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DNINE SARMH

COMING AGH

Bernhardt Makes Another A-
merican Trip --- Clara Mor-
riss in Battle with Death ---
Notes of-the Player.

The greatest actress in the world,
one of its most fascinating personal-
ities, will begin a 85 weeks tour of
America at Chicago, Oct. 31,

Wm. F. Connor, Mme. Sarah Bern-
hardt's manager, says it's a farewell
tour. But it's her seventh visit to
America, and nobody believes Sarah
will quit coming until she has no
more breath to gasp in her nightly
dying act.

For Sarah is eternally young. The

same optimism and strength of mind |

bas drawn to her everything she de-|
sired, audiences, money, luxury, honor |
friends and fame, and which compels |

the members of her company literally
to stoop and kiss the hem of her gar-
ment, refuses to grow decrepit.

“It is because I live,” she says.
“It is because I mever worry. It is
because for me the past does not
exist.”

The visit of Bernhardt, it is expect-
ed, will start a movement for a nation-
al conservatory, like that of France,
which young girls enter at the age
of 14 or 15 to be trained for the stage

{ able.

|got to first get rid of that little girl

W

Jas. Whitcomb Riley the

Mrs. Humphrey
“Lady Merton

In a review of
Ward's latest book,
Colonist,” the New York Tribune
says: Mrs, Ward has discovered
Canada, and writes of it and its com-
monwealth builders with truly femi.
nine enthusigsm. Strangely enough,
she does not see a continuation there
of the stupendous virility of nineteenth
century England, a younger growth
of a wider, more liberal Anglo-Baxon-
dom, but a contrast, nat at all favor
able to the men of the mother country.
Mrs. Ward has néver grasped the
wider historic meaning of the Eng-
land of the Victorian era. The proud
significance of the great achievement
of a privileged caste of governing
amateurs has proved.to be beyond her
vision; she has never been able to
rise above her adulation of the social
side of this aristocracy. Out of her
own love of culture she has drawn a
Victorian society at play, not at its
work, a society that talks, not of in-
fluence, alliance, appointment and pre-
ferment, of great tstes to be done and
accomplished and rewarded, but of
Dante and the Renaissance, of Horace
and excavated Roman villas. There
lies her interest, not in the affairs ot
kingdom and empire which she so
fumblingly attempts to employ as part
of her material. The Englishman
whom she chooses to contrast with
the Canadian in “Lady Merton, Colon-
ist,” is not a typical representative
of his race, but a dawdling, indolent
dilettante, with his heart in Italy and
his handkerchief to his fastidious
nose amid the sweat of the giant
energy of empire building by rough,
uncouth colonials. The book may
serve to dispel a certain condescen-
sion toward colonials which still rules
strong in England, but one would like
to have some representative Cana-
dian’s opinion of it—Miss Agnes Laut's
for instance, or that of the author of
“The Imperialist,” the best picture
of Canadian life and conditions yet
written—the opinion of Mrs. Everard
Cotes,

Writes Horace Traubel of David
Graham Phillips's latest novel, “White
Magie,” in the current issue of The
Conservator ;“That's all there is to
the plot. And it is well done. But
it does not seem to be all done. Some-
thing is wanting. A little touch of the
dirt. A little kicking in the traces.
The book is too orderly. Too respec-
There's no use lying about it,
Pretending to see what is not there.
Some of Phillips’s dialogue is vigor-
ously to the point. His study of the
conflict between the two like tempera-
ments—the parent and the child—is
momentous and loyal.

There are certain things in Phillips
which make me feel there is more and
better to come from him. But he's

in Massachusetts. Or at least leave|
her in Massachusetts. She has spoiled |

Since her last visit here, Bernhardt|
has advocated such a school for Am-|

erica. She many promising Am-
erican girls- fail as actresses because
they do not begin training early|

enough, or because they break or “"“rw(l1|<‘ul verities. Th

their voices by the improper training|
of the theatre.

Bernhardt will appear in the
plays, all .in the French i;umuu;v'i
Rostand's “L’Aiglon,” “Le Bois cre’’

d “La Pr

1cesse

| depths to sound

many a good book. And she will spoil

every book she is invited to fix her
gaze on. Phillips goes deeper than
the average. But there are still

This social turmoil.
.This weighing of
commercial in-
dustrial set-to of vast cruel amelio-
rating forces. All this must be put in-
to literature. And it must be put there
by brave men. By men who are will-
ling to sell smaller editions of better |

This clash of sex

“Les Rum‘\‘,\ue\‘u\w. 2 4 2 | books. No one has more chance than |
ints and Moreau’s “Jeanne| . gory teller to possess himself of |
Les Bouffons™; {ipjs jnspiration and produce along |

k Dumas Lu”Dam severe and inexorable lines. But he's|

Aux Camelias”;. Sardou's “La Tosc ot to be big enough and uncomprom- |
and “La Sorciere”; Bataille's adap-|iging enough to grapple with the sit-|
tation of ht:.\’llwm_‘tulm )Hunglel uation without attempting to dodge
u‘uzi .\\:mnu \lunuu:‘ Le l.ﬂ " Y lits unpleasant collaterals. There’'s a
G. D. Porto-Riche, “La Beffa, ”‘"‘Um of mud in existing conditions.
dre” and La Rampe. ‘ | Filth. You'll soil your fingers in
M. Le Barge, the famous F "““‘h;humiling it. Are you afraid to soill

actor, will be herleading man.

CLARA MORRIS DYING.

Clara Morris, in private life Mrs. F
C. Harriott, has been stricken with
blindness, and this crowning climax
of the inflictions which have tortured
the once prominent actress for years
is feared will hasten her death. Not
s0 many years ago Clara Morris was
regarded as the best emotional actress
on the American stage. Her last ap-
pearance was about ten or fifteen years
ago, when she appeared in the all star
cast in a revival of '\ “The Two Or-

3 CLARA MORRIS.

your fingers? It's better to soil your
1rimzv-rs by handling it than to soil your
soul by ignoring it.

When Harold McGrath was asked
recently how he goes to work with one
of his novels he answered:
{ I usually begin a story
matist begins a play,
The characters work out the plot
themselves .I have very little to do
with it after they have started.”

as a dra-|
with the end.

Grath goes around for a time with the |
doesn’t outline the plot.

but “after it assumes body on paper,
he said, “it has many devious twists
of which I had no definite prior idea.
“The anatomy of a motive for a story
is a complex thing,” he continued.
“Qut of a practical joke ‘The Man on
the Box’' was evolved.

“A young man disguised as coach-
man drove his sister and her friend
to a ball one night. This happened
in my native town, and it amused me
greatly when critics said the exploit
was highly imprboable.

“Out of the Italian State and
Church marriage came the plot of
‘The Lure of the Mask.' The most

trivial thing sometimes will suggest
a plot. I found the ten of hearts one
right on the sidewalk.. It became
the motive of ‘Hearts and Masks. Once
in Indianapolis I chanced to see an
old Italian selling plaster images. It
gave me a starting point for ‘A
Splendid Hazard, my latest book.

“The one definite idea I have in
mind in writing stories is to afford
an agreeable, pleasant hour or two
for my readers. I wish to amuse
them, to make them wish that they
too might have lived as this or that
hero, in this or that land, probable or
improbable.

“I prefer hi mirth, buoyancy,

phans,” in which production
The actress lives at Yonkers, N. Y.

Miss Morris was born in Toronto,
taken to
Cleveland, Ohlo, by her parents when
three months old. She at-
Cleveland, and in that
city beécame a member of the ballet
fn John Ellsler’s old Academy of
The young girl showed |dred
the and {much as 7,000 words a day.

character

Canada In 1849, and was

she was
ténded school in

she
played the part of the sister of charity

and I believe most readers prefer th
same, Grownup people are never
wholly deprived of their love of fairy
tales, and grownup fairy tales have
been the scheme of most of my novels.
Mr. McGrath believes that he does
better work when he is in the mood
for ita nd he never tries to make him-
self do a eertain amount of work each
day. He writes whenever he feels
like it. Sometimes there are days
when he caun’t write even a féew hum-
words, but he has written as

“A that doesn't balk,” he
said, in speaking of the obstacles he

THE WORLD O

ada---Mrs. Humphrey Ward Failed to Catch
Real Spirit of Canada in “Lady Merton”---
How Thomas Hardy Spends His Days.

theme of the plot in his head, but he land dear Dorset,

BOOKS AND LETTERS

Poet Laureate of Can

encounters, ‘never fails to be uninter-
esting 1. have always tried to place
human people in absurd or unique sit-
uations and to let them extricate
themselves as you or 1 if so placed.”

He has found it a good idea to re-
write the last two or three pages of a
chapter when it seems hard to connect
one chapter with another. It seems
to give him a swing, he says, in begin-
ning the next.

“] always begin a story with a
par ‘aph or sentence vital to the
plot,” he declares; “something to grip
the reader's attention from the very
start. To accomplish this the first
page is always to me the hardest bit
of writing in the whole book.”

If poets laureate were in fashion
in America there is no doubt ast o
who would now wear the layrel in the
United States—at least if the laureate
were chosen by popular vote. The
poet laureate would be an old bachelor
named Jas. Whitcomb Riley, who lives
in Indianapolis i

No other poet who has ever written

in the new world can rival Riley in
playing the oaten pipe. He is the
real American Theocritus. His Hoos-

ier dialect- verse has already passed

JAS. WHITCOMB RILEY.

into the classic realm, and'"When the
Frost is on the Punkin” is a phrase
that is now a fixed quantity in Am-

erican parlance.
Riley has done what few other
rhymers have ever done. He has

made poetry pay, in actual hard cash,
not merely in glory. His poems are
standard books, with a steady sale
throughout the country. .

The rattle of early London motor
omnibuses awoke Mr. Thomas Hardy
the other day upon his ventieth
birthday. He lay down to rest in the
falling even tide with the din sounding
through open windows. For he spent
the day in -the heart of London., In-
stead of the garden that is the pride
of his Dorchester house, he looked
out from his flat in Bloomfield court
across the up-and-down traffic of Maida
Vale and Edgware road.

In the mid-morning Mr. Hardy set
forth for his flat alone, passing the
time of day with the hall porter, and
hurrying on nervously before the man
could add his words of well-wishing.
But in the afternoon he was back to
sit with with Mrs. Hardy and receive
a few friends, who came just in time
to see how they brew teg in “Caster-
bridge’.’ The callers found the door
opened to them by the little serving-
maid, whose cheeks show that London
is not home to her, and that she may
have playved in the meadows that
“Tess” knew. When the party met
the mérry conversation of the visitors
echoed through the flat, and only now
and then came in softer, lower tones,
words from the great novelist.

His Simple Tales.

Before seven the callers had gone,

and then it was that Mr. Hardy sought

{rest in his bedroom, for birthdayvs are

tiring happenings when they mark
life's long span. For severa' weeks
now Mr. Hardy has lived in the fiat at
Bioomfield court, where there are lifts
and telephones and electric lights, all

Before he starts to write Mr, .\lr-lthe modern conveniences of London

residence, so different from Max Gate
Ailready the staff

.Hardy brings to
‘He writes book: says por-
ters who watch his exits and entiances
They can tell you that on such a nignt
ke was not home until seven; on
another he stayed out until nine, and
kow once—a memorable occasion it
was—ten sounded before he was Lack.
Rarely, they say, does Mr. Hardy use
the lift. Though he has suffered from
the pains of influenza and is seventy
he prefers to tramp the flight of
stairs.

Owing to Mr. Hardy's absence, no
sttempt was made to celebrate his
birthday in Dorcrester. Truth to teil,
the country folk of Wessex,“Who have
hecome famous the world over by the
types which Mr. Hardy immortalized
in Lis novels, are iudifferent to taeir
fame. They do act know that they
have been put in books, and thousands
of them never heard of Mr. Hardy.
He do¢s nothing to make himself
kuown locally. Genial. though he is,
his life is that of a recluse.

Ha lives at his bouse, Max Gaie, a
wmile or so outside the town, amid
the. daisies and the song birds, aund
seldom visits Dorchester except on
market day, when he walks to the
County Museum to see the newspavers
and to chat with bis brother or some
cld friend in the market-place. lie
has ncme of the affectations of the
artist.

sbsorbed in his 2wn thoughts.

another novel from his pen. “Yes, |

His rough {weed suit and his
a6ft hat suggest the wertleman farmer
rather than the illustrious man of ler- |with caution,and even: with a large mea-
tcrs, He stroils quietiy about as it , statements

Recently an old fiiend said to him}
tlat all literary Englend was eager for |d

in Canada --- Always Made
* en ‘*

London, June 24.-At Bansha Cas
Ue his home in gallant Tipperary,
there has just passed away in the per-
of 8ir William Butler one of the most
gifted soldlers of our time. / Sir Wil-
liam Butlel was born in 1838 in Tip-
perary, that fair county which Crom-
well once thought of reserving for
himself. The Butlers were an anélent
Catholic family, and had suffered a
good deal in the bad old days. S8ir
Willilam went to Sandhurst in 1856,
and two years later jolned the 69th
Regiment. Promotion came slowly, and
for a time his career séemed hope-
less. Those were the days of pur-
chase in the army, and this was the
position of the general, as he himself
has described it:

“One day I received from a distin-
guished military functionary an inti-
mation to the effect that a company
in her Majeity's service would be at
my disposal, provided I could pro-
duce the sum of £1,100. Some dozen
years previous to the date of this let-
ter I entered the British army, and
by the slow process of existénce had
reached a ‘position among the subalt-
erns of the regiment technically
known as “first for purchase”; but
now, when the moment arrived to
turn that pesition to account, Ifound
that neither the £1,100 of regulation
amount nor the £400 of over-regula-
tion items were forthcoming, and so
it came. about that younger men be.
gan to pass meé in the race of life."
By good chance almost at that mo-
ment Sir Garnét (now ILord Wol
seley) was about to start on the Red
River expedition, and Butler tele-
graphed: “To Colonel Wolseley, Win-
nipeg Expedition:—Please remember
me.” Without awaiting the reply, the
voung soldier took his passage to
Boston.  Arriving at Toronto, he
found out S8ir Garnet, who, however,
held out no hope. This colloquy took
place:

“My dear fellow, there's not a
vacant berth for you,” he sald. “I
got your telegram, but the whole
army in Cahada wanted to get on the
expedition.”

“I think, sir, there is one berth still
vacant.”

“What is it ?"

“You will want to know wWwhat they
are doing in Minnesota and along the
flank of your march, and you will
have no one to tell you."”

“You are right; we do want a man
out there, Start for Montreal by first
train tomorrow; by tonight's mail I
will write to the general, recommend-
ing your appointment. If you see
him as soon as possible it may be all
right.”

Became Indispensable,
Butler's resource passed the colonel,
and from that time the young lieuten-
ant became ome of Gen. Wolseley's
“indispensable . men.” Such a man, he
said,

Could Not Be Kept Down.

The expedition was a success, and so
was Butler,. who, when the trouble
was over, was sent out as a special
commissioner to the Saskatchewan
country, 1870-71, which he has made
familiar to thousands of readers of
his “Great Lone Land” and *“The
Wild North Land.” Then came the
Ashantee War of 1878-4,when General
Wolseley employed Captain Butler to
raise the Abkim tribes against King
Koffee Kalkallee.

They were useless allies and fled in-
continently,but Butler's services were
acknowledged by Sir Garnet in des-
patches and by the Duke of Cam-
bridge in the House of Lords, and he
was appointed C. B, with the rank of
major. In 1879 came the Zulu War,
and Major Butler rendered good ser-
vice as quartermaster general at Dur-

ban. To this followed the more im-
portant work in Egypt in 1882, But-
jer was present at Kassassin and

Tel-el-kebir. He had proved himself
a splendid administrator, and two
years later General Wolseley entrust-
ed him with the organization of the
Nile Expedition—despatched, alas, too
late—to rescue Gordon.

Butler got together a flotilla of 400
boats, manned by 4,000 picked men,
who passed the eataracts and reach-
ed Dongola without a hitch. To cheer
his men Sir Willlam wroté a song for
service, beginning, “Nile stream is
rolling strong,” and with a cheery
chorus, “Row, my boys, row away.”
When General Wolseley, sick at heart
on the failure of the effort to save

: He believes |at the court own a sense of the reflect- | Gordon—through no fault of the mili-
that the plot is naturally foromosl.tml glory that Mr

| tary—led back his troops, Col. Butler
| covered the retirement from Merawl
10 Wadi Halfa, and brilliantly dis-
tinguished himself in command of the
cavalry at Giniss.
Appreciated by Commander.

Lord Wolseley described him as
an officer whose “clear head, cool
judgment, quick intelligence, and in-
timate knowledge of his duties qualify
him for high command.” Immediate-
Iy afterwards Butler was made K. C.
B., and appointed major-general. He
commanded at Wadi Halfa, 1886; was
A.A.G. for special service, 1886-90;
and from 1890 to 1893 was in com-
mand of the troops at Alexandria.
For the next three years he held
¢ d of S d y Bri-
gade at Aldershot; then he was sta-
tioned at Dover, 28 com

the South-Eastern ; and to
this succeeded, in 1898, the chiet
command in South Africa. Shortly
after Sir William Butler's arrival at
the Cape, Sir "Alfred Milner, the

High Commissioner (nmow Lord Mil-
ner), left ror"mgh-l.

Asked to forward the first of the
series of Outlander petitions to Queen
declined, his ground being

=
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of | doctor is insane.

This {s the United States Weather
bureau registering apparatus which
registers the temperature, altitude an
d humidity in the form of red lines
traced on a chart. The box is used a
s a cover for the mechanism,

Mt. Weather, Vt., June 24.—The fun
—& boy would call it fun.’htany rate
—is all over at the Mt, Weather obser-
vatory when the kites and balloons
used by the weather experimenters
come down to earth. After that it's
work.

The weather instruments are tak-
en from the sky visitors and the chafts
with the recorded readings are remov-
ed. Then follow the long evenings
of setting down the figures for com-
parison, and the drawing of unintelli-
gible red, green and blue curved lines
on charts,

The red and green lines mean a
great many things to the 12 scientists
who live together on the mountain
top and to the weather bureau in
Washington, where the readings are
mailed every day. For from them is
likely to be worked out the science
of absolute weather predictions for
long periods in advance,

For instance, what would it be
worth to this country to read some
morning, say June 1, the following
authorized prediction, guaranteed to
work out to a dot, with telegraphed
warnings to come of any unforeseen
disturbances?

“A general warm wave will continue
about eight days in the central valley,
followed by a colder, rainy period
of seven days terminating in killing
frosts as far south as Memphis, Tenn.
Daily prediction: June 1, fair and
warm; June 2, 3, and 4, warm, partly
cloudy;June 5, warmest day of pre-

diction week; June 6 and 7, cooler,
brisk north winds; June 8, warmer,
becoming sultry; June 9, heavy

thunderstormes by evening; June 10,
cool and fair; June 11, cloudy, high
north winds on great lakes; June 12,
cold, clearing, diminishing winds, at
night light frosts in north; June 13,

THE INSTRUMENT THAT GOES IN A KITE.

colder, heavy frosts at night; June
16, warmer.”

Think of the value of such a predic:
tion, Delayed planting would save
the late corn crop. Berries could be
picked ahead of the cold snap and
saved, and there would be a week of
grace for orchardists to prepare crude
oil heaters to save the young fruit.
Picnics and all outdoor events, schedu-
led to take place during the predicted
cold spell, could be postponed in ad-
vance, Thoughtful preparation would
prevent many case of pneumonia. No
vessels would need to be wrecked in
the gale, for all might plan to be in
port on June 11. Great losses could
be prevented.

That sort of weather prediction
would be priceless. As it is, the
weather bureau is net attaining any-
where near that degree of proficiency.

The hope of the bureau is in the Mt.
Weather kite station, and in similar
stationg that will be established as
soon as congress realizes that it is
more necessary to vote money to this
scientific department than to the im-
provement of unused canals and
rivers.

It is shrewedly guessed that the up-
per air conditions, when they are un-
derstood and studied comparatively
with those over the entire continent
will prove to be remarkable weather
predictors for long periods ahead.

Prof. Alfred J. Henry, in charge of
the Mt. Weather staff of scientists,
does not let his optimism, if he has
any, run away with him.

“It's too early to talk yet,” he said.
“We want kite records for years be.
fore we can tell the value of the obser-
vations. However, we have already
discovered a few important facts that
have value. At the end of five years
1 expect to make a complete report
that will contain my opinion of abso-
lute weather prediction,

“One thing is certain, however, we
need more stations of this sort. This
station is o~ly valuable for this vicinity
We need one kite station in the centre

unsettled; June 14, cold, high west
winds, rain; June 15, clearing, much

of every section of country 100 miles
square.”

Not many little boys and girls be
gin school when they are only four
years old, but that is the age at which
the children of King George V. begii
thelr lessons in readings and' writing,
and not only in English, but in Ger-
man and French, too.

Theirs is & busy day. The school-
room is a large, bright room on the
first floor of their hopa, Marlborough
House, with 'a I ,' round table in
the centre, bookshelves filled with
school books on one side and a mas:
sive onk bureau on the other in which
are kept exercise books, drawing port-
ofoliss paints and brushes pencils
and rubbers, and pens and ink. Here
their study begins at eight o’clock on
winter mornings and half-past seven
in summer. Next to the school room
is a big morning room in which the
clilldren breakfast at nine o'clock,
and then returning to the schoolroem
they resumé their study until twelve
o'clock. Later in the day, between
four and six, there is a further period
of work, but only for those of the lit-
tle princes that are over seven years
of age.

Just now there are only three of
the King's children in the schoolroom
the Princess Mary, and her two broth-
ers, Prince Henry and Prince George.
The baby of the royal household,
Prince John, will soon be big enough
to take his place with the rest of
them.

Besides English history, and read-
ing and writing, and languages, the
children are taught from their earliest
years to observe a great many cus-
toms and formaljties. For instance,
they must be very careful about return
ing military salutes. A royal prince,
even when he is' a baby, is saluted
by every soldler who knows who he is,
and at four years old all the young
princes were carefully instructed to
return this salute in the proper man

ner.

Adjoining the schoolroom at Marl-
borough House there is a large play-
room, which contains a big chest of
toys, several of them of historical in-
terest. Some have been played with
by more than one King of England.
There is a model stage coach, for
example, made for George IV. which
was a plaything of Willlam IV. and
King Edward,

The playroom is used chiefly by the
young priuces on wet days, where
they indulge in various forms of in-
door fotball, cricket, or lawn tennis.
A strict rule of the royal school-
room i8 that all books, pencils, rub-
bers, ete., must be put back in their
proper places by the princes at the
end of their lessons, and a llke rule
prevails with regard to the toys used
in the playroom. Any violation pf
schoolroom discipline is followed by

By W. G. Shepherd.

Scranton, Pa., June 24.—This is a
story, first hand, of Dr. F. W. Lange,
the Scranton physician who claims
that he has turned base metal into

silver. There isn't much more to
this story than we have here. But
it's enough, as it is, to make you

scratch your head in. puzzlement.
Not only, he says, does he secure
silver from the lower metals; he has
been able to cnvert thm int gld!

W. G. SHEPARD.

“I know Tll have to suffer,” he
says. “But I'm ready for it. I turn
base metal into silver; I bring out
from my pots twice as much silver as
I put in them. It's not a lie; it's
God’s truth. The scientists of the
world are against me, but I'm going
to put the chip on my shoulder and
fight for what I have discovered.”
You'd be inclined to think, from
geeing this talk in cold print, that the

But he’s not a bit of it. He is still
the trusted family physician of u:e

SECRETS OF MODERN ALTHEMIST
TOLD FOR STANDARD READERS

it to an equal quantity of pure silver;
again my supply of silver was doubled
Over and over and over again I tried
the experiment. The base metal was
always turned to silver. Finally I
had to believe,
“One day I found traces of gold In
describe my astonishment. Again
the manufactured silver, I cannot
repeated all my experiments; the gold
in small quantities appeared very
often.
“The death of Mr. Dickinson was an
act of God that brought my experi-
ments into public notice. 1 had dread-
ed publicity. I knew that a storm of
doubt would rise in the minds of
others, as it had in mine. But Fate
has put the truth into my hands. To
me it has fallen to prove to science
that atoms, in all elements, are alike.
I have to carry the torch-—to blaze the
trail. The publicity from which I
shrank has come upon me.”
“What does your experiment prove
about atoms?” I asked, refering to his
previous statement,
“It proves that all atoms are alike.
The atoms that make up a piece of
wood are the same as the atoms that
compose a piece of iron. The only
difference is that the atoms in the
iron vibrate more or, perhaps, less
rapidly than the atoms in the wood.
The atoms in silver are the same as
the atoms in lead, or tin,'or gold. The
only difference is that the vibration
is different. The atoms of your flesh
are exactly the same, in size and ma-
terial, as the atoms in metal. If the
atoms of which you are composed
were to be vibrated with the same de-
gree of activity as the atoms of gold,
your body would be turned into gold.
“In turning base metals into silver
and gold I only change the activity
of the atoms in the base metal to
equal the activity of the atoms in the
silver and gold.

“The making of the silver and gold

mercial advantages. The proving of
t&h.e theory of atomic vibration is every-
ing.”
Dr. Lange took me into the labor-
atory in the cellar of his home. It is
- e d "

milionaires of Sraton; His

cover the country-side; hund-
reds of sick folk will have no physician
at the bedsides but Dr. Lange; mil-

ugh a
kid’s sliding kind—from outside. The
floor is of earth. Sunk into it is a

lionaires from New York have flocked
to his dark little laboratory, which
you enter by means of the cellar door,
under his house. One of them, C. C.

9 Government which the peti-
tioners were living in security.
Secretary he wrote bis

?

i died, they say, from the
the

motor stands in one corner.
I took two silver dollars from my

him.
. “Enough silver to make four silver

:mo( 1 emanat-
ng E
zation.” He d all u:zot

know, | know,” he replied in a i

“But I have gone back to poetry, my
fust love,” he added after a while, and
then he sald no more, 2

He is at work still. He works near

tachion, ané was silent for a long time

i every day, but be never tells any-

sody on what he is eng
of more verse and
atization of ome

you Lange
said to me when I visited him in his
now famous - laboratory. “When I
first succeeded in performing the ex-
periment 1 was astounded. I
a certain low grade metal with silver
turced out a mass of pure silver.

mixed | metal

llars,” he replied, “and a tiny bit
of gold left over, perhaps.”
The doctor, in his experiments, takes

Then he puts into the boiling silver
eight ounces of what he calls a “base

“This base metal.” he says, “is not
silver. If I told what it was it would
be giving away my secret. It is a
very metal”

He applies a u.w of 2800 degrees

is nothing, though it may have its com- the

ed by the gravity of the of-
fence. Punishments, however, are not
often incurred by the royal pupils.

THE NEWSYS BEWARD

(A True Story)

“You get out, this is my corner ™
And the older newsy slung his bag
at the newcomer.

The newcomer, a slender under-
sized boy, didn’t want to get in eon
any other fellow’s territory, and yet
what could he do? Leaning back

1 against the building and blinking hard

to keep the tears back, he was accost-
ed by a passing gentleman,

“Why don’t you stand up for your
own rights?” he asked the lad.

The boy's chin quivered as he made
reply: “You see, mother was took
to the hospital yesterday and she
asked me to promise not to fight—
anyways till she comes home again.
You see, it's this way: The kids call
me names 'cause I help her with the
washings, and I fight ’em, and ma

don't like it. Now that I didn't have
to help her I thought maybe I could
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punishment, the severity of which is_
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