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menstaub again
boli'lt.. He
’,",‘;‘,‘*n was sitting E
ROYRRES  alongside  the
mﬂanmmdmm
second Street, gazimg out at
mmmmnm
mdlﬂthn,w\
¢n his eyes Wwhich seemed

anything !n_; conciliatory te

"' gonversation.” Nevertheless,

1 spoke to him, asking

&im how everything went. ‘He pald noattention

u;!nem'u.mmt: then, twirlng his hat
mchanicdb,bmh&npbrmmmt.m
‘his head, and said:

'ﬂ,hs’hmunm."

1 began ‘to talk to iux then, vaguely Coeiing that
lww;mmmm»wmlmmmnk
. ot nothing to sey. Even in the old days there
" hed- never been anything for us to talk about save
‘}_,_,.ovanﬂn\'lﬂthotooio‘nthhbleand——hm-
" besgains, the price of things,
' ewtortion—4bese Wese preity much his elements
ot comwessation. And & needed no eves st all to
mse fhat he wented mone of those te-night. 8o I
i;ﬁMMhnmnnotaw.
my Wwary Wooks tucked under my arm. my
| @ineses hebd botweon the thmb and forefinger of

" thet wep—say, when e cajlemity has occurved to 2
mest act as if you feit
L3 My tongue refused to be . mimble,
though, with the o ;
"_;ﬁllmwm»mmu length,
‘,"——umammum
‘that died in my throat:
,}‘ﬂhﬂniﬁnmmhw."

' Bwt &t was wome, and 1 Imew it. His face Was
‘éw-ﬁ:“mm&wmo—cm; per-

hlmbur Wnﬂ‘wuﬂedto

H?lhﬁy!mhﬁ.hbocm—-uﬂwn

} h“-ﬁ; jot me see, that was over & yeéar ago.

"1t 1s a hard sight to watch a man lose his grip,
f tell you, but it is the hardest of all to see -him
Tose 1t after fiftyfive. It ail seemd 50 pitiless and
telentless. Of course, there is some philosophy
hwmmawummmm
:QidBmmeanﬁwllmoh this; there is
‘always some nice, pat little way of acoounting
ihings. - He lacked ambitien, You might
gay. . Who doesm’t at @ftyfive? 'He should have

" goreseen his possible decline, should have laid by

éo_rurdnym. And the wonder is, since he is &
tf{”,ththm‘t“mﬂudﬂlom

. The truth sbout Blumenstavh is that he never
 World is more than full of such people) and be

2 ‘would have been combent to go on umtil the end

dhhlquhhhmm elerkship
Jt is a simple stosy, lightly told. The younger

. Srother bhad ambitious motfons. In a weeck's time

-

Wiomhnbnﬂhnnﬂnm:ﬁcp,ut

il’ﬂl,—qw,pmmza;mm
yoal ostate. To Bimmenstzub, @fteen years nis’
!"-ﬂnctmﬂ-dﬂ&omm;
. dotiass in his hand and remarked, in Genman:

. “Well, this ends the old shop. You go dowm
and see Stelr. Maybe he'll put you to werk.”

. Sometimes fthe best way to tell a lJomg stery Is
to muke & shest. Weil, then—8tein hadn’t put him
fo ok,

And now all the gtmmess of the thimg comes
Pack fo me; it has grewn on me, gquietly, like the
pathos of an oild tune, simce I turmed on mxy heel
and wa'red home with my Iibrary books, leaving
him there by the mnews stand in Forty-second
Strest, twivitng his hat, looking at the lights,
waiting alone, and half drunic,

I met Blumenwiaud at Galle’s.

It was around on JFortleth 6Street thea, in
among the tensmemts there. WA rickety, greasy
old bassemont doorway and a dark, stumbly hall
let you in; in the dback the old Jtalian, in a
leanto shanty amd a dismal yard, kept his long
tables and his wine, Maison snivee the rascal
oalled it, to dodge the exciseman and his licemses;
and ‘“The Dirty @poen” is what some chorus girl
nicknamed it om a happy night.

Ruth and I had our ltile table a deux in those
days, and I had my wine with a card tied round
the botile teliing guarts consumed. There I firat

‘it to Gallo.
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met - Bemily, the shy little dark-haired pretty
daughter; and Philomens, the buxom Genoese Who
waited om our table. I wonder if Ruth remembers
the first night, when a gallant, white-haired old
PFrenchman cauationed Der to save her knife and
fork becaute she wouldn't be givem another palr
that ‘meal? :

it all happened sSo long ago, before we all
became serious; it happened in a time before
careers, I am sure. And only yesterday old
Philomene said: .

“Ou est la mad’moiselte? No come?”

o come no more, Philomene,” I had to
answer.

“Amy, ghe nice-a girl, yo’' girl She purty,
p'lite. Yo' better git ‘er back, m'sleu’; she nica
girk”

“3he’s the sweetest girl that ever lved, Mena,”
I said into my wine. And her black eyes snapped

-and she answered solemnly:

“Dat’s;a right, m’siew’.”

But Ruth has gone, as. old Blumenstaub has
gone; and gone, too, is the white-headed French-
man who shuffied down te }Lls'mominc omelet in
dressing gown, mmers, and pipe. Only the old
black oat stands stanchly by her pest, delivering
to earth cargo after cargo of little ebony kittens.
Fheu! Ehodem! My outer ear now hears the
rush of an Ii train; but my inmer one—I thimk it
vibrates to seme ome in the old days faintly singing:

81 vous vemez avec mol—
Ou, la, la! Ou, la, lal

After Ruth left I meved over to the table of the
grande famille. = [ was shy at first, consclous of
my single forlernness and probably dwelling over
former meals far more fondly tham over those
then upon my plate. Gradually, however, I
beemﬁo aware of a big, florid man upon my left
vb?,lﬁd {in- an . audience-compelling, = strident
velce—not that the shout itself was marvellous,
for every one of the famille talked at, once and all
the time; 'with both hands in the air, eyes snapping
fire, warlike mustaches abristle with the conver
sational ocombat of the Romn.nee tongue,
because now: and then this Hereules gave vent to
a round guttural German ut.h—-a.nd'l am German.

I noticed the speaker more minutely. His build
was that of a wrestler, but he used his muscles
with the  stripg-halted indecision of old age; his

Mrwumy,aud.bddomthecmv‘lothtl-

hgul; he ate voluminously and talised with surly
Teutonic agegressiveness, manifestly 1l placed
among the veolatile French and Italians who sur
rounded him. Later 1 got his ear. “The wine
is exmeellent,” I said in his own tongue.

He beamed. “Ah you speak German!”™
orled, with the old enthusiasm of these people
when they find anether of their race. Somehow,
to a Teuton it seems the wonder of womders that
‘anyone shall deliberately come into' a foreign
place possessed of a kmowledge of the German
language. “That is my wine. I ‘mean, i sell
It comes from California—hum—
8 pretty good red wine, as wines go. Now, you
see, there are wines and wines. . . .”

The ice was brolen. Blunenstaub and 1
beeame ocronies.

it went on that way a long, long thme, and 1
got to know many twists and turns to the old
m’:nl'bnreintheemnsootunl.mmnn
not what { am thinking of to-night since I left him.
I am not thinking of a man, nor a character, nor &
condition.

i am thinking of a remark.

You know how, out of the great swirl of things
heard, some little thing—perhaps it is happy, per
haps sardonic, perhaps innocent, perhaps sad—
sticks in your memory foolishly while more im-
portant things slip carelessly by. You remember
what Bella said about a hat you wore four aprings
ago. 1 recall a friend’s remark, made at college,
that my voice grew nasal umiur stress of excite
ment. Somebody else said something trivial
about cabs, or teeth, or gerantums.

None of these really mattered at all; yet here,
after a year—nay, a hall dozen years—we can

but

Be

)y BARRIS MERTON LYON

'repeat them almost by ' rote, while we ocannot

recolleot the date of our mother’s birthday! It
is a queer phenamenén, almost prowing that
memory: is & reverse process from what Wwe
imagine it to be, that memory is really 'a process
of torgetting by elimination. Somehow I do not,
1 cannot, eliminate this remark about Blumenstaub.
It smote me in the heart to-night-as 1 looked down
upon his bowed head. . . .

«“The comic relief!” How well 1 remember it!

We were .all sitting at the table that evening,
joking as old neighbors will, dully encugh, about
each other, the food, the weather—anything. We
had our own little circle, with Blumenstaub as the
butt of our remarks, and we always settled down
to the meal before us with a sense of jovial fa.m}l-
farity. To anyone who has lived long in a family
or a boarding "house, explanation of this . happy
entente is unnecessary.

Darby, the stage carpenter, generally opened the
rapid fire by referring to Blumenstaub as “the best
twohanded  eater in the;place.” ' At this the old
German alwaye fired up and, what with food and

/

Hebrafe. 1 say “insult” because in our crowd
the heavy wits were not apt to make nice distinc-
tions in their. fun, and what the jokers lacked in
poimt they made up in Rabelaistan vigor. I al
ways used td help the old man on with his coat—
in summer, if it was hot, he luxuriously went at his
food in his. shirt sleeves—or with his overcoat in
winter; and it was just after I had performed this
office for him, and had watched his bent shoulders
through the doorway,  that the remark occurred,
tossed lightly out by one of, the clmle:h

*“My, what would we do without old Blumenstaub
to poke fun at? Huh! ' He certainly is the comric
reliet around this' joint.” ’

And so, just now it came back to me with a
subtle pang, as do certain things my mother said
to me when I was a child. Why should it? © Let
me ‘tell you.

1 have guessed one secret of Blumenstaub’s life.
He was lonely." He was lonely as only a Teuton
can be who' has lived to be dftyfive without: get-
ting married. You see, it is this way. Here 18
a race of men who cannot conceive an old age
without -carpet slippers, red-faced children, a pipe,
spectacles, and a good frau keeping the place
clean; to whom the bosom of a family is as neces-
sary as the beosom.of the earth: in whom heredity
and environment, - physical and emotional, have
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. “By Gosh, Iain’t so0 old dut vot I can vip the stuffin’s out 0’ you. i

indignation, became hopelessly inarticulate. Then
ltmmymboukhmltthu*umonitm
upon which he would tip Philomene—a sally con-
cerning his ltinQneu which always got a roar
around the table. Ricardi twitted him about being
a Jew.

“There's less Jews in the jails than there 1is
ginnies,” was the scheduled reply.

It was a rough-and-tumble notion of humor, of
course, and could not lay claim to being particu-
larly subtle or interesting; for instance, when the
youngest man in the group, & French sculptor 'with
s monstrous shock of black hair, “joshed” the old
man openly about being bald, Blumenstaub’s irrel-
evant reply was: i

“By gosh, I ain’t so old but vot I can vip the
stufin’s out o’ you.”

#His ire was quick, but his good nature Wwas
boundless and his capacity for insult was truly

overemphasized the joys of a well-stocked home

and a sedative old age. And here was Blumen-

staub unmarried.

1 remember how pathetically he used to cling to:

me in ‘the evenings; loath to let even my sflent
companionship 80. 1 fecall the little naive waya
in which he tried to keep my attention for an extra
hour, so that I would forget my waliting studies
and would refill my pipe with him. It must have
been hard for him to beg me to stay; but it must
have been compulsory.

“Why didn’'t you ever marry?’ 1 asked him
brusquely one night, when, I'm afraid, my patience,
which is not Teutonic, had almost given out. And
he told me. y

It was all because of his' mother. He ‘had been
engaged once/ but the girl after waiting ten years
had become tired. Why had he walted that long?
Well, each ‘of the other brothers had gone away
from home and had married. So bad the sisters.

T Bee.

‘ tollar 'a veek. Do I like niggers?

. nice to live an® grow oF an’ have
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They went one at e time, so that 12 wae dardly
noticed until they were gone. And anyway, he—
Blumenstaub, the bald-headed old man—up tll twe
years ago, when his mother died, had always been
her “baby.”” He was her oldest son; somehow
that is the one that mothers love the most, you
The “baby” had stayed on in ‘the old ‘houm
with the eighty-year-old woman.

“You don’t know vot it 18, he said to ‘me
emphasizing it seriously with his pipe stem, “te
try to move your mudder ven she’s been all de
tlmf in von place. You ¢annot do it. She von't
go’live mit de brudders or gisters. She vants
always de old home. Do you blame her? i esk
you, do you blame her? No!  You vait tell yeu
git old yourself, my boy.”

So Blymenstaub stayed on in the old house,
waitihg for his mother to die, and as he waited he -
grew older himself, more set in his ways, less
amenable to the little things of life which were
waiting for him outside. Little items like _her
cooking engrossed his attentiom. “I cmﬂdn't?tuy
dot supper of hers anyvere in New York for—for
two dollars!” he was wont to say afterwards., She
became so feeble, in time, that ghe couldn’t ge
out.  He used to“sit and read to-her in the even-
ings: She darned his clothes and kept buttons on
where they helonged. 'When she Wwas alive, &
suit used to last him five years. - 4
Do all these things seem little and futile and -
silly and unworthy of comment? Perhaps they
are; only, F am afraid you have mnever been & lohe-
ly German aged fiftydive, with only & bedroom up
three flights of stairs in a cheap iboarding house.

“yell, at last—you know how it is; ve all (M
to die—my mudder she died. De briidders / an’
sisters all come to de funeral, yes. Ont den dey
clear out again. I wait and wait in de ol’ house,
but I don’t know vot to do vit myself. It is empty
an’ lonesome, like you kn-gw it must be after she's
gone. I had to get' mymeals outside after a vile,
because even de ol girl vot ve had vent away.
I come home at night an’ de place vas all still
Den von day all at vonce I realize vot's de matter,
my boy. 1 am lonesome! Bei Gott, { am alone,
all'‘alone! Vy am I alone? I t'ink of de ol’ days
an’ de girl vot vas vaiting for me, and den T know
—it i8 too late. (@ am too late! Everything is
played out for.me; 1 am old: Everything has gone
on an’ left me. 1 didn’ kmow it till now, but
't ig true. . almost cry. It is true about me. .
{ 'am' a back number, an’ nobody ' cares; nobody
cares about me, about vot happens to me—I am &
back number.” He held me roughly by the shoul
der and his eyes glistened moistly. e

«I make up my mind to leave de ol place. Von
of my brudders takes dt, but I can’t live in it 1
vas her baby in dot ol’ place, you see. Den I
do a foolish t'ing, ‘I go to live < 3
{ gamble in Vall Street. —Vof do 1 know about
Vall Street? - Notting. Only 1 gamble an’ lose.
Vy do I gamble? T don’t know. { am an o’ fool
But T did it. An’ after a vile I don’t got any more
money. :

“Den @ go back to my drudder, my Younger
brudder in de o’ house. An’ he gives me & place
to sleep. I pay him board. He gives me & ¢hob
in de wine shop, sellin’ gin to niggers, for fifteen
No. Dol
Hike to sell stuff to men vot makes 'em drunk? No.
& 1'had my money back I wouldn't do It—you
know dot:; but I gotta vork.

" wAt last my brudder-and his family moves avay .
out into Brooklyn; an’ I come here vit some people ,

' [ know. - Den dey raise (\e rent on me, an’ I move

It is nice, heh? It s
to do t'ings you
don’t vant to, 1 esk you, heh? (Ot is nice to be
alone among peoples you don’t know, ain’t #?”
4 “You seem to be popular, though,” I commented
soothingly. ; ! :

“Popular? Hah!® Hah! Me popular, you ay.
How? Ry lettin’ 'em poke fun at me, isna? Dey
have deir choke on me an’ laugh. . Is dot popus
larity? © Voss?” ; { ]

In this manner, brokenly, he retold me his story
—here, there, in patches. One night M the thick
hot summer we took the ferryboat to Staten Island
in order to get the breeze, and it recalled to him
his early youth, when the had sailed up the bay,
an immigrant from Bavaria. hady

One night, as a wedding went by, ae told me
again of the girl who had walted. But mostly, in/
the'later days, he talked of money, of how success
tul his younger brother was, of how necessary
money was to an old man in this world. :
* [ wonder if a grim, sardonic Deity takes mnotice
of these idle human things? ' I wonder if it is
pot with an actual pleasure that the screw is
turned a little tighter upon those souls where the
screw really needs a humane loosening? 1 am
getting to the end of my story, my ill-written, hap-
hazard sketch of a lonely old man on his way down
the road of the world, and, with all my books and
my reading, I can only hide my face in my hands.

For here is the bitter thing that haunted me &8
[ left Blumenstaub by the news stand to-night: It
was upon the very Saturday evening that his
brother had closed the wine shop and had turned
the old man adnift that the careless repark had
been made behind Blumenstaub’s back:

“He certainly is the comic relief!”

As 1 feel it, that is the way the world speaks
always—full of gulls, callously, never seeing
through to the pitiful truth beneath.

‘here among dese ginnies.

= {
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STOMACH SOUR? 60T
NDGESTN LS’

*Pape’s Diapepsin”® Will Make
Your Disordered Stemach Feel
Fine in Five Minutes. Time It!

]
i

¢ what you just ste is souring on your
stomach or hes ke a lump of lead, refus-
ing to digest, or you belch gas and erue-
#ate sour, undigested food, or have a feel-
jng of dizziness, heartburn, fullness, nau-
pen, bad taste in mouth and stomach head-

8,
this is indigestion. g
" A ol case of Papes Diapepsin  costs

only fifty cents and will thaoroughly cure
your out-of-order stomach, and leave suf-
ficient about the house in case some one
else in the family may suffer from stom-
ach trouble or indigestion.

Ask your pharmacist to show you the
formula plainly printed on these fifty-cent
cases, then you will understand why dy-
speptic trouble of all kinds must go, and
why they usually relieve sour, out-of-order
stomachs or indigestion in five minutes.
Diapepsin is harmless and tastes like
candy, though each dose containg power
sufficient to digest and prepare for assim-
ilation into the blood all the food you
eat: besides, it makes you go to the table
with a healthy appetite; but, what will
please you most, is that you will feel that

“our stomach and intestines are clean and

freeh, and you will' not need to resort to
laxatives or liver pills for biliousness or

constipation,
Thig* city will have many Diapepsin
-

3 ;i

cranks, as eome people will call them, but

you will be cranky about this enlendid
stomach preparation, too, if you ever ‘try
a little for indigestion or gastritis or any
other stomach misery.

Get some now, this minute, and forever
rid yourself of stomach trouble and indi-

IMMIGRANT SWINDLED

New York Sharks Rob Englishman
With Fake Story of Work for Him

Boston, Oct. 18—Anthony Smith, wlo
came to New York from London two
weeks ago, 1 the latest victim of a clev-
er game which has been used by New
York swindlers for some time. 'He has
told his story to the Boston police and

an investigation has been started.
According to the story, Smith was walk-
ing along one of the New York streets,
looking for work, when he was met by
a man who said he owned a hotel in Mon-
treal and wanted an Englishman to work
for “three pound” a week. After Smith
had accepted, the stranger took him to

.| the depot, where a third man stepped

up with a package and said to the bogus
hotel owner:

“Here is the jewelry you ordered; $250
please.”

The “hotel proprietor” had only $220
and borrowed $30 from Smith, until he
could cesh a check.

_He gave Smith the package and told
‘him to go to a Boston hotel and there
delived the package to a Mr. Sykes, while
he would arrive on a later train,
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Magazine with tomorrow’s Bos-

ton Sunday American.

A BAPPY LAUGHING
GHLD I FEW HORS

If Cross, Irritable, Feverish, Tongue
Coated and Sick, Give Delicious
“Syrup of Figs”

Your child isn’t naturally cross, “irri-
table and pecvish, Mother! Examine. the
tongue; if coated, it means the little
ones’ stomach is disordered, liver inactive
and its thirty feet of bowels clogged.with
foul, decaying waste.

Every mother realizes after giving de-
licious ‘Syrup of Figs” that this is the
ideal laxative and physic for children. No-

thing else regulates the little one’s tender
stomach. liver and bowels so effectually,
besides they dearly love its delightful fig
taste. !

IFor constipated bowels, sluggish liver,
biliousnéss, or sour, disordered stomach,
feverishnes, diarrhoea, sore throat, bad
breath or 'to break a cold, give ome-half
to a teaspoonful of “Syrup of Figs,” and
in:a few hours all the clogged up waste,
sour-bile, undigested food and constipated
matter will gently move on and out of the
system without griping or nausea, and you
will surely have a well, happy and smiling
child again shortly.

With Syrup of Figs yeu are not drug-
ging your childven, being composed entire-
ly of luscious figs, senna and aromatics it
cannot be harmful.

Full directions for children of all ages
and for grown-ups plainly printed on the
package.

Ak your druggist for the full name,

“Syrup of Figs and E
pared by the California Fig Syrup Co.
This is the delicious tasting, genuine ol
reliable. Refuse anything else offered.
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The Intercolonial Trains

Moncton, Oct. 17—It has been decided
that the Ocean Limited express on the
Intercolonial railway will be kept on the
route between Montreals and Halifax, as
a daily train, and that there will be no
general change on the time as it is usual
in October. The increasing traffic has
made the step necessary. 2

The Maritime express will also be con-
tinued, thus making a double through train
sorvice. The Maritime will leave Mont~
real daily, except Saturday, for points east
of Campbellton, and daily for points be
tween Campbellton and Montreal.

R0 far no changes have bzem announced
that affect local trains,




