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IT wvas merely a hap-peninîg thiat wve met,
iii the cold grayness
of a Mardi after-

noon, anîd in the gloam
of tie Grand Opera audi-
tartuni.

The big public. that
knaîvs aur tlieaters only
in tîe brilliancy of electric
liglîts, wvarnith aiîd glaw
and eveilirig-drcss audi-
ence, would hardly recag-
size the great places in
thîcir marning or undress
appearance-so bare and
chilI, sa full af gloom, and
vague, dim stretclies of
spal.e; wvith the crimsaui
and gilt concealed under
dusky linen, and the
pretty drop-curtain hid-
den behind a stretch of
duil green.

Tinie and place mean
mîuch, even in the nature
îvorld ; but in tlîe wvarld
of art they are cvery-
thing.

1 biad askcd a question.
"Here is MNr. Palmer Cox

liimiself. Ile wvill be able
ta tell you," answvered the
nmanager; and, turniug,
with a fewv introductory
words, lie brouglit me
face ta face wvit1 the celc-
bratcd brownie mnan.

It hardly secms the
correct thing tlîat the
father vf these 'vonderful
little feilows should be a
six-footer; yet 1 bad ta
lookc up and up to the
hieig lit of six feet twvo,
in arder ta study the kiud,
quiet face of Palnmer Cox,
and tlîat wvas a surprise,
ta begin With.

My question renuircd a
little searching, aud w~hile
ive îvaited the reply wve
stoad chatting together
in t!îe rear af the big
auditorium, wiose gloani
was reiieved by tlîe row
ai quivering foat-liits,
wiiile the orchestra re-
hecarsed tic browvnie mus-
ic for the evening per-
fariance. b1r. C ox
nîcasures thc full stature

vfa matis i, more than
physicai proportions. He
is slcndcrly niuscular,
wvitlî blue eyes zet under
lîeavy brows, high check
bancs; a face ruggcd in
its lining ; a manner
straightforward, frc
froniaff.. taitions; aspeechl
philosophie and sensible;
arnost approacliable mian,
-and really fond of lus
brownics, wvlio are the
oniy chljdrens ho lias. For
Mr. Cox is a bicheclor,
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use in illustrating children's borks. 1 Jidn't.
like the idea of the German gnomes and
elves; since their deeds are always nmore or
iess vicious. The cotîventional faines were
hardîy inirthful enougli, flot sufficiently nove],
and a trifle too efleninatc,-if you wvill par-
don nie," lic added in funny parenthesis.

'Suiddenly I tliouglit af tlîe brownis-
Scotch fainies, ail af tie male sex; wvio are
accreditcd wvith doing anly kindly things.
Yotu know af tîcm ?"

I didn't know, save tlirougii Mr. Cox's
nierry portraitures. But I strouigly suspect
the brownie man bas Scotch blaad in luis
veins-whichi nakes a difference.

I noddcd in affirmative and lie wvent on.
I wanteJ ta give the idea af innocent,

yct kindly spritcs ; full of baby pranks, yet
alwvays daing good dreds-not viciaus ones.
And that is the idea J have tricd ta keep
prominent in ail my brownie skuichcs.

IlIt wvas ta secure baby clfects that I took
the littie, round, bare bonds sitting daovn i
necks-ar Uic absence of necks-the wvide
open eyes, anid rouind bodies. Hiave you
ever watciied a child stuciying a brownie
.,ketch for the rirst time?"

"YVes," I enswered. "«An'd it is wvel
wvortb wliile ta note rirst the intent, puzzied
look, tluen the amusement tliçit crecps slowly

w~ha, wvhen lie is not travelling, lives ail day
in his B3roadway studio, in the conter of busy
New York, whiere lie works among bis
brownies, drawing and wvritiug the advcn-
turcs of the funny little fellowvs ; whilc they
burround hini iii ail blhapes and form!s, climb-
ing bis curtains, dangling above imir from
strings, peeriixg out iromn picture and desk
corners-liundrcds of themi.

"I N'ish you wvould tell me haov your odd
little fellows %vere first conccived, MIr. Cox,"
1 said. Il Wliat wvas the very first idea-
the germ of tliemP"

"lI liardly think therc wvas any first idea,"
lie answvercd. Fhe first browvnie wvas
created like Adanm-whole, as far as the
drawving is concerned. 1 advasiced them in
knowvledge by degrees. he braovnies are
thirteer years old îiow; they liad tlîeir biais-
day in February, and, of course, it is quite
time they had outgrawn tlieir baby mischief,
aiid kilew something," lie added, laughing.

"ell nie about the birth of the first
browvnie," 1 persisted.

Mr. Cox sat down in one of the vacant
chairs, and listened to a fewv bars of the
orchestral music, before repliing.

I was searclîing for suitable fancies to

up over the little hunian
face, aîîd last the broad
smile that tells of a frank
understaîd;ng and a sym-
pathy cstablislied lie-
twecn the twvo-clîild and
browvnie. It is vcrypretty
to sec."

"l1il my brownie books,
1 liave advanced tlîei by
degrees fro- babyliood
pranks ta graver work.
I have put themn to schîool,
colleges, clu b s, ansid
brought themn into the
older 'vorld,-but, always
the principle niaintaitis
wvith my browvnies-that
go&,d mnust be donc fcr
good's salie; wvhether
people deserve it or flot.

"l I have wvritten one
liîindred aîîd fifty br-jwnie
staries, wvhiclî are pub-
lishied iii five separate
volumes. My brownies
-ire tlîirteen years old, yet
1 believe thev are Ioved
to-day as miuch as at
their birth."

" That i-, bccausc the
chîildren and the clîild
Iîeart is always ith our
weary old world-to save
it," 1 said.

" Yes, "answvcred the big
browvnie father, Ilbut the
grown.ups like them ivell
also, possibly because of
the suggestion of humor
wvhich is the founsdation
of ail elfish lare. None
of us get fun enough iii
our lives-good wvhole-
some fun. Sometimes 1
think tiere should be a
school for the deliberate
cultivation of Iawful
hîumor in aur rnidst.
H-onestly nov, " lie turned
taome suddcnly, " do youi
tlîink there is lauglitcr
enougli in aur lives ?"

IlNo" 1 answvered
slowly "flot uecarly."

IlWeilI" lie said, smil-
ing. My brownies make
a vcry Zood primary
scliool for fun, if it were
ouly followed Up."

lI is nice ta be abh- w
dlaimi Mr. Cox as a Can-
adian. He wvas baùrn at
Granby, a village near
Montreal,-soniewhore
back in thefifties possibly.
Afterivard, ho tells me, he
came west, and lived for
a time in a little vidlage,
Lucknoiv, 1 think, by
name. Finally hie went
ta San Francisco, "lta
seek his fortune," as the
nursery rhyme says; but
the fortune camne wvhen,
back again in New York,
lie soughit and summoned
the bonnie Scotch brown-
ics ta cross zlie Naters
and play' their pranks for
tlîc childrcn of tic New
World. FAITIl FENTON.
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