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Harry was Just like thousands of 
•other young men scattered about the 
world—he was full of ambition and 
longings, with a whole lot of ability 
that every one save himself failed to 
recognize, and even he had no idea 
of its extent The ambition to be an 
actor had grown on Harry from the 
•day he had seen his first play. Start
ing out with schoolboy recitations and 
ending up with college dramatics he 
had cultivated the taste for stage life. 
But there he was in Bloomstead, a 
-clerk in the drug store, his small sal
ary going every week for the neces
sities of life. There did not seem to 
be a chance in the world for him to 
get away from there, yet, somehow 
he did not give way to that thought. 
"I have just got to get on the stage," 
he told himself more than once a day, 
"that's where I belong." 

Of course, like every other helpless 
.young man with such ambitions, be 
wrote to every play producer he ever 
heard of, and poured out his story. 
Some of them answered him, more of 
them did not The'answers were all 
about the same. "Forget it," was the 
underlying thought though they went 
«t it in a kindly fashion, enlarging on 
the discouragements the theatrical pro
fession offered to the novice. None of 
them did as he hoped; that is, write 
and say "Come right along. We will 
give you a chance to make good and 
we will pay you enough to keep you 
from starving and to buy your ticket 
home again if you don't suit'' They 
looked on him as just a "moon-eyed 
rube." They forgot the days when 
they were longing for that chance, 
when a helping hand would have put 
them on their feet That's what Harry 
thought, anyway. 

However, Harry was not going to be 
denied all the pleasure of footlights 
and applause. Amateur dramatics of
fered a little soothing to his longings. 
As leading man and director of the 
Bloomstead Dramatic society he was 
filling in all his spare time. The sec
ond rehearsal Of "The Romance of 
Lilian" was scheduled for that night 
at the town hall, and Harry was los
ing no time In getting there. He had 
big hopes for his play. It gave him an 
opportunity for some real acting in 
the last act, and there was a vague 
hope that some one of Influence in the 
dramatic world might hear of his suc
cess in i t 

But at the town hall disappointment 
was lurking. Clorene Colbert the 
chosen leading lady, balked at the kiss
ing scene. "Papa says If I am to be 
kissed in this play I can't be in it" 
Clorene told Harry with rural tart
ness. 

"My mother thinks it would be awful 
to have kissing In It," one of the other 
girls in the case agreed. Right there 
an argument started that ended in 
Clorene's leaving In tears. The re
hearsal was upset for the evening! and 
further rehearsals were postponed 
until a new heroine could be secured. 

Poor Harry! He had never been so 
•disgusted as he was that night What 
did these rubes know about art, any
way, he asked himself. The idea of 
Clorene balking at the kissing scene! 
As if a stage kiss meant'anything! 
Where could he get another heroine? 
All the girls with any ability at all 
were in the cast already. But no! 
There was that new arrival, the young 
lady from the city who was visiting 
the minister's wife. Would she take 
the part? There was only one way 
to find out and Harry started out to 
put that one way into operation. 

Ruth Hedley listened to Harry's plea 
and smiled kindly. The ambition of 
the young man before her could not 
help making its impression. 

"Let me read your play," she said 
when Harry bad finished. The young 
leader of the dramatic society handed 
over the manuscript smilingly. As 
Ruth sat and read Harry watched her 
face. He had not noticed before how 
very beautiful she was. When she 
smiled she was simply glorious. Why, 
Clorene was not in It with her! 

Ruth finished the manuscript "Read 
that last act to me." She handed the 
play over to Harry for compliance. 

Harry started to read, his voice and 
expression gathering strength as the 
set proceeded. It was not a strong 
play, but Harry certainly made the 
test of It 

"Splendid!" Ruth applauded when 
lie had finished. "Mr. Thomas, you are 
a born actor." 

At last some one bad recognized his 
ability. Harry blushed radiantly and 
blurted out his thanks. Somehow this 
charming young lady had left him be
reft of words. 

"Why not get a stronger play—one 
with more life in it and that will give 
you a chance to act?" Miss Hedley sug
gested. "I have the manuscript of one 
in my trunk that will be the very thing. 
I would be pleased to play the leading 
part in It" , • 

"But It takes so long to write out 
the parts for the others,** Harry de
murred. 

**I can have typed manuscripts here 
from the city in less than a week," 
Ruth told him. "Are you on?" 

"I sure am!" he declared. Well 
make the people sit up." 

The people of Bloomstead certainly 
did sit up. Never had there been such 
• ruffle in their midst as the Dramatic 
eociety made that fall. The rehears-
•is for the new play went off with rec

ord success and the night for the per
formance arrived. 

Behind the footlights In the town 
hall Harry was excited and his nerves 
were strung to the highest pitch. It 
was the first time he bad been af
fected that way. 

The many wonderful surprises were 
responsible for i t he thought 

To begin with, Ruth's presence and 
assistance with the directing had made 
the Dramatic society's "talent" come 
out to an amazing degree. Why, the 
coaching she had given Harry made 
bim feel almost like a professional! 
There was one thing that puzzled him: 
She was a remarkable coach, but her 
own acting could be Improved upon In 
many places, he thought. Sometimes 
she had showed some of the fire she 
Instilled in the others, but on the 
whole she kept her talent, If she did 
possess any, In restraint Then there 
had been the scenery—real city scenery 
that arrived in time for the last re
hearsal, a surprise arranged by Ruth. 
Was there ever such a girl as she? 
Harry was quite convinced there never 
was. 

They were into the first act almost 
before Harry realized i t After the 
first line or two he forgot himself en
tirely, forgot everything but the part 
he was playing and the people that 
were acting around him. The roar of 
applause that followed the fall of the 
curtain brought him to himself. Would 
the applause never cease? 

"They are calling us before the cur
tain." It was Ruth, flushed and ex
cited. Then it all came over him. Ruth 
had been acting as he had never seen 
her act before. Together they bad 
made a triumph. 

But the first act was nothing to what 
followed. Curtain call after curtain 
call heralded their efforts a great suc
cess. 

When It was all over, Harry found 
himself in his dressing room, dazed by 
the wonder of it all. A light laugh at 
the door, and Ruth's voice brought his 
nerves back in place. Ruth entered, 
followed by a portly gentleman. 

"My manager, Mr. Cuthbertson," 
Harry beard her say, as If it were In 
a dream. Suddenly it dawned upon 
him. Ruth was a real actress—a 
Broadway favorite, he could read it in 
her eyes. 

Of course she was; Mr. Cuthbertson 
soon let that out 

"This play you both handled so won
derfully tonight is the one Miss Hed
ley is to open the season in next 
month," Cuthbertson said, "and we 
want you to play opposite her. I have 
a blank contract here for your signa
ture." 

It was Harry's opportunity. A great 
blaze of light struck him between the 
temples, he felt himself wavering, and 
there was a choking sensation in his 
throat. Out into the air he rushed; 
he could not stand it any longer. 

Ruth found him sitting in the open 
rear doorway, panting and deathly 
white. 

"Can't you see what a glorious thing 
It is for you?" she said—"the success 
you have dreamed of, everything you 
want In the world." 

"But It Isn't" Harry had risen and 
was facing her with a sort of wild 
stare. "It is you that have meant more 
to me than anything, and now I- see 
that I cannot live without you. I have 
learned to love you as just Ruth Hed
ley, the minister's wife's college chum. 
I would not dare to love so grand a 
person as Ruth Hedley, the Broadway 
star." 

"And why not? Can't Broadway 
stars be loved? Can't they love In re
turn?" There was a light in Ruth's 
eyes that brought back Harry's cour
age. 

His world had opened to him—most 
of it was in his arms. 

STYLES IN HAIR DRESSING 

Savages Have Some Really Remark
able Ways of Treating Their 

Kinky Head Covering. 

Savages are fertile in the Invention 
of hair contortions. Moslems have 
been known to shave away all their 
hair save a small clump In the center, 
which they think will serve as a 
handle by which they may be lifted up 
to heaven. Natives of the New 
Hebrides twist their hair Into as many 
as 600 whipcords. The person who 
can show the greatest number of these 
thin-hair cords is regarded as one of 
importance, and is reverenced accord
ingly. 

Papuans wear large bones entan
gled In their hair, but Maoris go one 
better and only allow sharks' teeth 
to be used. The Inokuns, a savage 
West African tribe, train their hair 
Into a crest rising not less than 12 
Inches in height and then let it fall 
backwards, fan shaped. In Samoa 
the women dress their hair to a shape 
somewhat resembling a gigantic royal 
crown. On the top of the crown, 
which is upheld by numerous thin 
bones or twigs, they place a wreath 
of garlands. A wealthy Kaffir trains 
bis hair into a cone, open at the top, 
and articles the American stows 
away In his trousers' pocket the cun
ning Kaffir puts in his hair. 

Humans Pretest 
"I want these airships to quit flyln* 

around my place!" exclaimed Farmer 
Corntossel. 

"Do they frighten the cattle?" 
"Not so much. But an aviator just 

lit In my pasture and the cattle gave 
him such a run that he won't get over 
beln* scared for a week." 

TUMCOSV VEMOTEm 

"Turco" Shop In Caracas. 

All Around Disappointment 
"Were you annoyed because I sharp* 

ened a pencil with your razor?" 
"Twice," replied the patient hus 

band. "After I had given up trying 
to shave I tried to write with the 

FEW PEOPLE associate the idea 
of Arabs, Moors or Turks with 
the picturesque cities of the 
Spanish main, yet there is a 

flourishing colony of these orientals 
in Venezuela, hailing from northern 
Africa and Asia Minor. They main
tain among their foreign surroundings 
nil the customs of their brethren in the 
Old World except that of plural mar
riage, on which institution the Vene
zuelan government has put its foot. 
"It is a strange thing to walk along 
one of the main business streets, say, 
of Caracas, essentially Spanish in 
every respect," says a writer in the 
New York Times, as quoted in the Lit
erary Digest, "and suddenly see along
side Spanish names of merchants 
strange Oriental inscriptions, such as 
A.bu Amad, Ben Sid, Chalala, Benatar. 
One might easily imagine one's self in 
the bazaars of Tangier or Damascus." 
They are an interesting lot, these 
"Turcos," as the Venezuelans call 
them, irrespective of whether they 
came from Turkish territory or not. 
They will not work under a "boss," 
and so all of them are In business for 
themselves, mostly as peddlers or 
small shopkeepers; and all of them 
make money hand over fist. Not only 
do they take in the coin, but they also 
save it, and it is no uncommon thing 
for an humble peddler to come into a 
bank, plank down $20,000 in gold and 
ask for a receipt and a check book. 
They don't like banks and therefore 
keep their money at home until the 
amount becomes so large that they 
fear for its safety. And they will, un
der no circumstances, "mix" with the 
native population. 

. Live Their Lives Apart. 
These Arabs and Moors and Turks 

live a life entirely apart from the 
Venezuelan community. Whereas, if a 
Venezuelan has half a million dollars, 
he is known all over the country and 
pointed out as one of the leading men 
in the community, a "Turco" in Cara
cas, the Venezuelan capital, may have 
that amount, or nearly as much, and 
live so entirely to himself that scarce
ly anybody in the city can even tell 
you where he dwells. There are "Tur
cos" with big accounts in the leading 
banks of Caracas who are still living 
in the wretched hovels they occupied 
when they first reached Venezuela, 
with ten or fifteen of their race packed 
into the same house, several in a 
room. And when they return to north
ern Africa or Asia Minor they often go 
back as they came, in the steerage', 
crowded in with hundreds of other 
passengers, though the purser of the 
steamer may have locked up for safe
keeping thousands of their dollars 
which they have earned by years of 
hard work in Venezuela. 

The "Turcos" never accept a job. 
They want to be their own bosses first 
last and all the time. They began by 
going to some old-established firm in 
Venezuela, asking a credit of $5 to $10, 
and taking out a basket of trinkets and 
dry goods to sell from house to house 
In the capital or some of the lesser 
cities and towns. They start out 
shortly after dawn and work until 
dark. Their cry of "Compre, mer-
chante" ("Buy, customer"), in a 
strange, Oriental singsong, is well 
known all over Venezuela. 

Prosper and Grow Rich. 
Gradually, as they prosper—and they 

almost invariably do—they get more 
credit from the big firms and eventu
ally open a little shop, a mere "hole-
in-the-wall," where there Is scarcely 
room for a person to turn around. 
They put In a stock of dry goods, 
trinkets, novelties and the like, or per
haps the lighter kind of hardware. 
Then they get rich. Their money mul
tiplies in ways that strike the Vene
zuelans, who are Inclined to take life 

.•easy, as miraculous. 
The quitting whistle means nothing 

to a "Turco." He will start a little rat-
hole of a shop near the market place 
in Caracas, for instance, and open up 
at dawn In order to catch the sellers 
of vegetables and fruits, who come 
into the market from the villages 

round about, and the sellers of fish 
who cross the mountains from the sea-
coast In the small hours and reach 
Caracas at sunrise. He will remain 
open long after the shops of the 
Venezuelans are closed and their pro
prietors thinking of theaters and din
ner parties. 

As a general rule, when a "Turco" 
has accumulated a sufficient amount of 
money, he will close up shop, pack up 
his belongings and return to his native 
land, where the means acquired In the 
western world enable him to live in 
"grand style," according to the stand
ards prevailing in the home town. 
Once in a while, however, one of the 
little shopkeepers will decide to re
main in South America and "branch 
out." As a result some of the most 
Important shops In Venezuela are 
owned by "Turcos." Further: 

The "Turcos" who run these big 
shops naturally need employees to help 
them, but the employees are never 
"Turcos," for, as I said, these people 
insist on being their own bosses. So 
the strange anomaly is presented of 
these keen competitors of the Venezue
lan merchants being served by Vene
zuelan employees. Customers entering 
several of the principal dry goods 
shops of Caracas will find behind the 
counter a young Venezuelan clerk, who 
will obligingly hand down goods from 
the shelves, while, tucked away In a 
dark cubby-hole, barely visible from 
the front of the shop, is a swarthy 
"Turco" proprietor bent over his 
ledger, trying to figure out how soon 
he can return to Mount Lebanon and 
cut a swath among home-folk. 

Observe Mohammedan Forms. 
"Turcos" are born traders and shun 

other forms of business. Their Idea 
of a line of endeavor worth-while Is 
one where they have to take no 
chances; hence they never speculate, 
not even so much as to extend credit 
to their customers, practically all theii 
transactions being conducted on a 
cash basis. And they refuse to change 
their oriental ways, it seems. 

When they close their shops they 
hurry to the quarters where they Iivo 
—in Caracas they are packed togeth 
er In one of the worst sections of the 
city—and take up a mode of llvinp 
which Is not a bit different from that 
of their kin along the eastern shore of 
the Mediterranean. At sunset the Mo
hammedans among thorn prostrate 
themselves toward Mecca and recite 
the prayers enjoined, upon them by 
the prophet Old Moors, oriental tc 
the finger tips, in spite of their occi
dental garb, sit at the doors of Spnn-
ish-Anierican hovels and chatter in 
Arabic, quite as if they were in Fe7 
or Algiers. Now and then a fend 
started at home before they emigrated 
bursts out In the Arabic purlieus of 
some Venezuelan city, and then news 
paper readers running over the police 
news see a wonderful collection oi 
names, Abu this and Mohammed that. 
all run In for disturbing the peace. 
Once one of these feuds took on thr 
proportions of a regular Tong war of 
New York's Chinatown, and resulted 
In half a dozen murders before the 
passions aroused in northern Africa 
could be calmed down in Venezuela. 

There have been some amusing in
cidents connected with the rise of the 
Turcos" in Venezuela. For one thing, 
they throw dignity to the winds and, 
there, too, they get under the skins of 
the Venezuelans, who, like everybody 
of the Spanish race, are nothing if not 
dignified. While the native merchant 
however humble, will stay inside his 
shop and wait upon his customers with 
grave courtesy, the "Turco," as like as 
not, will stand at the door and urge 
passers-by with an engaging smile to 
enter and look over his wares. 

Heart Must Ever Be Right 
As the virtue of a strong spirituous 

liquor evaporates by degrees In a vial 
which is not closely stopped, in like 
manner the life and power of the spirit 
insensib'c vanish away, if the heart 
be not kept with all diligence—Bo-
zatzkya, 

Wage Earners Should Be Represented on 
Railroad Boards of Directors 

By Senator ALBERT B. CUMMINS of Iowa 

The permanent railroad policy bill submitted to 
the senate by the interstate commerce committee has 
these major features: Provisions for termination of 
government control of the railroads; their return to 
private ownership and operation under rigid federal 
control and consolidation into region systems; prohi
bition of strikes and lockouts of employees; joint com
mittee on wages; representation of employees on 
boards of directors. 

My personal opinion is that the wage earner should 
be represented on the boards of directors of the rail

roads. Every member of this committee believes that the classified per
sonnel should participate in the management of the railroads. By includ
ing their spokesmen among the directors their peculiar problems coujd be 
worked out by those most concerned and best informed. If this were done 
I believe most of their controversies would be adjusted before they reached 
the point of publicity. 

The measure contains none of the fundamentals of the Plumb plan 
The Plumb plan is the soviet principle, with very little concealment. The 
soviet society is one in which the wage-earning class of a given industry 
or community exercise complete control over that industry or community. 
The program of the railroad brotherhoods looks to the control of the trans
portation industry by its wage-earning personnel. 

Our industrial civilization is founded on the relationship between 
employer and employee, and I do not believe it can be succeeded by any 
other. 

The plan of the brotherhoods would destroy that relationship so far 
as the railroads are concerned, and we cannot assume that it would be 
attempted only in that industry. 

Shortage of Help in the Home Is Often 
Chargeable to the Housewife 

By MRS. FRANK D. FULTON, Winnetlca, 111. 

The greatest problem in relation to the operation of the home is ob
taining someone to assist the housewife in doing the necessary work. 
Inability to obtain assistance is not because of lack of compensation nox 
of proper working conditions. 

There are plenty of women who would be glad to work m the home 
if it were not for the social stratum to which they were relegated. Many 
excellent cooks are working in stores, shops, factories and offices because 
of the accepted difference in social position between girls who work in 
such places and girls who work in homes. 

Work in the home should be classed as the highest form of employ
ment. The making and maintenance of the home is the principal object 
of all men and women. The wife is responsible for the conduct of the 
home, the same as the husband is responsible for the conduct of his busi

ness. 
The reason for shortage of help in the home is chargeable, in most 

instances, to the manager of the home. The man occupies a position of 
authority, as a rule, because of his ability to direct others. The wife is 
placed in charge of the home for other reasons, with the result that the 
foreman of the house knows less about its management and the work to be 
done than the employee who is assisting. 

I suggest that in trying to solve the problem of assistance in the 
home we start by educating ourselves. The solving of the problem of 
how to operate the home is squarely up to the wife. To solve this prob
lem satisfactorily she must learn to do the work in the home and in addi
tion learn how to intelligently direct others. 

We Should Leave Our Dead Near Where 
They Fought Their Last Fight 
By GEN. JOHN J. PERSHING, United States Army 

We should leave our dead near where they fell. 
I believe it inadvisable to return our dead from England before defi

nite decision as to the entire question and particularly before final action 
in France. 

I have given the entire question of our dead men thought, and my 
opinion is that we should leave our dead near where they fell. I am sure 
that this course would be fully appreciated by the allies and that our gov
ernment will be given every facility for beautifying and caring for the 
cemeteries already established on the fields won by our heroic dead. 

I believe that could these soldiers speak for themselves they would 
wish to be left undisturbed in the place where, with their comrades, they 
fought the last fight. Those who rest in England gave their lives m the 
same cause and their remains represent the same salvation as those who 
lie on the battlefields. 

The graves of our soldiers constitute, if they are allowed to remain, 
a perpetual reminder to our allies of the liberty and ideals upon which 
the greatness of America rests. 

I think the sentiments outlined are held by many who have given this 
subject thought These sentiments should appeal to the relatives and 
friends. 

I recommend that none of our dead be removed from Europe until 
their nearest relatives so demand, after full understanding of all the sen
timental reasons against such removal, and further recommend that im
mediate steps be taken for improving and beautifying our cemeteries. 

Mme. Fray*, the "Society Prophetess'' of Paris—Women have ac
quired the taste for work and independence during the war. They will 
never lose it again, and will take a more and more active part in social 
responsibility. This will entail a complete transformation of love, mar
riage and the relations between the sexes, and even in the family. 

Glenn E. Plumb—The railroad experience of the last eighty yean 
shows that no railroad eveT paid off an indebtedness except by creating t 
new indebtedness of the same or greater par value. 


