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When the President Meets the Correspondents

W ASHINGTON.—AIthough it has been definitely decided that there shall beno social affairs at the White House this winter, one form of social affair
will continue to maintain its hold within the White House precincts. Every

Tuesday morning at ten o’clock Presi-
dent Wilson receives the newspaper
men and while “information business’ 1
is supposed to be the basis of pro-
cedure the gathering in a sense is a
social one.

President Wilson has a sense of
humor. Somebody has said that it Is
the Scotch sense of humor which man-
ifests itself foggily at times, but it is
humor nevertheless, and the president
seems to enjoy bearing his share in
its creation. When some corre-

spondent. a little bolder than his brethren, asks a point-blank question de-manding a direct answer on some matter concerning which the correspondents
are on tiptoe, the president is likely to laugh and to tell a story in answer, the
story always having some kind of a moral intended to point up the fact that it
is not always wise to answer questions until the mind has been fully made up
as to what the answer should be.

When President YYilson meets the newspaper men in conference he stands
behind a desk in his circular office room while his visitors form three-quarters
of a circle about him. Questions are fired at him all along, or, rather, all
around, the line. He parries some of them, answers more of them directly
and turns some of them away, as has been said, with a story.

Ordinarily about thirty correspondents are present at this Tuesday morn-
ing gathering. They are all men, save one, a clever newspaper woman, Mrs.
George F. Richards, who is the correspondent of some New England papers.
Mrs. Richards is the only woman who holds membership in the press galleries
of the two houses of congress. Her husband, who died some time ago, was a
member of the gallery. After his death she took up his work and has fol-
lowed it ever since.

Hard to Keep Visitor’s Elbows Off the Railings

T •HERE is an unwritten law that the guest in the gallery of the house or the
senate shall not put his elbows, his hat, coat, gloves, guide book, muff, or

fan on the railing of the gallery. Indeed, if he but lets his fingers rest ever so
lightlyon the balcony, as he leans for-
ward to listen to the debate, the pa-
tient, vigilant doorkeeper comes creep-
ing down the aisle and taps him on the
ihoulder.

Invariably the guest so accosted
has an awful sensation of being called
to account for some mystery in the
past, or all but faints under the cer-
tain knowledge that there has been an
accident in which someone near and
dear to him has been killed He al-
ways turns crimson or white, and
looks up with a jerk. “Sit back, please,” is all the doorkeeper says; or “Please
take your elbows off the railing;” or, “No coats allowed to hang over the
balcony.”

Not long ago some one of the doorkeepers, well up in the advantages of
labor-saving devices, had cards printed with instructions to guests to keep
everything, themselveu included, off the railing of the gallery.

The cards have been pasted to the capping of the gallery railing of the
senate, and on the broad mahogany look like place cards at a banquet. But
they do not entirely serve the purpose for which they were intended. Only
the other day one was intensely amused watching the patient, vigilant door-
keepers of the senate gallery creep down the aisles and ask people to take
their elbows off the cards, and read what was written thereon.

As yet no cards have been placed around the gallery of the house. Per-
haps it cannot be done, because, whereas the railing of the senate gallery is
mahogany, that in the house is marble, and it is possible the cards cannot be
made to stick in the usual process of pasting.

Rare Collection of Fans in the National Museum

I 1N THE National museum is a small but rare collection of fans loaned by the
. late Mrs. James W. Pincliot, Mrs. Theodore Roosevelt and other women

well-known in Washington and New York society. In this collection are ex-
cellent examples of different periods

in the art and style of fan decoration,
which, in different countries, seemed
to adapt itself to the exigencies of the
period in which they were used, large-
ly depicting the dress and tastes of
the people, unless the subject was alle-
gorical or mythological

For example, during the revolu-
tion in France, the decorations were
republican in idea, such as figures of
Liberty, triangles, the letters “R. F.,”
standing for Republique Francaise,

Phrygian caps on the figures and the costumes of the revolutionists. While
in the time of Louis XVI, the period immediately preceding, fans were elabo-
rately decorated with shepherds and shepherdesses and all the exquisite de-
tail which characterized the court of Marie Antoinette.

There are several beautiful fans of the Louis XVI period, with wonder-
fully carved ivory and pearl sticks, and painted with fascinatingly foolish and
well-bred looking Bhepherds and shepherdesses, disporting themselves under im-
possible trees and reading love sonnets, while seated on uncomfortable, slop-
ing mounds of green. Some of these fans have dainty verses to milady's eye-
brows or retrousse nose interwoven with the design.

This mock pastoral style was inherited from the Louis XV period, and was
soon superseded by elegunt and equally absurd-looking ladies and gentlemen,
dressed in the costumes of the court. The bouffant skirts.and towering head
dresses brought into vogue by the ill-fated Marie Antoinette were painted on
the parchment leaf, and the sticks, often of tortoise shell, gilt and replete in
carving, became the fashion.

Washington’s Most Used Church May Be Restored

T•HERE has been some talk of “restoring” old St. John’s church, on Lafayette
square. The structure as it shows today is not quite as when built about

cue hundred years ago. It seems that it did not then, as now, have the pillared
portico in front. The church is not

much in the way of architecture, and
it is a great pity that it was not beau-
tifully designed, for the Wren
churches were still the fashion when
it whs built. It has since become fa-
mous as the president’s church, though
not all presidents have worshipped
there, the church being Episcopalian.
Hut it has had many famous worship-
pers.

Its services, because cif the historic
character of the church, are always

eure of a large congregation. There is difficulty at times in fillingthe pews, as

they are owned outright, after the fashion of 100 years ago.

The church is fashionable for many things, and especially for weddings
and funerals, and particularly of these latter for generals and admirals, the
final last rites for whom are most frequently said in Washington. So it is no
surprise, in going by the church, which is neighbor to the White House, to see
awnings proclaiming a wedding or lines of sailors from the navy yard or sol
diers afoot or on horseback stationed upon the streets by the church. No
ether church in Washington seems so much used.

AT PLACE OF PEACE
By GEORGE FOXHALL.

(Copyright.)

Gangs of veggmen were invading the
freight yards of San Andora. There
was war—real war—the yeggmen on
one side and the employees on the
other. A man’s life was cheaper than
-a barrel of apples in San Andora at
that time, for the yeggman has neith-
er code nor conscience. He gives no
quarter, and he gets none.

Four men met in the office of Yard-
master O’Curran. They had met there
the previous evening, joking with the
grim humor of men whose lives are
suspended on a hair between two
worlds

Tonight there was no humor in their
grimnesß. Tonight there were four of
them. The previous night there had
been six.

Tom Clarkson, brother and chief as-
sistant of the chief, snapped the maga-
zine of his automatic into place and ex-
pressed the sentiment of them all.

“There’s only one way to beat these
murderers,,” he said, “and that is, if
you see your man before he sees you,
shoot him first and warn him after.”

“’Tis the only way,” agreed Yard-

master O’Curran, “and ’tis the plan I
shall use myself if I get into anything.
My brother Martin is on his way home,
an’ I want his welcome to be more
fitting than a funeral.”

The two Clarksons turned in quick
surprise to the big yardmaster.

“That’s good news, Tim,” said the
chief; “when do you expect him?”

"Within the week,” answered O’Cur-
ran, smiling happily.

Tom Clarkson put out a hearty hand.
“It's a long and lonely trail he’s been
on, Tim,” said he. “Ihope he doesn’t
bear any grudge against me for his
starting on it.”

“Never a grudge did Martin bear in
his life. I know you were rivals in
pretty near everything, and by some
luck you generally managed to beat
him, but I reckon the winner felt
more enmity than the loser, even when
you beat him for the girl.”

A momentary frown showed that
the elder O’Curran at least felt that
there was some cause for grudge.

A wet mist was drifting over the
yards as the men sought their vari-
ous patrols. No man was more glad
than Tom Clarkson that Martin O’Cur-
ran was coming home, for it was when
he had married the girl both had court-
ed that Martin had left San Andora on
his aimless, restless tramp; but the
elder brother’s attitude toward him de-
pressed him in spite of himself.

He was aroused to the need of
watchfulness by the sound of a scuf-
fle at the end of a box car, and as he
advanced with drawn pistol, a man

with a bludgeon in his hand sprang to-
ward him.

He fired. He fired with the intent
and skill that takes no chances. A sur-
prised, frightened sob gasped from the
stricken man’s lungs. For a second
he stood upright, then sank to the
ground—dead.

From beyond the car came the sound
of fleeing footsteps. Clarkson sprang
past the inert figure and stumbled over
another man slowly struggling to his
feet between the rails. He was evi-
dently dazed, and Clarkson, still work-
ing on the principle of taking no
chances, snapped a pair of handcuffs
on him before he could recover.

“All right, bo,” said the man re-
signedly. "You can’t prove nothin’ on
me mor’n trespass. Did you get the
guy you fired at?”

“You bet I did. It’s the only way

to make sure of you murdering
thieves.”

“Huh! Then T guess there’ll be
somebody to pay an’ no brimstone hot.
He warn’t no yegg.”

“He made a pretty good imitation
of one when he came for me with his
club.” •

The yeggman laughed sardonically.
“Say, bo," he said, “Ireckon you shot
the yardmaster’s brother. That’s who
he said be was. He clubbed me on the
head when I tried to make him go in
with us."

The sickening horror of that minute,
and the ordeal of the next few days
wrote haggard lines upon the face of
Tom Clarkson.

Sad of soul, he went back to duty,
and the big yardmaster, Tim O’Curran,
with a pitiful ache in his heart, read

j and reread the letter in which his
I brother had told him that his fit of
wanderlust had passed and he was
coming home.

Two days after the funeral Tom
stepped softly into the yardmaster’s
office and closed the door after him.
The yardmaster, bending unseeingly
over some papers, looked up as the
shadow fell across the light.

“Tim,” said Clarkson, “I don’t know
exactly what I've come to say, but
somehow l want to add my sorrow to
yours and to know that you bear me

no enmity.”
O’Curran stared at him with hard

eyes and grimly set lips without say-
ing a word, and Clarkson knew that
the hope that he had felt was vain;
but pity for the sorrow he had brought
was in his heart.

“1 hope you bear me no enmity,
Tim,’ he said gently.

The thin, grim line of O’Curran’s
lips parted lie spoke in his low, rich,
Irish voice, with the faint suggestion
of brogue

“ Tis the family feud, Tom,” said
he. “1 guess tis the family feud. Me
an’ Martin, an you an’ Jim have been
arrayed against each other since wo
were in knee pants, an’ I guess we
shall be till one of us ends the feud

forever. Me an’ Jim, the two eldest,
were pretty even matched, an’ It was

more a game of give an’ take.
“But Martin was a soft an’ gentle

kind, an’ you beat him at pretty near
everything. Finally you beat him out
for the woman he loved as only the
tender heart of him could love, an'
that sent him wandering on his lonely
quest for peace.

“Whether ’twas peace or strength
he found, I don’t know, an’ now I nev-
er will know; but he was coming
home. You knew he was coming, an’
whether you feared an’ hated him I’ll
never know that either, but you inet
him—an' you killed him. 'Twas the j
feud, conscious or unconscious. ’Twas
still the feud.

“Do l bear you enmity? Listen! I
hate the air you breathe an’ the
ground you walk on. I hate the
clothes you wear an’ the food you eat.
You bested him always, an’ then you
killed him, an’ I hate you till the soul
of me aches with hatred of you an’ ol
your brother. An’ so I will till the end
of the feud.”

That night the soft snow lost itself
in the wet misery of rain-drenched sur-
faces as it vainly tried to cover the
harsh outlines of things, and black
thoughts were stirred in the mind of
Tim O’Curran by the distorted mem-

ories of the years.

The next morning Tom Clarkson
was found in the northwest corner of
the freightyard, a thin film of snow
jeweling the blackness of his clothes
and glazing his face.

It was the chief who found him —

his brother. He was sitting on the
ground, propped against a flat-cai
wheel, his head thrown back and his
dead eyes staring into space, as though
anxiously following the flight of his de-
parted spirit.

An ugly dent marred the fine out-
line of his forehead, brutally sufficient
for its murderous purpose.

The chief dropped onto his knees
and ripped the stifT gloves from the
stiff fingers, trying, with something of
hysteria, to chafe life back into the
loved hand. Then he ripped open

overcoat, coat, vest, and shirts —but
beyond the cold flesh the heart was
still forever.

The crunching of heavy footsteps
aroused him, and he turned the agony
of his strong face to the eyes of Tim
O’Curran, the yardmaster. At the
sight of it the black vengeance died
from the heart of Tim O’Curran like
a small fire of hate before a deluge of
pity. The sorrow of the grief-strick-

en man leaped straight to the sorrow
of O'Curran’s own grief-stricken heart.
The quickened memory of his own

anguish wrapped itself around the
anguish of his enemy and bound him
closer than kin or love.

He ran forward, white as the dead
face, and in his heart he wished that
God would end his grief and remorse
with annihilation. Tenderly Clark-
son let the stiffening form rest against
the wheel and arose.

“Tfce yeggmen have got him, Tim.”
he said hoarsely, grateful for the pale
sympathy of O’Curran's face. O’Cur-
ran, in desperate hope, bent down to

the lifeless clay, from which he knew
the life had gone six hours before.

‘"Twas a cruel deed,” he muttered.
tf »'p was a cruel deed,” but his fast-
falling tears would not warm back the
life his own hand had taken. Together
they carried him to the freight shed.

The O’Curran and the Clarkson plots

were side by side, and two days later
they laid him beside the man whom he
had sent on the journey so short a

while before him.
But the spirit of tragedy still hov-

ered over the freightyard of San An-
dora, for Tim O’Curran knew that this
was not the end of the feud.

With bent head he stood by his
brother’s grave and fought the matter
out with his soul.

At length he found strength for the
resolve he would make.

“ ’Twas a cruel vengeance Itook for
the life of you, Martin,” he muttered,
“but 'tis the grief of the livingan’ not
the ghost of the dead that has haunted j
me ever since—the grief of the woman !
your true heart loved, an’ the grief of
the strong man that I saw like a little
child. I can feel the love an’ the ache
of his heart, for did I not feel it for
yourself. An’ now his is added to my

own.
“ 'Twas a cruel an’ a senseless feud,

made in my own mind as it is borne
in my own heart, an’ 'tis myself only

can end it. So I will go to Jim Clark-
son an’ I will say:

“ ‘My pity has eaten the heart out
of my revenge, but ’tis by the mercy

of God. So now, end the feud, but do
it by the way of the law, an’ so gain

ease for your grief an’ rest for my

soul.’ ”

He knelt for a moment by the grave,
then, arising, turned to go, and, bright-
er than the moonlight, looking into his
own were the eyes of Jim Clarkson.

Snow began to sift through the still
air. For an eternity they stood and
stared into each other’s eyes. Finally
Clarkson spoke.

“So it was you who killed my broth-
er,” he said.

“Jim,” said O’Curran, “I was crazy
with grief for the- poor boy coming

home. As for the dead. Jim, ’tis but a
little hastening on the road; but for
yourself my heart has broken itself
over your sorrow, an’ my spirit has
brooded over yours as a mother try-
ing to comfort a child, and ’twas the
punishment of God that I could give
you no comfort. So now, take me, an’
end the feud an’ ease your grief.”

“I will end the feud,” said Clarkson
quietly. “Pity has eaten the heart out
of my revenge, too, and over these
graves let us end the feud.”

With wonderful gentleness he took
the hand of O’Curran. The snow fell
softly, white and clinging, as the
benison of heaven.
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