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Meft Who knew James Whit-
comb Riley and his work in-
timately tell something aboul
the great Hoosierwho played
upon the heartstrings of a
nation With his songs of

OWADAYS 0 poetie genlps doesn’t
look ke one,  On the street, youn
might guess him o be o bhusiness
wan or 0 lnwyer or o prencher or
o photographer,  Not sinee the
titne of Bdesr Allin Poe hoave real
pocts worn thele hnir long—ns in
the  eomle  pletires—or  nffected
the soulfal expression,  Nowndays
when o mnn wenrs his holr Hke
Spanish mess on o Florlds onk he
i suspected of boebmg hoaed up. And
I e exhilbiis swhat Is supposed to
b hiiw soul by certnln shifting ond staring of his
cyen he is pitted ns one whose mental gearing
has sand In It

Miss Cormnn, former editor of the Independent
and a poet of note, wng one of James Whiteomb
Miley's  elosest  frivnds. After  the  Indinnn
songster's denth on July 21 Carmnn told much
nhout Riley to Mr, Joyee Kilmer of the New York
Tiwes Magnzine and Mr. Kilmer in turn told It
to the publie,

Bome 30 years ngo Carman was introduced to
ithe alrendy famous Hoosler.  Riley's keen bird-
ke eyes surveyed the tall frame of the new and
lyoung acquaintance: “Gosh, you're n stanlwnrt,
aln't ye?' he remarked, grinning. *“l1 guess your
iparents must have tralned you on a trellis”

Then, ax reported by Mr., Kilmer, Carmun went
on to sny:

“The next time 1 snw Riley was In Phillndelphia,
1 went to rend before the Browning soclety, and
{1 don't mind telllng you that 1 was scared to
ideath, When I got out all alone on the stage and
saw & thousand people staring up at me 1 felt
more like running away than doing anuything else.
JBut when 1 saw Rlley down (n the audience,
{looking at me In his quaint, friendly way, then
‘T felt nll right. 1 wasn't afrald to rend my
ipoetry to Riley.

“After the reading wan over Rlley tucked me
‘under his arm and sald: ‘Now, let's get around
to the hotel and we'll take off our shoes and
&ot a chew of tobacco nnd be comfortuble)

“You know, such remuarks as this were anll the

more plquant becnuse Riley wus 80 very punce
tillous and scrupulous in all his persounl habits,
‘He alwanys was immaculntely dressed. 1 never
[knew hlin even to make so much of A conces-
islon to comfort as to put on n smoking jncket
or a lounge cont; But he liked to go to his room
and streteh himself on his bed and talk, And
he never talked about anything but lterature,
chlefly poetry.
» “Riley hand a  great fund of knowledge of
poetry and konew lots of out-of-the-wany homely
verso. He delighted particularly In ridiculously .
bad newspuper verse,

“Riley llked to rend poetry nlound. When 1 went
to hia house of an evening, he genernlly was walt-
fng for e with some favorite book, ready to
rend aloud,”

“What sort of poetry did he prefer?”

“His tastes covered a wide runge. Two poets
to whom he wan especially devoted were Long-
fellow and Swinburne,

“Rlley liked Longfellow's directness pnid slme-
plicity, The things that pleased him In Swin-
burne's work were the music and the deft crufis-
‘manship,

“After Riley had recelved his degrees from
some of the colleges, he seemed to feel that he
ought to be known ans a poet, ranther than ns a
humorist and writer of dinlect verse, He tried
‘hard to lve up to the name of poet, and wanted
his nonkense rhymes of his vagabondage forgot-
ten, Yet his vernpcular verse, or, ns he cnlled it,
hin dialect verse, was his chlef contribution to
liternture,

“Riley wns Just n poot,
cured to he, He wos not interested in anything
but poetey,  He knew nothing of pollties—he hnd
not voted for 30 years,  Amd s for philosophy,
he had nothing but contempt for the modern
thinkors,

“There was something very pathetie and charm-
ing nbhout Riley's tennclty in holiding the serfous
poet pose,  His nonsense was Just one of his wuys
of writing which happened to prove populur;
when he got a chanee to write in anothier way
how engerly he seized It, and how persistontly he
clung to it!

“His lust years were the happlest of his life,
1 think. He had his own car and rode nround
Indinnapolis and Its suburbs every day, genernlly
taking with him some friend. He was honored
and loved, and T think he felt that life hiad been
good to him,

“IUiey's futher was a lawyer, His grandfather
entne to Indlannn from Pennsylvania,  His grand-
mother on his mother's slde was Pennsylvania
Dutch. His father was Lrish,

“Riley had many preindices.  He disliked [Poe
very much, [le disliked P'oe’s character so mych
that he could hardly read his poetry. Of course,
e must hoave lHked Poe's musle und splendld
wetrienl effects,

“Of conrse, you know the story of Riley's fa-
mous imitation of Poe? He had taken a position
on the staff of an Anderson, Ind., paper, and the
editor of a rival paper kept ridiculing bim, Riley

That was nll he ever
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wanted to get even with him, so he wrote his
imitation of Poe, and had It published In a paper
in another part of the state with an elaborate
story ahout the discovery of the manuscript.

“At once it made a great sensution all over
the country. It made so great a sensatlon that
Riley was terrifled, and feared that he would be
uecused of literary forgery. Meanwhlle the edl-
tor of the rival paper wrote: ‘No doubt our young
friend Riley will belittle this poem and say it is
not the work of Poe, But It Is PPoe, and Poe's
best manner., The sensation grew to such pro-
portions that Riley had to confess that he had
written the poem. And then the editor of the
paper discharged Riley becouse he had not pub-
lished It In his paper.

“Then the Indianapolls Journal gave him a job,
which he held for years. He wrote reams of
nonsense verse, and wrote up In verse the shops
of the merchunts who advertised In the Journal

“Riley's first book was called ‘The Old Swim-
min’ Hole and ‘Leven More P'oems' He pub-
lHshed it himself. It sold so well that It was soon
taken over by a publisher, and passed through
mwany editions,

“Riley's exquisite penmaoship showed the care
with which he wrote, Originally he wrote a care-
less and rather Ulegible seript, but he had so
much diMeulty In getting the printers to read his
writing, nnd printing his dinlect verse correctly,
that he took up the study of penmanship. He
wns eareful always to get the dinlect of one
part of Indlann as distinet from the dinlect of
uny other part,

“*Any man's charancter,’ he sald, ‘Is best re
membered, [ suppose, by some of his habitual
gestures and expressions.’ I remember Riley as
very deliberate In his motlons, especinlly in his
Inst yenrs. Smooth shaven, ruddy, well groomed,
he looked ke a benlgn old English bishop more
than anyvthing else.”

Mr. Don Marquls of the New York Sun aptly
conslders Riley and his peetry from an entirely
different angle,

“James Whitcomb Riley,” says he, “waos the
compnnion of {airies In Arendy: for the Hoosler
belongs to a race apart.  And while some are
captured and broken to trade, the gentle poef
eseaped amd kept always the vislon of hidden
things."

With these prefatory remarks the writer goes
on with hls essay:

“There are two gorts of Indinnan—the ordinary
Indinnan, who Is not so very Jdifferent from the
Ohdonig or the Hlinolsan, and the Hoosler,

“The Hoosler helong not merely to a rnee apart,
but to n sepornte specles.  He 18 humnan, but
with a diference; he 18 aware of the Kinship
between humanity and the so-enlled lower anl-
mals (nnd even the plants and streams) on the
one slde, nnd on the other side of the kinship of
humnnity with the elves,

“When the moon turng the mists to sllver and
the owls wall and the frogs wake up along the
ereeks and lnkes nnd the falrles saddle and bridle
the fireflies und mount them and go whirring and
flashing off in search of alry adventures the
Hooslers stenl out of the farmhouses and ham-
lete« and ereen down to the bottom lands and
dance and sinz and eavort under the summer
stare. They do so seeretly, dodging the mere hu-
mans, for seereey s the essence of thelr midnight,
whimsleal revels,

“In the dayvtime they pretend they are Just
ordinury Indiapnns: thelr own brothers and
mothers may not reanlize that they are Hooslers.

“But in Indinna, ns elsewhere, there 18 business
and the need to attend to {t, There must have
been even In Arcady—somebody owned the flocks
and herds of Aready and  turned them Into
butcher's meat and leather, nnd the shepherds
only piped on. the sufferamce of thelr eommerclals
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minded masters. These Hooslers, these wild bards
and prancing, long-legged lovers of the moon, are
often captured and broken and tamed to trade
and Industry by the more sordid citizenry, They
are yoked to the handle end of the plow,
chalned to the desk; by the hundreds and thou-
sands they become clerks and salesmen and rall-
rond presidents and novellsts and business men
of all sorts,

“James Whitcomb Riley was a Hoosler who
happlly escaped; he was never captured, never
ensluved ; the things hidden from the rest of us,
or revenled only In flushes, remembered but
viguely from the days of our own happy Hoosler-
dom, he continued to see steadily ; he lived among
them familiarly to the end, and untll the end
waus thelr Interpreter to us,

“*Bud come here to your uncle a spell, says
Riley in effect, ‘nnd I'tl show you not only a falry,
but a fulry who has for the moment chosen to he
just nas much of a Hoosler as the Raggedy Mun,
or Orphant Annle, or Old Kiogry, or the folks at
Griggsby Station.

“The critiecs and the learned doctors of liter-
ature ure already debating ans to whether Rlley
hud lmagination or only fancy. (It would be a
terrible calumity to some of them If they sald
it was Imagination and It was officially declared
Inter to be merely fancy; that Is the sort of
mistake that damns a eritle and makes the sons
and grandsons of eritles meek, hacked, apolo-
getle young men.) And doubtless the polnt s ex-
ceedingly lmportant.  For If a poet has Imagi-
natlon they say his work Is significant, And If
he has only funey his work Is not significant.

“The chief merit of Riley's dinlect verse—
which 18 the most popular part of his production
and the part with which the crities chiefly con-
cern themselves—Iis its effectiveness ns a medium
for <character portrayal¢  Whimsieal, lovable,
homely, racy, quaint, salty, pathetic, humorous,
tender are his dinlect poems; essentlally, he has
shown ns life as a superior writer of prose
sketehies might do, adding the charm of his lyri-
elsm,

“But, personally, we never llke him so well as
when he Is writing sheer moonlight and musle.
P'robiably no poet who ever wrote Eunglish—ecer-
tuinly no Amerienn poet—got more luscious Inn-
gunge than Riley. A sweelness that (8 not so
sugury that it cloys, having always a winy tang.
For instunce, from *The Flylng Islands of the
Night
. . I lost hours of lute and song,

When e was but o prince—1 but a1 mouth

For hm to Hft up sippingly and drealn

To his most uithmate of stommering sohs

And maundlin wanderings of bWlinded breath.. , .,

“There 18 no hetter evidence of the gennine-
ness of Riley's sentiment, partieulnrly in the dia-
lect poems, than the discretion with which he
touches the pathetie chord when he touches It
at all.  One of the most popular poems he ever
wrote was ‘'Old-Fashloned IRoses,” and one word
too much, one pressure the least bit too (nsistent
would have made the thing as offensive as a
viudeville ballad., The taste which told him to
be simple and the sincerity which begat the
tuste save the verses from the reproach,

“Ilis verses for children and about children
could only have been written by a man whose
love and understanding of children was real, for
children nre quick to detect and repudinte any-
thing of the sort that is ‘pumped up' for effect,
nnd they contributed enormously to the general
feeling of affection for him. The regard of the
chfldren was In o way a testimonial to his per
klsting youthfulness of spirit; he was still thelr
playmate; perhaps It Is an earnest of (mmor-
tnlity, If Immortullty can be, Certainly love en-
dures longer than unything else, and this man
with the childlike sweetness In his soul goes
from us loved as few men have been.”
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'DISJOINTED SNAKE

( way and becoming bewlldered, they
+ remained hidden in the woods five
| days, living on wild berrles and sleep-

COLLECTS ITSELF

Head Whistles and Other Parts
Come Back and Link

Themselves. .

Lorned, Kan— Enoch Chase had »
prculine experience while tnking the
logs out of the old dugout on Mel
Hick's south eighty. He ran neross n
Joint snnke down between the logs and
hit It with his spade, Of course every

Joint flew apart and sturted to wiggle
ofl,

Enoch. just for n Joke, pleked up |
one of the Joints andgut 1t (n o bucket
et then ®lipped lu‘ul the logs and
walted to see what would happen,  In |
abont ten nunutes he heard o sort of
low whistle and then a rustling. The

Made a Peculiar Whistle.

head of the Joint snake eame ont of the
woodls and looked around. It then
made n peeullar whistle and another
joint bucked up nnd fastened on to the
head.

The heand whistlad twice and joint
No. 2 came out, nad 8o on, 80 many
whistles for each polnt, until it came
time for the one Enoch had In the
bucket. At its cull the thing thrashed
around In the bucket like all possessed,
but couldn’t get out. Of course, with-
out the Joint that fit, the snake couldn't
get together,

Enoch sald the last he saw of It the
head had taken charge of one-half and
the tall the rest and had gone off in
different directions to hunt up the
missing joint. Enoch got almost home
with his Joint when an automobile
tooted down the road. This elther
scared the joint or it was Its coupling-
on slgnal, for Enoch says It managed
to flop out of the bucket und get uway
in the tall grass.

YELLOWBACKS LIGHT CIGARS

Mysterious Individual in New York
Hotel Excites Wonder of
Bellhps.

New York—"One of your best
clgars,” sald an elderly man In a sllk
sult, gray silk gloves, gray socks and
the same colored suede shoes.,

The girl behind the cigar counter In
an uptown hotel looked at this person
and brought forth a cedar box with an
aroma that renched for yards,

The symphony in gray s¢lected a 50«
cent perfecto, took out n ]:;Ifl—hllll("l'd
knife from a gray suede cnse, cut off
the end of the cigar and then plhced it
in his mouth, He then took out a roll
of bills, handed the eclgar counter girl
one with a “V" on It, and then to her
surprise plucked a yellowback from
the roll and applied it to the gns light-
er.

Ile was slow nbout lighting the elgur,
His change wns on the counter. How-
ever, he finally plcked 1t up, threw
the burned bill Into a sand vase and
wnlked nway,

Four bellboys, who had watched the
proceeding, sprang to the vase, The
paper still was burning and all that
wns left was the part marked with
two X's.

HBuare," #8nld one of the bellhops, “he
does that oll the tlme.  Somehody told
me that it's a moving pictore actor, hut
anyway If this paper ean be redecmed
by Uncle Snm 'm for hlm."

REAL BABES IN THE WOODS

Brother and Sister, Aged Nine and |
Eight, Lost Five Days in |
City Park.

Waterbury, Conn.—The falry tule of
“Babes in the Wood" hus been dupll-
cated In the woods neur Lakewood
park, by Andrew Yankuuskns, nine
yeanrs old, and his sister, Mary, aged
elght. The children left home one
morning to go fshing, Losing their

ing under trecs. Thelr parents had
given up hope, bhelieving the chlldren
had been drowned, but the pair finally |
were locuted hy a policeman, |

Re-Wed Afier 33 Years,

New York.—Mra, D, Butler, sixty- |
four years old, and Peter J. Dobbs, l
slxty-eight, who were divorced 33 years
ago, have just re-wed. Both had tuken
other mates, who have sipce died
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Don't Wash the 0ld Way

Ask your grocer for » 260
box of Magic Washing Btiek —
enough for I8 wasbings; alice
one section of one stick with &
bar of soap and boll In & Tul-
lon of water; add this to the
clothes In & boiler of hot
water; boll 20 minutes, stle
rin lli‘lﬁl yrinse and hang out
to dry. Nota rulin the whole
fob {8 needed, Money refund.
ed 170t fallv, Tan't that worth
teylng? Good groeers pell It

H. P. LAU COMPANY
DISTRIDUTORS

LOOK TO FOURTH GENERATIOIi

Writer Sees Little to Praise in the
First Three Generations of Mod-
ern Americans.

The North Amerlean child Is too
aften merely  the . product of mar-
rlage, Tt serves B0 outlet for that
pride which its parents cannot always
reasonubily tuke In themselves, It is
petted, enjoled, pampered, overdressed
und  underdiseiplined, il there i
evolved o stronge pigmy for whom 1he
world soon grows banal, who I8 destl-
tuter of the petitionary appead of chilld-
hood sl who suevevs an alrendy nne-
thelpmted ad thoroughly annlyzed Tu-
ture with the cold eyes of antarural
knowledge, Alun Sallivan writes In
Huovper's Magnzine tor August,.  The
world s = football, It is smart be-
yond deseription. © But there is in the
foreed garden of s Hife no sheltered
bedd where may bloom the tlowers of
graclousness or pence,  OF such will
be the new aristoeraey, and s readi-
tlons will be of grandfuthers who, ¥
virtue of that fine native American
longhendeduess,  delivered the goods
of thelr period and were promptly und
sultubly rewarded. DBut there will be
fow traditions of courtliness, scunt -
reminders thut noblesse oblige, and
but seattered memorles of Inherited re-
sponsibilities. The semplternal dollar
will still dominute. One generation
was too busy collecting und the other
will be too busy spending. The sec-
oul generation offers noe promise and
the third but jittle, The fourth will
probubly open a new und fBner cycle.

Was His Humor Consclous?

A young womnn In Pittsburgh was
recently looking at materinl In one of
that clty's leading dry goods stores in
an attempt to select what would muke
an attractive skirt for the senshore.
The clerk rather strenuously suggestod
the avallability of several patterns.

“But,” said the young woman, “they
are ruther loud, don't you think?"

Without a glimmer of a smile, and In
a perfectly correct tone for a sulesman
to assume, he replied:

“Tao lomd for nwnings—Jjust right
for skirts."

The Difference.

“Politiclun, Isn't he?"

“Oh, no, he's n statesman.”

“Well, what's the difference?”

“A stutesman, my dear chap, is one
who I8 In polities because he has
money. A politiclan {8 one who has
money beeanuse he 18 ln pollties™

Do you earn a living you don't get—
or do you get a living you don't varn?

The word dollar was first thaler,
— S ——
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Two Fellows

are trying to
get ahead.

It's easy to see who'll win.

If you have any doubt
about coffee holding some
people back—in fact many—
leave the hesitating class, stop
coffee ten days, and use

POSTUM

This delicious pure food-
drink, made of wheat, roasted
with a bit of wholesome mo- |
lasses, has a delightful, snappy
flavor. It is free from the
drugs in coffee and all harm-
ful ingredients.

Postum is good for ol
and young, and makes for

health and efficiency.
“There’s a Reason”




