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HERE were no two ways about I,

I the cry was unmistakmble. Twice it

fall upon my hearing, and somehow
or Other there was a strain of fumillarity
in the wvolte, although I could not guite
Place it

“Surely,” I muttersd, walking io the
window and looking out upon the snowy
night; “surely, somebody 1 know or have
Exnown s calling for help. I wonder who
3t can be It sounds, too, s If it came
trom something that was belag smothered.
Cana it be that out beneath yonder dritting
EBHOR—

The inquiry wus mmedintsly answered
by & repetition of the ery, but this time di-
rectly at my side

“Hulp! heip! I =ay!" came the cry again,
& lttle more sharply, bul its whereabouts
was more mysterious than over, for the
only thing at my side at that precise mo-
ment was & table covered with magazines,
and they ware one and all so fat and pros-
perous jooking that surely they necded as-
wistanco from no one.

“What tha dickens!"
waa Interrupted by a deep groan that
emansted f{rom nothlng less than the
Christmas number of Mulligatawney's
Monthly,

“Quick, or I shall be no mbre!" gasped
the wolce, and then I guessed the truth
My bookworm was in  trouble again.
Quickly Hftlng the magazine from the
talde, 1 bogan to run over its puges, when
the Imploring volce broke out:

“Not there—not there—back here, in the
adyertising pages, crushad between a
grand pdano and an electric runaboul, with
& fountaln pen sticking In my eye and a
patent Gladstone bug resting on the amall
of my back,” groansd the sufferer. “"Page
3 of the ndvertleer.,” he gasped agsin,
and then all was allence, Evidently the
poor litie fellow hed fainted.

1 ran over the pages as hastily as 1
could but ¥ was by no means a guick
matter, for, nithough there were no more
than the usus! number of readiag pages
in the lsaus, the advertslng had run up
o enormous proportions, and it was no
eany Job to find page MO, as the sufferer
bhad requested Finully, however, | cama
upon bim, exactly whore he hud said I
should find him. His sufferings must have

I began, when I

Al

*1 came through on to a bookoase full of
green cloth volumes with paper labels
called "The World's Most Plotiticus Ple-
ton, in Fifty Volumes.' The whole thing,
case and all could be had for a dollar.
provided you spipped off a dog-ear ut the
lower corner of the page and mailed 1t
to the Hawnllan Nowalty Company, of
Brattleboro, Me,, before € o'clock, Da-
Foember 22 By return express you get the
Hbrary and further Informtation as to
what to do mext. Hooestly, It took me
a week 10 gt past tha! page. and then
where do you suppose I found mymelf?’

“Give it up,” said L.

“Stymisd by 6 pages of publishers' an-
nouncements, with the portrait of some
author or other to be devourod on emch
one of ‘em” groancd ths Bookworm.
“Think of me, brought up on Boott, nib-
bling at the curls of Flora Annie Bosby-
shell, biting my way through the collar
of Richard Dundum Sparrowhawk, chew-
ing my path through the giittering red
neckile of Barlow Binks the Post of the
Pesapla, and 0 on for & pages! From
Beott to Binks! It's s bad as i you
wore to come down from canvasback
ducks to canned canary birds™

“And then the Antillea?™ T asked.

“Heavens, no”™ cried the Hookworm.
“Not yet awhile, After I'd finished wup
with the suthors [ wandered pleasantly
for several dayp through a mase of young
Indles’ wetiinaries, each one of which was
the best that had ever bson known, and
then, at last, came a blank page. ‘G
1 cried, ‘here is a Tespite. Oncs threugh
this and all will be well Ho for the
Antilles and the joyous Yule thereln! But
woe in me, my worst trouble was on the
other side of that page. It was the back
af 5 eolored prontisplece, and when 1 had

Ko an asrth did
Joe Seol laare” "
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firet Into & deep sea of red. white, green,
yvellow and blue ink. that neariy drowned
me—and, oh, how It tasted, and what &
dickens of & time I had in getting out!"
High Living in the Magazines.
“"We're rather proud of the colored
frontispleces |n our magasines” safid I =
lHitle nettled at the Bookworm's remark,
for this especial frontisplece was a fa-
varite of mina It represented & very
lovely pink Goddess of Hope, clad in a
disphanous garment of yeliow ses foam

| and wearing six electric light bulbs In lleu

of a tiara on bhar head, risng from =
mauve ahd ahrimp-colored ocean, on the
fur pide of which werc three palm trees
and a couple of rhododendroms In full
bloom. The pleture was called “The
Triumph Bprite,” and was drawn by the
artist to fHlustrats a Uttle poem of mine
which was to have appearsd In that num-
ber, but was cre out by an axtra
pressure of sub la advertising that
onme {n at the last moment 1 have for-
gotien now what the poem was about,
but I do kmow that the frontsplece was
e most excellent Nustration of its moulf,
and the sneering attitude of contempt to-
ward it on the Bookworm's part was guali-
ing. *You don't appreciate high art” I
sneered. .

“No; 1 prefer codliver oll,™ ho answered.
“Tbe oll seems fresher and swester. But
that is all & matter of taste,” he con-
tinued, with a trace of apology In his
tone. "As long as you don't try to eat
thams maybs these high art frontispleces
are ail right. It all depengs on how you
consume them as to wheller you ke
them or not

penctrated to the front of it 1 fell head “Well,” BRe resumed. alfter a moment's
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pause, “I finally escaped the color schemo
but 1 was the mowst iridescent Bookworm
¥you ever maw by the time I had floundered
gut into the Antilles.”

"“Ak! You got there at last, eh?" =ald I

*1 thought I _had at first.” sald the
Bookworm, *“but I was mistaken. The
first paragraph that | consumed in that
article opened with the words, 'From an
atmospheric point of view, Christmas day
In the Antilies reminds one of the Fourth
of July In & quist New Engiand town.'
And then the sauthor discussed for three
columna the joys of the Fourth of July
in & quiet New England town, and what
I gave up the printed matter and fled to
the marging for rest, at the end of thres
days, the nearest he had got to the An-
tilles was n place called Gloucester, Mass.
Whare is Mass., anvhow?

1 started to enlighten my little guest,
but he did not walt.

‘I spont & couple of days on the mar-
gins of the Mulligatawney prges, and then
I ran up against a short story called
"The Joy of Little Elizabeth.' 'New for
something gay and joyous' sald I. Well,
what do you suppose the jay of Little
Ellsabeth wans? It was to dle of yellow
fever the day before her mother passed
away from s viclent attack of apoplexy,
and a week after her blg brother had
beenn sent to jall to save her father ffom
disgrace. The chlld was glad fo go—and
1 don't blame her—but the story of her
life for & OUhristmas magazine struck me
as belng a trifie teary. And sppeaking of
that, the sanitation of these magasines,
It meems to me, must be preity bad. The
death rate in that copy of Mulligntaw-
néy's 18 551 thousandths. That'sn pretty
high. There was & funeral coming on al-
must every page. 1 was figuring it out

before the pianc fell on me. a,nit in 80
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pages of reading matter thers'd been
& deaths, and every one of thém In homes
where tobacco !5 not used. How do you
account for that?™

“1 don't,”" sald I, “save aa the ground
that the modern magazine story must ba
reallatic and people bave git to dip soon-
er or Iater."

“Oh, as for that" sald the Bookworm,
“1 was mighty giad they did die.™

“You bioodthirsty Hitla worm!" I cried.

“Certainly I waa™ he ejaculated. "“Be-
cause It put us all out of suffering. 1If
they hadn't dled they'd have had to suffer
again in some future number of the mag-
azine and dragged us into It. iU's only
characters like Sherlock Holmes who can
dle two or three times without anybody
losing anything by . But I vow your
magnzines are bad places to Hve in If
the death rate means anything.”

Serials and Cereals.

“Did you fall into any serials™ 1 asked,

Y.uere are mrials and cereals,” sald
the Bookworm. “'In the advertising pages
thers were hreakfast foods to burn,

Discusse s the Magazines
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meaz that kind of eereal,
?!?ﬂ'. I!ul’:r bavg been 311 of & dope
ever singe. If you mean ihe kipd of
serial that Is continued In our nesti my
answer s, ‘Nay, nay, Pauline’ 1 never
ate my way through but one serinl in my
Nfs, and T oudn't tackls that until the
ast . =

“Then. you didn't wade through it" I

*Oh, yes 1 did"” sald the Bookworm.
*1 found the last chapter fairly Interest-
ing and then went baek.™

“0h, ke s woman, th, wha Teads the
last chapter first and finishes the boak
altorwards? [ jecred

“Not exactly,” smited the Boakworm
*] read the last chapter and than chewed
my way through the synopsis prioted at
the head pf it. That's the only way to
read a serial novel these days—or any
other, for that matlar. Get it In tabloid
form. Tpere's a future awalting the man
whao will take your modera novel and put
in ofh u postal eand’

1 wns allent, for [ realized the truth of
the Bookworm's chservation. 1f there ls
anything harder than wrilng = 1RO, (00
word novel, It Is reading It after It Is
written with intervals of rest of one
month betwesn nstallmeEnts.

“And the poetry, Wormy.'' sald L.
you hawe sny trouble with that?"
" “No," sald he. “You see, T ate through
the top of Mulligatawny's, and the poetry
of the magazines nowadays Iz always
printad at the bottom. 1 suppase it s on
the princliple that In your magazines
there’s never any room at the top™

“and how did you hsppen o get In
that awful fix with the plane and the
.sutgmoblle In the ndvefilsing prgea? I
asked, putting him down on my table
with his back against the soft velvet of
my peawiper. ' :

“1 am nol sure how that came about,’
sald he. “It all happened mso suddenly.
But I think it was becauss after all those
funerals I'd been through I gol reckiess
and sort of went off In o mage. 1 sam-
pled all the ligulde In the book, and law
night, after eating my way through a
perfectly fine bottie of mpple jack on the
2lat advertising page. I found mysall up
in frent of a morphine cure.”

“On!" sald 1.

“Procisely!” he rveplied. “And 1 swal-
lowed that. too. And when I got through
with 1t you could have dropped a Fiat-
tron bullding an me, for all T eared. until
I woka upc When I wake up there was
that plano and autamobile pressing me
on olther side, the founisip pen In my
eye and the Gladstone bag on my back.”

“In short, Wormy,” sald I with a

* you were Intoxicatad.”

*Well, who wouldn't be after an orgy
tke (hat?™ he demanded. “That's the sort
of reading thal maksth the full man.*

“Did

SISTER CELESTE'S MATIN | st Hote

ISTER CRLESTE iay on the board
S that sérved for her bed’ In an

almost bare room 1in the Carmelite
nunnery of Baint Teresa. Since her re-
turn from the cold chapel, after the mid-
night hour of prayer, spent an the chiil
stomes before the altar, #he had pot closead
her eves Instead of the wonted peace

been polgnant, for the grand plano was & |
buge one, and the automoblle was net In |
senine & light and alry thing, while the |

on his back and the fountain pen that
touched his chesk Jumt below the leflt eye
were in themselves fenough to work trre-
parable damage to a croature of his rather
diminutive stature.

Well, 1 declare!" 1 sald, as 1 extricated
Bim from his predicament. “How on earth
ald you get here? 1 thought I left you in
& wolume of Scott in the Britlsh Museum.™

*So you did.” he answered, sadly, as he
pulled himaell together and rearranged his
mare or less disordered person. 8o you
aM, but that cursed haldt of roving that ],
bas resulted in the destruction of so many
thousands of my ancestors scoms to have
fastened Its grip pretty firmly upon me. I
gMn't stay
# bours after you restored e to the
pome of my youth—it was too still, too |
port of high clasa 1'm a trifle of & Bobe- |
plan, you know, so 1 declded to try my
luck again. Bnesaked out of Abbotsford |
sne morning. Crawled along the shelf un-
tl I saw a convenlent place to drop off.
Landed In the feathor boa of a very
charming young lady, who was in the -
brary leeking up something about “The

lofuence of Ihsan on the Panama Canal' |

Escaped n this to the Hotel Monopple,
where she wae staying. Sneaked into o
Irtter addressed to soane chap here in New
York. Was malled Carried ncross the
sea. Jumped into the fArsi magazine I |
mw, and, by fingo! next thing | knew
was neariy drowned In a quicksand of
advertisements.”

A Bookworm's Diet.

“Well, you are a great adveaturer”
sald I, with a laugh.
brought up on Beott Is up aguinst ft for
falr in one of those modern magazines™

“Don't you suppose I know that™
groancd the little vistim, “‘without your
telling me #s0. Haven't I traveied through

that copy of Mulligntawny's and fed on—
Lord, such food—for the inst slx weeka™
*PFoor Wormy™ 1 ejaculated. “You
must have had a terrible time of 1t, o
pecially In Mulllgatewany's It's a good
magarine, but—well, we all have our
onz, you know. Tell me of some of your
adventores. Did you fall into the middie
of it where the reading matier was br—"
“1 jumped io right by the Table of Con-
tents, ‘'was his reply. *“1t lopkad mighty
attmctive, and | began on that. it prom-
istd & ot of fine tngs, and I tell you 1
nibbled away at it with a positive relish!?
"Who'd stay at Abbotsford with a Table
of Contents Uke that staring him in the
‘Net me,' L “mor mo
And then
7 started tn eagerly to got at the first of
its promised 4dninties, an article on
‘Christmas in the Antilies’ That piqued
my curfosity. I've always wmated 1o
know about the Antillsa especially about
Christmmas in them. ['ve read about
‘Christmas in the Philippines’ and “‘Chris.-
mes in Petagonia,’ and the “Yuletide ip
Bcandioavia,' and “Bants Claus In «he
Siorrea,” and all that, but Christmas in
the Antilles’ —here at last was something
mew and 1 plunged in with vigor and—"'
“Found the same old article with a bew
grographical setting.” I InterTupted.
“Not immedintely,” sighed the Book-

“1 paturslly thought It would be
next page, you knoew, but, alas!
ot to where I thought it was,

-

in my dear old Ahbuttf(ﬂ'ﬂ|

“A bookworm |

and comfort and spunt that her devotlons
filled her with, there was aa uneasiness
of mind and hody. She was usually un-
| mindful of the discomforts which the rule
of her order enforced upon its members,
but In returning to her cell-llke room,
she had shivered with cold and trembiled
ot the echoes &nd the gloom of the long
corridops. The dim outline of one of her
gisters, moving In reveront silance in the
distance, had flled ber with a sudden
tright. Only the habit of years of sllence,
which her vow bound her to observe, had
kept her from crying out. Selming her
romry and mumbling & prayer, she had
hastened to her room and thrown hersel(
gpon her hard bed

But sleep would not come. She had
fingerad her rosary many Umes over, she
bad presaed the crucifix to her lps and
praysd that her sln be made known to
bher, but still her mind remained active
and Ner bofy restiess. At last. an hour
before dawn, she rose, and golng to her
one Uttlea window and leaning upon the
| stope sill looked out upon the beauty
of the night The siky was clovdless and
the stars and moen bathed the earth In
subdued splender. Bister Celests, for
years & nun of the most recluse order an
earth, seldem indulged hemeelfl the pieas-
ure of God's handiwerk But the mem-
orfes of her lfe before she tock her vow
| had not been dimmed by time, and now
they swarmed forth from the Tecesses of
her brain and swept aill else aside. She
becume, justead of the silent, devout
Bimer Oeleste, the piquant, vivaclous,
thrilling COveleste LaClede of ten Years be-
fore. As she pushed back hor scapulary,
which she had drawn over her head and
| face, she ssemmed to thrust back with it
| the yeaurs that had dragged by since she
first drew it on, and ahe felt herself again
a girl of 0

A pleture of her old Bouthern haome In
New Orieans arose before her. Bhe saw
the house as 1t lecked on such a3 night
as this, with Its large sguare windows,
its spacious verandas ceversd with wis
teria mnd hopeysuckls; abe wandered
along the broad winding paths, lined with
roses and hyacinths and tylips, and arched
with coal, shady arbers of wiidgrape und

magnolis trees anfl dmaok in the heavy,

soms The warm sephyra from the south
played Iwih ke loosened irespeas of her
wary, goiden-Brown halr, and pressed
Nature's love-kias upon her Hps and
cheecks. She heard the cardinals and the
mocking-birds calling in the sensuous joy
of existance o thalr mates pnd carol
Ing the gind pasun of life and liberty.
Bhe sat at her plano and played and
sung the lullabies and melodies of that
dear old Southiand while her white-
balred father and mother lstened sitiing
hand
with the joy and the pain and the love
the sorrows of the songs

scene changwed.
Paria, working bard but ously under
the master Manom, and .m'ﬁm all who
beard har with

and
The

the exquisite sweeiness

Virginta creeper; and she sat under the '

opiate fragrance of thalr lly-white blos- |

in hand, and sighed in sympathy

Shf“'hll‘ﬂifln‘

and gympathy of her voice. Bhe Nstened,
blushing, to the Impassioned plgudits of
her teacher, but remalned Incredulous
when he predicted that she would astound
the world nnd arouss In ber hearers such
emotions of joy and of paln, of hope and
of despair, as they had naver feit be-
fare. She went on working until even
Manon was comtent. And then came the
gEreat day.

Ah! how sweet It was In its beginning,
how bitter In !tn ending! On tnat day,
the day of her debut in opera, her emo-
tional sou! recsived (ts complemant of
love from Paul Mantell and welled up
ita flood of love in return. BSbhe could
eing before, but now she could not help
singing. When she, in the role of Car-
men, and Campelll, the most famous of
all Don Joses, pang togethear, the sudi-
ence was surprised out of fta sccustomed
ingouclapce, and .whon she sang alone
she moved them to a frenzy of ravish-
ment and proved the truth of Manon's
praphecy.
elation over the disgovery of another
greatl contralto, if not the greatest, was
at its height, when sghe stood hall hid-
den in flowers, bowing in response to the
applause and the praise, her eyes fixed
in love on the face of him for wnom and
to whom ahe had sung, when she feit
that ahe could not endure ithe ecstacy
lenger, just then cams the plerciag cry
of “fire”! Rigld with fright, she saw
the audlence transformed Into & raging
mob, whom fear, fury, dismay and death
tuled. Bhe beheld In terror the darting
tongues of flame leap out and envelop the
box where Paul stood ilmprisonad by the
surging crowd. Bhe sireiched out her
srms to him, wnd he, smniling, waved
her kiss after Kies, and then—that was all.

She sphuddersd with horror at the Feo-
oliections and covered ber eyes with her
hands. When she removed them ahe was
calmer, and only the memory of her
love stirred her. How deeply she loved
him., and how happy they weuld hawve
been in It consummation! And what a
blessing, she thought, is a love ke hers
and Paul's! Egqual slmost, to—nay It is,
a vislon of paradise What would her
life have been without 1?7 True, it had
been the cuuse of her renunclation of the
world and bher vow to devole har life to
the services of the grder of Carmelites;
bt In that service she had received her
meed of peligloun fervor and of cemsola-
tlon. It had stripped her of fins malment
and ciad her In the coaysest af woel; It
hat deprived ber of tempiing food and
placed befors har the meansst of fare:

It had remaved her frem all worldly pleas- |

ures and Intercourse; and it had jmposed
spap her etermal sllence, save only Ia
prayer; but It could not erase from her
memory the record af her jove; anly It
dimmed It by the love and service of
| Another. Rigld role, unvarying prac-
tice, and devoled associates kepl the ome
| eve- bofore ber; a loving, constant heart
weanured the other In secrat

Sister Celeste sbould have counted her
beads and murmured tbe Te Deum: Ce-
leste LaCleds, leaning far out of the

the runnery, mused of bher love.

was 3¢ bitterness in ber disappeintment,
only thankfulness for the gifi and the
joy that it brought. Bpring bad come
and rejuvenated nature was again pule-
ing with the warm blood of iife. Trees
and flowers were in bloom, and the

| wafted to the sensitive nostrils of the
| kmely wamber. The birds nestling iw0-

| chirped and twittered, Impatient for

light tinged the eodges of the clouds, the
cocks began thelr lusty crowing. The
rel birds and rebins and thpushes sent
up their harmonious mating to the giver
of life and love, and the world awoke.
Then, high and shrill and clear arose
the hymn of 4 lark as he soared from
the couch of his bride and towered aloft
o the gates of heaven. Caleste watched
him as be arose, and just as his last
noles were @dylng away In an ecstatic
creacenda, his mate teck up the song,
ond flex (o Join him In the sky. Enrap-
tuorew Ly the perallel to her love, Ce-
leste forgot all else and bogan to pour
forth ker soul in song. The contraito
that had thrilled surfeited Paris, rose
swest and full and rich. Sreter srd
tullsr and ricker 1t grew as the pent puas.
slonn «f Jove nnd musio that surcharged
her heart ¢nme swelling forth in accen's
of und,ing devetion,

1 love thes, O baloved.

Wheresce'er thoo art;

1 lave thee, O beloved.
Tho' Deathk do us pari

I love thes, O belowed,
iz Time's evil hour:

1 lowe thes, O beloved,
Gpite of Fates most dour

I love thes, O balowved,
As long as Time lpst;

And then at the end, when the |

window that overloaksd the garden of |
There

I love thea, O beloved,
Till Eternity’s past.

Thus did Slster Celeste Dbreak the
sllence of years with & matin of pure
passion. As she panted forth the flood
of rapture on the galmm morning alr, she
swayed and trembled with the Intensity
of her emotion. Bhe sesmed Mke one
jnspired, and as the st note ross in
trivmphant strength and purity, she
drupped her head on her foided hands,
and with her eyes still fixed on the
heavens, sank slowly to her knese, as
If In prayer. -

The other nuna had assembled in obe-
dience to the chapel chimes, and ware
just beginning their malins when Ce-
le=te began ber song of devotlon. When
the passionate words, permeating svery
nook and germer of the old buliding in
which the najoral human volce was all
but unknown, intruded vpon them at thelr
prayera, they were thrown lnte consterna-
tion. In the y of the eld of
tkem, no sueh music had ever desecrated
thelr holy of holies. They had not missed
her before, but now many a cov&r::].n:n
wase siclen to see whom of R
recreant. Was it Celeste? Sbe so faith-
ful, =0 pure, sb devout! Burely not Ce-
leste! Yes, Celeste, for her place was
vacant Many a mind wandered and
many A matin was jumbled befors thay
finished were motioned to Uhelr

 rooms by Bigtar Magdalene

When all agaln was qulet, Sister Mag-
dalens kneit st the feet of the crucifix
and prayed for strengil and gullence.
| Rising, she passed slowly and sadly out
of the chapel, down Lthe long cotrider,
and paused before Rister Celeste's room.
No pound came from within, and with a
prayer on her Hps, Bister Magdalens
softly pushed open the door and antered,
Bister Celaste stifl knelt at the window,
her eyes stil] fixed 28 M of the beatific
viston, Blently the Blater Superior ad-
| vanc®d to her. and, with face averted to

':m‘d.ur. Btlll Celeate did not move ar
her gaze. The hand pressed

|
| other she pointed sternly
| firmly on the shoulder, and the

1

nger

i

Then Bister Magdalens turned quickly and
iopked Ints the upiurned face Without
a sound she dropped on her knces beside
| her sister, gnd murmured “Requiescat in
| pace.

mted more stermly towards (he |
et the kncellng one moved net. |

CHIMMIE FADDEN STORIES |

( TS too bad™ says Whiskera, *“dat
rl de good old fashion of New Year's
calling i{s cut out. I remember
when | was a young man dat we started
out soon after poan on dat welecome day,
and made our way up town by essy and
Joyous steps, 1l we had got aa far as
Washington Square, where de last of de
houges we was to viait was open; and
den made our way back to de Broadway
stage. or a slelgh, If dere was snpw on
de ground, and went to a dance in de
avening where eyery one we'd called on
wis and notting doing de next day."

“Why not?' asks Miss Fannile.

“Well, me dear," saya Whiskers, wink-
ing at Mr. Paul, "in dose duys If was not
such & sln for & man to take encuxh
champagne on New Tear's day to keep
him In good heart over his swear off.
During de day we had egg nogx dat de
falr hostesses made wit deir own hands,
and in de evening we had odder tings toe
numerous to mention, or to remember
de next day. Den it was eagy 1o swear
off, Now folks goea ocut to d& country
ke we s, on New Year's, and plays
galf, er hockey, or rides after anlse-sesd
bags, or loses deilr boodle at hridge, or
talks politics, or does uny old ting axoept
have a good time In de good old way.”

“De wolld Ia too dry,” says Mr Paul,

“] ragrets dat I did not live in de days |

when a man might have & tolst, and nos
have to go behind de door to get a
drink of water, even. In your days, alr,
gents had a fair show to prove dat a man
fs known by de number of bottles hs
keeps under his belt, and none de wolsa
for it Do agony dat soclety now suf-
fers to keep fts beit line down, and lo
keep in training to go tru & knot hole, i
called upon for to do so. chuse me such
pain dat oniy & small battle can give me
a relief. Chamea,”™ he mys, “fotch =&
bottie, and see ean I induce me fadder-in.
law to remember de good old daya™
Bo I pulls de plug from & bot. and
when Mr. Paol had sald “How!" to Whis-
kers, he says, “But dere ls hope dat we
will drift back to de times when men
will be men again, and not boys runuaing
after balls and.strange gode and ath-
Jetie records. 1 soe a silver lning to de
cloud, a rosy glow of dawn and a future
not all dark and dry.™
“What has Ut op de future?”
Whiskers, gotting interested.

“War!" says Mr. Paul. "I was count-
Ing up dis moming hew many wars we
has signed for, and if I'm right dere will
be enough of "em to keep everybody busy
fighting for de next hundred years, If
we tlakes our wars In tolmn and not all
| togedder. We Is dated for & warlet wid
| Colombis over Panama; we |3 sassing
! Talkey, untfl de Sultan must give us a
| ight or see his name In de papers as &
| has-been. De war wit England js dated
| tar any old time we has no odder sn-

asks |
lin de dlamond-back end of tewn,

T

out it. am already studying medicine,
What, sfr, will bappen when we IS
launched on de full flood of war; when
we has eet our hands to de plow, and
our feet on de deck, and our evex on de
flag, and do tramp of armies drowns de

roar of de olevated roads. TWhy, sir,
de martial spirit will come back man
will mot be denled his grog, and If he

calls on a lady on New Yeuar's, she will

not ask him does he take ope or Lwo
lumpse of sugar In his tea. De Natlon
will abandon golf and go !n for war;

tennis racquets wil be lald aslde, and de
sword of our faddera will be put to de
grindatons; de poets of passion will be
twoined to de wall, and de ballade of bul.
lets will have its day agaln, De times
s out of joint, and—Chames, dat was
only & plut you brung Fetah anod-
der."

Dat's like all swells,. Doy tinkg dat If
dey don't do a ting, dat it alnit done
Listen; Dat New Yaar's calling game
dey was chinning about ls de proper Ung
down our way, and when 1 sess him alone
1 talls Mz, Paul dat If he was looking for
llmuhle of dat kind I'd show him a job

o

1 says dat to him, because Mr. Paul
likes 10 chase down my way now and den.
He and me modder is great pals, and
Mm and Myrphy! Say, dey la like old
collége chums, Mrs. Murphy says dat If
Mr. Paul wosn't a swell, he could come
@awn to de Bowery and take de leader-
ship out of Charley Murphy's hand, sven
if Charley ls & mamesake of hera Il's
too bad, she says, dat Mr. FPaul woas
spolled by belng borh rich, for if he had
to ge=t rich no man she ever piped off
couid win more votes dan he

Bo 1 say 1o him dat me and Duchess
would be down tw our home wil me mod-
der and Murphy in de afterooon, for o
halp 'em give de glad hand 1o few [rens
and dat i he Uked to call, de pld ladies
wouldn't ask him wodder It would be ane
or two lumpa.

Dat's what he done listen, he never
makes de break of dressing any lesa
sweller whea he goes wit me (o dat end
of tewn, dan he does anywhere alse. Dat
always puts & mug om de bum wilt my
kind of folks. If dey knows you are a
swell, and you don't dress awell when
you goes amohg 'em for politics or fun,
den dey cops you for a ghine—not de real
ting, but a butter-in who ocan't make
goud "

Well, me and Duchess gets a hal! day
off and chases into town, and down Lo
my hemae; and dere was Mre Murphy
and de oid lady, dressed up in deir Sun-
day beat, and having a gossip and a can
of beer wit pome of deir frens; and de
New Year's cslilng going on all over d=
tenerment lke Whigkera pays it used 1o be
when
his belt Hpe was tén inchese lesa dan it is
now, and de stages run on Broadwuy.
Duchesy ls & pretty good mixes, too, when
she has & mind (e be, and she sheds hor
outaide duds and gets Into de game with
de old ladies, and jollics de callers like
sha was a8 good American as de best of
‘e

Wa soon bad de pick of de bunch dere;
Kel, do barkscp, and some of bis Rosalaaf
frens. and some of deir lady frens, apd
s couple of de old Iudies’ chums, and
tings was gally-gally, wit 4 atring oyt of
de fromt window ta de poor of de place
on de cernar under de window, po dat de
can could be lowered and flled wit no
Bne leaving de room. Den Mr. Paul chases
In He couldn’t been sweller dressed If
I'éa dressed him mesell,
Jap wvalet dolng IL He gives me a hand
shake and a howdy to de old lndies, gota
a knock-down to de ones he didn't know;
o0 be hod = mug in his hand and
dr frot off de top of It, he says:
New ¥eéars™ he mays, “‘witout
Tamn me old fren Mra. Murphy T

wphy bBas a kink o her sing-
she give us “Here's a Healt

o
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Instead of his |

O course, I had 1o oblige wil *"On 3¢
Banks ¢of d¢ Vroax.” and Duochess wit a
eafiy shaniy, and den two of de Roseleal
lndise doy sings, “Dere's No Harm in a
Kiss—1f It's Plochel” Eel was wolking
de can 2t do sl of de siring. and we was
all deing well wit de chorys, “Folat planch
a pols:, dén pluch a kiss, and you'll be
# for Roselenf bilse™ when Mr Paol's
conchman hutts in wit & basket as big as
a barrel, Rle puts It In de middle of de
foor., and chases himself out, and Mrs,
Murphy says: “What's happeued do man?
We're not taking In washing on dix Suy.”

Mg Pauwl winks to me W0 open de Das-
ket, and it was filled with dode grub.

*I knowed syoa'd bde oo husy getting
your awell gown ready yesterday for to
do, 38 family baking." says M;. Paul to
m dder, "20 ] has taken dv Hberty for
to supply de larder.”

He wouldn't let nobedy but him and me
asd Ducless soive de grub: mad when
everybody had fed delr faces full he sings
& sung timaelf, wngd den he goes.

“Bure.” says Mra. Murphy, “IU's & shame
ke doa't break {nto politics: he'd make as
fine n Congresaman as Tim Sclllvan him-
el and do rest of de gang says: “De
best ever!"

Dat evening after dinner 1 hears Whis-
kers mak Mr. Paul what he'd beén in
town for. “Tou must been de only soul ia
de city,"” says Whiskers,

“Id only ene’ says Mr. Paul. pasing
me o wink.

“No gne on de avenog?"

“Degolted, sir™

“And de cluba™

“Emply, alir.™

“You must llke a lonely life.” grumbles
Whizskers. “What did you go In for?™

“Just to see how Manhattan looks when

dere s %. one dere. It's a sirange sight,
Indeed. "Not much like dose good old times
you was telllng us of when folks still

muds New Yeur calls and topk a drink
when dey wis tolsty. What did you do on
dose bappy, happy days dat in past be-
sidos have & cup wit de ladles of de
house T

Ah!" says Whiskers, "dose was simple
days, and folks was not ashamed to have
e good time Why, Paol, in dose days,
besldes having a cup wit de ladies of da
housss, dey gives us good tUngs (0 ent—
and I could =at In doespy daye! We had
music—singing. you understand—apd de
jlads &nd lasses jolned In de choruses.
Dere s notting dolng ke dat’ in dese
days Ii'= been as dull as ditehwater here
all day, and 1 supposa everywhers olse,
New York desoited by de well-to-do; and
de poor all talking aupichy and strikes,
De wolld |s gone to de bad™

“It has sir, it has," says Mr. Paul. *1
suppoar i de poor had a chance to be
happy In de way you used to, dey wouldn't
take 10"

“Saltainly not!” says Whiskars “De
poor is flled wit unrest and bad whisky.
I should tak dat In delr humble way dey
would be content to copy our ways of en-
joying Hfe, and not always be trylng to
disrupt de anchor of society. and de bul-
warks of repubilean Institutions.™

“Pey I8 uncor'ghle," suys Mr. Paul,

“Day I8! says Whiskerse. ““Where s
Fannle and Mrs Harding? Can't we get
up & gameoe of bridge? I'm bored to
deat"”

Pat night Duchess says to me:

“Cheemy," she says, “de rich folks of
dis country has no enjoyment of delr lfe

Why Is it? Dey is all of de unrest. Why
don't dey copy de poor, If dey has no
odder way of having a good time? Day

won't have a republic In dis country much
longer, if de rich k=eps on trying to be
like de king countries of Europe and Lon-
don."
“*On your way,
“What'ell™ [ says
iConyright. 4. by . H. Russell)
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