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Eynopais of Preceding Chapters,
TFunsh BRadean s the rough ocaptain of &
Lake Michigan freight schouner, mnd Brure
Conzldine |s his frst mete and frisnd. Conel-
dina falls In love with a Maristoges girl.
Jiench keeps Considins steaight, and hringe

him bank through a storm on the leke in ime |

for hle wedding, thopgh ¥FHunch Joves Lha girl
himeelf Severn! monthe later Considine iIn-
troduoces Huoch to Jems Martiett. Jess falls In
love with Hunch, snd bhe seoms to reciprocate.
Conrldine continues his drinking habits Hunch
losce his schoomer and money saved op  Jesa
Rartistt breaks thelr suppgemont. Hunoh gets
& 30b as foreman In & lumber camp, and Con-
sigine secures work In the same place. Consi-
dine megiects his wife. Hunch goes o see her,
aud gitves her help.

CHAFTER XI.

Brues came down to the statiom In the
evening, and was standing on the plat-
form when Hunch stepped off the trsin,
They walked up together and were half
WAy o the room before Bruce sald:

“Bay, Hunch, how sboutr ItT™

“Jt's bad Bhe dldn't have enough to
ot or keep her warm. She's going o
Hive &t Joe Carter's plnce and take her
menls there, IU'# a good deal cheaper'n
the other. I told her jou was coming
down Sundayw.”

"Whatd you
What'd abe any?
me about "

“Guees there ain't nothing to tell™

“SBeems to me $ts kind of funny H a
man can't find out nothing about hi= own
wife, You was down there and you see
her all day. -1 don’t 2re why 1 aln't got
aright to know aboor it

“Oh, shut up. You ain't got a right to
nothing from the way you've treated her.”

“Look here, Hunch Badeau, you've
g0l te tell me”

“How long you bheen saying whit I
got to do and what 1 zin't got to do?™

"That's &ll right, but—"

“Yes, it's dead right™

Brure stopped and ook Hunch's arm.
_ “Take your hand off me.”

Bruco's hand dropped.

“Now, don't get ugly Hunch
wanted o know about her.
her for & goott while™

“Well, do you think that's my fault?
Tl tell you about her. Bhe's-fixed up
where she's pot enough 1o eat and drink,
and she's gol peagile to lalk to and chirp

say to her, Hunch?
Anything special? Tel!

i just
I ain't seen

her up, and she's walting for you to come |

down next Sundgy. If you're man efough
20 keep airalght” and go down thers and
do the sguure thing, you won't find me
in your way I1f »ou aln't you can go to
dhell for all 1 care'

Bruce was sllent and they ¢limbed to
the room and went to bed.

A day or two later Mr., Jacks=on sent
for Hunch,

*“Badeauw.” he snld, how sbout this man
Considine?

“How 40 yor1 mean?

“What kind of work is he dolngT"

Al gkt a» fur ne I con see”,

““He's o friend of yours ain't he?"

“¥eo, he used to work for me when 1
had the schooner.”

“1 tell you. Padeau. I've had some
complaints about him. You know ] don't
WAnDL apy man that can't do the work.”

‘“d think he's doing pretty good, sir.™

“Well, T'll count on you Lo Keep an eve
on him. If you catch him loafing don't
waste any tme on him*™

Hunch went over the conversation In
the evening with Broce. It frightened
Bruce and bhe made promises which he
kept for the rest of the weelc

They dld mot talk sbout Mamie untfl
Saturdny might, aflter they had been sit-
ting by the stove for a long time In £-
lepoe,. Hruce wWas NETVOLE.

“Say, Hunch,' b+ =zid, “would you go
down It you was me?"

“WhereT"

*You know—down
row."”

“Would I go®* What you talking about?*

“1 dom't know. What do you = pose
she'll exy?’

"1 guess you know what she cught to
say, all might™

“Do you think she'll be mad™

0, you shut up'

Rruce went to bed early, but
heard his tnsxsing untll late,
morning he wasx moody.

"Hunch™ ha sald after breakfast,
*“what Ome does the traln go down?'

“*Bout half mn hour.”

*“Say, 1 a'ptee ! might a3 well take it
as the noon train’”

“*That's your besiness—"taln't mine."

*“Wall, 1 guess 1 will. Bay, Hunch, Il
tell you—a'pose you come along.”

*“uess mot.™’

“i donm't mean mothing, Hunch:; but
you've been talking to her, and you know
how to kind of quiet her. I never could,
somehow.”

*“lock here, Bruce I ain't golng today
or any day. I sin't going at all. Under-
stand? You meedn't teil her 1 sald that,
though."

“Guers
BEunch™

“Guess you hod.

“Come on down to the depot. You min't
sot notking to do.”"

At the statlon Humch said:

"“"Got any money T’

“Ne, ] sia’t got much™ i

“Here's a Nttle. No drinking, mow.”

*“0On my honpr, Hunch, I wen't drink
s drop. Do you think a man would drink
when he's galng down to see hls own wife,
Buneh? Do you think—"

“You better get aboard™

“Goodby, Hunch. I'll get back tonight™

in the evening Hunth met the Manis-
togee train. Bruce 414 not get off. Hunch
looked for him on Monday morning, but
bad no word from him. At noon he was
oadled 10 Mr, Jackson's office

“Badoau,” suld his employer, “when
that Conaidine g=tzr back to work you
send him to me for his time™

Huncd hesitated,

“TH tell you, Mr. Jackson. He went
down yesterfoay 1o zee his wife. Thelr kid
died = little while ago, and NMke ‘s not
she's slck™

“Thlnk so™

“My work iz pretty lght toduy. 1
thought msbbe I could get off for the
afternoon irain and sort of look him up.
I can get back tonight you know, You
see, 1 he gels laid off I'H come ind of
hard on his wife™

“All right. go abead. But, say, Badeau,
hold on & minote. We're not running a
charity hospital, you know. We can't
give that man much Tope.”

Hunch sadd. “Yes. =ir™ and went oul
He resched Manistogee at supper time
and picked up & hasty meal at the hotdl

to MName's tomor-

Hunch
In the

I'd Dbetter be starting—eh,

™~

| Then he hurried over to Joe Cartler's
house. Cartler let him In.

*‘Hello Joe,” said Hunch. “Brice hers?*
{ Cartler hesitated.

“"Yes. I gusss hie's upstairs.™

“Well, say Hunch, eome Into the parlor
& minute. I weant to talk to you."

“What's the matter™" 1

“Well, you know Bruce came down
| ¥estorday, morning, and 'long about noon
I gurss they guarreled a littlee. Ms and
| my wife, we dldn't Hsten, but we couldn't
help hearing Bruce talk. Aud then Bruce
went out—" -

“0,"” sald Hunch, "drank? '

"Not 50 bad as I've seen him, but he
ocome In kind of ugly, snd he's got some
up there—brought it back with him. Scems
kind of too bad. I dldn't feel quite 's it
I could do mnything. You ses 't ain't
really none of my business”

Hunch went upstalrs and knocked at
the door. There was a stir Inside, and
he could henr Bruce grumbilng and Ma-
mie whispering. Then Mamie opesned the
‘door & few inches. When she looked st
Hunch the color left hor face and she
leaned against the door.

“It's all right,” said Hunch,
for him."

“0," falirered Mamie.
| “Who's thersT' called Bruce.
you whispering to?”

“I come

*Who

| last MeGuire called:

| ‘Mamie hesitated and looked at Hunch,
| He gently brushed her aside, saying:

"Lemme come In.”

“Who is it sald Bruce, He was lylng
on the bed, his clothing mussed, his face
red. Hunch stood by the bed and looked

| down st him.

“What you dolng here?™ growled Bruce.
“What right you got coming i & man's
house?™

Hunch looked al his watch,

“Come on'” he sald. "“"We've got lo
get back on this traln"

“Who's goin’ back? T ain't goln' back.
Go on out o hers, will you?”

Hunch took his arm and pulled him up,
Bruce sat on the edge of the bed.

“Come on, Broce; get moving."

“Go ‘war."”

Hunch turmed to Mamie,

“Where's his hat, Mis" Considine?"

Bruce stood up.

 struggle,

“What's that? What you saying to my
wife? Tha's my wife, Hunch Badsau.
She's o lady. You can't talk to my
wife.”

Mamie stood nt the foot of the bed |
watching the two mon nervously.

“Brucse,’"” ssld Hunch, “shut up and come
along."

*“Don't you think you'd better go, dear?’
=ald Mamie timidly.

*Wha's that? You want to get rid of
me, ton, eh? Oh, I'm on to you two. You
can't fool me, you can'tt You're prefiy
smart, Hunch Badeau, sneaking down to
see my wife—"
| Hunch gripped Bruce's arm and jerked

him out of the room. They were at the
| top of the stalrs when Mamle came to
the door.

“"Hera's his hat,"” she pald.
ter take It, T godea’™

*“Thanks™ sald Hunch, withont looking
at her, and he hurried Bruce down the
Etairs.

“You'd bet-

CHAPTER XIL

The next morning Bruce was still in bed
when Hunch went to work, McGulre 4'd
pot appear with the other men, and at
noon his brass heck still hung on Its
nail in the timekeeper's shanty. Bhorily
after lunch Bruce and McGuire, both a
Httle the worse for drinking, appeared
and went to work with the pang. Hunth

had gone up to the mill, and dld not sce
them untfl his return. 'When he came

“I ain't saying nothing.” *

Hunch started toward him, but checked
himseif,

“Plek up that canthook, McGuire.”

MoGuire obeyed, and walked slowly
away, Hunch turned to Bruce, who siood
looking on with his mouth open.

*What are you gaping there for, Con-
sidine. Go 'long.”

““Where?"'

“Go and get your time, We're through
with you

Bruce stood =till locking stupldly at
Huneh,

“What?' he sald finally, "you ain't—"

"(Get off the job. Understand? TYou'rse
iald off, We don’t want you."

Bruee slowly Hfted his canthook to his
shoulder. He stare@ at Hunch until
Hunch turned away, then he walked over
to where McGulre was standing, and
walked away with him.

Late in the afterncon they came back
and hung around watching the gang at
work. They had been drinking again,
and McGulire had a bottle In his pocket,
which he pulled out frequently. Thay
wepe talking loud and laughing.

Their actlons drew the attentlon of the
men and annoyed Hunch, though he sald
nothing for a long time. Finally Bruoce
and McGuire began calling at the men,
growing bolder In thelr remarks. At
*“You fellows mus’
llke working for tha’ dam' fool,” and
Hunch walked toward them.

*You'll have to move away from here,'
he sald. "We can't have you disturbing
the work.”

“Go ‘way!' MeQuire replied. '"You
ecan't touch us. We ain't on your job.”

“Stop that, MeGuire! Get out, quick,
or I'll throw you out!"

McGuire laughed. Hunch went to him
and pulled him to his feet.

“Le' go o me" sald McGuire. ‘Take
your hand off o' me!

Hunch began dragging him away, >Mc-
Gulrsa hung back, protesting and threat-
ening. Bruce walked slowly after them,
shaking his heed and talking to himself.
MoGulre braced his fest, Hunoh gave him
a wrench thnt nearly threw him, and Mo-
Guire struck &t him. Bruce waiched the
the old drunken cunning light
In his eyes Then he ran forward and
jumped on Hunch's back, pounding Ijm
about the face and hesd. Hunch st

| Bered, but recovered and caught MeGulre
| with his knuckles squarely on the side of
! the jaw. MeGulre gtaggered back. Bruce

had both arms sround Hunech's neck, and
was trving to choke him. Hunch gripped
Bruce's wrists, and slowly pualled them
forward until thelr hold was loosened.
Then he turned gquickly, took hold of
Bruce's shoulders and threw him agalnst
& pile of cut timber. Bruce struck hard,
and seemod for & moment to be clinging
to the pilee Then he fell on his face.
Some of the men were running towoard
them. One was calllng:
“I seon 11, Hunch!
fault! T seen ™
Hunch stood panting as the men gath-
erde around.
“Better see If he's hurt'" he sald,
They rolled Bruce over, His fare was

It weren't your

{covered with blood. One of the men

brought some water from the river In
his hot and washed it off.

MeGulire stood 4t one side, rubbing his
cheek., Hunch ordered him awey, and he

| went without & word. The other men

were crowding around Bruce. One of
them looked up and sald:

“I guess he's done for, Hunch.,"

CHAPTER XTI,

It was n cold day In Manlstee, The
snow lay In high banks on both sides of
the street-car tracks, with paths cat
through at the crossings and in front of

| the larger stores; underfoot it creaked and

erunched. Men walled briskly, keeping
thelr hands in thelr pockets or holding
them over thelr ears und noses, and paus-
ing ul the drug store on the corner to look
at the red thermometer.

It wns close to noon, and a number of
men wore coming down a flight of stalrs
which reached the sldewalk-a few doors
beyond the drug store. The lust one was
Hunch Badeau, with his ulster «collar
turned up, his ecap pulled over his ears,
gnd his fur mittens on, When they
reached the strest two of the other men

up somsbody’s SBummer profits. That was
a.long while ago; it seemed ta Hunch a
dim part of some past life before he had
ever met & woman other than the rough
girls ofsthe Chicago laves and the North
Peninsula stockades,

alr. Jackson had told Hunch that he
need not go back to work that dey., so
he climbed to his room and sat on the
chalr by the window. Bruce's things wers
Ivlng about the roam, his razor on the
bureau, his Sunday clothes over a chalr
in the closet, his shoes under the fuot of
the bed. Hunch got up and began to get
them together, withoul knowing exactly
why he was delng It. He pabked what he
could In the patent leather vallse, and
made up the rest into bundles, borrowing
paper and string from the landiady, Then
he sat down agaln, but before long, too
restless to stay alone, he put on his coat
and walked out to the mill. Mpr, Jackson
was standing near the waste dump with
& memorandum book In hiz hand,

“Well, Badeau, what's the matter?"

“Nothing, guess I might's well get to
work."™

“Just as you ke
) The men looked surprised when he

jolned them. He -was nervous, and he
worked both himeelf and them at a pace
that wore them out M & few hours. But
at 8 o'clock, when the whistle blew, and
he put on his cont and went to the board~
{fng-house, he felt refreshed.

On Sunday, after several days of hesi.
tating over the best way to gef Bruce's
things to Mamle, Hunch gathered up
the bundies and the vallse, and took the
uwoon traln to Manistogee, Ha sat for
two hours In the statlon before he could
| maks up his mind to take them to Joe
Cartler’s house. When he finally knocked
At the door, Joe's wife ppened it.

“How d've do, Mr. Badeau, Come In,
won't you?" - N

“No, I can't,” sald Hunch. *“Hold on,
yes 1T will, too, just & minute, Where's
Jpe .

“Hare he {s," replled Joa himself, com-
ing through the hall in his shirt sleeves,
“Ciome in and sit down."

Huach stepped in and dropped the bun-
! dles” In the corner. .

{ “C*an I speak to you a minute, Joe?™

“Sure thing. Walk In the front room.
| Martha, I could swear Hunch nin't had
| his dinner. Fetch out some of the chicken
| and potatoes, It ain't so hot as ‘twas,
Hunch, but s good, plaln stuff, good
enough for us, ain't 1t Martha?"

“No, don't you, Mis' Cartler, I can't
stay; honast, T had some grub anyhow.”

But Joe's wife hurried out to the
kitchen, leaving Joa and Huach in the
front room.

“Take off your coat, man,” sald Joe.
“Whnt are you getting so bashful about
all of a sudden?" .

Hunch buttoned his coat nervously.

“Is she staying hers yet, Joe?"

"WWho's that you mean, Hunch?
Bruce's wife? BShe's going to her father's
tomorrow."" -

“How's that happen?

"“Well, T'll tell you, Hunch—you won’t
| say nothing about I8, of course, but
when Bruce—when he dled, you know—and

I knowed the girl didn’t have & cent
i anywhera's, and worse'r that If you count
" his debts, I just thought kind of that the
| 0ld man he didn’t know qulte how things
] stood or he wouldn't be s0 ugly. You
! seo, don't you?”’' '
| Hunch nodded.

“And of course I couldn't szy nothing
to her, you know, ‘cause she'd think
first thing I meant something about the
rent—she's a touchy Nttle thing, wyou
know—so I says to Martha, ‘Martha,
you just take ‘your work'—thls was
Thursday—"Martha,’ I says, you Just
take your work and go up to Mis
Banks' and =et down and have a good
o!d jaw with the old lady. She'll leat
you talk to her’ I says, ‘‘cause sha
used to be your Sunday School teacher,
and she's anlways took & shina to you.
And you just lay out the while thing,
and tell her that If she ain't wanting to
losa the respect of ohte grocer In this
town she'd better Jjust leave go of one
of them miss=lonary socletles of hers and
watch out a llttle for her own daugh-
ter.' Mnartha, she felt kind of dellcats
about golng, but she went down, just
the same, and tackled the old lady, and
when she come back her eyes was like
sho'd been erying, 80 I knowed ‘twas
all right, and I dldn't say nothing. And,
sure enough, that night old Banks
himself cams around and stood up st
in the door and says: 'Is my daughter
here, Cartler?’ He always cells me Joe,
vou kEnow, and I ealls him George: hut
that ain't mo matter. I says yes, and
he goes upstairs, and then Martha and
I we just keeps out of the way In the
kitchen so's he ecould g0 out without
running into any of us. But 'long about
2:3 he comes out and knocks on the
kitehen door and saya: "My drughters
coming to my house, Joe.' And I says,
*"When? and he says, ‘Monday,” and
‘Let me know what the board'll amount
to." And you ses, Hunch, I was kind of
foolish myself, g0 I just says, *All right,
Gearge,’ and then he goes out. 8o the

“WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE! GROWLED BRUCE.

chuckling together over some incldent ia
the morning.

“What you two doing here?' Hunch |
asked.

Bruce started and moved away from
MoGulre.

“Speak up.”

MoGulre muttered,
what we're doing.”

“Look here,” mald Huneh, “you go to
the office and get your timae '™

MeGulre lowered his canthook

“What—what yon ray?"

“Go of. Don't talk to me.”

MeQuire dropped his canthook and
started away. :

“Come back here, McGuire. Pick that

“Guess we know |

ap.”
MoGtilre muftered.

“What's that you're saying?”

he Ead nothing to say, nnd & moment ater
he was walking alone, slowly, up the
btridge approach. The examinntlon waa
over and he was free. Fis case had not
reached a trial, for he had kilied Consi-
dine plainly in self-defense.

A lbng row of schooners, stenmers and
tugs lay alongs=lde the docks on both sldes
of ths narrow river., On most of the
schooners a4 length of stovepipe enme out
of n cabln window, and a few wisps of
smoke, winding laeily out, to be snatched
awey by the wind showed that many a
saller was lylng dormant during the Win-
ter months. Hunch lingered on the
bridge. He had once spent a Winter in
Chicago on a blg schooner, locked up

ugly in the North branch, near Goose

land, eating and sleeping, smoking and
swapplng yarns, and helplog to darink

pear they were dawdling over their work, ! turned and shook honds with him. but [giﬂ'a gaolng to keep allve, Snyhaw, and

} that's something.”

Hunch tose and slowly buttoned his
ulster,

“You give her them things, won't you,
Joe. I dunno as I'd say anything about
my bringing 'em down."

“Why, hold on, man, you ain't going

[ now. Martha's out getting seme dinner

l for you."
“Sorry,"” sald Hunch.

| hack.”

|  *Oh, pshaw! Hunch, this ain't right.

| Wait a mnute, anyhow. 1 guess Mis'

l Considine would llke to see you. 8he's

| right upstalrs.'

| “No sald Hunch, slowly, “she don't

l want to see me."

“I got to get

Cartler looked at him, s littls sur-

prised, then suddenly grew smbarrassed.

“I forgot,” he sald; "I clean forgot
No. I don't 8'pose she does.™

Hunch turned and felt for the door-
knob, Mra, Cartler was eoming in from
the kitchen, and she hurried forward.

“Don't let him go now, Joe. His din-
ner's all ready.'

“That's right,” Joe urged.
you ean't go, Hunch."

“1 *ny sorry,” sald Hunch, “Good day,”
He hurried out, and left Joe and his wile
looking at esach other.

Hunch had been back in Manlstes near-
Iy & week, when one day he recelved a
letter In a perfumed envelope, like the
ones Bruce used to gt, when they were
together on the schooner,' =

He carried It In his pocket all the afler-
noon, and at night, wondering what she
could have to say, and yet not daring
to open it and Nnd out, he set It upon
his bureau, taking It up every few. min-
utes and turning i1t over In his _hund.
In the morning when he awoke and got
out of bed to light the lamp and dress,
it was there on the burean Slaring at
him. He held It up to the light several
times, and then tore off the end of the eén-
velope and drew out the letter, It was
= stiffly worded little note, thanking nim
for bringin Brucve's things, and was
signed, “Yours truly, Mary Considine.”
Hunch could not tell why it mads him
happy. He read It over and ower, tha
first letter she had ever written to him,
almost the first letter any one had writ-
ten to him. He stood by the lamp hoid-
ing it In his hand. )

Then suddenly he thought of Bruee,
and the letier dropped to the table and
lay there for n long time untouched,
while he' dressed with clumsy finzers.
But befora he went out to work he put
it away In his inside pocket. It stayed
there for a long time, and sometimes
fn the evenings, long afterward, he
would take It out and read It ugaln.

(To be continued.)

“You see

SONGS PEOPLE SIKG.

Curions Faets About Dittiea the Mul-
titude Lilkes.

The suthor and compeser of a song that
strikes tha gencral fanoy immediately
leap into National prominsnce, Bays 2
writer in the Junior Munsey. They are
to modern life what minstrels were (0
feudallsm. Thelr relgn is shaort-lived, as
& rule, for it rarely happens that n song
sells for more than a year, and men Wno
can bring forth two successes in sequence
ars few nnd far between. The barrel
organ s tha crucial test of & sOng. When
thesa street Instruments grind It out It
poaition 18 assured.

It % not necessary to be able to write
even respectabla thymes, or to have the
slightest exact knowledge of musle, to
writa & popular song. Not ons song-
writer In ten knows enough about musie
to be able to put down tha simple melody
on paper, and as for writing the complete
soora It is as far peyomd them as mak-
ing plans for.z suspension bridge would
be to the laborer who works on It. Bul
the man who concelves a melody can play
it on & plano. And there are scores of
men who bave studled music for years,
who are working for $10 or §15 a wesek,
and who will write out the music and put
it in form.

Possihly the ablest seng-writer of recent
years was Fellx McGlennon, who had
many successes, the grentest belng '‘Com-
rindes.” He atarted the fashion In
“friendship songs,” which had a long run.
After this came “‘the mother song,' and
that mever dles out wholly, because the
thema ls sweet and true, and as old as
time, yet ever new. Nowadays “home”
and “mother” must not appear.in a titie.
Naughty girl songs, llke “Her Golden
Halr Was Hangilng Down Her Back:"
precocious youth songs and nll manner af
dittles that were suggestive, had a great
hold on the popular mind, yet these have
been leawened by sentimental ballads,
like ““The Song That Reached My Heart,”
“Swest Marle" and others.

The “coon'” song stlll rages, but durlng
the last year the geographical song hus
come first. Probably Paul Dresser startaed
this latter fashion, and few names are
better known throughout the lsngth and
breadth of the country than that of the
author of “On the Wabash." No song
ever enjoyed greater popularity during a
certnin perfod than this melody. Every-
one knows that the American soldlers In
Cubi were singing It when thelr volces
were not Ilfted In the martial strains of
“A Hot Time In the Old Town Tonight,”
written by Theodore A. Metz. This last
is a real song, a vigorous, splandld, swing-
Ing melody that carries one along, and 1
can very well underatand how the Span-
lards came to regard it aa the Natiomal
song of the Unlted Btates. I am Inciined
to think that it is one of® the songs that
will endure.

It {s not difMeunlt to understand how the
homeslck sollfers should be moved by “On
the Wabash,"" because it breathes the st-
mosphere of home and the farm, It I=
a slmple story of a young man returning
home after a long absence to find tho
sweetheart of his boyhood lying In the
churchyard. The chorus ls nothing but a
description of a moanlight night on the
Wabash. The commaonplace story was
twisted so that It had a suggestion of
novelty, and It was elemental In Its glm-
plicity. Added to this was a haunting
and easily acqulred melody, a title that
seemed new, and a pure sentiment

It should be borne In mind that the
gongs that have s good and wholesome
sentiment are most successful. “'On the
Wabash'" brought forth a flood of songs
that daseribed aces from Maine to Call-
tornia, lke, “The Girl 1T Loved In Sunny
Tennessee,” “Shs Was Bred In Ol Ken-
tucky,” My 0ld New Hampshire Home,"
and * 'Mid the Green Fields of Virginia™
All these rongs are healthful and honest
In thelr tone, m love of nature, an af
fectlon for good women, are found In
them. They are wrlttan down to the
level of the great mass of people who
do not think, but only feel. They have
the magle touch of sympathy that atriikes
responsive cords In the human heart.

The *‘coon” songs for the most part are
Immoral in thalr tone; few can reslst their
melody, Even s0 great a musiclan as
Anton Dwvorak declared that from them
must develop the Natlonal music of Amer-
les, And as for the words, there are
compressed In them such a keen and dls-
eriminating sense of the weakness of hu-
man npature, and such genulnse humor,
a8 to ba at onge the admiration and de-
gpalr of men who make a busluess of try-
ing to write good stuff.

In order to give an !dea of the number
of coples of popular songs acld and the
royalties recelved by the authoers and com-
posera, I have secured from the publishers
the facts about certaln songs. The list
|s not Mmtended to e comprehensive, but
rather typloal. Here is a list:

Caples
Sold, Royalty,
"A Hot Time in the Old Town

Tonlght'' (MetE) ......e00o0....000,000
"Sweat Marle” (Moare)

*On the Wabash*' (Moors) ... .0500,000
“The Sweatest BtoryBEver Told™

(Stults) wamessanannons D0, 000
“Angwer'® (Robyn) ...........- 400,000
*Just Tell Them That You Saw

Mo'" (DFOSBOL) . .v.esssussasH00,000
“0h, Promize Ma!" (De Koven)400,000

*The Giri [ Loved In Sumny
Tennessee'’ (Bralsted and Car-

24,080
24,000
20,000

20,000
18000

15,000
18, 000

d 12,000

te
*Just Ome O

Kennott) ..
“Bacausw'' (H

OFE) cesisesstsssessidinsaannas
“Dhs . Wa= IHred In 011 Ken-
tucky”' (Braisted and Carter).ZH0,000
v aAlways'' (Horwitz and Bow-

[T ) e
“Hello My Bahy!" < 4, 0
*The Sldewalks of New York'

{Lawlor) 50,000 4000
By way of parenthesls, it may be well
to remark that the most popular song
ever written Is one with which every per.
pon over 30 years old is famillar—"Gather-
ing Up the Shells From the Seashore.”
More than s milllon coples of It have been
gold, and it Is aelling yel.

The number of ‘‘one-hit' saong writers
greatly exceeds thome who have written
several succrsses. The makers of these

13,000
12,000
10,000

8,000

songs come from every walk In lfe, ex-

cept the higher intellectual ones. It ls
easler to write over the heads of people
than down to them.

Moany of the successful song writers are
or have been, vaudeville performers or
farce-comedy actors. Paul Dresser, C. B.
Laylor, John Bratton and James Thorn-
ton belong to the dctor fold. Charles E. |
Harrls, who has written many successes,
beginning with “After the Ball" was a |
pawnbroker in Milwpukse, DBraisted and |
Carter are the p!n names of Iwo Fouing
men engaged In business that does not |
begin to yisld them us much #n thelr |
BONEY, Carl Kennstt, who wrote ihe
words of “Just One Girl,” works In a
hotel in Portand, Or. Lynn Udnl, who
wrote the musle, ls employed by a4 rall-
road company in the same city.

Most songs have their origln in a phrase |
or pxpression, which ls usually made the |
title. Every expresaive bit of slang that
spreads over the country la Incorporated
in a song. Writers are an the loakout
for these, just ns a proferslonal humorast
Is constantly siraining for things he can)
twist Into jokes, Song writers call this
phrase or expression the “cateh Fre- |
quently n song la held for months for lack
of a title that ls consldered accepiable.

Charles B. Lawlor foundd his (uspiration
for ‘The Sidewnlks of New York™ whiie
watching chliidren duncing ahout a pere-
grinating plano. Ernest Hogan, one of
tha foremost writers of “cuon™
pald mther dearly for “All Coons Look
Alike to Me.” That remark was actually
made to him by a Chicage pollee
peant before whom he was tuken through
a mistake In ldentity. Scorea of
atances of this kind may be given.
Iy all the writers of verses of popular
songs say thet they take them from life.
Charleas K. Hurrls, whose words are about
as bad., from & Htemry view-point, as
anything can well be, emphisizes this
point particularly.

All auceessful writers agree the
elements which make up a song the peo-
ple will sing are melody, sentiment oc
humeor, title, novelly and =iplleiiy.

"Warmed over melodles” play an im-
portant part in song writing. Often only |
the tempo ls changed. An Hisstration of
this was furnished several years ago when
Dave Braham's “My Johanna Lives in
Harlem'"™ was ong of the populas malo-
dles, and most people didn't know that It
wis ““The Last Ross of Summer,'™ with
tha time quickened. Another good old
tune that has mnade several people” rich
is "Mald of Athens.” Filtesn or 20 yenrs
ago It went forth under tha title of *“Whea
the Leaves Begin to Turn,” and Iatterly
It was Immensaly popular as “The New |
Bully.™ *“Muggle Murphy's Home'" bore
& strange resemblance to “Angels F:wr|
Bright and Falr.* A recent song 1h1t|

|

Ser-

that

promises to e a “hit"” ts “Strike Up the
Band, Here Comos a Ballor.™ It Is sald
to be a revival of a very old one, which |
began “Drive Care Away, Grisvieg i_||
Folly,” with only the time qulekened
Scores of similur {Hustrationa might be |
glven.

The Singer.

Day long apon the dreaming hills

One wiatched the idle hours fade by
And had no thouzht of other thing

Than waving grass and Sommer sky.
And all the wilding sconts and sounds

The lavish-hearted seuson brought
He nmxde his own, and prisonsd themn

Within the Mttls zongs he wrought
Whiln he was singing in the town

His busy brethyen bought and aold
And got them place anmd elrcumstance,

And all the pride und pomp of guld

SOnES, | T

Noar- | =

But when the nizht came wilh the
And on her hills her stisnce Iaid,
He, homeward turning, hore with him

Naught sava the careliss songs he madae,
*“0Oh, Prodigal!" his trothers cried
“And have you dons no bettar thingT
And Is it thus you mpond wour day—
To dream In sunsiiins and to aing?™’
But he, remembering those rstill hours
Tha dream had made so eloql
The waving grass, the 3u
ahe purple hillajde—amiled,

—Arthur Ketchum, Lippineatt's
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