
It *^\\J S1-

mx »*&  ̂ ** 
*m ' «• 

J> 1 I 

Trl-Weekly Coureir 

•V THE COURIER PRINTING CO. 

^MiHltrf Augunt i, 1848. 

' Jm safe#. 

Msmbsr of the l#o Kwipapa* 
Syndicat*.. 

W. MJB............... Found** 

JAM. 
J. K. 

Publish#* 
DOUGHERTY.. Managing Editor 
r. POWELL 

ABE YOU A MAN OR A WEAKLING? 

MM 

Vj; * y m 
V TK' ( 

v  r f r  

OTTUMWA COURIER, TUESDAY, JANUARY 2,1912. 
^mg,- • 

\f" i'-> A 

My Courlw, i yir, by mall .... .WJ 
*H»Wwklr Courier. * year *•»» 

Ofltiee: 117-111 East Second Street. 
Telephone, Bell (editorial orbuaineea 

eflHee) No. 41. ... ... 
Hew telephone, ' bttelneee office «• 

••w telephone, editorial office HT. 
Address the Courier Printing Com-

paay. Ottumwa, Iowa. -

•ntered aa second 
October 17, 1»0», at the postoftlce, Ot
tumwa, Iowa, under the Act of Con-
irreas of March I, H7t. . 

I-

-HI 

1 

i ? PEACE AND STRONG ARM SQUADS 
"I am for peace," says Admiral 

Dewey, "but peace with four more bat-
• tleships as an assurance that it be 

• maintained." The admiral knows from 
experience that a superior navy some-
times is very essential to peace and 

v» well being. The'New York poUce .de-
~ partment seems to realize, too, tnat tne 
/ safest: way to assure peace is to be 
- prepared to fight for it. "There is to 

be peace at the Citizens' peace banquet 
here tonight, even if it takes twenty 

' policemen to accomplish it," says a 
news item from New York today re-

w ferring to the much advertised dinner 
there tonight. A "strong arm" squad 
in plain clothes will be ready to Q^ell 
any rough house at the drop of tne 

I hat, and there is every reason to be: 
* lieve that" there will not be a repiti^ 

tion of the occurrences at the recent 
- peace mass meeting, when speakers 
* advocating the arbitration of all dis

putes between nations. were inter
rupted in their sermons of peace and 

good will when about half the house 
*, wanted to fight. t 

iff Peace is a fine thing and were all 
» for It, but there's a streak of cussed-

- • ness in us that makes us love an oc-
casional rough house. Take , the little 

" boy with the long curls and the big 
< Btarcbed collar, the "staunchest of peace 
advocates: yet he can't get two blocks 

" from home without getting all mussed 
i>" up. But let htm take his scrappy, red

headed brothefwith Mm and he can go 
the leigth of the street unharmed. 

The lesson taught" by little Fauntle-
- roy and hfs red-headed brother and the 

peace dinner with its "strong arm 
1 squad"is the lesson' the nations must 

learn They can pass peace treaties 
' and enforce th&h, (Bind arbitrate most 

any sort of a dispute if their armies 
and navies are kept at fighting 
strength J „ _ 

A report issued by the census bur
eau shows the growth of printing and 
publishing as a labor employing instir 
tution;' The growth of the printing 

%— and Miblishing "tjfasinessis- indicated, 
• sayslhe ropoVt;\6y afi increase "bf es-

L tablishments from 27,793 in 1904 to 31,-
Vs 445 in 1809, by the use of materials 

> valued at *201,775,600 in 1909 as com-
".pared with $142,514,000 in 1904, by 

turning out product's reported as worth 
$737,876,000 in 1909 as against $632,-

: 473,000 in 1904, and by the employment 
in the bni&ness'of 358,042 persons in 
1909 where 287,679 were employed in 
1904. , ! V 

The salaries and wages amounted to 
$268,086,000 in 1909.and $1'94,944,000 in 

<1904. an increase of $73,142,000, or 38 
per cent-; > • ~ • • - • • 

' / TAFT AS A "PROGRESSIVE." 
"I* not President Taft, after all, the 

real 'progressive'"? asks the Kansas 
City Journal after a review of some of 
the things accomplished during the 
present administration. "In other 
words; has he not espoused the kind of 
progress that'"brings "results?"' 

"In all of his message," the Journal 
Bays, "Mr Taft has sought to do things. 
Ct was under his administration that 
the first serious effort to enforce the 
Sherman - antj-ttust law was made, 
and today the "department of justice 
can point to a list of victims which in
cludes such big game as the Standard 
Oil Co., the tobacco trust, the steel 
trust, the sugar trust and. probably 
the big pafcking companies. Could any 
real 'progressive' do more than has 
been done along ,this line? There is 
today firmly established in this coun-
try a system of postal" savings banks. 
This was achieved under the Taft ad
ministration. For the first time the 
postal department of the government 
has shown a balance to its credit. Is 
jthis not true 'progressiveness?' 

J "President Taft has been a sincere 
idvocate of the federal civil service, 
ind Ij has consistently carried out 
his idea in all departments. Where an 
employe of the government has 
iroven capable he has. been retained 
n his position regardless of his poii-
,ics. The president has put the 
•onsular service on a civil service 
>asis and has made it an attractive 
sareer for American young men. The 
irasident has ... negotiated various 
>eace treaties looking toward world 
>eace. He tried to secure a reclproc-
ty treaty with Canada which would 
tave opened an enlarged market for 
American goods. Mr. Taft has been 
•in earnest advocate of employers' 
liability legislation, and he would 
eorganlze the rules of practice in 
>rder to expedite justice in the 
sourts. 

'What is real 'progressiveness' if 
t is not the kind that President Taft 

stands for? The initiative, referendum 
tifcind recall are purely socialistic meas

ures, experimental and dangerous. 
•JThey are not soundly 'progressive' at 
"Tail. Better a scientific revision of the 
4 tariff such as the president has pro-
Ivided for than a continuation of the 
Mniquitous tariff tinkering to which 
i politicians have given their attention 
for decades. TJie president has taken 

- v Have you the moral courage to do what you know 
you ought to doN or are you a human weakling who is 
always doing-what you know you ought NOT do? 

Do you decide things for yourself, or do you just 
blindly do anything that some one stronger than you 
suggests? )Y-

. If you are one of the so-called men who takes a 
drink for no other reason than just because some fel
low happened along with a bottle and offered it to you, 
then you are not strong enough to be left alone. 

Are you one of those spineless creatures who buy 
every gold brick that is offered to you? 

If you take the money that you are working for 
and do not figure how; you can get the most of what you 
need for it, then you would make a failure of the best 
business in the city if it were given to you. 

You rob yourself more often than you are robbed 
by anyone else. 

You don't need money—you need a guardian— 
your week's wages does not do you any good—the 
more yoy get the bigger sucker you are. The "wolves" 
all see you coming. 

"It's your fault, too. There are others working with 
you every day who save some money, dress neater, 
look better, and are better workmen and better citizens 
than you are. • 

./ Why is it? . : • • =:*'• 
Just simply because they try and you don't. You 

tell yourself that you are trying and you know you are 
not. You not only rob yourself but you lie to yourself. 
You haven't any enemies but yourself. The only time 
anyone thinks about you is when they feel sorry for you 
because you won't help yourself. You sit around and tell 
yourself that everything is going wrong with you, and 
try to make yourself believe that you are getting the 
worst of it. The only man who is giving you the worst 
of it is you—and you are giving the men who work with 
you the worst of it, continuously yawping about your
self. You take up their time, which is worth something 
because they make it so. 

You pick out some successful man who is twice as 
old as you are and who has always saved his money and 
had saved enough to start himself in business before 
you were born, and make yourself dissatisfied by rant
ing about how much more he has than you have. He has 
it because he saved it long before you started to /\york, 
and he is still saving while you are spending. r 

- • You need to be jolted, jarred, awakened and 
started in the other direction. You are a lot better fel
low than you think you are. What you have got to do 
first of all is to be a MAN, instead of just a fault-finder 
and scold. 

You canrt find the bright side of life if you are con
tinuously looking for the dark side. You can't save 
money if you are always figuring how you can spend it. 
Try figuring how you can save a dollar or so a week, 
and you'll feel better. Everything in this life requires an 
effort—it is work to walk—but you can do it. It is hard 
to save money, but you can do1 it. You need not be dis
couraged if you have tried once and failed. When you 
were a baby you tried hundreds and thousands of times 
before you could walk or even turn yourself over. You 
haven't one-thousandth part the courage you had when 
you were a year old. 

Brace up—give yourself a chance. Be just a little 
better and stronger man than the fellow who tries to 
get you to do something you know you ought not do. 

Remember—you'll have to help yourself and then 
others will help you. 

'i 

dreams of the earliest advocates of that 
cause in this country.' 

"The thoughtful citizen should first 
ask himself the question: 'What is 
real progressiveness?' Then he should 
compare what President Taft has 
actually done with the theories of 're
formers' who have never actually ac
complished a thing except in the way 
of reckless agitation and obstruction 
of true progress." 

1912 BIG BUILDING YEAR. 

The coming year will see many 
building operations in Ottumwa that 
will bring about great improvements 
while giving employment to Ottumwa 
labor. The new hotel, which it is con
fidently-believed will be secured, will 
cost with furnishings upward of $200,-
000. The Burlington freight house 
will cost $100,000 and an additional 
$25,000 will probably be spent in im
proving the freight yards. The fed
eral building will not be completed 
until spring, and the Sisters' academy 
building will not be completed until 
June. ! 

These two buildings which have been 
in course of construction during 1911 
will give employment well into the 
new year. In addition to these, the 
Edgerly block will be completed early 
during the coming year. 

1911 was a busy building year. In 
addition to the wprk on the federal 
building and academy it witnessed the 
completion, of the new Wapello county 

advanced grounds on many great ques-1 jai] an<j sheriff's residence, the Rock 
- island freight house, "the Garner build-

• *3 
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tions, but he has done so in such a 
quiet and busines9-like way that the 
country scarcely realizes the sum of 
his services. ' One of the original civil 

rvice papers says: 'If the recom-
endations which President Taft now 
kes were carried out, we should 
ve an extension of the civil service 
form goini beyond the fondest 

ing and many costly residences. The 
new year will open up with a continua
tion of this building enterprise. 

"What has become of the 'muck-
raker ' the New York Herald inquires. 
"He appears to have gone into retire
ment, having wearied the public with 
his jaundiced representations of the 
affairs of others. Nobody has any use 
for him; nobody treats him with con
sideration and respect. The magazines 
that forced him like a hothouse plant 
are seeking to recover from the injury 
done themselves by this experiment 
into questionable horticulture, and now 
that the trade of printing personal at
tacks for, gain in white paper has failed 
the muckraker will perhaps be muck
raking his own profession. It has been 
a nasty business, now well over." 

It may be a surprise to many people 
to know that Iowa ranks eighth among 
the states in the brick and tile indus
try. A report by the geological sur
vey shows that Iowa's production of 
brick and tile for 1910 reached a value 
of $5,310,706. The states that rank 
ahead of Iowa in this industry and the ! slush. 
value of their product are: Pennsyl
vania, $19,814,355; Ohio, $17,231,236- I Hampton 
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CHAPTER I. 
To possess two distinctly alien red 

corpuscles in one's blood, metaphor
ically if not in fact, two characters or 
individualities under one epidermis, 
is, in most cases, a peculiar disad
vantage. One hears of scoundrels and 
saints: striving to consume one an
other in one body, angels and harpies; 
but of times, quite the contrary to be
ing a- curse, these two warring tem
peraments become a man's ultimate 
bleSsihg: as in the case of George P. 
A. Jones, of Mortimer & Jones, the 
great metropolition oriental rug and 
carpet company, all of which has a 
dignified, . sonorous sound. George 
was divided within himself. This he 
would, not have confessed even into 
the trussed; *;if battered ear of the 
Egyptian Sphynx. There was, how
ever, no demon-angel sparring for 
points in Geprge's soul. The difficul
ty might be set forth in this manner: 
On one side stood - inherent common 
sense; on the other, a boundless rose
ate imagination which was likewise 
inherent—a kind of quixote imagina
tion of suitable modern pattern. This 
alter ego terrified him whenever it 
raised its strangely beautiful head and 

IOWA PRESS COMMENT. 

Burlington Hawk-Eye—It is a con
fusion of ideas, that , classifies the 
business interests and "the money 
power" as one. Their interests are 
often •'wildly' divergent. It is not the 
accumulated currency, but the great 
productive forces of business activi
ties that is deserving of very special 
recognition in the platforms and 
nominations of the political parties 
next year. Mere money, essential as 
It. is to human progress, represents 
mobile accumulations; the farm, the 
factory, trade and commerce are the 
vital forces of the present and the 
hope of the future. Without them, 
money is of no utility. The great 
productive forces of the country 
should have a dominant voice in the 
next election of a president and of a 
new congress. 

Dubuque Times-Journal—The Holy 
Name society of Cedar Rapids is tak
ing up a good work—a campaign 
against profanity. The society's ac
tivities are to be launched against 
both' profanity and indecency. The 
campaign very property includes both. 
Ohe of the most inexcusable of 
man's habits is the use of profane 
or indecent language. Those who use 
such language are often the most will
ing to declare their admiration of the 
man who abstains. A campaign such 
as the Holy Name society has inau
gurated is one of great practical bene
fit. May the movement secure many 
devotees, regardless of creed or lack 
of creed. 

Davenport Times—Ottumwa is talk
ing about erecting a new hotel. When 
it is thoroughly understood by men 
with large investments in Ottumwa 
that strangers often judge a city by the 
kind of hotels it possesses, the capital 
stock ought easily to be secured even 
though direct profits from the new 
hotel as an investment may not be 
alluring. 

Keokuk Gate City-r-The dispatches 
tell of a New York man's life being 
saved on Christmas by his pocketbook 
which diverted a bullet f*om his heart. 
The idea of a pocketbook with any
thing in it on that day involves a 
sfevere strain upon the imagination. 

Cedar Rapids Republican—We want 
to repeat that if Mr. Cummins wants 
the Iowa delegation; he will have to 
announce himself as a candidate. He 
should not ask for the control of the 
delegation, if he is not a candidate in 
his own name. The delegation does 
not want, to be controlled in the inter
est of any trades or dickers. Let the 
whole thing be in the open. No man 
is entitled to boast that he is carrying 
a delegation in his vest pocket, a dele
gation that he can vote at his own plea
sure. The days of political ownership 
ought to be past, at least in Iowa. 

Waterloo Courier—There is an ordi
nance requiring property owners to 
clear the walks in front of their lots. 
The officials complain of their inabili
ty to enforce it, declaring that it costs 
more to collect payment from the 
property than to do the work free. We 
believe the extra expense might be 
warranted if examples could be made 
of a few obstinate cases. However, 
such a simple duty should be willingly 
performed without force. It is up to 
every good citizen to clean his walk 
for the benefit of his city and his fel-
lo^v man. ' He who does not respect 
this obligation must plead guilty to 
unpleasant charges which, if never ex
pressed, are formulated in the minds 
of the victims who flounder past his 
home or flirt with pneumonia in the 

Illinois,$14.331,414; New York, $9,778.-
288; New Jersey, $9,245,854; Indiana, 
$7,143,306; Missouri $7,058,705. 

Chronicle—The last cen-

LaFoIleJtte's life story (by himself) 
reads like ex-Senator Piatt's life story 
(by himself) in that both claim to have 
made, by their advice and counsel, sev
eral statesmen and presidents. How
ever, the men that they claim the 
credit of developing are dead. Dead 
men cannot contradict statements 
made about them. 
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sus showed that Iowa lost about 7,000 
in population during the past ten 
years. The figures show that five 
counties—Kossuth, Winnebago, Palo 
Alto, Emmet and Hancock—lost just 
about 4,000 of this 7,000 loss,' and 
yet those counties are better and rich
er in every way than they were ten 
years ago, and farm lands in all of the 
counties named are selling at much 
higher prices now. This "loss of popu
lation" shows some queer conditions. 

• ,u<r card of Thanks.'. 
We extend our heartfelt thanks to 

all relatives and friends for their sym
pathy to us In the death of our beloved 
son and brother. " 

Mr. and Mrs. Claypool and family. and: he 

shouldered aside his guardian angel 
(for that's what common sense is, 
argue to what end you will) and 
plead*'*, in that luminous rhetoric un
der the Bpell of which our old friend 
Sancho often fell asleep. 
- P. A., as they called him behind 
the counters, was but twenty-eight, 
and if he was vioe-preBident in his 
last father's shoes he didn't wabble 
round in them to any great extent 
In a crowd he was not noticeable; he 
didn't stand head shoulders above his 
fellow men, nor would he have been 
mistaken by near-sighted persons, the 
myopes, for the Vatican's Apollo In 
the flesh. He was of medium height, 
beardless, slender, but tough and wiry 
and enduring. You may see hiB pro
totype on the streets a dozen times a 
day, and you may also pass him with
out turning round for a second view. 
Young men like P. A. must be inti
mately known to be admired; you did 
not throw your arm . across his neck, 
first-off. His hair was brown and 
closely clipped about a head that 
would have gained £he attention of 
the phrenologist, if not that of the 
casual passer-by. His bumps, in the 
phraseology of that science, were 
good ones. For the rest, he observed 
the world through a pair of kindly, 
shy, blue eyes. 

Young girls, myopic through ignor-
anoe or silliness, seeing nothing be
yond what the eyes see, seldom gave 
him a second inspection; for he did 
not know how to make himself at
tractive, and was mortally afraid of 
the opposite, or opposing sex. He 
could bully-rag a sheik out of his 
camels' saddle-bagB, but petticoats 
lace parasols and small oxfords had 
the same effect upon him that the 
prodding stick of a small boy has up
on a retiring turtle. But many, a 
worldly-wise woman, drawing out with 
tact and kindness the truly beautiful 
thoughts of this young man's soul, sad
ly demanded of fate why a sweet, 
clean boy like this one had not been 
sent to her in her youth. You see, 
the worldly-wise woman knows that 
it is invariably the lay-figure and not 
Prince Charming that a woman mar
ries, and that matrimony is blind-
man's buff for grown-ups. 

Many of us lay the blame upon our 
parents. We- Bhift the burden of 
wondering why we have this fault and 
lack that grace to the shoulders of 
our immediate forebears. We go to 
the office each morning denying that 
we have any responsibility; we let 
the boss do the worrying. But George 
never went prospecting in his soul for 
any such dross philosophy. He was 
grateful for having had. so beautiful a 
mother; proud of having bad so hon
est a sire; and if either of them had 
endued him with false weights he did 
his best to even up the balance. 

The mother had been as romantic as 
any heroine out of Mrs. Radcliff's 
novels, while the father had owned 
to as much romance as one generally 
finds in a thorough business man^ 
which is practically none at all. The 
very name itself is a bulwark against 
the intrusions of romance. One can 
not lift the imagination to the pro
spect of picturing a Jones in ruffles 
and high boots, qinking a varlet in 
the middriff. It smells of sugar bar
rels and cotton bales, of steamships 
and railroads, of stolid routine in the 
office and of placid concern over the 
daily news under the evening lamp-

Mrs. Jones, lovely, lettered yet not 
worldly, had dreamed of her boy, bay
ed and decorated, marrying the most 
distinguished woman in all Europe, 
whoever she might be. Mr. Jones had 
had no dreams at all, and had put the 
boy to work in the shipping depart
ment a little while after the college 
threshold had been crossed, outward 
boiind. The mother, while sweet and 
gentle, had a will, iron under velvet, 
and when she held out for Percival 
Algernon and a decent knowledge of 
modern languages, the Old man agreed 
if, on the other hand, the boy's first 
name should be George and that he 
should learn the business from the 
cellar up. There were several tilts 
over the matter, but at length a truce 
was declared. It was agreed that the 
boy himself ought to have a word to 
say upon a subject which concerned 
him more vitally than any one else. 
So, at the age of fifteen, when he was 
starting off for preparatory school, he 
was advised to choose for himself. 
He was an obedient son, adoring his 
mother and idolizing his father. He 
wrote himself down as George Perci
val Algernon Jones, promised to be
come a linguist and to learn the rug 
business from the cellar up. On the 
face of it, it looked like a big job; it 
all depended upon the boy. 

The first day at school his misery 
began. He had signed himself as 
George P. A. Jones, no small diplom
acy for a lad; but the two initials, 
standing up like dismantled pines in 
the midst of uninteresting landscape, 
roused the curiosity of his school
mates. Boys are boys the world over, 
and possess a flnefese in cruelty that 
only the Indian can match; and it did 
not take them long to unerfrth the 
fatal secret. For three years he was 
Percy Algy, and nof only the boys 
laughed, but the pretty girls snigger
ed. Many a time he had returned to 
bis dormitory decorated (not in ac
cord with the fonds hopes of his moth
er) witn a swollen ear, or a ruddy 
proboscis, or a green-brown eye. There 
was a limit, and when they stepped 
over that, why, he preceeded to the 
best of his ability to solve the difficul
ty with his fists. George was no mibc-
sop. but Percival Algernon would 
have been the Old Man of the Sea on 
broader shoulders than his. He dimly-
realized that had he been v named 
George Henry William Jones his sun 
would have "been many diameters 
larger. There was a splendid quality 
of pluck under his apparent timidity, 

stuck doggedly to itss He 

never wrote home and complained. 
What was good enough for his mother 
was good enough for him. 

It seemed just an ordinary matter 
of routine for him to pick up French 
and German verbs. He was far from 
being brilliant, but he was sensitive 

land his memory was sound. Since 
his mother's ambition was to see him 
an accomplished linguist, he applied 
himself to the task as if everything 
in the world depended upon it, just as 
he knew that when the time came he 
would apply himself as thoroughly to 
the question of rugs and carpets. 

Under all this filial loyalty ran the 
pure strain of golden romance, side 
by side with the lesser metal of prac
ticality. When he began to read the 
masters he preferred their romances 
to their novels. He even wrote poetry 
in secret, and when his mother dis
covered the fact she cried over the 
sentimental verses. The father .had to 
be told. He laughed and declared 
that the boy would some day develop 
into a good writer of advertisements. 
This quiet laughter, unburdened as it 
was with ridicule, was enough to set 
George's muse a-winging, and she 
never came back. 

After leaving college he was given 
a modest letter of credit and told to 
go where he pleased for a whole year. 

George started out at once in quest 
of the Holy Grail, and there are more 
roads to that than there are to Rome. 
One may be reasonably sure of get
ting into Rome, whereas the Holy 
Grail (diversified, variable, innumer
able) is always the exact sum of a 
bunch of hay hanging before old Dob
bin's nose. Nevertheless, George gal
loped his fancies with loose rein. He 
haunted the romantic quarters of the 
globe; he hunted romance, burrowed 
and plowed for it; and never his 
spade clanged musically against the 
hidden treasure, never a forlorn beau
ty in distress, not so much as a chap
ter one of the Golden Book offered its 
dazzling first page. George lost some 
confidence. 

; Two or three times a woman looked 
into the young man'p mind, and in 
his guilelessness they effected sundry 
holes in * his letter of credit, but left 
his soul singularly Untouched. The 
red corpuscle, his father's gift, though 
it lay dormant, subconsciously erected 
barriers. He was innocent, but he 
was no fool. That one year taught 
him the lesson, rather cheaply, too. 
If there was any romance in life, it 
came uninvited, and if courted and 
sought was as quick on the wing as 
that erstwhile poesy muse. 

The year passed, and while he had 
not wholly given up the quest, the 
practical George agreed with the ro
mantic Percival to shelve it indefinite
ly. He Returned to New York with 
thirty pounds sterling out of the orig
inal thousand, a fact that rejuvenated 
his parental parent by some ten 
years. 

"Jane, that boy is all right, Perci
val Algernon could not kill a boy like 
that." 

"Do you mean to infer that it ever 
could?" Sometimes a qualm • wrink
led her conscience. Her mother's 
heart told her that her son ought not 
to be shy and bashful, that it was not 
in the nature of his blood to suspect 
ridicule where there was none. Per
haps she had .handicapped him with 
those names; but it was too late now 
to admit of this, and useless, since it 
would not have remedied the evil. 

Jones hemmed and hawed for a 
space. "No." he answered; "but 1 
was afraid he might try to live up to 
it; and no Percival Algernon who liv
ed up to it could put his nose down 
to a Shah Abbas and tell how many 
knots it had to the square inch. I ll 
start, him in on the job tomorrow.". 

Whereupon the mother sat back 
dreamily. Now, where' was the girl 
worthy her boy? Monumental ques
tion, besetting every mother, from 
Eve down, Eve, whose trials in this 
direction must, have been heartrend
ing! 

George left the cellar in due time, 
and after that he went up the ladder 
in bounds, on his own merit, mind you 
for his father never stirred a hand to 
boost him. He took the interest in 
rugs that turns a buyer into a collec
tor; it became a fascinating pleasure 
rather than a business. He became 
invaluable to the house, and acquired 
some fame as a judge and an apprais
er. When the chief buyer retired 
George was given the position, with 
an itinerary that carried him half 
way around the planet once a year, to 
Greece, Turkey, Persia, Arabia, and 
India, the lands of the genii and the1 

bottles, of arabesques, of temples and 
tombs, of many-colored turbans and 
flowing robes and distracting tongues. 
He walked always-in a kind of mental 
enchantment. 

The suave and elusive oriental, with 
bis sharp practices, found his match 
in this pleasant young man, who 
knew the history of the very wools 
and cottons' and silks woven in a rug 
or carpet. So George prospered, be
came known in strange places, by 
strange peoples; and saw romance, 
light of foot and eager of eye, pass 
and repass; learned that romance did 
not essentially mean falling in love 
or rescuing maidens from burning 
houses and wrecks; that, on the con
trary, true romance was kaleidoscopic 
having more brilliant facets than a 
diamond; and that the man who be
gins with nothing and ends with some
thing is more wonderful than any ex
cursion recounted by Sinbad or any 
tale by Scheherazade. But he still 
hoped that the iridescent goddess 
would some day touch his shoulder 
and lead him into that maze of ro
mance so peculiar to his own fancy. • 

And then into his little world of 
business and ^pleasure came death 
and death again, leaving him alone 
and with a twisted heart. Riches mat
tered little, and the sounding title of 
vice-president still less. It was with 
a distinct shock that he realized the 
mother and the father had been with 
him so long that he had forgotten to 
make other friends. From one thing 
to another he turned in hope to soothe 
the smart, to heal the wound: and af
ter a time he drifted, as all shy, intel
ligent and imaginative men drill 
who are friendless, into the silent and 
intimate comradeship of inanimate 
things, such as jewels, ivories, old 
metals, rare woods and ancient em
broideries, and perhaps more comfort
ing than all these, good books. 

ihe proper tale of how the afore
said iridescent goddess jostled (for it 
scarce may be said that she led) him 
into a romance lacking neither comedy 
nor tragedy, now begins with a trifling 

bit of retrospection. One of thow 
women who were not good and wha>T 
looked into the clear pool of the boy'^ * 
mind saw the harmless longing there,, j? 
and made note, hoping to find profit 
by her knowledge when the pertinent 
day arrived. She was : a woman so 
pleasing, so handsome, so adroit, that 
many a man, older and wiser than 
George, found her meBh too strong tot { 

him. Her plan matured, suddenly and 
brilliantly, as projects of men and 
women of her class and caliber wlth-;Kv 
out variation do. ^ 

Late one December afternoon (to be 
precise, 1909), George sat on the tea 
veranda of the Hotel Semiramis in 
Cairo. A book lay idly upon his 
knees. It was one of those yarns lt\ . 
which something was happening .every < 
other minute. As adventures go, 
George had never, had a real one in all 
his twenty-eight yeafs, and he be- > 
lleved that fate had treated him rath-, 
er shabbily. He didn't quite apprec^ 
late her resrve. No matter how late < 
he wandered through the mysterious < 
bazaars, either here in Egypt or over . 
yonder in India, nothing ever befelm|j 
more exciting than an argument witfa^-*< 
a carriage driver. He never carried^** 
Bmall arms, for he would not have' 
known how to use them. The only ^ 
deadly, things in his hands were bass-JI, 
rods and tennis-racquets. No, nothing 
ever happened to him; yet he never 
met a man in a ship's smoke room 
who hadn't run the gamut of thrilling 
experiences. As George wasn't a liar 
himself, he believed all he saw andV 
most of what he heard. ,-/ 

Well, here he was, eight-and-twenty,,' ^ 
a pocket full of money, a heart full of 
life, and as hopeless an outlook, so far 
as romance and adventure were con-
cerned{ as an old maid in a New Eng-t ^ 
land village. Why couldn't things be-i^ 
fall him as they did the chap in thiri J1 -
book? He was sure he could behave 
as well, if not better; for this fellow .v? 
was too handsome, too brave, too " -
strong, not to be something of an ass/-
once in a while. 
"George, you old fool, what's the use?*'', 
he thought. "What's the use of a de*;' 
sire that never goes in a straight line,- /^ 
but always round and round in a cir* \4' 
cle?" "i - ; . • it4 

He thrust asid^ his grievanoe and 
surrended to thQ.'neverfcndlng wonder 
of the Egyptian sunset; the Nlto "| 
feluccas, riding upon perfect refleo ' 
tions; the date-palms, black and mo- . • 
tionless against the translucent blue 
of the sky; the amethystin, prisms of, 
the pyramids, and the deepening gold r 
of the desert's brim.. He loved the , 
orient, always so new, always bo %<i 
Btrange, yet ever so old. and familiar^, 

A carriage stopped in front, and his 
gaze naturally shifted. There Is 
ceeAeless attraction in speculating 
about new-confers in a hotel, "tfhat' 1 

they are, whatvthey do. Where theyv^' 
con\e from, land where they' are 'going. 
A fine elderly man of fifty got out, 
In the square shoulders, the flowing"''' 
white mustache and imperial, there " ' , / 
was a suggestion of militarism. He. ' 
was immediately followed by a young' ' 
woman of twenty, certainly not' otef*-,. M 
that age. George sighed wistfully. 
He Envied those poIo-playe^B and 
gentleman-riders and bridge ijf 

1 

who were stopping, at the hi 
wouldn't he an hour after dinner be^ 
fore some one of them found out whot.^ 
she was and spoke to her In that easy^-
style which he concluded must be a 
gift rather than an accomplishment.' $ 
You mustn't suppose for a minute that A-
George wasn't well born and we)! bred 
simply .because his name was Jones.>r.r 
Many a Fitz-Hugh Maurioe or Hugh*. 
FitzMaurice might have .been-—t 
But, no matter. He. know In^tlnctjv^it^ 
ly, then, what elegance was yirhen he.'^W: 
saw it, and this girl 'was elegant, in^ 
dress, in movement He. rat&er liked ^ 
the pallor of her skin, which fylnfced 
that she wasn't , one of those athtatia • , 
girls who bounced in and out of the 
dining room, talking loudly and smok* 
ing cigarettes and playing bridge for, 
sixpenny points. She was tali. He 
was sure that her eyes were on the 
level with his own., The grey veil that, 
drooped from the rim of her simple ^ 
Leghorn hat to the tip of her nose 
obscured her eyes, so he could not 
know that they were large and brown , 
and indefinably sad. ' They spoke not.^ 
Of a weariness of travel, but of s^r.,--
weariness of the world, more precise-*;/ ,, 
ly, of the people who inhabited it. * 

She and her companion passed on * 
into the hotel, and if George's eyes 
veered again toward the desert over, 
which the stealthy purples of night, 
were creeping, the impulse was me^fCf 
chanical; he saw nothing. In truth, y',; 
he was desperately lonesome, and be -
knew, moreover, that he had no busi
ness to be. He was young; he could 
at a pinch tell a joke as well as the 
next man; and if he had never had 
what he called an adventure, he bad v 
seen many strange and wonderful 
things and could describe them with. 
that mental afterglow which still linfr V^ 
ers over the sunset of our first ex* • 
pressions in poetry. But there was • 
always that hydra-headed monster,, f, 
for ever getting about his feet numb- . 
ing his voice, paralyzing his hands, 
and never he lopped off a head that,, ' 
another did not instantly grow in Its' 
place. Even the sword of Perseus 
could not have saved him, since one 
h a s  t o  g e t  a w a y  f r o m  a n  o b j e c t  i n  o r -  - -
der to cut it down. J "y# 

Had he really ever tried to over-^ 
come this monster? Had he not wait* 
ed for the propitious moment (which 
you and I know never comes) to throw , 
off this species from Hades? It is alt;' f 
very well, when you are old and driedf ;; 
up, to turn to ivories and metals an<£ 
precious stones; but when a fellow's 
young! You can't shake bands with an 
ivory replica of the Taj Mahal, nor 
exchange pleasantries with a Mandar*^' 
in's ring, nor yet confide joys and illet 
into a casket of rare emeralds; in- ^ 
deed, they do but emphasize one's 
loneliness. If only he had had a dog; < 
but one can not carry a dog half*way < 
round the world and back, at least not ' 
with comfort. What with all these 
new-fangled quarantine laws, duties, 
and fussy ships' officers who wouldn't 
let you keep the animal in your state
room, traveling with a four-footed 
friend was almost an impossibility, 
to be sure, women with poodles * * • 
And then, there was the bitter of acid 
in the knowledge that no one ever 
came up to him and slapped him on 
the shoulder with a—"Hel-lo, Georgle* 
old sport; what's the good word?" for 
the simple fact that his shoulder was 
always bristling with spikes, born 
of the fear that some one was making 
fun of him. 

(To be Continued.) " 
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