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A AR The prince then started asking me | d
: about the United Stales He In-| &l
4 : quired i I had ever peen again that |
—————p | pretty girl that had ridden with the
L Ay < e party a short distance through On-| h
Ak tario. He wanted to know how rr-:-l
4 E . dog., Boota, wan getting on and how |
=31 £ ; = " George Doran, oty assiatant, was. He |t
fi‘ 'S rogrotted very much, he sald, t
- he had been unabla to “do the States ! )
= properly. | out
*You should come back, your high- |1
b, ness,” 1 sald, “and go through | <
e west and the south.” | t
! 2 e it “Il plan to do so” answered ‘“'|:
- L2 | L
|58 sl s e i A prince. |
1 - T ':-"'".‘ “Well, If you d40.” I sald, "TI've II .
n ; a little house down Atlanta, .
- ':.. and I'd certainly be giad for yo !
The Yankee camera man had to pass this glant seatry ; . pay ma & visit.”
1o get inside the yard. = [ 4 “Why, I wouldn't think
. State rit t calling
BY TRACY MATHEWSON. tha BEaisa FIADLE 0%
= ha replied At that mom
OME years ago I was shipmate pened to think of Luls X,
with a half-cast Guatemalan on to mention Willlle Ellas, Cal Ro:
a tramp steamer plying between tree and & few othér friends of m
Rlo de Janeiro and Charleston, 8. C back in Hawk's g v Mottt strast
He was the unsightliest human be- and & few other places, 1 wondered
ing I ever saw outslde of one blus- what they would think of that
gummed negro from Mineral Walls, A Coveted Privilege Granted. |
Tex. He was covered froem head to L Beelng the prince was In such
foot with grime and clinkers and hia good humor I asked him |f {1 wouldn't
nost had been mashed fn with a be pomsible for me to make :-:on:-:|
mariinspike. They called him tha motion pletures of him i the | *
prince, because, I presume, that's the palace. ‘
last thing you'd ever mistake him ) “Sure,”” he answered. “Any time |
for. | you're passing here drop !n and make
But such as he wns, he was the only them* y i =
prince I had ever met, bafors T was As I didn't quite feel up to drop-| ., .
brought In contact, professionally, ! ping in on the prince as I would drop;
with thas prince of Wales when he In on Romany Marle, I asked for a
was on his Canadian tour year be- 1 special engagement He told me to|
fore last. I may be excused theres- ses Sir Godfrey and fix it up for 1wo
fore, If In my latest méeting with days later. As 1 was about
the prince in London, 1 showad an he sdfgestad that If I would
ignorance of what princea were sup- | ¥ U one of those volumer of photog
posad to do and say. I am quite sure L “The Prince of Wales" Own
that mnothing 1 had ever read and . . with me when I returned he
nothing I had Il¢arned from my + MTracy Mathewson, the American photographer who made moving autograph (£ All In all we
: 9x It - " 18
f_“c“d' Prince Luls de Pores, the pletures in 8t. James paince for the first time in history. for about 23 mlinutes and he
Guatemalan deckhand, prepared me . o L planned on seelng me only five. By
for the sort of persos the prince of — — - this 1 don't mean that 1 displayed |
Wales turned otit to be. - ~ - such brilliant mental qualities and
As I have already stated, my rela- such persuasiva charm of mannesr
tions with the prince on hiz Canadian |+ With this chewing vwax in my mouth® that he cduldn’t bear to have ma go. |
trip were satrictly professional. Ee xnld the prince, “I feel like n regu- Az a matter of fact he did most of
asked me omes if It would be pos- lar guy.” the talking and the conversation wasa
sible to sehow him ths motion plictures ) " largely about America I t k hae
I was making of him before I shipped _'T"”“‘ all right, buddy™ I f‘id' was too careful of my [eclings to
them to New York. I made arrange-( 1ve got a date with the prince. rush me off abruptly
mants to do this., We rigged up a Ha immediately stepped back and I spoke to Sir Godfrey I went
projecting room on the prince's| walked up a flight of steps and out., He was greatly surprised that|
private dar and while the pictures| Fang the nearest bell. The door flew the prince had consented ts allow

were belng shown the prince asked
me to slt by him. Ha asked me lois
of questlons about the technical
phases of moving picture work and
secemed very much Interested.
However, 1 had no reason to be-
Meve that I had caught his imaginm-
tion or fixed myseif In his memory.

Real Yankee Flippancy.

A few weeks ago I went to London
to make some commercial pletures.
1 was strolling along Piccadilly a
couple of days following my arrival
when 1 met Mr. Gllbert Nigel, a gov-
ernment official who had been one
of tha prince’'s equerries on his
Canadian trip. After we had talked
for & few minutes he asked me:

“Does the prince know jou'ra
town®™™

I thought that this was merely an
aruption of British bumaor.

*No,” 1 answered. “The prince has
been remarkably unenthusisstic about
my presence in London.”

I thought no more wbout It until
the next day at noon. when I found
a note at the Flecadilly hotel, whore
I was staying, directing me to call
Regent 1414, "1l never forget that
number I had the girl “"put me
through,” as we London bloods say.
and was surprised to get my number
in dess than five minutes. It usually
takss 15 in London.

*What place |s this? I asked.

*“St. James' palags,"” came the an-
Fwar.

The name had 3 familiar ring, but
1 was pre-ocoupled with the ldaa that
some toughneck friend of mine had
learned I was in town and was trys
ing to got me. I guess 1 must have
thought that St. James' palace was a
moving plicture theater or some two-
Bit hotel with a hifalutin® name,

“Well, i# there anybody there wants
to talk to Tracy Mathewwon?*

There was a long &silence, After a
while & man's volce was heard.

It was Bir Godfrey Thomas,
prince of Wales' private secretary.

“The prince.” he sald, “would like
to see you tomorrow afterasoocn at b
o'clock, If It's convenient. But don't
bring your camera. No cinema man
hap ever been inslde the palace.”

At 5 o'clock the next day 1 was
outside the walls of the palace
wondering where the froht gate was.
There weére two soldiers wearing fur
hats—shakes, I think you call them—
who stood around with their legs
apart and looked at me coldly. I was
wowdering what to do next when =2
grocery wagon enmg along and the
gates swung open. I followed It in
One of tha porters, soldlers, guards,
gendarmes or whatever they were

in

the

rimce.

Tracy Mathewson, Yankee Photographer,

open and there stood my old friend—
I forget what his name (s—who was
the yprince's chief attendant sand
cocktall shaker In Canada. He was
all dressed up like a taxl starter at
the Hote! Biltmore, but I recognized
him and held out my hand. Ha looked
all around nervously, but not szelng
anybody grabbed my hand and shook
it heartily.

“They're expecting yow™ has sald

He led me Iinto a big room to the
right of the entrance hall, where 1
found Sir Godfrey Thomas. In the

adjoining rogm I saw Admiral Hal-

The king of Eagland just after hearipg an American joke.

plotures to be made In the palace.

*“It will be the first time a clnem=n
man was ever In this palace,™ he
sald. |

The next morning I went to Sm:'.;'-_-|

ampton and after
work I sent my

compl
eqQquipmen

London and started to ride throug
the country to Epsom Dewns to soc
the Derby, or as we bloomin’

toffe would say, the “Durby.”

no idea of making pletures

gort. It was the merest accld

I happened to have & smi

camera containing one plate. I

Ah, now you ‘will not forgive
me, monsieur!™

(Continued From Page 3.)
t0 say that she regards me as a SO0
May 1 know who I shall present to
her? Your pame———m17%

“It is Yvonna Dugarrs, monslsur.*™

“1 think. Mademolaella Yvonfis, that
wa are nelther of us fit to talk any
more,” eald Barraclough.

Eo there had been silence when, as
the sun rose, they reached a large
gray house standing in atald old
gardens among iths Surrey orchards.
Into the room where they waited
there presently came burrying =
stntely, black robed lady whose hand-
gome, benign face was crowned by o
nun's white colf and wsil, to whom,
with all formality, he presanted
Mndemoizselle Yvonne Dugarre. Then
thers followed a colloquy apart in &
great window, from whieh tha lady.
turning agitated and tearful, took the
girl in her arms and kissed her before
she went out. Barraclough met the
queation in the wviolet grecn syes.

“Thig I&# a convent, a school" hes
explained. “There are 20 pupils,
young girls llke yourself. It is ar-

ranged that you are supplled with
all that you wish for or nesad. as they
are—that you share their studies and
thelr lives as one of them; are mads,

cafled, niépped up aand wanled to
know my busineas,

I hope, as happy. You accept—and
will remain, my chilar”

THE HOUSE THAT STOOD BACK|

The photograph, impetuously torn

“Acoopt? To live hers? To learn?| will hear? Briafly, then. You ask. am | in two, dropped down. Barraclouzh
To be safe? Oh,” she cried, flushing, |1 rich? Compared with some, ¥yed | stooped and picked up the pleces. He
paling. trembling! For me, who am| Compared with many mare. contemDd- | tore them In two again.

alone, have only my hands to work!
How shall I thank you? But—but I

tibly poor. She chose to jilt me for “You do but forestall me,” he suid

the

- one of them. Why not? With quletly. *DPherafore there is no ques-
fear ' She broke off. hesitating.| money and all that it means hoe has|iion ot torgiveness.” He tossed the
“¥You are, perhaps, very rich, mon-|mlso given her a coronet, brand new.| frazmants Inte the grate. “She is
sleur?T" she hazarded timidly. Apd is, I believe, hnrci.y three YesIs gone! And now—you will be happy

“Yary rich?' He read the méaning | older than her father?! here, my chia™
that was so plain in her lifted eyes, “O!" she cried again, "“And you “0, most happy!” zhe heaitated,
“No: but If I.wera very much poorer| laved her™ 4 doubtfully, wistfully. “And eaome-

I should stil] ask leave to do so small
a service—the debt, the gratitude are

“As 1 was so much a fool, it would’
seem &0. But there was at least the

times, perhaps, I shall sae you?" she
faltered.

mine, With your coursge, your mar-| gxcuss that shs Is beautiful. You “Very often. + Whensaver my good
velous courage, ¥You have saved my 5‘*""; friend allows It, I will come. I spoke
life, which this morning I find as Bhé took the offered photograph.|of my sister. Bbe, too, shall ecome
precious =aa & wsané man should.| The photograph of & superd figure| ypu will like to know her?

Though Iast night, when we met of royal curves, a face that suggested “0, If she permits, yas. But I am

He stopped. a sumptuous beauty of glowing|so stupld! If she does not speak
“Yes? Last night? FBhe walted. tlondness well But Barraclough | French, llke you n
“] was ready to fling It away, or do | looked only at the small face bent “I hope, for the credit “of her
worse, as only & fool' would TYou| gver it, with the peari-like purity of| teachers, that she spraks It much
wonder? Today was to have been| color, the finlghed fineness of lip and | better”

my weodding day.”

“Today?"' she gried. *“Oh, but how
strangel It is also——" In her quick
breakoff, in her gesturé towards him
of little, impulsive hands, there was
the sweatest compassion. “Was Lo
have been? Ah, but indesd I under-

cheek and chin, the length of black
fashea hiding the violet-green eyes.
She glanced up with a flash of them.

“She is beautiful—yes.” She gave
A lttle gasp. fercely. "“And 1 hate
her!" she cried.

"You hale her

“It will not matter.
speak your English.
very hard., monsieur!”

“You must also dance and play.
And L too, will work wery hard™
sald Barraclough gravely. "A psriod
of probatlion, appronticeship, is clearly

1 shall so soon
0, 1 will work

#tind! She dled, monsleur?’ “Should I not? She is selfish and|ealied for. Bul one would prefar o
“Not at all" sald Barraciough,| faize and a fool and a llar! She sells | znow its necessary duration It is
amiling. “I am without that justifica-| herself I—willingly. For that—| a4 gqueation.’ His smile as he met her
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g8y, the head of the prince's house- When I got to Epsom the
hold, and we swapped a few &lories alr was thick with mist y akies
before Bir Godfrey told me the prince were dark. I pushed my way out on
was ready to ses me. tha track to take a Ic around _H.'::!:
I walked up a long flizht of stairs some track guards, poeing my cam
and turning to the left entered & éra, started to push me back Just
spacious room with & very high mbout that time someone stepped| dow
celling. The prince was seated at c through the crowd and grabbed me |t
a desk at the far end, but as soon |“l want you te make a picture of my sister, tAe Princeas Mary” sald the prince, and the photograph ahown above, | 1y the arm. It was prince |
2z I came in he got up and walked whiclh was taken at Epsom Downs oz Derbhy day, was the resnit. From jeft to right the figures Whown In the “How are you this time?" he sald.|
loward me with hia hand out- pleture arg: Admiral Halsey, the head of the prince’s houschold; the prince of Walea, the Princess Mary, the *T'fm & blt rushed.” I sald.
stretched, duke of York and Prince Albert. I He laughed. By that time the gnng |
“I am certainly glad to sae you,” had fallen back and left me alo
he sxid. “How long have you been In | here & few weeks ago for the steeple-| race in which the prince came out they here, you ‘would have got batter “Come over here,” he gsald.
London?" chxse. We had a jolly time, Let mq| winner, the others falling by the way. | ones.” I triad to express my profes- | like you to make a picture of
1 tald him. show you some of tha pletures”™ “These pictures are not very good” | sional appreciation, but dldn't say | sister. the Princoss Marv.”
“I'm sorry you couldn't have been The plotures ware of the guards'| he said. *“I'm sure If you hid beenl) anything of Interest. I had only one plate. It was a
has betrayed you, robbed you, made |*! fear, Mademolsellsa Yvonne, that
you euffer, and I hate her—yes!|sou sre younger than I wish you?™

“Wish me?
with & puszszled
understand. But,
young. It is because

8hae ahook

laugh
no—1I

1

her h

do

“1
am

am so -

s0 lUttle’—that you think it. Today—
it iz strange—you think so, too?—
{8 also my birthday. T am 15.*
“Winetean?. So much? T question
Is answered,” sald Barr ough He
took the childish hands and kissed
them, kissed the siender wrist and th
bangle from which the little sllver
heart hung. "“For thé preseni, mad-

emolsells, 1 am econtent
with much satlsfactloen in
Years— no more—you will he 31"

Farrant, scated at breakfas! turned
his head at sound of the opening door.

“Well” he growled with a gruff-
néss that masked extreme relief, {

reflect

that two

I shan't hava to bail you out, it
seeme’! Better luck than 1 looked
for. All the sames, youd bisgsed assa,
if you have dodged the bobbies 1
supposa tha painting—"

And stopped bDecauss the ftg‘:lr‘![

that paused before him was 5o glar-
ingly, Indubltably. adsolutely sober
“The town," said Barraclough
gravely. “remalns of its normal tint
Theres are, do you know, =0me re-
markably fine color effects to be got
ahout daybreak—nevar abserved
them befors, No—your serviceg as
ballee are not required. Nevertheless,
1 have made a nlght of 1. Also"—he

—————————

alll—one has only disdain. But abe|gyes was touched wilk W

tion of my folly, mademolsellsl Xou

sbuddered and laughed unateadlly—
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“I ebnll be married”™ concluded
Barrac! day two Years—
time e&nough, with perseverance, to
kick myself into decent shape. Be-

re the event 1 shall unquestionably
gAYy prayers! By the way, T hope
shortly to introduce her to Margaret
—they should know each other
Which is as high = compliment as
could ba paid to &ither. The dats, It

happens, will al
day.
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m0 be her IIst birth-
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