Schaunard, who with his friend and
roommate, Masvcel, had been painting
since dawn, suddenly ceased working.

“I'm nearly starved!” he remarked,
“Don’t wé have any breakfast today?”

Marcel looked up with surprise at
this foolish question. “When have we
had anything to eat two days in suc-
cession? he asked, aneering at his
companion. “Yesterday was Thurs-
day, and”—he kept time. with  his
hand-rest as he recited this command
of the church—

“Friday we must give up meat,
And everytaing we like to eat.”

Schaunard could find no reply and
S0 went back to work on his picture,
which represented a plain in which
was a red tree and a blue tree whose
branches intermingled. Schaunard in-
tended the painting to have an inner
meaning, touching on the sweetness of
friendship, but to look upon it no one
would ever even suspect anything. phil-
osophic.

The silence’ that followsd was
broken by a knock on the door. It
w?a the porter with a letter for Mar-
cel. e A

“Three cents due” he said.

“Are you “sure?’ asked the artist.

As the reply was in the affirmative,
he remarked: “Well, we'll owe it to
you!” And, without waiting for an
answer, he slammed‘ the door in the
porter’s face, -
). Marcel hurriedly « broke the seal.
He nad already read the first words
When he commenced a series of wild
leaps around the work room and with
ear-splitting yells shouted out the fol-
lowing celebrated ballad, which to him
signified the height of happiness:
“There were four ybung men in our

town,

And all were very 1l
They took_them to the hospital,
An! Ah! Ah!”

Schaunard joined in:

“They put them in a great big bed,
+Wo at the foot, two at the head.”

. . “Altogether!” cried Magycel:

{ “A pretty little nurse came in.
Ho! Ho! Hol!”

“If you don’t keep still,” said
Schaunard, who began to resent his
friend’s signs of mental derangement;
“I will execute my allegro on ‘The In-
fluence of Blue in the Arts’!” and so
saying, he approached the piano.

This threat produced an effect like
cold ‘water falling on a boiling Hquid.
Marcel calmed down as if by magic.

“What do you taink of that?”’ he
said as he passed the ‘letter to his
friend. It was an invitation to dine
with a- deputy who was not only a pa-
tron of artists in general but in partic-
ular of Marcel, who had painted a pic-
turé of his country mansion.

“It's for today,” wmald Schaunard.
“Isn’t it too bad it's not for two peo-
ple? But I suspect your deputy is an.
aristocrat and consequently you ought
not to accept. Your principles should
keep you from eating bread steeped in
the sweat of the people.”

“Not at all!” replied Marcel, annoy-
ed at this political simile. “He is
very democratic. Only the other day
he voted against the government.
sides, ‘this invitation is practically a
command. - He promised to introduce
me to soclety, and today’'is Friday and
since I haven't eaten anything, I'm
hungry, and Pm going anyhow!” And
he paused for breath.

“There are also other obstacles,” re-
plied Schaunard, who was evidently a
little jealous- of his friénd’'s good for-
tune. “You can’t go out to dine in a
red jacket and a boatman’s cap.”

Marcel jooked with pity on his
friend: “I am going to bhorrow Ro-
dolphe’s or Colline’s coat.”

“You snow your intense youth, my
dear boy,” remarked Schaunard with a
withering glance. “Don’t you know
that the twentieth of the month has
passed and that these gentlemen will
have pawned their coats long ago ?”

“Well, T'll find a black coat inside of
five hours,” said Marcel.

“It took me three weeks to find one
waen I went o my cousin's wedding,
and that.was nearly the first of Jan-
uary,” -announced the “wet-blanket.”;

Be-.

“I am going, however,” replied Mar-
cel, pacing up and down the room. “Tt
shall never be said that a wretched
question of etiquette prevented . me
ftt‘mp making my entrance into soci-
ety .

With a pleased smiile at his friend’s
embarrassment, Schaugmrd interrupt-
ed: “How about boots?”

Marcel, annoyed beyond measure,
burst out of the room.

Two hours later he returned with
nothing but a ' collar,

“This is all I could find, he said
sadly.

“Wiaat was the use of going for
nothing?” teased Schaunard. “We
have enough Paper here to make a
dozen!”

Marcel tore his hair and swore soft-
Iy to himself. “I must have something
to wear!” he wailed, and he immedi-
ately began looking in every corner of
the two rooms. After an hour of pain~
ful ‘search he found a costume com-
posed of the following: a pair of plaid
trousers, a gray hat, a red cravat, one
almost white glove and one black
siove.

“That’ll make you two black gloves
if you need them,” laughed Schau-
nard. “If you wear all that, you'll
look like an animated rainbow.  But
of course you are an artist and not
responsible,” y

Meanwhile Marcel = tried on his
shoes. Unluckly both were  for the
same foot. Leoking around, he saw

lying in the corner and, in despair, he
selzed upon it.

“How artistic!” said his ironical
companion. ‘One is pointed and the
other is square.”

“I don’t care! I'm going!”

“And in what? A fashionable black
coat?”

“Oh!” groaned Marcel. “I'd give
8ix years of my life and my right hand
for one!”

As if in answer to his plea, a knock

;ma,s heard on the:door. Marcel opened

an old shoe in which they threw scraps:

"By Henri Murger -

“Does M. Schaunard live here?” ask-
;dlthe stranger standing en the thres-
old.

“I am he,” replied the painter of
that name, inviting the visitor to en-
ter,

The unknown was a gentleman  of
some style, with an honest,; provincial
face. “My cousin,” he began, “has
often spoken of your talent, M. Schau-
nard. I am a delegate sent by _the
sugar refiners of the town of Nantes
on my way to.the colonies, and I shall
be gone some time, I desire to leave
a little remembrance ‘to my family. I
have therefore come to you to have
my portrait painted.”

“This s providential!” murmured
Schaunard. “Marcel, give monsieur a
chair.”

“Blancheron is my rname,” continued
the stranger. “Blancheron of Nantes,
delegate of the sugar refiners, expert
in the sugar industry, former mayor of
V~——, captain in the Nationdl Guard,
and author of a pafphlet on the sugar
refineries of France.”

“I am honoréd in, being chosen by
80 famous a personage,” said the ar-
tist, bowing low fo . the expert of the
sugar industry. “How would you like
your portrait?”

“A minjature like that,” replied M.
Blancheron, indicating an oil painting,
“for to me, as to many others, that
which is not house painting is minia-
ture painting. There is no medium
class.”

Schaunard laughed and immediately
formed ‘the opinion that his client was
a good fellow, and then the gentleman
added that he wished his portrait
painted in the very best and most ex-
pensive colors,

“I never use any 6thers,” said Schau-
nard. “But what sizé would you like
your picture?”

“About that size, large, you know,”
replied Monsieur Blancherton, pointing
to a twenty-foot cdnvas. ‘“What price
will it be?”)

“From fifty -to:sixty francs.

; ¢ Fifty,
without héands; and sixty with.”

“What7 My cousin sald something
about thirty francs,” said M. Blanche-
ron.

“That is according to the season,”
said the painter. “The colors are
dearer at some times than at others.”

“Why, that's just like sugar!”

“Exactly.”

“How about fifty francs then?” ask-
ed M. Blancheron.

“Pardon my suggestion, but for ten
more I will put on your hands - and
place in them your pamphlet on “Su-
gar Refineries.” That will be very
striking.”

“That is a good idea! You are right!”

Schaunard smiled. Everything was
going famousry.

“Have you noticed?”” whispered Mar-
cel ‘in his ear.

“What?”

“He has a black coat!”

“Oh! 1 see!" I grasp your
Well, leave it to me.”

“Well, sir,” asked = the delegate;
“when shall we begin? It mustn’t be
too late, because I am soon. to leave
town.”

“I myself leave Paris for a little trip
tomorrow afternoon,” casually remark-
ed Schaunard. “We can begin at
once, if you wish. A good sitting now
will advance the work greatly.”

“But it is nearly dark and you can’'t
paint by gas,” said M. Blancheron.

“My studio is arranged so that I
can work at any time,” replied the
painter. “If you will take off your coat
and strike a pose, we can begin.”

“Take off my coat? What for?”’

“Didn’t you say you intended
portrait for your family?”

“Of course.”

““Well, then, of course you should be
dressed in your house coat. It is al-
ways the custom,” said the crafty ar-
tist.

“But I have no house coat here.”

“Ah, but I hagve. That's settled,”
said Schaunard, presenting his model
with an old gown covered with paint
spots. The honest provincal hesitated.

. “This is. a 'strange garmeént.””

idea!

this

iy

“But very precious,” replied the
painter. “This is a Turkish gown
which was presented to Horace Ver-
net, the great artist. I am his pupil,
and he gave it to me.”

“You are Vernet's pupil?” asked M.
Blancheron.

“Yes, sir, and I am proud of it”
Then to himgelf he muttered: “Heaven
forgive me for the lie!”

“You have reason to be proud, young
man,” said the delegate, no longer he-
sitating to don the house coat since it
had such a noble history.

“Hang Monsieur Blancheron’s coat
in the closet, Marcel,” said Schaunard,
with a significant wink.
© “With pleasure,” murmured Marcel,
seizing his prey.. “He's easy!” he
whispered to Schaunard. “Can’t you
keep him here for a while?”

“I'll do my best. You get dressed
and hurry along. “I'll keep him until
ten, but mind you be back by then.
And, don't forget to bring mie some-
thing in your pockets.”

“I'll bring you a lemon!” gaid Marcel
as he went out.

He dressed in haste. The coat fitted
him like the proverbial paper on the
wall. Then he carefully left by the
other door of the studio.

Schaunard set to work. Night came
on. M. Blancheron heard the clock
strike six, and, remembering that he
had not dined, said so to the painter.

“I'm in the same fix,” sald Schau-
nard; “but I will stay here to oblige
you.. I was invited to dine at a fash-
ionable house in the Faubourg St.
Germain, but as it would injure the
likeness todeave it as it is, I will break
my engagement,” and, with a sigh of
resignation, he went back to work.
Suddenly he looked up. “We might
dine here without disturbing the
painting. There is an excellent res-
taurant downstairs and they could
send up what we want.” And so say-
ing he watched the effect of his plurals.

“That's a splendid idea'” said M.
. Blancheron” “And I would, be honored
['if 'you would accept my .invitation to
‘dine.” 3

Schaunard bowed.

“This man is certainly an ;-
providence!” he said to himse
you make the order?’ he
host.

“I will leave that to your ¢
taste,” replied the gentleman.

“You won’t regret it, Nichola«
the painter as he ran down sis
steps at a time. He entered
taurant and, going to the desl
out a menu, the reading of wh
have made the cook turn pale.
he added: “Bordeaux, as usu.

“But who will pay for it?" :
innkeeper.

“Not I!” replied Schaunard
“My uncle upstairs—you’l]l
He’s an old glutton. Now sec
distinguish yourself, and be
we are served in half an hou:
finest style!”

At eight o’clock, the wine
proved delicious, M. Blanchero,
it necessary to confide to h
all his ideas on .sugar refiner
in proof of his affection he reci:
pamphlet he had written, for -
nard’'s benefit, while the latter
panied him on the plano.

At ten M. Blancheron and
found young friend danced
together and called each other :
first names. At eleven thev -
never to part and each made 1}
in the other’s favor.

At midnight Marcel return.q
found them weeping in each .,
arms. Marcel bumped into
and found the remains of the
feast. He examined the bottles; t
were all empty.

He started to rave at Schaunara
that gentleman threatened to }:i
one who dared try to separat
from his beloved M. Blanci
whom he had made a pillow.

“Ingrate!” said Marcel in gZust,
taking a handful of nuts from his
ket and throwing them on the :
“And after all.the trouble I tool
bring you these!”—Translated
the French by Kenneth Webb.

Treatment of C\hi:ld

Mr. W. L. Scott, chairman of the
Children’s Aid Society, Ottawa, gave
an important address before an open
meeting’ of the Montreal Women’s club,
says the Montreal Witness. The sub-
Ject was the treatment of the child
offender against the law, and the close
attention with which the address was
followed, while due .in part to the
clear and direct Presentment of the
case showed also the deep interest be-
ing taken in the measure which it is
hoped will become law during the next
session of parliament. Miss Ferguson,
Wwho presided, read a letter from Judge
Croquet, who. was unable to be pre-
sent, expressing sympathy with the ef-
forts put forth by the club, and giving
his opinion that there ‘was decided
need of a change in the legal procedure
with regard to juvenile delinquents,
Archbishop Bruchesi, the Rev. Dr.
Symonds, and Rabbi de Sola also sent
regrets, accompanied by assurances of
hearty sympathy.

.Mr. Scott prefaced his address by
observing that, while one of the great
needs of Canada today is labor, there
are some two thousand able-bodied
men locked up in the jails and peni-
tentiaries, involving, it' has been eal-
culated, a loss to the state of twe
million dollars in labor, hesiies the ox-
pense of trials, suppert, ete.—~this on
the material side or tha question. On
the moral side, it must be raken into
consideration that a malori:y of -those
in the penitantiarfes have Erown up as
criminals. The Dominion parols of-
ficer’s repert gave :the high-water
mark of criminality betwean eighteen
and twenty-six yvears of age.

Whsat i3 betng dvne to prevent the
Juvenils delinquent {rom bocen:ing the
adult criminal?  Evidently, said the
speaker, thare Is not enough or it is
not in the right direotlon, for statistics
show ‘an tncrease of ecrims, “even in
Montreal.” Mr. Scott explzined that
at present the magistrate has practi-
cally two courses of dealing with the
child brought before him—Hhe can
commit the offender to a reformatory,
or release hiri under sugpended sen-
tence. ' Although there are a hundred
ckildren under sixteen years of age in
the jails and penitentiaries it is gener-
ally admitted that sending a .child to
Jail among hardened criminals is, in ef-
fect, placing him in a school of crime.
Industrial schoois and reformatory in-
stitutions, while very necessary, have
the drawback of some inevitable con-
tamination of the better by the worse
disposed, besides a ‘' certain stigma,
which attaches afterwards.

Children, declared the speaker, are
the product of their environment, hence
the problem facing those who would
save the child is one of environment,
In the fourteen years since the passing
of the Chlidren's Protective act in
Ontario, four thousand children had
been taken away from the influence of
bad homes, and of these ninety-eight
per cent. had turned out satisfactor-
ily. Where the heredity of criminality
shows is in the-mental backwardness
of the ohildren ef bad purents, a con-
dition providing material cut of which
the worst kind ef ortminals may bhe
made if neglscted. The child must be
put in the proper environment. Letting
the youthful affender go under sus-

ended sentense sometimes proved a
esson that wouid te heaedad, but savor-
ed too much of “doing nothing and
trusting to luck.”

Coming te the reform in  juvenile
courts, a movement hegun in Chicago
and spreading to different countries in
Burope—time for Canada -to bestir
herself—Mr. Scott sald that, while the
central idea of !aw is the punishment
of offenders, the modern juvenile court
eliminates tho idea of punishment as
an end, retaining it only as a means.
The important point is personal touch
with the individual child, ana here is
where probation officers come in. Thes
duties of probation officers begin bLo-
fore the trial and continue after it
As soon as information is laid against
the child, the officer seeks out the
offender, geis at “his.point of view,
finds out his record ai home, schonl,
or place of employmen:, and at the
trial places all this evidence before
the judge, so that he may ba seized
of the exact circumstances. If the
child is released on probation in
charge of the probation officer, as of-

ten happens, she—the majority of the
officers are women-—must see the child
frequently, endeavoring' in ‘a friendly
way to impress him with correct ideals
of conduct—formation rather than re-
formation. Behind all, there must be
firmness.. By the act of 1893 (local)
Children’s Aid Societies have pawer to
80 to the home, and if it is found bad
beyond improyvement, to bring the
child before a judge, who has power
to take away from. the parents their
right. over the child and invest it. in
the Children’s. Aid. . If the home
should afterwards show itself worthy,
the child is returned to it; «if not, he
is placed .in. a foster, home; where he
still visited by -the soeiety. ; 3

In Ottawa, there are two’ lady pro-
bation:efficers working ‘in conjunction
with the male agent of the Children’s
Aild’ Society, and in ' the fourteen
months of practical experience of the
system, . 240 cases have been dealt
with, out of which ‘only. three boys
were .sent to. the. Industrial. School,
and of the remaining 237 anly ten were
classed as unsatisfaciory, !

It is necessary, Mr. Scott reminded
his ‘audience, ‘to have legislation giv-
ing to the probation:officers a legal
| standing. The Juvenile Pelinquents’
Biil, introduckd int¢ Parliament last
sesgion, s based on the idea that the
care, custody and discipline of the de-
linquent should approximate to that
glven by the wise parent, treating the
offender not as a criminal, but as a
misguided child. .Its first principle is
that children are children, even when
they  break the criminal law. The
common law does not recognize . the
person under, twénty-one as fit le-
gally to manage his ‘affairs, but a
child of seven is treated as legally
capable of committing a crime. Other
underlying principles are probation,
and that adulls responsible for de-
linquency in children—sending them
into saloons or disorderly places, for
instance—should be held criminally
responsible. . S

An important provision of the Act is
for special juvenile courts. It is not
intended to.provide for new machinery
of the law, afld the appointment of
new judges, but that the court should
be held separately, presided over by
a magistrate selected as spe-
cially, fitted Dy temperament to deal

CANADA AS OTHERS SEE IT

Some of Our Peculiarities Noted bﬁ a
New Yorker on His Way Throug

The following Igtter appeared in a
recent issue of th® New York Times:
“To- the Editor of The - New York
Times: :

“Thinking you might like a piece
to help fill up the space in your es-
teemed .paper, I send you my impres-
sions of Canada.

“Canada is owned by the Canadian
Pacifio Railway, but the people don't
mind, because it gives passes to every-
body.

‘In the east the people speak
French, in the middle west American,
in the west English.

“The further west you. go the more
Engiish iL gets. Toast. racks appear
at Winnipeg, green gage jam-is found
at Calgary, and at Vancouver one en-
counters Yorkshire pudding and vege-
table marrow, and the waiter says:
“Thank you, Sir, when you tell him
You want hot milk with your coffee.

‘Bverything is cheap but money and
newspapers. The latter cost 5 cents
each. It is considered bad form to buy
a paper in its place of origin. In Win-
ripeg they read the Ottawa and To-
ronto journals, at Calgary and Banff
the Winnipeg papers are fashionable,
and at Vancouver the proper thing to
do is to buy the Victoria dailies. Pre-
sumably the Vancouver newspapers
find their best sale-in Yokohama.

“The Canadian Sunday makes the
the Blue Laws of New England look
lite the rules of a Bowery dance hall.

“The streets of the average Cana-
dian town make the New York muni-
cipaiity look like thirty cents.

“There has bean a severe outbreak
of Kipling recently,

. “Trusting that you may find a cor-
ner in your valuable paper for these
few remarks from 4 constant Treader,
I thank you in advance. o

“Vancouver, B. C.”

Offenders

with  children. Judge
Successfal in work among youthful
criminals in Colorado, was sometimes
accused of talking siang, but if it
came to a choice between slang and
talking away over the children'’s,
heads, the speaker thought even slang
was to be preferred.

A juvenil® court committee is'essen-
tial. - Such a committee meets with
the probation officers, = considers 're-
ports; and devisés schemes for deal-
ing with difficult cases. Somie mem-
ber of the committee may be found to
be exactly the right person for some
particular case, for, the speaker he-
lieved, there is no child under. sixteen
but that cam be' reformed if taken by
the right person. Great good had been
done; by prominent men and’'women
interesting themselves in the way-
ward boy and girl, even to taking
them into their homes to let them
see what home life is like. But, em-
phatically, the work must be kept in-
dividual, never allowed to sink into
routine, or become perfunctory.

In conclusion, Mr. Scott spoke of the
Bill, the fate of which is now in the
balance, the Minister. of Justice wish-
ing to be sure that the country really
wants the measure. He hoped that
the petition for the passage of the
Bill would receive so. many signatures
as to leave no ‘doubt wheére Montreal
stands in the matter. He urged. that
the work be taken up in the mean-
time, without waiting for the Bill,

Lindsey, - so

Owis Killed by Own Images
Hawks dashing - at a bird on

ground’ will forget to put on

gzirisac s Willlam Morris In His Yout

lision ‘with the earth, .and the same re-
sult occurs when they try to overhaul
a small bird in theiviecinity of a wall |
For barn owls there is no contrivance |
more: perilous. than ar opén water tank !
near farm buiidings round which these |
useful: birds are wont to forage for |
rats and mice.  ‘Seeing its own image |
reflected in the “myoon-lit water, the
owl imagines, ‘apparently, this is an ac-
quaintance, and- going, as it were, toi
shake hands finds. a8, .watery grave.

I knew a man who took four young
Jays from their mest; reared them till
they could: feed~ themselves, and had |
become” very tame—every one of thel
four ‘get drownedi!ithree while explor- |
ing the contents of'épen water vessels;
the ‘fourth actually mandged the deed |
in asaucer, so intokicated was it With |
the joy of bathing.r Small birds are not |
infrequently to be:found hanging dead |
by nest building materials, and some- |
times during toflet eperations they get
their head -and neck fatally locked be-
tween the stiff quils ' of their wing
feathers. “I‘wonder”how' many hun-
dreds of ‘younhg “pheasants annually
find death in the‘meshes of wire net-
ting? ~Even though they are well able
ta fly over: obstacles ten times  its
helght, little pheasants are so utterly
devoid of ‘gumption’ that they will try
to jump through ‘néetting, taking not
the slightest warfiing from' the bodies
of brothers and sisters who have hang-
&d themselves - ' thils.—Minneapolis
Journal. -

—0

New York city has added 894 families

to its population during the last month.

“The Early Romances of William
Morris in Prose and Verse.,” With an
Introduction by Alfred Noyes. (Every-
man’s Library. Dent. 13. net.)

London Times:—This volume con-
tains -all the poems published, with
the “Defence of Guenevere” together
with eight stories first published in

| the Oxford and Cambridge Magazine

in 1856. The poems are all familar
to most readers, but the stories are
little known, and it is an excellent
idea .to produce them in this cheap
form. 3

Since Mr. Noyes is said to be writ-
ing ori“William™ Morris in the English
Men of Letters serfes we ‘should like
to feel sure that he understands, not
only that Morris was a greac writer,
but the exact nature of his greatness;
and his introduction to these early
romances in prose and verse does not
quite assure us of that. He is, for-
tunately, noc inclinmed to patronize
Morris as one whose writings, like
his patterns, has gone a ljttle out of
fashion, and are likely to go ‘still
more out of fashion. He regards him
as a great master of romance, but he
does not point' out in what respect he
differs from other great masters of
Tromance, from Keats or Coleridge, or
Scott. One can find little or no fault
with what. he does say. Only it
seems to scop short of the of the es-
sential point. It will explain, perhaps,
these early writings. 5 It will not ex-
plain how Morris passed from them

Away along the embankment, close to
the Houses of Parliament, i3 a big,
business-like, .red brick building, the
headquarters of thase whose business
it is to solve mysteries, says a writer
in the Liondon Daily Mail,.

Scotland Yard is the home of thrill-
ing occupations, and nas many tasks
undreamed of by those who regard it
merely as the directing office of tae
army of - blue-coated l.ondon con-
stables; and among thoso tasks is that
of probing the mystery of lost per-
sons—a mystery touched often by ro-
~lance—often by wagedy, and occa-
sionally surrounded by .a black ob-
seurity into which no human ingen-
uity can pierce. It is part-of the work
of Scotland Yard to éndeavor to ex-
tract from the bewildering Juman con-
tinent of London those individuals
who have suddenly walked off the
track of humanknowledge, who in or-
dinary speech with friends and ac-
qualintances in one hour have in the
next, for no reason and without a
word, disappeared.

Some of these mysteries never have
beén solved and never will be solved,
but they are astonishingly few com-
pared with those which Scotland
Yard unravels every week. Only one
case here and there is heard of, be-
cause the work is in the ordinary rou-
tine of the Yard, and the force has no
eye for romance, rigidly restricting it-
self to practical thoughts and prac-
tical  work. !

Stretched over twenty square miles
of London, with its population of a na-
tion, are the nervous 'tentacles of
Scotland Yard, ' ever alert for the
work, responding in a moment to an
impulse from that centre of intelli-
gence—the ‘red-brick bullding on the
Embankment. Frequently through-
out day and night the agents of Scot-
land Yard afe scouring London in
the search for missing persons. The
great organization spread for miles
works like a machine.

To give an idea of the work, it will
be best to take an instance of what
happens in an' individual case.

A prosperous, middle-aged Civil
Servant living at Clapham is.amazed
and alarmed to find that his son, a
bank clerk, aged twenty-four, does not
return home oneé night after business.
He is a well-behaved young' fellow,
and has never before stayed away
all night. In the morning his father
hurries to the branch of the bank in
Kensington where his son is employ-
ed, ‘and finds that he left at about
half-past five on ‘the night before in

quite his usual manner, giving no in-
dication that he was not going straight

Scotland Yard and Its Great Work

home. ,From the time, he ‘left the
bank door he has not been seen. His
accounts are in perfect order; he was
& young man on the way to promo-
tion.

The bewildered father takes a cab
to the nearest police-station, and re-
lates his- story to the inspector in
charge. “Oh, I daresay he’ll be found
ina couple of hours,” says the cheery
inspector. “We'll get on to it at once.
What is his description?”

Thereupon the father gives a des-
cription of his son, running, perhaps,
something like this: Height, 5ft. 8in.;
fair hair, slight fair moustache, grey
eyes, .slim build;; wearing silk hat,
morning coat, dark:striped tfousers
and glace kid lace boots. The inspec-
tor enters this in a book, together
with some details as to the disappear-
ance. He hands the book to a po-
liceman-clerk and turns to give an-
other word of reassurance to the fa-
ther. Within a minute the latter
hears the ‘tick—tick—tick’ of a tele-
graph instrument in the hands of the
policeman-clerk. The description he
has given {s being telegraphed to every
police=station in the London area, and
is also being sent to Scotland Yard.
Thus within a few minutes the police
depots from one end of the metropolis
to the other are on the qui vive for
the slim, fa‘lr-haired,young man.

Rut the Jxocess has only just begun.
As soon as the father has left the po-
lice station the insnector calls out from
another room two snecial inquiry of-
ficers, who are expert searchers for
missing versons, and who have a won-
derful knowledge of their district, with
its doubtful ‘resorts, low-class clubs,
boarding houses of shady character,
and other places where lost people
drift. They hear the details and they
g0 out on their quest, starting first
with inquiries at the hospitals with-
in' their reach in order to make sure
that no accident has  befallen the
yveung man.

By the time theyare in the street,
headquarters at Scotland Yard have
the matter in hand. At intervals
throughout the day the private print-
ing presses .at. the Yard produce a
printed sheet with the latest confiden-
tial information on police matters, and
this sheet is distributed hot from the
press to every police ‘station in Lon-
don, and as there are three to four
issues every day only an hour or two
elapses between each edition. As a re-
sult by midday the description of the
young man has been printed and is
being distributed broadcast to the po-
lice. Every expedient is used to get it

v

round quickly, and in the case of some
of the isolated stations mounted men
convey it from place to place.

As soon as the Gazette is received at
a station ‘the officer in charge sees the
description and takes action. Every
hour or two batches of constables are
paraded before him previous to going
out on duty in the streets, To each
of these batches he reads aloud the
description- of the missing man, and
every. constable goes out to his work
with a. picture of the fair-haired, slim
young man in his mind. Within
twenty-four hours every member of the
force has heard of that fair-haired
young man and is looking out for him.

Flying Squadron of Detectives.

But perhaps there has entered the
mind of Scotland Yard the idea "that
crime lies at the root of the mystery,
that the young man has been murdered.
If that thought comes to Scotland
Yard another part of the great ma-
chine is sét to work. The criminal in-
vestigation department is invited to
lend its aid, and a detective inspector,
with a little band of clever subordin-
ates, sets to work independently of all
that is being done in other directions.
The young man’s employers, his re-
latives, his friends, his acquaintances
—every person he has been khown to
speak to during the past week is ex-
haustively questioned, and people
against whom there may be some
kind of shadowy suspicion are unob-
strusively watched without cessation
by careless young racing men, omnibus
conductors, or city clerks, all of whom
are really, Scotland Yard detectives.
And while ‘the newspapers know no-
thing, the police force of London is
humming with the search for that fair-
haired young man.

Perhaps after two days the Scotland
Yard squadron gets a clue, and uniting
with the local special inquiry officers,
tracks the fair-haired young man to
a shady lodginghouse in North Ken-
sington, ~where, half-starved, dazed
with the effects of drugs, he has been
locked in a cellar for forty-eight
hours. He had been'by some plausible
meagns lured to the house in question
and plied with drink by well-dressed
scoundrels, who believed he carried
keys helonging to the bank. Finding he
had not what they required they had
temporarily locked him up, with what
ultimate object can only be guessed.

There are hundreds of simpler cases
which are solved in a matter of Hours.
It will be safe to say that the chances
are ten to one in favor of Scotland
Yard finding the whereabouts of a

through “The Earthly  Paradise” and
“Jason” to “Sigurd” and the greatest
of the *“Poems by the Way.” /The
early writings might perhaps have
been produced by a romantic dreamer,
a4 poet possessed by that passion of
the past which, according to Mr.
Noyes, Morris expressed more than
any other English poet. It is true,
no doubt, that much of Morris's Art
was the “child of memory” chat what
he remembered. of his childhood at
Woodford ‘Hall comes into 'a great
deal of. his writing, that it was “the
nucleus of that ‘shadowy isle of bliss’
which he was ever after striving to
build for himself and ochers.” But it
Is ‘not so true that his ‘“Utopias of
the past; though he projécted them din-
to the future, were in many of their
aspects -hardly more than'a lyrical
cry for his own dead days.”  Nor is
it quite true that it is his “craving
to capture the golden moments that
slipped out of his once living ‘hands
(a craving of the same kind as that
expressed by Kedts in his Odes)
which lifts his work, not so much in
great 'single lines, asin the whole
wistful atmosphere, to the level of
high - poetry.” Mr. Noyes “speaks
rightly of ‘the unity and continuity
of his intellectual” life; but when he
says that ‘“Woodford Hall o TS
was at the heart of .all his works,
even when he became a Socialist,” he
seems by that fatal word ‘“even” to
reveal the limitations of the compre-
hension of Morris; for Morris becamea
a Socialist for the very same reason
that he tried to make beautiful things
as well as to write about them.

It was because he tried to  make
beautiful things as well as write about
them that he differed from other
masters of romance, from Keats and
Coleridge and Scott, not only in him-
self, but also in his greatest poetry
and perhaps ‘even in these early ro-
mances. Morris was born to be a man
of action as well as g dreamer, but
his actions, unlike Scott’s were indis-
solubly connected with his dreams.
The ordinary romantic poet or .artist
is. content with his dreams of - what
he . desires; or, if not content, he
never tries to make these dreams
come true. Scott went so far in this
direction as to make a sham Gothic
home for himself; but it was only a
plaything, only an attempt to prolong
his dreams into waking life, But Mor-
ris, when he wmet to work to make
beautiful things, was not playing any
more than when he preached Social-
ism at street corners. Nor did he
make them only because they were
beautiful or because he felt the art-
ist’s need to express himself. He un-
derstood, not vaguely or in any mys-
tical sense, the significance of beauti-
ful things in the life of man and that
beduty was a symptom of health. He
connected it with the whole of life,
and he would have said, not that it
was -what made life worth living, but
that its preésence in man’s work was
proof that in certain respects he was
living well. Thus when he made
beautiful things he was not only an
artist, but a man of action; he was
not only telling or expressing his
dreams, he was trying to make them
come true. And he tried to make
them come true by preaching at
street corners as well a3 by designing
patterns. This is the great difference
between him and other romantic art-
ists. For them dreams are dreams,
the past is the past, and beauty i3
always in the distance. It is, indeed
a law of life for them that beauty is
unreal’ and they are apt to bewail
it. Their passion of the past never
setgs them trying to turn the past into
the presemt. But Morris’s passion of
the past was always impelling him to
action. His dreams were not only
dreams to him, and seeing the signi.
ficance of beauty in life he never
thought of it as unreal. True, he call-
ed himself “the idle singer of an emp-
ty day,” but then he was only ex-
pressing the dissatisfaction of g man
of action with mere dreams. “News
from Nowhere” is much more than a
“lyrical song for his own dead days”;
it was as real to him as the idea of
tHe unity of Italy to Mazzini; ang it
impelled him to action just as that
idea impelled Mazzini. He 3eems a
dreamer to many of us because we
have not his sense of the importance
of art in. life, We expect g Utopia
to be an account of an ideal consti-
titien or perhaps of ideal motor-cars,
‘Constitutions and motor-cars gare

missing person within a week.

or more 3ignificant than art was to
Morria.

Perhaps no other man known to
us has combined the arcist Wwith the
man of action so closely as he did.
Other artists have been men of actior
Aeschylus was a soldier, Ruben
Ambassador. The peculiarity of -
ris was that his action was all n-
nected with art. He tried to make
beautiful chings himself, and also t
make the world more capable of
ducing beautiful things; and man)
his own beautiful things were pro
ed for this second purpose of his
1s not true, perhaps, of his early
mances; In them he only expre
his passion for the past without
derstanding the reason for it
gecs 4 delight from the Midadle
that he cannot get from. the pr
but he has not vet asked himself
that is.- His joy in things well n

{ is still only an instinct; buc it is an

inst}nc‘t of a different nature from the
ordinary romantic pleasure in th
that are not. Of course he feels tha
pleasure, too, and so keenly thac it is
always passing into pain. In even
artist there is @ desire to express
what cannot be expressed. But even
in this early work of Morris’s, mixed
up with the romantic pleasure in
things that are not, there is so strong
& regret for the things long passed
away that we can easily understand
héw' he was soon at work trying to
recover them. Thus in the “Story of
an Unknown Church” there is ro-
mance of the ordinary kind, che de-
light in strangeness, the passion of the
past; but these are not very skilfully
combined with the expression of a
keener delight in ‘the making of
things. As Morris tells us about the
church-byilder ang how he carved
figures on the porch; we feel that he
was itching to be at work upon a
‘church himself, and that his descrip-
tion of the church, and of how the
mortks and the people crowded round
to watch the carving, expresses a pas-
sion, not for something that can nev-
er be, but for the kind of life which
the writer longs to live himaself. The
scory is a forerunner of those wonder-
ful lectures upon the art and indus-
try of the Middle Ages, which Morris
delivered with a very practical pur-
bose. Some of these stories, as, fof
instance, “Lindenborg Pool” and “A
Dream,” are exercises in pure ro-
mance. But “Gertha’s Lover's” is,
like the later “Roots of the Moun-
taims,” the description of a war be-
tween a free people after Morris’'s ow:
heart and a confederacy of « tyran(:
His delight in noble art was only
part of a larger delight in noble lit
which finds expression in this 1
many other of his  tales; and th
were sét in the past not because
any disgust for reality, but becau<e
he could take no pleasure in desc: -
ing the ugly things of the pre
and because their ugliness seemecd 10
him a symptom of ignobility.

in his description of the past the
often a kind of realism not usuall

be found in romantic writers.
writes, not like a spectator of in
phensible and beautiful marvels,
like one who has taken part in

he relates and who understands it
He loved strangeness, particular!
his earlier years, as Coleridge
Rossetti loved it; and this love
strangeness broke out again in =

of his' later romances like “The ¢
tering Plain” and the “Wood Be:
the World.” but the exercise of
fancy upon such themes becam
mere diversion for him. His real |

real things to us; but not more real

iness was to make reality rqmanti
or, in other words, to make life w
living. In his greatest poems, such 4
“Sigurd,” he writes like a man of
tion, singing his own Saga, not

a dreamer trying to get away from
himself.

O

The Motor and the Musk 1t
The inoffensive muskrat, whi
abounds in large numbers in the ma!
shes in New Jersey and Delaware.
in danger of becoming extinct as t
result of the increase in th> auto
biling craze. The danger of the lit
animal's decimation is due to the f:
that there is a great demand for fir-
lined overcoats, which are an absolu
necessity for comfort when indu g
in. motoring during cold weather. Ouec
concern in this city has just cor
DPleted 800 overcoats, which rejuair
for the linings the pelts of 30.0
muskrats.—Philadelphia Record.
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