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Sidelights on Titled Women
In Stories Told By Repington

Cossipy Colonel Likes Princess Patricia, But Not Queen Alexan-
dra—Lady Cunard Says *Romance for a W oman, Humor for
a Man"—Lady Headfort Only Successful Actress-Peeress.

IEUTENANT-COLONEL C. a’
COURT REPINGTON'S book.
“The First World War,” is
veally a transcription of his diary
tarough the period from 1914 to 1919.
and a large part of its interest lies in
his piguant personal comment and
the anecdotes related. For example:

Lady Juliet Trevor, who through
most of the book was Lady Juliet
Duff., was a sprightly conversation-
ist. The following bit is recorded
from a luncheon: “Lady R. (Lady
Randolph Churchill) said that no
woman ever loved a good man, and
Juliet agreed, saying that it was the
last thing that gave any satisfactiun.
Lady R. said that man had terrible
advantages over woman, as he came
into the cradle fully armed. Lady
Cunard thought that a woman ought
to have romance and a man a seuse
of humor.”

Princess Patricia of Connaught,
now Lady Ramsey, is compared to
Lady Juliet:

“Traveled down to Glynde to stay
with the Islingtons,” says the gossipy
Colonel. “Princess Patricia of Con-
naught also there. It is a pleasure to
see a princess who is not dowdy. The
Princesa very delightful when the
_first formalities began to wear off.
She is rather like Juliet Duff.”

Queen Alexandra did not please him
s0 well. Of her he says:

“Went down tp Coombe this after-
noon. Had an interesting talk about
the command in France, when Queen
Alexandra was announced, and ] was
caught and could not get away. She
was very charming, but very deaf. I
wonder why royalties will stand up
for so long and make everyone else
stand.”

. Lady Ridley is one of those Colonel
Repington most admires, as wi‘ness
the following comments on her:

“Lady Ridley looking more like a
Hopper portrait than ever.

“Went on to have a talk with Lady
Ridley at her house. She has a re-
markable capacity for rapidly analyz-
ing a situation and arriving at the
truth, and I do not know'ny woman
in London better worth consul!ting.

A Joke on Lady Carson

[ HE Prime Minister felephoned

T that he would lunch with me
to-day, so | invited Lady Ridley and
Mrs. Astor to join, but at the last
moment the P. M. could not turn up.
Ve had a very pleasant lunch all
the same and a great political talk.
Both fair ladies were very intelligent
and penetrating in their criticism of
ministers.”

There is a piquant anecdote of Lady
Carson told by herself:

“Lady C. said that she was waiting
for Sir E. ‘Sir Edward Carson,. the
Ulster leader) outside the club at
Belfast the other day in her car.
which had one window down. One
‘shawlie’ got on the stép and looked
in and examined her. Then she step-
ped down and said loudly. ‘It's his
wife. Then a second ‘shawlie’ got
up and poked her head in and bawled
out as she got down, ‘She’s vara
young. Whereupon a third mounted
and poked her head in turn to have
a good look and then shouted rather
contemptuously to her friends, ‘She’s
no si young as a’ that.’”

Mrs. Leeds, now Princess Chrizto-
pher of Greece, figures often. One
story runs: .

“In the afternoon had tea with Mrs.
Leeds and she told me as a goed joke
a regular fairy story. One day at
Montreux in the spring a delegation
had arrived from Lithuania to offer
Prince Christopher the crown of this
newly created state. Mrs. Leeds had
fled in a car to the other end of the
lake to avoid the deputation. When
Prince C. told Mrs. Leeds of the offer

‘ing

a lamp-post in New York than Queen
of Lithuania.”

Later: "It struck me to-day that
the stake-burning affair has put Mrs.
Leeds still’ more off the throne of
Lithuania. as she does not relish
frizzling. She prefers England and
liberty to a -crown and a stake.- But
she .would go if she were told that it
was her duty.”

The Countess of Pembroke, who is
referred to as “Bee,” is characterized
as “a very gallant lady and keeps up
her wicket 1n these hard times.” There
is a story of her in Paris:
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EE' sat between L. G.. and

Briand one night at the em-
bassy in Paris and translated the
questions and answers. L. G. asked
what Briand would now do in his
place. Briana replied that he would
have L. G.'s information and would
act accordingly. L. G. asked how
many times Briand had been P. M.
‘Seven times, replied Briand. ‘When
will you be P. M. again? 1 have
been inoculated so often that I am
free of the disease. ‘Bee’ described
L. G’s infectious enthusiasm as he
rushed in to announce Austria’'s sur-
render. The terms asked had been
puposely made most severe in order
to test the weakness of Germany.”

Of the Marchioness of Headfort
Colonel Repington says:

“Lady Headfort is good looking and
clever and no actress-peer marriage
has been so entirely succesful.” Coun-
tess Curzon of Kedleston, who was
formerly Mrs. Duggan, “is' a very
pretty woman; most charming and
restful, -but has got many enemies,
probably because she is such a suc-l
cess.”

There 'is an interesting paragraphi
on Lady Jellicoe:

“Lady Jellicoe told me that during
the first three months of the war.
when there was no safe port, Jellicoe
had coaled and victualed at sea and
had only entered harbor twice. She
was very critical of the way Balfour
had announced the Jutland fight: she
had to explain and excuse her Ad-
miral's action. She thought the offi-
cial Admiralty approval of Jellicoe's
proceedings very cold. She said that
the Aamiral now skated in the morn-
at Prince’s, but took little other
exercise. The war staff constantly
rang him up- at night, and as he was
gun-deaf it devolved on her as a rule
to wake him up. I said she ought to
stop the staff waking him up except
in cese of real necessity, but she said
that she could not oppose his wishes.
The worst was that when he had
given an order le turned over and
went to sleep, while she lay awake
thinking of the lives that would be
lost. A woman of character.”

{

GAVE THEMSELVES AWAY

THE visit of the Queen of Norway
1o England serves to recall an
amusing story of a childish escapade
of hers, in which her brother, King
George. dlso figured.

An intorma) Council ot State wat
being held at Windsor Castle, and
Queen Victoria, Mr Gladstone (then
Prime Minister), together with sev-
eral other noiables, were seated round
the table in one of the drawing-rooms
discussing weighty matters.

Suddenly the Premier felt something
brush against his feet

“Good gracious. ma’am!” he ex-
claimed in great alarm addressing the
Queen. “There is someone under the
table listening to our conversation.’

So saying, he went down on his
knees and, groping beneath the
t blecloth, ’resently emerged, grasp
ing in either hand a dishevelled little
girl and a hoy some four years her
junior.

The Queen burst out laughing.

«l¢'s of no consequence, Mr. Glad-
stone,” she said. “It is only my two
graceless grandchildren, Georgie and
Maud.” :

Our future King and his sister had
it transpired, been playing together
in the drawing-room—where they had
no right to be—when they heard the
party approaching, and in order to
escape punishment had hidden under
the table.

A Good Reason
“%70U refused him?”
Loosyes.”

“Why?” i

“He didn’t impress me as a man that
1 could get up in the morning and
cook breakfast for.”—Louisville Cour-
ier-Journal.

Lenine Surrounded

Disinfectants and Exerts Iron Rule

by Soldiere and

The Inner Cabinet of Six Men,

cratic Power in Russia.

Including Trotsky, Have Auto-

EOPLE often -ask, “How do the
Bolshevists work their Govern-
ment?”

Mr. Haden Guest, one of the secre-
taries of the British Labor Delegation
to Russia, tells the story.

The vast population of 200,000,000
is ruled by a minority of 600,0000.

These 600,000 impose their will
upon the 200,000,000 by .machinery
that is quite novel in the history of
rovolution. The various villages and
“vorkshops are supposed to elect
Soviets or Councils. These, in their
turn, elect delegates to t’ Annual
Congress of Soviets, which elects the
Central Executive, from which are
solected the Soviet of People’s Com-
missars, or the Cabinet.

Put the Covernment is really run
by a sort of military brotherhood, run

the. Central Committee of the

party, which is the
primary  force of Bolshevism and
Jirects the whole movement.

The Central Committee consists of
thirteen men—five journalists, two
irofessional revolutionaries, two law-
vers and four workinz men. This
body really determines who are to be
members of the village and factory
Soviets, the Annual Congress, the
Central Executive and the Soviet of
People’s Commissars.

The Cabinet consists of six men

‘ommunist

who are really Czars, as they wield’

{

terrific power. They are Lenin, Trot-
sky, Sverdlov, Rekoff, Staalin and
Tzurupa.

Mr. Guest traveled down the Volga
with Sverdlnv, who has his own pri-
vate steamship, which carries a
motor-car and a small sailing yacht.
Sverdlov also has his own special
train, with a special chef of no mean
order.

Sverdlov told Mr. Guest that he be-
lieves in ruthless discipline, If a
man gets drunk he is shot!

Mr. Guest went .o see Lenin
whom he found surrounded by sol-
diers and disinfectants—tLe latter to
ward off the deadly typhus, now so
prevalent in Russia.

Lenin was very cross with the pea-
sants who declined to part with their
grain for paper roubles.

“They will have to be brought
book by force,” he said.

Lenin was also very strong on the
gubject of free speech. He said:
“Why should the Government allow
itself to be criticized if it ‘eels it is
doing right and acting for the good
of everybody? If the Government is
opposed with rifles, it shoots down
the people who are carrying them. An
idea is much more explosive than a

to

| them only slightly, handed over his

rifle. Therefore, why allow people to
circulate ideas which may interfere
with the Government policy?”
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Knut Hamsun

“Menzies 0f Comox™

Is Clerical M.P.P.

The Way He Gives Away
Spare Tires Is Sure Indica-
tion of His Big Hearl.

EV. THOS. MENZIES, B.A, is
R his orthodox designation, but
for a long time .In British
Columbia we have called him “Men-
zies of Comox.” He is one of the
best known and most picturesque

characters on the coast, and at the;.

recent British Columbia election Co-
mox voted him into the Legislature.
A fellow minister has this to say of
him:

I recall an incident which indicates
that he thinks of others first and
himself last. Being over on the
Island, Menzies, for whom [ was to
take service on Sunday, was showing
me the country a bit in his ratherl
rickety flivver. We were some miles
away, but when we came upon two]
chaps with a hopeless puncture in
one of their tires, Menzies, who knew

own spare tire and took ‘risks in
getting home himself, and it was all
done so spontaneously that anyone
could tell it was just his way.

A man who comes in from outside
the distriet at election time has not
much chance as a candidate against
a man who has been the friend,
counsellor and guide of the people
for nearly a score of years:

Menzies, of course, is Scottish and
Presbyterian. Over in the Old Land
they would pronounce his name
“Mingus,” with the first four letters
as one syllable, He speaks well, is
fluent, but not too much so and has
a nervous directness in style. He 1s
good tempered, but could hit hard if
necessary. I do not know whether
he will keep on in the ministry. His
wife has been a patient invalid for
some years and must find it hard to
keep up her share of the wc ¢ in-a
congregation. Menzies, however, did
not run as a party man He was
just a ‘people’s candidate,” so ne
could no doubt keep to his work in
the church.

He dwells on a sort of small ranch,
keeps a cow or two, chickens to a
goodly number, and is an expert in
bee culture and other adjuncts to the
work of farm or garden.

A ROUNDABOUT WAY
LORD ALLENBY, who commanded
the British forces in Palestine
during the war, tells an amusing story
illustrative of the Oriental’s ingrained
habit of going the longest way rou..d
in order to achieve any desired end.

“While in Palestine,” he says,” “a
native was old off to find out and
report on the exact number of camels
in a certain large caravan.

“After the lapse of a considerable
interval, he returned and said there
were exactly six hundrer and twenty

“This was found to b. correct, and
he was asked how he arrived at the
total for camels, owing to their rest-
lessness, are not -easy animals to
count.

“‘Well, sahib,’ he replied, ‘I waited
until the camels were unloaded and
lying down. Then 1 went round an$
counted the legs, and divided the num-
ber by four.”

Slow Pay
"COLLECTIO.\'S can’t be very good.”
“What makes you think so?”

“l noticed you rubber-stamped my
last bill ‘please remit’ There must bz
a lot of slow-pay fellows on your
books if you’'ve had to have a rubber
stamp made for 'em.”—Detroit Free]
Press.

MRS. CAMPBELL MET
WRONG MR. WELLS

T has been noised about that
the heroine of “The Outrageous
Mrs. Palmer” has been suggoested

, way the Doric discovers itself.”

by Mrs. Patrick Campbell, w hich
brings to mind a new story rr'um
[England concerning the famous
star. She was invited to a Hinner
party by a climbing hostess who
overcame her reluctance by prom-
ising that she should sit next to
Mr. Wells. Upon being introduced
to the author, Mrs. Campbell ex-
pressed surprise.

“Why you're not
you?” agsked Mrs. Pat.

‘The novelist contended that he
was, and mentioned “Mr. Britling
Sees It Through” and ‘John and
Peter.”

“Oh, you're that Mr. Wells!” re-
plied Mrs. Campbell, in high disap-
pointment. “I thought I was going i

Wells, are

to meet Bombardier Wells.” '
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Uncensored Talks With Big Men About Themselves

No. 13—MR. D. B. HANNA.

By Emil Longue Beau.

E agrees that Scotland is the
H best country in the world—
for leaving purposes. He has
been in Canada since 1882. He thinks
Canada, acts Canada, talks Canada
—but with a Scotch accent, which
time can neither stale nor obliterate,
though some Scotsmen think it can.
Mr. Hanna comes from Thorn-
liebank, near Glasgie. Graham Mof-
fatt, who wrote “Bunty Pulls the
Strings” 1s also a Thornliebank
genius. Mr. Hanna says “Bunty” is
Thornliebank to a T, with the col-
lection plate safely outside the door
of the Kir-r-r-r-k, as typical of
Thornliebank honesty, as the play’'s
dialogue is of the speech.

As to accent and sincerity, listen
to Mr. Hanna.

“Last summer in the West, there
came to my car a fellow country-
man who also knew Graham Mof-
fatt’s father. He had been ten, years
in British Columbia, and liked it

D. H. Hanna i8 nothing if not a Scotl.

verra weel. But, he said, isna it tur-
rible the way ye lose your accent
heer-r-r? 1 said it was, though
some people think it's terrible the

As to candor—heer-r-r-r let hom-
age be paid to the president of the
Canadian National Railways for
being one of the few men who enjoy
telling stories against themselves.
The acid test of the sense of hu-
mor is the readiness with which one
will put the acid on himself. Hence
this Hanna story. as Mr. Hanna told
in- the room overlooking King and
Toronto—the room where Sir Wil-
liam Mackenzie used to reign, and
from which, when in doubt, he play-
ed the third floor, then the dufly
abiding place of the third vice-presi-
dent of the Canadian Northern and
its constellation of railways that
sometimes didn’t. :

“I began my railroad car-r-r-eer-
r-r with the Caledonia Railway, and
when I was about sixteen, they sent
me back to Thornliebank to sell
tickets. One day an old lady asked for
a ticket to Clasgow. When I gave it
to her she said:

“They tell me ye're Janet Blair's
son?”

“I said ‘yes,’ and she answered.

“l kent your mither since she was
a girl. She was a grand wummun,
and fine to look at, but ye‘’re no a bit |

like her.” |
We both laughed, and then Presi-|

dent Hanna dropped into another
vein of reminiscence.

“I hadn’t been in Thornliebank for
over twenty years., when 1 visited
there one Sunday. I saw people about
the streets I dfdn’t know, and who
didn’'t know me. 1 saw nobody I
could recognize. Believe me, there’s
no sadness like going to the boyhood |
home and finding that it has be-|
come another place. I poked arourd |
quite a while, feeling as lonesome as
a forsaken: terrier. Then I bethought
me of the cemetery—so I went up the
hill, and found I knew lots of peopie
there.”

And so from gay to grave aia|
D. B Hanna pass He's always do-
ing 1t. It’s a pleasure to work with
him, and under him. Occasionally he
barks. but he seldom bites. In that
range of accomplishment he drops
a hint now and then that Sir Wil-

eial managership at thirty thousand
dollars a year; that you tooi the of-
fer to Mr. Mackenzie, as he then was,
and that he wept at the possibility
of losing you.”

“Salary wrong, and it isn't Sir
Wiliam Mackenzie that does the
weeping in business affairs,” was all
the comment the former third . floor
would vouchsafe; and one had to let
him deliver his soul in his own way.

“You see, he said, “that some
people are gett\ng worried because
we're treating the man in the shop
exsctly as we treat the traffic
manager or the superintendent of
motive power. Every mechanic now-
adays wants to be a statesman,
which shows that very, little is
known about statesmen. But the
desire's all right; only we're in the
railroad business, and not on the
stump. Suppose one of our men who
is soliciting traffi. went to business
men_with this kind of a story: Tve
been boosting the National Railways
to you for some time, but now I'm
taking a couple of weeks off to boost
myself and lambaste your political
party. When ['ve walloped your
friends all over the lot, I'm coming
back to ask you for business for our
road.’

“How d’ye think the efficiency of
the National Railways would be
helped if we encouraged that sort of
thing. It can’t be done—at least as
long as 1 sit in this chair. I'm a
democrat, but 1 believe in retaining
a fair share ot common $ense.”

“Which is uncommon sense,” 1 re-
marked.

“You're dead right. By the way,
have you seen Sir Donald iately?”

“Not since he told me a few in-
side things about the Yes, Yes
Board,” 1 said.

“We used to have great times with
Sir -Donald, in the old days,” Mr.
Hanna proceeded. “You know, 1
never knew any man who grew so
much after he was fifty years of age.
He was like t¢ become an Admirable
Crichton.  He sent articles to high-.
class magazin '§, which printed and
pa'd for them, by g8ad, and he seri-
ously thought at one time he had the
ceratorical vocation. He was better
cut out for that than Sir William
ever was, Sir William, after he was
fifty, developed new habits. He
learned to smoke, and he became a
confirmed evening-dresser, He
smokes like a boy, but he wears a
dress-suit like . peer. Now the
power interests and street railway
are leaving him, 1 shouldn’t wonder
if he takes to goif;<although it will
be hard for him to give up figuring.
He'd be looking for margins on the
| green.”
| “Do you see much of him these
days, Mr. Hanna?”

‘Very little--very indeed.

little

There’'s no eight-hour day on my end '

of the job, I see what you're hint-
ing at. It's all the veriest rot—this
talk about the old interests still hav-
ing something to say here. Playing
the third floor ended altogether when
the third floor movec down. I could
no more go back to that than I could
to the hobby I had before the Cana-
dian Northern became a real road.”

“And what was the hobby?”

“For heaven's sake, don’t give me
away; but 1 loved to sing, and I've
heard worse tenors. I conducted the
Presbyterian choir in Portage La
Prairie while I was locking after the
Manitoba Northwestern road. Edith
Miller was one of my ‘pupils. She
becarae a baronet’s wife in England.
1 sing now sometimes—at home, you
anderstand. Tell you a funny expe-
rier ce I had up there in Poitage. An
old bachelor was gaing to get mar-
ried, and he came to me to see if
the choir would sing at the ceremony
in the church. I said I thought it
could be arranged, and what would
he like us to sing. He said he’'d like
to near his favorite as the bridal
part: left the caurch. 1 asked 'what
his .avorite was, and he replied:

 ‘Rescue. the Perishing.’

«Have another smoke, and don’t
rep~at too much of this talk, If you
see nybndy who wants to be cured
of the political bug, 'tell him to get
a job on the National Railways, pre-
ferably the old Intercolonial Divi-
sion.”

«you’ve had some-fun trying to
lick vour hippopotamus into shape,”
1 insinuated. °

“yes, an ounce-of fun and tons of
grief. If my sense of humor didn’t
swamp other less blessed faculties,
I'd have to hire somebody to weep
for me about five days a week.”

«Noel Marshall, perhaps?”

Not on your life. I daresay Mar-
shall could weep—any man who has
done the work for the Red Cross he
has must have bowels of compas-
sion. But he laughs when the stock
market's going down. D’ye think
wed 'unch together every day if 1
had to be everlastingly mopping bis
tear-ducts? Thank the Lord, if lfe
is™'t a1l beer and skittles, it's at
lcast no vale of woe. There's fun
evern in bringing up some politicians
in the wazy they should go.”

“And that way is?”

“Out of the dvor.”

The reader will not tuke 100
literally the observations of leuding
men about themselves recorded by
Mr. Longue Beauw, but will wnder-
stand that they ure whut the
speakers wotld be likely 6™ say
confessionally.

T EiL R T T AT TV

The Eafl of Meath

ING GEORGE'S lieutenant in the
troubled. city ‘of Dublin. The
“HBelted Karl,” as he is koown, is a
veteran diplomat and has for many
years been active in the Government
service,

Bandmaster,Chaplain
And Now Legislator

The Eleclors of Vicloria Set a
Precedent by Elecling a
Military Cleric.

OLDIER-CHAPLAINS who
S ter the political field are

s0 common that they do not
deserve some comment, and in the
election of Canon RHinchliffe, Con-
servative member for Victoria to the
British Columbia Legislature, elect-
ors of that city have established a
precedent which will be watched
with some interest. It is stated that
the ecclesiastic himself cherishes no
illusions about politics as a career,
and has addressed several audiences
of returned soldiers, outlining his
opinion of the type of man which
should be sent to Parliament. Canon
Hinchliffe believes that what re-
ligion can be blended into govern-
ment will not be likely to do any
harm.

Frank and good-natured, the
Canon will bring a considerable
amount of practical and worldly ex-
perience into the Legislature, for all
his clerical garb. His election is due,
for the greater part, .to the soldier
vote. As former band-master of the
164th (Victoria) Regiment and pres-
ent S.C.R. chaplain, he is very popu-
lar among the returned men.

Joshua Hinchliffe was  born in
England, and studied for the min-
istry. Coming out to Canada, he
eventually got as far west as Cal-,
gary, and was there ordained deacon
in 1893. For six years, until '99, he
did* considerable missionary work
among the Peigan tribe of Indians,
finally going to Red Deer, where he
was in charge of St. Luke's parish
until 1907. Afterwards he went to
British Columbia and was rector at
Chilliwack for nine.years, until 1916,
going then to the Holy Trinity
Cathedral at New Westminster, -and
thence to Victoria. Canon Hinch-
liffe, who no longer really possesses
that title, was ordained rural dean
and then Canon in Calgary, in 1904.

MILL-GIRL MAGISTRATE

THE English factory girl of to-day

; may be a magistrate to-morrow
She can follow the example of Mrs.
Elizabeth A, Higson, who works in a
Lancashire mill and sits on the Bench
to administer justice. The wife of a
tram-driver, Mrs. Higson is ex-
tremely popular. with her fellow-
workers and neighbors.

She has a ;~nius for smoothing over
troubles and worries, and many a
daughter and mother owe a debt of
gratitude to her for her help and ad-
vice. Everyone is proul of the honor
conferred upon Mer. Although she is a
J.P., Mrs. Higson is not going to de-
sert her loom.

en-
not

EDISON NEARLY FAINTED

MFTY years ago Mr Thomas Edi-

son was so stranded financially
in New York that he hadn’t a coin
with which to buy food. He was al-
most starving, and begged his break-
fast in the city. Three days later he
was watching the tape machine in a
certain telegraph office during a big
stock exchange rush, when the ma-
chine broke down. Edison calmly told
the “boss’ that he thcught he could
fix it, and proceeded to do so.

The grateful and astonished *“boss”
asked the stranger his name and next
day put him in charge of the repair
business at & salary of $200 a month.

When the hungry, penniless, out-of-
work operator heard the amount he
nearly fainted.

liam Mackenzie has teeth. of is
something of a rough rider. Great
men don’t always tell the truth. the
whole truth, and nothing but the
truth about other great men; and
though I tricd to draw him on his old‘l
chief, he wasn’t confessing any of,
Sir William's sins.

“But I'll say this,” he remarkeaq,
Sir -William - Mackenzie's a staunch
fr:end, and peopla who think he 1s
minus the graec: of aipreciation
don’t*know him.”

“If I tell you a story I heard anout
Sir William and ycu. will you say
whether it's true?” asked Mr.
Ifanna.

“Probably untrue,” he replied. but
let’s have the story.”

“I was told that the Canada Ce-
rment Combine offered you the gen-

1

Writhing Horde of Toronto Newsboys
Made T hings Lively for Rev. R. E. Knowles

I doesn’t pay to fool with Tcronto
[ newshoys, particularly if you n-

tend trying to make an address
to them, This Rev. R E Knowles
author ot St. Cuthbert, tound out one
night recently. In a letter to a Galt
friend he thus describes his exper-
ience:

“Last Friday night, at the very ur-
gent request of a friend of mine, [
went down to a mission hall in. the
east end and addressed a wrt!hmg!
horde of newsboys who had just been |
entertained to supper. said supper be
ing a kind of bait to impale them on
the hook ot subsequent admonition ‘n
the form of a speech, the idea being. !
reckon, that they would be more oc
less in the passive state of stuffed
anacondas, and thus at the mercy ot
the speaker. However, they were
more stuffed than passive—the coma

was slight and evanescent,and 1 sub
sequently suggested that chloroform
be resorted to on future occasions. |
made a fatal mistake. in openirg my
address, of asking them to vote (as
to whether it should be a sermon or
a speech) by holding up the left toot
whereupon they broke into such a
storm of enthus asm and glee over
this original method ot exercising the
franchise that they almost swamped
the hall, furniture and speaker, to
say nothing of my fellow-star, a
timid soprano, who fled for shelter
behind the piano as soon as the storm
broke out. However, I survived the
gale, and operated on them, with fair
success, for a period of about half an

il

HUNGER WON HIM
LITERARY FAME

Knut Hamsun’s First Success a
Description of His Sensa-
tions While Starving.

GIVEN NOBEL PRIZE

The Norwegian Author' Was

Once a Street Car Con-
ductor in Chicago.

HE belated award to Rnut
Hamsun of the Nobel Prize
for Literature for 1919 has

just been announced. Thus, the prize

goes for the second time to a Nor-

weglan and for the first time to a

former street car conductor.

It was before he achieved literary
fame that he got his job on the
Halstead street line in Chicago.
There was, however, a direct con-
nection between conducting the tram
and the Nobel Prize, for it was be-
cause he coud nout persuade the pub=-
lishers to take him seriously as an
author that he went to work on the
back platform

It was after his Chicago experience
that he went back to. Norway and
three years later, still as the direct
result of working on the Halstead
street tram line, produced “Hunger,”
the  first book that brought his re-
cognition as a writer.

Hamsun was born August 4, 1860,
on a small tarm near Lom .in Gud-
bradstol, one of the narrow valleys of
central Norway. His parents were
very poor and the family was large.
When Knut (he was then Knud
Pedersen) Hamsun was four he was
sent to an uncle on the Island of
Lofoden, in the far north, where the
year is evenly divided between light
and darkness—six months of day and
six of night. One of his critics has
said of him:

“The Northland, with Its glaring
lights and black shadows, its un-
earthly joys and abysmal despairs, is
present and dominant in every line
that Hamsun ever wrote In that
country his best tales and dramas
are laid. By that country his heroes
stamped wherever they roam. Out of
that country they draw thelr princi-
pal claims to probability. Only in
that country do they seem quite at
home,

A Joke at College
HEN at seventeen he consent-
ed to be apprenticed to a
shoemaker it was in order that he
might earn the money to have print-
ed at his own expense his first two
completed works, a short novel and

a long poem.

The next use he made of his ap-
prenticeship was to jump- the lob
with some more savings and go to
Christiania. where he hoped to work
his way through the university. But
in that hope he failed. ‘There were
two reasons for this fallure. The
more important was that he had
hoped to pay for his lectures by sell-
ing stuff tc the Christiania publish-
ers of newspapers and periodicals
and he couldn't do it. They did not
want his poetry ,his fiction’ or his
essays. This failure produced the
second reason why he could mnot re-
main at the university. He became
either an unbearable nuisance to his
fellow students or the butt of their
jibes. They did not understand him
and he made no effort to be under-
stood. So he left the university and
came on his first trip to America.

On that occasion he went to Da-
kota, where he worked first on a
dairy farm and afterwards in the
Jogging camps. Just what were his
peregrinations it is not possible to
say, but ‘they took him far and wide
and. always he _was trying to write
something that would sell and always
his wanderings carried him back to
Christiania for one more try at the
Norwegian publishers. He has been
a road mender, a coal heaver, a
school teacher, a surveyor’s chain-
man, a lecturer, a sailor and goode
ness knows what. He g0t back to
Christiania in 1884 and managed to
stick out the struggle for nearly a
year, but in 1856 he was back in Am.
erica, an@ it was this time that he
punched fares in Chicago. In one of
his stories he has told something of
this.

Too Stupid to Be Conductor
B UT he was not yet ready for
another struggle with the
Christiania publishers, and he got a
job with the Cottage Avenue line,
where they hada cable cars.
By spring he had had enough of

the Chicago street cars and went to
New York. ,One does not know if he
beat his way on the trains, but he
did work his way back to Norway on
a freighter sailing out of New York.
That time he had more money than
he had ever before taken back to
Christiania, and he made use of it
to mingle in the Norwegian Bohemia.
Moreover, he sold something occasion-
ally. One of the things he sold was
a sketch called “Hunger” that a
Danish newspaper bought.

“Hunger” was the dissection of his
sensutions during three days without
food after weeks with almost noth-
ing | The $2 or 83 he got for the
sketeh kept him for another week,
and again he starved 1n the end he
had to give up and ship before the
mast on a small freighter sailing for
one of the French ports The next
three years took him to Paris, Rus-
sia and Finland

But he wound up once more In
Christiania. This time he elaborated
the sketch “Hunger” into a book by
the same name that covered his last
bitter struggle. It brought him suc-
cess and fame, money, leisure to
write and enjoy the small farm 1n
central Norway where he has since
lived, and it led to the Nobel Prize
he has now received

Four of his books have been trans-
lated into English. Three of them are
his earliest, Hunger, Victoria and
Shaliow Soil. The fourth is his last

hour. There was no part of my
speech at which you could not have|
heard a crowbar drop, or a bomb ex- |
plode, or a lion roar.” . [

book The Growth of the Soil. writ-
ten in 191§ and doubtless directly
responsible for the award of the
Nobel Prize.




