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IT, WAS CHrST-

East Side. Dark-
ness war olosing in
on a cold, hard day.
The light that strng.
glel through the
frozen windows of
the deliteesoen store
and the saloon on the

corenr fell tipri men with empty dinner.
paiis, who wete bkrrying homeward, their
coats butitoned tightly, and heads beat
against the steady blast from the river, as
if they were butting their way down the
street.

The wind had formed the door of the
saloon ajar, And" wa whistling through the
crack; but in there it seemed to make no
one afraid. Bletween roars+ of lauhter the
elink of gleeses and the rattle of dies on
the hardwood counters were heard out in
the street, and more than one of th6 piasers-
by as he come within range was Liken with
an extra shiver ii which the viaido of wife
and little enqu waiting at home for his
coming Was. Snafed outPand dropped in to
kbrae up. The lights were long out when
the silent 'streets re*ehood 'his unsteady
steps toward home, where the Christmas
welcome had turned to dread.

But in this twilight hour they burned.
brightly yet, trying hard to pieree the bit-
ter cold outside with a ray of warmth and
cheer. Where the lampsin the delicatessen
store made a mottled streak of brightness
eressithe flags, two little boys stood with

their noses flattened against the window.
Their warm breath made little round holes
on the frosty pane, that came and
went, affording passing glimpses
of the wealth within, of the piles
of smoked herring, of golden hobeese,
of sliced bacon and generous fat-bellied
hams; of the rows of odd-shared bottles and
jars on the shelves that held there was no
telling what good things, only it was cer-
tain that they must be good from the looks
of them.

And the heavenly smell of spices and
things that reached the boys through the
open door each time the tinkling bell an-
nounced the coming or going of a customer!
Better than all, back there on the top shelf,
the stacks of square honey cakes, with their
frosty coats of sugar, tied in bundles with
strips of blue paper.

The wind blew straight tbrough the
patched and threadbare jackets of the lads
as they crept closer to the window, strug-
gling hard with the frost to make their
psep-holes bigger, to take in the whole of
the big cake with the almonds set in; but
they did not know it.

"Jim!" piped the smaller of the two,
after a longer stare than usual; "hey, Jim!
them's Santa Clauses. See'em?"
"Santa Claus!" snorted the other scorn-

fully, applying his eye to the clear spot on
the pane; "there ain't no ole duffer like dat.
Them' honey cakes. Me 'n' Tom had a bite
,of one wunst."

"There ain't no Santa Claus?" retorted
the smallest shaver, hotly, at his peenhole;
"there is, too. I seen him myself when he
sum to our alley last-"

"What's youse kids a-flghtin' of?" broke
in a strange voice,

Another boy, bigger, but dirtier and
tougher looking than either of the two, had
come behind them unobserved. He car-
ried an armful of unsold "extrees" under
one arm. The other was buried to the el-
bow in the pocket of his ragged trousers.
The "kids" knew him, evidently, and the
smallest eagerly accepted him as umpire.

"It's Jim w'at says there ain't no Sante
Clans, and I seen him-"

"Jim," demanded the elder ragamuffin,
sternly, looking hard at tne culprit. "Jim,
y'ere a chump! No Santa Claus? What're
ye givin' us? Now, watch mea"

With utter amazement the boys saw him
disappear through the door under the tink-
ling bhell into the charmed precincts of
smoked herring, the jam and the honey-
cakes. Petrilfied at their peepholes they
watched him, in the veritable presence of
Santa Claus himself with the fir-branch,
fish out five battered pennies from the
depths of his pocket and pass them over to
the woman behind the jars in exchange for
one of the bundles of honey-cakes tied with
blue. As if in a dream they saw him issue
forth with the coveted prize,

"There, kid!" he said, holding out the
two fattest and whitest cakes to Santa
Claus' champion; "there's yer Christmas.
Run along, now, to yer barracks, and you,
Jim, here's one for you, though yer don't
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desarve it. Mind ye let thekid alone. This
ono will have to do for me grub, I guess. I
ain't sold me 'Newses,' and the old man'll
kick if I bring 'em home."

And before the shuffling feet of the raga-
muffins hurrying homeward had turned the
corner, the last mouthful of the newsboy's
supper was smothered in a yell of "Extreel"
as he shot across to start to intercept a pass-
ing stranger.

As the evening wore on it grew rawer sad
more blustering still. Flakes of dry snow,
that staved where the fell, slowly tracing
the ourblines, the shutters and the door-
steps of the tenements with gathering
white, were borne upon the storm from the
water. To the right and left stretchec end-
less streets, between the towering barracks,
as beneath frowning cliffs, pierced with a
thousand glowing eyes that revealed the
watch-fires within-a mighty city of save-
dwellers held in the thraldom of poverty
and want

Outside there was yet hurrying to and
fro; saloon doors were slamming and bare-
leogged urchins, carrying beer juos, hugged
the wells eloec for shelter. From the depth
of a blind alley leading into the block,
floated out the discordant strains of a vag-
abond brass band, "blowing in" the yule of
~h* poor. Banished by police ordinances

I om the street, it reaped a scant harvest of
pennies for Christmas sheer from the win-
dows opening on the back yard. Against
more than one panse showed the
bald outline of a forlorn little Christmas
tree, some stray branch of a hemlookplksded
up at the groost's and aet in a pail for "the
thilder" to dance around, a dime's worth of

eandy and tinsel on the boughs. The shouts
of the little eones ever their prise were
lainly heard *when the players pased to

take breath.
From the attid over the way same, ia

spells between, the gentle bltes of a (Fermam
song about the Christ-child. Chriastoes in
the east side tenements begins with the
sunset for the "holy eve," except wie the

me as a the&at .. a at re .. ae

machines, worked by the a eater's slaves
with weary et and hing bask., mingled
with the nuerry-•ti 4.

To these. what was Christmas but the
•ame foro perseoution, for mulfring, re.
minder of lest kindred and liberty, of the
'slatery of two thdusand years, freedom
from whlih was purchaaed only with gold,
Aye, golds The gold that had power to buy
treedom yet, to buy the good will, aye, and
the goo4d pane of the oppror, with his
houses and land. At the thOtght, the tired
eye glistened, the aching bask straightened,
and to the wary foot there atme new
strenth to, fnish the long task While the
eita elept,

Whale a narrow passageway •in in be-
tween two big teneiments to a ra•snhackle
rear barrack, Nibsy, the newsboy halted
in the shadow of, the doorway a d stole a
long look down the dark alley, He toyed
uncertainly with his still unsold papers,
worn dirty and ragged as his clothes b
this tipne, before-•e ventured in, piokinl his
way, between bhsrrel and heapstof fgarbage,
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NIBY IN TE OPITL.
NIBSY IN THE HO0SPIT.'AL..

past the Italian cobbler's hovel, where a
tallow dip stunek in the cracked beer glass
in front of a cheap print of the Mother of
God showed that even he knew it was
Christmas and liked to show it; past the
Moltoarty flat, where blows and drunken
curses mingled with the shrieks of women,
as Nibsy had heard many nights before
this one.

Me shaddered as he felt his way past the
a pttly With a ptemonition of what was

i• ure for himself, if the "old man," was
at home, partly with- a vague, uncomfort-
ablefeeling that somehow Christmas eve
should be different from other nights, even
in the alley. Down to its furthest end, and
the last rickety flight of steps that led into
the filth and darkness of the tenement. Up
this he erept three flights to a door, at
which he stopped and listened, listening, as
he had stopped at the entranee to the alley;
then, with a sudden, defiant gesture, he
pushed it open and went in.

A bare and cheerless room; a pile of rags
for a bed in the cormer, another in the dark
alcove miscalled bedroom; under the win-
dow a broken cradle and an iron-bound
chest, upon which sat a sad-eyed woman
with hard lines in her face peeling potatoes
in a pap; in the middlp of the roomarusty-
looking stove, with a Mile of wood Aropped
on 'the floor alongside. A man on his knees
in front fanning the fire with an old slouch
hat. With every breath of draught he
stirred, the crazy old pipe belched forth tor-
rents of smoke at every point. As Nibsy
entered, the man desisted from his efforts,
and sat up glaring at him. A villainous,
ruffian's face, scowling with anger.

"Late agin!" he growled, "an' yer papers
not sold. What did I tell yer, brat; if ye
dated-"

"Tom! Tom!" broke in the wife in a des-
perate attempt to soothe the rfluin's tem-
per. "The boy can't help it, an' it's Christ-
mas Ete. For the love o'--"

"To thunder with yer rot and with yer
brat!" shouted the man, mad with the fury
or passion. "Let me at him!" and reaching
over he seized a heavy knot of wood, and
flung It at the head of the boy. Nibsy had
remained just inside the door, edging
slowly toward his mother but with his
watchful eye on the man at the stove. At
the first movement of his hand toward the
wood-pile, besprang toward the stairway
with the agility of a oat, and just dodged
the missile. It struck the door as he
slammed it behind him with force enough
to smash the panel.

Down the three flights in as many jumps,
Nibsy went, and through the alley, over
barrels and barriers, never stopping once
till he reached the street, and ourses and
shouts were left behind. In his flight he
had lost his unsold papers, and he felt rue-
fully in his pocket and he went down the
street palling his rags about him, as much
from shame as to keep out the cold. Four
pennies were all he had left after his
Christmas treat to the two little lads from
the barracks; not enough for supper nor for
a bed, and it was getting solder all the
time.

On the sidewalk in front of the notion
store a belated Christmas party was in
progress. The children from the tenements
in the alley and across the way were having
a gameof blindman'sbuff, grouping blindly
about in the crowd 'to catch each other.
They hailed Nibsy with shouts of laughter,
caling to him to join in,

"We're having Christmas!" they yelled.
Nibsy did not hear them. He was think-

ing, thinking, the. while turning over his
four pennies at the bottom of his pocket.
Thinking if Christmas was ever to come to
him, and the children's Santa Claus to find
his alley, where the baby slept within reach
of her father's cruel hand. As for him, he
had never known anything but blows and
curses. He could take care of himself,
But his mother and the baby-. And then
it came to him with shuddering cold that it
was getting late, and that he must find a
place to sleep.

He weighed in his mind the merits of
two or three places where he was in the
habit of hiding from.the "cops" when the
alley got to be too hot for him. There was
the hay barge down by the dock, with the
watchman who got drunk sometimes, and
so gave the boys a chance. The chanoes
were at least even of its being available on
Christmas eve, and of Sante Claus having
thus done him a good turn after all. 'Then
there was the snug berth in the sand box
you could curl all up in. Nibsy thought
with regret of its being like the hay barge,
so far away, and to windward, too, Down
by the printing offices there were the steam
gratings and a chance corner in the cellars,
stories and stories underground, where the
ig presses keepupp such a clatter from
midnight till far into the day. As he
passed them in review, Nibsy mdse up his
mind with sudden determination, and set-
ting his face toward the south, made of
downtown.

The rumble of the last departing news
wagon over the pavement, now covered deep
with snow, had died away in the distance,
when, from out of the bowels of the earth,
there Issued a cry, a ory of mortal terror
end pain that was echoed by a hundred

throas From one of the deep oellarways
a man ran out, his elothes and hair and
•eard afire' on his heels a scurrying throng
or melt and boye; following-them, alos be-
hid, a rask of smoke and sre.

'lhe clatter of the presses ceased suddenly
to be followed qu ikly by the clangor ol
urryiag fire belle. With book and aes
the firemen rushed In; hose was let down
through the manholes, and down
there in the dpphe the battle was fought

Swon, The building was saved;
but in the midst of the rejoln
ng over the victury, there fell a sadden
alience. From the cellarway a grimy, bel

meted figure arose with something black
gnaeona (d islls at ns A w earpan it
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into their very t. s d p•t o 'hsdp•N 'ib.
. `if -ire tit:! byora

r ot~uahaside, NtbtJunnjut and able tfigitib wa had $.w k• and
talmed aev1 he was nu mrade uuoh

of, thougah e •a been coug t where the
boys were forbidden to go. Thilngs wet

er, . n -,he roo m was gete
sagso aald bardly see.te

doctor's kidly fae, and hd to grip his
and tightly o make ure he was here;

almost as dark as the staitr in the alle he
had some down in sach a hurry There
was the baby-poor baby-and her mother
-and then a great blank, and it was all a
mysterv to Nibey no longer. For, Just as a
wld-eyead woman pushed her way through

toe.crowd of nurfes and doctors, at hie bed-
elde, trying for her boy, Nibey gave up his
soul to God.

It was very quiet In the alley. Christ-
mae day haeome and gone. Upon the last
door a bow of soiled drape was nailed up
whtw o toocasks, It had don duty there
doaen times before that year. Upstairs,
Nibsy was at home, and for once, the neigh.
bore,.one sad all, old end young came to
ee him. Even the father, ruffa that he

was, ofered no objeotion. Cowed and sil.
eat, he st in the earner by the window far-

thest from where the plain little coffin
stood with the lid closed down.

A couple of the neighbor women were
talking in low tones by the stove when there
came a timid knock at the door. Nobody
answering, it was pushed open, first a little,
then far enough to admit the shrinking
form of the little ragamuffin, the smallest
of the two who had stood breathing peep-
holes on the windowpane of the delioat-
eseen store the night before when Nibsy
came along. He dragged with him a hem-
look branch, the leavings from some Christ-
mas tree fitted into its block by the grocer
for a customer.

"It is poor Santa Claus," he said. laying
it on the ooffin. "Nibsy knows." And he
went out. The mother hid her face in her
apron and wept, rocking to and fro in hek
chair.

Santa Claus had come to Nibsy after all
in his alley, and Nibsy knew.
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HOW CORN ORit}INATED.

Curious Legend of the Indian Tribes Re-
garding This Beautiful (rain.

This wonderful product, which has con-
ferred such substantial benefits on the
world, ftrange to say, is of unknown origin;
its genesis is wrapped in mystery, or at
least not distilotly fixed, says the Religio-
Philosophical Journal. The Sioux COty
corn palace, which opened Out. 1 and
closed Oct. 17,- has issued the following
scrap of information on the origin of corn:

Like wheat and barley, its origin is lost
in the twilight of antiquity. It was first
cultivated in the United States, hob ever, by
the English on the James river, V;rainia,
in 1608, the seed being obtained from the
Indians, who claimed to be the first discov-
erers of the plant-receiving it direct from
the hands of the creator. Sehooloraft gives
the mythological history of it.

"A young man went out into the woods
to fast at that period of life when youth is
exchanged for manhood. 'He built a lodge
of boughs in a secluded place and painted
his face of a sombre hue. By day he
amused himself in walking about, looking
at the various shrubs and plants, and at
night lay down in his bower, looking up
through the opening into the sky. He
sought a gilt from the master of life, and
he hoped it would be something to benefit
his race, On the third day he became too
weak to leave his lodge, and as he lay gaz-
ing upward he saw a spirit come down in
the shape of a beautiful young man,
dressed ingreen and having green plumes
on his head, who told him to arise and
wrestle with him, is this was the only way
in which he could obtain his wishes. He
did so and found his strength renewed by
the effot . The visit and trial of the
wrestling was repeated for four days, the
youth feeling at each trial that, although
his bodily strength declined, a moral and
supernatural energy was imparted, which
promised him the final victory. On the
third day his celestial visitor spoke to him.
'To-morrow,' he said, 'will be the sev
enth day" of your fast and the
last time I shall wrestle with you.
You will triumph over me and
gain your wishes. As soon as you have
thrown me down strip off my clothes and
bury me on the spot in soft earth. When
you have done this leave me, but come oo-
sionally to visit the place, to keep the weeds
from growing. Once or twice cover mewith
fresh earth.' He then departed, but
returned next day, and, as he had
predicted, was thrown down. The
young man obeyed his instructions in every
particular and soon had the pleasure of
seeing the green plumes of his visitor shoot-
ung up through the around. He carefully

weeded the earth and left it fresh and soft,
and in due time was gratified by beholding
the matured plant, bending with its golden
fruit and gracefully waving its green leaves
and y~llow tassel in the wind. He then in.
vited his parents to the spot to behold the
new plant. 'It is Mondamin,' exclaimed
his father, 'It is the spirit grain.' They
immediately prepared a feast and invited
their friends to partake of it; and this is
the origin of Indian corn."

IKE.

His quiet ways an' honoet look
Won all the diggiu's at the start'

His blue ees seeomed an uoen book:
iun which we road hias guileles heart.

lie first showed tp at Plaer Mound
Jes' after that big '0 strihe,
An' unobtrusive leafed around,
All unconcerned an' quiet like,

Some tlouqht he war a millionaire
Iron 'Friso. Iooklu' up t senp.

Wlhilst otl•Ors said hIe hsclJhe air
Of some revival Iispall thap.

The hoys soon tied himt to ih name
Uf '"uteverentd •atlninoneou Ike,"

Joe' cause he played the pious game,
So uncaucoreed and quiet like.

lie nursed the sir; spoke words o' cheer
To them as 'rueled with despair,
Aq' at the badelo' pale you' hear

iily low, vuOe uoa ra t pr r.

You d ssa ther anstrmonios lke,
Jee' like an angel maovln round,

All naooncered and nalet like.

One t it the s fe In which war kept
Thb •tust of all the Ten In eamp
W r bste, on while we a lept,

Ak•m at uck suotmolfOs l e,
Leeln a made daon the creek

All unearneod an' qUtsl like.

We found the stff, a ledgewas close,
An' tsar beneath a Jactoaku tree,

'•e court roavena.t, an' ween i rose,
We taok the becck trail qaletli,

A uip th uataa side • we ollm,
We toka lek'srldg nop at ike,

Aba situ from a ,]olkoal iib,

AMRI PLAYS WANTE
AW kentn of the People to a l,D

mand for Representations
of Native Life.

The Sudden bhange Found no
Body of UIramatio Writers

at Hand.

Erouson io4rd's Advice to eYoung and
Ambitiout Play Writers-f-ow to

Write i Play.

LWrittoen for Tins IliaCNA1 lrNDEVEnET ]
p HE MOST REMARKABLE PHE-

nomenon in the whole history of
the drnma, perhaps, is presented in

America to-day. A nation of sixty million
people has suddenly awakened, within lees
than fifteen yearn, to a keen interest in soe-
ing its own life and character illustrated
upon the stage.

Twenty years ago an American play was
looked upon as a mere occasional curiosity;
the real interest of theatre-goers in this
country was centered upon the old standard
English dramas with such new works as
were now and then, produced in London
and the mosp brilliant efforts of the French
dramatists. Tiler was nothing whatever
in these plays that represented American
life; merely an occasional burlesque of
American character in strictly conventional
forms, A felr native plays of Americah
life had ben suceessfnl here; but they habl
made nb i'mpreaiioia, apparently, on tl(e
taste of the public aqd created no popular
demand for more Work of the same kind.
A few special native characters, presented
by "star" actors, produced a stronger and
more permanent effect; such as Solon
Shingle, Kia, Cot, Sellers, Bardwell Bloate,
etc. It is to thesesingle characters, rather
than to the occasional well-constructed
plays dealing with American social life, that
the beginning of the new taste for native
subjects may be credited. This taste grew
so quickly into a strong popular demand
that the older managers were totally un-
prepared for it; and, within a few
years past, this demand has risen
with such torrent-like rapidity that
some New York managers have been
almost swept away in the flood. While
they still had agents in Europe expending
large sums of money for them in securing
the latest Europeenauccesses, they did not
notice in time that the American people
had suddenly changed their taste. Pro-
duction after production lost fortunes for
the managers while pursuing a policy
which a few years before had made them
rich. Our ordest theatrical company, Wal-
lack's, was ruined sndldisbanded on ac-
count of this utterly unlooked for and un-
provided for upheaval.

This sudden change found no body
of dramatic writers in this country
properly equipped and experienced to meet
the new demands. The result of this has
been that some of its managers bave saved
themselves, with a hardlstruggle, by having
European plays "Americanized" as fast
as hbought over. A few have had origi-
nal. native plays try offer the public,
and fortunes hart'jSeen made by others,
unknown before in management, who pre-
sented semi-variety performances filled
with hits upon American social life. I am
not sure that performannes of the latter
kind, such as those pf Harrigan and of
Hoyt, have not bqenthe most. important
contributions thuse fir to the coming
"American drama." They are full of neat
character touches, and it is on native char-
acter first and artistic, construction after-
wards that a national drama is founded.

I have said that this torrent-like, sudden
desire for its own subjects shown by the
American people is a great phenomenon in
dramatic history. To see how great a
vhenomenon it is one has only to con-
eider three facts. First, no mass of
humanity so large and at the same
time so homogeneous and so generally in-
telligent, has ever before existed in history.
Second, the development of a dramatic
impulse like this, in any country, has here-
tofore been gradual evolution, not a sudden
change within fifteen years, at the very
dawn of its dramatic interest in itself, been
fully equipped with magnificent theaters in
every large town with an immense body of
actors and actresses competent to illustrate
any phase of human character and the pas-
sions of the day; and with unlimited wealth
freely offered by capitalists to produce and
sustain any theatrical enterprise that prom-
ises a fair return. Where, in the whole his-
tory of the stage, can all these conditions
be duplicatedl

Now, for one thisng acking: a body of
dramatio writers sufficient in number, ex-
perience and talent to meet the sudden and
unprecedented demand. No foreign writ-
ers can do it; and if they could, they do
not new exist. England has been reduced
to a very few capable dramatists, too few to
look after the current development of her
own national character. It looks as if the
brilliant French school, of this century
had exhausted its pyrotechnics. But it
would be useless to look in this direction
if there were a hundred good dramatists in
Iurope for the baker's dozen that really
live to-day. They know nothing about
America or American life, they care as lit-
tile as they know about it, and they have all
the contempt for it which always accompa-
nies ignorance.

This question-where are our dramatists
to meet this great popular demand?-is one
that interests, only in h very mild way, the
general American public. If they get what
they want they will enjoy it; if not they will
amuse themselves in some other direction.
If they do not find their brains interested
by the theater they will content
themselves with the circus for re-
laxationi and depend on books
for their intellectual entertainment.
There is nothing in the world more abso-
lutely certain to come than the indifferent
contempt of the public for any art that is
not kept by its own devotees on a plan sut-
ficiently high to command respect. If an
American drama does not arise at this won-
derful crisis the American public will not
worry about it in the least, But those who
are truly and deeply interested in the coming
forward of new and strong workers in its
field are the few American dramatists that
already exist. Of course they will do the
best they can to take advantage of this new
demand. But they are too few to supply it
now, or to sustain it for any long time to
come. It others do not come to the front
rapidly the demand may simply die away;
and as qqickly perhaps as it arose. To the
question, then-where are our new drama-
tists for the emergency?

They are struggling, now, against two
things:

Want of experience.
Ditficulty in getting their manuscripts

read by manaeers.
The young aspirant, who is grinding his

teeth at the delays he has had in finding
at.yone to ao much as open the manuscript
of his play, will be surprised, perhaps, to
be told that the greater dtlioiulty of the two
above rmentioned is the first-want of ex-
perienee. A young man who had succeeded
n having a play read and produced, once

told me, with glee, of the ,opportunity be-
fore him, A number of managers were
ready to present his next play, aMd he had
concluded a contract with one of them. I
congratulated him-adding: "And the
play?"

"Oh, I haven't thought of that yet."
In other words he thought he had over-

come thl chief obstacle, when he had the
ear of the manager, Many a young man,
with tariot has suffered, sometimes fatally,
from thigemietake. Whatever may be the.
d culties of getting a manager to read
manusoripts, the chief difficulty in the pro-
duction of a successful play is the writing
of it,

And let no younn writer forget that fatt!
It is the last thing a yowna man learns, but
we older ones have learned it thoroughly.

This want of experience is a hundred fold
-to ele l taie 0ountr tbhan in

A I

b1el of dramato writing sltist and wlw
the .yoxrger writers avail ttamselves, al-
most unconsefloasly, of the xperpiefsi, not
only of their seniors, bt of theft rededes-

son., ,gundre .of ndr ty, b ofte fatl,
,rorsare eradiites fromp their mimas befOre
they attempt to write a play. The possibl-
ity of some errors, which would be commit-
ted by highly Intellectual men, here, is re-
ioved from the minds of ignorant gallery

boys in some parts of Europe, This comes
by the more force of inheritance through
generations of theater goers, without any
other mental light in the Individual.

For instance. a poor gallery boy of Liver-
pool, who could not read, nor his father be-
fore him-so poor and ignorant that he know
nothing of, and oared nothing for personal
leanliness--once told me that he didn't

like a play unless what occurred in one not
was properly led up to, and came about
naturally on account of what had occurred
in the previous acts. It would be dilfficult
to lay down this most important principle
of dramatic writing in more clean and sim-
ple language than the actual words of the

ignorant boy. Yet it iv safe to say that, of a
hundred "plays" submitted to a New York
manager, this apparently obvious principle
is utterly ignored by the writers of eighty
of them, and of these eighty would-be
dramatists not ton have ever given the
question of what is natural and true, in
dramatic action, the slightest attention.
This comes from want of experience at seeo-
ond hand, which a young author naturally
acauires in a school of dramatic writing,

iow many people who try to write plays
in this country consider the following quaes
tions, which every true damatist must con•
sider at every moment as his work pro-
gresses? Are my characters doing what
every man in the audience will think that
he himself, or some other man, might do in
real life under the same circumstances? No
matter how much one may allow for "stage
exaggeration," this ouestion must lie at the
bottom of all true--usually of all successful
-work for the theater. This is so import-
ant that it applies even in works founded in
part upon fmaginary conceits. In Bouci-
cault's "Hip Van Winkle," for instance, the
audience is asked to believe that a man
meets a company of ghosts and afterwards
sleeps twenty years. Nature? No. But every
action of "Rip," every thought, every word
is exactly what it would be if a human
being could go through such experiences.
The gaeat dramatist kept this princi-
ple before him all the time, and it
is that only which enables a genius
like Tefferson to reach the hearts of the
people. The same is true of Gilbert's work
in "Pygmalion and Galates." Here are two
of the greatest dramatists of this century
acknowledging their obligation to this prin-
ciple in every line of two mere fairy tales;
yet three-quarters of our young aspirants
who are writing about real life give it no
thought or care whatever.

This general leading prncoiple is a good
foundation for every new writer to start
with. One might go on withless important
matters almost indefinitely. I often wish
that I could give young men the benefit of
many things that have been forced on me
by hard experience, and which I would
have known instinctively if I had come up
in a dramatic school. But we must do our
best without a "school." The only substi-
tute I can think of is a course of thought-
ful reading. Follow through the dra-
matio portions of Hallam's History
of English Literature. I had almost
committed this to memory before I
ever wrote a play. The German critics,
Leasing and Schlegel, are of very great
value, of course. I think any young man
who rieds these authors carefully, to say
nothing of others and of the old plays, will
go about the work of dramatic composition
with a thoughtfulness and sincerity that
would hardly be possible without such
reading. In the absence of a national
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school of dramatic writing, study like this
seems almost a necessity to that sound
work which will make success probable.
Beyond this, all the young American
d.amatists can do is to remember that he
has ten times as much labor before him as
a young European dramatist has; and to
do it.

Now a few words as to the second and
minor "difficulty;" getting manuscripts
read by managers..

Let the young writer put out of his
thoughts all idea that to get a manager's
attention requires "influence." Influence
would undoubtedly be a very good thing if
it influenced anybody. But the very ut-
most the request of a prominent man con-
nected with the stage, or of a critic, can
do is to induce a manager to take a manu-
script from a very large pile of .plays that
have been sent in and place it in a some-
what smaller pile, which he hopes to read.
Of course this is somethina; but it marks
the extreme limit of "influence," except in
very rare cases. I once used my own
influence with a London manager so
directly and personally that he read a play
at once. The next time I met him he sat
on the opposite side of the table at a dinner
party. He shook his flat at me over the
fruit and exclaimed: "I'll get even with
you some day." And he did. He was a
dear, good friend, and he's gone, now; but
we were quits.

My own advice, in a practical way, to a
young man wishing to attract the attention
of a manager is this: "Write out the story
of his play in clear, direct and simple
language with dialogue; it should not ex-
ceed, say, 2,000 words, and less than this is
better. 'Then write to the manager, saying
he has made this brief resume of the story;
that it is copied by type-writer, and he
wishes to send it to him; enclosed stamp
and directed envelope. The chances are
that the manager, delighted at the idea of
brevity, will write him at once to send it;
and he will probably glance over it at the
first opportunity before reading the long
plays on his shelf. My advice further is
this: Let a young man write his brief re-
sume before he writes the play at all. If
the story is not of interest in this shape
the play is not worth writing, nine times
out of ten, and he will be saved
tihe trouble of writing it. Let no
one imagine that dialogue, however good,
an cover up the lack of interest iu the

story and incidents. It will be much
better for a young man to write out story
after story in this way, until he comes to
one that a manager likes, than in wasting
his time in writing a full play that may be
of no intrinsic value after it is finished,
even if well done. Furthermore, there is
no better practlie than this for the future
dramatist. So he gets in the habit of work-
ing out his stories without ornament, he
will always know whether the' are inuterest-
inc or not in themeolves; he will know
whether it is worth his while to put them in
form for the stage. 'he necessity of sng-goesting this working out of the story before
beginning to write the play, illustrates what
I have said about the want of a dranmatic
sohool in this country. A voung French-
man in Paris could hardly make the mistake
of starting work without doing this. Yet I
did not learn the system until I had wasted
many days and months on useless material.
The folly of this was first brought fully
home to me by a remark of Dion fBouclanult
about one of my own earlier plays, "lHow-
ard put on the feathers before he made his
chicken."

It seems to me that the best possible
practice for a mauager would be to mail a
printed form to every one sending him a
manuscript, saying that hle will hold it
until he reoetves a brief resume of the story
and will read the pliny if it then interests
him. This would relieve managers of much
unnecessary labor in reading manuscripts;
it wouldbes an zxphlle thit o [ 1

really writs eftlootive r y f
not, inder such a syst, be •a •e.t
by dres cyowd of m nsrptr
mOn who had no Idea .it cf of •e itsl"or
w at'they ate writing,. ,•' y ouny man
who tan write a play worthli odnoing can
tell lhat it is about in averyv' fwwoe 0.
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MAI•ERIE) THE PARTNER.

A story of Lie on a Dakota Rancti, by
Victor almN.

The Yale man tilted back in his chair and
knocked the ashes from a cigar that had
been patriotically rolled from Connecticut
tobacco. "Yes," he said, "when I read
about the opening of these reoervaticns and
the hardships of the boomers, I think of my
own experience out there in Dakota. I'so-
nearing is a rough busirtess, and far went
farming is a romance that a man who is
built with anything like ordinary capacity
for human enjoyment doesn't care to keep
any longer than he has to.

"Not but that I had a pretty reasonable
sort of time, but hustling at a high pressure
with a level stretch of landscape is a lone-
some form of felicity, and after a time you
get ready to make a bad break for liberty."

"How did you come to do it?"
"Well, I got reckless in ttt oeast, wasn't

making money east enough, and rather felt
as if I would like to sample the woolly west.
I don't know that I thought of going out
and growing up with the country. I'm
afraid I expected quick profits in mining,
and I felt that I would let the thing last as
long as it might. I struck up a partnership
with another eastern man and we went out
there near Snake river and bought up 700
acores about fifteen miles from a town.

"It was a rather neat ranch we started in
on. We put down 640 acres in wheat, 150 in
corn, and kept ten acres fallow oeeh season
for seed stock the following season. You
may be sure this meant hustling. In the
planting and gathering times we had a big
gang of teeoon working for us and we couldn't
wear boiled shirts very much ourselves. We
had to do all sorts of unexpected things.
For me the most unexpected thing was the
cooking."

"Did you cook?"
"Yes; and that's what I started out to tell

you about. It wasn't a very hard job when
only my partner and I were on hand in the
middle of the summer; but in the heavy
season, when we had fifteen or sixteen men
there it was rough on me-and a l;ttle

I rougher on them.
"Of course we a•vsarted out to aire a coo•.

But we soon discovered that t his was going
to be no easy matter. You see wo were a
good ways from any other ranch, and the
women were timid. They heard that two
bachelors were keeping house there and
they fought shy of the place. No amountof
wages was any inducement, and we'begen
to get discouraged. About the time wewere
ready to give up hope of getting a cook and
maid of all work, my partner, who was a
guileless man of no sagacity whatever as
regards women, drove down from the town
with a cook; He was radiant with satisfao-
tion and helped her out of the wagonuwith
an effusive gallantry that amused me,
Now, I had necessarily spent a few days in
town and I had kept my eyes open; and
when I was introduced to his cook I recog-
nized her as a young lady whom I had
caught sight of before.

"I took my partner aside. 'Bill,' I said,
'don't you know any better than that?'

"'What do you mean?' he asked with, is
puzzled look.

"'Do you know anything about her?'
"'Not much, he said, 'but I guess she

can cook well enough.'
"'Bill,' I said, 'take her back. She

won't do. It's hard to live on my cooking,
but we must at least try to be respectble
here.'

"'It was a blow to him, for he had been
much elated at the homelike prospect. And
he drove her away again over the fifteen
miles of prairie road.

"After that we buckled down again to the
reality of things, and I went on with the
cooking. Before I left the east I had made
certain inquiries from an excellent house'
keeper and successful cook, my cousin's
wife, and had entered up in a little book
certain recipes that ingenious lady had
given me. At the time of writing these
things down I had thought of no
particular difficulty in executing the
mnstructions. Anything so spe-
cific seemed beyond the proba-
bility of confusion. The worst I thought
of was, even by any chance, having to make
use of the recipes. After the incident
which I have just told you about I got out
this book and looked it over. Then I
started in on some things a little fancier
than the hard fare we had been having.

"I won't disguise the fact that I calcu-
lated upon astonishing my partner and the
men. I said nothing about the book, and I
started in one morning on a certain kind pt
cakes, with which T remembered that my
cousin's wife always made a great hit.
With the inatractionsbefore me l proceeded
to follow verbatim every point of direction,
When I had reached what seemed to me
about the middle of the job I realized that
I was stuck-hopelessly stuck. I read the
recipe over again, tried it backward and
forward, made a few experiments andt gave
the thing up in despair. Something or
other had been left out of the recipe, and
of course it was utterly beyond the pale of
probability that I would find out what that
something was,

"At this juncture I heard a voice outside,
and went to the door. There I saw a farm
wagon and horse. At the horse's head was
a woman. She was giving the animal a
drink. When the woman saw me she
nodded in the free western way, and said:
'Can you give me a little help with this har-
ness? They dressed this beast up down
there,' indicating the southern ran of the
road, 'but somehow the darned thing seems
to be getting himself undressed.'
" 'Are you going to town?' I asked.
"'Yes, said she; 'got some things to buy

for the farm.'
"'Can you cook?' said I.
"'Considerable,' said she, looking at me

interrogativelv.
"n'Well,' said I, 'I'm in a regular hole

here about some cooking, and if you could
just give me a lift on it I'll drive to town
for you and get these things.'

"'It's a bargain.' she said, and so the
thing was arranged. I fixed the harness
drove to town, did her buying, and when I
came back that blessed woman had brought
order out of chaos, and finished up by giv-
lug me some mighty valuable pointers on
the general topic of cooking. It seenir
there was a little something left out of the
cake recipe, but I had also turned soroe
process upside down and seriously miodltiod
the proper sequence of. the proceses.
"The woman got into her wagon and

drove away to the south. 1 saw her again
the following week or so and then it began
to dawn 'pon sue that she was a very pretty
woman, and when I became as much In-
torested in her as this conclusion may im-
ply, I was glad that she stopped long enough
to give me some more points on cooking. in
fact. once or twice after that she planned
to stop and cook for me while I drove to
town for her and did buying."

"How romantic!"
"Yes, it was; but I would rather have

hung around and spent more time receivlng
lanstruction. As it was my partner got in
the habit of dropping in while I was doing
the buying. My partner is a very attractive
man. I will tell you at once what you must
want to know, that she was a widow, It
isn't every man who will confe his interet
in a woman who does not ftierward marry
him."

"To have earrded out the romance you
should have married ther."

"Well, so far as the romance was eou0
corned, that necessity was fulfilled by the
fact that my partner married her, VWry It-
toresting, wasn't it?"

"For your partner."
"You see she owned a big •iece of iaod4

to the south, and she leased that at a stu
figure when they were marrled, Wi bai
noe cooking then I can tell you. It Wpri
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