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ry Johmstong §140.

Witeh, Ma
Houghton, !ﬂ"(;t:; & Co., Hoston,

Back In the glorious rield of hlstori-
eal romance, where as a novellst Miss
Johmnsion hes won her greatest suoe
aesses, has been evolved a strong, mis-
tarful dramatic novel of the daye
when England burnéd witches—"The
Witeh =

Now, Portland has an Intimate po-
quaintance with™witches. But Portland
in the vear of grace 1914 dees not burn
its witches, althouzh It has many of
them. Porfland's witches are Its pretiy
women and llttle girls who rule us Ly
Jove. These witchea ara loving wivea,
diughters, sisters, who are aa Lhe
cemént that makes home.

Bo-called *“ Merrie ™ England of Lshe
time of Queen HEllzabeth and Immedi-
ately afterward, burned and hanged Iin
witthes and soroerers—and so later did
the good folks of Salem and other New
England Lowns,

In such times of witell trouble the
nction etarts of Miss Johnston's new-
eat movel, “The Wiich. The heroine is
Allss Joan Heron, and the hero s Dr,
Gilbert Aderhold, & physiolan who hnd
Leon tralned (n medicine In the Conti-
nent of Burope, In the first chapter of
the novel the death-bed scens of Quean
Hlizsabeth is described, and it is re-
corded that from her death bed “npnow
cames o moan and now a Tudor oath.”

Dy, Aderhold Is enlled tb attend a
patient in the nelghborbood of Joan's
home, and they becoms cool friends.
Joan s beloved by an aristoorat, Mas-
ter Flarry Carthew, but she rejects him
and tells him so. In reéevenge he tells
the authorities that his supposad rival,
Dr. Aderhold, Is an agnostio, and that
Joan Is a witch. The horrar-stricken
autharities arrest Aderhold, Joan and
several athers. The tplal for witch-
craft has the strongeslt wHting in the
book, Of coursme Joan nnd Aderhold

ro found gunilty and are sentenced to
death, but a friend asslsts them to
escupe from gaol to a ship about to
snll for Virginia,

On the ocean the saflors think that
Joan s a witch and that Adsrhold is
of the sxme falth. Both wandarers are
placed in & boat and left to drift. They
reaoh 4 semi-tropical Island, wherse
frisndly Indians greet thém nnd builad
tham & house, Two years pass and,
without nany love scene, Joan and
Aderhold emerge suddenly as lovera
A child is born te them. Armed Span-
fards invade the island, hurry some of
the natives to slavery and kill many
of the defenders. One Spaniard kills
Joun's chitld before her ayes,

Joun and Gilbert face other perlls, as
England s faced aguln. A hint of
tragedy comes.
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Whreugh the Brazillas Wilde
dore Roosevelt, §3.00, Tllustrated,
Boriboor's Sona, New York Cliy,

"To H. E. Laurc Muller, Secretary
for Forelgn Affairs for Brazll, and lo
Colonel Rondon, gallant officer, high-
mindoed gentloman and Intrepld ex-
plorer, and te his sssistants, Captaln
Amlilcar, Licutenant Lyra, Lleutenant
Mello, Lieutenant Lauriado end
Cajageira, of the Brasilian army, and
Fuseblo Clvelra, our companions In
sclontiflc work and In the exploration
of tho wiiderneas, this book Is In-
soribed, with ssteem, regard and affec-
tion, by thelr friend, Theodore Roose-
velt™

Buch iz the typlecal Roosoveltian ded-
ication of this much-talked-of and in-
terosting book, which, In the lIanguage
of the author, “is an account of a 200-
Eeographic reconnalssance through the
Erazillan hinteriand.”

*“When I started from the United
Bitates It was to make an expedlition
primarily concerned with mammalogy
and ornithology, for the American Muo-
seum o0f National History of New
York,"” aexplaing Colonel Roosavalt,
“Thisx was undertaken under the aus-
plees of Messrs, Osborn and Chap-
man, acting on behalf of the Museum.
in the body of this work 1 descoribe
how the scopsa Of the expedition was
onlerged and how It was given & geo-
geraphic as well aa a nocological char-
in consequence of the kind pro-
of the Brazilinn Becretary of
for Forelgn Affairs, General
Muller. In altered and en-
Jarged form the expadition swas ren-
doped poszible only by tha general
t Istance of the Bracilian government.
Throughout the body f the work will
be found reference after reference to
my collesgues and companions of the
expedition, whose servicea lo sclence 1
have eéndeavored to sot forth and for
whom [ shall aiware fes]l the most cor-
din]l friendship and regarcd™

This explanation, just quoted, Is 2ig-
nificagt of the man and his book. The
recital 1s thrilling snd fairly pulses
swwith excitement and halr-breadth es-
capes from secming death. Much of
what appeira within the pages of this
book I8 appearing eorially In news-
paper form, where It ls extensively
read.

The book is a handsome, cleariy-
nrinted ona of 883 pages, with nearly
B0 flustrations (several of them have
yvigws of the Colomel) and two maps,
One 0f the maps s of the River of
Toubt (Duvida), ehristened Rio Roose-
volt and subseguaently Rio Teodoro by
direction of the Braznllian governmentl

—_——
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52, Harper Brothers, New York Clty.

Madame De Hagermann-Lindencrone,
the writsr of the letters which make
o this volume of 337 pages, Is the wife
r the recently retired Daniesh Minister
to Germany, and is a woman of Intor-
national celebrity and Interest. Bhe
was formerly Miss Lillle Greenough, of
Cambridge, Mass., where she llved with
her grandfather In the fine old Fay
mansion, now the property of Rad-
clitte llego.

As ns Gresnough our author de-
weloped n remarkable ainging volee,
and at 15 years of age she studied un-
der the direction of CGareia, 2t Londen,
Engiand. Two years loter Miss Green-
ough hocame the wifo of Charles Moul-
ton, the son of an American banker,
who had been a resident in Paris since
the days of Louls Phillppe. Mr. Moul-
ton died and his widow married M, de
Hagermann-Lindencrone, at that time
Dnnish Minister to the United States,
and later his country's representative
at Btockholm, Rome, Parls, Washing-
ton, D, C.,, and Berlin

The first letter in this volume s
dnated at Washington, D. C.,, November,
1475, and the last nt Berlin, Germany,
in 1912, Famous ones pot only of this
acuntry, but of the earth, are described
and their sayings recorded. Speclally
Intaresting parts of the book are de-
voted to a deseription of ex-Prestidant
Roomevelt, nt Berlin, and an Interview
which followed with the Kalser,

‘There is precious bittle human ap-
lift in this book. It'a just gorsip—but
about emperors, kings, princes, diplo-
mats, musicians, ete,

——
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The French
Trooper; $1.
i City.

“Oue of the principles under which
the present Mepublic of France is con-
stituted 1s that ‘avery citizen is & so0l-
dliee” = .

Thiat sentence Is the kevyole of this
bouk of 150 puges, which ls a mirror
from real Jifo of actunlliies in  the
Yreneh wrmy, & book sajd to have been
written by & French soldler at present
enguged in nctive miitary scrvice. His
uame, for obvious reasons, Is

From Within, by
George H. Doran l‘.o..

“Book love, my

fri is your
mdlhmdwfmm

creatures. It lasts when all other
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to the greatest, the

God has prepared for his
fade.”

: —Anthony Trollope.
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pressed, Ha writes frankly, often erit-
ically.

It is stated that in caso of a national
emergoenty the total war strength of
the French army Is calculated at 4,500,-
000, ‘This point Is alse made plain:
The book Is written after the prosent
war tegan, As references arse moade on
page 177: “It has become clear eince
the battle of the Marne that almoat a
second prmy was collested under the
shelter of the Parls forts to reinforce
the retreating line of men who fell
back from the Belgian frontier, and in
this connection it may ba noted that
the traditional Freoch method of con-
ducting war 18 with 60 per cent of the
men In the firing llne and the remuin-
ing 40 per cent In rear, us reserves”

The French army s sbown to be
impetuous in attack, “but the present
cxmpalgn has proved that French sol-
dlers are capable of retreating in good
order when strategy renders a retreat
necesasary.”

Naturally, the French artillery 1ia
pralsed as being second to none, "but
in point of numbera ths field artiliery
might have been stronger when oon-
rldered relatively with the total
strength of the French army.” The
good-Tellowshlp existing betweon
French officers and conser!pts is point-
ad out, but, of couree. mlilitary discl-
pline !z maintained. No opinion Is
expressed by our author as to the out-

come of the present Wnar.
i v—

Winning of he Far West, by Fober:
MeNutt McEiroy, Ph. . Mape and i1us-
$2.50. ., F. Putnam's Sous,

trationn

Naw York City.

Dr. McElroy is Bdwards professor of
American history, Princeton Univer-
sity, and nlready acknowledged an a
historian of note,

“The Winning of the Far West," 384
pages, Ils a historical book eof far-
reaching Impeortance, especially to us
of the Oregon country, whera much of
the writing has its central viewpoint
or interest. Briefl? we meet wth and
enjoy s history of the regaioing of
Toxas, of the Mexican War, of the Ore-
gon question and of the successive nd-
ditions to the territory of the United
States within the continent of Amer-
len, 1828-1867. Renlly, the book is a
continuation of Theodore Roosavelt's
well-known work, *“The Winnlng of
the West,” and shows far more clarity
of view und better selection of mate-
rial

Our anthor begins hils -task with the
history of the Texas Revolution under
General Sam Houston, tracing the
origin of that struggle to President
Jackson's determination, =so often an-
nounced in
to “reguin Texas, pencteably If we can,
forcibly If we must” The author has
had acesss to large collections of Juck.
son's letters, most of which have never
beon publizshed, and hias treatment of
the subject is distinetly new. The vol-
ume traces the origin of the AMeaxico-
American War, and in detall the prog-
reas of the war itself, the accounts of
the battles belng based upon official
documents and military reporte. The
S1fde1l mission, the struggle for “the
whole of Mexico” the origin and po-
iitieal significance of the “Wilmot
Proviso,” the conguest of New Mexico
and California, and the settlement of
the old controversy over the ownarsiip
of the Oregon rezlion, are treoated as
phases of the Western movement. Then
follows & f[ull discussion of the Com-
promise of 18560, and the volume c¢loses
with a full discussion of the purchass
of Alaska

FPressurs on space in this column s
such &t thisg busy season of the year
that It e impoasible to quote at length
trom thls volume.

e —— e

Clviliztion and Health, by Dr, Woods
Hutchinson. §1.00. Houghton, Mifflin &
Co.. Boston,

Dr, Woods Hutchinson is pleasantly
remembered in this city ne a former
rosldent. His lectures in Portland won
many a amile and many & round of ap-
plavse—what the lecturer sald was so
originel, s0o wilty, &0 unexpected,

Todnry, It ia fair to assume that Dy
Woods Hutehinson Is the most-admired
writer—from a popular viewpoint—on
medieal subjects in America. He has a
‘srge following. His new books are
Evelts., Here iz one, n» uvlaver as
ita predacessors. “Civilization and
Health” provides expert vice and
comment pertalning to th?bmm of
men and women living undér the con-
ditions of modern life, Among the
toples treated are: “"Diseases of Civil-
Ization,” “The Dawn of the New Dog-
tor,” “The Danger of Patent Medicines
and Short Cuts to " “Modern
Physlcal Degeneracy,” “Lo, the Poor
Indian'” “Cente * “"Women in
Publie Life.”

e —
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g;.:::;u B1an Hourhton, et A
on.
A =ort of Junior Bret Harte has
arisen—with a dash of John Fay—in
Herbort
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PAS -V )

the open, and here and there the at-
mosphere of real pathos. There are 29
poems in thia little book, several of
them having been published in high-
class megaxines. Sultable gs o Christ-
mas gift for a man,

Twe German Pamphlets, 10 conts sach
“Germany’s Just Cause”™ and “Truth About
Germany; Facis About the War.,” The
May Fathorland Fublishing Company,
New York.

Consclentious followers of the Earo-
pean war, itk cauges ana progress, will
find muech of interest and probably of
influente In two pamphlots just lsgued
by The TMatherland, a New York weekly
“devoted to falr play for Germany and
Austria.”

These booklets, “Germany's Just
Cause” and Truth About Germany;
Faects About the War,” contain views
from men of International Importance
as writers, thinkers and diplomatists,
and the baslc purpose of sich s to put
Goermany in a falr light before Ameri-
can

In “Germany's Just Cause,” writers
of note including James €' Donnell Ben-
nott, Professor John Burgess William
Bayard Hale, John L. Stoddard, Peter
L. Grosscup, and others bhave con-
tributed wrticles dealing with Ger-
many's side In the present conflict, as
viewed from an observation and study
etrictly American In attitude,

*The Invasion of Beliglum,” a point
on which Americuns have been more
prone to argue than any other In the
war, is stralghtly discussed by Judge
Grosscup, and the argument carries
with it o vast amount of knowledge of
European history Im the last 100 years,
unxd sets before the public facts that of
nocesgity must have been condensed to
2 minimum by the newspaper reports,
and incidentally by the English and
French news censors during the early
stages of the war when Germany was
practically cut off from the outside
world,

. Throughout the arguments are sane

and non-hysterical. They are learned

discussions by men whose patriotic in-
tegrity cannot be impesched, and who
are qualified as chroniclers of facg to
take up an lssue of such magnitude as
the European confliet. “Germuany’'s Just

Cause" reprints valuable papers printed

from time to time In the New York and

Chicago nowspapers, and it maln purs

pose Seoms 0o be to give an unbiased

American view from sources which Lo

begin with are not anti-German.

“Truth About Germany: Facts About
the War,™ s more of a pro-German
pablication., The statements are those
from Dr. Lampreeht, Prince VYon
Buelow, Baroness Von Sternberg, Dr.
Kaempf, Fresideut of {he Relchstag,
and many others of promineunce who
are intimately scquainted with the war
situation from the German angle.

——————

Ymm&%b John N der. $L
The Devin-A L Co{ Now ?cril%n;. ¢

Mr. Meader Is not one of thoss who
declares that there are In this world of
competition no social wrongs to ver-
rect. He admits the presence of these
wrongs and social ([nequalitiea, but
shows that the cure of them does not
and cannot come from Soclalism, but
through saner methods., Fle declarse
that “In the appeal of the Socialist
siumber the darkest and most cruel In.
stinots of man's nature™

This book of 221 pages [s a protest
agalnst Soclalism, and the story Is told
in a series of letters addressed to an
intelligent. . well-informed working
man. A bock that will muke you
think,

—_——

Cuared, by Brian Borg Duncte,
Hugh Doyls and cover design
Monetti. $1. The John C.
pany, Phiiadelphia,

“I took In all, Just 70 cures for that
dread malady, nervous dyspepsin'

So begins this lLittls book of i(augh-
ter, eald to have beéen written by a
tired-oul reporter on the Baltimors Sun
nawspaper, who.at the opening of the
recital 18 just 23 years old. To cure
tha alleged malady from which (he
thought) he suffered, our author com-
suited wvarfous physicians and swal-
lowed divers medicines—and In deserib-
ing all this, that's whare the fun comes
in. The cure of It all, described on the
last page, is really a slmple affair,
after all,

Cartoons by
by BEnrico
Winsten Com-

———

The Golden Grahame,
Lilnarrated. Company,
New York Clty.

Eighteen chapters of a modern falry
story of rustic and fanciful adventure
in England—a book of 232 pages guit-
able aa a first-cless Christmas gift for
children of about 8 or 10 years old
Elghteen full-page pletures in color.

e ———

e T himee: ¥
Datin Ca. New York ity

With 70 Ulustratious and photographs
by thg author and color fromtisplece
and two drawings by

by Kenneih
N fm Lane

¥Filelds of Ameries, ©r Daniel! J.
sorge H.

Charles Living-

Jaguar, . ]
ican blg game from Ailaskm to Sontk
America. Mr. Singer not only tells of
the thrill of the chase but of humor
and human appesl of camp and trall
A suitable Christmas present for a
FOUung man.
- — - ———

Carfllons of Belgium and by Wl
lam - Gornam . Hice 8150 Hinatrated
Jobn Lane Company. New York Clty.
Valuable fromm the vie ints of 1=
brary selecllon and that the serious
reader, this book of 212 pages, with 32
edmirante (llustrations, Is both setistic
&nd * adable. It is an spprecialive ac-
count of the beauty of tower music,
much I8 churel towers, is both Bel-
glum and Holland. In war-stricken Bel-
gium, some of these musionl towers

may have beon since smashed by shot
shell. This

and book Is a genuine,
poetic record of tower music of recent.
happier days, and as such ought to bs
preserved. \

—_— -« ——

The Bibls Modern Life, I 8.
Auerbrell. 78 centa, Hmuw& m:-n.
New York ' ’

Reprinted from “Essays and Miscel«
ianles,” & longer book writlen by Mr,
Auerbach, this contribution of 130
pages shows the Bible not only as =
book of religidn, but as & book of mar-
velous literature. Our suthor writes
with helpful, spiritual sense and showa
wide” asquaintince with the Bible as a
vital force, appealing not only to
church people, but to non-church-goers,

——

of Faocts sod Other

by the late Willlam Graham Sumnar,

D., edited way Rellar .

D.. $3.26. & Xals University Press,

New York Cluy.

The late Dr. Sumner was professor of
political and social sclences, Yale Uni-
versity, amd thesa 34 essays—saoveral
of which are now printed for the first
time—répresent the frult of the best
years of his busy Hfe, A valuable col-
lsction of information, covering a wides
field of thought.

S ———— —

¥French Revaol n Dunhp] I
T. Lothrup Stoddard, l:l.s—i:lou;hlon. !t{
flin & Coa,, Bosaton,

Tragle, unhappy and disastrous is the
history of French Ban Domingo and
that which foilowed on its blood-
stained annals, the black State of
Haiti. This history Is & complete, falr,
learned one, and It ought to be received
as such; 410 pages,

———

The Loagifellow COulendar, 1915, 0 oents,

Bully, Kleluteloh New Turk City.

In colors of green, brown and goid,
this ornate and pretty calendar is sure
to please the eyo apd gratify the mind.
There are gheets ropressnting easch
week In tha year, each sheat bearing
on it apt quotations from tho works
of our great American poet, Long-

fellow.
JOSEPH M. QUENTIN,

FEAR OF OPERATION KILLS

Woman Leaps to Death to Avold Re-
maoval of Cancer.

WILKESBARRE, Pa, Nov. 28.—
Bsather than submit to an operation,
which pbhysicians sald xwas the only
chance for saving her life, Mrs, Joseph
Sabolakl, aged 40 yenrs, recently leaped
to her death from a third-story win-
dow of the Mercy Hospital.

Mrs. Babolskl was admitted to the
institution on November 18 and refused
te undergo the knife. Bhes suffered
from cancer, and when her condition
grew worpe she at last consented to
£o to the operating-room. The op-
eration was scheduled to take place
at 10 o'clotk, and one hour before that
time purses buthed her and prepured
her for the ordeal

After all was (n readiness and ths
Atirses stepped from the ward into the
hall, Mrs, Sabolskl § ed from he:
bed =nd ran toward® a window.
Patients screamed and dulled for help,
but attendants arrived just in time to
sea her leap through the window. She
was dead when help reacined her.

EUROPE YET BUYS TOOLS

Much Barbed Wire Also Taken From
American Market.

NEW YORK, Nov. 21.—The lron Age
reporia that definite tigures now are
avajlabls with regard to the sensa-
tlonal purchases of American machine
tools by Eurgpe. At least 1700 engine
lathhas have beén bought In the ast
forinight, while turret lathes, antomat-
len and grinding machines have been
taken in good guantity. Even Germany
has bought pome machine tools here.
Ingquiries for o large number 0f other
machine tools, inocluding about A000
lathes, are In hand, promising to de-
velap Into orders. This Increase” In
business has greatly Improved the tone
of this branch of trade, and the domes-
tic demand s beginning to revive. Some
machine toolmakers are now working
doubla time.

It aiso 18 eatimated that not less than
50,000 tons of barbed wire has been
shipped abroad since the Europoan war
brolke out

PRAYER BRINGS LENIENCY

Aged ¥Father of 15 Ohildren Gews
Only One Year for Shooting.

BOSTON, Massa., Nov. 21.—Bowing his
gray head on his hands In the dock in
the Superior Coort, Joseph Soott,
ceplored, BE years old and father of 17
children, prayed a few poments be-
fore aaking Judge Quinn to be lenient
with him in sentence for the shooting
of Henry Thornton. Scott shot Thorn-
ton In the back after accusing Thorm-
ton of paying attentfon o Mrs Scott
Charged with assaunlt with intent to
kill, he was found gulity only of as-
sault with a dangerous weapon.

“In view of your age, Ecolt.,”™ sald
Judga Quinn, “and the fact that ypu
kelloved you were justified in suspect-
ing Thornton and in view of your past

Jife, also, T sm going to be ®s lenieny

as I can and be consistent in my duty
to the community. I'll make your sen-
tence ome year at the house of cer-
rection.”

AMERICAN HOSPITAL HEAD

Dr. Mary M. Crawford Achieves
Fame in War Zone.

PARIS, Nov. 26.—Dr. Mary M. Craw-
ford, of Brooklyn, & member of the
Duchess of Talleyrand's Hed Cross sec-
tion, has become resident physician of
the American military hospital, where
500 French and British wounded have
plready been treated und discharged.

The hospital has posted a notice that
nelther & member of tha medical staff
nor Rny of the wounded shull be per-
mitted to make stataments to reporters.

NEW YORK, Nov. 8—Dr. Mary Mar-
ritt Crawford galned her first fame as
the “first woman smbulance surgeon”
in Brookiyn. She now appears to have
succesded In her ambition to be the
first woman military surgeon. She
gradusted from Cornell In 1904, She
enllod for ¥rance on October 17.

Difterences in Taste.

CHAPTER XIL—(Continued.)

Bennle's mother was accused of being
unfit to care for her boy, and Bennla
wWas temporarily Instalied in the De-
tention Home. . Tkhere the su-
perintendent and his plump and kind-
¥ wits bnad fallen head over
heels In love with him, aud
had dressed him In a smarw little Nor-
folk suit and a frivolous plald silk tie
There were delayr in the case, and
posiponement after postponemont, sc
that Hennie appearsd In the ocourt-
room every Tuesday for four weckn
The reporiers, aund the probation of.
ficers and policemen became very
chummy with Bennle, and showetred
him with bright new pennies and cer-
taln wonderful candles, Superintendent
Arnelt, of the Detention Home. was as
proud of the boy as though he were
hizs own. And when Bennle would look
shyly and questioningiy Imto his face
for permlission to mccept the proffered
offerings, the big superintendent would
cehuckle delightedly. Bennle had =2
strangely moblle face for such a baby,
and the whitest, emoothest brow 1
have ever seen

The comedy and tears and misery
and Iaughter of the big white-waled

| tourtroom were (oo much for Bennle.

He would gaxe about with puzzied blue
eyes; then, giving up the situation as
something too vast for his comprehen-
ston, be would fall to drawing curly-
cues ‘on a bit of paper with a great
yellow pencil presented him by one of
the neoewspapermen.

Every Tuesday the rows of benches
wera packed with a motley crowd of
Poles, Russians, Slavs, Italians, Greeks,
Lithuniuns—s e¢rowd niade up of
fathers, mothers, =slsters, brothers,
aunts, uncles, neighbors, friends and
enemies of the boys and girls whone
fate was in theé hands of the big man
soated In the revolving chalr up In
front. But Bennle’s mother was not
Of this crowd; this pitiful, ludicrous
erowd filling the great room with the
#tifling, rancid odor of the poor. Nor
was HPennile. Hes sat. clear-eyed and
unemiling, .In the depths of a great
chalr on the court side of the ralling,
and gravely recelved the attentions af
the lawyers and reporters and ocourt-
room attaches, who had grown fond of
the grave little figure

Then, oen the Afth Toesday, Bennije's
mother appeared. How she had come ta
be that child's mother God only knows
—oT perbaps he had nothing to do with
1t Ehe was terribly sober and fright-
ened. Her face was swollen and
brulsed and beneath one eye there was
a puffy green-and-blue swelling. Her
sordld story was common enough ns
the probation officer told it The
woman had been lving In one wretched
room with the boy. Her husband had
degorted her, There was no food and
littls furniture, The queer f{eature
of It, sald the probation officer, was
that the woman mausged to keep the
boy falrly neat and clean, regardlesa
of her own condition, and he generally
had food of some wort, although the
mother sometimes want without food
for days, Through the squalor and
misery and degradation of her own life
Bonnle hnd somohow been kept unsul-
Hed, u thing aparc

“H'mil® sald Judge Wheeling, and
Iooked at Beunle, Bennle was stand-
Ing beslde hils mother. Ho was very
qulet and his eyes were smillng up
into those of the battered oreature
who was OGghting for him. “1 guess
we'll have Lo tiake you oul of this,™ the
Judges decided abruptly. “That boy is
too good to go to waste™ -

The sodden, dazed womun before him
did not immedlately get the full mean-
ing of his words, S8he still stood
there, swaying a bit, and staring un-
intelligently at the judge. Then, quite
auddenly. sho realized It She took a
quick step forward. IHer hand went
up Lo hér breast, to her throat, to her
lips, with an odd, atified gesture,

“You ain't golng to tunke him away!
From me! No, you wouldn‘t do that,
wounld you? Not for—not for alwaya!
You wouldn't do that—you wouldn't—"

Judge Wheellng waved her away.
But the woman dropped to her knees.

“Judge, give me a chance! I'll stop
drinking., Omnly don't take him away
from me! Don't Judge, don’t! He's all
I've got In the world Glve me a
chpned. Three monthsl Bix months!
A yeari™ -

“Get up” ordered Judge Wheeling,
gruffily, “and stop that! It won't do
¥You a bit of good™

And then a wonderful thing hap-
pened. Ths woman rode to lier feet
A new and strange dignity had come
into heéer battered face The lines of
suffering and vice were ernsed as hy
magic and she seemod to grow taller,
younger. flmost beautiful. When she
spolte again It wae slowly and dis-
tinetly, her worda quite free from the
blur of the barroom apnd streel ver
nacular.

1 el
chanece.,

you you muEt give me o
You ecannot take a child
from a mother In this way, I teld
you, If you will only haelp me I can
orawl back up the road that I've trav-
alodd. I was not always 1ike this.
There was another | life, before—he-
fore— Oh, since then there have been
yoiirs of blackness and hunger and cold
and—waorse! But I never dragged the
boy Into ft. Look at Him!™

Our eyes traveled from the woman's
trunsfigured face to thut of the hboy.
We could trace a wonderful likeness
where before we had seen none. But
the woman went oa In her stéady, even
tone.

"I can't talk as I should, because my
brain isn't clear. It's the drink. When
¥you drink, you forget. But you must
help me. 1 can’t do It amlone. I can
remember how to live stralght, just
as I can remember how to talk
stralght. “Let me show you that I'm
net all bmd. Give me g chance Take
the boy and then give him back to
me when you _are satisfled I'1l try—
God only kndws how I'll try. Only
don’t take him gway forever, Judge!
Don't do that!™

Judge Wheeling ran an uncomfort-
able finger around his col ar's edge.

“Any friends living hore?”

“Nol Nol”

“Sure about that?

s "Quite sure.”

"Now see here; I'm going to give you
yYour chapce. I shall take this boy
away from vou for a year. [n that
time you will stop drinking end be-
come g decent, sclf-supperting woman.
You will be glven in charge of one of
these probation offlcers, She will find
work for you, and a good home, and
she'l]l] stand by you, and you must re-
port to her. If she I3 satisfled with
you at the end of the year, the boy
Boes back to you.™

“She will be eatisfied,” the woman
sald, simply. Bhe stooped and taking
Bennle's face between her hands kissed
him once. Then ghe stepped aside and
stood quite still, loking after tha little
figure that passed out of tha courtroom
with his hand in that of a big, kindly
police officer. Bhe looked until the big
door had opened and closed upon them.

Then—well, it was Jjust another
newspaper story. It made & good one.
That evening I told Frag Nirianger
about it, and she wept, softly and mur-
mured: "Ach, das srme baby! Like my
little Oscar he Is, without a mother.”
L told Ernst abeout hlm, oo, and
Blackle, because I could not get his
grave little face out of my mind I
wondered if thoss who had charge of
him now would take the time to bathe
the little body, and bruoeh the soft halr
until it shone, and tle the gay plald silk
tie as lovingly as “"Daddy” Arnett of
the Detention Home had done.

Then It was that I, quits unwitting-
iy. stepped into Bennie's life. .

There was an anniverzary, or a
change in the board ot directors, or a
néw coat of paint or sometbhing of the

kind In one ¢f the orphan homes, and|His hair

[arasEan

the story fell to me. I found the or-
phan home to be typleal of its kind—a
big, dreary, prison-like structure. The
woman at the door 4ld not in the least
care to let me in., B8he was a fish-
mouthed woman with a hard ere, and
as 1 wid my errand bher mouth grew
fishior and her eyo hurder. Finally she
led me down & long, dark, alrless
streteh of corridor and departed in
search of the  matron., leaving me
sputed in the unfriendly rteception-
room, with its straight-Dacked chalrs
placed stonily against the walls, be-
neitlh rows of red and blue and yellow
religious plctures,

Just s 1 was wondéring why It
seemed Iimpossibie to be holy and
chearfu! al the same time, there came
a pad-padding down the corridor. “The
next moment thé matron stood in the
doorway. Sho was a mountalnous, red-
faped woman, with warts on her mose

"Good .afiernoom” 1 sald, sweetly,
("Ugh! What & brute!”) 1 thought
Then I began to explain my errand
once more. Criticlsm of the Home?
No indeed. ] gssored her. At last, con-
vinced of my disinterestedness she re-
lpctantly guidad me about the bix.
gloomy buiiding. There were endless
flights of shiny stalrs, and endless
stuffy, airlesa rooms, until we came to
a door which she flung open, disclosing
the nursery. it seemyad to me that
there weore a hundred bables—bables at
every stage of development, of all
sizes and agoe and types. They glanced
zp at the opening of the door, anud then
a dreadful thing happened.

Every child that was able to walk
or credp scuttled Into the farthest cor-
ners and remained quite, quite =still
with o wide-eyed expression of fear
and apprehension on every face.

For & moment my heart stood still,
I turned to look at the woman by my
side. Her thin Jipa weres compressad
Into a straight hard line. Bhe eaid n
word to a nurse standing mnear, and
began to walk sbout, eying the chil-
dren sharply. She put out a hand tr
it the head of one ped-halred mlite in
a aplled pinafore; but before her hand
could descend 1 saw the chlld dodge
and the tiny hand flew up to the héad.
as though In defense.

“They are afrald of her!” my sick
heart told me. “Thoss bables are afrald
of her! What does sbe do to them? 1
can't stand thils. I'm going.”

I mumbled & burried “Thank yau™ to
the fat matron as 1 turned to lsave the
big, bare room. At the head of the
stairs there was a great, black door. I
stopped before t—God kunows wbhyl—
and pointed toward (it

“what Is In that room?" 1 asked,
Since then I hayvs wonderad many times
at the unseen power that prompted
me to put the question.

Tho stout person bustled on, rattling
her koys as she walked,

“That—aoh, that's whers we keep the
Incorrigibles™

“May 1 see them?™ 1 asked, again
prompted by that inner veice,

“There ls only ona” She grudgingly
unlocked the door, using one of the
greal keys that swung from her walst
The heavy, black door swung open. I
stapped inio the bare room, lightod
dimly by one small window. _1In the
farthost cormer c¢rouched something
that stirred and glanced up at our en-
trance. It peered at us with an ugly
look of terror and deflunce, and I
stared back at It, In the dim light
During one dreadful, breathiess second
I remained ptaring, whila my heart
stood stilk Then—"Bannlel!” 1 cried.
And stumbled toward him. *“Bennle—
boy!™

The little unkempt
solled knickerbhocker
halr all uncared for, the gay plald tle
draggled and limp, rushed Into my
arms with a crazy, Inarticulate cry.

Down on my knees on the bare floor
1 held him close—close! and hils arms
were about my neck a&s though thay
never should unclasp.

“Take me away! Take me away!”
His wet choeek was pressed agalnst my
own streaming one “T want my
my mother! I want Daddy Arnettl
Tako me nway."

I wiped his cheeks with my notebook
or something, picked him up In my
arms, and started for the door. I had
quite forgotten the fat matron,

“What are you doing?’ sghe asked,
blocking the doorway with her huge
bulk.

*“T'm going to taks him back with me.
Ploaso let ma! 111 take eare of him
until the year Is up., He shan't bother
you any more.”

**That Is Impo==ible,” she sald coldly.
“He hns been sent here by the court,
for a year, and he must stay herea. Be-
sides, he 18 & stubborn, uncontrollable
child.”

“Uncontrollable!

figure, In Iits
suit, the sunny

He's nothing of the
kind? Why don't you treant him a= a
child should be treated, Instead of like
a little animal? You don't know him!
Why. he's the monst ilovable — 1!
And he's only a baby! Can't you see
that? A baby!"”

She only stared her dislilte. her little
plg eyes grown smaller and more glit-
tering.

*“You great—Dbig—thing!™ I shriceked
at her, llke an Infuriated ohilld. With
the tears streaming down my cheeks 1
unclasped Bennie's coild hands from
about my neck. He clung to me, fran-
tiecally, until T had to push him away
and run.

The woman swung the deor shut,
and Yocked [£. But for all its thickness
1 could hear Bennie's helpless fists
pounding on its panels as I stumbled
down the stalrs, and Bennle's wveolce
eame faintly to my ears, muffled by
the heavy door. &s he shrieked to me
to take hlm away to his mother, and to
Daddy Arnett.

I blubbered ali the way back in tho
ear, untll everyone stared, but I didn’t
care. When I preached the office 1 made
straight for Blackle's smoke-filled
sanotum. When my tale wis ended he
jet me cry all over his deak, with my
head buried in a heap of galley-proofs

'|and my tears watering his paste-pot.

He sat calmly by, smoking. Finally he
bogan gently to philosophize. “Now,
girl, he's probably better off there than
he ever was at home with his mother
soused Il the time. Maybe he give
that warty matron friend of youra all
kinds of trouble, yellin® for hie ma”

1 raised my head from the desk. “Oh,
you can talk! FTou didn't see him,
What do you carel But If you could
have geen him, crouched there—alone—
ke a littls animal! He was so sweet
—and lovable — and — and — he hadn't
been decently washed for woeks—and
his arma clung to me—1 can feel his
hands about my neck!—'""

I burled my head In the papers
ngaln, Blackia went on smoking.
There was no sound in the little room
oxcept the purr-purring of Blackie's
pipe. Then: .

“l done & favor for Wheeling once™
mused he

I glanced up gquickly.

do you think—"
* “No, I don't. But then again, you
can't never tell, That was four or five
years ago, and the mem'ry of past
favors grows dim fast. BStill, if you're
through weaterin® the top of my desk,
why I'd like t' set down and do a lttle
real brisk talkin® over the phone
You're excused.”

Quite humbly I crept away,
hope In my heart.

To this day I do not know what se-
eret string the ourceful Bluckin
pulled. Bul the noit afternoon I found
a hastlly scrawled note tuckesd into the
rgll of my typowritaer. It sent me
souttling acrome the hall te the sport-
Ing editor's smokxe-filled room. And
therse on & chalr beside the desk, sur-
rounded by =orap-boaks, lead pencils,
paste-pot and odds and ends of news-
paper offics’ paraphernalin, sat Dennle.

*Oh, Blackle,

with

Was parted very smoothly on

—_—
—_—

one side. and under his dimpled chin
bristled a very new and extremely
fively green-and-red plaid silk tie

The next Instant [ had swept asids
papors, brushes, pencils, books, and
Bennis was gathered close In my arms,
Blackie, with a strange glow in hix
deep-set black eves regarded us with
wn assumed dlsgust,

“Wimmin s all alike. Ain't it th'
truth? T used t' think you wus differ-
ent. But shucks! It aln't so.
furnm on the weeps tho minute 3
ekled or mad, Why say, ! ain't soin’
" have you comin’ In here an’ dampenin’
up the whole place every little while!
It's unhealthy for me, sittin® here In
the wet"™

“*Oh, shut
plly, *“How
it

“Never you mind
what you goin' ¢

2p, Blackia,” I said, hap-
in the world did you do

The question is,
do with him. now
you'se got him? Goln' t' have a French
buany for him, or feteh him un by
band? Wheellng appointed a probation
skirt to loock after the crowd of us,
rsmcl wo got t* tos the mark™

“GHory be!" I ejaculated. “I dom't
know what 1 shall do with him, 1
shall nave to bring him down with me
every morning, and perhaps you o:
make a sporting editor out of him.*

“Nix. Not with thut forehead. He's
& high-brow. We'll make him dramatio
eritic, the meantimes, 'l be littis
fairy godmother, asn' ir you'll get on
your bomnét I'Yl stake syou and tho
young ‘un to strawberry shortcake an'
chotolate Ice cream.”

B it bappened
Frau Knapf and
Nirlanger were ¢
tion an hour
aconced Iin my

that a wondering
& sympathetice ¥Fraun
1lled for consults
lnter, Bannie was
room, very wid
and wondering., but quite content
With the entrance of Frau Nirlang
the consultation was somowhat
turbed. She make a quick rush at b
and gathered him in her bungry

"Dy baby du!"™ ghe cried.
Klelner!” And she was down on
knees, and somehow her figure
muolted into  deliclous mothar-curves
with Bennle's head just fitting  into
that most gracious one botween her
shoulder and breast. Bhe cooed to him
in a babbla of Frenoch and German and
English, calling bhim her les-tel Oae
dennie seemed miraculously to under-
stand, Perhaps he was becoming
customed to having strange
snateh Him to thelr breast
“8o,"

us.
shall be
For one
own boy,

oy
ladies

at .
my

smuall shall

Ach, I am but lonely

long day here in this

You will let me care

And Konrad, he will
t shall! makes
Eh, Oscar?™

And so the thing was
an hour luter three
women were debating
question of eggs or b d-and-mili
for Bennle’s supper. Frau Nirlanger
was for soft-bolled epgs &s belng none
| to0 heavy after orphan asyium foare;
I was for bread.-and-milk, that being
tho prescribed supper Jlsh for all the
orphans and waolfs that T had ever
resad about, from “The Wide, Wide
World” to “"Helen's Bables,” and back
agaln, Fran Knapf was for both eggs
and bread-and-milk with a dsrsh of
meat and peotatoea thrown fn for good
measure, and a silee or 20 of Kuolien
on the side. We compromized on ons
egE, one glass of milk, and & slica of
Invishly-buttered bread and Jelly. It
wae o clean, sweet, sloopy-ayed Ben-
nin that wo tucked batwesn the shoets,
We three women astood looking down
at him as he luy there in the quaint
old blue-painted bed that had onte
held the plump little Knapfs v

*“You think apyway bhe had enoug!
supper?™ mused the anxlous-browed
Frau Knapf.

*To schoo! he will have to go, yea™
murmuared Fraou Nirlanger, regrotfully

I tucked the coverz at one side of
the bhed, not that they needed tuck-
ing, but becnuse 1t was such a com-
fortable, satisfyving thing to do.

“Just at this minute™ 1 said as I
tucked, “I'd rather De & newapaper re-
porter than anything else In the world
As a profession ‘s so broadenin', an'
at the same time 80 chunocey.™
(To Be Continued.)

SOLDIERS® FAMILIES FED

Woman Back From War Zone Says
French Poverty Lightened,

PITTEBURG, Nov. 20.—After spend-
Ing months In the war sone seding the
Zoppelins of the Gormsan army pass
aver her house ana bearing the reporin
of homba dropped (rom them Mrs
Joseph Huago, wife of Joseph Hugo
artist and a director of painoting at
the Univeraity of Pittsburg, is with her
husband at his heme, Hotel Wasmuth,
Walnut atreet, McEeesport, having ar-
rived recently with her two sona,

“Conditions In France are not bad
for non-comibatanta,” wsald she, “as Iit-
tle or no rent is charged and vege
tables are almost given away. The rea-
son for thia |a that there are no moans
of transporting ths odibles. Somae of
the non-combatants are really bettor
off than before the war, as the family
of each soldier receives 40 cents a day
from the government”
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DOES YOUR HAIR
SHOW YOUR AGE?

Of course, white hair and gray al-
WaAyS suggest age, but often f(aded,
dull and brittle locks make us think
even young people are old, while &
lustrous, heavy head of halr Is natur-
ally associated with youthfulness snd
forces ua to credlt its owner with
being young. Perfectly hsalthy hair
Is always beautifying and s very
oas{ly acquired if proper care is given
to the halr and scalp. In washing thae
bair it is not advisable to use a make-
shift, but always use a preparztion
made for shampooing only. You can
enjoy the beat that is known for about
3§ cents o shampoo by getting a pack-
age of canthrox from your druggist:
diesolve o teaspoonful in & cup of hot
wiler and Yyour abampoo (s ready.
After its use the halr dries rapldly
with aniform eolor. Dandruff, excess
ofl and dirt are diszolved and entirely
disappear. Your halr will be so flutty
that it will ook much hoavier than it
ts. Iits lustre and seftness will al=o
delight you, while the stimuluted gealp
gains the health which insures hair
growth.—Ady,




