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RIS, July 28.—(Bpecinl correspond-

p ance, )—Ever since Mrs. Ava wii-
ling Astor, In her dual role as mis-
tress of many millions and jover of all
things artistle, evinced an Intorest in
the Rostands, father and som, and the
products of thelr genius, all Parls has
been wondering whether théere was not
For
is no

a romance somewhere concealed.
all Parl=—In which, perhaps, It
different from the rest of the world—
and it has sot

dearly loves a romance
about to discover IL

“But whicli Rostand will Mrs, Astor
marry?” ask the gossips,

Edmond Rostgnd, the distinguished

poet and playwright, author of “Chan-
teeler,” “Cyrano” and & host of other
modern French classics, 15 already wed
and must obtain a divorce from his bril-

More, they will narrate to You scraps

and fragments of the domestic strife

that have crept into the publie prints.

Then they will shrug thelr shoulders.
HAT will you?' they ask

“W
months Madams has been

her country place, and the Master,” he
—he has been here. Another shrug,
this one even more expressive than the
other,

“For
at

Lot us Interview Maurice.
Doubtless the young man would be
delighted, for he would rather =it In

the Iimellight than in the best Paris res-
taurant with a 20-course dinner pre-
pald. Unfortunately, however, Mamma
Rosemonde has abducted Maurice to her
fairy castle at Cambo, In the Basque
country. Moreover, ahe has flooded the
estate with detectives, whose urders are
to keep all reporters at a distance.

.

D’J \
ard Rossamonde no longer get nlong
tagether.
“1 am tired of my nolsy family.,” he

sald, “slck and tired of thelr solf-nd-
vartising. Why,

there len't a Rostand
any more—there are three of them.”

ﬁ tand's wife, Rosemonde, waAs un-
slfishneaz and graclousness parsoni-
fled when she helped bulld up the poet's
{ame. Las Plpetx,” her rhymed ans-
wers to Edmund’'s famous series of love
poems, “Les Musardises' written short-
Iy befors and during their honeymoon,

ND there's {he_rz.xh, Edmund Rae-

were as fine as the “Master's” bhest.
Yot she elected to stay In the back-
Eround. .

If she was Edmund's Muse, as sur-

mised by many, ahe suppressed the fact,
a case of complete self-effacement.

Indeed, for a decade and n hulf Ed-
mond and Rosemonde tyy the
“perenninl lovers”: no mor ontonted
and unseifish and happy couploe dwelt
In wedlock! But it happened that the
eldest of thelr two boyE Maurice—
was possessed of a restlessa ambltion.
He posed succesnively as “Child Poet,”
“student Poet.," and at last estallished
hir it a full-fledged it and Jdra-
mautist, succeeding with the ald of his
mother's genlus

Then Rosemonde grew as enthunsea

ed

stic

about her boy, as formerly sh hud
baen about Edmond, her husband. She
appolnted herself Maurice's press agent;
she bhecame his literary partner; she
trebled the Rostand fame.

Nowadays, when the name Rostand
comes up in talk, people ask: “Whom
do you medn, Rosemonde, Maurite Or
Edmond?”

Which is more than any poet can
stand.

Accordingly, the family once famous
for ita perfect unity, heocame disrupted

Mother and son drew to one side;
Edmond, the father to the other. HRela-
tiona between them became sirained

Talk of divoree began at this time, and
now Parls soclety has It that the great
pnuthor will marry Mrs. Ava A ns
goon as he is legally free to do
IHowever, it belng awkwnrd and even
dangerous to publish a fact lke t bhe-
fore Rrrangements were comple the
name of the youngster, Maurice, was
substituted for his father's hy news-
papers friendly to Edmond Rostand.

N

0.

O WONDER that Mrs, Ava Astor
waxed indignant and denled the

omlesse

COUrr

poetle Rosemonde Gerard would not
last hag long been predicted by the in-
timate friends of both. Thelr love was
too fervent. thelr devotion to each
other and to each other's interests too
exclusively personal. In thelr married

1fe no one amnd nothing ecounted but
Bdmond's glory and Hosemonde's ado-
ration for Edmond

Tntll the time

af the rupture the palr

antly at the Chateau
ines; perhay
n country sent
rance. Edmond’'s fame increased year
by wear:i The Comedle Francalse, all
thie grent theaters of America and Eu-
rope, pald tribute to the author of the
“Distant Princess,” “Cyrano,” "Chante-
cler,” etc. Hia income from his dramas
alone amounted to a mililon a yYear—
in France, an unheard-of fortune.

moder

bo,
beautiful

ND there was madame's big fortune
Rogemonde Gerard had
In her own right when
and married the

A

besides,
5,000,000 francs
she fell in love with
then unnpprecliated genius,

Maybe Edmond's career would have
been less rapid, spectacular and lasting
but for Rosemonde's money. Who can
say? Her weslth was an insurance
against the llterary drudgery that,.has

dwarfed many a genit It enabled
Rostand to glve to the world only thsa
tully-ripened children of hls genlus—

genuine classles,
Whether Rosemonde wad more than a
skillful amanuensls to Edmond, even as

she Ig today Maurice's inepiration and
techinien] helpmeet, the collahoratrix
that lends m and subktance to hls
poetio ; s, will no doubt be
brought out should the Rostand
t differences the divoree court,

| At #ny rate, all went well with the
ecouple unti)] Edmond brought Maurice,
then just 16, on n protracted visit to

Paris, while he was staging "“Chante-
el !
T halled Mourics

Paris women

"

with dellght. They dubbed him n “dar-
ling.” He became a fud. Soclety fought
for him, and the Parls Figaro discov-

erad that the boy was as gifted ss hils
tather—or nearly so. Maurlce wag pald

4000 francs ($500) for his first poem.
“Dedlcated to my young and beautiful
mother.” After that the Paris press

made him their quarry, chattering day
after dany about his wit, hls fortune
with the fair sex, the great work he

Mrs. Ava Willing Astor.

11 ARS AANSTOR Wed AROSIAND?

ge~ Very well Edmond Rost i—the
lr::‘o:lld ni"i :rlll.;;::u:zzmi‘:.lsrlﬁb;nl::nf "Ft'u-ﬂf—lg I'n‘ Paris. 'rfl.et. s T:::I-.‘.-rriow thing ns “absurd” and a bald fabrica.| Was dolng, et cetera, et cetern, ad nau-
Hd s I tand, ' r= Pl o e i i 5
ry N:”,. Yet to the average Parisian him. — tlon. Mrs, Astor Is a woman of great |68 o . der pressure of a literary inquiry, he to be always in another place than hix glory, was seon a great deal at the
i : re oo e s B waYE Date | DUWASHYS when | good sense, and goaslp accused her of F course, the boy lost his head, | hnd to confess that Mamma Rosemonds Rosemonde and Maurioo thenters with the Duchess of Rohan,
a simple matter like a divorce 18 noth-| wife and son are at Cambo, and INVAT- | haing engaged t AR OV > Last Winter, when mother and son's rielf e , t#
ing. provided always that sufficient | fably goes to Cambo when Rossmonde :h.nn‘r-ersun‘n \'1?-. ?nl:‘l n even younger and, to prova his geonius, he ran always corrected hls manuscript, some- '.”I;‘"-‘-{“ ta \'--r;- o Little Davil” ;el-‘cil u. poat angd .-...-_:.r_'-k.t..rr;\I-n-. i
¥ g A . cant. " W o , i ol i 2 SRS i, The Duchiss n nlece, who Tell in
motive exists. and Maurice are in Paris. But whether| ™ off with & littla mctrexs named Guitry, | Hmes re-writing It entirely i was produced Gymnase Thea-
Maurice Rostsnd, cldest son of his|¥°ou tallk Mrs. Astor to hlm or to the Al";;-da‘“"r fs & woman of distin-|m, . young lady happensd to be mar- “Three genluses in one family,” erled | .rn ' nniy two nds were In the|love with Maurice Marringe was talked
N 20, Like his fath- |ftatue of Joan d'Arc, straddling her gulshed taste, a patron of art and liter-| . Pl Ty : the Paris newspapors nudlenes —Rogemonds and Muurige—|of but the pery  that remained
great father, ls just 20. Like Dis IRIB=) graar horse on the Houlevard de ature. To Assume that she would marry | Fie¢, &n BT BRSBTS RRMERILES dls And Roxemonde made haste to 1n- | the otner remained ostentatiously away friendly to Edmond Rostand announe
er, he s o post and a genius (80 SAY¥E | Seenshourg, you will get about as much | & YOUNE coxcomb whose newspaper-|jected. He had taken the part meant| jorse this wild stotement. Again 8he .y cambo : - that the father woulkl never gent
the friendly Parls press) of the Arst|asatisfaction. m‘_!'lﬂ fume rested upon a gifted moth- | for Coquelln in “Chantecler.” For thls| wrote poetry over her own hame. Bhe | = : - = to his #gon marry!ng conn
rank. But Maurlce— “Mi you w;'.l: get is n stare. The ;—‘: :n!r;ll::_f:\':o l;lm: 1h"t:~1%ng"““ng pen, | Monsleur Guitry was sternly rebuked | glorified her son In long ntnnxrm,tn\-n-n HE comedy wis a tremandous suce The question all Paris anking to-
~Why, Maurice Is only a child—a lit- | "Master® will waste no more breath HREL er inteliigence, by the press. as the son glorifled mamma. toso- coss, and soelety feted Rosemonde 4day Is: Will Rosemonde consent to the
F A : +alon you than the Mald of Hronze. Edmond Rostand, on the other hand, L monde and Maurice occasionally also 8 murrisge of Edmond dnd Mr Ava
tle, c!‘.ar..nlng child. ) Im“al't:lo“ ;.d ‘The barber, who has shaved Rostand should be he freé to marry, would be A big man like him, It was pointed paid glowing tributes to Edmond. but land Maurice with the rf.thnnlutm for-| sator by consenting to a divorce?
enough to be his mother. hus de-|, " the last sixtesn yoars, swears that|easily the most brilllant catch In out, ought to be ashamed to Interfere|p . rore often they sang of the “fam- |merly expended on Edmond alone. |  »Divorce by mutual consent” is one
clarad Mrs. Astor when a daring French | the poet Is both deaf and dumb. He 1-‘;-'"19_9' with the eccentricities of genlus, ily life of the three Rostands”—Hd- Moreover, it happencd that BEdmond | of the features of gocia]l 1ife In France,
reporter ventured to ask the question. | has never heard him say a single word, | Undoubtedly the world's greatest post, When Maurice had spent sll his| mond, Rosemonde and Maurles. BSome- dld not have n play ready, and that| and carries with It the provino thut tha
And she laughed heartily. or recognize a question even by a|member of the French Academy at 56, |money the lovers returned to Paris | times the names were put In other Hosemonde and Maurice’s names were! dot of the woman be fraely returned
Henee, argus the romance-loving shrug of the shoulders, In 16 years, sucoessful dramatist and many times a|and the boy, now sufficlently wall ad-|order, Rosemonde or Mauries leading, the only ones appearing in the | to her by the husboand
Parisians, If it is not Maurice, it must says the barber. Imagine the success|milllonaire by his own efforts, eclon|vertised, decided to snter upon a liter- This made Rostand pere nervous., He theater bulleting, Divorce, then, would cont Edmond
be Edmond—the “Master.” \\‘;Jnrou o one would have trying to Interview |of an old and respected family and of |ary career, pure and simple. He be-| had always prided himself upon being Then Rostand, the older. went and| Roxtand five milllons of franos
: e By ] . v 1-.dt_‘m-m‘l on a personal matter. unsullied reputation, there ls no more|gan to spout posms and dramatic | the only Rostand. He didn’t care to | colned the phrass about his “nolsy But Mre, Ava Astor has ten million
they will tell you of the artistic dlf- Yet a statement Edmond ventured dinlnguishe_d private gentlieman in Eu-|things that looked gusplclously Illked have the public bow to terzatto. | family" already mentioned. dollars, and Edmond Rostand, prince
ferences that have arlsen between the|the other day to an Intimate friend fz]|rope than Edmond Rostand. "Papa’s,” whose exotle rhymes and an- He sald so to his frlends. He sald There was an Irreparable breach. ¢ modern poetm makes & million =
great dramatist and his talented wife. | quoted as indlecating that the “Master"” That his early romance with the|titheses he boldly Imitated. And, un-|it at home, and afterward he mankged Rostand flls, now at the helght of | year., Whnt will the answer het
T T A E |
h
DY YAY /fll).’

“ H, Jimmy dear, Is this the cot- “0Oh, Jimmy, that's perfectly terrible, “Jimmy! I'm golng downstairs! You|to the water! Gad, I'm more of your You go over to the club all the time|hall from a Summer rasort, you know.” |to the nelghbors! That's why he put
tage we rented? Isn't It per-|and in the dining-room too!™ can do. anything you want to!" lean Cassiug Woodrow Wilson style of | to swim and love it so, and—" “What do you mean?” them on their backs ®o they couldn’t
foctly wonderful to think we're| “Can’t eat much with that face look- D,_‘f;‘;gf ﬂl‘ ﬂ‘“f'"éfé"d,“”" one! Bay,[man, and don't intend to disguise my | w»Confound it all, the tank at the “Groat Scott! have you forgotten get away!"

golng to have & house of our own In-|ing at us, can we?" . - ““f" A :‘lh‘! X row It !ntnd us fig_-_tll;m in any ?_!d li_nflnted elreus tent!™ | oy warm! The water's warm!! The Oyater Bay, Baverley and now Seagirt| ~ON f“-‘wir‘_ ( rrfhn erawl? \

stead of staying at an old hotel?” “It doesn't look llke a face exactly nhov =u R0 RIOORS g ut what ars ybu going to do for a| . "\ teoparnr Can’t you see the 4if ndded to the map? You don't nead to Do—do fish awita? For foolish 7es

e o i | i ety faha bathing sult? You forgot yvours!™ Ty { 1 - | b @ restaurant-keepar to know about |marks, Ethel, you've got professional
Pretty fine, yes. ft— “Well, 1 hope vou'll be willing to| “Forgot it s-purpose! I'm not golng|ference and quit talking about 1t7|gyster Bay, little or:m." after-dinner speckers backed off 118
“And think of all the company we *“Thought your Woman's Club took up | take down her plcture now!" {in! Ocean's too big!” | "But Jimmy, I go In and all the| "“No, but ‘why do they have to llve|mapl”

¢an have, and the perfectly beautiful | art last Winter? Now, there's a study “Sure, sure! Till I get my $100 back. “Too big! Why, Jimmy dear, don't|girls go In, and—" by the sea?" “Look, Jimmy, look! T—I #es n crab

time we can give them! Did you only|for youl Is it & pastel, water-color, or ;Tnl:rlﬂ:n“;‘"';_‘"ID“'IUT!‘;!!? ?‘it‘ﬂ‘iiutn{h‘_s?‘srmnge? ;\h{u do you mean?’| «my Jove a hathing suit made out of | “So they can practice gazing off Into roming in the dinlngroam door!”

have to pay that lady a hundred dollars|local-color traveling agent, palnted | ¢ nown only he Aztecs, ell, I-—I—1 don't think & mM&N|;.1r o vard of flanne! I8 warm for|®Pace and acquiring a wise look, 1 Iaundar and lightning, here’s the

Soe 169 while you waltl” .Oh. Jimmy, _heran the first thing!looks well In a bathing sult, I—" R : volt with o % guess. Then saome day Wheén we're sit- whole two dozen spread over tha kitch-

“One Rundred, yes, but don't forget “Weil, it's nothing to joks about | ¥o'd found that's fit for anything! See?| “But, Jimmy, yvou have such a beau- FOIL PO SO o o e peek-m- |V o0t on this veranda, & messenger |¢n floor and headed straight for tha
e o Jimmy, you'll have to take it down and A bathing suit for you. tiful red suit with that whita winged |b00 walsta and stookings and things|has't] come tearing down the beach nosan! Now how we golng to get in
Fit me?|'M' on it, and you look so perfectly |¥Ou wear the rest of the timel” with o nomination for me—say, how'll|thers?”

one always calls for two! Before the
deal's over I'll be several hundred dni-l
jars in the hols How many have you|
invited here, anyway?”

“Well, the Brockhursts,
They've had us out twice
bungalow—"

“Yes.”

“And the Sharpes and thelr cousin.
You sald you had a business deal on
with him—"

“Darn him, yes! Who else?”

“twell, you asked the Swiftas your-
self because they've taken us out In
thelr motor car all this Spring. so of
course ! had to ask the Spongers, or
they'd feel slighted, and then Marle
and—"

“Great Scott! You've got orowd
enough for a hote]l and annex! Who's
going to cook? You know I told you
I couldn't pay for a& cook If I remted
a cottage.”

“0Oh, we'll all take turns cooking;
it'll be simply adorable to Seé¢ Wau0 can
make the most dellcious things!”

“Adorable disposition to eat ‘em, too,
I'll bet my stack!"

you Kknow.
to their

“Come, let's declde who shall have
the different bedrooms now, Jimmy.
Here's & nlce big closet, I wonder

where the bedroom to that 1s™
=Cloget? That's a bedroom! Just
room enough to stand stiff-legged by
the side of the bed, drop your clothes
in a heap on the floor and jump in!"

“Oh, Jimmy, how perfectly dreadful!
Is that the—the mattress hanging on
the wall?™

1 forgot you'd never seen such a
beach cottage before. Yes, that's to
keep it dry while the house !5 shut up
in the Winter. Then in Summer you
use the same nails to hang your clothes
on, see? No closet needed!”™

“why, Jimmy, I brought all my pret-
ty cothes and told the girls to bring
theirs, and—"

“You're in wrong! All you want is
a middy blouss and short skirt. We're
going to dig clams and go fishing and
cut out this society game for awhile.™

“Mayba the big bedrooms are up-
stairs, Jimmy. Let's look up there.”

“That's right, buck up, lttle one!

Come on."”

“Oh, Jimmy, what is that dreadful
pleture on the wall there with that
sea-shell frame? Is it a—a—a—"

“Gad, that's the Mona Lisa that rent-
od me the cottage and took my hun-
dred bones! Some looker, lsn't she?”

those dreadful crochetsd things off the
chairs and tables and those frightful
vasas—"

“Not little Willle! The old lady
gave spécial instructions to handle her
junk with cars! She calls that ple-
ture ‘her likeness,' and I guess It is
[ remember she hafl two eyes and &
nose, and that seems to have tenden-
cles that way.”

“She'll never know, Jimmy. We'll
put them back when weo leave, dearie.”

“Don't dearle me! E8he welgha 200
pounds and looks llke a lady of atrong

convictions. Do you want to be left
A& widow?'
“No, but we—we—can't—"

“Come on; let's see what treasures
we oan find upstairs”

“Why, Jimmy, how queer!
all one big room."

“XNo, ses, hers are lron rods with
curtains on them, That partitions the
bedrooms off, and there are the beds,
you sse.”

“Oh, dear, I could just cry! Why,
it's simply awful. We can't ask our
friends here!"

“Well, we could, If you wanted tot
Everyone expects to rough it a llttle
at the beach., That's the change we're
after.”

“Oh, Jimmy, I simply couldn't do It!
Why, they'd be so shocked to see our-
tains instead of walle—"

“Curtains for our merry guests, then!

It's—it's

Gad, that's the best way to ring 'em
off, and 1!l be lots easier for you.
When wvou want someone to talk to,

thers’s Mrs. Taylor next door.”

“But, Jimmy, she—ahe doesn't know
my—my kind of goss!p, and—"

“Waell, I'm shot! Your kind of gos-
sip! 1s there more than one brand?
Thought gossip was gosslp anywhers
in the world and knew nelther law nor
language—"

“Jimmy:"

“And if a Choctaw lady met a Sweds
1ady, even off in Timbuctoo, they'd
give the signs and open up the game
with the celling for limitr’

“Jimmy, you don't understand! Oh,
thera's another grocery boy!—Yes, I
want some eggs and a roll of butter.
I mean—well, I mean, she doesn't
know the same set I do. You can't
gossip about people unless you Know
them!”

“H'm! 1 see I'm not wise to this
gosslp game! 1912 rules, I suppose.
Always understood the less you knew
about people the more gossip you could
producs! How about iti™

"f_‘it. dia you say? DMe?

":Woll. Jimmy, it's not so big. . X
suppose her husband was large, to. .
I—1 could take A& pleat down the

tront and back—"
“And then It would fall off of Presi-
dent Taft before he got half way down

|s:unn|ng in It
“No, a—a man’'s n freak In a—a bath-
Ing sult. I believe In votes for women
and bathing sults for women, but men
belongs on the sidelines watching—"
“Why, Jimmy, I can't think whatever
in the world is the matter with youl

T8 Co ftﬂ?*-'

CaZ, Shatsr Theliona Liie. thaol Rented Me

“But Jimmy—"

“Absolutely, NO! I will NOT go In!
Whenever some enterprising guy forms
A company to turn the Gulf Stream
evary Summer Into these pleasurs re-
sorts I'll take a dip with you. Not be-
fora NO!™

“Oh, dear, everyvthing goas wrong to-
day! 'There's another grocery man at
the front door! Oh, yes. Yos, A roil
of butter and some egEY, Yok, sOmMo
salt, yes, that's all.™

‘“By George, come out on the porch,
Ethel! There's the ocean! Gee whiz
she's looking bully today, isn't she?
I'd forgotten what a whale she ia!”

“What did you say, Jimmy? Are you
talking about that girl with the towel
hat walking on the beach?”

“No, no, no! I'm talking about the
ocean, Nature, wild waves—don't drag
down to tha level of a towel hat!

me
Jove! Old Columbus played the game
all right when he raked that ocean

In ont of the discard, didn’'t he?"

“Why, 1 always thought Columbus
discovered America, not the Pacifle
Ocean.”

“IMd you now? Well, for onca you

thought right, but don’t you know this
ocean belongs right along with Amer-

lfea and we've got the Panama Cansl
to prove it and—"

“Jimmy, don't get exclted and talk
politics”

“Guess It was that chap Balboa who
climbed up over the high board fence
or eolse squinted through a knothole
and got the first hunch about this busy

old ocean. Come and loock at her,
Ethel.”

“Yeu, Jimmy, dear, It's perfectly
beautiful. 1 wonder who that gir] is"

“Suy. do you know those towel hats

‘are n regular jinx for Brocky?"

“How do you mean?”’

“Why, vou know Brocky's sort of
absent-minded anyway, and every time
he sees one, which s about ten to the
block, he rushes Into the nearast store
and buyvs a har of soap. Saya he thinks
it's Saturday night and time for his
bath!™

“Jimmy, don't tell such stories*

“Gad, ask Brocky's wifa to show yon
the soap!” \

“Wall, if 1t would make thosa dirty
men sitting around the park blocks

clean up, there'd be some senss In
wearing a towel hat!™
“By George, 1 balleve T'll rave up

and buy this beach cottage and go In
for politics! You can't be & Presiden-
tial candidate thess days unless you

I take It, standing?™

“Dion't be so silly.'”

“How Ao you take a nomination In
your woman's ¢lub? Grab, I suppose,
Well I'lI! take mine standing, same’s as
1 do a highball, but—"

“Jimmy, throw away that cigar and
come In here”

“By the length of the document and
the wny the jobbie’ll be chaslng him-
self nlong the burning sands, I'll prob.
ably mutter—'Last month's A&rocery
bill! Traocked again!' But you, lke a

say:"

“Don't be ko foollsh, Jimmy, and come
and help me work! I can't find any
water to wiash dishes, thers are no fan-
cets mnywhere!" 5

“3ee-whis, there's a cold douche for
my dreams! Why, 1 saw a pump In the
kitchen when we came through

“Well, It won't work! Beside, the ad-
vertisement snld water in the house!™

“By jing, isn't & pump In the kitchon,
water in the house? And when they
gay light in the house that doesn't meRn
purple bulbs strung arocund like the
Elks' oarnival, but candies in old to-
mita cnns, or empty jelly glasses! Don't
got flossy.”

wOh, dear, I forgot to tell the man
you wanted cracked crab when I bought
them awhile ago, and they all looked
perfectly solid.”

“Ha, 1'd forZotten about those clams
and crabs! Have to teke a wsiant at
them and clean "em. Cracked crab and
clam chowder! That sounds good for
an opener, doesn't 1t?"

“Three clams won't make very much
chowder, will it, Jimmy?"

“Three clams! The de-douce! T told
rou to get two dozen clams, didn't IT"

wwWhv—why—why, I thought you said
two dozen ecrabs, so J—I—"

“Did you buy two dozen crabs?”

Y ey —yes, Jimmy."

“The a—devil! Who's golng to cook
and clean two dozen crabs, I'd llke to
know! Whera are they?”

“On the back porch nnd the man's

parfectly horrid and cruel, for he put
them all on thelr backs, so the minute
he left I took the broom and turned

80 tar-

the poor things over, they were

ribly uncomfortable with thelr claws

and lege all squirming in the air.”
“And the three clams I supposs you

put up in yases in the window 8o they

could look out and see ths ocean!”
“Don't be cross, Jimmy, 1—"

*And our crabs have all crowled over

true wife, will riss to the oceaslon and|

Wall, ean't—ecan't wa go round out-

elde to the baock—"

“Gad, yea, wa can ent outside, sleep
outside, and give up the house to the
oraba! That's what 1 rented this cot-

tage for—a SBummer home for misun-
derstood eraba!”

‘Don't Jimmy! Let's—let's turn them
| over with our hands—"

“Hand-turned crabs instead of hand-
turned sales—fine idea, If you want to
go through life with a erab hanging to
your fingera! Very dressy!”

“I see the broom, but we can't reach
It without stepping on erabs!™

“Shut this kitchen door and we'll g0
round and find soms stlicks Gad, the

acked orab we don't have for dinner
tonlght 't the only cracked thing
about the pluce!”

“What eise, Jimmy? That pitcher?

“Na. Not the pitcher™

“What do you mean then, Jimmy?

“Nothing. Come on and help herd
thene confounded craba.'”

“Yeas, you do too., Tell mel”

“Hua, ha! Wae just thinking what a
keen guy old Kipling was when he
wrote:

*And the pity of all iz now we know
‘That she never could understand!'™

isolntion of Individual.

As a matter of fact we do not know
just what any other person feels. We
are llke molitary Islands in a vast
GoRnn, We do our own perceiving, and
thera is no possible way by which we
can come to & knowledge of what any-

one else percaives, Wea agree In say-
Ing that “the ross ls red, the violet's
blue,” and further declare that “sugar
Is sweeat,” but there we stop, Just what
red, or blue, or sweetness is to anyonas
else we ares unable to say If we could
exchange bodles we might know; but

even then It
& thing could be,

is quite probable, If such
that we would be
compelled to learn the simplest facta
all over again, and to readjust the re-
lationships between the phenomena and

the names by which we have heen ac-
customed to distinguish them. Possls
bly the Impression produced in one
brain by the beautiful blending of eonl-
ore in A sunset may Imprees another
brain In an entirely different way.
Possibly the "Apassionata” of Beetho-

ven may affect us as a Turner land-
scape affects someone else. To repeat,
we do not know what any other pare
son feels,—Popular Mechanles




