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BEY IRVING B. BAYFORD

N THE npight, some ten or s0 Years
I sg0, 1 knocksed at the door of Alex-

ander Graham Bell in Washipgton.
Enocked and walted. I was about to
knock again, whsn the unseemliness of
the hour., which had been troubling me,
mads me forbear.

To bes gure, the occaslon was im-
portant, BSomething had happened or
threatened to happen. [ do not remember
which: and the Associated Press desired
an expression from Mr. Bell

Then, as I stood ‘‘armed In hesitance,'
the door opened. Without sound, with-
out nny light. And a thickset man
wrapped in a gray bathrobe, whom 1
dimly percelved, sald—

“Yeoul"

I remember that he sald it from tha
bottom of his chest, acd the deep.toned
hearty friepdliness of tha word has
lingered with me,

We went togethar Into the library, he

retying the cord of the great, rumpled
Lathrobe And we talked of what [ had
come about, and disposad of that And
1 sald. being entranced by the man and
loath to E0O AWAY: “Isn't It trus that
trapsportation is the one big forca back
of every stride civilization has taken

He jooked at me, his great eyes under
the

thair shaggy cliff-brows kindled as
windows of a lighthouse look out Into
tha sea. “‘Let us have some coffee,”” he
sald, "and we will talk.”

We want intc the kitchen. And he
made coffee, and not too quickly, that
was very black, 1 remember, and very
good. And we carrled our cups which

he got from s cupboard, and the coffes-

pot, into the dining room, and drew up
chairs at a great table, and sat down.
He sipped greedily. I had to make

pretense; it was g0 scalding hot.

“Transportation,” he sald. And 1 shall
not ever forget his ayoes, the deepness of
his volce. “I know what mean—
communication. Transportation = only
the larger word, It iz the greatest word
ifn the lexicon. It is the Iabel on the
very paper that sclence is wrapped in
Transportation! Communication Is only
fis Immediate fraction., Have some cof-
fee.”

“It is good,” I said.

“I have had to learn to make it wall,
because it {s my dissipation. I love ft.”
His eyes festened into distance. “'Trans-
portation,"” he sald “It may be tha
beating of a drum soross an African wil-
derness. Tt may be the magical circle
which ia & cart-wheal. It may be a ship
at sea with letters for someo port. It may
be the taking down ol a Lelsphone re-
calver to speak nnd be heard across the
{nvisible. Transportation! Communica-
tlon! It Is a man laughing at the ele-
ments! And we have only begun to
Jearn bhow to laugh! Waea shall sail Ilke
the birds Into far places or nsar, and be
theare swiftly We shall run races with
the fishes and nose out the secrets of the
oceans, Transportation! Communica-
tion!

“There can bs no society without con-

you

tact. There can be no civilization with-
out soefety. There can be no community
without intercourse Why, commu-
nileation s tha very blood-stream of
lite! We will make some fresh cof-
feo. . . .

“"Where shall you look for savagery
gnd find It? Where there Is no ister-
conree with states or tribes or groups
which have progressad And how can

there be Intercourss without transporta-
tion? 1t = impossibie. Archasology and

sthnology are no more, in the linal word,

than the record of people’s efforts to
communicate. The muck-drowned vil-
iages of the Florida everglades have

given up to sclence the evidence of trade
contracta which make us wonder Low
far, in God’s name, gonld a eanoe travel
or 4 runner endure.™

“And thess ancientries that gscience
digs up,” I said, “‘do they mean to you

that we are just learning over again, in
a bigger way?”

“Opr should we say in a small
Le laughed at me. “Ask me that
I hava died.

“This 1 konow: That fn human exist.
ence, isolation is dsath, communication
Is life. Transportation? We ars only
fingering tha tips of Ita wings. We are
only just eatching the beat of its bhreath
We are getting ready to begin to ‘travel!’

"Havs somo coffas."

way?"
when

Some time in the dead hours of the
night | came away, filled high up with
good coffes and great Ahdughts. And as

I walked through tha silent streets of the

nntion's capital—than which no streats
of a big city are mors utterly silent be-
fore the dawn—I1 wonld have been ra-

minded, could I have looked & {ew years
ahead, of another doorway, another
huge-cheated man of magie affalrs, in
another city,

You knew he would be a great figure
of a man beafora you swung open the door
ef his hote]! room and entered, You knew
it, possibly. by hearsay: you knew {t car-
tainly by the timbre that still reverber-

ated in response to the rap-rap on tha
panel.
Thera had besn no sppointment. Yeat

Theodore N, Vail, rising, rising. risiung
(like szome ' mighty-chestad forbear of
Kipliog's Little Mildred in “"The Man
Who Came Bagk™), st the writing-table
dragged to the light of a window, said al
oncé with outstretched hand:

“You are of the press. | am glad to
se0 vou. Bit down."

One cbserves, In golng nither and yon
about thes world asking other people
things about other people's business and
theraby making a living, that thers are
eeveral kinds of blg men ranging looss,
and that a lmited number of them ara
of the bigness of the fourth dimension—
a measurement which through all the
sentient ages has been abroad In our
midst whila scjentista have bean harrying
the flanks of the universe, llke persistent
fleas, to discover ft.

Yeat the thiog Is so absurdly apparent
—when you set to measuring an all-and-
all big man. He is high, he is wide. he
is thick: and for the fourth dlmension
his brain and beazxt and soul are of a
biguness that finite instrumeénts cannot
measure, And there's your fourth di-
mengion right under your nose, It's so
simple aven Einstein might have thought
of It—ralatively.

Now there was, ss well 1 recall it on
that sunny-wind Texas aftarnoon beside
o gulf shore—theres was, [ say, a certain
personal space In this fourth dimenslon
of Theodore N. Vail, and by the grace of
what gods there be it was filled with
something thicker than ether. By his
hearty invitation ws at onoce Investigated
it

“It is of tha bast, sir,”
down my glass reluctantly. ‘Do you,
may 1 ask, carry It with yout"” (He was
upon ane Of his long and rather frequent
trips required of him ss prasident of the
American Telephona & Telegraph com-
panvy).

“I did this time,”” he twinkled. His
dark, brilliant ayez—gleaminggblack &t
times—shone with a2 whimsical friendll-
ness through the polished lenses of his
speciacies. “'I mo more belisve, and 1
gpeak for myself, not baviag sufficient

I sald, sstiing

wisdom to speak in such matters for the
rest of mapnkind, [ nmo mora belisve In
total abstinence than I ballave in excess.”
he sald. *I enloy good lguor just as I
enjoy a well-prepared meal and a prop-
orly selected cigar. Now these,” he said.
pushing forward on the tgble a partly
emptiad box of exceedingly fragrant Ha-
vanas, “"these may be to your liking.”

They were “You are too polite,” 1|
said, ""to think that I came only te par-
take of vour fine hospitality. Aside ftrom
wishing the privilege of meeting you.
shall T tall you what I did coms for?"

“Now that,” beamed Theodors Vall,
“would be quite in @rder: though I am
content Lo enjoy tha plessure of this com-
panionship.”

"I hellave thet I!mportant men, very
busy men, do not say such things so read-
lly without rather meaning them,” 1 re.
torted, ““and I thank you. T came to ask
you, sir, what you wounld do if you wére
& tclspbone girl and some delayed male
at tha other end of the line lost his tam-
per and swore at you completely?”

“1'd swear back at him like helll”
snapped Theodore Vall, Then ha leaned
back until the hotel chalr creaked. and
laughed nis greal, raverberating laugh.
**No,” he said, sllpping off his spectacles
to polish them bhacduse the quick mist of
fun had quite blurred the bright lenses;
1 elng & lady, 1 couldn’t do that.

‘no, b
could

“*And being a company
couldn‘t either, because you'd
I suggestad.

“As to that part.,” twinkled the big
man, "I might forget and take a chance.
But youn did put your finger on somse-
thing there, It afferds me an oppor-
tunity I'm glad of to pay tribute to the
almost universal patience of the tele-
phone operator, her remarkabls gelf-
control fp the matter of civility under
hotrs-long straln which the public but
faintly comprehends, {{ the public thinks
about it at alt. More and more sach yaar
it is coming to be & tradition of the tele-
phone service that efficlency wherever
mechanically posaible, and politeness al-
ways, are to pravall on ‘Central’s’ part as
something bigger, broader, finsr than
mere rules whose volation justifies dis-
cipline,

“There are times when dalay, unmex-
plained or explainead, is almost madden-
ing to the party ealling—1 say that not
as a telephone official but a8 ons of the
millions of the public who frequently use
the phone; but I say, too, as a telephone
official now, that la the very large ma-
jority of such annoyancea the cause I
mechanical rather than buman, dus to
some technicallty of ths elementa or of
the mechsnloal Instrumentality, rather
than to indifference upon the part of an
empioye. And in both fislds, conditions
are improving vearly, I balleve. Now, a
little of thip——-7"

“By all means.” [ sald. “If you had
uot asked me I might have been tempted
to do whst you sald you would-but-

employe ¥ou
be fired,”

would-not do if you wers a hello girl.

You know."

I had winted to haar that deep. tim.
hred Inugh again. and it came.

“Thiz afterncon reminds me,”" I sald,
etanding and looking out the hotel win-
cow and down upon the scraggly bit of
shore that did duty below the sas-wall
as “besach,” "'of a certain occcasion some

Alexander Graham Bell Made the Phone Ring,
- Theodore Vail Switchboarded the Continent,
““Marse Henry’’ Talked Across the World,

‘ and Robert Lincoln, Host, Got Only a Sniff of

/ Mr. Watterson’s Pullman Omelet on a Hot

Kentucky Morning

A

yvears ago very much farther north but
still very much in the south.”

“What was that occaslon?” he de-
manded, with ths quick, Interested curi-
ceity which was a very part of the man's
life—he handled huge things, thought
immense thoughts, but detalis—passing
observations—-were not, to him, petty
hbecause by chance thsy might be small
! have giways considered that was one
of the unhidden secreis of Theodors
Vall's greatnesa [n llfa.

“It is about Henry Watterson and Rob-
&rt T. Lincoln snd a private car of the
Pullman company and a breakfast and
an unspsakably hot summer day in mid-
Kentudky and a [lag-draped vlillage
squars where the sun blazed and "

“But," he Interrupted eagerly, mo-
tioning to the cigars and helping him-
relf, “why deoes such ap ocoasion remind
sou of this?" .

“Because,” I sald, daring to look a
great man in the eves and tall him an
bonest compliment, "because the getiing
was so differant and the momentary
companionship bolds 20 much in com-
mon." He looked st me very stsadily,
very Inspectingly through the bright
spectacles In ‘whose lens [ caught by a
freak of the window-light a retiection of
his white bair that wans far whiter and
finer than s2pun whits-gold. And then
very slightly, vary understandiagly, 1
thought, he bowed. ““Will you tell ma
sbout—Mr. Watlerson and—the rest?”
ho askad.

“The trafn,” [ said, accepting the of-
fered mateh, "“was bound from Loulsville
to Hodganville, and at Hodgenvills was
to be uynveiled in the early afterncon
Gutzon Borglum's heroic statue of Abra-
bam Linooln. The train carried the ‘pri-
vates car of Mr. Robert Lincoin, then

president of ths Pullman compapy——""

“That was “Tad’ of ths president’s
days." sald Mr. Vafl.

“"That was 'Tad," " I anpswered. “"Marse
Henry was (o dellver the oration, sod he
was Mr. Lincola’s guest. 1 went to thelr

car to get the possible manuseript of the

speech—which, as a thorough mnews-
paper man, the sdlior had with him In
malfold; and T was Invited to come 0"

“Don’t stop,” sald Mr. Vall. “I want
® all—] like contact with thess intimata
things. Go on!"™

“It wan early forepoon, and breakfast
was being servaed in tha car. Marse
Henry, [ remember, had Just begun to
remove into himself his portion of a
Spanish omelet, I ean soe that
yat—though it was disappearing with
pracision It was tha largest, most gor-
gcously bedecked funera]l meat of yvellow
eggn I ever up to Lthat time had looked
upon. I think pnot fewer than six of tha
best hens must have contributed at least
two offeringa aplece to It There was
that faimtly wedded odor ot garllie and
onionk which can ar{se &nly when thera
has heen on the Immediate Jjob some
‘delicate, white-handed, dilettaute priest’
of u chef to hioss the breaking of egE-

ehells with Incantations, Thare were
cther

The big president of the American
Telaphone & Telagraph company

leaned back agaln, and again the hotel
chair oredakad Its snguish, and bBoomed

#gain like a chime of chimes, that deep
laugh, this time muted Lo something like
a cathedral chuckle “Now just a bit
of—-—"

“Burely. Thank you,"” I sald. I
thought by the tale to whet your appe-
tite; In return, you are excelleptly whet-
ting mine."

“Now 1 want to ask you something—
in strictest confldbmee,” pafd Mr, Vall,
and bent upon me through his spectacles
& tell-the-truth gase that brought the
answer &t once, unheaitant: “No, sir,” I
said, “‘to the best of my recollection and
belief Mr. Robart Linocoln 4ld not get any
of that omelet—If T recall, he preferred
to breakfast on fruft”™

Agaln the chimes struck., “I guessed
1t!" laughed Theodors Vall. “Marse
Hanry was as great 2 feader as he was a
writar—that’'s one of the reasons he
wrote so mightlly."

“Thare's food for thought in that,” 1
refloctad.

“There was for Marse Henry.”
twinkled my host.. ““Wall, you got to
Hodgenville’—and ”

“We got to Hodgeaville, and no
caterpiilar tank traversing a place of
many ruins ever made faster time than
that Kentucky train getting there. That
i= God's truth on a bot day.

“And then—the atatue!

“The meager, straggling village within
rifleshot of the log-cabin birth.roof: the
scoreés upon soorssa of hitched Dduggies
and ssddle-horses arousd the four sides
of the square; the simple country squars
itself, a-flutler with uncounted flags lap-
ping Ustlesaly st the hot breese that
bLarely blew; the rude and rustic crowds:
the ribbonad, blossom-strewing school
children In white; the gray snd weather-
sunken roofs about—all, all fadad allke

into ome background of simple dignity

omeles™

whett the lanyards were iwiichad, and
there sat looking out beyond the scens
in all the mighty majesty of bronzs the
great and humble Linecoln Looking, as
It ware, Into that fnscrutable aternity
Into which his soul, which he ever cap-
tained, bad gone Metal breathed Into
by genius, as though the dead had re
turned again to his own lowly birthplace
to lve.

“Huge, colossal, brooding in the ma
Jestle but kindly thoughtfulnsss of one
whoss 1ife had deen garlanded with so
Hitle of happiness and heaped upon with
so0 much of bitter care, yeot played upon
from within by s grece of humor rare
snd undismared: In Ita vast chalr the
Figure sat., and gazed agalnst the hills
I do pot know how Any man can ever
pass it without baring bis head In sim
ple, homely salute.”

Thoers wan & silonce,

“Man!" sald the deep voles of Theo
dors Vall. "I wish 1 could have been
thare. What did Watterson—say?

I ¢ould not tell Bim: I had forget. BPut

Marse Henry can tell him, now
L . -

The mighty Kentuckian want out upen
the long, long way, trom tha lovely olty
of Jacksonvilie, fa Florida, just bdefare
the Christmas chimes of 1021 rang be
#lde the pea.

I had gone down Into the soulh om an
editorial interview trip and was to cn
his trall in the metrapolls of the palms
He had arrived at the Saminnle & .
days befpre me, and they told me at the
hotel desk ho was very Il

And when breakfast was servad In n
room tha next day, (here came with the
tray the"Times-Unlon. ! opened to tha
first page to scan. And Marse Heury
was dead

It was Lthe passing of a grest s«
taking from the world of a war:
the world sonld not afford (o
thought of Tennysoq's lines

“Sad as the plpe of hall-awakenod
birde to dying cars, when unto dylug eves
the casement slowly grows & glimmering
square.” Pos bas eoited that passage
with one from "The Fasrle Quean
rmong the most perfect axpressions
poostic Imagery In the langunge And
fe.

[ thought, too, of the massive Blaine
standing besldes the hisr of Garfleld In
the dimness of the vast rotunda in the
capitol at Wanhington, and closing his
aimost matchless oulogy with
words:

With wan, fevered facs unlifiad
the conling dbreese he gased out wistfull
upon the ocean’s changing wonders
its f(ar salls whiteming In the morsing
light: on the groat waves rushing »h
ward to break and die beneath (he »
day sun: on the red clonds of evening
arching low to the horizon: on the serens
and solemn pathway of the wtars
us think that his dying eyes read s my»
tic moaning which only thes rapt and
partiag soul may know Lt
that in tha silencs of the roveding 1
bhe beard tho great wavea breaking on =
Iarther shore, and falt already af hie
wasted brow the breath of
morning.”

thone

T

the steroal

India's Caste System Rigid.

Tl!l-‘: roligioun laws of Brahmanivm )

vide the H!'ndn peopls In India inis

four principal hereditary classns or
castas—the Brahmans (priesta). kahat
fvas (rulers and warriors), vaziayas
imerchants and husbandmen ) and sodras
(mechanies, lahorers or sarvanis) the
first thrée boing known as vicehorn
and thoe last a» obce-born."’ Thesa
original castes. however, have becoms
lo a great extant sub-dividod-——the men
belag known by Lthelr work or Lrades
as the "caste' of shoemakesrs and Lhe

“casts™ of sweapors—so that nowadays
tha Brahmans slons are said to remain
as & distinet caste. Aside from all thess
are the Pariabs (or outcasts) who have
no casts, According to the Cyciopedia
of Indla, “the affoct of the casta sysism
{8 that no mans may Jawfully eat with any
{ndividual of any other caste, or partake
of food cooked by him. or marry into
snother caste family; but he may be his
friend, his mastsar, bis servant, hisa part-
ger.”

“Tomboy of the Alr" Unigue,

One of the unique figures of flimdom
is Andre Peyre. Bhe is called “the tom-
boy of the air,” her Dusinsss balng to
perform riaky stunta for serial thrillers

8he has becn & lloansad alr plicl eines
she was 17. That was [ive yoars age
Bhe was taught the tricka of aviation by
Poulet, French filer, at lssy les Moull-
coaux and claima to be the only girl fller
who cap do all the alr stuats dons by the
iate Ormer Locklear,

Mademoisella Feyra appeared (n wsev.
eral French films. Bhe has Just com-
pletad her work as a stunt flier in “The
Riddle of the Range,” starring Ruth No-
1snd, and s on the way 1o France lowes
Lor mother. Upon her return 10 Americs
sha will probably appoar ia a serlal star
ring Pear] White or Ruth Kolamd

Bhe's an all-round sthlete, an expert
swimmer and dlver. And she's good
looking.

' Ancestry Begins Up a Troe,

““Why 414 Percy van Dabb glve up 1t
ing 1o trace his ancestry?™

"“"He sald that the farther back hes went
the herder ft was, untll at last he found

himself completely up & free.”




