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Government PhotographerWhose Specialty
Is Faring Forth in the Spring
Months and Recording the
Unfolding of Blooms.His
Picture Records Are of Great
Value.Queer Plants of the
Floral World. Tribulations
of the Photographer.FlowersThat Flame and Flowers
That Are Comedians.

®IIK snvfmmpnt has
an official photographerto the flowand

May comprise
his busy period, for
then all thewonderworldof nature
is putting on its
garlands. Today
he is somewhere in
the wilds seeking

out rare blooms of beauty or better
known flowers in new and striking guises.
That he may know w hat he should pictureand the value of the things he encountershe has. of necessity, become a

man steeped in the lore of the woods and
the fields. His story of the watch for
the appearance of the flowers in tneir

cycle of the springtime weeks is full of
nature lore front a new angle.
This photographer is E. L Crandall,

and for years he has made pictures for
the Department of Agriculture. In all
those experiments of the government
scientists in their hothouses, where they
seek to breed flowers that the world
never saw before, and in the gardens that
grow a wealth of rare blooms to decorate
the White House on festive occasions, E.
E. Crandall is the photographer artist
who records the beauties of those blooms.
He has pictured many flowers that have
bloomed in these hothouses for the first
time sinee flowers began to bloom, for
they were originated here. He has picturedrare orchids that have been sent
to the White House gardens from the
ends of the earth. He has pictured the
first blossoms in America of plants, the
seed for which agricultural explorers have
s«nt home from the high Himalayas or
the jungles of darkest Africa.

#
* *

Crandall. as the flower photographer of
the government, makes the flower pic- r
tures that appear in all the government t
publications. But above and beyond this t
he is attempting to register a photograph t
of every flower that blooms in the wilds. £
that the government, the naturalist or f
the nature lover may have true material *
for illustration whenever these beauties 1
of nature are being portrayed. '

So Crandall knows the things in nature *

that first appear in the spring. He knows v
the procession of nowers as they follow, t
one after another. He knows the haunts 1
in which they are found and the tricks f*
of getting them on record. '

There is. for instance, the skunk cab- "

bage. the first bloom of them all to v

appear in the spring. Often the snow is Cl
still on the ground when the skunk cab- a

bage pushes its way through the fecund n
earth and bursts into bloom. The flower
is» protected by a shell-like covering that
reveals it from only one side, the whole j®being something like a cabbage with a j®hollow interior, as a vase for a flower.
The flower, to be sure, has a bad odor **

from which it takes its names. Its prime
Virtue of being the first of all to appear ®;
and the additional fact that it is an a

edible plant, largely redeem the skunk i*
caDbage irom tne ignominy of its odor.

* n
* * rr

F'ollowing closely on the heels of the H
skunk cabbage, according to the flower
photographer, comes the bloom of the ^trailing arbutus. This well known plant
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PARIS, April 31, lflt.l. Y

HAVE seen the [
prince of poets and ]

CSt fll^l H ^S\ center of cubism. 1
P91 /j'?L Em Vj futurism. unani- 1
Girt ' >' Jra mousism. nrphism,
\m 1 B /f\J 8' m 11 Itaneousism,

sensuousism and

* nrnsuuusism,

a now kind of J

pootry, was born on the night of ray t

visit, which coincided with the independ- c

en's' verni»snge. Things happen like that f

in the Ooserie des IJlas t

It is the last of the literary and artis- t

tic cnfr«. An American magazine recent- c

ly asked for an article on them, and the a

contributor, in his haste, wrote back that
Brnest l>ajeunesse and four disciples t
hold to themselves frigidly front 5 to 7
at the tee cream Neapolitan Cafe on the r

boulevard: that Georges Courteiine and 0

Gaston Reroux play bridge at the Grand t
Cafe from d to s aifco on the boulevard: t
that Rostand, when in Paris. takes t<-a a

with the ladies at the Majestic off the j
Champs Klvsees. and that was all; tie
1 tcrary and artistic cafes had perished in
boulevard hluff and self-advertising.
Now he knows another world, the real

thing, ardent youth, virgin genius, hat- "

tlliig for tomorrow, at the Closerle des '

Ljlas.
It is the Ifist stand of Bohemia.

*
*

Philistine* rail them "rafe poets.
'

<"ieorges Batault. youthful pliilosopher in
the style of Bergson. son-of-family who
quits the Avenue du Bois for Paul Fort's
Tuesday evenings, has explained it to me.

So has i'anudo, editor of Montjoie, tiie
organ of artistic imperialism. So Paul
Fort explained his younger hrethr< n. replyingto Jean Richepin s bitter-sweet, on
the night of his election as prince of
poets.
"If we hoid forth in a cafe," said the

prinee. "it is because most of us have no
sa'on."

I knew a man whose aunt's life ambi-
tlon was to go to Paris and frequent the
literary salon of Mme. Adam, which, she
was convinced, as late as still
created public opinion and guided taste
very surely. So is the boui-geoi^ ever. The
saion for him tor h«-r>.who does not go.
but reads about it. is a mysterious place
of i onversation. art and manner*, whose
kitchen he docs not realize, or the ba< ketairs.or servants' gossip, or the skeleton
in the closet But he knows the . afe. its
plate washing and sweeping-out, its free
entrance, and window wide open.
Therefore he despises the cafe as he

fwveres the salon.just as we admire a
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that scrambles about ti»e shady, rocky t '« '

.... x|
hillsides of the eastern half of the con I
tirent. puts forth its flowers in clusters I ;,'i
it the ends of its vines. They are wax- I
ike and pink, and .have an odor much 1
tike that of the water Illy.I >.+
The skunk cabbage of the low. wet. I

places and the arbutus of the hillsides I
ire closely followed in the spring by the 1 ,

pussy willow blooms that have long 1 f \
'ound a place in the springtime joy of 1
he people of the outside. The pussy 1

'

'

alllows not uncommonly are seen in I
February. The red and yellow and green 1 .

ind brown of their soft and fuzzy cylln- 1 V
lers delight the early farer abroad, while 1
heir fragrance fills the early spring air. ;1
And there is the hcpatica that crowds 1
Iohc on the heels of the skunk cabbage 1
ind often shows itself among the snows 1 -'

>f early spring. When the men of Ver- 1
nont go forth to tap the maple tree for 4.
ts sap that begins to rise with the first 1 ;

ouch of spring, they often find the deli- 1 --jA
ate white and pink star-shaped flowers 1
ilossoming at their roots. The anemone 1
s likewise a child of the early spring, a 1
rail creature known also as the wind 1w
lower. flAt

By this time spring is a thing of VJ
'eality. The gray poplar has burst into
>loom overhead and the blue violets, says 1^*1
he photographer, are to be seen in the Wr
;rass and a handful of them may he
rathered for milady's* corsage. The birdootviolet is the largest of the blue y""*
dolets, though not as early as some. M
rhey grow in the borders of fields and in
hin woods, hiding modestly close to the
rround. The common violet may shade j,. ,.,

nto a purple, while the sweet, white
aniolet. most fragrant of them all and ~.viJ!.! «? tuu,

he smallest, is of a modester color. p " pa
,

'

'he yellow violet is the tallest and proud- ? .! ui
st and chooses the dry hillsides, though tne bumb.e

t may often be found looking into the °f one flower to

raters of a brook as though to get a the la,.y 8 s"PPet
iew of the reflection of itself. The so- Quantities of hoi
ailed dogtooth violet is not a violet at '"duce the bum

11 and its other name of fawn lily is flower wants run

inch more appropriate. ** s17lea/lfd, a" °

The lady's slippers come later in the small that he

pring, and may not be found as yet through. The bee

nywhere except in the far south. Thef«e of the honey, a

Ldv's slippers are real aristocrats among finds the door so

le wild flowers. They are orchids and back out of it.
rchlds are the fancy and pride of i'ma" aperture
lany a magnificent garden. Emissaries starts for it. H
f flower fanciers travel the world through by main
round gathering orchids and single he gets all gum:
lants are often worth thousands of 'ore sticks to hin
ollars. Yet the lady's slippers are royal flowers he is pre
rchids. They are things of beauty, but tilize them,
ot so highly prized as those that are
lore difficult to procure, in tne w nite
[ouse gardens there is the rarest of Dutchman's br<
nese flowers, the spotted leopard or- comedians of the
nld of Africa, which Mr. Crandall has ^

Ictured. Icate-stemmed,
To the nature student there is an eter- spite its plebeian

THE P1IMCE C
heatrical piece where we see only the
icautiful. the sentimental or the dra- j HmBBSa
natic side of life and all the ugly and [ mmhmiseiess events are eliminated. Rut real J HRlSflHfiE
ife is not thus "arranged," and the ideas \
Lgitated in this last remaining literary N
afc.once the cafes really did half make , !
irtistlc and political opinion-are stilt J
be same as those agitated in her salon ^
»y the duchess, and, as may happen, a J
ot in advance of her at. times. ^

* * HS9
l saw charming things. For instance. J
saw Paul Fort protect long-haired

tmerican boys and encourage soul-eyed
American girl students, tense, tugging, .

rained down, sensitive, ardent, burning Ezi '

ut their vitalitv with the midnight oil,
R->- *" '' '

lushed with timidity, daring and love of v*^T'"
he beautiful, when the> begin to a»k iflLkJ'f
hemselves "Am I a poet? Am I a paint- ,

r? Have I found something new in I ^0$:
Paul Fort tells them yep. or partly so, Jv>rrespects (hem as seekers. For fear J

if discouraging one single obscure genius
if tomorrow the prince of poets is willing flijjtijjjj^xTBS
<» dionuuc ovnmtnp uhniv forth nrfl-

ect ami withhold condemnation from w:|> ^H|i!most anything, even, for instance, i
* flH

»oetry which might he like this: J^' ^HP|
Tiv silminy eiim of her opper l«n j^B|jSI h tied >ii the upper sen. j

Fertainly they are (although my own) j ggjy1weak example of sensuoustsm, hut you j
'an see from them what a world may lie jhidden in them when you are permitted
to repeat the lines to yourself gently,
tot as verse, hut as musk*. A piece of /
nusie may stir up as many different j
everies, emotions and pictures before t
he eyes as there are listeners. So sen- j ;*3??#
itiouslsm in poetry.beautiful words in ( / < 1"hvthm purposely free from sense or '
neaning.ought to stir up sentiments, < nHHegnlilX
vietures and reveries different and very J
ipeeially soothing in each soul that re- t
;>< ats them in the tw ilight. 1 hope 1 J HKBEmgH»nak»- jPaul Fort's own poetry is nothing like
this, kike Walt Whitman, he has freed t w

iinisplf from the slavery of rhyme anil
irosody. Often he writes rhymed prose,
vhose soul is poetry and where rhymes
ibound. How ean I give you a taste of cream of them h
lis style? I am sure to do him injustice. "The Choice." pi

rhus; Here is haggag
Pe#rl of -dvrr. my potirl in the wild wood's '>' 1° swell up a

ipurf. oh little fchsdy clrtring . . . beside whose "Ivory tower l
aughing rill, rgeh morn I lesre my little basket boulevard pressif oranges . . stretching on the grass to for- gpe (tie Closer!
;et m.r lores. 1 r«me. oh. little Hearing in the j nicht Midrilrer shadow. ,o learn to dream alone. ««>h n

Ru'. 1 give up. You try. He has pub- American girls
shed fifteen big volumes, half with the Swinburne into
Merct.re do I'rance," half with Kugene from Bremen.t
'iguire, wonderful hymns, songs, ballads, gian troubadours
ieds. elegies, antique poems, heroic door: "Has he c
>oems, idylls, "panic chants." marine about: "Has lie
loems. odes and odettcs, romances, lit- He comes, th<
ie Iliads, gaultsh fancies, complaints and rounded by his
aylugs, madrigals and epigrams.and the and long hair. 1

I
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ed in the woods with the from the shape of its petals. Jack-in-the- the berry. Thi
d the bumble bee as the pulpit is another comedian who stands off of the sect
plant may be fertilized debonaire in his sheltered nook and goes sistant. This tl
ly grow in hut one way, out in a flame of glory in the form of the which the tre
bee carrying the pollen clusters of bright red berries that super- to its growth,
another. Realizing this, sede him. tree results. !
places the bait of great The great family of ferns is of peren- scatter the sei

iey near its opening to nial interest, says Mr. Orandall, to the
ble bee to enter. The Individual who haunts the woods, and
l inside that pollen may one of the early spring wonders is the ana
ver him. The door is so unwinding of the great leaves of these r

may barely squeeze plants. The long arms of what are to be a flame on th
does so, and eats his All fern leaves shoot out of the ground early when viewed 1
nd is ready to go. He in the spring, and the knotty fist that is inK jnto noth
> small that he may not on the end of them opens out most , , ,

There is the light of a stealthily until it becomes a multi-leaf cl0:,e inspectio
ahead of him, and he with every finger a rib. ception is glv
e must crowd his way At about this period of the glory of the most scorned,
force, and in so doing spring there appears the dogwood bios- to the pine,

med up, and pollen ga- som, one of the handsomest of the flower- generally reco,
n. When he enters other jng trees, l.ater the flowers will give The flower
pared to thoroughly fer- place to bright red berries. Most of the many tribulat

berries of the woods are bright red. They of him who w
* do it on purpose, and there is an eco- their happiest

* * nomic reason. The berry wants to at- instance, one

»eches is another of the tract the attention of the birds. It wants pictures of ol
r, j , to be eaten by the bird. As an additional that was famiflower world. It is a del- |nducement it puts on a layer of gummy which has a w

aristocratic flower, de- substance that is good bird food. So serted farmste
name.a thing acquired the bird is attracted and actually eats outfit on his
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THE PRINCE OF POETS, HARKED WITH AN "A

as just been collected In tear at his lapel and six at his coattail. school boy at t
ublished recently. Paul Fort finds time to greet a beardless Along with A
e.and it sells handsome- boy poet, blushing and stammering, and was to make I
man, yet he leaves the accept, as a precious deposit and sam- with "The Sys

»nd pink teas and the pie, the boy's perhaps virgin verse. Me Dr. Plume".h<
to Rostand. pockets the poetry reverently. He pock- actors and tra
ies des Rllas of a Tues- ets ten such in tiie evening. And.mind of Maeterlinc
lie-aged Bulgarian poets you.every poem will be read, examined name was unk
ies seeking a publisher; as a jewel, and quite possibly be pub- boys were expi
who have translated lished when it shows a promise of nor- on the grounc
French; epigramists city. It may. indeed, he published in his scholars and

vith diagram.and Bel- "Verse and Prose" Review, whose co- days he says:
stick their heads in the director is the supple Alexandre Mer- linek than he
ome yet?" They wander cereau. "In France,"

gone?" How shall they not love him.and give art!" He welc
= prince of poets, Mir- him their votes for Prince? Pai.l«>ort short gray bes
bodyguard in felt hata maAe Maeterlinck In France, and thinks you to the poe
let In Babel, where flva nothing about it. He was still a high A solemn-looki

ft
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Abroad IK THD1ATTT>

p gummy layer is digested miles without ever a sight
1, but Its germ is more re- and never exposed a negati
he bird drops at some place day. The next morning he
e hopes will be favorable a bed of it in a hundred y
and perhaps another great Again he found that the
;>o is the bird induced to in his picture collection wi
sds of trees. hlack cohosh. He was c

m l^ake Bomoseen. in Vermon
* * ed its shores for days. One

T . . . . . was crossing the lake in
, or Judas tree, also lights S(,.a]i drnv. )lim ashrir(1
e hillside, a thing of glory very arms of the long-s<
'rom a distance but dissolv- Again there was a hands<
ling when approached for shrub that required just t

. , v., for the proper effect. The s
n, and because of this d.- and the photographer sat a
en the name of the man gjx hours until it had trav
Nearly all the trees, even and shone exactly the righ

have blossoms, a fact not picture,
gnized. *
photographer recited the * *
ions that beset the path These search(,s often k<ould record the flowers in , ^

/noods. Mr. Crandall, for tographer in the open for
day started out for some than he had intended and
d-fashioned tansy, a plant grip of hunger is upon
liar to most childhoods and wise to the ways of
rav of blooming: around de- 7 ^

ads. With his thirty-pound 's usually able to find so

back he tramped twenty will sustain him. There is,
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AND HIS CROWD.

he College Ix>uis le Grand, eggs at the next table. "Cor
ndre de Lorde.who later "meet the prince of story
^aris and America tremble Ryner." And, "Ah, Aesct
tem of Prof. Goudron and friendly wave. "Charming 1
r rented a stage, engaged he whispers,
ined them to play a piece *
:k's when Maeterlinck's * *
mown. For which the two T t, .... n.. ...5,
Riled from Louis le Grand, Is Paul Port really ,thp p,,!
I that they could not be Or does he owe his election
theater managers. Xowa- kindness, his goodness, his s
"I owe more to Maetter- perennial vouthfulness, and

°said Pau,e!Fort. "we love and slath*r
omcd a smiling man with P,,pt-S >n h's review .

ird. "Allow me to present You cannot divide him up.
t, Victor Emile Miehelet." If poetry is a thing of p
ing party cats hard-boiled tiou, if poetry is a thing I

~4
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vf^F'-' *:^mn?-' I liavr crown tho opium popp> of «"h n*

fJ and gained the American streams

|f^^.may today be found growing in

Si-r^ppl'ii^/l^ seductive glory in the streams tributary
qQ^^, to the Potomac below Washington and

in many other places

R. Orl6TPT ]s TovBe Touni> minds that dominate this, the most powerT>tAfTT flTf A.^"*
" -"* ful civilization of modern times, may

A- -«f>AmiWVTifV"-~ fln(i at hand the mystic flower upon which
the nobles of ancient Egypt fed until their

of the plant the bud of the sweet flag, which is like faculties were drugged into inaction and
ve in a whole okra in appearance, but smaller. It is race dominance was gone. T he inastumbledupon good to eat and nourishing. There Is also Serial 's being placed' at hand that may
aids of camp, the heart of the water lily, the fairest convert the men of America into the lotus
re w as a gap of all flowers in its cool purity, its pleas- eaters .of modern times,
th relation to ing fragrance, its restful fitting into the ®° does the flower photographer encounampedbeside scheme of things about a quiet pool. The *er one a^te'" another of the flowers that
t. and search- heart of the water lily is a morsel that bloom in the spring, about every one
> afternoon lie is good to eat. quite satisfying and of 01 w'hich there is a romance, a poem or

a boat and a such size as to be of importance as a a flame of sentiment. Jobs tears, purple
and into the food. Then there is the heart of the an<* petite, appear for a few hours and

* * j - _». - a rt* ernna Thp hpllwnrt hanirs fnr nvvhilA
jugnt conosn. iern. riere is iu oe iounu a piece ui piam -- .

omeblooming food that may serve an important pur- on 'ts delicate stem. There is the lilyheright light pose and that has saved many a friend of-the-valley which also hanus forth
un was wrong from hunger. Aside from these there are Jwceful bells. There is the family of
nd waited for the well known berries and nuts that and another of pinks, there are

ersed the sky may often be relied upon to furnish a meadowsweets and wild roses, there are

t way for the wholesome meal. *'ie laurels of the mountain side and
The lilies of the field that 'toil not. the daisies of the fields, morning glories

neither do they spin." are infinite in num- and forget-me-nots, there is black-eyed
ber and in variety. When myriads of Susan and the sneeze weed, that large

.h« ^
them lift their heads above the grass of family of thistles, and the rattlesnake

P t pno- meadow or wave a welcome to the Plant. The Indian pipes creep forth in
longer periods mowers at haying time, they lay down a the damp solitudes of the forest as th»
at times the scene of beauty hard to surpass. Their season advanees and stand as solemn seniumHaving orange or yellow or brick red flowers tinels suggesting peace. There are flow*that last but for a dav throw a deal of ers without end at this season of the year

woods ne glory into that Rhort span. aHd the tales of them and the pictures
imething that Tbe poppy is not a native of the eastern might go on forever,
for instance, states. Many gardens in many states (Copyright. 1»I3, by W. A. Pu I'uy.i
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JM LHTEKA1Y CAFES |
ffl soul should show itself such as it is. versation above the daily news, bridge

naked, palpitating and so often beautiful, whist, the stock market an-1 personal
then Paul Fort is a prince of poets. palaver.
Certainly he shows life as it is. and he *

is the true Bohemian of the L.atln Quar- * *

ter, such as there were, such as we were What society for a young painter!
at twenty years of age. When he sings What society for a youth voarning for
his loves and aspiraPons of the quarter poetry and beauty! P^OI. the man wh..

IWA we recognize in© same uear mings we nr

M felt as youthful students, fresh, ardent. has 'd^as and wants to aii
M sincere. Unhappily, we have lost them for a battleground of wit! The ordinary

with the passing: years.and Paul Fort Paris cafe kills all aspirations, all origlMhasn't. nallty that Is not business.
y Evidently he is prince of literary and Here only in the Closerie des Ellas < an

youthful Bohemia, singing to a golden the lone boy with brains he sure of a

hatp, freely, easily, beautifully, the burst- hurrahing welcome from his peers. Elder
ing emotions of the mute, and encourag- men will tako him by the hand He is

J ing youthful birds to chirp. This or that In no danger of dissipation. These ar«

one may turn nut a nightingale. He intelligences, even when cubical He
hopes so, because he Is a great soul. listens. He talks. He plunges. Swelled

It has American roots.much of this with happiness, he even Invents, disastonlshingnew art and poetry. Paul covers, initiates. What :f his cubism
Fort, for instance, though not forty years have rounded corners

old, lived and sung beside Vlele-Griffln "Here we care only for Ideas, wit, art.
tan American), Henri de Regnier and poetry. High ideals sweeten us from the
Stuart Merrill (another American!. blighting bluff of the boulevard, sa'd a

* very sane young poet with no hair on

+ * his face. He is a rich hoy, son of a

More Bohemian than these, he con- millionaire manufacturer, and tie takes
., . .... .. , ... -r a ta.\l, In the rain, to come four mile*
tinued sitting in the cafe, with Moreas across Paris. "Never mind their slmulandMallarme. Eong ago he began gatn- taneouslsm.it will develop Into someeringadventurous youth around h!m, so thing else, or else, who knows, perfect
powerfully that they became irtematlon- itself in beauty! The charm of this place

,. , . , ... . .Is s.ncerlty. Rostand. Rlchepln! Bah! VNo
J a ' not or,y French. btu Danish poets, arfl mjirs away from the gilded and lce<l

$£5 Russian poets, Greek painters, Finnish cake-baking boulevard and its systematic
g painters. And. continuing, he unites the self-advertising!"

4 youth of today with that of yesterday, *

reconciles all.the "elder brother." He* *

til 1 draws equally socialists and royalists. He * beckoned to Ellis to get ready. Ha
gajwJ M unites the tail-end of symbolism with the began to Joint the flashlight tripod.

gSS stretched-out finger-nails (if I may say) ,

Cton 1 we a photograph of Paul

|l|fj&flj3 KS of animatism. You know these animate an<J his 'fiends here'* I asked.
Illllfll ESS chappies want to animate everything. word photograph ' wont like a

sill!!® R8 give an entity for the street, the house, whirlwind. There was a pandemonium.
MM IS the umbrella, or the cream puff. They Mobbing the central tables, packing the
mm a sk"s.r.sre ssxjzlsvez behr "r ^,,fP^PISKgretted." ana his court, pawing his shoulders like

EM In all this they develop from Walt a compact bunch of grapes, they hauled.
Illllill NE Whitman, whom many call their master, mauled, struggled and clung, to keep iu

iTH n Take the simultaneous boys. They are tl,o focus of the camera. They hid Paul
KM painters, sprung from a chance specula- Fort; they hid Zwelg. the German liter...mi,- .Ml tion of Edgar Poc. May we seek for arY critic on a visit; they upset the

aiiannn oeauty m ttseir? Can we figure beauty inpoas ana almost, smasnen tne juaies.
apart from the delectation which man Flash! Pf-f-f! Is that all? Is It overt
gives himself in it.a beauty which is an 1 h4ul my head turned. Won't you take
expression, not of vain man. but of the another?

lie," he says, universe, in the measure In which it smiled, but the prince of poets did
tellers. Hans humanizes itself in light? With this key notlernann!"A you can understand equally cubism and "We were peace and modesty." he said.
Tench poet," obliquelsm.which is not yet invented but "You brought a disturbing element."

will be.STERLING HElDIGk
I am happy to explain these things to

you. One should pass along the lighted t..AU 1
nee of poets? to,r^h, The Home of Truth.

.
. ... Torchons.

. ..
Thc tioserie des Lilas is a big cafe, i|T TNCLB JOE" CANNON, at a rrpubioiemn;t\,his with two wings and two floors. Down- U bean luncheon in Danville, tilted

because he stairs it is packed. This is not a banal n hi_h#.r thP rl«-ar in the corner of
s of youthful r*ris Vafe- ,lk* thp others. Whom do you

* ^ ameet in them? The shopkeepers of the hlR mouth and said grimly,
quarter, clerks, flirting youth, retired old "These muckraking writers call nw
fellows playing dominoes, all commercial, names. Well, gentlemen, truth lies at

ure Imagina- mixed with sports, and, but for the tour- the bottom of a well, but that doesn't
in which the ists, perhaps, none with a spark of con- necessarily mean an Inkwell.'*

ft


