Cleopatra, and Park and 
Tilford! Rube, this is Mr. Spencer, an old friend of 
mine, who has the sporting editor of the Morning 
Wow hypnotized. I brought him along so he could 
see you in action. Slip off your bath robe and get 
wet!” 

 
 

IV. 
 

TILL giving every symptom of extreme 
moroseness, the celebrated Milo Ponso shed 

his bath robe, dropped it on the seat beside Henry, 
and left us. He walked to the edge of the pool and 
tested the temperature with one toe. Then he 
turned to a little iron ladder and began climbing 
up to some iron girders on which was a small 
wooden platform directly under the glass panes of 
the roof. 

“The Young Diver, or From the Bottom to 
the Top!” I murmured. “Henry, old companion, 
your discovery is like Ben, the Bootblack, the Boy 
Who Began at the Foot. He should make a splash 
in life even though he has his ups and downs. 
High and damp is right.” 

Packard snorted, but said nothing. I noticed 
that the man who was seated across the tank had 
emerged from his trance and was watching Milo 
with every evidence of intense interest. When my 
friend’s discovery reached the airy platform, 
Henry touched my arm. 

“Watch out now, Bud,” he said. “You’re due 
to see some diving that will do your eyes good!” 

He spoke the truth. From the minute that 
Milo Ponso doubled himself up and shot down 
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into the tank as clean as a silver arrow, I began to 
feel a great respect for him. Evidently his sadness 
had no effect on his constitution, and if there was 
a dive he didn’t do it is yet to be invented. Before 
he had pulled two of them he had me applauding, 
and before he was half through I was dizzy. He 
dived backward, frontward, and sideways. He did 
the chin dive, the finger dive, the jackknife dive, 
the standing and the kneeling dive, and the 
shallow and the deep dive. 

For twenty minutes without interruption he 
divided his time between shooting down into the 
pool and hurrying up the ladder. When the last 
dive was over he shook some water from him, 
and, coming over to us, picked up his bath robe. I 
noticed that the pocket of it bulged with letters 
and I saw Henry looking at them while his protege 
bade him not to forget the ticket for the carnival. 
Soon, with a word to me, the diving marvel 
departed for his dressing room. 

“Well, Bud,” Packard said, when we were 
alone, “what’s the verdict?” 

I drew a long breath. “Guilty of high diving 
in the first degree! But why the gloom? Is he still 
suffering from his shattered romance?” 

My friend inclined his white head. “He is. 
The Bounding Violet is something that Rube can’t 
get over—like freckles! Kid Cupid certainly 
handed him an awful wallop when he met the lady 
acrobat. But I’m not worrying. I’ve got it all down 
in the contract and that’s my safety valve!” 

We got up and moved toward the door. When 
we reached it, the small, dark man, who had been 
seated across the pool, stepped out from behind a 
marble pillar, where he had been concealed. 

“I beg your pardon, Mr. Packard,” he said to 
Henry. “I’d like to introduce myself. I’m 
Benjamin Black, of the Black Vaudeville Circuit. 
I understand you have this Milo Ponso under a 
year’s contract. I don’t mind admitting the boy 
looks good to me. If you want to sell me his 
contract for five hundred dollars, I’ve got a check 
book and a fountain pen in my pocket.” 

Henry looked at me and winked. “Much 
obliged for the offer, Mr. Black. I’ll think it over 
and let you know. To be truthful, I hadn’t thought 
of selling his contract. But, of course, you can 
never tell what’s going to turn up. Life is a good 
deal of a mystery.” 

“Like hash!” I added. 

V. 
 
WO days before the All Star Water Carnival, 
Henry sent me a pair of tickets good for seats 

at the Roman Baths, which Peggy, my wife, 
promptly pounced upon with a little cry. 

“Now what do you suppose these are for, 
Bud?” she inquired, while I breakfasted on a 
grapefruit and a morning newspaper. 

I smiled. “The tickets, Jewel of my Turban,” 
I stated, “are for the Roman Baths and a peek at 
what is due to happen the night after to-morrow 
evening. For full particulars read this illustrated 
article in the Wow, which I had inserted.” 

Peggy took the newspaper and looked 
interested. “Splendid!” she cried. “I’m sure we 
will have a nice time.” 

“So am I,” was my answer. “Didn’t we get 
the tickets for nothing?” 

Peggy clapped her hands. “You know, Bud,” 
she confided to me, “I love anything that has to do 
with water.” 

“You should,” I said, reaching for my hat, 
“meet a gentleman by the name of Volstead. Help 
me to divide a kiss into two equal parts and then 
watch me break the fifty-yard-dash record to the 
nearest subway entrance!” 

I neither saw nor heard from Henry Packard 
until the arrival of the big night. Peggy and I gave 
a taxicab a merry little trip, and alighted in front 
of the Roman Baths in company with a few 
thousand other water-loving citizens. Our 
complimentary tickets secured us excellent seats, 
and we got into them without stepping on more 
than a dozen pairs of feet. As we sat down 
somebody fired a pistol and the first event on the 
program, a two-hundred-and-twenty-yard sprint 
swim, began. 

 
 

VI. 
 
Y the time a half hour had passed, Peggy and 
I knew more about swimming than a duck. 

Friend wife drank in the events with parted lips 
and I kept an eye out for Henry. It was not until 
the first high dive was announced that I caught 
sight of him across the pool, unruffled as usual 
and looking like a contented Santa Claus. 

“Which,” Peggy inquired suddenly, “is Mr. 
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Packard’s protege, Bud?” 
I picked out Milo Ponso, who stood in a 

group at the end of the pool, and showed him to 
Peggy. 

“He,” she murmured, “doesn’t look a bit sad 
like you said.” 

Looking at Milo I was aware that there was a 
lot of truth in Peggy’s statement. The boy had a 
smile that went from ear to ear and a sparkle in 
each eye like that of a four-carat diamond. All 
traces of his sadness had entirely disappeared. He 
seemed as happy as a schoolboy with a half dozen 
new tops. 

“He—ah—does seem full of smiles,” I 
admitted. “I guess it might be due to the presence 
of the friend for whom he shook Packard down 
for a free ticket.” 

Whatever the cause of Milo’s gladness, it 
interfered not at all with his diving ability. Those 
pitted against him in the high flop dwindled into 
utter insignificance when Henry’s wonder 
climbed up the ladder and began to perform. 

What I had witnessed on the occasion of my 
first visit to the baths had been small-time stuff 
compared to the brilliancy and daring of his work. 
He literally stood the place on its ear, and when 
his last dive was over he got enough applause to 
please an operatic songbird. 

It was when he bowed modestly and slipped 
away that I caught Henry waving to me. Peggy 
picked up her hat and the new wrap she had Jesse 
Jamesed me into buying for her and we picked a 
way along the crowd’s feet and into the waiting 
room, where Henry welcomed us. 

He gave me a cigar, which I managed to flip 
undetected into a pot of imitation palms, and gave 
his watch a tumble. “Bud,” he said, “you and the 
wife are my guests for a little supper over at the 
Pink Elephant. You must excuse me for about five 
minutes, however. There is a man here I want to 
speak to on a business matter and I must catch 
him before he escapes. Sit down and wait and I 
will be back as soon as I can.” 

He galloped away, leaving Peggy and me to 
sink down on a stone Roman bench and look at 
nothing at all. We had been there five minutes 
when one of the doors of the pool opened and 
Milo Ponso entered wearing a smile, the bath 
robe, and a young lady on his arm, whose hair was 
as dark as a foot and a half of midnight. Shedding 

moisture and happiness at every step, the greatest 
diver the world was never to see caught sight of 
me and approached.  

“Can you tell me where I can find Mr. 
Packard?” he asked diffidently. 

I informed him that Henry was engaged in a 
business transaction, and he pulled a sigh that 
sounded like the suction of a vacuum cleaner. I 
introduced Peggy, who was looking at the girl as 
if she was a curiosity, and Milo shifted from one 
foot to the other. 

“I—I wish you would do me a favor, Mr. 
Spencer,” he mumbled. “I—I haven’t time to see 
Mr. Packard now, so when he comes back I wish 
you would tell him something for me. I’d 
appreciate it if you would mention the fact that 
Marion and I got married this afternoon——” 

The girl on his arm blushed violently. “If 
you’ll thay the Bounding Violet,” she lisped 
prettily, “I’m thure he’ll under than’.” 

 
 

VII. 
 

 HADN’T the heart to break the sad news until 
our supper at the Pink Elephant was almost 

over and Peggy got tired of nudging me. 
“Henry, old chum,” I said sorrowfully, “fate 

has ordained that I impart to you certain 
information that will gloom you all up and cause 
bitter tears of grief to drop into your demi-tasse.” 

Packard looked from Peggy to me. “Is that 
so? What’s the information? Don’t you like my 
cigars?” 

I drew a couple of deep breaths. “Henry,” I 
went on, “after you left us your boy marvel 
appeared—he appeared but he was not alone. He 
was with his bride. Henry, old war horse, the 
worst has happened. Ponso went and got married 
this afternoon. And he married a brunette—the 
Romping Tulip, or whatever her name happens to 
be!” 

“An awfully sweet little thing with the very 
cutest lisp,” Peggy cut in. “Oh, Mr. Packard, don’t 
be severe with the boy. Love is stronger than a 
clause in an old contract! I know if Bud was a 
high diver I’d make him give up the job for 
something safer.” 

I held a clean handkerchief ready for Henry 
to weep into, but to my surprise he chuckled. 
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“I’m not overcome with surprise,” he said, 
beaming on us. “No; I’m not at all surprised. You 
see, Rube has been getting letters right along 
bearing Jersey postmarks—which I had reason to 
know followed the route of the circus he had been 
with. And then, of course, there was the matter of 
the free ticket he wanted to send to that ‘friend.’ I 
had a very strong idea of who the ‘friend’ was.” 
He sat back in his chair and touched his mustache. 

“You—ah—don’t appear downcast,” I 
observed. “Why the high spirits?” 

Packard chuckled again. “When I left you 
both at the baths,” he said, disregarding my 
question, “I slipped out to see a man who had 
made me an offer on Rube’s contract. This 
individual was an agent acting in behalf of his 
principal. I—ah—sold the contract to him for a 

thousand kopecks!” 
I felt slightly dizzy. “But who,” I stammered, 

“was the principal?” 
Henry smiled gently. “Who,” he countered, 

“would want the contract more than any other 
person? Take a guess. I’ll give you a cigar if you 
hit it right the very first time.” 

I drank another glass of water. “Benjamin 
Black, of the Black Vaudeville Circuit?” 

My friend shook his white head. “Not at all! 
The person the agent who bought the contract was 
acting for was, as I remarked, some one who 
wanted it above all other things—Milo Ponso! He 
had five hundred saved up from the circus; he 
copped the other five hundred to-night in prizes—” 

“And the Bounding Violet this afternoon,” I 
said, with a smile. 

 


