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"For God so loved the world,
that he gave his only begotten Son,
that whosoever believeth in him,
should not perish but have ever-
lasting life." St. John 111:16.
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ETERNITY.

When such important personages
en the world's stage as Harriman,
King Leopold and Cardinal Sartolli
arc suddenly bidden to give up all
(arrested) and to make their final
exit, just common folk cannot ex-

pect to escape the dread summons,
and ought to try to be in sonic
manner ready. (Make your will,
mister!)

&& W" O

I made a pilgrimage to find the
God:

I listened for his voice at holy
tombs,

Searched for the print of His im-

mortal feet
In dust of broken altars ; yet turned

back
With empty heart. But on the

homeward road,
A great light came upon me, and I

heard
The God's voice singing in a ncst-- .

ling lark ;

Felt his sweet wonder in a swaying
rose;

Received His blessing from a way-
side well;

Looked on His beauty in a lover's
face ;

Saw his bright hand send signal
from the sun.

Edwin Markham.
jb t3 &

The incident of Connolly's offer-
ing George Jones, editor and pro-
prietor of The Times, $5,000,000 to
forego the publication of matter
which was proof conclusive of the
Tweed ring's infamy. The manner
of Mr. Jones's refusal is of dram-
atic interest.

(We're never been tempted with
that much!)

O w'

To Hon. A. S. Cleghorn, one of
the royal governors under the
monarchical system in Hawaii, is

" Iiq)ie5nsi)2SS Bxalfeil) a Jdliorj."
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due much of the credit for chang-
ing the name of the fort at Pearl
Harbor from Fort Upton to Fort
Kamehameha, in honor of the first
Hawaiian king of all the islands,
the Napoleon of the Pacific.
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The term "tip" applied to a fee
is derived fiom the practice in old
English inns of having a general
box for gratuities, which bore the
words, "To Insure Promptitude,"
the three initial letters of which
have become "tip."

i& O

The late Viggo Jacobsen was a
man ever ready to help another, al-

though he could not help himself.
He was a man of more than the
average attainments in literature
and art, a kindly gentleman when
himself, and one who will be missed
in this community more than many
a more important man.

v &fr tv
The recent parade of our battle-

ships just made to a peaceful world
cost the taxpayers $125,000,000.
Fifty lives were sacrificed and it
will cost about $8,000,000 to repair
the battleships. When I read the
above, and when I read last week
of a man who sold the baby he
loved so much so as to get a rail-
way ticket to convey him to a place
where he could get work, I think
it's sad.

w w

Paxton, 111., Dec. 24. Land in
Livingston adapted to the growing
of celery is valued at $500 an acre,
the same price at which celery land
in New York state is held. C. H.
Frew says that seven acres of land
planted in celery yielded $3,700 last
year.

(Whew! I say, editor, let us all
swap newspaper work for celery
land. The printers' sellery
salary.)

O i5 O

The early Portuguese were ex-

ceedingly thrifty and nearly all of
them acquired, after a few years, at
least, a homestead. The same per-
haps might be said of the first Jap

Mamui br... , Dcpt.

(Price $3.00 per annum
copies 25 cents

anese that came, of course, as con-

tract laborers.
But, how about the rising gen-

eration of either?
If they earn a few dollars a week,

it seems all to be frittered away for
finery and cheap amusement, some
of them to the extent of giving the
parents no equivalent for board or
lodging. But in that the parents
aie to fault.

w w

"The hospitals are crowded with
underpaid working people. This
also seems to be an exaggeration.
There are niggardly employers, but
there are thousands of thriftless
employees. Wages have increased,
the hours of wages have diminish-
ed, and along with these the means
cf spending wages uselessly have
multiplied. The most important
natural means of bettering social
condition is thrift, and we fear that
too little is being done by sociol-
ogists to promote it while the first
effect of Socialism is to discourage
it.

"If hospitals are crowded with
these penniless employees, they
crowd the bar-room- s, the cheap
theatres, the dance halls, the Sun-
day resorts, the cheap finery shops,
the restaurants and ice cream par-
lors, the cigar stands, and surround
the slot machines, and the pool-selle- rs

for many a day before they
reach the hospitals. A habit of self-deni- al,

of turning a piece of money
over two or three times before
spending it, of not carrying one's
bank in the pocket, on the part of
all, would reduce municipal ex-

penses wonderfully in all depart-
ments."

(Lack of thrift in New York;
also, in Hawaii. Ed.)
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"Here's a poem on the 'Owlcl
Counthry,' sorr," said a frayed-lookin- g

individual to the editor of
a weekly newspaper in a large
town ; "an' it's hopin' you'll take it,
Oi am." "What is your address?"
inquired the editor. "That depinds
intoirely on you, sorr," responded
the poet, with a cheerful smile.



"Depends on me!" echoed the edi-

tor; "what do you mean?" "If ycz
take the bit poem, sorr, me

will shtill be sivinty-wa-n

Dixthcr Strate," replied the san-

guine poet; "but, if yez don't take
it," he added darkly, "it's niesilf
that'll be lift widout anny addthrcss
to me name, if me landlady kapes
her wurrd, sorr!"
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"This one short hour pays lavishly
back

For many a year of mourning ;

I'd almost venture another flight,
There's so much joy in return-

ing
Watching out for the hallowed

shore,
All other attractions scornin';
0 Ireland ! don't you hear me

shout ?

1 bid you the top o' the mornin'."
k? fcy &

The end of every pipe is turned
under the house where the water
collects and is at present standing.
There is no law to make him lead
those pipe to the gutters.

The second stories protrude di-

rectly over the porch in such a man-
ner that not a bit of sunlight enters
the diminutive court below. This
court, hardly twenty by eight feet,
is the playground for thirty chil-
dren. There is no law to remedy
this. (Adv.)

& & &

(Now, my dear, kindly explain to
us the prevention, or cure, of
tuberculosis!)

J & Jt
A Swede among the miners in

the West was noted for always
striking pay dirt. His fellows
thought that there must be some

to the unusual success of the
Swede and questioned him as to
how he always succeeded in finding
the spot where the gold cropped
out.

"Vel, Ay don't know cf Ay can
tell anytang 'bout dat," answered
Ole. "Ay only know dat Ay yust
keep on diggin'." Milwaukee Free
Press.
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THE DERELICT.

He roams about the dusty wharves
And gazes o'er the sea,

His blue eyes dim, his body bent
With foc'sle drudgery;

A worn-ou- t, weather-beate- n hulk,
He stands upon the quay.
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The rain and wind make sport of
him

But the warm wind is his friend ;

It mindens him of Rio town
Where pleasures never end,

And of ship-mat- es who along witli
him

Followed the Gulf Stream's
trend.

No man may know his history,
His story none can tell,

Only his eyes grow strangely keen
At the sound of a ship's clear bell,

Or as he watches the offing's craft
Lurch to the sleek land-swel- l.

No ship is his, no ship can be
His sailing days are past,

He's just a derelict adrift
Upon life's ocean vast;

God of all seamen, grant that he
Win safe to port at last!

Herbert Melton Ayrcs.
o 5

Mr. Hcmenway, the retiring atto-

rney-general, leaves the public
service after an honorable, although
short, career. Under his adminis-
tration the department has done
good work and the best traditions
of the office have been lived up to.

(Certainly.)
Jfi Jt &

At the age of eighty-fiv- e years,
Mrs. Frederick Swift, widow of the
late Professor Swift, and beloved
mother of Amelia Swift and Mrs.
A. MacDowell of this city, and Mrs.
P. M. Wickham of Montreal, died
last week at her home here.

& j jfi

"The fourth dimension belongs
to the highest branch of mathe-
matics, and is commonly regarded
as a study for only the oldest and
most experienced professors. Young
Sidis has taken the most advanced
courses in mathematics at Harvard.
He has worked out a number of
original theories, which it is said
have been accepted by mathema-
ticians. With a crayon which he
wielded with his little hand he ex-
plained the construction of some
fourth dimensional figures hitherto
unknown to the professors."

(A genius is born, not made.)
W !?

All the research and study of the
world has never produced a mind,
that even so much as savours of
Shakespeare. No man has been
found, able enough, to even
imilalc, one of his Plays. Oh, no.

In his decision President Taft
says the liquor must be properly
labeled so the consumer will know
what he buys. This section of the
decision is emphatic, declaring
there must be no frauds expressed
in labeling.

& ',

As a result of the blizzard it is
announced by the police that 14
lives were lost in New York alone,
while great suffering was entailed,
occasioned by the tying up of traffic
and the impossibility of carrying
food and clothing to the needy poor.

& & &

Walking along in the shadows,
Waiting till sorrow is done,

Forgetting the beautiful blossoms
That over the pathway run ;

Downhearted, troubled and weary,
Brother of Battle, just try

That cure for the hearts that arc
dreary

A face lifted up to the sky!
to tr v5

Kansas City, Dec. 24. Washing-
ton Johnson, a negro janitor who
saved the lives of a score of men in
the fire that destroyed the Rialto
building, will receive a substantial
Christmas present if the plans of
those who benefited by his heroism
are carried out. At the risk of his
life, Johnson went to the top floor
of the burning building and arous-
ed a large number of physicians and
medical students who were sleeping
there.

c & &

"I'll take you to church with me-

lius morning on one condition," she
told Mary. "You are not to get
restless or ask to be taken home be-

fore mama is ready to leave." This
condition was satisfactory to Mary.
She was very certain that she could
sit quietly through the entire ser-
vice. "Well, if you don't," the
mother warned, "you can never go
with me again." Mary went away
very gaily. In church she mani-
fested great patience for a long
time. But after while she began
to grow restless. Finally, she
climbed onto the pew scat with her
feet, pulled her mother's sleeve and
whispered in her parent's ear:
"Muvver, let's go home." "No,"
replied the mother firmly, "didn't I
tell you that if you bothered me be-

fore service was ended that you
couldn't come to church with me
again ?" "But, muvver," whispered
the child, "let's go home, anyway;
I don't never want to turn any
more."



AN EDITOR'S FEW BRIEF
NOTES.

January 1. Happy New Year
1910 ! And what should we see as
we crossed King street, a few
minutes before 7 this morning, but
one of our most magnificent rain-
bows. It was to our vision the
promise of everything beautiful and
cheering. "1 do set my bow in the
clouds."

January 5. There have been
many happy events since the open-
ing of the New Year; the wedding
of Miss Schaefer and Mr. Waldron,
the opening of the new Priory,
Judge Dole's oath of office for a
second six years, the Governor's
speedy return from Washington,
D. C, the week of prayer at Cen-
tral Union Church, which certainly
binds all in charily and good-wi- ll

toward one another and toward the
world in general, as the outcome,
in that immense congregation of
planned and systematic work.

Splendid cool showers are visit-

ing Honolulu during these days,
and last night a heavy downpour
continued for hours. So there can
be no dcai Ih of water for a long
season. What a blessed thing for
a land to have a plenty, a plenty of
water. Not to have enough signi-
fies famine and disease.

And indeed the first week so far
of the new year, is on most propi-
tious lines you will all agree.

"1 wish that the Times may grow
to prodigious size this year," said
one of the best and most influential
of our citizens. Well, we can but
wish that it may grow pretty big.
Today a very sharp cold shower.

One takes it for granted, that an
editor holds always that invisible
carte blanche of welcome admit-
tance; but we prefer to sec an in-

vitation card on our table and then
we arc not apt to "forget" a public
or private function of whatever
sort. If one desires a dainty and
neat tailor, he would go often to
Martin near the Postoffice.

January 6. We cannot refrain
from remarking at this point in the
interest of justice, that the morning
organ is sounding a correct note for
the new year; and so we will pub-
lish here and now, that the morning
paper, just at present, interests us,
from the fact that, on its first page,
it spreads out (in epitome) a minia-
ture map of the more important do-

ings of this terrestrial globe and
even illustrates the Comet in the
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heavens ; and, that is certainly "go-

ing some'' and a far reach.
So we have no bone to pick just

this minute.
But we must always try to keep

our powers of observation in good
tune so far as we may; and we
would briefly say that it does truly
annoy us to see a man or woman,
who professes to know something
about table manners, at times, put a
slice of bread to the mouth and bite
off a mouthful. Oh dear me! foi
some most unknown reason, we
seem always compelled, "fascinat-
ed," to watch the second bite, as
also to see when a one swallows a
glass of water or a cup of coffee at
one draught. And then we breathe,
and look out at the door. It is a
pity the world is in such direful
haste; it must account for the
"heart failure," possibly.

And now the delightful poultry
show ! We do take to chicken and
Savoy cabbage, steamed in the same
pot ; oh, what a tasty dish !

Gladstone liked "nothing better '

than plain-boile- d beef; and, it is
good, cold for supper, if one can
have green pepper salad with it all,
the peppers cut fresh from the vine,
as in So. America and, fragrant
strong, plain tea. Ah I The So.
Americans know how to live and
they eat to live, to very old age.

They eat the best tonics, and pure
condiments and sweets, washed
down, not flooded, with rare coffee
and teas. A little fine old wine.

We lose time because whenever
we hear the uproar of an auto we
stop short and say : "Now, whither
wilt thou wend, O enemy of our
peace."

Give the poor hacks a chance;
they never hit any one.

An elegant span of bays or grays
is far beyond and out of sight, of
the reddest machine !

Time, will undo them all. ( Here's
to the head and the hoof of our
childhood's friend, forever.)

January 8, Saturday. A charm-
ing day for the Chinese Minister's
Reception and just as good for
baseball. We always feel for the
players when it rains on Saturday,
we like them to enjov the half holt-da- y.

What a grand Christmas dinner
and concert was had at the Sea-

men's Institute a generous por-
tion. No one is too plain or old or
poor to be passed by without the
gentle noble word. AIJ shall he
happy !

And may God bless the hand that
gives and the steady vision that sees
and can discriminate, striking blow
after blow, with a master work-
man's hammer for the uplift of hu-

man beings, making men to praise
God through their unselfish deeds.

bunday, January 9. This day
then has been as appetizing as Mrs.
Ream's chutney and as tempting as
the jam tarts. And the cool air and
the sunshine is as delightful one
place as another.

January 10. This is a fitful day
of sunshine and shower, rather
spiteful and uncertain, also muddy.
But, if we do not want an entirely
dry Territory and most certainly
we do not, then we must not com-
plain of the really necessary amount
of wet.

The whole country is transcend-cntl- y

lovely, dazzling in its frcsli
and glorious shades and hues of
richest dyes; as we cross lots to
Merchant street we see a row of
sun-llowc- a bar to all malaria,
and it came to us at once, why can-

not a squad of prisoners dig up and
plant all these waste places with

iucs and flower-seeds- ? One sun-
flower would plant a big patch, the
teeds.

Then again, it is painful to us to
see often, a yard boy digging up
the very grass that holds the mud
along the sides of a walk, the grass
that is so pretty and that is a help
to the pedestrian in walking, the
grass that borders and ornaments
the rough wayside ; it must all be
cleared out and only the dust or
mud, left!

It would cost but a trifle for
every untidy lot to blossom in
beauty dandelion, daisy, petunia,
marigold, etc.

We have said all this before,
years ago. It could most easily be
done now that there is a super-
abundance of water.

Look how beautiful the prisoners
have made the prison bits of waste
land artistic and neat.

We are too indolent and too lazy,
to awaken and attend to these
things. It is a pity where Nature
is so bountiful, that our town should
not be a rainbow of color and beau-

ty every bit, of waste and idle
ground. It is something we really
ought to blush for these untidy
places, refuse plau-- . for ill refuse!
Our more fastidious eyes are tiled
of their untidiness. It has been the
same for years, the b'irrcn unkempt
empty lots. "A thing of beauty is
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a joy forever;" and, it matters not
whether the "thing" (flower) be, in
an empty lot or in a rich man's pre-
serves. Indeed, the beauty of the
former might appeal to one much
the stronger of the two.

Now, if you don't like this re-

proof, turn the next corner and
gaze on that vacant land covered
with scraps of paper and other
debris, close in to the middle of the
town a home for flies and mos-
quitoes and dust.

The Methodist church will be a
beautiful edifice and will enhance
'lie value of all the property in that
vicinity.

The widening of the Pali road is
:: downright, sensible and practical
bit of wisdom. We understand the
move began witii Mr. Mark Robin-
son, who gave several feet of his
land to the city to help the improve-
ment.

Really life was hardly safe, when
autos were passing one another and
the cars running at the same mo-
ment. It was nip and tuck to our
view, on more than one occasion.

The rich can use autos; but. what
time we are rich we will not.

Wc do neither aspire to an air-
ship, an auto nor to vote. But ev-
ery woman ought to learn some-
thing of political economy and to
know the best laws governing her
native land. She need not to be an
ignorant simpleton, but can counsel
with those of her family that have
the right to vote.

Women of thought and knowl-
edge have always been voting and
never more than in the times of the
earlier presidents; the Aadamses,
Jefferson, etc. Good, true wives,
mothers and sisters will always cast
their votes. But, as for going to
the polls, u'cll

(Wc don't say yes and we have-
n't said no; but, if the .time came,
wc just wouldn't go.)

January 11. Wc crossed King
again this morning. Just in time to
meet the rainbow in all its glory;
we must really follow on, one morn
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ing to the end of it and look for that
pot of gold.

It might be our pot luck to pick
it up, so it might.

The sky is still full of rain. Wc
stopped to look at Miss Raymond's
fine output; in one, wc note, that
she has caught the warm haze of
the valley. They arc one and all
little gems, devoid of all false color-
ing and stiffness, so to speak. In
other words they tell more of an
artist than of a mechanic. (But,
this is only the voice of one, not an
artist.)

Dimond's can dish you up in
plate and platter mugs, quaint and
queer, for holding beer.

"Minister Wu says that a man
ought to live two hundred years if
he meets with no accident and does-i.- 't

get sick." (Adv.)
(Very well, then. I low about a

woman, Minister? The weak point
is, they do, one and all, ill and in-

firm; and, there's always the auto
now, to depend upon, in helping
out, grave matters.)

January 12. Wc wish the Super-
intendent, Mr. Pope, "crood luck"
and trust the year will be a happy
and peaceful one for his new un-
dertaking. Wc cannot look upon
that work, as an enviable work ; for,
it requires not only great skill, but
unlimited patience to solve the
problems, that will and must arise.

However, money (funds) always
acts like oil on stormy waters. Wc
trust there will be a supply in that
corner.

The Rev. Fr. Stephen is taking a
well-earne- d rest.

Wc are having a rainy time, our
very hill-to- are green as one just
out from the ould counthry; they
are radiantly green. Ireland pales
in comparison, "It's a rale foine
place, these Islands."

Yes, but we should like Hono-
lulu rather better, if the mosquitoes
and flies would complete their ex-
periments and investigations grad-
uate from this school, take diplo-
mas and go somewhere. They are
a plague even if not giving us
plague pestilence. Small they"are ;

but, evil is their mission, and we
really ought to miss 'em and soon,
too "flics and mosquitoes."

(They are an uncanny lot; wc do
fear them, look upon them as
ominous!)

(Wc are not over superstitious,
J)ut someway wc have a peculiar
"dread of them, at this time.)

Well, that poultry show did beat

us ! Wc wanted to stop all the day,
but some of the game hens, the
prize-winner- s, No. 1, seemed to
watch us, when they had scratched
up wc were newspaper ilk, for fear
we would try to beat them, out of
some of their lunch ; and so before
the noon bell, wc stepped out; and
then all the roosters crowed and
all those hens, cackled. But wc
didn't look back. Pau.

January 13. Last night rough
and stormy.

"Today, a cold wind. Ugh!
If the tiresome dailies would but

cease talking about the north pole,
we might manage to cook up, a de-

cently warm day.
Col. Walter Schuyler, command-

ing officer of the Fifth Cavalry post
at Schoficld Barracks, held a con-

ference yesterday with Judge S. M.
Ballon of the floral parade commit-
tee with reference to a detachment
from the cavalry forming part of
the parade. Judge Ballon heads
the committee in charge of the mili-
tary section. Colonel Schuyler fell
in with the plans of the floral par-
ade committee and announced that
he would be very glad to order a
squadron and the mounted band to
participate in the parade, which
lakes place on February 22.

Yes, that is precisely what wc
want, Schuyler, the flower of the
army for the floral parade the
best-looki- soldiers, on the best-looki- ng

mounts.
We shall really have to bide in

doors, if this cold wave continues,
for lack of a seal-ski- n.

January 15. Candid (Taffy).
We must beg to say that we arc not
a chameleon, cannot live on air.

We decline politely to exchange
with any of the newer journals ;

the kamaainas, oh! that is another
song.

The "Service," for. instance, let
us ask how many army folk, offi-
cers or privates, are on our sub-
scription list? I low many (exceed-
ingly few) have ever paid for a
Times ?

We do not print on cream-lai- d

paper, for fun. If our ship comes
in, one day, we may then, one day,
scatter a paper of choice and
recherche reading, for rich and poor
.'dike.

The army officers, so far as wc
have been able to judge, arc an im-
pecunious squad ; one might as well
expect them to buy a gold mine, (a
plantation) as to pay for any extra.
They rcallv seem to be penniless
after pay-da- y.



We recollect now a private said,
be wanted a Times, one day, and
we were astounded and said, meek-
ly: "It is a quarter" (and no quar-
ter). "Yes, I know," he replied.

(And it was a good quarter.)
We have met and passed scores

and scores of the Army, and not one
has ever had the grace to recognize
us, or to say once even in a twelve
month: 'Let us have one of your
Times, editor."

And now, we don't fear even a
cannon hall !

We meant to get even (square),
one day.

(We are Bunker Hill, eh?)
There's poetry off hand.

N. B. If this coat happens to fit
a civilian, he can put it on.

Happy New Year!
January 17. On account of the

long storm we have had a modicum
more of time in which to shove the
blue lead along; so, in case any
one is out of advice, we can offer a
carload of the real good, sound ar-

ticle.
We are one of that elect, you

know, who think they hold the pa-

tent .right (copyright) for telling
most anyone what he or she or it,
ought to do, or to leave undone.
Neither is this commodity (advice)
a too heavy burden to carry about.

(End of January notes.)

& jt

THE ROAD.

This common road, with hedges
high

Confined on either hand,
Will surely enter by and by

Some large luxuriant land.

And in the end shall great repose
Descend upon my soul,

When, at the eager journey's close,
I reach the sudden goal.

Content, enlargement, fragrance,
ease,

Joy in the evening's cool,
The subtle silence in the trees,

The gleam upon the pool

Dreamer! In vain thou hastenest;
That glorious land resign:

Take by the road thy joy, thy rest;
The road, the road is thine.

Author Unknown.
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THE FRENCH ACADEMY
AND THE MONTYON

PRIZES.

Paris, November 25, 1909.

On November 14, the French
Academy held its yearly meeting for
the purpose of distributing what
are called "les prix de vcriit." In
1782 a wealthy citizen of Paris, the
Baron de Montyon, presented the
French Academy with a sum of
twelve thousand francs, the revenue
of which was to be given every year
to any man or woman who had per-
formed a remarkable "actc dc
zcrttt." Montyon's gift seems to
have been dictated by mixed mo-

tives, he was a charitably disposed
man, but also inordinately vain ;

without being an enemy to religion,
he was not free from the vague,
philanthropic philosophical doc-
trines that were the fashion at that
period. His offer was accepted by
the Academy and the first recipients
of M. de Montyon's bounty receiv-
ed his gift on August 25, 1783, in
presence of an illustrious assembly.
Since then, other donations have in-

creased the fund, and every year
the French Academy distiibutes a
considerable sum of money to a
large number of persons, who have
distinguished themselves by deeds
of devotedness, chanty or courage.
According to the custom established
(hiring M. de Montyon's lifetime,
the ceremony is a solemn one: a
member of the Academy makes a
speech in which he introduces the
lecipicnts of the prizes to the pub-
lic, touching lightly on their claims
to this distinction. This yearly cele-

bration always attracts a large
crowd to the Academy and the
speeches delivered on the occasion
are, as a rule, delightful specimens
of graceful eloquence.

In earnest and picturesque lan-guae- re

M. de Vogiie then went on
1o tell his hearers of the brave men
and women whose lives lay revealed
to him; lives hidden by humility
rnd generally brought into notice
against the wishes of the candidates
themselves. Among the most in-

teresting of the prize winners are
three young Breton nuns, to whom
the sum of 1,000 francs was award-
ed. They belong to the Congrega-
tion of St. Joseph de Clunv and de-

vote themselves to the care of the
lepers in the island of Mangarewa,
in the Pacific Ocean. So far from
the beaten track is this lonely rock
that letters are only delivered twice

2 year by a sailing boat from Tahiti.
Here these three brave women con-

duct a hospital for lepers ; until they
become themselves victims of the
hideous disease they bring hope,
comfort and joy into the lives of
these incurables. Their letters to
their families in Brittany, says M.
(ie Vogiie, are bright with charity
and full of superhuman peace. Un-
til lately, these noble sisters had a
school for little girls, but the
French Government, to whom the
desolate island belongs, deemed that
although they were worthy to nurse
the lepers, they were unfit' to teach
the children of the islanders and.
like their sisters in France, they
were obliged to close their school.

The other examples of charity,
quoted by M. de Vogiie, pale before
the heroic sacrifice of these three
Breton nuns. A large sum, 8,000
frans, was awarded to M. Rollet, a
Paris lawyer, who has founded on
his own initiative a home for little
waifs and strays, where the boys
are lodged and fed, employed in
different trades and trained to be-

come honest men. Another imjjor-ta- nt

prize, 5,000 francs, was given
to a work founded by a priest in
the wild mountains of Auvergne.
In 1866, a young priest, the Abbe
Robert, used in the gorge of
Deveze, a wretched house, that had
become his property, to lodge an
epileptic child, whom he carried on
his shoulders up the steep mountain
path. Two poor women came' to
help him and the three, with their
own hands, added to the house,
where soon two, three, four and five
incurable children were brought by
their parents. Then Pere Robert
began to build in earnest, and now
a large hospital for incurables, serv-
ed by eighty nuns, stands in the cen-

ter of the gorge. Around it, are
cultivated fields and orchards, and
throughout the two "deparlements"
of Cantal and Avcyron, this house,
where hopeless sufferers find a
home, is deservedly popular. Its
founder, a saintly man, died last
December, when he was more than
eighty years of age, and the Mon-
tyon prize is awarded to the supe-
rioress of the hospital, who, during
forty years, was his devoted as-

sistant.
M. de Vogiie does not fear to

draw attention to the fact that the
best and noblest of the acts that he
holds up for admiration were
prompted by religious feeling:
"However perfect may be the tele-
scopes of the astronomers they can- -
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not make them see certain stars that
are too far away in the infinite
space; but the existence of these
stars is revealed by an atmosphere
of light whose source wc cannot
reach. So it is with virtue, its light
must come from a world far away
and far above us, for nothing can
explain its existence in the poor
world that is brightened by its
rays." If this conclusion appears
to us somewhat vague, we must re-

member that the Academy is not a
religious body, although many of
its members are high minded and
lcligious men. Better than any
homily, the deeds of the best among
the prize winners proclaim the fact
that faith in God is the safest and
highest road to charity towards
men.

An Anglo-Frenc- h Catholic.
t&fc w w'

In Thrum's Annual for 1910, the
story of Charles Warren Stoddard
is told in beautiful words by Arthur
Johnstone.

We could but think of Shake-
speare's King Henry VIII., wherein
Queen Katharine says of Griffith:
"After my death I wish no other
herald, No other speaker of my liv-

ing actions, To keep mine honor
from corruption, But such an
honest chronicler as Griffith."

i2& tS (5

CHARLES WARREN STOD-
DARD.

By Arthur Johnstone.
O Brother, thou hast spun our Is-

land lore
Into bright, golden threads that

shall o'errun
Thy web of life and glitter in the

sun
Of future years ! On every Island's

shore
Thy magic lines shall long be lin-

gered o'er,
E'en though thy gentle life be

lived and done;
Yes, all the achievements thy deft

pen hath won,
As Time speeds shall be pored on

more and more
For their own sweetness, poetry,

and truth.
Stoddard! Hawaii remembers thee

in death,
As thou in life didst love her!

Here are ruth
And teardrops only emblems,

nature saith
Wherebv wc deck thy grave

withal, forsooth
Crying to thee in vain with plangent

breath !
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Charon is always certain of his
fare, and, flee men never so warily,
death outspeeds them at the end.
As 1 write there lies on my table a
time-wor- n manuscript, penned on
the familiar yellow paper in the
sprawling hand of one of the clever-
est, most lovable men that ever
wended the Valley of Tears. Alas 1

gentle, gifted Stoddard is gone. To
those who knew him in the early
eighties, ere he last left Hawaji, his
death seems almost premature, and
certainly it came as a surprise to
most of us. Now, this old broken
time-staine- d sheaf of a dozen pages
snatched from the dustheap of yes-

terdays, becomes a relic nay, let
me rather say, a memorial of the
days of the old Saturday Press,
which unfortunately moulders in
the dim limbo of Island journalism
lived through and out. Ah! what
days those were when Charlie
Stoddard, Ralph Smith, and I fore-
gathered around the long green edi-

torial table in the upstairs corner of
the Campbell Block, where we
whiled the time between spasmo-
dic periods of work, by discussing
with a temerity beyond circumfer-
ence this and that, from title-tatl- e

to the knottiest problems of litera-
ture and statesmanship. Truly, we
were a wayward, at times I fear, a
finical staff, even under the direct-
ing hand of "The Patriarch," as we
surreptitiously but lovingly called
our amiable Chief, Mr. Thomas G.
Thrum. On the whole we were a
happy family, as journalistic fami-
lies go, and loved one another pass-
ing well under an outer habit of
decorous indifference.

Of that genial quarto of torch-bearer- s,

Mr. Thrum and I are now
left, both somewhat battered per-
haps, but with our faces still set
seriously against the stars, still do-

ing duty as we see and feel it fallen
to our lot; hence it seemed the one
proper course to pursue when the
editor of the Annual suggested that
some more fitting appreciation
should be written than contained in
the casual announcements of Stod-
dard's death. Thus it comes that
1 venture to put of record these few
thoughts and facts relating to the
dead author and his writings about
the island world of the Pacific.

Of his personality much might be
said most deservingly. Even with-
in the limits of this brief sketch
something must be mentioned, be-

cause in literary matters an author's
personality is the controlling influ-
ence which directs his course, be it

for better or worse; circumstance
and opportunity may do much to
shape the selection and final treat-
ment of subjects, but the author's
bent in literature, his style, his pos-
session and use of those seemingly
illusive qualities of apt selection
and exact expression of thought,
which, for want of a better term,
we call genius, flow directly from
his personality and temperament.
From the literary point of view
these qualities in Stoddard's mental
make-u- p were vigorous and well
balanced.

It is true he was a religious man,
and here it is often found that men
are apt to overestimate the princi-
ples which they have been taught,
or have adopted in the course of
life. It may be added that many
are wont to fall into the habit of
giving too much deference to the
opinions of others similarly acquir-
ed; but what must not be lost to
sight is that there are always two
sides of the allegations of our ma-ture- st

wisdom, just as there are two
view points to our casual thoughts
and decisions concerning individual
life. In all of his work Stoddard
recognized and followed a philoso-
phy and method very like this, and
while throughout he was a devout
and, I believe, a consistent Catholic,
yet happily his religious thoughts
and musings did not take the objec-
tionable form often found among
religious communicants. On the
whole I think we may say that his
lcligious views are unobtrusive in
his work, even where they might
have been applied directly to the
subject in hand; on the other part
it will be found that on the subject
of religious thought he has always
written with restraint, without
venting his own opinions or those
of his church. Nay, I will go fur-
ther to say that where he has di-

rectly touched on such themes as
in that most pathetic prosemosaic,
"The Lepers of Molokai" or in
fugitive sketch, or essay, will the
reader find aught which might not
have been written by an agnostic
author of equal literary attainment.

Though Stoddard's personality
was strong and lovable yet it was
retarded by a streak of habitual in-

dolence which, I fear, somewhat
curtailed his literary output. How-
ever, this foible did not affect tkc
quality of the work he has left us,
while on the other hand it has en-

abled him to prepare for book form
a series of pen-pictur- es in language
so nearly perfect and so finely



polished that practically they may
be said to be faultless in form and
matter. This much can be truth-
fully said of very few authors past
r present.

O v to

HUMILITY.

Lord, I am small, and yet so great,
The whole world stands to my

estate,
And in Thine Image I create.
The sea is mine ; and the broad sky
Is mine in its immensity:
The river and the river's gold:
The earth's hid treasures manifold ;

The love of creatures small and
great,

Save where I reap a previous hate ;

The noontide sun with hot caress,
The night with quiet loneliness;
The wind that bends the pliant

trees,
The whisper of the summer breeze ;

The kiss of snow and rain ; the star
That shines a greeting from afar;
All, all are mine; and yet so small
Am I, that lo ! I needs must call,
Great King, upon the Babe in Thee,
And crave that Thou wouldst give

to me
The grace of Thy humility.

Michael Fairless.
O i5 w

Young Franklington found him-
self facing an audience of voters.
He had prepared a fervid oration
in support of his father's candidacy,
but could do nothing but gasp.
Then, in response to an encourag-
ing cheer, he began to speak. "Mr.

Mr. Chairman," he stammered,
"when I when I left home this
evening, only two people on this
earth my father and myself
knew what I was going to say ; but
now now well, now, only father
knows."

& jt &

If we are, what some one said of
us the other day, "cheerful," it may
he partly because we have never
been subject to that malady the
French term la migraine; in fact,
we have never had headache, don't
know what that "ache" is.

o fcS iS

Punchbowl is now covered with
royal velvet, the gift of the clouds.
However, does this storm continue
to continue, wc shall one and all
(we speak now, advisedly) savor
of the moss-covere- d bucket that
hung in the well. But after all, we
do like rain water.

j Jt J
"I do not intend to resign at pres-

ent." Gov. Frear.

"fVVZ.'X. 1i- - M
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(Of course not. Who could ever
have conjured up such a last act?)

J O v

Alexander Lindsay, Jr., is today
the Attorney General.

(All is O" K.)
l2rl

Kamaaina old-time- r.

Malihini stranger, new comer.
(But the latter often fancies he

knows all about Hawaii, having
skimmed the surface. He is com-
placent.)

If you like to sing, there is Hugo
Herzcr, in the Love building, and
he can teach you to sing correctly.

And that's quite another story
(song) as you will admit after hav-
ing had a lesson.
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THE RED, RED ROSE.

My luve is like a red, red rose,
That's newly sprung in June :

O, my luve's like the melodie
That's sweetly play'd in tune.

As fair art thou, my bonnie lass,
So deep in luve am I :

And I will luve thee still, my dear,
Till a' the seas gang dry.

Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear,
And the rocks melt wi' the sun

I will luve thee still, my dear,
While the sands o' life shall run.

And fare thee weel, my only luve,
And fare thee weel awhile!

And I will come again, my luve,
Tho' it were ten thousand mile.

Robert Burns.

"Although the Queen lost all her
interests in the royal lands, we are
not dissatisfied. Conditions arc
much better than they were before
annexation."

(Good logic.)
& & &

Beakbane's for exquisite engrav-
ing of all sorts.

& & &

Atkinson a $6000 man.
(Then he may be worth that

sum.)
& & &

THE MOST WONDERFUL
HEAVENLY BODY.

Halley's comet is an old story
now. But it is nevertheless still a
sensation, and its being sighted by
people on our inter-islan- d steamers
is a cause for a thrill of wonder at
the intellectual achievements of the
men, among whom Halley is only
one, who led the human race to

look for the heavenly wanderer at
this time. Before Christ this comet
has been traced, and its course of
travel has not varied since. It has
figured in history all down the ages.
It is reputed to have helped William
the Conqueror at the battle of Hast-
ings by frightening his foes, and
century after century since his clay
it has awed superstitious mankind.
Today it is looked at from all over
the world through wonderful tele-
scopes such as Gallileo never
dreamed of, and the world calmly
makes calculations on it as a part of
a celestial calendar ! In the light of
what it means, its quite inconceiv-
able velocity, its constant reiteration
every 75 years, of Halley's wonder-
ful certification of the magnificent
conceptions of Newton, the ap-
proaching comet is perhaps the
most impressive spectacle upon
which human eyes can gaze. Look-
ed at in this way it means more
except perhaps to the learned
astronomer than any other body
in the heavens. The least initiated
and educated may gaze at this body
and see in it a ratification of the
greatest of human scientific theories
and discoveries. Century by cen-

tury as it fulfills the predictions of
its arrival, it confirms the Ileleocen-tri- c

theory and the laws of Newton
and Kepler, and all that go with
them, in human efforts to under-
stand the heavens. There is unlim-
ited food for thought in this won-
derful interplanetary traveler,
which moves so fast that it has
liavelcd several times the distance
lound the world since the reader be-

gan the perusal of this paragraph!
Star.
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(We did not know Mr. Berndt
had that much brass.)

& & e

is a new Baby at the
Frazier's.

& & &
Awav, away in the northland,

Where the hours of the day arc
few

And the nights are so long in
Winter

That they cannot sleep them
through.

They tell a curious story,
I do not believe it is true ;

And yet you may learn a lesson
If I tell this tale to you.

Once, when good Saint Peter
Lived in tin's world below,

And walked about, at preaching,
(Just as he did, you know).



He came to the door of a cottage,
In traveling 'round the earth,

Where a little woman was making
cakes

And baking them on the hearth.

Being faint with fasting
For the day was almost done

He asked her, from her store of
cakes,

To give him a single one.

So she tool: a tiny sera) of dough
And rolled and rolled it flat,

And baked it as thin as a wafer,
But she couldn't part with that.

Then she kneaded another
And still a smaller one,

But it looked, when she turned it
over,

As large as the first had been.

She said, "My cakes that seem so
small

When I cat them all myself,
Are yet too large to give away ;"

So she laid them on the shelf.

Then good Saint Peter grew angry,
For he was hungry and faint,

And surely such a woman
Was enough to provoke a saint.

lie said, "You are far too selfish
To dwell in human form,

You have both food and shelter
And a fire to keep you warm.

"Now you shall live as the birds do,
And get your scanty food

By boring and boring and boring
All day in the hard, dry wood."

So up thro' the chimney she went,
Never speaking a word,

And out at the top flew a wood-

pecker,
For she was changed to a bird.

She had a scarlet hood on her head,
That was left the same,

But all the rest of her clothes were
burned

As black as the coal in the flame.

And every country schoolboy
Has seen her in the wood,

Where she lives to this very day
Boring and boring for food.

This is the lesson she teaches:
Live not for yourself alone,

Lest the needs you do not pity
May one day be your own.

Give plenty of what is given you
And list to pity's call ;

Don't think the little you give is
great

Nor the much you have is small.
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And now, little boy, remember this,
And try to be kind and good

When you see the woodpecker's
sooty dress

And sec "her scarlet hood.

You may not be changed to a bird,
Tho' you live as selfishly as you

can,
But you will be changed to a

smaller thing
A mean and selfish man.

Phoebe Cary.
& & Jli

LOCAL E. Z. MARKS.

Editor Advertiser : Somebody
1 don't think it was Bobby Burns or
Bill Shakespeare once made the
remark that a prophet is not with-
out honor save in his own country.
1 never fully understood the wis-
dom of that remark until 1 became
acquainted with the Hawaii Promo-
tion Committee. Every time I pass
the rooms of that optimistic body 1

am reminded of the pictorial serial
that used to run in some of the
comic supplements, retailing in
lurid if sometime somewhat mixed
colors the adventures and misad-entur- es

of Mr. E. Z. Mark.
If it be true that faith can move

mountains, the only wonder is that
the Promotion Committee has not
already brought the volcano of Ki-lau- ea

over from the big island and
planted it on top of Punchbowl, so
as to save the occasional tourist the
discomforts and fatigue of the voy-
age to Hilo. For really, the Pro-
motion Committee has more faith
than some folks have hay. I almost
said that it has more faith than
judgment, but that wouldn't be
polite, so I'll not say it.

The Promotion Committee will
trust anybody, just so he is un-

known, has the gift of gab, puts on
something of a front, promises to
accomplish the impossible and asks
for enough money in advance. A
large bluff is better than fine gold
in the eyes of the Hawaii society.
If Ethel Poser Featherbed, whom
the Promotion Committee never
heard of before, arrives from the
mainland with a line of conversa-
tion and the nerve of a Chicago
plumber and asks for anything, the
Promotion Committee folds her to
its collective bosom and hands her
the keys of the safe. Josher I--I.

Bluffem, who claims to be a star
newspaper man, blows in from the
Coast or somewhere else, and says
he would like to take a little trip to
ihe volcano and will the Promotion
Committee please pay his expenses?

Sure, the Promotion Committee will
and be glad of the chance, for will
not Josher II. Bluffem write a line
of hot air to the mainland papers
that would not be published in even
a country newspaper in the wilds of
Pike county, Missouri? Bluffem
says he can get his stuff published,
and Bluffem ought to know, don't
you think? He says it's so, and
why should the Promotion Commit-
tee doubt his word? The Promo-
tion Committee, as remarked above,
is of an optimistic temperament.

But the optimism of the Promo-
tion Committee doesn't apply local-
ly. It is reliably stated that there
arc those in Honolulu who arc on
occasion capable of wielding the
pencil or the typewriter. Some of
Ihcm even write books and con-
tribute to mainland publications
that are somewhat above the rank
of the Squcedunk Bazoo. But if
one of them were to go to the Pro-
motion Committee with a first-clas- s,

legitimate scheme for advertising
the Islands, what sort of a hearing
would he get? I won't tell you, for
this paper has to go through the
mails. If you want to know, just
ask one of the local newspaper men.

I'm an optimist myself, and I like
to think that I have not lost all my
faith in my fellow men. But I
greatly fear that my optimism falls
far short of that of the Hawaii Pro-
motion Committee. When some-
body I don't know hands me a ten
dollar piece and asks for $9.95 in
change, I usually ring the coin on
the counter to be sure it is not made
of lead.

A Bystander.
(This is one of the ," we

like to t.)
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TWENTY-THIR- D PSALM.

HE LEADETH ME.

In pastures green? Not always;
sometimes He

Who knoweth best in kindness
lcadeth me

In weary ways, where heavy
shadows be,

Out of the sunshine, warm and soft
and bright,

Out of the sunshine into darkest
night ;

I oft would faint with sorrow and
affright,

Only for this I know He holds my
hand,

So whether in a green or desert
land

I trust, although I may not under-
stand.

i

f



And by still waters? No, not always
so;

Oft times the heavy tempests round
me blow,

And o'er my soul the waves and
billows go.

But when the storm beats loudest,
and I cry

Aloud for help, the Master standeth
by

And whispers to my soul: "Lo! it
is I."

Above the tempest wild I hear Him
say:

"Mcjoiul this daikncss lies the pei- -
fect day;

In every path of thine I lead the
way."

So whether on the hilltop high and
fair

I dwell, or in the sunless valley
where

The shadows he what matters?
lie is there.

And moic than this; where'er the
pathway lead,

lie gives to me no helpless, broken
iced,

Hut His own hand sufficient foi my
need,

So wheie lie leadeth I can safely
go;

And in the blest hereafter I shall
know

Why, in His wisdom, He hath led
me so.

(,r O

MR. KIPLING AS A CUB
REPORTER.

"One day, back yonder in the
discard of years it was less than
twenty )cars ago, if you're asking
for exactness when I got down to
the city room of the Chronicle office
in San Fiancisco I was a lcpoitcr
on the paper I noticed sitting over
in a coiner with his hands thrust a
bit gloomily into the pockets of his
omcwhat shabby sack coat a little,

unity, bristly haired man, with a
pair of large but weak-lookin- g eyes
masked by the lenses of an en-

ormous pair of spectacles," said a
newspaper man, (now employed in
Washington), who has labored in
so manly widely strewn vineyards
that he can't remember the names
of some of them.

"The runty man with the big
spectacles looked just about as un-

happy as a new lcpoitcr usually
looks when he's sitting mound a
city 100m waiting for his first as-

signment.
"I'd tell you the name of the city

editor, only I'm going to call him a
grouch and a crab, and so I won't
be personal. He was a fine city
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editor all proper enough, but he had
cue awful soreness on the world
and everybody in it, including him-
self. He was just an ed

two-hande- d city editor with a kick
in each hand, that's all ; so let it go
at that.

"The Chronicle had a pretty big
city staff then, as it always has had.
The city editor called the reporters
up in turn and dished out their as-

signments. He had a giowl for
each of 'cm about the stuff they had
in the paper that morning. The
stuff was inadequate, idiotic, incom-
plete or some thing that city editor
had a wallop for each of them as
they lounged up to his desk; and
one man, who had been beat on an
inconsequential feature of the pre-
vious day's sizeable story by one of
the other papcis, got a sure-enou-

jolting from the crabbed
city editor. But the jolted one only
grinned. Wc were all used to the
old man and his ravings didn't sear
very deeply.

"The little new man with the
l.i rgc spectacles took it all in with
mouth agape. He sat in his corner
and twiddled his nervous hands in
bis shabby sack coat pocket and
waited for his assignment. His
turn came when all of the other
men had been provided with stunts.
Then the city editor looked up with
his customary glare from his hor-lib- ly

heaped up desk and glanced
over at the new man.

" 'Kippering cr Kappcring
Kipsing oh, yes, Kipling Kip-
ling's right isn't it?' the city editor
giowlcd at the new man.

" 'Yes, Kipling's right,' said the
new man, getting to his feet and
walking over to the city editor's
desk.

" 'Know anything about crooked
financial stuff?' the city editor ask-
ed the new man.

" 'A bit,' briefly replied the new
man. 'But maybe I don't know
much about the American kind.'

" 'Well, you can pick it up, can't
. ou ?' demanded the city editor, ag-

gressively. 'This is America, you
know. It's not er Australia, or
Samoa, or where is it they tell me
jou've been working on the pa-

pers?'
" 'Tn India,' replied the runty

man, who didn't seem to have much
of a gift for gab. But he smiled
lather an engaging smile over the
almost comic dustiness of the city
editor.

"'Oh, India, hey?' giouched the
city editor. 'India. Huh! What
kind of newspapers have they got

in India? Pretty rotten, I sup-
pose?'

" 'Oh, they're not so bad,' replied
the new man. 'Different from the
newspapers here, of couisc. But
not so rotten bad, really.'

"'Huh!' commented the city
editor. 'Well, sec here, Kippering

I mean Kipling how the deuce
did you get a name like that?
makes me think of herring, you
know,' and the city editor grinned
saulonically at his witticism, or
near-witticis- 'sec here, Kipling,
theic's a fake mining concern do-

ing business selling punk mining
slock, that is down at this ad-

dress,' and he handed the scribbled
address to the new man. 'Trot
dow n there and have a talk with the
manager of the fake concern. Feci
him out. See what he has to say.
We're going to uncover him. Not
j ct, maybe, but when we've got him
cinched. Size him up. Get his
idea. Look him over. Then report
back to me.'

"The new man nodded.
" 'Er what's your full name?'

inquired the city editor, producing
the little book in which he inscribed
the names of the always coming and
going reporters.

" 'Rudyard Kipling,' said the
new man.

'"Rud Rud-what- ?' asked the
city editor.

" 'Rudyard ; Rud-jar- d,'

said the new man, spelling it
and smiling his decidedly winning
smile.

" 'Gosh, that's the pecuharest lit-

tle name, so to speak, that I ever
did stack up against,' mumbled the
city editor as he wrote it down in
his little book. 'How can anybody
be expected to remember a name
like that?'

"Joke, wasn't it? Because you
know there are such a lot of folks
who do know and remember that
name, eh?

"Well, that was Kipling's first as-

signment on the Chronicle. He
covered it fairly well, considering
how dead new that sort of stuff was
to him. If he's covered the fake
mining stock story with a cracker-jack- 's

ability, of couise, I mean the
ability of a crackerjack, news-nose- y

icpoiter it would have been all the
samc to that city editor! he'd have
giow led any way. lie did giowl
over the way Kipling covered his
first stoiy ; he giowled over the way
ovcivbody covered stories. Kipling
look the growling in good pait, like
the rest of us. It was a part of the
game and Kipling always did
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Send Your For THE to Annie M.

Elite Room 8,

A

When You Speak of

7?

knows that
you mean the

Cafo

Open from 6 a. m. to 11:30 p. m.

Cor. Bishop St. and Hotel.

know how to play the game, you've
pot to hand that to him.

"Kipling was on the Chronicle
for about five weeks. He did a lit-

tle of all kinds of during
his stay there. He had his whack
at the city hall, day police, night
police, the hotels, ship news, the
whole thing.

"His work as a reporter wasn't
bad, but it was far from being first
1 ate. He wasn't keen for that kind
of work. Tn fact, he hated it. I
came to know him pretty well as
well as anybody comes to know a
man so reticent and shy

and he more than intimated to
me that he disliked the work.

"But he stuck around on the job
as long as he could stomach it. His

to cover ship news on
the day off of the regular ship news
man gave him an idea, which he

to the city
editor.

"The idea was this: Kipling had
discovered that the water front of
San Francisco was the most

water front on earth in the
variety of types it offered; for
Robert Louis Stevenson had the
water front of San Francisco in
mind when lie called San Francisco
the 'melting pot of nations.' The
color, the of the San
Francisco water front appealed to
Kipling, a born and he

to the city editor that, in
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hesitatingly propounded

pic-
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atmosphere

cosmopolite,
suggested

his opinion, some quite entertain-
ing water front stories could be
worked up for the local pages. He
suggested that he'd write one or
two of them and hand them in, so
that the' city editor could judge if
he'd care for that kind of stuff.

"The city editor sat clown on the
idea hard.

"'Tush!' he said. 'We're not
looking for fine writing here. Your
idea is to just sit down and write,
pnd not go hunt for stuff, isn't it?
That would be pretty easy, eh?
Well, wc don't care for that sort of
tiling. A water front is a water
front the world over, and a water
front is a pretty dirty job, anyway
you take it. Forget it.'

"And Kipling walked back to his
('esk and waited for a regular as-

signment.
"Think of what a newspaper

would be willing to pay, if it only
'could know,' for exclusive water-
front stories written by Rudyard
Kipling! But how could the city
editor have known? In fact, how-
ever, this city editor was dead ag'in
the kind of writing that Kipling nat-
urally fell into. Whenever the city
editor caught sight of the literary
vein that Kipling couldn't help in-

dulge in, even in writing his ordi-
nary stories, he'd growl and call
Kipling up and ask him if he
thought he was working for the
Forum of the Nortli American Re-
view.

"Kipling stood the gaff as long
as he could, and it was a pretty irk-
some gaff, too. All of this time
Kipling had in his pocket a letter to
the managing editor of the Chroni-
cle which he hadn't yet presented.
When he found that he'd never be
able to tolerate the reporting work
he decided to present this letter ta
the Chronicle's managing editor for
the purpose of asking for a chance
to write specials for the Sunday
rapcr; fiction and the like.

"He did present his letter to the
managing editor, a brusque busy
man.

" 'Want to write stories for the
Sunday, eh?' said the managing
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editor to Kipling. 'What kind of
stories ?'

" 'Well,' replied Kipling, '1 know
a lot about the army in India, and '

"The managing editor laughed.
" 'Now, what d'ye suppose the

people of California care about the
t'.rmy in India?' he inquired, still
chuckling. 'Still, I'll look at your
stuff. Got an' of the stories with
you?'

"Kipling had one of the stories
with him and he left it with the
managing editor. Now, don't
laugh. But d'ye know what story
that was that Kipling left witli the
managing editor of the Chronicle
that time? Why, it was the story
you've read it in 'Soldiers Three'
about a thousand times, I presume

about the lonesomcncss of Pri-
vate Ortheris, and how Private
Mulvancy comforted Ortheris out
of his lonesomcncss; one of the
great and wonderful stories in the
English language, that's all.

"A day or so later the managing
editor called Kipling into his room
and handed him back this story
with a smile and told Kipling that
there wasn't anything essentially in-

teresting about it and that India was
a long distance from Market street,
anyway, and that, moreover, the
story wasn't quite up to the paper's
standard for stuff of that sort.

"Kipling left San Francisco a
few days later.

"I've told you some exact facts.
But it's all a kind of a dreary joke,
eh ?"
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