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FAMILIAR INCIDENTS

With the Photographer.

" WANT my photograph taken,” I

I sald

The photographer looked at me
w.thout enthusiasm, He was a
drooping man in a gray suit, with the
dim eye of a natural scientist. But
there 8 no need to describe him.
Everybody knows what a photographer
s like a

‘Sit there,” he sald, “and wait."

‘I walited an hour. I read the
Ladies Companion for 1912, the Girls
Muagazine for 1902 and the Infants
Journal for 1858, 1 began to see that
I had done an unwarrantable thing in
breaking in on the privacy of this
man's scientific pursuits with a face
like mine,

After an  hour the
opened the inner door.

"Come in," he sald severely,

I went into the studio,

St down,” sald the photographer,

I =at down in a beam of sunlight
tered through a sheet of factory
tohung against a frosted skylight.

The photographer rolled a machine
o the middle of the room and
d into it from behind,

photographer

He was only in it a second—just
tne enough for one look at me—and
ther Le was out again, tearing at the
cotton sheet and the window panes
wit ioked stick, apparently frantic
for lizht and alr.

Then he crawied back into the ma-
ching sain and drew a little black
cioth over himself. This time he was
ver juiet in there. 1 knew that he
Wis praying and 1 kept still,

Wiin the photographer came out
at =t he looked  very grave and
shook s head,

e e 12 quite wrong,” he sald.
! 0 I answered quietly; "l
hiy Iways known it
lghed
think, ' he said, “the face would be
better threc-quarters full.”
t would,” 1 said enthusi-
i v for 1 was glad to find that
u e had such a human side to
! S0 would yours In fact,” |
\ ed BOW many faces one sces
. r ipparently  hard, narrow,
it minute you get them
tht juarters  full they get wide,
e 1 I boundless in
’ torapher had ceased to
;. H me over and took my
h inds and twisted it side-
" | t he neant to Kiss me,
LL my eyes,
I w Wrong.
my face as far as it
en stood looking at it,
caln

) the head,” he sald.

I t back to the muchine

look

) ith oa littie,” he sald.

50

X k idded gquickly,

1 ! vd again,
the bad” he saild; “droop
the Thank you. Now
o hem in under the lid.
“"| ! on the Knees, please,
Yoo _‘ voJust a lttle upward.
iy ’ ter. Now Just expand

o And hump the neck
iy : "l Just  contract  the
for ': otwist the hip up

w—now!

1 =till don't

quite like the face, it's just a trifle too
full, but
I swung myself round on the stool,
“stop,” 1 sald with emotion but, [
think, with dignity. “This face is my
face, It is not yours, it is mine, [I've
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You didn't think I could animate them,
I suppose? But let me see the picture.”

“Oh, there’s nothing to see yet,” he
said. "I have to develop the negative
first. Come back on Saturday and ']
let you see a proof of it."”

“Is it

lived with it for forty years and [
know s faults. | know it's out of
drawing. 1 know it wasn't made for
me, but it's my face, the only one 1

Lave —" | was conselous of a break
in-my volce, but 1 went on: “Such as
it is, I've learned to love it, And this

is my mouth, not yours, These ears
are mine, and if your machine is too

PArrOw " Here 1 started to rise
from the seat,

snick!

The photographer had pulled a

string. The photograph taken. 1 could
see the machine still staggering from
the shock.

“I think,” said the photographer,
pursing his lips in & pleased smile,
“that 1 caught the features just in a
moment of animation.”

“So!" 1 sald bitingly—"features, eh?

me?”

On Saturday 1 went back,

The photo grapher beckoned me in.
I thought he seemed quieter and
graver than before. 1 think, too, there
wus a certaln pride in his manner,

He unfolied the proof of a large
photograph and we both looked at it
in sllence.

“1s it me?" 1 asked,

“Yes,” he said quietly, “it is you,"
and we went on lookine at it

“The eyes,” I said hesitatingly, “don't
look very much like mine.”

“Oh, no” he answered, “I've re-
touched them. They come out splen-
didly, don't they?"

“Fine,” 1 said, "but surely my eye-
brows are not like that?"

“No,” sald the photographer with a
momentary glance at my face, “the
eyebrows are removed. We have a
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process now-=—the Delphide—for put-
ting in new ones. You'll notice here
where we've applied it to carry the
halr away from the brow. [ don't like
the hair low on the skull.”

“(ih, you don't, don't you?" I said.

“No,” he went on, “I don't eare for it
I like to get the hair clear back to
the superficies and make out a new
Lrow line”

“What about the mouth,” 1 said
with a bitterness that was lost on the
photographer. “ls that mine?"

“It's adjusted a little,” he sald,
“yours I8 too low, | found I couldn’t

use it,"
“The ears, though,” 1 said, “strike
me as a good likeness; they're just

like mine.”

“Yes,” sald the photographer
thoughtfully, “that's so; but 1 can fix
that all right in the print. We have a
process now—the Sulphide— for re-
moving the ears entirely, 1'll see if

“Listen!"” 1 interrupted, drawing
myself up and animating my features
ter thelr full extent and speaking
with a withering scorn that should
have blasted the man on the spot,
“Listen! I came here for a photograph

& picture-——something which (mad
though it seems) would have looked
like me. 1 wanted something that
would depict my face as heaven gave
it to me, humble though the gift may
have bheen,

“1 wanted something that my friends
might keep after my death, to recon-
cile them to my loss, It seems that [
was mistaken, What | wanted is no
lunger done, Go on, then, with your
brutal work.

“Take your negative
I8 you call it
mide, oxide,
like—remove

or whatever it
dip it in sulphide, bro-
cowhide-—anything you
the eyes, correct the
mouth, adjust the face, restore the
lips, reanimate the necktie and re-
construct the wal=tcoat, Coat it with
an inch of gloss, shade it, emboss it,
wild it, till even you acknowledge that
it is finished,

“Then when you have done all that

keep it for yourself and your friends.
They may value it, To me it is but a
worthless baoble”

1 broke into tears and left

My Unknown Friend.

He stepped into the smoking com-
partment of the Pullman where 1 was
sitting alone, He had on a long fur
lined coat and he carried a fifty dollar

#uit case that he put down on the
seal,

Then he saw me,

SWell! owell!™ he sald, and recog-

nition hroke out all over his face like
morning sun'lght,

“Well! well!" T repeated,

“Hy Jove!" he said, shaking hands
vigorously, “who would have thought
of seeing you?"

“Whao, indeed,” I thought to mys=elf,

He looked at me more closely,

“You haven't changed a bit,” he
sald,

“Neither have you™ said I heartily.

“You may be a little stouter,” he
went on critically,
“Yes," T mald, “a little; but you're

stouter yourself."
This of course would help to explain
away any undue stoutness on my part,
“No,” I continued boldly and firmly,
“you luok just about the same as ever.”

And all

Adam;

on  the

tenacious,

T

the time 1
who he was,

-
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I didn't know him from
I couldn't recall him a bit. 1
don't mean that my memory is weak

contrary,
True,
remember people’s

I find it

it is  singularly
very hard

names Very

uften too it s hard for me to recall a

face and frequently 1 fail t

pETEON'S  appearance,

recall a
Course

and of

clothes are o thing one doesn't notice,

But apart from these details | never
forget anybody, and I am proud of it
But when it does happen that a name

or face escapes me

presence of mind.,

1 never lose my

I know just how to
deal with the situation

It only needs

was wondering

By Stephen Leacock

something of a
wianted him
fered from it

“But it has gone very quickly.”

“Like a flash.,” 1 cheers
fully.

“Strange,” he sald, “"how life goes on
and we lose track of people and things
alter. 1 often think about it. 1 some-
times wonder,” he continued, “"where
all the old gang are gone to.”

“S8o do L I saikd. In fact 1 was
wondering about it at the very mo-
ment I always find in circumstan.es
like these that a man begins sooner or
later to talk of the “old gang” or “the
boys™ or “the crowd” That's where

sadness I

to feel that | v had suf-

assented

S

I shall not try to be quite so extraordinarily clever.

coolness and intellect, and it all comes

right,

My friend sat down,
“It's a long time since we met,” he

eald.
“A

long

time,”

I repeated with

the opportunity comes in to gather
who he is,
“Do you ever go back to the old

place?" he asked,
“Never,"” I said firmly and flatly. This
had to be absolute, 1 felt that once

and for all

the “old place” must be
ruled out of the discussion till 1 conld
discover where it was

“No," he went on, “l
hardly care to"”

“Not now.” | sald very gently.

“T understand. 1 beg your pardon,”

you'd

SUppuse

he =ald, and theres was silence for a
few moments

So far | had scored the first point
There was evidently an  old  place
somewhere to which 1 would hardly

care to go That
build on

I'resently he

was something to

began again

“Yes," he =aid, "I sometimes meet
sume of the old boys and they begin
to talk of you and wonder what you're
doing.”

“PPoor things,” 1 thought, but I

didn't say it
I Koew it wuas time now to make a
Lold stroke, so 1 used the method that

I always employ, 1 struck in with
sleat animation
“Mayv'" 1 =ald, “where's Billy? Do

vou ever hear anything of Billy now?"
This is really a very
Fvery old gang has a Billy in it
“Yen" my friend, “sure, Billy
15 ranching out in Montana 1 =aw
him in Chicazo spring - weighed
hont two hundred  pounds - you
voubdn't know him.”

Nou, 1 certainly wouldn't,” 1
mured to myself

And where's Pete?" |
was safe There

.‘ll" ].Ill'.
=ad

st

mure

sald, This

ground. Is always o

I'vte

“You mean Billy's brother,” he sald.

Yes, ves, Billy's brother Pete |

ften think of Lim

SO answered the unknown moan,
“ald Irete's quite changed-—settled
down altogether,” Here he began to
chuchle Why, Pete’s married!

I started to luugh too, Under thesa
circumstances it 18 always supposed to

¢overy funny if a man has got mar-
vl The notion of old Peter (whoever
he 15) being married Is presumed to

simply killing

I Kept on chuckling away quietly at
the mere idea of it 1 was hoping that
I might manage to Keep on laughing

tl the train stopped. 1 had only
tfey miles more to go. 1t's not hard
to lough rfor fifty miles Iif you know
how

But my friend wouldn't be content
with it

"l often meant to write to you,” he
sald, his volce falling to a contidentlal
tone, “especially when 1 heard of your
loss,"

I remalned quiet,
Was it money?
And why had 1
if it had ruined
ruined mu

“Ohne can
that,” he

Evidently T was plumb rained,
I =ald nothing and remained
cover, walting to draw his fire,

Yes" the man went on, “death is
always sad.”

Death!  Oh, that was it, was it?
I almost hiccoughed with joy. That
was easy. Handling a case of death
In these conversations is simplicity it
self. One has only to sit yulet and
wait to find out who s dead.

What had [ lost?
And if 20, how much?
lost it? 1 wondered
me or only partly

never get over a loss like
vontinued solemnly.

But
under

Conlinued on Eighth Page.



