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The Tragic Romance of ‘“‘Waving Annie” Now Becomes Heroic, But
Her Sailor Boy May Never Come Over the Sea.

Three wives sat up in the lighthouse
tower,
And they irimmed the lamps as the
sun went down;
And they looked at the squall and they
looked at the shower,
And the night rack came rolling up
ragged and brown!
gut men must work and women must
weep,
Though storm be sudden
deep,
And the harbor bar be moaning!
-—Charles Kingsley,

HERE 1S THE STORY OF “WAVING
ANNIE"—A STORY THAT HAS
A BEGINNING, BUT DOFS
NOT END.

and waters

CHAPTER L
Waving Annle, before she
was “Waving” Annie, when she was
simply Annie Martus, the beautiful
sister of the keeper of Tybee Light, off
the Georgia coast. It's about this sea-
bred girl and the sea-faring lad who
loved her. There's not much to be
said about it —only that the seafaring
lad used to come to the Tybee J.ight
to see the keeper's sister, and that he
loved the keeper's sister and she loved
him.

Then the sea-faring lad went to sea,
as sea-faring men inust, and  Annie
waved goodbye to him from the light-
house.

This part of the story has an end,
all right,

Is about

CHAPTER IIL

1s about “Waving Annie,” and nobody
else. For the ship that bore Annie's
gailor lover never came to harbor
again. She was never reported any-
where. No other ship ever again spoke
her at sea, No wreckage, no spar, no
boat or hoard from her ever came
ashore to bespeak her passing. She
disappeared utterly from the face of
the deep. And after a long time she
was posted as lost, and men gave up
looking for her,

But Annle did not forget. Never a
gail or a plume of smoke on the hor-
izon by day, never a twinkle of red

‘k‘,
3 M‘;%"Jlim !
SEUUI L I

P

v"

.y |
P T & AN
ANNIE MARTUS AND

and green lights by night but Annie,
watching from the lighthouse, saw it,
hoping against hope.

And when the incoming ship passed
the light Annie was on the little bal-
cony of the keeper’s house, waving a
signal—a kerchief by day and a lantern
by night—lest perchance her sailor boy
should be on the ship.

CHAPTER IIL

Is about how “Waving Annie” went
out on her balcony the other night to
signal a passing steamer, and how for
once she forgot to wave, and instead
put off in a launch alone and saved the
lives of 30 men,

For when she went out she saw the
light of the burning of United States

steam dredge No. 15, and without
walting for her brother to get out of
bed she went down to the ship, turned
over the little engine, and steered for
the flare from the doomed dredge.

All but two of the crew of the burn.
ing craft had crowded upon a little
yontoon that floated beside the dredge.

wo men were burned with the ship.
The helpless pontoon drifted out to-
ward the open seq,

Then came “Waving Annie” with her
little open launch to throw a line to
the drifting raft and tow it with its
human freight to a place of safety in
the salt- marshes.

S0 now the story of “Waving Annie”
becomes something more than merely
a sad romance. It becomes a romance
not only tragic but heroic. Before, it
was merely pathetic. Now the pathos
has assumed a certain quality of dig-
nity, almost of grandeur, that always
goes with any deed of signal heroism
such as that to which the men of
Dredge No. 15 owe their lives.

CHAPTER IV.
There really is no Chapter IV. Un-
less it can be considered a chapter to
say that Annie still keeps her vigil-—
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that she goes out on the balcony still,
day and night, with her kerchief or
her lantern, to wave to the ships as
they go by.

But that's hardly what you'd call a
chapter. Strictly  speaking, Annie’'s
story does not end. It just drags on—
day in and day out, of watching for a
ship that never comes—day upon day
and night upon night, till the days
string into months and the months in-
to vears, and so till bright eves lose
their lustre.

“But men must work and women must
weep,
Though storm be sudden and waters
deep,
And the harbor bar be moaning.”

A Friend of Uladstone

[London Daily News.]

fv;ivemories of a Scotsman

“Reminiscences,” By James Stuart.
Printed for private circulation at the
Chiswick Press.

Member of Parliament, reformer,
journalist, pioneer of university —ex-
tension, and man of business, Profes-
sor Stuart hag domne well in dictating
this book of memories for his friends.
He tells us in the first chapter
that the part of the book which
he himseif likes least s “that
which contains recollections of per-
sons of interest *vhom I have met.”
It is the early chapters which satisfy
him best—the chapters recalling the
persons and events of his childhood
and boyhood. and giving us a human
and at times humorous picture of
Scottish life half a century ago. Cer-
tainly, these Scottish memories of
gardeners, relatives, and churches
have a richer personal quality, than
the later (and Knglish) section of the
book. But, on the whole, it is the

pages about exciting figures like
Gladstone and Tennyson and Brown-

ing and John Rright that the major-
ity of Mr. Stuart’'s friends will turn
to with the greatest eagerness.

It was when breakfasting with
Gladstone in Harley street that Mr.
Stuart first met Tennyson, whom he
afterwards accompanied to his home
in Eaton Square. Tennyson is not
particular' impressive in Mr. Stuart’s
account of him, as follows:

Tennyson was very unkempt
lookir g, had long hair, wore a long
[nverness cape, and a soft wide-
brimmed wide-awake, and, walk-
ing a'ong the street, he looked
rather llke an old beggar man. 1
stayed to lunch, at which there
were only Tennyson, and his son
Hallam, and myself. He talked a
great deal, and 1 remember he
sald that he and some friends had
visited Paris 'vhen he was young,
and taken an introduction to
Guizot, and that he repeated to
Guizot a poem which he and his
friend had made in French, ibout
Fontainebleau, which began "O

Bo sure this Labe!
Zout-rall‘of the bed you bay.
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Fontainebleau! O Fontainebleau!”
and Guizet at once said that that
wouldn't do at all, for in bpoetry
Fontalnebleau has four syllables,
the e after the n being pronounced
so that it should have been “Fon-
tain-e-bleau, Fon-tain-e-bleau.”
Tennyson said this made him and
his friend feel very small.
Gladstone's Reading.

Browning made a better impression
on the author, but Stevenson, whom he
met on another occasion, “"was very
quiet, but I think that must have been
because he was very far from well.”
When speaking of Stevenson and in
praise of his work Mr. Stuart recalls
the fact that Gladstone had a great
admiration for “Treasure Island.” We
get another glimpse of Gladstone's
literary preference in the description
of his tour through Scotland, accom-
panied by Mr. Stuart, in 1884, ‘When
not addressing crowds at villages and
stations he passed his spare hours in
reading Madame de Sevigne's letters.
But he spent all the time he could in
orating. *I should say at that time
it was as difficult to get him past a
possible audlence as to get a cat past
a saucer of milk.”

In connection with Gladstone, Mr.
Stuart is reminded of an interesting
comparison between him and Bright
as orators.

A friend of mine told me that
John Bright had made the follow-
ing criticism in comvparing his
own oratory with that of Mr.
Gladstone. He said: “Mr. Glad-
stone reminds me of a man salling
along the coast who, at each in-
let that he comes to, sails right
up it and down again hefore he
continues his way. As for me.”
he said, “I go from headland ‘o
headland.” T once told Mr. Glad-
stone of this commentary, and
he sald that he thought it was a
very good description of the two.

Gladstone was once asked by Mr.
Stuart in the true Boswelllan manner,
to tell him ‘“the method by which he
prepared his speeches,” and Gladstone's
answer gives us one of the most in-
teresting passages in the book.

He sald he liked to know, |f
possible, a good while beforehand
when and where he was going to
speak, and what the subject was
mainly to be. Anything that oc-
curred during that interval bear-
ing on the subject, or likely to be
useful, he put into a box, and a
day or two before the speech he
opened the box, and looked through
the papers. He then thought out
roughly the line of the speech,
and wrote out catch phrases, oc-
cupying about three or four sheets
of notepaper. I asked him If he
prepared any part of the speech

i Cambridge days—Cambridge,

the university—that

verbally. He said no, except the
peroration, which he generally
thought carefullyv over. One or
two phrases, he also sald, he some-
times prepared beforehand, ex, for
instance, the phrase comvpar'ng the
House of Lords with the lourbons
in the speech of the previgus
evening.
Parnell and Blackie.

There is very little gossip—we should
huve welcomed more—about the other
2. 2at figures whom Mr. Stuart observed
and was acquainted with in the House

‘¢ Commons in the eighties and nineties

ne of the most interesting memories

.1 this part of the book concerns G. F.

\Watts’ desire to paint a portrait of
I'arnell in 1887. Parnell consented
surough Mr. Stuart to sit to Watts,

+i.ut that was the end of the matter.

it was in the pre-Parliamentary
where
Mr. Stuart was ti:a first professor of
wechanism and applied mechanics in

he caught &

of one of the most strikingly
;:::?nnr:quo British figures of the nine-
teenth century. This was & strange-
looking man in & plaid, who got into
the same south-bound train at Edin-

one day.

hur‘hA little girl had come to see him
off, and when he .bade her good-
bye I was surprised to hear him
address her in Greek. When we
started (it was 2 r.ght journey)
he took out from his pocket a
Greek book, and read 1t with great
gesticulation, in a 'oud voice, per-
fectly regardless of my presence in
the carriage. 1 passad a most un-
comfortable night, being pretty
well convinced that the old Ren-
tleman was insane. I left him at
Hitchin, and he went on in thf
carriage to London. About a weex
after 1 was dining in the hall of
Trinity Cdllege as usual, and, on
going to the combina-fon room, 1
found that Mr. W. G. Clark, then
the public orator, had with him as
a guest the very same oid gentle-
man who had been my fellow trav-
eller. It was Professor John
Stuart Blackie.

THE GENEALOGY OF BINGS.

They've studied up the family tree of
Ebenezer Bings,

And proved that his descent is straight
from dukes and earls and kings.

He has a brand new coat-of-arms S0
handsome and 80 gay,

A mixture of menagerie and patterns
in crochet,

They only mention relatives

fought with courage fine,

tellectual line,

But if they'd searched enough I'll bet

the fact they’d run across

That somewhere in that family
somebody stole a hoss.

tree

Them fam'ly trees don’t allus tell as
much as they keep hid.

It wouldn’t be a thing ’gainst Ebenezer
if they did.

He's generous an’ he’s kind and allus
pays his honest debts.

He doesn’t drink, nor chew, nor smoke,
not even cigarettes.

But then it takes all kinds o' folks to
make a world, you see.

There’s a mighty wide assortment in
'most every family tree.

Let's just admire the gilding an’

trimmings an' the floss

An' be content to overlook the

that stole a hoss.
[From the Washington Star.]
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AWESOME LIST OF NEGATIVES
FOR ASPIRING YOUNG AUTHOR

Popular

Magazine Editors Tell What They Don’t Want—Sex
Plots Now Being Tabooed—Love Stories Must Have
Humor—Young Heroines and Older Heroes.

¥or the young aspirant, who would
write for the magazines, the road
to literary honors is all a-bristle
with negatives. It is hard to conceive
of any plot within the range of human
fmaglnation that does not fall within
one or another of the editor's pro-
hibitions.

“The editors don't want' it is re-
marked summarily. And there’s an
end on't.

Tl}e editor of Hampton's doesn’t
like love stories unless they are funny.

“As a matter of fact,” explained
Ray Long, managing editor of that
monthly, “there is a humorist twist
to every actual love scene, I think.”

“You may not see It yourself at the
time, but being in love is a very funny
thing. Other people see it, if you
don't,

“We don’'t want etories about fluffy
ruffles, young girls and men who look
like clothing store advertisements or
popular illustrations. We don't like
the fluffy ruffles type of fiction.

“We don't like stuff that's so aw-
fully unusual that it's over the heads
of our readers. We don’t want things
about abnormal characters, or psy-
chologlcal tales that the public can’t
understand.

“We don't like tragic endings.

“We don't want slushy sex stuff.
We don’t want sex stuff at all.

“The sort of stories we like is storles
about folks.”

No Information Wanted.

Somewhat different iz the summing
up of the editorial staff of Smart Set
as to that periodical’s prohibitions.

“We don't want anything that has
information in it,” declared Norman
Boyer, Smart Set's editor.

“And we are writing for educated
people. We don't want the sort of
fiction that appeals to the primitive

Girl Cured of
Disfiguring Pimples

By Cuticura Ointment. Broke Outon
Face when Twelve or Thirteen.
Were Most Embarrassing.

Had Tried Everything.

A Nova Scotla girl, Miss Mabel Morash, of
Pover West, writes: **When I was abous
twelve or thirteen years of age, my face
broke out with pimples, and I tried everye
thing to get rid of them, but failed. The
pinples were the worst on my forehead and
chin. They cameout in groups and developed
Jater into sores. Being on my face they
caused -great disfigurement, and were most
embarrassing.

“‘After trying 80 many remedies without
success, T saw the Cuticura Ointment adver-
tised, and 1 sent for & box. I then applied
it to the pimples, and in & week I saw @
great change in my face. 1 kept using it,
end in a few 1 dered 1

mind. We don’t go in for the primitive
mind.

“What we want is clever fiction,
subtle fiction; but we don't like the
distinctly psychological type,

“We don't take any sort of east
side dialect story, or Dooley story.

“We don't use cowboy stories.

“We don't use stories about peopie
who aren’t educated.

“We don’t want any sort of low life
tale.

“We haven't much use for character
parts,

“We don't want stories that aren't
dramatic right from start to finish.
Rut they've got to be drama about
educated people, for educated people.

“Although we don’t go in for thor-
oughly dramatic fiction, we don’t care
much for the Zenda type of romance
or for anything that takes the reader
far away from the happenings of act-
ual life.

“At the same time we are trying
lately to keep down the triangle stuff
—the usual sex plot. That is a sort of
drug on the market.”

No More New York,

Matthew White, jun., editor of the
Argosy and the Cavalier, puts a de-
cisive negative on fiction the sceme of
which is laid in New York city.

“We are simply tired of death of
New York stories,” he sald. “New
York stories, so far as we are con-
cerned, are done to .extinction. We
want to get away from New York—
to Hoboken, to the Cannibal Islands,
anywhere.

“We don't care for stories that deal
with a youth who was up against it.
We are tired of plots in which things
happen to the hero. We'd rather have
scmething about a middle-aged man
who- did something herolc himself,
We're a little tired of the very young
hero.

“We don't want newspaper stories.

“And we don't want stage stories.

“We don't want stories about jew-
elry.

“We don't want

“We don't want involved plots. We
wait straightaway adventure.”

Sweet Seventeen Again.

Apropos of the very young hero, the
editor of Everybody's confesses that,
for his part, he is tired of the mid-
dle-aged heroine. There has been a
great fad lately, he explains, for the
heroine of 30 or thereabouts. And the
editors are getting tired of this mature
maid. They want sweet 17 again,

McClure's does not want sad end-
ings. Miss Murphy, the managing
editor, confessed that sad endings
were pretty bad for McClure's,

“We want cheerful stories,” she
added, “and we want real stories—
not_psychology.

“We don’t want much triangle stuff,
either.”

“Adventure” doesn't exactly bar
“straight love stories,” but it doesn’t
want ‘em.

“Not unless they've got adventure in
‘em, to0o,” explained Arthur 8. Hoff-
man, the editor. “Once in a great

cure. Now you cannot tell I ever had
pimples, thanks to the Cuticura Ointment."
(Signed) Miss Mabel Morash, Mar. 31, 1911,

Baby’s Face Like Raw Beet

*My baby boy had & large pimple come
on his forehead, It burst and spread all
over his face which soon looked like & piece
of raw beef, all smothered with bad pimples.
19 was awful to look et. The poor little
thing used to scretch it and cry terribly,
1 took him to a doctor but he only got
worse until I was quite frightened that he
would always be distigured. Then I got two
tins of Cuti 0 her with
Cuticura Soap, end in two months had quite
cured him. Now of course I use Cutlcura
for ell my children (Signed) Mrs.

, 99, Waterloo Rd., Aldersbot, Eng-
May 21, 1010,
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A convenience much °
appreciated by every owner
of a Pandora is the towel
rod attached to the range.

As one-third of the rod
is made of emery, it makes
a splendid knife sharpener,
too.

It’salways there handy
for you. You need waste
no time hunting around for
the easily misplaced|“steel.”
Bright idea, eh?
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Every Pandora ther-
mometer is carefully ad-
justed and undergoes a
practical test by heat—is
proven correct before being
sent out.

The figures, which show
the required degree of heat
necessary for the successful
baking of bread, cakes, pies,
etc., are plainly inscribed
in black on a white enamel
surface, so that they are
easily readable, even when
the day is dull.

If your local dealer
does not sell the Pandora,
write direct for free
booklet. -
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while we use a love story that's just
a love story, but we don’'t encourage
them.

“Another thing we avoid s the
supernatural. We don't want anything
s.upernu!uml in our magazine at all.

“And we shy away from anything
that's obscure.

“Another thing we don't want is the
sort of tale that fools the reader. We
don't go in for the sort of thing that
ends In a joke or a question mark.

“We don’t think a lot of the lady
detective, but we’ll take her in if she
comes across unusually well,

“We don't want newspaper stories.
And we simply will not take that yarn
about the cub reporter who bheats the
detectives and the police and the ex-
perienced men on other sheets,

“Two other situations we won't use
are the one of the girl who imposes
some fool tests on her lovers and the
moonshiner's daughter who marries the
revenue officer in the end. We don't
like that sort of stuff,

“And we don't like sex plots.

“Neither do we llke long character
sketches.”

It sounds discouraging. But, then,
you never can tell, If they don’t want
one sort of tale it means that they do
want another. And if Smart Set won't
take storles about people who aren’t
educated, why Hampton's will.

It may not be so discouraging. Af-
ter all, it Sh-pendn on your point of
view,
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He made his wife keep a cash ac-
count. Every week he would go over
it, growling and grumbling, like this:

“Look here, Hannah; mustard plas-
ters, a quarter: three teeth extracted,
$2 60. There's $2 76 in one week spent
for your private pleasure. Do you
think I'm made of money?™

Not
What You Eam
But
What You Save

Is the measure of your success.
S8mall earning power s often more
than balanced by a habit of -
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al man whe saves
nothing.
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