
THE SIEGE OF THE SEVEN
SUITORS

MY FRIEND WIGGINS IS INTRODUCED

I DINED with Hartley Wiggins at the Hare and
lortoise on an evening in October, not very
long ago. It may be well to explain that the
Hare and Tortoise is the smallest and most select
ot clubs, whose windows afford a pleasant view
of Gramercy Park. The club is comparatively
young, and it is our joke that we are so far all
tortoises, creeping through our several profes-
sions without aid from any hare. I hasten to
explain that I am a chimney doctor. Wigg':ns
IS a lawyer; at least I have seen his name in a
list of graduates of the Harvard Law School,
and he has an office down-town where I have
occasionally found him sedately playing soli-
taire while he waited for some one to take him
out to luncheon. He spends his summers on a
bouth Dakota ranch, from which he derives a
considerable income. When tough steaks are
served from the club grill, we always attribute
them to the cattle on Wiggins's hills. Or if the
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