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With the Photographer.
WANT my photograph taken," I

said.
The photographer looked at me

without enthusiasm. He was a
drooping man In a gray suit, with the
dim eye of a natural scientist. Hut
there Is no need to describe him.
Everybody knows what a photographer
h like.

'Sit there," he wild, "anil wait."
"I waited an hour. I read the

.edict Companion for 1912, the Ulrh
ilaymine for 1!01! and the Infants
Journal for 1888. I began to see that
I had done an unwarrantable thing in
breaking In on the privacy of this
man's scientific pursuits with :i face
like mine.

After an hour the photographer
opened the Inner door.

"Come In," he said severely.
I went Into the studio.
"Sit down." said the photographer.
1 sat down in a beam of sunlight

fllteied through a sheet of factory
cotton hung against a frosted skylight.

The photographer rolled machine
into the middle if tlui room and
crawled into It from behind.

lie was only in It a second Just
tunc enough for one Iook at me and
then tie was out again, tearing at the
cotton sheet and the window panes
villi ,i hooked stick, apparently f run tic
for light and air.

Then he crawled back Into the ma-chi- iu

again and drew a little black
cloth ver himself. This time he was
m Millet in there. I knew that he
m praying and I kept still.
Wi n the photographer came out

t lust he looked very grave and
thouk bit head.

"Tlie face la quite wrong," he said.
"I know," I answered iiitetly ; "I

ha.- always known it,"
lb- sighed,

I think, ' he sulil, "the face would be
lifter thief-quarte- rs full."

"I in s.-- c it would," I fcald enthusl- -
ally, for I was glad to llnd that

D" nun had such u human side to
I'm, s would yours. In fact," I

cou' sued, ''how manv faces one sees
Hi, re apparently hard, narrow,
kin I. but the minute you get them
thi. quarter full they get wide,

almost boundless In "
!i i' tin photographer had censed I"

lis'.-- i He came over and took my
Ik Ii - lundH and twisted It slde-- I

tl.iiglit he tneant to kiss me.
Closed my i.ycH,

I' I U . UTfini'
Ii wimi.iI m y f,,,.,. H fiir H t

ii, then stood looking at It.
II, J 'I again.

I ' the head." he said.
Tl n ii. nt back to the machine

uml u "iei look.
i ' ulli a little," ho said,

I ii i In ho,
I' added quickly,

Tin '"ked again,
"T'

lhm
re kid," he said; "droop

no 're. Thank you. Nowth . 'hem In under the lid.I'm - i. ' on tlm knees, please,
tnl

Y
" v ' e Just a little upward.
.i i. Her. Now Just expandthe ' i:s ' s ! And hump the neckII). - i "id Just contract the

low,,
'"'I twist the hip up

tll as now! 1 still don't

,
, ; i I !
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FAMILIAR INCIDENTS
quite like the face. It's Just a trllle too
full, but "

I swung myself round on the stool,
"Stop," 1 said with emotion but. I

think, with dignity. "This face Is my
face. It Is not yours. It Is mine. I've

"Is it

lived with It for forty years and I

know lis faults. I know It's out of
drawing, I know it wasn't made for
mo, but It's my face, tl nly one 1

have " I was conscious of a break
In .my voice, but 1 went on: "Such aa
It is, I've learned to love It. And this
Is my mouth, not yours. These ears
are mine, and If your machlno Is too
narrow " Hero 1 started to rise
from tho seat,

Snick!
The photographer had pulled a

string. The photograph taken. I could
see the machlno still staggering from
the shook.

"I think," said the photographer,
pursing his Hps In a pleased smile,
"that 1 caught the features Just in a
moment of animation."

"So!" 1 said bltlngly "features, ch?
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"THE LARGE AND INTELLIGENT AUDIENCE."

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
llrst. Come back on Saturday and I'll
let you see a proof of It."

me?"

On Saturday I went back.
The phougrapher beckoned mo in.

I thought he seemed quieter and
graver than before, I think, too, there
was a certain pride In his manner.

He unfolucd the proof of a largo
photograph and wo both looked at It
in silence,

"Is it me?" I asked.
"Yes," he said quietly, "It Is you,"

and we went on lookln 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," I said, "but surely my eye-

brows are not like that?"
"No," sold the photographer with a

momentury glance at my face, "tho
eyebrows are removed. Wo have a

process now the Delphlde for put-
ting In new ones. You'll notice here
where we've applied It to carry the
hair away from the brow. I don't like
the hair low on the skull."

"Oh, you don't, don't you?" I said.
"No," ho went on, "I don't care for It.--I

like to get the hair clear back to
the superficies and make out a new
brow line."

"What about the mouth." I said
with a bitterness that was lost on the
photographer. "Is that mine?"

"It's adjusted a little." he said,
"yours la too low. I found I couldn't
use It."

"The ears', though," 'I said, "strike
me as a good likeness; they're Just
like mine."

"Yes," said the photographer
thoughtfully, "that's so; but I can tlx
that all right In the print. We have a
process now the Sulphide for re-

moving the ears entirely. I'll see If "
"Listen!" I Interrupted, drawing

myself up and animating my features
tir their full extent and speaking
with a withering scorn that should
have hla'rted the man on the spot.
"Listen! I came here for a photograph

a picture something which (mad
though It seems) would have looked
like me. I wanted something that
would depict my face as heaven gave
it to me, humble thoush the gift may
have been.

"I wanted wmethlng that my friends
might keep after my death, to recon-
cile them to my loss. It seems that I
was mistaken. What I wnnted la no
longer done. Go on, then, with your
brutal work.

"Take your negative or whatever It
Is you call it dip it In sulphide, bro-

mide, oxide, cowhide anything m
like remove the eyes, correct the
mouth, ndjust the face, restore the
Hps, reanimate the necktie and re-

construct tho waistcoat. Coat It with
an Inch of gloss, shade It, emboss It,
gild 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 bauble."

d broke Into tears and left.

My Unknown Friend.
lie stepped Into tho smoking nt

of tho I'ullman where I was
sitting alone, He had on a long fur
lined coat and ho carried a fifty dollar
suit case that he put down on the
seat.

Then he saw me.
"Well! well!" he said, and recog-

nition broke out all over Ills face like
morning sunlight,

"Well! well!" T related.
"Hy .love!" ho said, shaking hands

vigorously, "who would have thought
of seeing you?"

"Who, Indeed," I thought to myself.
He looked at me morn oloMiy.
"You haven't chnnged u bit," he

said.
"Neither have jousald I heartily.
"You may bo a little stouter," he

went on critically.
"Yes," I said, "a little; but you're

ttouter yourself,"
This of course would help to explain

away any undue stoutness on my part,
"No," I continued boldly and firmly,

"you look Just about the same ns ever."

And all the time I was wondering
who he was. I didn't know him from
Adam; I couldn't recall him a bit. I

don't mean that my memory is weak.
On the contrary. It Is slngularly
tenaclous. True. I find It very hard
to remember people's names; very
often too It is hard for me to recall a
face and frequently I fall to recall a
person's appearance, and of course
clothes are a thing one doesn't notice.

Hut apart from these details I never
forget anybody, and I am proud of It.
Hut when It does happen that a name
or face escapes me I never lose my
presence of mind. I know Just how to
deal with the situation. It only needs

I shall not try to be quite

coolness and Intellect, and It all comes
right.

My friend sat down.
"It's a long time since we met," he

told.
"A lonf time," I repeated with

CuprlKli

something of a Hole of s.ldlless. I

wanted him to feel thai I t o had suf-
fered from It.

"But It has gone very quickly."
"I.Ike a flash," I assented cheer-

fully.
"Strange," he said, "how life goes on

and we lose track of people and things
alter. 1 often think about It. I some-
times wonder," he continued, "where
all the old gang are gone to."

'So do I," I said. In fact I was
wondering about it at the very mo-

ment. I always tlm! in circumstances
like these that a man begins sooner or
later to talk of the "old gang" or "the
boys" or "the crowd." That's where

so extraordinarily clever.

the opportunity comes In to gather
who he Is.

"Do you ever go back to the old
pi ice?" he asked,

''Never," I said firmly and flatly. This
had to be absolute. I felt that once
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and for all the "old place" must bo
ruled out of the discussion till 1 could
discover where It was.

"No," he went on, "I suppose you'd
hardly cue to."

"Not now." I suld very gently.
"I understand. I beg your pardon,"

he said, and there was silence for a
few moments.

So far I had scored the llrst point.
There was evidently an old place

omowhere to which I would hardly
care to go. That was something to
build on.

1'rosontly he began again.
"Yes," he said, "I sometimes meet

some of the old bos and they begin
to talk of you and wonder what.you're
doing."

"Poor things," I thought, but I

didn't say It.
1 knew it was time now to make a

bold stroke, so I used the method that
I always employ. I struck in with
gloat animation.

"Say!" I said, "Where's Hilly'.' Do
hi ever hear anything of Hilly now?"
This Is leally a ver safe Hue.

Ilvei'.x old gang has a Hilly ill it.
"Yes." said my friend, "sure. Hilly

is ranching out in .Montana. 1 saw
him in Chicago last spring weighed
i bout two hundred poundsyou
wouldn't know him."

"No, I certainly wouldn't," I mur-
mured to mself.

"And Where's l'ete?" 1 said. This
was safe ground. There l.s always a
l'ete.

"You mean Hlllj's brother," he said.
es, yes, llilly's brother l'ete. I

if ten think of 1.1m."
"oh." answered the unknown man,

"old Hole's quite changed settled
down altogether." Here he began to
liuukle. 'Why, I 'ete's married! '

I started to laugh too. Under those,
i iciiiustauces !t Is always supposed to
lie erj funny If a man luw got mar-iic- d

Tin- notion of uld I'eter (whoever
lie is) being married Is presumed to
bo slmpl) lulling.

I kept on chuckling away quietly at
the mere Idea of It. I was hoping that
I might manage to keep on laughing
till the train stopped. 1 had only
llfly miles more to go. it's not hard
to laugh for fifty miles If you know-ho-

Hut in frlom! wouldn't be content
with it.

"I often meant to write to you," ho
said, his voice fallliiK to a coulldeutlal
lone, "especially when I houtd of your
loss."

I remained quiet. What had I lost?
Was It money? And If so, how much?
And why had I lost It? I wondered
If It had ruined mo or only partly
ruined me.

"One can neuT get over a loss like
that," he continued solemnly,

Kvldontly I was plumb ruined. Hut
I said nothing and remained under
ciner, waiting to draw his lire.

"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 quiet and
wait to find out who Is dead.

Confbiiied on Klohth I'aye.


