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Tollgate

No. 1 on the Augusta Road

:The Indianapolis Market Has
Charms for_M_any Women

Besides the Obvious Economical Advantages It Affords, It Has

Numerous Picturesque and Social Attractions

ARKET day has something of the
nature of a religious festival in
indianapolis and its observanc
‘is rigid, notwithstanding that it
occurs three times a week. Ladies

of high degree forsake their luxurious
homes, neglect their shopping and forego
alluring engagements to drive to market
@as regularly as the market day comes
around, rain or shine; thrifty women or-
der their household affairs with an eye to
the Importance of the day, and overworked
women rush their breakfasts in order to
get in the matter-of-course marketing be-
fore the other inexorable duties of the day
begin.

There are Indianapolis women, probably,
who never go to market. But an observer
©of the ever-changing throng that surges
through the big market house three days
of the week will incline to the belief that
the woman who doesn’'t join in the surging
§s the exception to the rule.

Market is Interesting on any of its days,
@t any hour of the day and to marketers
of every type and age. The market parties
which are perennially popular with the
young people are proof in themselves of
the delights of a marketing tour properly
conducted. They are the gayest of af-
gairs, because unexpected things are always
happening, because a market scene is al-
ways full of local color, because there is
variety and sparkle in the whole thing.
And in the actual marketing tour thg same
wonditions prevall to make even the
Frosaic buying of meats and vegetables for
the household larder an entertaining rather
dhan a wearying process.

Saturday is the best day to go to market
#o see the wheels go round. Saturday is the
one-all-day-long market day. There are
greater throngs of visitors, there is an im-
aneasurably greater display of vegetables
&nd other things on the stands, and on
Saturday, too, the flower market blossoms
dn all its glory instead of in only partial
sadiance. From half-past 4 in the moru-
dng to half-past 10 at night the market
house is full of life and interest.

The Saturday marketing crowd s par-
RQicularly interesting by reason of its vari-
mtions at the different times of day. Morn-
ing, noon and night are distinctly marked
epochs in market life on Saturdays. Ex-
wepting in the very early hours, when the
purchasers are apt to be of the ""forehand-
«d” class of housekeepers, the morning mar-
ket crowd comes nearer to belng a fash-
donable assemblage than at any other time
during the day. It would surprise many
& scoffer at soclety, who imagines that the
woman of fashion never burdens herself
with household cares, leading only a but-
terfly existence, to see the number of ar-
istocratic women who drive down to the
market in the morning and followed by a
maid or a man with the basket, or in many
cases carrying the basket themselves, make
the round of the stalls, selecting turnips
and potatoes and other homely vegetables
with the eye of a connoisseur, poking at
meats, and making inspired selections of
the best cuts, waiting their turns at the
stalls behind the stout German woman “or
the wizened little Itallan, with a demo-
cratic acceptance of the prineiple of first
come, first served. Butterflies and market
baskets are irreconcllable quantities, and
the presence of the baskets would indicate
that the butterfly element is not the pre-
eminent thing in the make-up of Indian-
apolis society matrons.

THE BRIDE ON HER ROUNDS.

Another feature of the Saturday market
morning is the bride. Dear thing, she comes
a-marketing, usually carrying her own
basket to buy joyously the crisp green let-
tuces, the succulent young onions, the
“cute” little roasts and even the liver and
bacon that the One man's appetite craves.
She is usually fresh and sweet as a pink
and her eyes hold a sweet seriousness of
thought as she meditates whether John
would prefer mutton or veal. She buys
painstakingly and discriminatingly because
two people need such a little bit of each
thing, and at home over her accounts her
pretty brows frequently knit.

“Oh, John, I just can’'t see where my
money goes, I buy just a little bit of this
and a little bit of that and at the end of
the week I've spent twice what I expected
to—and I'm just as careful.”

John usually manages to soothe her but
he doesn’t tell her the remedy which he
probably doesn't know—to buy a consider-
able amount infrequently rather than just
a lttle bit frequently,. which experienced
housekeepers say is the way to keen down
eXpenses.

Once In a while, sad to say, the bride
fsn't all trim and fresh and joyous in her
marketing. One meets her now and again
leaning against a stand, waitlng her turn
at butter or chickens, a peevish pout on her
llp:!. her raincoat donned h;ml“_\' Oover an
obviously thrown-on toilet, her hair strag-
gling down from its ineffective pins. One
knows instinctively that she left the break-
fast dishes gfanding to come downtown for
her usual! market routine and that the
glamour of both housekeeping and market.
ing has vanished, temporarily at least,

The Saturday afternoon crowd is made ug
of a cla=s that figures less frequendy in the

soclety columns of the newspapers than do
the aristocratic dJdames and the brides.
There are brides aplenty on Saturday aft-
ernoon, though, and it ig really delightful
to see them on thelr way to and from and
round the market. For, in the Saturday
afternoon affairs John usually comes along
to help with the marketing and to carry
the basket, and the happy-faced voung
Darbles and Joans who mingle with the
afternoon marketers are a pleasant sight
to see. There is no less romance in their
marketing, nor Is it always more scnsible
than that of the morning bride.

“My. those are good-looking Httle rad-
ishes,” sald one Darby to one little city-
bred Joan, discussing their purchases be-
fore a stall loaded with tempting vegetables,
*You know I've alwavs kind o thought
that those little crisp things would make
good pickles. Don’t you™'

Joan laughed the merry little lnugh of
superior knowledge., “Why you silly bay,
of course not—they aren't sour enough to
make pickles of.” she returned; and Darby,
convicted of ignorance, murmured, “Well, |
su that's so.”"
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noon crowd the of mod-
erate means and little pretensions,
who no earthly reason why she
should not do her marketing and her shop-
ping on Saturday afternoon if she wishes
to; so she does them both with all the
independance in the world.

THE SATURDAY NIGHT CROWD.

But Saturday night! 7Phat's the time to
g0 to market if you wish merely to watch
the crowds. For the Saturday night crowd
i infinitely more interesting than the Bat-
urday morning or the Saturday afternoon
crowd. It is a cosmopolitan crowd; Mon-
golian jostles Caucasian, the Latin
rub shoulders with the Anglo-Saxon;
through and among and on the outskirts
of the throng, pass the different types of
the African, from:the “high-born lady"”
with her yellow skin to the veriest darkey
of them all. Of all the members of the
hustling, bustling, Saturday night crowd,
they are perhaps the best-natured of the
lot. *“Huh, dis yeah mahket's wuss'n a
chu'ch house, hit's so crowded,” grumbled
one fat mammy, every tooth in her head in
evidence despite the fact that adjacent el-
bows and shoulders are dolng thelr best
to disturb her equilibrium and her temper.

The SBaturday night market is evidently
a trysting place for lovers, for the crowd

always contains any number of them wan-
dering through the aisles with eyes not
for the vegetables and meats and flowers
but for each other alone. The picture hat
girl is conspicuous op market o' Saturday
nights and with her flaring plumed hat—
the piumes usually sadly out of curl—her
exaggerated pompaaour towering on one
side, flattened to her eye on the other,
contrasting with her generally rough-and-
ready skirt and jacket, she adds another
element of the picturesque to the shifting
crowds.

And Baturday night, as well as all day
long, the children are there, too, as varied
in their types as are the grown-ups. There
is the dainty little maid who *“‘just loves™
to come to markeét, and who hangs to
mother's skirt, trailing along behind
through rows filled with wvegetables and
cheeses, her eves and ears alert to take in
all the fascinating sights and smelis. In
the meat market she finds less Interest,
however, for her eyes and nose object to
the unattractive piles of raw meats, There
is the sturdy little chap who has been
there often before, and who trudges along
before his particular market party label-
ing everything he comes to to show that he
is a habitue of the place. *““Them’'s rad-
ishers—that's v'serves—'n' that's ples 'n’
¢ake—"n', maw, yvou promised to buy me
s'm" an'mal crackers,, 'n’ here they are
now.”” The pickaninnies who come push-
ing through the crowd, ducking under mar-
ket baskets, darting throug incredibly
narrow openings, are there in force, too.

And the wee bables come to market, too.
Usually they come in parental arms, and
sometimes they take a deep interest in the
purchases for the family larder; some-
times they, are wholly indifferent and ex-
press their contempt for the proceedings
with wails that fill the market. But one
baby who came a-marketing the other Sat-
urday night disdained to come by the usual
methods, He came in a carriage, as suited
his roval right, and, though a perambu-
lator M the crowded aisles of the Saturday
market is a little disconcerting, King Baby
had no difficulty whatever in making his
way along. He sat straight up ard coced
and smiled, and the crowds, as if vy magic,
made way for his triumphal ca:, and no-
body even hinted that his father and
mother might have chosen some other
method of bringing the royal heir to mar-

M IN THE FLOWER MARKET.

The flower market is one of the prettiest
parts of the market place, and is thronged
all day Saturday, for every one seems to
want "“flowers for Sunday.” There is an
impression abroad that one gets flowers
very much cheaper at the market than at
the florists, and, perhaps, one does now
imd then. It is doubtful, however, whether
one can do any consistent economizing by
purchasing the posies at the market unless

the purchase is put off until the closing
hour, and then—*"Yes, we sell off our flow-

e€rs cheap at the end—that is, the ones that

we know aren't very fresh. But the others
we just take home and bring them back
next market day to sell for a little less."
So the economizing is probably not such an
economical process after all.

But flowers and vegetables
and preserves are not all that can be
bought on magket. One can find almost
anything that she happens to think about
wanting, from visiting cards to Belgian
hares, if she has the patience to hunt for
the stand. *“Florodora combs" are one of
the things that one doesn’'t think can be
found on the market—or anywhere else,
perhaps—until one runs into them. “Them's
pretty,”” said a little withered-up Irish
woman the other night, poking a tentative
firger at the Florodoras which sell for the
sum of 1 cents. *““You bet them's pretty.”
repiled the brisk little girl in charge of the
stand. *“You could do your hair up just
lovely with them." The little old woman
wore a contemplative air while one hand
stole up to her head, where a washed-out
pink fascinator covered sparse locks and
obvioug knobs. *“Yes, | believe I could be
doin” my hair nicely with them—would you
be wrappin® them up?' she said, after a
moment.

The market has its characters, though it
takes an intimate acquaintance with the
place to find them out. There is one man
who sells cheese and butter and other
things of a like nature, merely as an ac-
con paniment to conversation. He loves to
talk, and if he may talk his business may
g0 to—anywhere it likes. Frequently in his
interest in conversation he forgets whether
he has given the correct change, and as
he is alwavs ready to make the correction
of any suggested mistake his acceounts
must at times be difficult to balance.
“Yes'm, that's mighty good cheese,”” he
gsald the other night. *It's the last one 1
got, too, an’ it dor't look like it was going
to hold out, Y know that's the funniest
thing- thought 1 had another whole
cheese left, but when 1 come to look for it
it wasn't there. 1 was dead sure 1 counted
six this morning, an’ I thought this was
Just the fifth one 1 cut, but either 1 cut
up the other when I was a-talkin an' didn't
notice 1 was a-doin' it, or else somebody
stole that cheese, I can't rightly say what

did become of jtr.”
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Contentment,
O tell me of the valley
80 wide, and fresh, and still,

That lies at rest ‘'neath a summer sky
Beyond a distant hill

O toll me of the cabin
Where trail and twilight

Where the sun s at the open door
And a song Is In the wheat

maoet,

Where night is near and fragrant

And noon is mad and free;
Where the truant heart is satistied
Tis there [ long to be.

0 valley of cantentment,
O green and distant hill!

There's a wild unrest
And the wind Is at the sill

~Jessie St. John, Marion, Ind.

in my soyl to-night,

| traveler

'

Recollections of Old Toll Gates
In the Vicinity of Indianapolis

An Institution Not Long Out of Date, but Superseded by Such Improve-
ments That It Seems to Have Belonged to Remote Times...
Farmers Found Toll Roads Very Expensive

HIRTY yecars ago neariy ail
good roads in this part
covntry were toll roads,”
a former gatekeeper, “Th
Armstrong Gravel Road Com-

werated the Michigan north
i1, and it was there taken uj
and carried to th: :

847

said

road
Marion county line by
Augusta Gravel Recad Compa
zoing north passed through three
gates in the first twelve miles and had to
s cure his passport in the sh: :
L3,

ipe ol-a num-

Beyond the

ber of various-colored tick

county line was a stretch of a mile and
three-quarters that was a veritable
in the winter time. If the traveler
through allve he found another
awalting him. If he was going to Michi-
gan City he had swamps and toligates al-
ternate!y to the end of his journey.
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this gate

“l1 was stationed at gate on the
Augusta road from 1875 to 18827
the speaker. he company’
had three small rooms in it. They
rent a small patch of ground for a
and $12 a month, E8ix of us had to live on
this. Small as the income was, there were
those who coveted it and tried to have the

company put us out.

tobbers were our great bugbear,
gater and isolaied farmhouses were
guently broken into in those days,
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mast ridiculous people were those

vho traveled on the ungraveled part of

and tried to get out of paying on
they had used the
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“Persons going to church or a funeral
vere not charged This rule led
some ingenious lving. The uninitiated
might have thought that we lived in a
very but unhealthy neighborhe
We soon learned he liar. however, and
company did not much by this rule.”

“What do vou recall as oddest ex-
perience?”” was asked.

“A drove of 150 turkeyvs., A
drove wee of thirty miles
to Indianapolis It was an odd thing even
for that Uum 1 suppose there were
ghippers or agentz in the small towns,
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the
lose

your
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them for a distancs
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and

| it was as cheap to drive the turkeys as it
would have been to hire wagons to haul
them. We questioned the huckster about
| his experience. He said the turkeys gave

no trouble. night they flew into
trees, and he rezted until the n« T

Aalm

rmer give me on

and | sometimes gol a

bottomless
and
e

Jir
iia
o i
wih

were almost
tirne thirty years ago
aglong with as little trav
possibl Hucksters in ecovered
managed In some way to get through the
mud, and the farmers could exchange but-
ter and eggs for tea and coffee and sugar
at their own For this reason the
hucksters were in demand and they did a
zood business. Several of them would
through the gate every dav.

“Everything is changed now.
roads, railroads and interurban
telephones have revolutionized
the farmer.

“The toll road was a great blessing when
it was first built, but it was expensive
The farmer who went to town once a week
would pay out nearly $£25 a vear for toll
The toligates n th Augusta road—No.
1 and No. 2, as were called—collecied
about 2.0 a vear. As the
six long and could kept in
for a small sum it ultimately proved to bs
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a iz luxury to the farmer and had to
give way to free roads.™

In the Literary Worl__

HE first sentence of an editorial
article on Sir Edwin Arnold, in a
late issue of the Times, is as fol-
lows:

“One of the
which Sir Edwin Arnold performed, with-
out in the least meaning it, was to abate
the conceit of the homonymous, but not,
we believe, traceably consanguineous, Mat-
thews, ‘of that ilk.” "

Since both of these gentlemen have now
“joined the majority,” John D.
Champlin, in the New York Times, it may
not perhaps involv: a violation of con-
fidence to relate two incidents which throw

light on their re¢ tions to each other. Some
twenty vears ago, when walking with Mat-
thew Arnold on the banks of the little
river Test, ncar Romsey Abbey, conversa-
tion turned on Sir Edwin Arnold and *““The
Light of Asia," published four or five yvears
previously. It is not necessary to enter
into Mr. Arnold’'s opinion of the poem other
than to say that it was very simliiar to
that of the Times as expresscd in the arti-
cle in question, but during the conversation
I took ocecasion to ask him if he were re-
lated to Sir Edwin. He paused a moment,
as if shocked at the suggestion, and then
said:

“No, we are not of kin. Indeed, T doubt
if he has any right to the name of Arnold.
I have been told that he is of Jewish de-
scent,”

A “few weeks later I happened to meet
Sir Edwin at a dinpner in London, and,
prompted by, I hope, a not unpardonable
curiosity, propounded a similar query to
him.

“No,”” he replied quickly, with what
seemed a shade of asperity in his tone, “1
am not related to Matthew Arnold. We are
of wholly different families.”

Then, his face breaking into his peculiar
smile, he added:

“Matthew Arnold is an inteliigent dys-
peptic. His brain does not digest prop-
erly.”

The slight anlagonism, if it may be so
called, between the two did not prevent Sir
Edwin from publishing, let it be remem-
bered to his credit, an appreciative poetical
tribute to his “brother” bard four years
later, when Matthew Arnold died.

Apropos of the Times's remark that *“*The
Light of Asia™ is a “plece of versified jour-
nalism,” it may not be uninteresting to
add that Sir Edwin told me that it was
written on letter envelopes, the edges of
newspapers, and other odd bits of paper,
during nis daily trips on the railway in
and out of London. The several scraps
recovered from his pockets at night were
then transcribed into an ordinary paper-
covered manuscript book. This book, the
original copy of * ¢ Light of Asia,” was
presented by Sir Edwin to Andrew Car-
negile.,

public services
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Charles Dudley Warner.

Philadélphia Press.

Mrs. Fields, widow of the Boston pub-
lisher, has lately published a wvolume of
recollections of Charles Dudley Warner.

She knew Warner well, and gives an inti-
mate portrait of his amiable personality.
From his friends she has also gathered a
number of entertaining anecdotes, and sup-
plemented these with extracts from his pri-
vate letters that have their share of whim-
gical pleasantry.

Thus he writes to Mr. Howells in May,
1874:

“My Dear Mr. Howells:

“To-day is fit to make a body cry; sky
distant and deep blue, clouds fleecy and
floating, the world full of apple blossoms.
On such a day you said you'd come. You
admit that man is a two-fold being. It
takes two of him to make one. You prom-
ised long ago to visit here. You admit
that. How did wyou keep your promise?
You only half came. Now we expect the
whole of vou. We are compelled to look
upon you, although you are poet, essayist,
traveler and critic, as only a fraction,
without Mrs. Howells.”

Again he writes, in October, after a visit
to the Howells household:

“My dear friend, since you wili not let
me give vou the title of ‘Mr.,” which Har-
vard conferred on you, the time has come
to say good-bye, and 1 hate to say it and am
not jocular a bit. I was lonesome a good
while after we came away from your sin-
cere household. It almost makes me cry
now to =see Johnny with swollen ¢yves and
suppressed sobs thrusting his hands into
the basket of grapes and casting glances
upon the wreck of the table to see if there
was anything else that could better stay his
grief. Happy boyvhood that can conquer
grief by filling the mouth. You wouldn't
believe what a great place you have got
in my heart, both of you in both our hearts,
I feel =0 much richer for it. God keep us
all safe and well and give us more days
for the enjoyment of a friendship which I
believe has no selfishness in {t."

Among the anecdotes this one furnished
by one of Mr. Warner's assoclates on the
Hartford Courant has a psychological in-
terest:

“I recall once, that at my urgent request,
when Mrs. Stowe was reported dying, he
wrote an editorial about her to be pub-
liched at her death. She rallied and lived
months, perhaps years. When finally the
article appeared he was in the South, On
receiving his Courant he wrote home ex-
pressing his hearty approval of the editor-
fal, adding that there were things in it he
had always intended to say when the time
came. He was quite curious to know who
the author was.”

Book Purchasers Deceived,

Literary Collector.

Book collectors are smiling broadly over
a check recently made out and signed by
the Hon. Joseph G. Cannon, speaker of the
House, in favor of an accomplished book
agent, who dumped on the Hon, Gentleman
a subscription set of historical volumes,
by the power of his gifted tongue. The
check should be worth as much to some
collector of large and sad experience after
it bas been through the bank as before its

pavment. It should be reproduced and
hung in many a full-gilt extra library., The
check is indorsed In full as follows: *““This
check i= in full payment, both legal and
moral, for sixty volumes of books called
in the econtract with the payee [here is
named the publication.] The books are not
worth a damn, and are high at that. ‘“We
are never too old to learn,” but the way
the gentlemanly agent came it over your
Uncle Joe is worth the check.”

We saw in a bookseller's shop last week

a set of subscription books—twentyv-two
volumes—got un in the fake subscription
book manner, evidently printed from worn
plates, and shoddily put together. The
books were on sale, and the tale that gores
with them is this: An invalid gentleman ol
New York is very fond of books, but is un-
able to read to himself, his ey having
given out. For years he has had constantly
with him a nurse &aand companion who has
been eves and hands to the man. A
short time ago this companion was called
away and the invalid was left for awhile
alone. A book agent called and was admit-
ted to pass away the time. His persuasive
elogquence and the display of a sample vol-
ume caused the gentleman to sign an order
for the set, the price as he understood it
being £1150 all told. He could not the
order he was signing, but it was read to him
by the agent. When the bnoks were de-
Hvered the bill called for the payment of
3130 for each of the twenty-two volumes,
and the demand was backed by the order
signed by the gentleman's own hand. Re-
alizing the futility of fighting the claim In
his weak state, he paid the bill of $2.30
and sent the books to a bookseller for dis-
posal.

It seems to be the publishers of this same
get who are belng sued by a New Jersey
woman, because they announced that this
“author's edition" was to consist of twen-
ty-six copies from specially designed type,
and, since purchasing it, she finds it printed
from plates that have been used for other
cdi_:ions. We have not seen the end of the
suit,
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Y hy Novels Are Rend.
Philadelnhia Ledger.

There is no one hardy enough to contend
that novels are not the most popular and
most widely read of the books that come
from the publishers’ presses, but few
novel readers could give a philosophical
explanation of their fondness for fiction.
A writer in the London Bystander has un-
dertaken to enlighten them. “Solemn
lovers of their species,” he says, “lament
on platforms the preponderance of
the fiction which taken out of circu-
lating libraries as compared with other
matter. But no one secms to see the ob-
vious truth that the reason why noveis are
preferred to books of science or philos-
ophy is because they are =0 much more im-
portant. A novel deals with a man's life.
And a man’'s life is obviously more inter-
esting than a man's theory. A man's life
generally ends in death, which is a very
romantic episode, whereas a man’'s theorfes
generally end in nothing at all. Only very
enthusiastic supporters of a theory would
be interested in what became of that the-
ory, whereas any one who had ever met
him would be mildly interested in what
would- become of a man. He might bhe
made king or be hanged. So that there
is a very real difference between tossing
away, half—ﬂnlsr_af«l. a brak of pbilosophy
or a book of fiction. It is all the difference

between throwing a book over a cliff and
throwing a man."

over
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Ameriean Fiction Abroad.
New York Tribune.

If we are to believe a plaintive corre-
spondent of the London Morning Post. the
growing popularity of our native romances
has greatly reduced our importation of the
foreign article, and there has been “a gen-
eral decline in the wvalue
rights' of British novels,

of American
We are told that
“a British publisher of spirit is now vis-
iting the States in order to investigate this
and other professional problems.” Perhaps

we ought to shed sympathetic tears over
the plight of the Britons now being edged
out of a lucrative market, but, as a mat-
ter of faet, we nothing to regret in
the situation. If the publisher aforesaid is
not oniy spirited, but a man of open mind,
he will tell his avthors when he returns to
England that all they need to do in order to
hold their own over here is to write better
books. No foreign novelist of genuine abil-
ity misses his chance in this country: on
the contrary, he is sure of an apors ciative
audience and of substantial returns. It
only the medioerity who is gaoing to the
wall, and that strikes us as being a good
thing for all concerned. 1t is true that the
American novelist who is displacing him is
often mediocre enough, but that is bheside
the point. If we must put up with twaddle
let us. at any rate, have littile of it
possible,
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as as
Kipling's Parodies.

W. L. Alden's London

Mr. Kipling has been

parodies which have appeared

the daily vavers. They ar:

Lotter,
writing a series of
in one of
good parodies,
and in every case Mr. Kipling has caught
with admirable precision the style of the
author whom he hag parodied. But
I could take any interest

dles.

]‘ll!' one
in
They mereiy present us with the out-

nevel pDaro-

side of thelr originals, and though a clever
parody must of necessily show cleverness
on the part of the parodist—i{f the
be Ill‘l'méltlil--ll wh l“}_'
sary exhibition cleverness, I do not
think that the public has cared
much for Mr. parodies, Had he
written nothing better we should doubtless
have been attracted by the clevern of
them, but when we think the superb
work he has done we rather grudge the
time employed by him in merely imitating
gsome one else, Why should the man who
wrote ““The Seven Beas' condescend to imi-
tate lesser men—for surely there nre few
among the poets whom Mr., Kipling has
parodied who are not far below him in
merit. But Mr. Kipling is entitled to
amuse himself in his own way, and if he
finds rest In writing parodies we can ecas-
ily forgive him.

word may

SeeIls O unneces-

of
general
Kipling's
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No Inspirntion There,
Philadelphia Press.
“All I want js a room with an open fire-
place in it,” said the Literary Man,
“1 don't care how small the
how bare, but it must have
place or I can’'t work in it.

room is, or

an open fire-

“You see, in the summer a chap can get
his inspiration from out of but the
rest of the year he has to depend on what
he can indoors Now, you can alwars
see something in an open fire and get
something out of it. But a steam heater
is strict!ly business, ‘here’s not a spark of
the artistic temperament in its makeup.
That's why I've left my apartments and
am in svarch of a little workroom with a
fireplace.

“] sat and stared at my stecam heater
a whole night and not a suggestion did it
give me., Finally 1 shut my eyes and
magived a fire, and had just managed to

doors,

=i

Something About Boolis, the Men Who
Write PBools,

corning the Literary Profession & £ &

and Other Matters Con-

bezin work when Thump! Thump! Thump-
thump-thump! went the heats and 1
couldn't write a line because it was beating
the wrong time. No, &ir, 1 want an open
fireplace, please.”

Deciding the Price.
Chicago Post.

The great magazine editor was wrapped
in thouzht and cigar smoke. To him came
an assistant editor with a poem.

““This seems to have
test,”"” said the assistant.

“Have 1 read it?"" asked the

0;\;. :‘.‘"

**Was I able to make anything of it?"
.c‘\'""!

'en

passed the usual

editor,

accept it, of coursa."
“But how much shall we pay for it?"
The great editor increased the cloud
thought and cigar smoke,.
h-]

of

make anything out

"“looks as if it might be pretty valuable,
|L.t"jl]'l it? How many of our manuscript
readers have tackled it?"

“Six."
“Could any of them make out what the
poet was driving at?”

“Weil, Robinson thought he got a glim-
mering ldea of the underlying meaning."”

“That takes §10 off the price,” said the
editor. *“Just figure it up according to the
usual methoa—$10 added for every man
who couldn’t understand it and $10 deduct-
ed for every man who could. We've got to
pay good prices for good poetry, and there
Is only one way to decide what has real
magazine meric.”

Literary Notes.
Mr. Joseph
“Nostromo,"”’

Conrad, whose new novel,
is to be published in book
form before long, is reported to have un-
dertaken the composition of a series of
essays dealing in anecdotal fashion with
the sea and the author's experience with
ships and sailors.

teferring to Carlyle, Herbert
says that “‘he either could not or would
not think coherently.” The philosopher ex-
pressed admiration for George Eliot, both
physically and inll_-llv(-u;ﬂl!y. but says the
report which was ‘current that he was in
love with and intended to marry her was
untrue.

The immense undertaking of calendarmg
England’s state papers concerning the war
of American independence, begun by B. F.
Stevens and continued after his death by
a trained staff, has been completed and is
bound in 18 manuscript volumes. It in-
d--xvﬁs the contents of the principal archives
of England and the continent, and cannot
fail 1o be an immensely valuable aid to
historians of the Revolution.

Dr. Everett T. Tomlinson, author of “A
Licutenant Under Washington”' and many
other popular historical stories for boys,
has Just been given another five years'
appointment as a member of the New
Jersey State Library Commission by Gov-
ernor Murphy. Dr. Tomlinson lectured last
week on ““Heroes and Herolnes of the
American Revolution” before the cadets of
the Mountclair Military Academy.

Professor James Albert Woodburn, of
Indiana University, reports that his recent
books, “The American Republic and Its
Government™ and “Political Parties and
Party Problems in the United States,” have
been adopted as text-books in Purdue Uni-
versity, Eartham College and the Texas
Christian University. Professor Woodburn
has been spending the winter delivering a
course of lectures at the University of
Wisconsin.

Spencer

The London Times publishes advance ex-
tracts from the .’i'._llnhjugru]_.hy of Herbert
Spencer, which give interesting and curious
remarks made by philosopher. For
example, he says: “"After reading six books
of the lliad I felt that I would rather give
a large sum than read to the and
“After a perusal of Ruskin's ‘Stones of
Venice' I have lost all faith in Ruskin's
judgment; doubtless he has a fine and
eloquent style, but he has uttered multitu-
dinous absurdities."

At a ten sets of the
works of Charles Dickens, in 130 volumes,

are being

the

end,"

COost of $129 000 each,

printed by a Boston publishing
house. When completed, about eight vears
from now, they wiil be sent to J. Pierpont
Morgan, the Duke of Westminster and
eignt other men of wealth. The books will
be printed on rare parchment, such as is
suld not to have been used for four hun-
dred years, and will be flluminated by
French and Italian artists. The bindings
will have solid gold decorations.

Nowhere in the world, says the Bystand-
can the bookworm practice his wrig-
art with such delight as along the

The sgreat metal-lined boxes on
broad stone parapets are watched over
by relics of an age when that most terri-
bie of provi ros. “Time is :Il"ll":-'.'. did not
mean Jifle at 1% horsepower. The old
booksellors are hooklovers, too, and 1“")'
can talk about thelr books as well as seil
them., Recently rumors of an intention to
abolish the quayside bookstalls startled
th _l‘iE:\’. ‘bll'_t a monster deputation to the
prefect of the Seine has saved them—for
the present,

G. B. Burgin,
novelist, whose

er,

gling
Seine.

the

the well-known English
“Shutters Silence™ is
winning attention on this side of the Atlan-
tic, is =aid to "write’” a!l his books by dic-
tating them to a phonograph. Mr. Burgin
has adopted this ultra-modern method, oot
the sake of speed., but because, belng
freed Nnnom both the labor of writing and
the presence of a second person, it brings
him into the sympathy with his
characters. By running over the cylinder
can actually hear his characters talking
among themselves, and finds it simple
thereafter to continue with them their
natura! and spontapeous dialogue.
Madden Martin, the author
“Emmy Lou,” was thought at first, because
her ms uline sounding name, to be a
man. Madden Martin her own
name and she does not like to have it mis-
taken for her husband's name or for a
pseudonym. The American public now un-
derstand this, but the English puplic, which
has been recenily introduced to “Emmy
Lon,” does not. The Pall Mall Gazette, in
a recent review of “Emmy Lou,' says in-
genuously: “'George Madden Martin indeed
knows 20 much about little girls that we
cannot help suspecting that femininity is
concedaled behind the masculine nom de
guerre.”
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Teollgate No. 2 on the Augusta Road

Her Spring Hat Bought, the

Girl Lools

for Pretty Shoes

Peculiarities of the Foot and Also of the Customer That the Wise

Clerhk Is

HY rain was coming down in tor-

rentse outside: the streels were

practically

the

5

purch
from this there

were

and wus
in awhils
some come in and
a palir of rubber shoes, but aside
was “‘nothing doing.”

lazily

doeserted, £0
:..!:.,.- (AT Lance
one would

o S

clerks lounging around

store,

“Did vou ever notice
right-footed?” sald the oldest
establishment, as hie sat down on the edgs

i large casSes. “*Wat

will see thal

clerk in

Ol
clerks
tomer

one of the
1!"':‘" ol ]

you

will invariably put out hig nghs

foot when going to be fitted

At thig juncture a large womon cams
and SANOW wateh
pulent

there."

he ¢ this oot

ontinued:

woman who has just sat down oy

enough ths woman witl
weight I!-_'n]_\ took a
another clerk approached poked her right
of

first

Sure

of seat and as

great
beneath skirt.
the
I don't believe

foot from
“It’s
observed,

it to fail.

an expanse

always case,” the clerk

“‘and I ever knew
manufact
as in the car-
ke
in hers

caunsad us

shoe irers evi-

The
are wise to this fact,
the right shoe i= always
top. Once a lot of shoes came with
the left on top, and it all
such annovance that the propricior wrote
to the manufacturer, calling his attention
to the matter, so that it wouldn't happen
again.

**The majority of people are right-handed,
yvet a left-handed person has the right-
foot habit. The right hand is larger than
the left, as it is used more, aml conse-
quently the development of the muscles is
greater.

“Now,” continued the shoe clerk, *“the
question of which foot to fit is an impor-
tant one to us. It may seem strange to
you, but it is rare that we do not experi-
ence some trouble in fitting one foot, while
the other eagily covered. A popular
belief obtains that the right foot of every
person is the hardest to fit, and that
why purchasers always want to try on the
right shoe first.

“If a shoe fits the right foot is it often a
very difficult matter to fit the left foot?"
was asked.

“It is true,” the clerk said, *“that in a
majority of cases if you succeed in fitting
the right foot you 'will have no trouble
with the Jeft. My practice is to try both
feet before I pronounce a pair of shoes a
perfect fit. Then I am sure of avoiding any
mistake growing out of pecularities of foot
formation. No two people have feet formed
exactly alike, and the storekeeper who
thinks they have and governed accord-
ingly will meet with many complaints,

“The only rational theory 1 have ever

dently

tons

«1 on

ghoe

is

is

i=s

been able to evolve is a very simnle one,

BERNING

representation.

APOLLO

PIANO PLAYER

music, with everv phase of human
dence of mechanism.

ments can be arranged.

EXQUISITE workmanship, choicest materials and, as

a natural result, refinement of tone, perfetion of
touch and wonderful lasting qualities are found m ALL

It is our policy always to state facts in cur advertising, and an investi-
gation on your pari will show you the Behning in every way comes up to our

It will please the most critical and is sold at a moderate cost.

Players that present perfect renditions of the most difficult piano

These perfect instruments come as low as
$150 and as high as 3500. Like the pianos cn our list, time pay-

Familiar With

when you eome to consider it. Nine peos
I-!-- out of every ten you meet are righte
wmnded. If you will observe the person
who uses the right hand when he is stand-
vou will notice that he In-
the weight on the right £

ft-handed person will also

on the right foot, which seems

-4 #+1°9 indg
variably
and the |
his weight
strange,
“That is my explanation of the common
belief that the right foot is the standard
to go by in niung shoes. But, as 1 have
aiready gaid, there is no rule that Is ab-
solutely =afe to follow, and my plan is al=
ways to it both feet before 1 et a customer
leave my SE;I';I.
this juncture of
dirvssed yvoung
to look at s
The elerk =he

ralking
tidiningE

wsls

the conversation a
woman came in and
high-priced spring
. vwed her_a number, a
* being the lowest in price. She tried
v or three naws of the more stylish

n =ald that 'she saw none that sulted

I wilked out, The old clerk, as he

r down the street, laughingly

w th was the way that sale
turn an® judging that he might
be something of a Sherlock Holmes, he was
asked for an explanation,

“Well,” he sald, “in the first place, her
clothes were not stylish enough to warrant
her buving the kind of sheoes she called
for. Another thing that made me fecl that
she would not buy was that the shoe she
ook off when she tried on the other was an
ordinary 338 shoe. That girl simply came in
here to what the Iatest siyles were in
the high-priced shoes, and now she will go
to some cheaper place and buy a palr.

“Thers a number of giris here whose
pocketbooks are a trifle thin who do this
They like to be up to date In thelr foot-
wear and yet they have not *he money to
purchase the fiter shoes. so they come
and look zt the leather and la=t and then go
clsewhere to buy. They may not be ah‘lo
to obtain the same thing in the cheaper
shoe, but they will come pretty close to i,
for there {8 no better shoe madé in the
world than the $3 shoe which is made and
sold in America.

“The time is near at hand for women to
begin to look for pretty shoes,” said the
clerk, “and while the young man's fancy
may lightly tern to love, I will say that
tix¢ maodish young woman's turns Lo shoes,
All winter she has been able to hide her
shabby footwear with rubbers, but not so
when the warm days of spring come. A
woman s not so particalar about her
shoes ag a man. Perhaps it is because
there are so few places where she can get
a shine; and, again, it may be, dissimula-
tion being !(pnate in her, that she 4e
upon her skirts to hide her feet.

“The thing that is going to be noticed
in women's shoes this spring is the exten-
sion soles on the walking boot. It has the
merit of being comfortable and making the
feet look smaller. Bluchers are havln:n:
great run in both low and high shoes,
are very appropriate to tailor and shirt-
waist gowns, so the stylish dressed women
tell me.

“A hospitable member of Indianapolis so-
ciety told me the other day.” continued the
shoe eclerk, “that if she could afford to
build a house with only one room in it she
would make that room a company room.
Every woman should say If she can afford
to buy only a pair of shoes, or a pair of
shoe trees, that she will take the
every time, for without them it is a
to think of keeping shoes in shape, and It
is incongruous to see a dressed-up woman
wearing a sloppy, run-down-at-the-heel,
shapeless boots,™
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expression and absolutely no evi-

Indiana’s G\|
Largest

Music tiouse

128-130 N.
Penns;Ivania
Street

SEALS, STENCILS AND STAMPS,

OCEAN STEAMERS.,

CLAERRK'S FARTIES TO EUROPE. 1908

Twenty excursions during Soring and Summer,.
Ocean tickets all lines. Send for '*ourhl Gagetia,




