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A BIT 0F ATTIC PHILOSOPHY
By VALERIA T. LYON

T 1HE suggestion was really first made by Harvey Lewis, but in-side of a minute everyone. was discussing. it with enthusiasMn
It was at the fortnightly meeting of the Attic Philosophers.

The "Attic Phîlosophers," as everyone in Pentonville knew, was
the naine assumed by a club of somte fifteen young people who loved
books and reading, and who met every second Friday night, in a
certain roomy attic, to discuss literary topics. The club was sup-
posed to be very exclusive, and its inembers really were, perhaps,
the intellectual cream of the village. There were in it: Ma.bel
Eakins, who did snch wonderful crayon sketches; and Helen Blair,
who sang and had even city engagements; Wilbert Stone, who
could read Hebrew and Arabic; and Rosalind herself, whose short
stories and poems had already won hier more than local reputation.
These were the "stars"ý-but everyoîie of the club loved rmailing.

1"1 really begrudge paying tliirty-five cents for a pound 'Of but-
ter," sighed one of the girls one day. "Just think of it--4hat thirty-
five cents wouid buy me a copy of Marcus Amelius or the "Divina
Cornindia" 1 Butter 4s so unnecessary anyway. But 1 can't make
the rest of the family see it !"

Thiis particular evening there had been a paper on Maeterlinck
and the discussion had been tunduly prolonged.

"Great Scott, it's 1.30," said Harvey -Calvert, glancing at lis
watch. "It's tinie ahl we respectable people were in lied. By the
way, does anybody know how Herb bas been this week?"

"Better," said someone. And Maggie -Robinson added, "When
spring conies, he'Illibe able to go out ini a wheel chair, the doctor
says." "Good 1"

There was a biief pause, for everyotie's thoughts had reverted
to the absent meinber, H-erb Willcox. And then àt was that Harvey
had sat clown suddenly on the arn of a chair and had said decid-
edly, "Well, say, look here! 1 think we folks ought to do something
for Herb. just somnething to let him kno w we miss hum. What's
the matter with oui getmg hum that chair?"

"Bravo " saîd Rosalind softly.
"Oh yes, let us do that " said someone else. And then every-

body was talking at once.
Harvey raised bis voîce so as 10 -be heard. "Silence," hie or-

dered., "Now, bow imany are in favor of our getting Herb the
chair?"*

Every person uplifted a band, and some put up both.
"Çarried. Now the question is, how are we to do it ?"
"Have a social," suggested one. "Private subscription," came

f rom another.
Harvey wheeled around so that hie could see Rosalind. "Rose,"

hie called, "speak up I You're the president of this inspired -band
of souls and a 'young and gfted autboress' besides-say some-
thing 1"

Rose hesitated, theîî saîd: "Well, bow would it do to give a
benefit? Everybody's sick of socials, and 1 don't think Herb hum-
self would bie pleased inuch by private subscriptions being taken.
Wby not have some sort of a literary evening-invite our frends-"2

*We'll give a Dickens affair," cried Maggie excitedly. "Brown-
ing and Ibsen and the rest are aIl right, but haîf the people don't
know anything about tbem."

There was a confusion of voices. Everyone was suggesting
sometbing, Harvey finally settled matters by annoumcing that a
special "business" meeting would bie held next evening.

That -was the beginninig of il, but the end was not yet. The Phil-
osophers worked with a will. "And people that you had neyer sus-
pected had any ideas at al came out with such original ones," said
Maggie.

H-erb Wilcox was a young man of brilliant talents and of fine
character. He bail worked hinself tlirough three years of hus
college course, and had money suffilcient on hand for his finaI termi,
when a -terrible accident bath ijured his spine. At first il was
thougbt heý couîd not live, and for nany months hie had lain in
absolute belplessniess. Then there bad been an operation, and now
hie was able to sit up, though the lower part of his body was use-
less. H1e wouhd neyer bie able to walk a step.

"But 1 have rny arins anîd my head yet," hie had said with a
brave sille only that very day to à fiend who hiad called. 'When
it gets warm, 1 ami 10 go out. in a wheel chair-4f I caxi get one,"
For Herb's people were not even fa4rhy well-to-doý.

H1ehadl been one of the cleverest as wehl as one of the best
loved of the "Attie Philosophiers." Hie was so good, so kind and
belpful, yet so original, jolly and witty. 'lWe seem fairly lost
without hum," Harvey bath groanied. What wonder that everyone
threw heart and soul into the plan for helping him a little.

Early iii the following week, about seventy-ftve of the residents
in Pentonville were much astonished to0 receive through the mail
smnall envelopes containing the following extraordinary invitations:

The Attic Philosopher$
have the honor of inviting you ta

a Dickens Evernng,
whicit twili be held by thern in

the A Uiîc
(Mr. H. E. Robinson's residence)

Walnut Street, Pentoisville,
at 8 o'clock sharp,

Friday evening, February 26, 19-.
As this is a benellt, in aid of a worthy& but secret cause, Please

bring your purse ih pleilly of srniall change, particularly coppers.
Your exit fee will depend on your knowledge of Dicke ns,
(«Prom him that hath nfot will b: taken away ecen tisai he

hath.'>) Password-"Betsy Prig."
,Please corne provided zith a well-shar-pened lead pencil.

The result, naturally, was mystification, Wonder, and curiosity,
heightened by the fact that not a Philosopher wouid make the least
reply to the most anxious enquiries. "Comne and see," they said.
So everybody went .

Mr. Robinson's was the largest bouse in Pentonville, a fine
modemn mansion in wbicb even the attic was nicely finished, of a
good height, and had windows. This attic, on account of its being
near at hand, free of cost, and always unoccupied, had for severai
years been the meeting-place of the club. There were trunks galore
t0 sit upon, some old chairs and a table had been mended, and alto-
gether it bath proved very satîsfactory. "Far nicer, really, than
Souvestre's Paris one, though bis was so fanious," said Maggie.

In response co the rings at thie Robinson front door on Friday
evexing, iMaggie herseif opened it, took the wraps, and requested
everybody to "'go on upstairs and along the hall to wbere Helen
Blair is."

This was simple. Helen, clotbed in smfiles and hier best pink
gown, stood upstairs in the hall in a doorway, the attic staîrs bie-
hind ber. Over the door a large placard bore the inscriptioni, "Iblis
way to, the Attic, where you're goiîîg to have the very Dickens of a
time 1"

"The pas.sword, phease?" Helen enquired.
And everyone repeated the mystic phrase and tried to bie ser-

ions. Whereupoîî, Helen pinned a slip of paper witb a nuînber
marked on it to everyone's breast, and requestedthein to "go on up."1

At the bead of -the attic stairs was a Young man Who pinned
another paper, inscription unknown, on everyone's back.

"I've been habelled twice," said the young Methodist minister,
comiîcally. "In front Pin a convict, evidently, N~o. 21. Goodness
knows what I nîay be behind 1"

Glances at other backs, however, soon revealed the fact thateach papen bore the nainîe of some character in Dickens. Theyoung minister, bathlhe but known it, was for the nonce "no less aperson than Mr." Richard Swivellen." A large pompous lady borethe fitting tithe, "The Marchioness," whihe Dolly Varden, LadyDedlock, Nicholas Nickheby, Madame Mantalini and Little Dornitwere ai walking about in unhappy ignorance of their own idenuity.
At eight fifteen pracically everyone had arrived, so a bell wasrung, and in the ensning silence, Harvey Lewis mcunted a trunk

and said: "On the back of each of you is 4he naine of one ofDickens' characters. You will be gîven fifteen minutes in whicb to,
solve your identîty. Do this by asking questions. It's a case of
"know thyself.' At the end of that tiîne al Who haven't found out
the naine must phease pay a fine of three cents."

Mild consternîation reigned, and everyoiie began to fine ques-
tions at those nearby, only to be questioned in turn. At the end offifteen minutes, not more than one-third had arrived at the right
naine. The coppers in I-arvey's basket chinked unerrily.

After tbis came the roll call not by naine but by number. Asthe number which each wore was calhed, each had to rise and rephyby a quotation, however short, froin some of Dickens' books. Then
indeed was there a frantie search of memories, a wild endeavor to
recollect some words or phrase I 0f course tbere was a fine, oînt
cent tbis lime, imposed on the unlucky ignorant or forgetful crnes.
Sorte of the replies were-

"Taby beck, Toby beck, keep a good heart, Toby 1""That was a turkey.'
"Be true to your time in the morning."
"Barkis is wiîhin'l"
"My friend, -Mrs. Harris-"
"'Please, sir, I want some more,' said Oliver."
"'The wind is in the east,' saîd rmy guardian."$

"Ima lotie, hone creetur-"
"'Demnition ' said Mantiini."

'Something's sure to turn up sooner or later,' said Mn. Micaw-
ber."

And one young gil not over long out of scbool Who remern-bered freshly the old Fourth Reader, rose quietîy in ber place andnecited the long end beautiful sehection about Little NelI, whichbegins-"An<d now the bell-the bell she had so often heard by nightand day, anid listened to with solemn pleasure, aîmost as a living
voice, rung its remorseless toîl for ber, so young, 50 beautiful, sogood."

Af 1er the fines had been paid, long slips of paper were distrib-uted. Once more Harvey got up and expIaînecl things. "This isashort examination, in tbree parts," said be. "Haîf an hour is thetime ellowed, then the papers wîll bie colhected, and examîned, andthe one Whio bas clone best wins a prize."1
Ah were now interested.
"On the wal ou see ten posters, eachon erstigomcharacter froin Dickens. Identify them if Y cripresen ig*Onalowed for this." yucn e minutes
Everyone set to work. The "posters" werc large crayon sketches,clone by Mabel Eakins and copied froin the illustrations'in a weîî-known edition of Dickens' books. Most of thein were quite easiîyrecognized. A litthe girl leacing au old man by the hand was -LittleNell and lier Grandfather." A young mnan with a black bird onhis shoulder indicated Barnaby Ruclge with bis Raven. Miss BetseyTrotwoocl, chasing a donkey wîlu a vinclictive stick, and lttle O)liver,holding out bis dish for "more," were botb there; while a good-natured wench stooping to pick up a button off the floor, while sev-eral more, aItbe very moment, were bunsting off the back of lierdness, could be none other than dean old Peggoty.
For the second part, ýevenyofle was to write, so Harvey said,' afull ist of Dickens' novels, naming at least three characters in eacb.
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