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A FRENCHMAN IN
AMERICA.

CHAPTER L

LDeparture — The Atlantic — Demoralisation of the

“Boarders— Betting — The Auctioneer— An Ingquisi-
tive Yankee.

Bun board the “Leltic®, Christmas week, 1889.

IN the order of things the Zeutonic was to have sailed
to-day, but the date is the 25th of December, and
few people elect to eat their Christmas dinner on the
ocean if they can avoid it; so there are only twenty-
five saloon passengers, and they have been committed
10 the brave little Ce/tzc, while that huge floating pa-
lace, the Zeutonic, remains in harbour.

Little Celtic! Has it come to this with her and her
companions, the Germanic, the Britannic, and the rest
that were the wonders and the glory of the shipbuilding
craft a few years ago? There is something almost sad
in seeing these queens of the Atlantic dethroned, and
obliged to rank below newer and grander ships. It
was even pathetic to hear the remarks of the sailors
as we passed the Germanic, who, in her day, had
created even more wondering admiration than the two

famous armed cruisers lately added to the »White
Stare fleet.

& * L4 ®




A FRENCHMAN IN AMERICA.

I know nothing more monotonous than a voyage
from Liverpool to New York.

Nine times out of ten—not to say ninety-nine times
out of a hundred—the passage is bad. The Atlaniic
Ocean has an ugly temper; it has for ever got its back
up. Sulky, angry, and terrible by turns, it only takes
a few days' rest out of every year, and this always
occurs when you are not crossing.

And then, the wind is invariably against you. When
you go to America, it blows from the west; when you
come back to Europe, it blows from the east. If the
captain steers south to avoid icebergs, it is sure to
begin to blow southerly.

Doctors say that sea-sickness emanates from the
brain. I can quite believe them. The blood rushes
to your head, leaving your extremities cold and help-
less. All the vital force flies to the brain, and your
legs refuse to carry you. It is with sea-sickness as it
is with wine. When people say that a certain wine
goes to the head more quickly than another, it means
that it more quickly goes to tne legs.

There you are on board a huge construction that
rears and kicks like a buck jumper. She lifts all the
parts of your body together, and, after well shaking
them in the air several seconds, lets them down hig-
gledy-piggledy, leaving to Providence the business of
picking them up and putting them together again.
That is the kind of thing one has to go through about
sixty times an hour; and there is no hope for you—
nobody dies ot it.

Under such conditions the mental state of the
boarders may easily be imagined. They smoke, they
play cards, they pace the deck like Bruin pacing a
cage, or eclse they read, and forget at the second
chapter all they have read in the first. A few pre-
sumptuous ones try to think, but without success.
The ladies—the American ones more especially—lie
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on their deck chairs swathed in rugs and shawls like
Egyptian mummies in their sarcophagi, and there they
pass from ten to twelve hours a day motionless, hope-
less, helpless, speechless. Some few incurables keep to
their cabins altogether, and only show their wasted
faces when it is time to debark. Up they come, with
cross, stupefied, pallid, yellow-green-looking physiog-
nomies, and seeming to say »Speak to me if you like,
but don’t expect me to open my eyes or answer you,
and, above all, don’t shake me.«

Impossible to fraternise.

The crossing now takes about six days and a half.
By the time you have spent two in getting your sea
legs on, and three more in reviewing, and being re-
viewed by, your fellow-passengers, you will find your-
self at the end of your troubles—and your voyage.

No, peonic do not fraternise on board ship during
such a short passage unless a rumour runs from cabin
to cabin that there has been some accident to the
machinery, or that the boat is in imminent danger.
At the least scare of this kind everyone looks at his
neighbour with eyes that are alarmed, but amiable,
nay, even amicable. But as soon as one can say,
»We have come off with a mere scare this time,<
all the facial traits stiffen once more, and nobody knows
anybody.

Universal grief only will bring about universal
brotherhood. We must wait till the Day of Judgment.
When the world is passing away, oh! how men will
forgive and love one another!l What outpourings of
goodwill and affection th:re will bel How touching,
how edifying will be the sight! The universal republic
will be founded in the twinkling of an eye, distinctions
of creed and class forgotten. The author will embrace
the critic, and even the publisher; the socialist open
his arms to the capitalist; the married men will be
seen »making it upe with their mothers-inlaw, begging
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them to forgive and forget, an admitting that they had
not been always quite so . .. so—in fact, as they
might have been. If the Creator of all is a philosopher,
or enjoys humour, how He will be amused to see all
the various sects ot Christians, who have passed their

lives in running one another down, throw themselves-

into one another’s arms. It will be a scene never to
be forgotten.

Yes, I repeat it, the voyage from Liverpool to New
York is monotonous and wearisome in the extreme.
It is an interval in one’s existence, a week more or
less lost—decidedly more than less.

One grows gelatinous from head to foot, especially
in the upper part of one’s anatomy.

In order to see to what an extent the brain softens,
you only need look at the pastimes the poor passen
gers go in for.

A state of demoralisation prevails throughout.

They bet. That is the form the disease takes.

They bet on anything and everything. They bet
that the sun will or will not appear next day at eleven
precisely, or that rain will fall at noon. They bet
that the number of miles made by the boat at twelve
o’clock next day will terminate with o, 1, 2, 3, 4, 5,
6, 7, 8, or 9. Each draws one of these numbers, and
pays his shilling, half-crown, or even sovereign. Then
these numbers are put up at auction. An improvised
auctioneer, with the gift of the gab, puts his talent at
the service of his fellow-passengers. It is really very
funny to see him swaying about the smoking-room
table, and using all his eloquence over each number
in turn for sale. A good auctioneer will run the bid-
ding so smartly that the winner of the pool next day
often pockets as much asthirty and fortyv pounds. On
the eve .of arrival in New York harbour everybody
knows that twenty-four pilots are waiting about for the
advent of the liner, and that each boat carries her
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number on her sail. Accordingly, twenty-four numbers
are rolled up and tbrown into a cap, and betting be-
gins again. He who has drawn the number which
happens to be that of the pilot who takes the steamer
into harbour pockets the pool.

I, who have never bet on anything in my life,
even bet with my travelling companion, when the roll-
ing of the ship sends our portmanteaus from one side
of the cabin to the other, that mine will arrive first.
One’s intellectual faculties are reduced to this ebb.

* *® *® *®

The nearest approac.. to a gay note in this concert
of groans and grumblings is struck by some humorous
and good-tempered American. He will come and ask
you the most impossible questions with an ease and
impudence perfectly inimitable. These catechisings are
all the more droll because they are done with a naivety
which compietely disarms you. The phrase is short,
without verb, reduced to its most concise expression.
The intonation alone marks the interrogation. Here is
a specimen.

We have on board the Celtic an American who
is not a very shrewd person, for it has actually taken
him five days to discover that English is not my na-
tive tongue. This morning (30th December) he found
it out, and, being seated near me in the smoke-room
just now, started the following conversation:—

»Foreignerr« said he,

»Foreigner,« said I, replying in American.

»German, I guess.«

»Guess again.«

»French?«¢

sPure blood. <

sMarried?«

»Married.»

»Going to America?
>Yes, evidently.«
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»Pleasure tripf«
»No.«

»On business?«

»On businzss, yes.c

»What's your line?»

»H'mn—French goods. ¢

»Ah! What class of goods?e

2L’ article de Paris.c

»The what?e

sThe ar-ti-cle de Paris.c

»Oh! yes, the arnticle of Pakrriss.c

»Exactly so. Excuse my pronunciation. ¢

This floored him.

»Rather impertinent, your smoke-room neigh bour!¢
you will say.

Undeceive yourself at once upon that point. It is
not impertinence, still less an intention to offend you,
that urges him to put these incongruous questions to
you. It is the interest he takes in you. The American
is a good fellow: good fellowship is one of his chief
characteristic traits. Of that I became perfectly con-
vinced during my last visit to the United States.

late
offi
in
sub

wh

tumr
calt

one

mo|

sent
into
incil
new
cut
befc




A FRENCHMAN IN AMERICA.

CHAPTER 1L

Arrwval of the Pilot—First Look at American
Newspapers.

Baturday, 4th January, 1890.

WE shall arrive in New York harbour to-night, but too
late to go on shore. After sunset, the Custom House
officers are not to be disturbed. We are about to land
in a country where, as I remember, everything is in
subjection to the paid servant. In the United States he
who is paid wages commands.

We make the best of it. After having mercilessly
tumbled us about for nine days, the wind has graciously
calmed down, and our last day is going to be a good
one, thanks be. There is a pure atmosphere. A clear
line at the horizon divides space into two immensities,
two sheets of blue sharply defined.

Faces are smoothing out a bit. People talk, are
becoming in fact quite communicative. One seems to
say to another: »Why, after all, you don’t look half
so disagreeable as I thought. It had only known that,
we might have seen more of each other, and killed time
more quickly.«

The pilot boat is in sight. It comes towards us, and
sends off in a rowing boat the pilot who will take us
into port. The arrival of the pilct on board is not an
incident. It is an event. Does he not bring the New York
newspapers? And when you have been ten days at sea,
cut off from the world, to read the papers of the day
before is to come back to life again, and once more
take up your place in this little planet that has been
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going on its jog-trot way during your temporary sup-
pression.

The first article which meets my eyes, as I open
" the New York World, is headed: »High time for Mr.
Nash to put a stop to it.c This is the article:—

>Ten days ago, Mrs. Nash brought a boy into
existence. Three days afterwards she presented her hus-
band with a little girl. Yesterday the lady was safely
delivered of a third baby.«

Mrs. Nash takes her time over it would have been
another good heading.

Here we are in Americal Old world ways don't
obtain here. In Europe, Mrs. Nash would probably have
ushered the little trio into this life in one day; but in
Europe we are out of date, rococs, and if one came
over to find the Americans doing things just as they
are done on the other side, one might as well stay at
home.

I run through the papers.

America, I see, is split into two camps. Two young
ladies, Miss Nelly Bly and Miss Elizabeth Bisland, have
left New York by opposite routes to go round the world,
the former sent by the New Yorz World, the latter by
the Cosmopolitan. Which will be back first? is what all
America is conjecturing upon. Bets have been made,
and the betting is even. I do not know Miss Bly, but
last time I came over I had the pleasure of making
Miss Bisland’s acquaintance. Naturally, as soon as I get
on shore, I shall bet on Miss Bisland. You would do
the same yourself, would you not?

I pass the day reading the papers. All the bits of
news, insignificant or not, given in the shape of crisp,
lively stories, help pass the time. They contain little
information, but much amusement. The American news-

paper always reminds me of a shop window with all |
the goods ticketed in a marvellous style, so as to attract |’

and tickle the eye. You cannot pass over anything. The /
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A FRENCHMAN IN AMERICA, 15
leading article is scarcely kn_wn across the »wet spotc;
the paper is a collection of bits of gossip, hearsay, news,
scandal, the whole served & Ja sauce pigquante.

Hine o'rlods.

We are passing the bar, and going to anchor. New
York is sparkling with lights, and the Brooklyn Bridge
is a thing of beauty. I will enjoy the scene for an hour,
and then turn in.

We land to-morrow morning at seven.
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CHAPTER 1L

Arrival—The Custom House— Things Look Bad— The
Interviewers— First Visits— Things Look Brighter—
“0, Vanity of Vanities!”

Jew York Barbour, 5th January.

AT seven o'clock in the morning, the Custom House
officers came on board. One of them at once recognised
me, said, calling me by name, that he was glad to see
me back, and inquired if I had not brought Madame
with me this time. It is extraordinary the memory of
many of those Americans! This one had seen me for
a few minutes two years before, and probably had to
deal with two or three hundred thousand people since.
All the passengers came to the saloon, and made
their declarations one after another; after which they
swore in the usual form that they had told the truth,
and signed a paper to that effect. This done, many
a poor pilgrim innocently imagines that he has finished
with the Custom House, and he renders thanks to Heaven
that he is going to set foot on a soil where a man’s word
is not doubted. He reckons without his host. In spite
of his declaration, sworn and signed, his trunks are opened
and searched with all the dogged zeal of a policeman
who believes he is on the track of a criminal, and who
will only give up after perfectly convincing himself that
the trunks do not contain the slightest dutiable article.
Everything is taken out and examined. If there are any
objects of apparei that appear like new ones to that
scrutinising eye, look out for squalls.
I must say that the officer was very kind to me.
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For that matter, the luggage of a man who travels alone,
without Madame and her zmgedimenta, is soon examined.

Before leaving the ship, I went to shake hands with
Captain Parsell, that experienced sailor whose bright,
interesting conversation, added to the tempting delicacies
provided by the cooks, made many an hour pass right
cheerily for those who, like myself, had the good fortune
to sit at his table. I thanked him for all the kind
attentions I had received at his hands. I should have
liked to thank all the employés of the »White Stare
Line Company. Their politeness is above all praise, their
patience perfectly angelical. Ask them twenty times a
day the most absurd questions, such as: »Will the sea
soon calm down?« »Shall we get into harsour on Wednes-
day?« »Do you think we shall be ia early enough to
land in the evening?« And so on. You find them always
ready with a kind and encouraging answer: »The baro-
meter is going up and the sea is going down;« or, »We
are now doing our nineteen knots an hour.c Is it true,
or not? It satisfies you, at all events. In certain cases,
it is so sweet to be deceived! Better to be left to nurse
a beloved illusion than to have to give it up for a harsh
reality that you are powerless against. Everyone is
grateful to those kind sailors and stewards for the little
innocent fibs that they are willing to load their con-
sciences with, in order that they may brighten your
path across the ocean a little.

® ® = ®

Everett House, Foon.

My baggage examined, I took a cab to the hotel.
Three dollars for a mile and a half: a mere trifle.

It was pouring with rcin. New York on a Sunday
is never very gay. To-day the city seemed to me horrible,
dull, dirty, and dreary. It is not the fault of New York
altogether. Ihave the spleen. A horribly stormy passage,
the stomach upside down, the heart up in the throat,

2
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the thought that my dear ones are three thousand miles
away: all these things help to make everything look black.

It would have needed a radiant sun in one of those pure
blue skies that North America is so rich in, to make
life look agreeable and New York passable to-day.

In ten minutes, cabby set me down at the Everett
House. After having signed the register, I went and
looked up my manager, whose bureau is on the ground
floor of the hotel.

The spectacle which awaited me was appalling.

There sat the unhappy Major Pond in his office,
his head bowed upon his chest, his arms hanging
limp, the very picture of despair.

The country is seized with a panic. Everybody
has the influenza. Everyone does not die of it, but
everyone is having it. The malady is not called
influenza over here, as it is in Europe. It is called
»Grippec. No American escapes it. Some have /z
grippe, others have the grippe, a few even have the
la grippe. Others again, the lucky ones, think they
have it. Those who have not had it, or do not think
they have it yet, are expecting it. The nation is in
a complete state of demoralisation. Theatres are
empty, business almost suspended, doctors on their
backs or run off their legs.

At twelve a telegram is handed to me. It is from
my friend Wilson Barrett, who is playing in Philadelphia:

»Hearty greetings, dear friend. Five grains of
quinine and two tablets of antipyrine a day, or you
get grippe.c

Then came many letters, by every post:

»Impossible to go and welcome you in person.
I have /a grippe. Take every precaution.c
Such is the tenor of them all.

The outlook is not bright. What to do? For a moment |

I have half a mind to call a cab and get on board the
first boat bound for Europe.
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I go to my room, the windows of which overlook
Union Square. The sky is sombre, the street is black
and deserted, the air is suffocating’y warm, and a very
heavy rain is beating against the® windows,
Shade of Columbus, how I wish I were home again!
® & *® *®

Cheer up, boy, the handgrasps of your dear New
York friends will be sweet after the frantic grasping
of stair-rails and other ship furniture for so many days!

I will have lunch and go and pay calls.

® & ® ¥

Excuse me if I leave you for a few minutes. The
interviewers are waiting for me downstairs in Major
Pond’s office. The interviewers! a gay note at last.
The hall-porter hands me their cards. They are all there:
representatives of the 77zbune, the Times, the Sun, the
Herald, the World, the Star.

What nonsense Europeans have written on the subject
of interviewing in America, to be sure! To hear them
speak, you would believe that it is the greatest nuisance
in the world.

A Frenchman writes in the Fzgaro:

»I will go to America, if my life can be insured
against that terrific nuisance interviewing.«

An Englishman writes to an English papet, on
returning from America:

»When the reporters called on me, I invariably
refused to see them.«

Trash! cant! hypocrisy! With the exception of
a King, or the Prime Minister of one of the Great
Powers, a man is only too glad to be interviewed.
Don’t talk to me about the nuisance, tell the truth, it
is always such a treat to hear it. I consider that
interviewing is a compliment, a great compliment,
a great compliment paid to the interviewed. In asking
a man to give you his views, so as to enlighten the
2'
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public on such and such a subject, you acknowledge triicts
that he is an important man, which is flattering to : publi
him; or you take him for one, which is more flattering (1507
still. :

I maintain that American interviewers are ex- Bow
tremely courteous and obliging, and, as a rule, very 3 vindla
faithful reporters of what you say to them. : bright

Let me say that I have a lurking doubt in my fortun
mind whether those who have so much to say against forgot
interviewing in America have ever been asked to be ot les
interviewed at all, or have even ever run such a I
danger. | Wi

I object to interviewing as a sign of decadence ; Horac
in modern journalism; but I do not object to being Tl
interviewed, I like it; and, to prove it, I will go down . combi
at once and be interviewed.

quiet .
® ® ® 2

onten
Jidnight. e Co

The interview with the New York reporters passed ‘;\!:‘e h
off very well. I went through the operation like a : the W

man, they said. The c

After lunch I went to see Mr. Edmund Clarence on Ar
Stedman, who had shown me a great deal of kind- these
ness during my first visit to America. I found in blue b
him a friend ready to welcome me. 1Z3is- A

The poet and literary critic is a man of about
fifty, of small stature, with a beautifully chiselled head. Tir
In every one of the features you can detect the artist, I fi
the man of delicate, tender, and refined feelings. It : Robert
was a pleasure for me to see him again. He has
finished his Library of American Literature, a gigantic vinishe
work of erudite criticism and judicious compilation, a smal
which he undertook a few years ago in coilaboration them 1
with Miss Ellen Mackay Hutchinson. These eleven delight
volumes form a perfect national monument, a com- one an
plete cyclopadia of American literature, giving ex- to the

1
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rledge tructs from the writings of every American who has

ng to published anything for the last three hundred years
tering (1507—1890).

On leaving him, I went to call on Mrs. Anna

e ex- Bowman Dodd, the author of Catkedral Days, Glo-

very rinda, and other charming books, and one of the

brightest conversationalists it has ever been my good

n my fortune to meet. After an hour’s chat with her, I had

gainst forgotten all about the grippe and all my other more

to be or less imaginary miseries.

ich a I retnrned to the Everett House to dress, and
went to the Union League Club to dine with General

dence Horace Porter.

being The General possesses a rare and most happy

down combination of brilliant, flashing Parisian wit and dry,
juiet American humour. This charming ceusexr and
omteur tells an anecdote as nobody I know can do:
1¢ never misses fire. He assured me at table that
vhe: Copyright Bill will soon be passed, for, he added,

:assed »we have now a pure and pious Administration. At
like a the White House they open their oysters with prayer.«
‘The conversation fell on American Society, or, rather,
rence on American Societies. The highest and lowest of
kind- these can be distinguished by the use of zan. »The
id in tlue blood of America put it before their names, as
17an Nickeir; political society put it after, as Sullivan.c
about O VANITAS VAN-ITATUM !
head. Time passed rapidly in such delightful company.
artist, [ finished the evening at the house of Colonel
s. Robert G. Ingersoll. If there had been any cloud of
e has gloom still left hanging about me, it would have
rantic vanished at the sight of his sunny face. There was
ation, a small gathering of some thirty people, and among
-ation themx Mr. Edgar Fawcett, whose acquaintance I was
leven delighted to make. Conversation went on briskly with

one and the other, and at half-past elever I returned
to the hotel completely cured.

|
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To-morrow morning I leave for Boston at ten
o'clock, to begin the lecture tour in that city, or, to
use an Americanism, to »open the showe.

&® & ® @

There is a knock at the door.

It is the hall porter with a letter: an invitation to
dine with the members of the Clover Club at Phila-
delphia on Thursday next, the 16th.

I look at my list of engagements and find I am
in Pittsburgh on that day.

1 take a telegraph form and pen the following,
which I will send to my friend, Major M. P. Handy,
the president of this lively association:

>Many thanks. Am engaged ir t'ittsburgh on the
sixteenth. Thank God, cannot attend your dinner.«

I remember how those »boys¢ cheeked me two
years ago, laughed at me, sat on me. That's my _
telegram to you, Cloverites—with my love.
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CHAPTER IV.

Impressions of American Hotels.

Boston, 6th January.

ARRIVED here this afternoon, and resumed acquain-
tance with American hotels.

American hotels are all alike.

Some are worse.

Describe one and you have described them all.

On the ground floor, a large entrance-hall strewed
with cuspidores for the men, and a side entrance
provided with a triumphal arch for the ladies. On
this floor the sexes are separated, as at the public
baths.

In the large hall, a counter behind which solemn
clerks, whose business-faces relax not a muscle, are
ready with their book to enter your name and assign
you a number. A small army of coloured porters
ready to take you in charge. Not a salute, not a
word, not a smile of welcome. The negro takes your
bag and makes a sign that your case is settled. You
follow him. For the time being, you lose your
personality and become No. 375, as you would in
gaol. Don’t ask questions, there is no time to answer;
don’t ring the bell to ask for a favour, if you set any
value on your time. All the rules of the establish-
ment are printed and posted in your bedroom; you
have to submit to them. No question to ask, you
know everything. Henceforth you will have to be
hungry from 7 to 9 a.m.,, from f to 3 p.m., from 6
to 8 p.m. The slightest infringement of the routine
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would stop the wheel, so don’t ask if you could have
a meal av four o'clock; you would be taken for a
lunatic, or a crank (as they call it in America).

Between meals you will be supplied with ice
water ad lbitum.

No privacy. No coffee-room, no smoking-room.
No place where you can go and quietly sip a cup of
coffee or drink a glass of beer with a cigar. You can
have a drink at the bar, and then go and sit down
in the hall among the crowd.

Life in an American hotel is an alternation of
the cellular system during the night and of the
gregarious system during the day, an alternation of
the penitential systems carried out at Philadelphia
and at Auburn.

It is not in the bedroom either that you must
seek anything to cheer you. The bed is good, but
only fer the night. The room is perfectly nude.

Not even »Napoleon’s Farewell to his Soldiers
at Fontainebleau« as in France, or »Strafford Walking
to the Scaffolde as in England. Not that these
pictures are particulary cheerfull, still they break the
monotony of the wall-paper. Here the only oases in
the brown or grey desert are cautions.

First of all, a notice that, in a cupboard near the
window, you will find some twenty yards of coiled
rope which, in case of fire, you are to fix to a hook
outside the window. The rest is guessed. You fix
the rope and—you let yourself go. From a sixth,
seventh, or eighth story, the prospect is lively.
Another caution informs you of all that you must
not do, such as your own washing in the bedroom.
Another warns you that if, on retiring, you put your
boots outside the door, you do so at your own risk
and peril. Another is posted near the door, close
to an electric bell. With a little care and practice,
you will be able to cairy out the instructions printed
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thereon. The only thing wonderful about the con-
trivance is that the servants never make mistakes.

Press once for ice-water.
> twice » hall-boy.
» three times » fireman.
» four » » chambermaid.
» five » » hot water.
> six > » ink and writing materials.
» seven » » baggage.
» eight » » messenger.

In some hotels I have seen the list carried to
number twelve.

Another notice tells you what the proprietor’s
responsibilities are, and at what time the meals take
place. Now this last notice is the most important
of all. Woe to you if you forget it! For if you
should present yourself one minute after the dining-
room door is closed, no humas: consideration would
get it open for you. Supplications, arguments would
be of no avail. Not even money.

»What do you mean?« some old-fashioned Eu-
ropean will exclaim. »>When the zadle d’iote is
over, of course you cannot expect the menu to be
served to you; but surely you can order a steak or
a chop.«

No, you cannot, not even an omelette or a piece
of cold meat. If you arrive at one minute past three
(in small towns, at one minute past two), you find
the dining-room closed, and you must wait till six
o'clock to see its hospitable doors open again.

When you enter the dining-room, you must not
believe that you can go and sit where you like. The
chief waiter assigns you a seat, and you must take
it. Whit a superb wave of the hand, he signs to
you to follow him. He does not even turn round te
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see if you are behind him, following him in all the
meanders he describes amidst the sixty, eighty,
sometimes hundred, tables that are in the room. He

takes it for granted you are an cvbedient, submissive

traveller who knows his duty. Altogether I travelled
in the United States for about ten months, and I
never came across an American so daring, so in-
dependent, as to actually take any other seat than that
“assigned to him by that tremendous potentate, the
chief waiter. Occasionally, just to try him, I would
sit down in a chair I took a fancy to. But he would
come and fetch me, and tell me that I could not stay
there. In Europe, the waiter asks you where you
would like to sit. In America, you ask him where
you may sit. He is a paid servant, therefore a master
in America. He is in command, not of the other
waiters, but of the guests. Several times, recognising
friends in the dining-room, I asked the man to take
me to their table (I should not have dared to go by
myselt), and the permission was granted with a
patronising sign of the head. I have constantly seen
Americans stop on the threshold of the dining-room
door, and wait until the chief waiter had returned
from placing a guest to come and fetch them in their
turn. I never saw them venture alone, and take an
empty seat without the sanction of the waiter.

The guests feel strucn with awe in that dining-
room, and solemnly bolt their food as quickly as they
can. You hear less noise in an American hotel dining-
room containing five hundred people, than you do at
a French table d’hiote accommodating fifty people, at
a German one containing a dozen guests, or at a
table where two Italians are dining #éfe-a-téte. The
chief waiter, at large Northern and Western hotels, is
a white man. In the Southern ones, he is a mulatto
or a black; but white or black, he is always a magni-
ficent specimen of his race. There is not a ghost of
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a savour of the serving-man about him: no whiskers
and shaven upper lips reminding you of the waiters of
the Old World; but always a fine moustache, the
twirling of which helps to give an air of nonchalant
superiority to’ its wearer. The mulatto head waiters in
the South really look like dusky princes. Many of
them are so handsome and carry themselves so
superbly, that you find them very impressive at first,
and would fain apologise to them. You feel as if you
wanted to thank them for kindly condescending to
concern themselves about anything so commonplace as
your seat at table.

In the smaller hotels, the waiters are all—wait-
resses. The waiting is done by damsels entirely— | Do
or rather by the guests of the hotel. :

If the Southern head waiter looks like a prince,
what shall we say of the head waitress in the East,
the North and the West? No term short of queenly
will describe her stately bearing as she moves about
among her bevy of reduced duchesses. She is evi-
dently chosen for her appearance. She is »divinely
tall« as well as »most divinely fair,« and, as if to add
to her importance, she is crowned with a gigantic mass
of frizzled hair. All the waitresses have this coiffure.
It is a livery, as caps are in the Old World; but in-
steat of being a badge of servitude, it locks, and is,
alarmingly emancipated—so much so that, before ma-
king close acquaintance with my dishes, I always
examine them with great care. A beautiful mass of hair
looks lovely on the head of a woman, but one in your
soup, even if it had strayed from the tresses of your
beloved one, would make the corners of your mouth
go down, and the tip of your nose go up.

A regally handsome woman always »goes well in
the landscape,« as the French say, and I have seen
specimens of these waitresses so handsome and so
commanding-looking that if they cared to come over
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to Europe and play the queens in London pantomimes,
I feel sure they would command quite exceptional
prices, and draw big salaries and crowded houses.

# &® & &

The thing which strikes me most disagreeably in
the American hotel dining-room, is the sight of the
tremendous waste of food that goes on at every meal.
No European, I suppose, can fail to be struck with
this; but to a Frenchman it would naturally be most
remarkable. In France, where, I venture to say,
people live as well as anywhere else, if not better,
there is a horror of anything like waste of good food.
It is to me, therefore, a repulsive thing to see the
wanton manner in which some Americans will waste
at one meal enough to feed several hungry fellow-
creatures.

In the large hotels, conducted on the American
plan, there are rarely fewer than fifty different dishes
on the menu at dinnertime. Every day, and at every
meal, you may see people order three times as much
of this food as they could under any circumstances eat,
and, after picking at and spoiling one dish after
another, send the bulk away uneaten. I am bound
to say that this practice is not only to be observed in
hotels where the charge is so much per day, but in
those conducted on the European plan—that is, where
you pay for every item you order. There I notice
that people proceed in much the same wasteful fashion.
It is evidently not a desi;e to have more than is paid
for, but simply a bad and ugly habit.

£ #® * *®

I think that many Europeans are prevented from
going to America by an idea that the expense of tra-
velling and living there is very great. This is quite a
delusion. For my part, I find that hotels are as cheap
in America as in England at any rate, and railway

L0
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travelling in Pullman cars is certainly cheaper than in
European first-class carriages and incomparably more
comfortable. Put aside in America such hotels as
Delmonico’s, the Brunswick in New York, the Richelieu
in Chicago, and in England such hotels as the Métro-
pole, the Victoria, the Savoy; and take the goud
hotels of the country, such as the Grand Pacific at
Chicago, the West House at Minneapolis, the Windsor
at Montreal, the Cadillac at Detroit—I only mention
those I remember as the very best. In these hotels
you are comfortably lodged and magnificently fed for
from three to five dollars a day. In no good hotel of
England, France, Germany, Italy, Switzerland, would
you get the same amount of comfort, or even luxury,
at the same price, and those who require a sitting-room
ge: it for a little less than they would have to pay
in 2 European hotel.

The only very dear hotels I have come across in
the United States are those of Virginia. There I have
been charged as much as two dollars a day, but never
in my life did I pay so dear for what I had, never
in my life did I see so many dirty rooms or so many
messes that were unfit for human food.

But I will just say this much for the American
refinement of feeling to be met with, even in the hotels
of Virginia, even in slunch« rooms in small stations.
You are supplied, at the end of each meal, with a
bowl of water—to rinse your mouth.
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CHAPTER V.

My Opening Lecture— Reflections on Audiences I have
had—The Man who Won't Smile—The One who
Laughs Too Soon, and Many Others.

Boston, 7th January.

BEGAN my second American tour under most favour-
able auspices last night, in the Tremont Temple. The
huge hall was crowded with an audience of about
2500 people: a most kind, warm, keen, and appre-
ciative audience. I was a little afraid of the Bosto-
nians; I had heard so much about their power of cri-
ticism, that I had almost come to the conclusion that
it was next to impossible to please them. The Boston
newspapers this morning give full reports of my lec-
ture. All of them are kind and most favourable. This
is a good start, and I feel hopeful.

The subject of the lecture was »A National Por-
trait Gallery of the Anglo-Saxon Races,« in which I
delineated the English, the Scotch, and the American
characters. Strange to say, the Scotch sketches seem-
ed to tickle them most.. This, however, I can ex-
plain to myself. Scotch »wut« is more like American)

humour than any kind of wit I know. There is about }y
it the same dryness, the same quaintness, the same |

preposterousness, the same subtlety.

The Boston audience also seemed to enjoy my
criticisms of America and the Americans, which dis-
poses of the absurd belief that the Americans will not
listen to the criticism of their country. There are
Americans and Americans, as there is criticism and

- . e
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criticism. If you can speak of people’s virtues without
flattery ; if you can speak of their weaknesses and
failings with kindness and good humour, I believe you
can criticise to your heart’s content without ever fearing
to give offence to intelligent and fair-minded people.
I admire and love the Americans. How could they
help seeing it through all the little criticism that I in-
dulged in on the platform? On the whole, I was de-
lighted with my Boston audience, and, to judge from
the reception last night, I believe I succeeded in pleas-
ing them.

® & &

I have never been able to lecture, whether in Eng-
land, in Scotland, in Ireland, or in America, without
discovering somewhere in the hall, after speaking for
five minutes or so, an old gentleman who will not
smile. He was there last night, and it is evident that
he is going to favour me with his presence every night
during this second American tour. He generally sits
near the platform, and not unfrequently on the first
row. There is a horrible fascination about that man.
You cannot get your eyes off him. You do your
utmost to »fetch« him. You feel it to be your duty
not to send him home empty-headed; your conscience
tells you that he has not to please you, but that you
are paid to please him, and you struggle on. You
would like to slip into his pocket the price of his seat
and have him removed, or throw the water-bottle at
his face and make him show signs of life. As it is,
you try to look the other way, but you know he is
there, and that does not improve matters.

Now this man, who will not smile, very often is
not so bad as he looks. You imagine that you bore
him to death, but you don’t. You wonder how it is
he does not go, but the fact is he actually enjoys
himself—inside. Or, maybe, he is a professional man
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himself, and no conjuror has ever been known to laugh
at another conjuror’s tricks. A great American hu-
morist relates that, after speaking for an hour and a
half without succeeding in getting a smile from a cer-
tain man in the audience, he sent someone to inquire
into the state of his mind.

»Excuse me, sir, did you not enjoy the lecture
that has been given to-night?’e<

»Very much indeed,« said the man; »it was a
most clever and entertaining lecture.«<

»But you never smiled——«

»Oh, no—I'm a liar myself.«

Sometimes there are other reasons to explain the
unsmiling man’s attitude.

One evening I lectured in Birmingham. On the
first row there sat the whole time an old gentleman,
with his umbrella standing between his legs, his hands
crossed on the handle, and his chin resting on his
hands. Frowning, his mouth gaping, and his eyes
perfectly vacant, he remained motionless looking at
me, and for an hour and twenty minutes seemed to
say to me: »My poor fellow, you may do what you
like, but you won't ‘fetch’ me to-night, I can tell you.«
I looked at him, I spoke to him, I winked at him, I
aimed at him; several times even I paused so as to
give him ample time to see a point. All was in vain.
I had just returned, after the lecture, to the secretary’s
room behind the platform, when he entered.

»>Oh, that man again!e¢ I cried, pointing to him.

He advanced towards me, held out his hand, and
said:

»Thank you very much for your excellent lecture;
I have enjoyed it very much.«

»Have you?« said L

>Would you be kind encugh to give me your
autograph ?« And he pulled out of his pocket a beau-
tiful autograph book,
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»Well,e I said to the secretary in a whisper,
»this old gentleman is extremely kind to ask for my
autograph, for I am certain he has not enjoyed the
lecture. «

»What makes you think sor«

»Why, he never smiled once.«

»Oh, poor old gentleman,« said the secretary, she
is stone deaf.«

Many a lecturer must have met this man.

It would be unwise, when you discover that certain
members of the audience will not laugh, to give them
up at once. As long as you are on the platform
there is hope.

I was once lecturing in the chief town of a great
hunting centre in England. On the first row sat half
a dozen hair-parted-in-the-middle, single-eyeglass young
»Johnniesc. They stared at me unmoved, and never
relaxed a muscle except for yawning. It was most
distressing to see how the poor fellows looked bored.
How I did wish I could do something for them! I had
spoken for nearly an hour when, by accident, I upset
the tumbler on my table. The water trickled down
the cloth. The young men laughed, roared. They
were happy and enjoying themselves, and I had fetched
them at last. I have never forgotten this trick, and
when I see 1n the audience an apparently hopeless case,

[ often resort to it, generally with success.

*® &® & *®

There are other people who do not much enjoy
your lecture: your own.

Of course you must forgive your wife. The dear
creature knows all your lectures by heart, she has heard
your stories hundreds of times. She comes to your lecture
rather to see how you are going to be received than to
listen to you. Besides, she feels that for an hour and a
half you do not belong to her. When she comes with

3
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ou to the lecture hall, you are both ushered into the
secretary’s room. Two or three minutes before it is time
to go on the platform, it is suggested to her that it is
time she should take her seat among the audience. She
looks at the secretary and recognises that for am hour
and a half her husband is the property of this official,
who is about to hand him over to the tender mercies
of the public. As she says: »Oh, yes, I suppose I must
go,« she almost feels like shaking hands with her hus-
band as Mrs. Baldwin takes leave of the professor before
he starts on his aerial trip. But, though she may not
laugh, her heart is with you, and she is all busy watching
the audience, ever ready to tell them: »Now, don’t you
think this is a very good point? Well, then, if you do,
why don’t you laugh, and cheer?« she is part and parcel
of yourself. She is not jealous of your success, for she
is your helpmate, your kind and sound counsellor, and
1 can assure you that if an audience should fail to be
responsive, it would never enter her head to lay the
blame 6n her husband; she would feel the most supreme
contempt for »that stupid audience that was unable to
appreciate you.« That’s all.

But your other own folks! You are no hero to them.
To judge the effect of anything, you must be placed at
a certain distance, and your own folks are too near you.

One afternoon I had given a lecture to a large and
fashionable audience in the South of England. A near
relative of mine, who lived in the neighbourhood, was
in the hall. He never smiled. I watched him from the
beginning to the end. When thc lecture was over, he
came to the little room behind the platform to take
me to his house. As he entered the room, I was settling
the money matters with my impresario. I will let you
into the secret. There was £52 in the house, and my
share was two-thirds of the gross receipts—that js, about
£34. My relative heard the sum. As we drove along
in his dog-cart, he nudged me and said:
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+Did you make £34 this afternoon?«

»Oh, did you hear?e I said. »>Yes, that was my
part of the takings. For a small town I am quite satis-
fied.«

»l should think you werele¢ he replied. »If you
had made 34 shillings, you would have been well paid
for your workle

Nothing is more true to life than the want of
appreciation the successful man encounters from relatives
and also from former friends. Nothing is more certain
than that, when a man has lived on terms of perfect
equality and familiarity with a certain set of men, he
can never hope to be anything but »plain John< to
them, though by his personal efforts he may have
obtained the applause of the public. Did he not rub
shoulders whit them for years in the same walk ot
life? Why these bravos? What was there in him more
than in them? Even though they may have gone so
far as to single him out as a »rather clever fellowe
whilst he was one of theirs, still the surprise at the
public appreciation is none the less keen, his advance
towards the front an unforgiveable offence, and they
are immediately seized with a desire to rush out in
the highways and proclaim that he is only »Jacke,
and not the »John« his admirers think him. I remember
that in the early years of my life in England, when
I had not the faintest idea of ever writing a book on
John Bull, a young English friend of mine did me the
honour of appreciating highly all my observations on
British life and manners, and for years urged me hard
and often to jot them down to make a book of. One

day the book was finished and appeared in print. It
attracted a good deal of public attention, but no one
was more surprised than this man, who, from a kind
friend, was promptly transformed into the most severe
and unfriendly of my critics, and went about saying
that the book and the amount of public attention
3'
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bestowed upon it were both equally ridiculous. He has
never spoken to me since.

A successful man is very often charged with wishing
to turn his back on his former friends. No accusation
is more false. Nothing would please him more than
to retain the friends of more modest times, but it is
they who have changed their feelings. They snub
him, and this man, who is in constant need of moral
support and pick-me-up, cannot stand it.

* *® * *

But let us return to the audience.

The man who won't smile is not the enly person
who causes you some annoyancr.

There is the one who laughs too soon: who laughs
before you have made your points, and who thinks,
because you have opened your lecture with a joke,
that everything you say afterwards is a joke. There
is another rather objectionable person: it is the one
who explains your points to his neighbours, and makes
them laugh aloud just at the moment when you require
complete silence to fire off one of your best remarks.

There is the old lady who listens to you frown-
ing, and who does not mind what you are saying,
but is all the tine shaking for fear of what you are
going to say next. She never laughs before she has
seen other peoble laugh. Then she thinks she is safe.

All these I am going to have in America again,
that is clear. But I am now a man of experience.
I have lectured in concert rooms, lecture halls, in
theatres, in churches, in schools. I have addressed
embalmed Britons in English health-resorts, petrified
English mummies at hydropathic establishments, and
lunatics in private asylums.

1 am ready for the fray.

0 A D bt e b
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CHAPTER VL

A Connecticut Audience—Merry Meriden—
A Hard Pull,

From JHeriden, 8th Januare.

A CONNECTICUT audience was a new experience to
me. Yesterday I had a crowded room at the Opera
House in Meriden; but if you had been behind the
scenery when I made my appearance on the stage,
you would not have suspected it, for not one of the
audience treated me to a little applause. I was
frozen, and so were they. For a quarter of an hour,
I proceeded very cautiously, feeling the ground, as
it were, as I went on. By that time the thaw set
in, and they began to smile. I must say that they
had been very attentive from the beginning, and
seemed very interested in the lecture. Encouraged
by this, I warmed too. It wat curious to watch that
cudience. By twos and threes the faces lit up with
amusement till, by-and-by, the house wore quite an
animated aspect. Presently, there was a laugh, then
two, then laughter more general. All the ice was
gone. Next, a bold spirit in the stalls ventured
some applause. At his second outburst, he had
company. The uphill work was nearly over now,
and I began to feel better. The infection spread up
to the circles and the gallery, and at last there came
a real good hearty round of applause. I had »fetchede
them after all. But it was tough work. When once I had
them in hand, I took good care not to let them go.
* » ® ®
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Visited several interesting establishments this
morning. Merry Meriden is famous for its manu-
factories of electro-plated silver. Unfortunately I am
not yet accustomed to the heated rooms of America,
and I could not stay in the showrooms moie than
a few minutes. I should have thought the heat was
strong enough to melt all the goods on view. This
town looks like a beehive of activity, with its animated
streets, its electric cars. Dear old Europe! With
the exception of a few large cities, the cars are still
drawn by horses, like in the time of Sesostris and
Nebuchadnezzar.

*® * * *®

On arriving at the station a man took hold of my
bag and asked to take care of it until the arrival of
the train. I do not know whether he belonged to
the hotel where I spent the night, or to the railroad
company. Whatever he was, I felt grateful for this

wonderful show of courtesy.

»I heard you last night at the Opera House,¢« he
said to me.

»Why, were you at the lecture?<

»Yes, sir, and I greatly enjoyed it.«

»Well, why didn’t you laugh sooner?« I said.

»I wanted to very much.c

»Why didn’t you?«

»Well, sir, I couldn’t very well laugh before the
rest.«

»Why didn’t you give the signal?«

»You see sir,« he said, swe are in Connecticut.¢

»Is laughter prohibited by the Statute Book in
Connecticuti?e I remarked.

»No, sir; but if you all laugh at the same time,
then <

»] see, nobody can tell who is the real criminal.«

The train arrived. Ishook hands with my friend,
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after offering him half a dollar for holding my bag—
which he refused, and went on boaré.

In the parlour-car, I met my kind friend, Col.
Charles H. Taylor, editor of that very successful
paper, the Boston Globe. We had luncheon together
in the dining-car, and time passed delightfully in his
company till we reached the Grand Central Station,
New York, when we parted. He was kind enough
to make me promise to look him up in Boston in a
fortnight’s time, when I make my second appearance
in the City of Culture.
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CHAPTER VIL

A Tempting Offer—The Thursday Club—Bill Nye—
Visit to Young Ladies’ Schools—The Players' Club.

RAew Zork, oth January.

ON returning here I found a most curious letter
awaiting me. I must tell you that, in Boston last
Monday, I made the following remarks in my lecture:

»The American is, I believe, on the road to the
possession of all that can contribute to the well-being
and success of a nation, but he seems to me to have
missed the path that leads to real happiness. To live
in a whirl is not to live well. The little French
shopkeeper who locks his shop-door from half-past
twelve till half-past one, so as not to be disturbed
while he is having his dinner with his wife and family
has come nearer to solving the great problem of life
,JHow to be happy' than the American who sticks on
his door: ,Gone to dinner, shall be back in five
minutes. You eat too fast, and I understand why
your antidyspeptic pill-makers cover your walls, your
forests even, with their advertisements.«

And I named the firm of pill-makers.

The letter is from them. They offer me $§1000,
if I will repeat the phrase at every lecture I give
during my tour in the United States.

You may imagine if I will be careful to abstain
in the future.

*® * *® *

Lectured to-night before the members of the Thurs-
day Club: a small, but very select, audience gathered
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in the drawing-room of one of the members. The
lecture was followzd by a conversazione. A very
pleasant evening.

I left the house at half-past eleven. The night was
beautiful. I walked to the hotel along Fifth Avenue
to Madison Square, and along Broadway to Union
Square.

What a contrast to the great thoroughfares of
London! Thousands of people here returning from
the theatres and enjoying their walks, instead of being
obliged to rush into vehicles to escape the sights
presented at night by the West-End streets of London.
Here you can walk at night with your wife and
daughter, without the least fear of their coming into
contact with flaunting vice.

*® & ® ®

Excuse a reflection on a subject of a very domestic
character. My clothes have come from the laundress
with the bill.

Now let me give you a sound piece of advice.

When you go to America, bring with you a dozen
shirts. No more. When these are soiled, buy a new
dozen, and so on. You will thus get a supply of
linen for many years to come, and save your washing
bills in America, where the price of a shirt is much
the same as the cost of washing it.

*® = ¥ #

10th January.

I was glad to see Bill Nye again. He turned up
at the Everett House this morning. I like to gaze
at his clean-shaven face that is seldom broken by a
smile, and to hear his long melancholy drawl. His
lank form, and his polished dome of thought, as he
delights in calling his joke-box, help to make him so
droll on the platform! When his audience begins to
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scream with laughter, he stops, looks at them in
astonishment; the corners of his mouth drop and an
expression of sadness comes over his face. The effect
is irresistible. They shriek for mercy. But they don’t
get it. He is accompanied by his own manager, who
starts with him for the North to-night. This manager
has no sinecure. I don’t think Bill Nye has ever
been found in a station ready to catch a train. So
‘the manager takes him to the station, puts him in
the right car, gets him out of his sleeping berth,
takes him to the hotel, sees that he is behind the
platform a few minutes before the time announced
for the beginning of the lecture, and generally looks
after his comfort. Bill is due in Ohio to-morrow
night, and lcaves New York to-night by the Grand
Central Station.

»Are you sure it’s by the Grand Central?« he
said to me.

>Why, of course. Corner of 42nd Street, a five
or ten minutes’ ride from here.«

You should have seen the expression on his face,
as he drawled away:

»How—shall—I—get—there, I-—wonder f«

*® * *® *

This afternoon I paid a most interesting visit to
several girls’ schools. The pupils were ordered by
the head mistress, in each case, to gather in the large
room. There they arrived two by two to the sound
of a march played on the piano by one of the under-
mistresses. When they had all reached their respec-
tive places, two chords were struck on the instrument,
and they all sat down with the precision of the best
drilled Prussian regiment. Then some sang, others re-
cited little poems, or epigrams—mostly at the expense
of men. When, three years ago, I visited the Normal
School for Girls in the company of the President of
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the Education Board and Col. Elliott F. Sheppard, it
was the anniversary of George Eliot's birth. The pu-
pils, one by one, recited a few quotations from her
works, choosing all she had written against man.

When the singing and the recitations were over,
the mistress requested me to address a few words to
the young ladies. An American is used from infancy
to deliver a speech on the least provocation. I am
not. However, I managed to congratulate these young
American girls on their charming appearance, and to
thank them for the pleasure they had afforded me.
Then two chords were struck on the piano, and all
stood up; two more chords, and all marched off in
double file to the sound of another march. Not a
smile, not a giggle. All these young girls from six- '

- teen to twenty looked at me with modesty, but com-
plete self-assurance—certainly with far more assurance
than I dared look at them.

Then the mistress asked me to go to the gymna-
sium. There the girls arrived, and as solemnly as be-
fore, went through all kinds of muscular exercise.
They are never allowed to sit down in the class-rooms
more than two hours at a time. They have to go
down to the gymnasium every two hours.

1 was perfectly amazed to see such discipline.
These young girls are the true daughters of a great °
Republic: self-possessed, self-confident, dignified, respect-
ful, law-abiding.

I also visited the junior departments of those
schools. In one of them, eight hundred little girls
from five to ten years of age were gathered together,
and, as in the other departments, sang and recited to
me. These young children are taught by the girls of
_ the Normal School, under the supervision of mistresses.
{ Here teaching is learned by teaching. A good method.
| Doctors are not allowed to practice before they have

\attended patients in hospitals. Why should people be
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allowed to teach before they have attended schools as
apprentice teachers?

I had to give a speech to these dear little ones.
I wish I had been able to give them a kiss instead.

In my little speech, I had occasion to remark that
I had arrived in America only a week before. After
I left, it appears that a little girl, aged about six, went
to her mistress and said to her:

s»He's only been here a week! And how beauti-
fully he speaks English already!«

® *® ® ®

I have been »put upe¢ at the Players’ Club by my
friend Mr. Edmund Clarence Stedman, and dined with
him to-night.

This club is the snuggest house I know in New
York. Only a few months old, it possesses treasures
such as few clubs a hundred years old possess. It
was a present from Mr. Edwin Booth, the greatest
actor America has produced. He bought the house
in Twentieth Street facing Gramercy Park, furnished
it handsomely and with the greatest taste, and fitted
it with all the artistic treasures that he has collected
during his life: portraits of celebrated actors, most

valuable old engravings, photographs with the origi- °

nals’ autographs, china, curios of all sorts, stage pro-
perties such as the sword used by Macready in
Macbeth, and hundreds of such beautiful and interest-
ing souvenirs, On the second floor is the library,
mostly composed of works connected with the
drama.

This club is a perfect gem.

When in New York, Mr. Booth occupies a suite
of rooms on the second floor, which he has reserved
for himself; but he has handed over the property to
the trustces of the club, who, after his death, will be-
come the sole proprietors of the house and of all its
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priceless contents. It was a princely gift, w?)rthy of
this prince of actors. The members are all connected
with literature, art, and the drama, and number about
one hundred.
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CHAPTER VIIL

The Flourishing of Coats of Arms in America—Re-
flections Thereon— Forefathers Made to Order— The
Phonograph at Home— The Wealth of New York—
Departure. for Buffalo.

Few Fork, 11th January.

{ /" THERE are in America, as in many other countries ot

X \ the world, people who have coats of arms and whose

: \ ancestors had no arms to their coats. : i

: This remark was suggested by the reading of the : p
following paragraph in the New York World this
morning:—

»There is growing in this country the rotten in-
fluence of rank, pride of station, contempt for labour
scorn of poverty, worship of caste, such as we verily
believe is growing in no country in the world. What
are the ideals that fill so large a part of the day and
generation? For the boy it is riches, for the girl the
marrying of a title. The ideal of this time in America
is vast riches and the trappings of rank. It is good
that proper scorn should be expressed of such ideals.«< - I ¢

American novelists, journalists, and preachers are ;
constantly upbraiding and ridiculing their countrywomen

B Dl T - Sk

for their love of titled foreigners, but the Society s
women of the great Republic only love the foreign I
lords all the more. And I have heard some of them ' it
openly express their contempt of a form of govern- P
ment whose motto is one of the clauses of the great ti
Declaration of Independence: »All men are created P

equal.« I really believe that if the Society women of
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America had their own way, they would set up a
Monarchy to-morrow, in the hope of seeing an aristo-
cracy established as the sequel of it.

President Garfield once said that the only real

{ coats of arms in America were shirt-sleeves. The epi-

gram is good, but not based on truth, as every epi-
gram should be. Labour in the States is not honour-
able for its own sake, but only if it brings wealth.
President Garfield’s epigram »fetched« the crowd, no
doubt, as any smart democratic or humanitarian utter-
ance will anywhere, whether it be emitted from the
platform, the stage, the pulpit, or the hustings; but if
any American philosopher heard it, he must have
smiled.

A New York friend, who called on me this morn-
ing, and with whom I had a chat on this subject,
assured me that there is now such a demand in the
States for pedigrees, heraldic insignia, mottoes, and
coronets, that it has created 2 new industry. He also
informed me that almost every American city has a
college of heraldry, which will provide unbroken lines
of ancestors, and make to order a new line of fore-
fathers »of the most approved pattern, with suitable
arms, etc.«

/ Addison’s prosperous foundling, who ordered at the

/8=cond-hand picture dealer’s »a complete set of an-

cestors, « is, according to my friend, a typical personage

{ to be met with in the States nowadays.
@ * *® ¥

Bah! after all, every country has her snobs, Why
should America be an exception to the rule? When
I think of the numberless charming people I have met
in this country, I may as well leave it to the Euro-
peans, who have come in contact with American snobs,
to speak about them, inasmuch as the subject is not
particularly entertaining.

What amuses me much more here is the effect of
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democracy on what we Europeans would call the
lower classes.

A few days ago, in a hotel, I asked the porter
if my trunk had arrived from the station, and had
been taken to my room.

»I don’t know,« he said majestically; »you ask
that gentleman.«

The gentleman, pointed out to me, was the negro
who looks after the luggage in the establishment.

In the papers you may read in the advertisement
columns: »Washing wanted by a lady at such and
such address.«

The cabman will ask, »if you are the man as
wants a gentleman to drive him to the deegpo.«

During an inquiry concerning the Workhouse at
Cambridge, Massachusetts, a witness spoke of the
sladies’ cellsc¢ as being all that should be desired.

Democracy, such is thy handiwork!

L] *® ® *®

Went to the Stock Exchange in Wall Street at
one o'clock. I thought that Whitechapel, on a
Saturday night, was beyond competition as a scene
of rowdyism. I haye now altered this opinion. I
am still wondering whether I was not guyed by my
pilot, and whether I was not shown the playground
of a madhouse, at the time when all the most
desperate lunatics are let loose.

After lunch I went to Falk’s photographic studio
to be taken, and read the first page of Fonathan and
His Continent into his phonograph. Marvellous this
phonograph! I imagine Mr. Falk has the best collec-
tion of cylinders in the world. I heard a song by
Patti, the piano played by Von Biilow, speeches,
orchestras, and what not? The music is reproduced
most faithfully. With the voice the instrument is
not quite so successful. Instead of your own voice,
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you fancy you hear an imitation, of it by Punck. All
the same, it seems to me to be‘the wonder of the age.

After paying a few calls, and dining quietly at
the Everett House, I went to the Metropolitan Opera
House, and saw »The Barber of Bagdad¢«. Cornelius’
music is Wagnerian in aim, but I did not carry with
me a single bar of all I heard. After all, this is
perhaps the aim of Wagnerian music.

What a sight, this Metropolitan Opera House,
with its boxes full of lovely women, arrayed in
gorgeous garments, and blazing with diamonds! What
luxury! What wealth is gathered there!

How interesting it would be to know the exact
amount of wealth of which New York can boast!
In this morning’s papers, 1 read that land on Fifth
Avenue has lately sold for $115 a square foot. In
an acre of land there are 43,560 square feet, which
at $115 a foot would be $5,009,400 ar acre. Just
oblige me by thinking of it!

® *

* *

12th January.

I went to the Catholic Cathedral at eleven. A
mass by Haydn was splendidly rendered by full
orchestra and admirable chorus. The altar was a
blaze of candles. The yellow of the lights and the
plain mauve of two windows, one on each side of
the candles, gave a most beautiful crocus-bed effect.
I enjoyed the service. As a concert alone it was
worth the half-dollar entrance money.

In the evening I dined with Mr. Lloyd Bryce,
editor of the North American Review, at the splendid
residence of his father-inlaw, Mr. Cooper, late
Mayor of New York. Mrs. Lloyd Bryce is one of
the handsomest American women I have met, and a
most charming and graceful hostess. I reluctantly left
early, so as to prepare for my night journey to Buffalo.

4
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CHAPTER IX.

Different Ways of Advertising a Lecture—America:
Impresarios and theiv Methods.

Buffalo, 13th January.

WHEN you intend to give a lecture anywhere, and
you wish it to be a success, it is a mistake to make
a mystery of it.

On arriving here this morning, I found that my
coming had been kept perfectly secret.

Perhaps my impresario wishes the audience to be
very select, and has sent only private circulars to the
intelligent, well-to-do inhabitants of the place—or,

I said to myself, perhaps the house is all sold, and
he has no need of any further advertisements.
I should very much like to know.
® *® ® *

Sometimes, however, it is a miitake to advertise
a lecture too widely. You run the risk of getting
the wrong people.

A few years ago, in Dundee, a little corner
gallery, placed at the end of the hall where I was
to speak, was thrown open to the public at sixpence.
I warned the manager that I was no attraction for
the sixpenny public; but he insisted on having his
own way.

The hall was well filled, but not the little gallery,
where I counted about a dozen people. Two of
these, however, did not remain long, and, after the
lecture, I was told that they had gone to the box-
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*
office and asked to have their money returned to
them. »>Why,« they said, »it's a d swindle; it's
only a man talking.<

The man at the box-office was a Scotchman, and
it will easily be understood that the two sixpences
remained in the hands of the management.
® * & *

I can well remember how startled I was, three
years ago, on arriving in an American town where 1
was to lecture, to see the walls covered with placards
announcing my lecture thus: »He is coming, ah! hal«
And after I had arrived, new placards were stuck over
the old ones: »He has arrived, ah! hal«

In another American town I was advertised as
»the best paying platform celebrity in the, world.«
In another in the following way: >If you would grow
fat and happy, go and hear Max O’Rell tonight.«

One of my Chicago lectures was advertised thus:
»Laughter is restful. If you desire to feel as though
you had a vacation for a week, do not fail to attend
this lecture.«

I was once fortunate enough to deal with a local
manager who, before sending it to the newspapers,
submitted to my approbation the following advertise-
ment, of which he was very proud. I d’ont know
whether it was his own literary production, or whether
he had borrowed it of a showman friend. Here it is :—

»Two HOURS OF UNALLOYED FUN AND HAPPINESS.

> Will put two inches of solid fat even upon the
vibs of the most cadaverous old miser. Everybody
shouts peals of laughter as the rays of fun are emitted
from this famous sun of Merrymakers.«

I threatened to refuse to appear if the advertise-
ment was inserted in the papers. This manager later
gave his opinion that, as 2 lecturer, I was good; but
that as a man, I was a little bit »stuck upe.

4.
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When you arrive in an American town to lecture,
you find the place flooded with your pictures, huge
lithographs stuck on the walls, on the show windows,
in your very hotel entrance hall. Your own face stares
at you everywhere, you are recognised by everybody.
You have to put up with it. If you love privacy, peace
and quiet, don’t go to America on a lecturing tour.
That is what your impresario will tell you.

*® * ® &

In each town where you go you have a local
manager to »boss the show«. He has to pay you a
certain fee, which he guarantees; you cannot find fault
with him for doing his best in order to have a large
audience. He runs risks, you do not. Suppose, for
example, you are engaged, not by a Society for a fee,
but by a manager on sharing terms—say sixty per
cent. of the gross receipts for you, and forty for him-
self. Suppose his local expenses amount to $200; he
has to bring $500 into the house before there is a
cent for himself. You must forgive him if he goes
about the nlace beating the big drum. If you do not
like it, there is a place where you can stay—home.

*® ® & *

An impresario once asked me if I required a piano,
and if I would bring my cwn accompanist.

Another wrote to ask the subject of my »enter-
tainmente.

I wrote back to say that my lecture was generally
found entertaining, but that I objected to its being
called an entertainment. I added that the lecture was
composed of four character sketches; viz., John Bull,
Sandy, Pat, and Jonathan.

In his answer to this, he enquired whether I should
change my dress four times during the performance,
and whether it would not be a good thing to have
a little music during the intervals.
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Just fancy my appearing on the platform succes-
sively as John, Sandy, Pat, and Jonathan!

A good impresario is constantly on the look-out
for anything that may draw the attention of the public
to his entertainment. Nothing is sacred for him. His
eyes and ears are always open, all his senses on the
alert.

One afternoon I was walking with my impresario
over the beautiful Clifton Suspension Bridge. I was to
lecture at the Victoria Rooms in the evening. We
leaned on the railings, and grew pensive as we looked
at the scenery and the abyss under us.

My impresario sighed.

>What are you thinking about?« I said to him.

»Last year,« he replied, »a girl tried to commit
suicide and jumped over this bridge; but the wind
got under her skirt, made a parachute of it, and she
descended to the bottom of the valley perfectly un-
hurt.«

And he sighed again.

>Well,« said I, >why do you sigh?«

»Ah! my dear fellow, if you could do the same
this afternoon, there would be standing room only in
the Victoria Room to-night.«

I left that bridge in no time.

-
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CHAPTER X.

Buffalo—The Niagara Falls—A Frost—Rochester to
the Rescue of Buffalo—Cleveland—I Meet Fonathan.

Buffals, 14th January.

THIS town is situated twenty-seven miles from Niagara
Falls. The Americans say that the Buffalo people
can hear the noéise of the waterfall quite distinctly.
I am quite prepared to believe it. However, an hour’s
journey by rail, and then a quarter of an hour’s sleizh
ride, will take you from Buffalo within sight of this,
perhaps the grandest piece of scenery in the world.
Words cannot describe it. You spend a couple of
hours visiting every point of view. You are nailed,
as it were, to the ground, feeling like a pigmy awestruck
in presence of Nature at her grandest. The snow
was falling thickly, and though it made the view less
clear, it added to the grandeur of the scene. I went
down by the cable car to a level with the rapids and
the place where poor Captain Webb was last seen
alive—a presumptuous pigmy he to dare such waters
as these! His widow keeps a little bazaar near the
Falls, and sells souvenirs to the visitors.

It was most thrilling to stand within touching
distance of that great torrent of water, called the
Niagara Falls, in distinction to the Horseshoe Falls,
to hear the roar of it as it fell. The idea of force
it gives one is tremendous. You stand and wonder

how many ages it has been roaring on, what eyes '

besides your own have gazed awestruck at its mighty

QU BR'ECE mArO
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rushing, and wonder if the pigmies will ever do what
they say they will: one day make those mighty
columns of water their servants, to turn wheels at
their bidding. We crossed the bridge over to the
Canadian side, and there we had the whole grand
panorama before our eyes.

It appears that it is quite a feasible thing to run
the rapids in a barrel. Girls have done it, and it
may become the fashionable sport for American girls
in the near future. It has been safely accomplished
plenty of times by young fellows up for an exciting
day’s sport.

On the Canadian shore was a pretty villa where
Princess Louise stayed while she painted the scene.
Some of the pretty houses were fringed all round the
roofs and balconies in the loveliest way with icicles
a yard long and loaded with snow. They looked
most beautiful.

On the way back we called at Prospect House,
a charming hotel, which I hope, if ever I go near
Buffalo again, I shall put up at for a day or two to
see the whole neighbourhood well.

Two years ago I was lucky enough to witness a
most curious sight: the water was tfrozen under the
Falls, and a natural bridge formed by the ice was
being used by venturesome people to cross the Nia-
gara River on. This occurs very seldom.

* & * ®

Have had a fizzle to-night. I almost expected it.
In a hall that could easily have accommodated fifteen
hundred people, I lectured to an audience of about
three hundred. Fortunately they proved so intelligent,
warm, and appreciative, that I did not feel at all de-
pressed—but my impresario did. However, he con-
gratulated me on having been able to do justice to
the causerie, as if I had had a bumper house.
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I must own that it is much easier to be a trage-
dian than a light comedian before a §200 house.

* ® * L4

Lleveland, B., 15th January.

The weather is so bad that I shall be unable to
see anything of this city which, people tell me, is very
beautiful.

On arriving at the Wedell House, I met a New
York friend.

>Well,« said he, »how are you getting on? Where
do you come from?re

»From Buffalo,« said I, pulling a long face.

»What's the matter? Don’t you like the Buffalo
peoplel«

»Yes, I like those I saw. I should have liked to
extend my love to a larger number. I had a fizzle:
about three hundred people. Perhaps I drew all the
brai of Buifalo.«

»How many people do you say you had in the
hall?« said my friend.

»About three hundred.«

»Then you must have drawn a good many people
from Rochester, I should think,« said he quite
solemnly.

In reading the Buffalo newspapers this morning,
I noticed favourable criticisms of my lecture; but
while my English was praised, so for as the language
went, severe comments were passed on my pronun-
ciation. In England, where the English language is
spoken with a decent pronunciation, I have never
once read a condemnation of my pronunciation of
the English language.

I will not appear again in  Buffalo before I feel
much improved.

* = = *
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| trage- En route to Pittsburg, 16t January.
ise. The American railway stations have special waiting-
rooms for ladies, not, as in England, places furnished
with looking-glasses where they can go and arrange
their bonnets, etc.—no, no, places where they can
able to wait for the trains, protected against the contamination
is very of man, and where they are spared the sight of that
eternal little round piece of furniture with which the .
5 New floors of the whole of the United States are dotted,
At Cleveland Station this morning I met Jonathan,
Where such as he is represented in the comic papers of the
world. A man of sixty, with long straight white
£ hair falling over his shoulders; no moustache, long
Bualo imperial beard, a razor-blade shaped nose, small
keen eyes, and high prominent cheek bones, the
Eeedts whole smoking the traditional cigar: the Anglo-Saxon
v Goxle- indianized—Jonathan. If he had a long swallow-
o the {ail coat on, a waistcoat ornamented with stars, and
pants with stripes, he might have sat for the cartoons
34 the of Puck or Fudge.
In the car, Jonathan came and sat opposite me.
A few minutes after the train had started, he said:
people :Going to Plttsburg, 1 guess. ¢
quite »Yes,« I replied.
»To lecture?«
\orning, 30h, you know I lecture?fe
re; but »Why, certainly; I heard you in Boston ten days
inguage ago.«
pronun- He offered me a cigar, told me his name—I mean
uage is his three names—what he did, how much he earned,
* never where he lived, how many children he had; he read
ition of me a poem of his own composition, invited me to
go and see him, and entertained me for three hours
: I feel and a half, telling me the history of his life, etc.

Indeed, it was Jonathan.
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All the Americans I have met have written a
poem (pronounce pgome). Now I am not generalizing.
I do not say that all the Americans have written a
poem, I say Al the Americans I have met.

* * ® *

Pittsburg (same day, later).

I lecture here to-night under the auspices of The
Press Club of the town. The president of the Club
came to meet me at the station, in order to show
me something of the town.

I like Pittsburg very much. From the top of the
hill, which you reach in a couple of minutes by the
cable car, there is a most beautiful sight to contem-
plate—one never to be forgotten.

On our way to the hotel, my kind friend took
“ me to a fire station, anc asked the man in command
of the place to go through the performance of a fire
call for my edification.

Now, in two words, here is the thing.

You touch the fire bell in your own house. That
causes the name of your street and the number of
your house to appear in the fire station; it causes
all the doors of the station to open outward. Wait
a minute: it causes whips, which are hanging behind
the horses, to lash them and send them under
harnesses that fall upon them and are self-adjusting;
it causes the men, who are lying down on the first
floor, to slide down an incline and fall on the box
and steps of the cart. And off they gallop. It takes
about two minutes to describe it as quickly as
possible. It only takes fourteen seconds to do it.
It is the nearest approach to phantasmagoria that I
have yet seen in real life.
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CHAPTER XL

A Great Admirer—Notes on Ratlway Travelling—Is
America a Free Nationr—A Pleasant Evening in
New York.

fu the Bestibule Train from Pittsburg to FAew
&ork, 17th January.

THIS morning, before leaving t.ic hotel in Pittsburg,
I was approached by a young man who, after giving
me his card, thanked me most earnestly for my lecture
of last night. In fact, he nearly embraced me.

»>I never enjoyed myself so much in my life,« he said.

I grasped his hand.

»I am glad,« I replied, »>that my humble effort
pleased you so much. Nothing is more gratifying to
a lecturer than to know he has afforded pleasure to
his audience.«

»Yes,« he said, »it gave me immense pleasure.
You see, I am engaged to be married to a girl in
town. All her family went to your Show, and I had
her at home all to myself. Oh! I had such a good time!
Thank you so much! Do lecture here again soon.<

And, after wishing me a pleasant journey, he left
me. I was glad to know I left at least one friend and
admirer behind me in Pittsburg.

* * * *

Had a charming audience last night, a large and
most appreciative one. I was introduced by Mr.
George H. Welshons, of the Pittsburg Zimes, in a
neat little speech, humorous and very gracefully worded.
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After the lecture, I was entertained at supper in the
rooms of the Press Club, and _ioroughly enjoyed
myself with the members. On entering the Club, I
was amused to see two journalists, who had heard me
at the lecture discourse on chewing, go to a corner of
the room, and there get rid of. their wads, before
coming to shake hands with me.
* *® * &

If you have not journeyed in a vestibule train of
the Pennsylvania Railway Company, you do not know
what it is to travel in luxurious comfort. Dining-
saloon, drawing-room, smoking-room, reading-room with
writing tables, supplied with the papers and a library
of books, all furnished with exquisite taste and luxury.
The cooking is good and well served.

The day has passed without adventures, but in
comfort. We left Pittsburg at seven in the morning.
At nine we passed Johnstown. The terrible calamity
that befell that city two years ago was before my
mind’s eye: the town suddenly inundated, the people
rushing on the bridge, and there caught and bumt
alive. America is the country for great disasters.]
Everything here is on a huge scale. Towards noon!
the country grew hilly, and, for an hour before we °
reached Harrisburg, it gave me great enjoyment; for -
in America, where there is so much sameness in the
landscapes, it is a freat to see the mountains of central
Pennsylvania breaking the monotony of the huge flat
stretch of land.

The employés (1 must be careful not to say »servantsc)
of the Pennsylvania Railroad are polite, and form an
agreeable contrast to those of the other railway com-
panies. Unhappily, the employés whom you find on board
the Pullman cars, are not in the control of the company.

* ® & *

The train will reach Jersey City for New York at
seven to-night. I shall dine at the hotel.
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About 5.30, it occurred to me to go to the dining
car and ask for a cup of tea. Before entering the
dining-room I stopped at the lavatory to wash my
hands. Someone was using the basin. It was the
conductor, the autocrat in charge of the dining car, a
fat, sleek, chewing, surly, frowning, snarling cur.

He turned round.

»What do you want?» said he.

»I should very much like to wash my hands,¢ 1
timidly ventured.

»>You see very well I am using the basin. You
go to the next car.«

I came to America this time with a large pro-
vision of philosophy, and quite determined to even
enjoy such little scenes as this. So I quietly went to
the next lavatory, returned to the dining car, and sat
down at one of the tables.

»Will you please give me a cup of tea?« I said
to one of the coloured waiters.

s can’t do dat, Sah,¢ said Negro. »You can
have dinnah.«

»But I don't want dimnal,c 1 replied; »>I want a
cup of tea.c

»Den you must ask dat gem’man if you can have
it,e said he, pointing to the above-mentioned »gent-
leman<«. I went to him.

»Excuse me,« said I, »are you the nobleman who
runs this show?e¢

He frowned. .

»>1 don’t want to dine; I should like to have a cup
of tea.«

He frowned a little more, an deigned to hear my
request to the end.

»Can I?¢ I repeated.

He spoke not; he brought his eyebrows still lower
down, and solemnly shock his head.

aCan’t T really?« I continued.
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At last he spoke.

»You can,« quoth he, »for a dollar.»

And, taking the bill of fare in his hands, without
wasting any more of his precious utterances, he pointed
out to me:

sEach meal one dollar.«

The argument was unanswerable.

I went back to my own car, resumed my seat,
and betook myself to reflection.

What I cannot, for the life of me, understand is
why, in a train which has a dining car and a kitchen,
a man cannot be served with a cup of tea, unless he
pays the price of a dinner for it, and this notwith-
standing the fact of his having paid five dollars extra
to enjoy the extra luxury of this famous vestibule
train. .

After all, this is one out of the many illustrations
one could give to show that whatever Jonathan is, he
is not the master in his cwn house.

The Americans are the most docile people in the
world. They are the slaves of their seivants, whether
these are high officials, or the »reduced duchesses« of
.domestic service. They are so submitted to their lot
that they seem to find it quite natural.

The Americans are lions governed by bull dogs.

They have given themselves a hundred thousand
masters, these folks who laugh at monarchies, for
example, and scorn the rule of a king, as if it were
better to be bullied by a crowd than by an indi-
vidual.

In America, the man who pays does not command
the paid. I have already said it; I will maintain the
truth of the statement that in America the paid servant
rules. Tyranny from above is bad; tyranny from below
is worse.

Of my many first impressions that have deepened
into convictions, this is one of the firmest.
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e

When you arrive at an English railway station, all

5 the porters seem to say: »Here is a customer, let us

without treat him well.e And it is who shall relieve you of

: pointed your luggage, or answer any questions you may be
pleasec to ask. They are glad to see you.

In America, you may have a dozen parcels, not

a hand will move to help you with them. So Jonathan

e e e

ny seat, is obliged to forego the luxury of hand baggage, so 7

5 convenient for long journeys. a
stand is When you arrive at an American station, the officials I
kitchen, are all frowning, and seem to say: >Why the deuce .-
rr::)etsviit};ue don’t you gc to Chicago by some other line, instead ;

of coming here to bother us?e

- SN This subject reminds me of an interesting fact told
restibule me by Mr. Chauncey M. Depew on board the Zeutonic.
When the tramcars were used in the States, it was a

Mrations long time before the drivers and conductors would
n is, he consent to wear any kind of uniform, so great is the -
; horror of anything like a badge of paid servitude. Now e
: in the ' that they do wear some kind of uniform, they spend §
?/hether their time in standing sentry at the door of their dignity, h
:hse_s«lof - and in thinking that, if they were polite, you would 4
o s : take their affable manners for servility.
I dogs. : Everett House, few Fork (JPHidnight). ®
1ousand : So many charming houses have opened their
es, for ; hospitable dcors to me in New York that, when I am
* were in this city, I have soon forgotten the little annoyances
n indi- of a railway journey or the hardships of a lecture tour.
After dinner here, I'went to spend the evening at
m_mand the house of Mr. Richard Watson Gilder, the poet, and
ain the / editor of the Century Magazine, that most successful
SEFVImE / of all magazines in the world. A circulation of nearly
1 below 300,000 copies, just think of it. But it need not excite
/1 wonder in anyone who knows this beautiful and artistic
epened | periodical, to which all the leading Z#térateurs of America

lend their pens, and the best artists their pencils. & 1
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Mrs. Richard Watson Gilder is one of the best and
most genial hostesses in New York. At her Fridays,
one meets the cream of intellectual Society, the best
known names of the American aristocracy of talent.

To-night I met Mr. Frank Stockton, the novelist;
Mr. George Webb, the humourist; Mr. Frank Millet,
the painter, and his lovely wife, and a galaxy of cele-
brities and beautiful women, all most interesting and
delightful people to meet. Conversation went on briskly
all over the rooms till late.

The more I see of the American women, the more
confirmed I become in my impression that they are
typical; more so than the men. They are like no other
women I know. The brilliancy of their conversation,
the animation of their features, the absence of affectation
in their manners, make them unique. There are no
women to compare to them in a drawing-room. There
are none with whom I feel s6 much at ease. Their
beauty, physically speaking, is great; but you are still
more struck by their intellectual beauty, the frankness
of their eyes, and the naturalness of their bearing.

I returned to the Everett House, musing all the
way on the difference between the American women
and the women of France and England. The theme
was attractive, and, remembering that to-morrow would
be an off-day for me, I resolved to spend it in going
more fully into this fascinating subject with pen and ink.
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CHAPTER XIL

Notes on American Women— Comparisons— How Men
Treat Women and vice versa—Scenes as lllustrations.

Few Hork, 18th January.

A MAN was one day complaining to a friend that he
had been married twenty years without being able to
understand his wife.

»You should not complain of that,« remarked the
friend; »I have been married to my wife two years
only, and I understand her perfectly.«

The leaders of thought in France have long proclaimed
that woman was the only problem it was not given
to man to solve. They have all tried and they have
all failed. They all acknowledge it—but they are
trying still.

Indeed, the interest that woman inspires in every
Frenchman is never exhausted. Parodying Terence,
he says to himself: »>I am a man, and all that concerns
woman interests me.« All the French modern novels
are studies, analytical, dissecting studies, of woman'’s
heart.

To the Anglo-Saxon mind, this may sometimes
appear a trifle puerile, if not also ridiculous. But to
understand this feeling, one must remember how a
Frenchman is brought up.

In England, boys and girls meet and play together;
in America and Canada, they sit side by side on the
same benches at school, not only as children of tender
age, but at College and in the Universities. They get
accustomed to each other’s company; they see nothing

5
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strange in being in contact with one another, and this
naturally tends to reduce the interest or curiosity one
sex takes in the other. But, in France, they are apart,
and the ballroom is the only place where they can
meet when they have attained the age of twenty.

Strange to reflect that young people of both sexes
can meet in ballrooms without exciting their parents’
suspicions, and that they cannot do so in class-rooms!

When I was a boy at school in France, I can well
remember how we boys felt on the subject. If we heard
that a young girl, say the sister of some schoolfellow,
was with her mother in the common parlour to see
her brother, why, it created a commotion, a perfect
revolution in the whole establishment. It was no use
trying to keep us in order. We would climb on the
top of the seats or of the tables to endeavour to see
something of her, even if it were but the top of her
hat, or a bit of her gown across the recreation-yard
at the very end of the building. It was an event.
Many of us would even immediately get inspired and
compose verses addressed to the unknown fair visitor.
In these poetical effusions, we would imagine the young
girl carried off by some miscreant, and we would fly
to her rescue, save her, and throw ourselves at her
feet, to receive her hand as our reward. Yes, we would
get quite romantic, or, in plain English, quite silly.
We could not imagine that a woman was a reasoning
being with whom you can talk on the topics of the
day, or have an ordinary conversation on any ordinary
subject. To us a woman was a being with whom you
can only talk of love, or fall in love, or, maybe, for
whom you may die of love.

This manner of training young men goes a long
way towards explaining the position of woman in
France as well as her ways. It explains why a French-
man and a Frenchwoman, when they converse together,
seldom can forget that one is a man and the other a
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woman. It does not prove that a Frenchwoman must
necessarily be, anu is, affected in her relations with
men; but it explains why she does not feel, as the
American woman does, that a man and a woman can
enjoy a rte-a-téte free from all those commonplace
flatteries, compliments, and platitudes that mistaken
gallantry suggests. Many American ladies have made
me forget, by the easiness of their manner and the
charm and naturalness of their conversation, that I was
speaking with women, and with lovely ones too. This
I could never have forgotten in the company of French
ladies.

On account of this feeling, and perhaps also of the
difference which exists between the education received
by a man and that received by a woman in France,
the conversation will always be on some light topics,
literary, artistic, dramatic, social, or other. Indeed, it
would be most unbecoming for a man to start a very
serious subject of conversation with a French lady to
whom he had just been introduced. He would be taken
for a pedant or a man of bad breeding.

In America, men and women receive practically the
same education, and this of course enlarges the circle
of conversation between the sexes. I shall always
remember a beautiful American girl, not more than
twenty years of age, to whom I was once introduced
in New York, as she was giving to a lady sitting next
to her a most detailed description of the latest bonnet
invented in Paris, and who, turning towards me, asked
me point blank if I had read M. Emest Renan’s History
of the People of Isvael. Well, 1 had not. I had to
confess that I hat not yet had time to read it. But
she had, and she gave me, without the remotest touch
of affectation or pedantry, a most interesting and learned
analysis of that remarkable work. I related this incident
in Fonathan and His Contineni. On reading it, somc
of my countrymen, critics and others, exclaimed:

5.
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»We imagine the fair American girl wore a pair anc
of gold spectacles.« one
»No, my dear compatriots, nothing of the sort. No Pre
gold spectacles, no guy. It was a beautiful girl, dressed Mrs
with the most exquisite taste and care, and most charming put
and womanly.« : and
An American woman, however learned she may be, nati

is a sound politician, and she knows that the best thing
she can make of herself is a woman, and she remains ried
a woman. She will always make herself as attractive hav

as she possibly can. Not to please men—I believe she

has the greatest contempt for them—but to please
herself. If, in a French drawing-room, I were to remark the
to a lady how clever some woman in the room looked, mer
she would probably closely examine that woman’s dress toile
to find out what I thought was wrong about it. It cuse
would probably be the same in England, but not in you
America. your
A Frenchwoman will seldom be jealous of another man
woman’s cleverness. She will far more readily for- belt.
give her this quality than beauty. And in this par- 1
ticular point, it is probable that the Frenchwoman recel
resembles all the women in the world. her
* * * * - brav
thing
Of all the ladies I have met, I have no hesitation flago
in declaring that the American ones are the least ‘ o
affected. With them, I repeat it, I feel at ease as [ : mar
do with no other women in the world. love
With whom but an Américaine would the following bt
little scene have been possible? ' un
I was in Boston. It was Friday, and knowing it ‘ 1
to.be the reception day of Mrs. X,, an old friend of staipe
mine and my wife’s, I thought I would call upon her thimw

early before the crowd of visitors had begun to arrive. an .t
So I went to the house about halfpast three in the Mrs
afternoon. Mrs. X. received me in the drawing-room, ¢
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and we soon were talking on the one hundred and
one topics that old friends have on their tongue tips.
Presently the conversation fell on love and lovers.
Mrs. X. drew her chair up a little nearer to the fire,
put the toes of her little slippers on the fender stool,
and with a charmingly confidential, but perfectly
natural, manner said:

»You are married and love your wife; I am mar-
ried and love my husband; we are both artists, let’s
have our say out.«

And we proceeded to have our say out.

But all at once I noticed about half an inch of
the seam of her black silk bodice was unsewn, We
men, when we see a lady with something awry in her
toilette, how often do we long to say to her: »Ex-
cuse me, madam, but perhaps you don’t know that
you have a hairpin sticking out two inches just behind
your ear,» or »Pardon me, miss, I'm a married
man, there is something wrong there about your waist-
belt. «

Now, I felt for Mrs. X., who was just going to
receive a crowd of callers with a little rent in one of
her bodice seams, and tried to persuade myself to be
brave and tell her of it. Vet I hesitated. People take
things so differently. The conversation went on un-
flaggingly. At last I could not stand it any longer.

»Mrs. X.,,« said I all in a breath, »you are
married and love your husband; I am married and
love my wife; we are both artists; there is a little
bit of seam come unsewn just there by your arm,
run and get it sewn upl«

The peals of laughter that I heard going on up-
stairs, while the damage was being repaired, proved
to me that there was no resentment to be feared, but,
on the contrary, that I had earned the gratitude of
Mrs. X.

* * * *
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In many respects I have often been struck with
the resemblance which exists between French and
American women. When I took my first walk on
Broadway, New York, on a fine afternoon some two
years and a half ago, I can well remember how I
exclaimed: »Why, this is Paris, and all these ladies
are Parisiennes!« It struck me as being the same
type of face, the same animation of features, the same
brightness of the eyes, the same self-assurance, the
same attractive plumpness in women over thirty. To
my mind, I was having a walk on my own Boule
vards (every Parisian owns that place). The more 1
became acquainted with American ladies, the more
forcibly this resemblance struck me. This was not a
mere first impression. It has been, and is still, a deep
conviction—so much so, that whenever I returned to
New York from a journey of some weeks in the heart
of the country, I felt as if I was returning home.

After a short time, a still closer resemblance bet-
ween the women of the two countries will strike a
Frenchman most forcibly. It is the same finesse, the
same suppleness of mind, the same wonderful adapta-
bility. Place a little French milliner in a good draw-
ing-room for an hour, and at the end of that time
she will behave, talk, and walk like any lady in the
room. Suppose an American, married to a woman
below his szatus in Society, is elected President of the
United States, I believe, at the end of a week, this
wife of his would do the honours of the White House
with the ease and grace of a high-born lady.

In England it is just the contrary.

Of course good Society is good Society every-
where. The ladies of the English aristocracy are
perfect queens; but the Englishwoman who was not
born a lady, will seldom become a lady, and I believe
this is why wmésalliances are more scarce in England
than in America and especially in France. I could
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name many Englishmen at the head of their pro-
fessions, who cannot produce their wives in Society
because these women have not been able to raise
themselves to the level of their husbands’ station in
life. The Englishwoman, as a rule, has no faculty
for fitting herself for a higher position than the one
she was born in: like the rabbit, she will often
taste of the cabbage she fed on. And I am bound
to add that this is perhaps a quality, and proves
the truthfulness of her character. She is no actress.

In France, the mésalliance, though not relished by
parents, is not feared so much, because they know
the young woman will observe and study, and very
soon fit herself for her new position.

And while on this subject of mésalliance, why not
try to destroy an absurd prejudice that exists in almost
every country on the subject of France?

It is, I believe, the firm conviction of foreigners
that Frenchmen marry for money—that is to say,
that all Frenchmen marry for money. As a rule,
when people discuss foreign social topics, they have
a wonderful faculty for generalisation.

The fact that many Frenchmen do marry for
money is not to be denied, and the explanation of it
is this: We have in France a number of men belong-
ing to a class almost unknown in other countries,
small dourgeois of good breeding and genteel habits,
but relatively poor, who occupy posts in the different
Government offices. Their name is legion, and their
salary something like two thousand francs (£ 80).
These men have an appearance to keep up, and unless
a wife brings them erough to at least double their
income, they cannot marry. These young men are
often sought after by wellto-do parents for their
daughters, because they are steady, cultured, gentle-
manly, and occupy an honourable position, which
brings them a pension for their old age. With the
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wife’s dowry the couple can easily get along, and lead
1 a peaceful, uneventful, and happy jog-trot life, which
is the great aim of the majority of the French people.
But, on the other hand, there is no country where
you will see so many cases of mésalliance as France,
and this alone should dispose of the belief that French-
men marry for money. Indeed, it is a most common
thing for a young Frenchman of good family to fall
in love with a girl of a much lower station in life than
his own, to court her, at first with perhaps only the
idea of killing time or of starting a Ziaison to soon
discover that the girl is highly respectable, and to
finally marry her. This is a most common occurrence.
French parents frown on this sort of thing, and do
their best to discourage it, of course; but rather than
cross their son’s love, they give their consent, and
trust to that adaptability of the Frenchwoman of which
I was speaking just now to raise herself to her hus-
band’s level and make a wife he will never be asham-
ed of.

* * * *

The Frenchman is the ..:ve of his womankind,
but not in the same way .5 the American is. The
Frenchman is brought ip by his mother, and remains
under her sway till she dies. When he marries, his
wife leads him by the nose (an operation which he
seems to enjoy), and when, besides, he has a daughter,
on whom he generally dotes, this lady soon joins
the other two in ruling this easy-going, goodhumoured
man. As a rule, when you see a Frenchman, you
behold = man who is kept in order by three gene-
rations of women: mother, wife, and daughter.

The American will lavish attention and luxury on
his wife and daughters, but he wili -save them the
trouble of being mixed in his affairs. His business
is his, his office is private. His womankind is the
sun and glory of his life, whose company he will
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hasten to enjoy as soon as he can throw away the
cares of his business. In France a wife is a partner,
a cashier who takes care of the money, even an adviser
on stocks and speculations. In the mercantile class,
she is both cashier and book-keeper. Enter a shop
in France, Paris included, and behind »Pay here«, you
will see Madame smiling all over as she pockets the
money for the purchase you have made. When I said
she is a partner, I might safely have said that she
is the active partner, and, as a rule, by far the
shrewder of the two. She brings to bear her native
suppleness, her fascinating little ways, her persuasive
manners, and many a customer, whom her husband
was allowing to go away without a purchase, has been
brought back by the wife, and induced to part with
his cash in the shop. Last year, I went to Paris, on
my way home from Germany, to spend a few days
visiting the Exposition. One day I entered a shop on
the Boulevards to buy a white hat. The new-fashioned
hats, the only hats which the man showed me, were
narrow-brimmed, and I declined to buy one. I was
just going to leave when the wife, who, from the back-
parlour, had listened to my conversation with her hus-
band; stepped in and said: »But, Adolphe, why do
you let Monsieur go? Perhaps he does not care to
follow the fashion. We have a few white broad-
brimmed hats left from last year that we can let
Monsier have & bon compte. They are upstairs, go
and fetch them.« And, sure enough, there was one
which fitted and pleased me, and I left in that shop
a little sum of twenty-five francs, which the husband
was going to let me take elsewhere, but which the wife
managed to secure for the firm.

No one who has lived in France has failed to be
struck with the intelligence of the women, and there
exist few Frenchmen who do not readily admit how
intellectually .nferior they are to their countrywomen,
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chiefly among the middle and lower classes. And
this is not due to any special training, for the educa-
tion received by the women of that class is of the
most limited kind; they are taught to read, write,
and reckon, and their education is finished. Shrewd-
ness is inborn in them, as well as a peculiar talent
for getting twelve penny worth for every shilling they
spend. How to make a house look pretty and
attractive with small outlay; how to make a dress or
turn out a bonnet with a few knir'c-knacks; how to
make a savoury dish out of a sm- ' remnant of beef,
mutton, and veal; all that is a science not.to be
despised when a husband in receipt of a hundred
pounds’ salary wants to make a good dinner, and
see his wife look pretty. No doubt the aristocratic
inhabitants of Mayfair and Belgravia in London, and
the plutocracy of New York, may think all this very
small, and these French people very uninteresting.
They can, perhaps, hardly imagine that such people
may live on such incomes and look decent. But they
do live, and live very happy lives too. And I will
go so far as to say that happiness, real happiness, is
chiefly found among people of limited income. The
husband, who perhaps for a whole year has put quietly
by a few shillings every week, so as to be able to
give his dear wife a nice present at Christmas, gives
her a far more valuable, a far better appreciated
present than the millionaire who orders Tiffany to send
a diamond 7zviére to his wife. That quiet young
French couple whom you see at the upper circle of
a theatre, and who have saved the money to come
and hear the play, are happier than the occupants of
the boxes on the first tier. If you doubt it, take
your opera-glasses, and slook on this picture, and on
thise,

In observing nations, I have always taken more
interest in the »million¢, who differ in every country,
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than in the >upper tenc¢, who are alike all over the
world. People who have plenty of money at their
disposal, generally discover the same way of spending
it, and adopt the same mode of living. People who
have only a small income show their native instincts
in the intelligent use of it. All these differ, and these
only are worth studying, unless you belong to the
staff of a »Society« paper. As a Frenchman, I am
glad to say we have no »Society« papers. England
and America are the only two countries in the world
where these official organs of Anglo-Saxon snobbery
can be found, and I should not be surprised to hear
that Australia possessed some of these already.

& Ed * *

The source of French happiness is to be found in
the thrift of the women, from the best middle class
to the peasantry. This thrift is also the source of
French wealth. A nation is really wealthy when the
fortunes are stable, however small. We have no
Railway Kings, no Oil Kings, no Silver Kings, but
we have no tenement houses, no Unions, no Work-
houses. OQur lower classes do not yet ape in ridiculous
attire the upper class, either in their habits or dress.
‘The wife of a peasant or of a mechanic wears a simpie
snowy cap, and a serge or cotton dress. The wife
of a shopkeeper does not wear any jewellery, because
she cannot afford to buy real stones, and her taste is
too good to allow of her wearing false ones. She is
not ashamed of her husband’s occupation; she does
not play the fine lady while he is at work. She saves
him the expense of a cashier or of an extra clerk by
helping him in his business. When the shutters are
up, she enjoys life with him, and is the companion
of his pleasures as well as of his hardships. Club life
is unknown in France, except among the upper .
classes. Man and wife are constantly together, and
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France 1s a nation of Darbys and Joans. There is, I
believe, no country where men and women go through
life on such equal terms as France.

% * ] @

In England (and here again I speak of the masses
only), the man thinks himself a much superior being to
the woman. It is the same in Germany. In America,
I should feel inclined to believe that a woman looks
down upon a man with a certain amount of contempt.
She receives at his hands attentions of all sorts, but
I cannot say, as I have remarked before, that I have
ever discovered in her the clightest trace of gratitude
to man.

I have often tried to explain to myself this gentle
contempt of American ladies for the male sex, for,
contrasting it with the lovely devotion of Jonathan
to his womankind, it is a curious enigma. Have I
found the solution at last? Does it begin at School?
In American schools, boys and girls, from the ten-
derest age, follow the same path to learning, and side
by side on the same benches. Moreover, the girls
prove themselves thoroughly capable of keeping pace
with the boys. Is it not possible that the girls, as
they watched the performances of the boys in the
study, learned to say: »Is that all?« while the young
lords of creation, as they looked on at what »those
girls« can do, perhaps exclaimed: »>Well, well, who
would have thought it?« And does not this explain
the two attitudes: the great respect of men for women,
and the mild contempt of women for men?

Very often, in New York, when I had time to
saunter about, I would go up to Broadway and wait
until a car, well crammed with people, came along.
Then I would jump on board and stand near the
door. Whenever a man wanted to get out, he would
say to me, »Please« or »Excuse mec, or just touch
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me lightly to warn me that I stood in his way. But
the women! Oh, the women! Why, it was simply
lovely. They would just push me away with the
tips of their fingers, and turn up such disgusted and
haughty noses! You would have imagined it was a
heap of dirty rubbish in their way.

* * L] *

Would you have a fair illustration of the respective
positions of woman in France, in England, and in
America?

Go to a hotel, and watch the arrival of couples
in the dining-rcom.

Now don’t go to the Louvre, the Grand Hotel, or
the Bristol, in Paris. Don’t go to the Savoy, the Victoria,
or the Métropole in London. Don’t go to Delmonico’s
in New York, because in all these hotels you will
see that ali behave alike. Go elsewhere and, I say,
watch.

In France, you will see the couples arrive together,
walk abreast towards the table assigned to them, very
often arm in arm, and smiling at each other—though
married.

In England, you will see John Bull leading the
way. He does not like to be seen eating in public,
and thinks it very hard that he should not have the
dining-room all to himself. So he enters, with his
hands in his pockets, looking askance at everybody,
right and left. Then, meek and demure, with her
eyes cast down, follows Mrs. John Bull

In America, behold the dignified, nay, the majestic
entry of Mrs. Jonathan, a perfect queen going towards
her throne, bestowing a glance on her subjects right
and left—and Jonathan behind!

They say in France that Paris is the paradise of
women. If so, there is a more blissful pl.ce than
paradise, there is another word to invent to give an
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idea of the social position enjoyed by American
ladies.

If I had to be born again, and might choose my
sex and my birthplace, I would shout at the top of
my voice:

»Oh! make me an American womanle¢
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CHAPTER XIII.

More about Fournalism in America—A Dinner at
Delwionico’s—My First Appearance in an American
Church.

PAew Jork, Bunday Aight, 19th January.

HAVE been spending the whole day in reading the
Sunday papers.

I am never tired of reading and studying the
American newspapers. The whole character of the
ration is there: Spirit of enterprise, liveliness, childish-
ness, inquisitiveness, deep interest in everything that
is hurnan, fun aud humour, indiscretion, love of gossip,
brightness.

Speak of electric light, of phonographs and grapho-
phones, if you like; speak of those thousand and one
inventions which have come out of the American
brain; but if you wish to mention the greatest and
most wonderful achievement of American activity, do
not hesitate for a moment to give the palm to
American journalism: it is simply the nec plus ultra.

You will find some people, even in America, who
condemn its loud tone; others who object to its
meddling with private life; others, again, who have
something to say of its contempt for statements which
are not in perfect accordance with strict truth. I even
believe that a French writer, whom I do not wish to
name, once said that very few statements to be found
in an American paper were to be relied upon—beyond
the date. People may say this and may say that
about American journalism; I confess that I like it,
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simply because it will supply you with tweive—on
Sundays with thirty—-pages that are readable from the
first line to the last. Yes, from the first line to the
last, including the advertisements.

The American journalist may be a man of letters,
but, above all, he must possess a bright and graphic
pen, and his services are not wanted it he camnot
write a racy article or paragraph out of the most
trifling incident. He must relate facts, if he can; but
if he cannot, so much the worse for the facts, he
must be entertaining and turn out something that is
readable.

Suppose, for example, a reporter has to send to
his paper the account of a police-court proceeding.
There is nothing more important to bring to the
office than the case of a servant-girl who has robbed
her mistress of a pair of diamond earrings. The
English reporter will bring to his editor something in
the following style:

»Mary Jane So-and-so was yesterday charged before
the magistrate with stealing a pair of diamond earrings
from her mistress. It appearsc« (always 72 appears,
that is the formula) »that, last Monday, as Mrs. X.
went to her room to dress for dinner, she missed a
pair of diamond earrings, which she usualiy kept in a
little drawer in her bedroom. On questioning her maid
on the subject, she received incoherent answers.
Suspicion that the maid was the thief arose in her
mind, and——c«¢ A long paragraph in this dry style will
be published in Z%e 7imes, or any other London morning
paper.

Now, the American reporter will be required to
bring something a little more entertaining, if he hopes
to be worth his salt on the staff of his paper, and he
will prcbably get up an account of the case soemewhat
in the following fashion:

sMary“ Jane So-andso is a pretiy little brunette
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ot some twenty summers. On looking in the glass
at her dainty little ears, she fancied how lovely a
pair of diamond earrings would look in them. So
one day she thought she would try on those of her
mistress. How lovely she looked! said the looking-
glass, and the Mephistopheles that is hidden in the
corner of every man’s or woman’s breast suggested
that she should keep them. This is how Mary Jane
found herself in trouble . . .« etc., etc. The whole
will read like a little story, probably entitled something
like, »Another Gretchen gone Wrong through the Love
of Jewels.«

The heading has to be thought of no less than
the paragraph. Not a line is to be dull in a paper
sparkling all over with eye-ticklers of all sorts. Ohl
those delicious headings that would resuscitate the dead
and make them sit up in their graves!

A Tennessee paper, which I have now under my
eyes, announces the death of a townsman with the
following heading:

3At ten o'clock last night Joseph W. Nelson put
on his angel plumage.«

*® * * *

»Racy, catching advertisements supplied to the
trade,« such is the announcement that I see in the
same paper. I understand the origin of such literary
productions as the following, which I cull from a Co-
lorado sheet:

>This morning our Saviour summoned away the
jeweller William T. Sumner of our city from his shop
to another and a better world. The undersigned, his
widow, will weep upon his tomb, as will also his two
daughters, Maud and Emma, the former of whom is
married, and the other is open to an offer. The funeral
will take place to-morrow. Signed: His disconsolate
widow, MATHILDA SUMNER.

»P.S.—This bereavement will not interrupt our
6
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business, which will be carried on as usual, only our
place of business will be removed from Washington
Street to No. 17 St. Paul Street, as our grasping land-
lord has raised our rent.—M. S.«

The following advertisement probably emanates
from the same firm:

ERSONAL,— HIS LOVE SUDDENLY RETURNED;
recently they had not been on the best of terms owing

to a little family jar occasioned by the wife insisting on being

allowed to renovate his wearing apparel, and which, of course,

was done in a bungling manner; in order to prevent the

trouble they agreed to send all their work hereafter to D—,

the Tailor, and now everything is lovely, and peace and

happiness again reigns in their household.

All this is lively. I repeat it, never fail to read
the advertisements of an American paper, or you will
not have got out of it all the fun it supplies.

Here are a few that I extract from the Cincinnati
Enguirer, which tell different stories:

HE young MADAME J.C. ANTONIA, just arrived from
Europe, will remain a short time; tells past, present, and
future; tells by the letters in hand who the future husband
or wife will be; brings back the husband or lover in so many
days, and guarantees to settle family troubles; can give good
luck and success; ladies call at once; also cures corns and
bunions. Hours 10 a.m. and g p.m.

HE acquaintance desired of lady passing along Twelfth
St. at 3 o'clock Sunday afternoon, by blonde gent standing
at corner, Address LOU K 48, Enguirer office.

ILL the three ladies that got on the electric car at
the Zoo Sunday afternoon favour three gents that got
off at Court and Walnut Sts, with their address? Address

ELECTRIC CAR, Enguirer office.

TILL two ladies on Clark St. car that noticed two gents
/ in front of (irand Opera House, about 7 last evening,
please address } and S, ZEnguirer office?
w * * %

A short time ago a man named Smith was bitten
by a rattlesnake and treated with whisky at a New
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York hospital. An English paper would have just
mentioned the fact, and have had the paragraph
headed: »A remarkable cure,¢ or »A man cured of
a rattlesnake bite by whisky;< but a kind corres-
pondent sends me the headings of this bit of in-

telligence in five New York papers. They are as
follows:

1. »Smith is all right!«

2. »Whisky does itle

3. »The Snake routed at all points!c

4. »The Reptile is nowherel«

5. »Drunk for three days and cured!«

Let a batch of officials be dismissed. Do not suppose
than an American editor will accept the news with such
a heading as »Dismissal of Officials«<. The reporter will
have to bring some label that will fetch the attention.
»Massacre at the Custom Housel« or »So many Heads
in the Basket!« will do. Now, I maintain that it requires
a wonderful imagination, something little short of genius,
to be able, every day, to hit on a hundred of such
headings. But the American journalist does it.

An American paper is a collection of short stories.
The Sunday edition of the New York Wor/d, the New
York Herald, the Boston Herald, the Boston Globe, the
Chicago 7ribune, the Chicago Herald, and many others,
is something like ten volumes of miscellaneous literature,
and I do not know of any achievement to be compared
to it.

I cannot do better than compare an American paper
to a large store, where the articles are labelled so as
to immediately strike the customer.

A few weeks ago, I heard my friend, Colonel Charles
H. Taylor, editor of the Boston Globe, give me an
interesting summary of an address on journalism which
he is to deliver next Saturday before the members of
the New England Club of Boston. He maintains that °
the proprietor of a newspaper has as much right to
6'
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make his shopwindow as attractive to the public as
any tradesman. If the Colonel is of opinion that
journalism is a trade and the journalist a mere trades-
man, I agree with him. " If journalism is not to rank
among the highest and noblest of professions, and is
to be nothing more than a commercial enterprise, I
agree whith him.

Now, if we study the evolution of journalism for
the last forty or fifty years, we shall see that daily
journalism, especially in a democracy, has become a
commercial enterprise, and that journalism, as it was
understood forty years ago, has become to-day monthly
journalism. The dailies have now no other object than
to give the news, the latest; just as a tradesman that
would succeed, must give you the latest fashion in any
kind of business. The people of a democracy like
America are educated in politics. They think for
themselves, and care but litile for the opinions of such
and such journalist on any question of public interest.
They want news, not literary essays on news. When
I hear some Americans say that they object to their
daily journalism, I answer that journalists are like other
people who supply the public: they keep the article
that is wanted.

A free country possesses the government it deserves,
and the journalism it wants. A people active and
busy, as the Americans are, want a journalism that
will keep their interest awake and amuse them. And
they naturally get it. The average American, for
example, cares not a pin for what his representatives
say or do in Washington; but he likes to be acquainted
with what is going on in Europe, and that is why the
American journalist will give him a far more detailed
account of what is going on in the Palace of West-
minster than of what is being said in the Capitol.

In France, journalism is persoral. On any great
question of the day, domestic or foreign, the French-
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man will want to read the opinion of John Lemoinne
in the Fournal des Débats, or the opinion of Edruard

" 'Lockroy in the Rappel, or maybe that of Paul de

Cassagnac or Henri Rochefort. Every Frenchman is
more or less led by the editor of the newspaper which
he patronises. But the Frenchman is only a democrat
in name and aspirations, not in fact. France made the
mistake of etablishing a republic before she made re-
publicans of her sons. A French journalist signs his
articles, and is a leader of public opinion—so much so,
that every successful journalist in France has been, is
now, and ever will be elected a representative of the
people.

In America, as in England, the journalist has no
personality outside the literary classes. Who, among
the masses, knows the names of Bennett, Dana, Whitelaw
Reid, Madill, Childs, in the United States? Who, in
England, knows the names of Mudford, Robinson, and
other editors of the great dailies? If it had not been
for his trial and imprisonment, Mr. W. T. Stead him-
self, though a most brilliant journalist, would never have
heard his name on anybody’s lips.

A leading article in an American or an English
newspaper will attract no notice at home. It will only
be quoted on the European Continent.

It is the monthly and the weekly papers and ma-
gazines that now play the part of the dailies of bygone
days. An article in the Spectator or Saturday Review,
or especially in one of the great monthly magazines,
will be quoted all over the land, and I believe that
this relatively new journalism, which is read only by
the cultured, has now for ever taken the place of the
old cne.

In a country where everybody reads, men as well
as women; in a country where nobody takes much
interest in politics outside of the State and the city in
which he lives, the journalist has to turn out every day
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all the news he can gather. and present them to the
reader in the most readable form. Formerly daily
journalism was a branch of literature; now it is a news
store, and is so not only in America. The English
press shows signs of the same tendency, and so does
the Parisian press. Take the London Pall Mall Gasette
and Star, and the Paris Figaro, as illustrations of what
I advance.

As democracy makes progress in England, jour-
nalist.  will become more and more American, altlough
the English reporter will have some trouble in succeed-
ing to compete with his American confrére in humour
and liveliness.

Under the guidance of political leaders, the news-
papers of Continental Europe direct public opinion. In
a democracy, the newspapers follow public opinion, and
cater to the public taste: they are the servants of the
people. The American says to his journalists:

»I don’t care a pin for your opinion on such a
question. Give me the news and I will comment on it
myself. Only don’t forget that I am an overworked
man, and that before, or after, my fourteen hours’ work,
I want to be entertained.«

So, as I have said elsewhere, the American jour-
nalist must be spicy, lively, and bright. He must know
how, not merely to report, but to relate in a racy,
catching style, an accident, a trial, a conflagration, and
be able to make up an article of one or two columns
upon the most insignificant incident. He must be in-
teresting, readable. His eyes and ears must be always
open, every one of his five senses on the alert, for he
must keep ahead in this wild race for news. He must
be a good conversationalist on most subjects, so as to
bring back from his interviews with different people a
good store of materials. He must be a man of courage,
to brave rebuffs. He must be a philosopher, to pocket
abuse cheerfully.
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He must be a man of honour, to inspire confidence
in the people he has to deal whit. Personally I can say
this of him, that whenever I have begged him, for
instance, to kindly abstain from mentioning this or that
which might have been said in conversation with him,
I have invariably found that he kept his word.

But if the matter is of public interest, he is, before
and above all, the servant of the public; so never challenge
his spirit of enterprise, or he will leave no stone unturned
until he has found out your secret and exhibited it in
public.

I do not think that American journalism needs an
apology.

It is the natural outcome of circumstances and .
the democratic times we live in. The Théitre-Fran- '
gais is not now, under a Republic, and probably never ,

again will be, what it was when it was placed under
the patronage and supervision of the French Court.
Democracy is the form of government least of all cal-
culated to foster literature and the fine arts. To that
purpose, Monarchy, with its Court and its fashionable
society, is the best. This is e reason to prefer a
monarchy to a republic.

Journalism cannot be now what it was when papers
were read by people of culture only. In a democracy,
the stage and journalism have to please the masses of
the people. As the people become better and better
educated, the stage and journalism will rise with them.
What the people want, I repeat it, is news, and jour-
nals are properly called News-papers.

Speaking of American journalism, no man need use
apologetic language,

Not ' when the proprietor of an American paper
will not hesitate to spend thousands of dollars to pro-
vide his readers with the minutest details about some
great European event.

Not when an American paper will, at its own ex-
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pense, send Henry M. Stanley to Africa in search of dien

Livingstone. supp

Not so long as the American press is vigilant, and who

keeps its thousand eyes open on the interests of the Stee

American people. stori
*

* L
vate

Dined this evening with Richard Mansfield at Del-

monico’s. I sat between Mr. Charles A. Dana, the f
first of American journalists, and General Horace Porter, burg
and had what my American friends would call »a good
mighty elegant. timee«. The host was delightful, the pray
dinner excellent, the wine »extra dry«, the speeches 1 cessa
quite the reverse. »Speeches¢ is rather a big word is al;
for what took place at dessert. Everyone supplied an grog
anecdote, a story, a reminiscence, and contributed to pray
the general entertainment of the guests. them
The Americans have too much humour to spoil ture
their dinners with toasts to the President, the Senate, not :
the House of Representatives, the Army, the that
Navy, the Militia, the Volunteers, and the Reserve fire.
Forces. lectu
How can you be humorous on the subject of Re- : churc
serve Forces? 4 ture,
I once heard Mr. Chauncey M. Depew referring 3 house

to the Volunteers, at some English public dinner, as in a
»Men invincible—in peace, and invisible in war.« After | An a
dinner I remarked to an English peer: N
»You have heard to-night the great New York churc
after-dinner speaker, what do you think of his speech?« . platfo
>Well,e« he said, »it was witty; but [ think his interic
remark about our Volunteers was not in very good . Amer
taste.« certs,
I remained composed, and did not explode. see, t

3 ! * 2 lectur

Rewburgh (A. 1.), 21st January. : Y

Lectured in Meirose, near Boston, last night, and feel it

had the satisfaction of pleasing a Massachusetts au-
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dience for the second time. After th: lecture, I had
supper with Mr. Nat Goodwin, a wvery good actor,
who is now playing in Boston in a new play by Mr.
Steele Mackaye. Mr. Nat Goodwin told many good
stories at supper. He can entertain his friends in pri-
vate as well as he can the public.

* * *

Tho-night I have appeared in a church, in New-
burgh. The minister, who took the chair, had the
good sense to refrain from opening the lecture with
prayer. There are many who have not the tact ne-
cessary to see that praying before a humorous lecture
is almost as irreverent as praying before a glass of
grog. It is as an artist, however, that I resent that
prayer. After the audience have said Amen, it takes
them a full quarter of an hour to realise that the lec-
ture is not a sermon, that they are in a church, but
not at church, and the whole time their minds are in
that undecided state all your points fall flat and miss
fire. Even without the preliminary prayer, I dislike
lecturing in a church. The very atmosphere of a
church is against the success of a light, humorous lec-
ture, and many a point, which would bring down the
house in a theatre, will be received only with smiles
in a lecture-hall, and in respectful silence in a church.
An audience is greatly influenced by surroundings.

Now, I must say that the interior of an American
church, with its lines of benches, its galleries, and its
platform, does not inspire such religious feelings as the
interior of a European Catholic church. In many
American towns, the church is let for meetings, con-
certs, exhibitions, bazaars, etc., and so far as you can
see, there is nothing to distinguish it from an ordinary
lecture-hall.

Yet, it is a church, and both lecturer and audience
feel it.
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CHAPTER XIV.

Marcus Aurelius in America— Chairmen I have iad—

American, English, and Scotch Chairmen—One who
lad been to Boulogne—Talkative and Stlent Chair-
men—A Trying Occasion— The Lord is asked to
allow the Audience to sce my Fokes.

Pew Hork, 22ud January.

THERE are indeed very few Amicricans who have not
either tact or a sense of humour. They make the best
of chairmen. They know that the audience have not
come to hear them, and that ail that is required of
them is to introduce the lecturer in very few words,
and to give him a good start. Who is the lecturer
that would not appreciate, nay, love, such a chairman
as Dr. R. S. McArthur, who intrcduced me yesterday
to a New York audience in the following manner?
»Ladies and gentlemen,« said he, »the story goes
that, last summer, a party of Americans visiting Rome
paid a visit to the famous Spithover’s bookshop in the
Piazza di Spagna. Now Spithover is the most learned
of bibliophiles. You must go thither if you need ar-
tistic and archae- ‘gical works of the profoundest re-
search and erudr .. But one of the ladies in this
tourists’ party only w-nted the lively travels in Ame-
rica of Max O'Rell, w she asked for the book at
Spithover's, There canie in a deep guttural voice—
an Anglo-German voice—from a spectacled clerk be-
hind a desk, words to this purport: ,Marcus Aurelius
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w;os neffer in the Unided Shtaates!’—But, ladies and

gentlemen, he is now, and here he is.«

With such an introduction, 1 was immediately in
touch with the audieace.

What a change after some English chairmen!

A few days before lecturing in any English town,
< under the auspices of a Literary Society or Mechanics’
% Institute, the lecturer generally receives from the
! secretary a letter running somewhat as follows: »Dear
¢ sir, I have much pleasure in informing you that our
' Mr. Blank, one of our vicepresidents and a well-
‘i known resident here, will take the chair at your

lecture.« Translated into plain English, this reads:
»My poor fellow, I am much grieved to have to
inform you that a chairman will be inflicted upon you
on the occasion of your lecture before the members

of our Society.«

In my few years’ lecturing experience, I have come
across all sorts and conditions of chairmen, but I can
recollect very few that »have helped me«. Now, what
is the office, the duty, of a chairman on such occa-
sions? He is supposed to introduce the lecturer to the
audience. For this he needs to be able to make a
neat speech. He has to tell the audience who the
lecturer is, in case they should not know it, which is
seldom the case. I was once introduced, to an audience
who knew me, by a chairman who, I don't think, had
ever heard my name in his life.
platform he asked me whether I had written anything,
next whether I was an Irishman or a Frenchman, etc.

Sometimes the chairman is nervous; he hems and
haws, conaot find the words he wants, and only
succeeds in fidgeting the audience. Sometimes, on the
other hand, he is a wit.
was once introduced to a New York audience by
General Horace Porter. Those of my readers who
know the delightful General, and have heard him

There is danger again.

Before going on the

91
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deliver one of those little gems of speeches in his own
inimitable manner, will agree with me that certainly
there was danger in that; and they will not be
surprised when I tell them that after his delightfully
witty and graceful little introduction, I felt as if the
best part of the »showe was over.

Sometimes the chair has to be offered to a
magnate of the neighbourhood, though he mav be
noted for nis long prosy orations (which annoy the
public), or to a very popular man in the locality who
gets all the applause (which annoys the lecturer).

»Brevity is the soul of wit,« should be the motto
of chairmen, and I sympathise with a friend of mine
who says that chairmen, like little boys and girls,
should be seen and not heard.

Of those chairmen who can and do speak, the
Scotch ones are generally good. They have a knack
of startiag the evening with some droll Scotch anec-
dote, told with that piquant and picturesque accent of
theirs, and of putting the audience in a good humour.
Occasionally they will also make & propos and equally
droll little speeches at the close. One evening, in talk-
ing of America, I had mentioned the fact that Ame-
rican banquets were very lively, and that I thought the
fact of Americans being able to keep up such a flow
of wit for so many hours was perhaps due to their
drinking Apollinaris water instead of stronger things
after dessert. At the end of the lecture, the chairman
rose, and said he had greatly enjoyed it, but that he
must take exception to one statement the lecturer had
made, for he thought it »fery deeficult to be wutty on
Apollinaris watter.«

Another kind of chairman is the one who kills your
finish, and stops all the possibility of your being called
back for applause, by coming forward, the very iistant
the Jast words are out of your mouth, to inform the
audience that the next lecture will be given by Mr.
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So-and-so, or to make a statement of the Society’s
financial position, concluding by appealing to the
members to induce their friends to join.

Then there is the chairman who, although he does
not know what you are going to speak about, thinks
it his duty to give the audience a kind of summary of
what he imagines the lecture is going to be. He is
terrible: But he is nothing to the one who, when the
lecture is over, will persist in summing it up, and ex-
plaining your own jokes, especially the ones he has
not quite seen through. This is the dullest, the sad-
dest chairman yet invented.

Some modest chairmen apologize for standing bet-
ween the lecturer and .the audience, and declare they
cannot speak, but do. Others promise to speak a

i minute only, but don’t.

»What shall I speak about?« said a chairman to
me one day, after I had been introduced to him in
the little back room behind the platform.

»If you will oblige me sir,c I replied, »kindly
speak about—one minute.«

Once I was introduced to the audience as the pro-
moter of good feelings between England and France.

»Sometimes,« said the chairman, »we see clouds of
misunderstanding arise between the French —between
the English—between the two. The lecturer of thig
evening makes it his business t<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>