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TIPOGRAPHY by MALI.NO

INTFODUCTION

IN THIS SHORT VOLUME THE XEADER WHO His PERUSED
previously-published bits of Fassbeindermenia in
smaller mngazines thrcughout the country, is intro
duced %o another aspect of Carlton J. Fagsbeinder,
Leross tho peges of a number o© £ magazines Fasg-
boinder bes stogped in +the past with biting sar-
ossm, lurid satirs, ludicrous personality sketchss
and hilarious agcounts of his travels. Though of=-
tan lacking in apoecific deteils, the Fassbeinder
readar has usually gathered these facts after five
or six encounters with that author : Fassbeinder
appears to have trovecled extonsively, though un~
profitablys Fessboindor seems %0 be a University
nan, daving beon associatod at ons time or agother
#ith various such institutions; end Fassbainder
mist have a degree 1 n ssveral subjects, for tre
Pasebeinder adventures often contain veiled ref.r-
quees to "when I was @& psychiatric consultant®
®during ny prefessorship at such-and-suchf otc.

Yot withal, Fassbeinder simnrly becomes morc snd
more confused es he s ¢ ¢ 8 more and more of the
world, and if wg are to gain a real insight into
the character of the misunderstoof fellow, we must
grant that he is nothing more nor less that a2 mis-
fit, "...a forlorn cresture, out of pkace, out of
time." »

Reeders will derive many a chuckle from the sa-
tire and absurd comedy of Fassbeinder, yet we are
certain that not & few will bs stirangely awsre of
&n occesional forced laugh, of a sansatiocn, per-
haps, that this is not true humor. Those who are
extremely sensitive may well be left with 2 ling-
oring state of depression. In this little volums
the intorestod secker may discover the real Fass-
beinder : not +the buoyent, care-free, funny chap
that he is imasgined to be; rather, his dominating
personelity will be discernod : thewildered, path-
etic, & harried, confused creature, endlessly be-
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(s BEING iPOLEON, OR AY ONE

ELSE, FOR THAT MATITER

»

IT HAS ALWAYS HEEN MY CONTENTION THAT AN INDIVID-
ual, finding his own perticewler perscnality 8o ab-
jectly boorish an d wuninspiring es to drive the
posgessor to distraction, hes an inalienable right
%o turn to tho pages of history and become enyone
that his fancy dictates. Of course, this typs of
activity is frowned upon by our modern civilisation
in which we find ourselves enthralled, because it
allows the practitioner %o escapo t+ h e bonds ot
slavery which we have allowed to be impcsed upon us
It is easy to eppr.cizic the foiled and outwitted
faoolings of en employer to discovour one morning,
that a perfectly Iinnocuous bookeeper, or sales
eclerk, one who has for years gone aleng in his pre-~
serived rut, has suddenly come to work beamng ¥ “h
happiness and firm in the conviction that he 1s h&p
oleon I, or Kubla Ehen, or some other figure of
historical importance.

Neturally, there is nothing .2t ¢ an be done
with such people, save t O cart them off to some
sanetorium whore they are free 1 o be Napoleson in
utter ccntentment. This is the aspoct of the pic-
tupe which hurts most, becausc those left behind
have to continue as beforo. It 1 s they who must
romain in their ruts as Jack MeMurtry, or Joe Blowe

I experionco 2 grcet gloo and sensc of clation
when T am epproachod by samo plobien business man
with the distressed tale that his slave has sudden-
1y becoms Sir William Frencis Patrick Napier, has
gone homs to writo six volumes o £ +the History of
the Poninsuler War all over again, and demends in-
dignantly that he be transported back to his natur-
al time (1828) so thet h o may get started before
soms upstaert commences a similiar underteking.

"Brave !" I will exclaim to my client, "bravo !
You are to ¢onsidor yourself Jlucky,sir, that you
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L had the priviliege o owing a men who couisid-
ercs imsslf Sir Willism . upceis T %2k Napler, and
4be has encuch intestinal fortitude to bo Sir Wil-
liwn Frencis Paty:ck Nepior, despite the ridicule
of hisfrieonds.” And while the clie locks et me
1n utter stupefecticg, I became a veriteble Mach-
javelli, sceing that I bave this poor, common, un-
jmaginatiive creature a % plusses end fours. In a
crefty voiece I am apt to advisc 3 "Don't let this
men out of your cmploy. Tnercese his s=lery six-
Pold end meintein him as your confidential adviser.
aipr William Freneis Patrick Nepier, indeed ! You
are daoply konoired.

The veriety .f oxperiences in my 1life has been
infinitely cxpanded from t h e observation of the
noble char~ns which + h e desire to be some great
historien .rings ebout in the persor himself., Con-
sider patty =and selfish worries of somz haber-
dasher, .\ then contrest them with the orcet apd
—wrmltous emoticns that this mam must wuperience
when “~ is woriying n~¢ a new and somowhet inexper-
jencel izpoleon, over als men in the bdloody "Bat .o
S the Pyramids" between the French and the forces
of e Mameluke Army somewherc betwoen Calre eand Al-
exandria, How often, may I ask, do any of us come
to oxperiecnce such great and noble emotioms ?

Te sco friends and elients attompt the difficult
role of an historical personage 1 8 & fascineting
sbservation, for this 1 s the supreme test of the
man. Some of my best friends were successful Nap-
oleons, 2ll t b o more grendiose because, as they
bid me farewell bafors marching into Ruassia, they
were at the time steeling themselves for the hor-
rors of the great retreat which they knew would coms
six months later.

But definitely sadder, arc those who commenced
es Napoloons, only % o come sobbing to me at soms
later cate that they were not good enough, and
could I recommend soma other role for them ? Many
a posuatisl tz=se of insanity has been saved in this

I Iy
A mon who suarted out tq be Luther Burbank mzde
such a harrible botch of his specimen bottles &nd
grafting operations, not to mention vainly endee-
vouring to writ. Burbank's philosophy, that I sug-
gosted %o him the vrole of Sem:cl Hubbard Seudder,
an etymologist, admittedly & different line than
Burbank's, but & perfectily respectable occupetion
- withal. M paticnt .reedily sew this way out and
did en excsllent job of writing Scuddern's "Fossil
Insects of Y-r+h Americe" and 'Index 0 North Amer=-
~ jean Orthoptera®. Many snother patient returns to
tell me, for instance, that a s merely Sam Grean
they worz en = " bust, but in their new role as
Aristophanes, they have hboen the life of every par-
ty held at the sanatorium.

One of the nost noble o £ ell persons who have
come under my cara is o scholerly gentlemen * - has
beon Emporis, Kansac. for the past six yeers. The
solicitous duty of uis city to hig civie, moral, &
educetional problems can serve as & model for ell
pergons wishing to venture 1t0 the field of civie
administration. He 1is& now composing, with my as-
sistance, & book: entitl:d *iMy Life as Emperia, Kan-
sas’ and it is my belief that the volums, when c¢om-
pleted, will rank with Aristotlets "Politics" and

. Plato's "Repubiic".

Of course, I will admit thet there a r e black
moments to being someocne else, end cne of my most
horrible cncountres was with an absolutely fearsomo

-individual who carried a long kanife i n bhis mouth
and went about being the Messacre of St. Barthtlow-
mowts Night., My hasasty ection i n donning a skird

-made from the window drepes end convincing the fel-
low that I was Catherinc de Medici is perhaps the
only action which saved my 1life. Sheking exper-
ienccs of this nature require a great deal of self-
resorve and belief in the advantages of being scme~
one else besidos yourself.

But in genersl, I am a staunch defendér of cvery
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rnopn's naturel right to be ~homev: » ~ ~ damned plce-
ses, and if he bumps into somsone c..e who ic also
assuning t h e same rols, a good, old-fashioned,
fight to the death ought to prove who the better
meat may be. Furthermore, 1 f a man gets tired of
beirg one character he ghould change inte another,
for therc is nothing so zood for t h ¢ soul as an
pccagsionel change of face,

J've beeu numerous persons nyself, and all to
$ho better, because Fessbeinder a t times becomes
{ntoleradble. Once, while rurrning around as Tacitus
the Roman Historian, in order to get a tattor sav-
our of the death of Puintillus Veras, I bumped into
a poor fellow who was Bsing Carlton J, Fassbeinder.
This horrible apparation s o shocked and upset me
that I etayed in classical times Tor more then a
year, puttinga turn in bhor e as Horace,
thore as Tirgil, »nd when I got %ired o f it =211
that I wont back © few yoars nwore to the Gardens aof
Alexandria, and became a satyr. Agzide from the
fact that the +various courtoseuns of the time woroe
vunused to hora-rimmcd glasses, L did quite well for
syself, thank you.

¥y best momont, thouzh, was t h ¢ occassion on
which I s o frightoned a high precasure insurance
salosman, by assuming the role of Gyrano d¢ Berger~
ac roady for one o f Lis thousand dusls, that the
follow toloscoped into a n Egyptian weter-clock,
. which I koop on my dosk at prescnt to molsten post-
2ge stamps.

Right now I'm going over to my old friead Zergen
-0p-Zoom, a lover of oysters end anchovics to the
extent thet he has become this famous Duteh eity.
He is indeed a veritable cultural mine, and is be-

ing emnexed by t h ¢ Dutch government sometimc in
1948,

%

NOTES ON THE EUPHONIC ART

SINGING, I HAVE FOUND, IS QWITE PREVALENT EVERY~
where among the human race, I was gquite amazed aa
a youth to learn this, as in my own commmnity, sing
ing was largely confined to visiting troupss of opy
eratic amateurs who visited the Ford Theatre just
arour. the end of harvesting season when everyong
was waitinz £ o ¢ an excuse to dress up ~nd speng
their money. Aside from these sperodic visitations
%o the hinterlamd b y roadshows, the only other
singing I encountred im m y youth was that of the
converts to the Salvation Army. When an old Irisnd
of mine was won over to +this insidious propaganda
one night and accosted me in front of Harry'e 0Old
Pashioned Bar, singing and playing a tambourine, my
disgust with singing imew no bounds.

When I commenced travelling all over the world,
1 discovoured tommy endless surprise that most per-
sons of most races and most cou vies, unlike the
sensible folk of m y northern hc.eland, were COnw-
vinced that singing was a feat which could be ac~
complished by almost enybody. This presumed fact
seeme? 40 be accepted as guite a natural phenomenon,
much as the changing of seasons or the rising and
sotting o f the sm. I was raised with the know=-
Jedge that my voice is gquite toncless and uninspir~
ing, and h a v o always prided myself in having
onough ssnse to never make as ass of mysslf ip &n
endeavour to displey sonic ingenuity.

My first encountro with whet I choose to call
"public singing™ occured in the washroom of & Pull-
man going to Mackanac, Winconsin., I was shaving
paaceably when I was horrified ¢ o hear, from the
ad joining booth in the laboratory, a terrible saw~
like sound forming the woxrds ¢ "Youlre my me—o-
loncholly ba-a-by 1" This noise so upset me that I
furriedly summo.cd ¢ b e conductor, who fetched a
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g;n r in the smoker, aend 1 lead them tc ' _ .8
ol what I thought to be a2 man in most dire agony. I
was, of course, most &oundly reprimanded by all
those parties involved.

I still had not solved the problem of these gen-
tlemen's anger when T pessed & btarbershop late one
night ir Mackanac, and perceived four males roliing
about on the floor, emitting pitiful shreiks amids:
which I could just barely meke out : "Sweet, add a
lipe {" I hastily %Uurst into <the barbershLop emd
offered my services, as 1 had ju s t compleied a
course in First Aid sporsored by the town constable
in view of the impending breakage of a dam upstate
a few miles. "'Ave s drinkhic,® they slobbered at
re, rvoffeoring a bottla of some foul liquor.

It was ty such continusl encountres of this na-
ture that I gracually became awares o f the fact
tils sins oo ic not necsssarily limited to persons
with yor: of training behind them i - the subject.
Sinee thoze days I have bocome more worldly, but I
st1il heve 1 dowr: my nose when I hesr sounds
elleged to bu ~rzing, as it is my contention th
singing . like poioting or acting, should be limite.
to licensad practitioncrs,

In the Troivisnd Islends, natives are taught to
ging 1720 vicvk: Titt'e children ¢ an be seen
climbirg trees, nio. . liy squeaking and yowling Trob-
riand Islemd ballads. I t i £ indeed 2 plensing
sight, the Loceal missionary to0ld me, but I still
have zn urge to dispatch the whole lot with my ele-—
phant gun, throwing in the missionary for geood mea-
SUure.

Another aspect © f public Binging that has an-
noyed mc is the fact that not all songs are in Eng-
lish. This complicates matters, because one then
not only bas to listco to @1 the noise, but one
kas not the slightest idea what 1 t+ is all ebout.
In regards to those foreign songs, I find that the
noiscs of singers of different rationalities vary
in their reoulsiveness. The m¢ ~ obnoxious, I be-

!

i. ., arc Swedish sallors lolling ciout the docks
or Stockholm. Swedish music-noises have a peculiar
svect-like sickening tone about thom. It always
recalls to mind the horrible scnsation I underwent
when I rogurgitatod five pounds of swcet potatoes
aftor a ridiculous childhood bozst that I was tho
original iron man. Whonever I heaer "Spacken Sven-
ska™ with its peculiar nasal lilt, ¥ feel that old
tickling sensztion rise up my spine again.

While I wes walking down the Nevsky way in Len-
ingrad, I was distractcd by some wild yolpings aznd
shoutings down in the river bed. Imegining a fight
of immonse proportions uanderway, I summoned the lo-
cal gendarmoriz ond we ran down into tho middle of
the fracas. Hore I porceived many booted Slavs
hopping about waving their hands and shrci lagseh
the tops of their lungs. The gendarmcs - irned on
e in disgust a n d wished to know what 5 wrong
with this spectacls, After all, they werc only
singing an old Russian 10ve Song. I was unable to
comment on this as a flying bottle ¢of ‘ove hit mo
on the heed and I awocke iu the Ospitalskaya« Modern.

All-in-2]ll, my views o© n singing throughout my
life have carned@ m ¢ little epplause from the mad
mob, which insists in continuing the mad illusion
that man is born with the n: tural 2bility to sing
as wepl es talk. I did, at onec time, ettempt to
sing In a small air-tight chamber at the University
puroly as an experiment. For some reeson the noisc
I producod burst the thermostat on the fire-control
systom and at the same time sprung the lock on tho
door. I was nearly drowncd bofore an undergrad let
ms out. In respomse to his inguiry of "what happen
o¢ ?" X lookod at him icily and then said : *I was
singing."” Then I left the poor dumbfounded fool to
clean up the moss.



ndFILECTT . — WHILE FPALLING

------

BACKWARDS IN A SWIVEL CHAIR

IT HaS BEEN MY PRIVIZ.LGE TO HAVE FALLIN OVER BRACK-
wards in a number o ¥ interesting devices. 48 a
matter of fact, my friends have been prompting this
vice for several years, as it 1s always after such
a minor catastronhe that ¢ h e TFamous Fassheinder
ifteT-Dinner Story blossoms forth, HResearch has
shew. shat & sucen descent backwards is the only
known way to produce one of these stories - except
verhaps to wine and dine Fassbeinder extensively on
exotic vermouths & -~ d liquers. My friends have
found it cheaper to upset me in a chair, however,
and the wining and dinirng which fells my way is ua-
rally striet$ly plebi-=n,

Trus it ie that whenever T am invited out, I ar-
rive to discovour that while the rest of the guests
are going to dine in rauu o0ld antique chairs, the
chair at Fassbeinder's place is an old reliec from
the susvant'’s quarters or the =2*'ie., Upon seeing
this familiar sizn, I know that I may expsct an up-
set sometime before the last course is served, but
I protend to ignore the whols thing, passing t h e
chair off as the most antiqus o £ tho lot. ™Good
0ld Tassbocinder i s a gem," they always say.. 4nd
someone always roplies, "Yes, just like.the razor.”

Falling over backwards in a cheair used to be the
opitome of shocks to me. The reaction would vary,
deponding on the chair, but each time, when strugg-
ling to me feet, I invarisbly burst into a Famous
FPassbeinder After~Dinner Story. People used 1t o

2ibec me about this phonomenon somewhore about the
entre, "Now Carlton,® one of the minor wits would
smirk, I want you to engage in a brilliant conver-
setion.” Since the time I senswoered with e melic-
ious, "I will just as soon a s 1 shine my teeth,"
thoy have been content just +o let me eat 1in sil-
-~ -5 until the upset. As a metter of fact, some

A

guosts are ¢
after thc dasceln..

I gould regele the voszder with meny nouvelle and
ingenious methods used by various hosts to tilt me
beckwards snd down without giving me prior waraing,
put that ie only superfluous tochnical data amd
might prove boring. &nd in any c&sec, all thet is
over ! All that cessed the day et Charlie Hoffer's
when I wont over in a swivel chair.

Now in @n ordinary straight-bvecked chair, whan

onc loosss his balance ond fells over backwards,
the motion is that of & rapiily gccclerating curve,
ending in a shattering bump which nzturelly leaves
the victim i n a somewhat dazed confition. 4= Z
have said previously, this wes ol7uays sufficient in
the past to start the Fassbeinder yarn.
. In a swivel cheir, as I found in thet viin-glor-
jous moment at Eoffer's, the eoffect .is much more
senseti-nal. As I recell, Charlic . .2 I were dis-
cussing the sales campuign for his 1L7-foot Oxnard
Clessics bookshelf. I wes lcaaing back in ' .5 of-
fice chzir. In fer an impish voico ker® ii:isper-
ing, "Farther, jusr 1 wee bit farther " and I, in
e sudden daring rood (and probably slightly borodl
with Cherlic's chattering), inched back impercept
ebly, thrilling sa ths dangor of my.situation in-
croasced.

And then it heppensd !

You see, in & swivel chailr, as one loans beck
more &nd morc, the three legs of the tripod still

remain on tbe floor, while the seat, bending back-
wards, build up tension o n tho springs. Evont-

1 1 'e abou my feclings until

*=wuglly, tho poinrt of over-balancoc is reached, end I,

the Exporimonter, am breathless with anticipetion,

CRACK !

The tri-pod.basse snaps. wup from.under the ¢k ir
and resumecs its normal position in relation to the
soat. Thus, for a momont, the cheir and its occu-
pent_are susponded at 2 fourty~iive degree angle iu
t: eir !




In that moment, suspend:? < acs . Defeldieadl !
I knew 71 ! The world was &tv my feet ! The most
wreasured secrets of the universe were mine ! I
ves one with the c¢osmos ! And thez there was that
unparallelled descent to the floor, and the tingling
{nsniring shock of the crash !

Charlie Hoffer rushed over to m e. "Cariton !
Carlton !" he shouted, "Say something ! Say some-
thing ! Oh Carlton, that look, that unearthly look
on yovy face I"

"Wheooe ," I said, making peculiar gesticulating
motiorns with my hands.

fCarlton !" Charlie shouted agein, shaking me
violen iy, "ell me, tell me, whatv is . it like %
Oh ! Thet must have bteen glorious I

I ar~se, tingling with electrical vibrations. T
righterned the chair, sat dowa, and once azain tilt-
ad bpack slow.y, dering the brizk of the-cosmus. My
hsart thundercd; slorv’ - I eased back, letting the
seat bond gradually. My to.zue hung out of my
m: tua. Hoffer starcd, pop-eyed,

CR&CK ¢

Onee again I sat reclining in m . air. Once ag-
ain I was Cod, Zeus, sapello, Juniter, Zarathustra,
Wodin - all rolled into one. I was just beginning
to sez The True Concept of the Universe when the
vi.. was clotted out abruptly by the top of Hoffers
desk cutting across my vision as I desconded forcge-
fully to the floor.

To shortcn a long story, I practised falling in
Hoffoer's chair until about 4:30 P M, at which time
the tripod broke i n t o 8averal picees under the
strain. OCharlie quickly went around tt o several
other offices and rounded wu p half a dozen swivel
chairs which lasted far into the night. By that
time, whenevor I arese, instead of bursting into a
Famous Fagsbeinder Aftor-Dimner Story I s pewe @
Torth deep philosophical contemplations, or dicta-
od at an incredible speed, mathamatical formulae
for thc construciion of machines to alleviets all
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man's problems. Thess were unfortunately lost, as
Charlic was unablo to kesp up with me.

A few nights lator, when a dimner held at the
reer Admiral Rucknsw B. Bollinggrcern Socicty at the
Hopor Arms, I wes upset as usual by & very ingen=-
ious host. However, instced o f bursting into my
Famous Fassbeindor Arter-Dinmer Story, whieh had

been tho scheduled highlight of ¢ h o evening, I
growled unprintable obscentities, picked up the
chair end soundly beat my host over the head with
it, pausing on my wey out to invcrt the soup turin
on Roer A4dmiral Rollinggresn's heed. I left the
vanguet hall in utter chaos.

Since then I have been spurned 1; &il my former
hosts, I sit in Hoffer's office, falling boclhwgrds
for hours on end i n swivel cheirs, which Charlie
produces for me from 211 manner o f unimegineble
places. But soon the crisis will come., The OWP
rocently ordered the cessction ¢ £ menulecture of
swvivel eheirs, =nd when the aveilable supply runs
out, I will be driven to utter frustration. As &
recourss, I have contemplated exporiments with t.a
foot ladders, climbing to t h @ top of them while
Charliec holds them crect, and then fallirg back-
wards in & ten-foot arc.

Who knows what Cosmic secrets I may discovour
then ?



NOTES O SUICIDE, HOMICIDE, AND

MATRICIDE, FROM THE SIDE
{ PIND MYSELF JUITE INTERESTED IN THZ UKRIQUE ACCOM-
plishment of Mrs. S——, who, for a 1 1 her twenty
five yoers, is still quite 2 1ittlo lady. DMra.
S—— decided to cnd it all yesterday, according to
a loezl peper. 4nd this <oven before her first
child was concoived, lot alons born. Aftcr turn—
ing on all the gas in the house, lighting a cigar-
etts whick caused a slight explosion which burned
off &1l her hasir, she picked up an eight-inch butch
or knifo end, to quote "slashed hor Ileft arm to
ribbons.” According to t h o peper she, ", ..bled
copiously.? This is a netural s i g h and should
cAuse N0 WOrry.

Finding thesec mechinations too slow, sha wont
into hor husband's room =nd got out his army Colts,
procecding to blow her tcmple out. She missed and
only crezsed 1t. Sho shot &gein end missed com-
pletely. In o sporation sho turnod upon hor »osom.
This woes a surc shot at such a close rangc. still
being able to welk, Mrs. 8- staggored over to her
noighbour's houso end geasped i *ly god, what have
I donec "

This is =n intaresting sign of thg times. JMrs,
Sw— was so prooccupied that she didn't know whet
she hed bcen doing ! What en alarming reflection
on the mentel stete of the nation ! One of these
days wa are apt to discovour thet we have been idly
gouginlg out an oye~ball or ripping our abdomsn open
with a fountein pbn while listening t o 1tho radio
news. -

It is possible that the strange preoccupation
on tho part of Mrs. S— will explain numerous oth-
er strsnge bshaviours o f humen beings. For in-
stance, thore was the little boy who one nisrht got
out the ax and chopped off tho hoads of his mothen
foetlor, grond-father, and assort~4 elder and young-
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or drothers and siste ' . :?’

The ¥reudian Schoc. would endeavour t¢ explain
this behaviour with ineffectual sex~repression mot-
ivations, or an inferiority or persecution: complex
The Fassbeinder school holds that + h e child was
merely bored, At any rate, the little tot failed
%0 notice the massacre until passersby were attrac-
ted $o0 the scene by pools of blood running from un-
der the front door.

Adults, too, can find the monotony of 1life very
dangerous. There was the case of the middle-aged
business man who had ridden the 7:40 to work evcry
morning for thirty five years. One morning, whils
in idle and bored preoccupation perhaps 1n plans
for a forthcoming business deal, he absiractly
twined a2 packing cord ebout tho neck of a ladyin
front of him end garotted her to death before any-
one oticed it.

Or course, the papers built him up as a brutal
fiend, and the Amcrican Wookly devotcd a full doub-
ls paga sprecad to the "Interurban Stranglo Fiend".
The truth of the matter is that the gentlemrn was
simply unuttcrebly borcd with the inflexible, dcad-
oning routine of modern business life. His aghast
words, upon being tappod gently b ¥y the railroad
detcctive, wore 3 "Great Jumping butterballs-—-
what have I done 7%

A study of t h i s preoccupation theory would
greatly alter publie reactiqn itowards those unfort-
unate individuesls who hold their babies under water
in the bathyoom too long, or haggard-looking hus-~
bands who stagger inte the sheriff's office covour-
oed with blood, gasping : "God help me, I'vae just
hervasted my family with the roaping scythe "

The above is an incident worthy o £ note. Mr.
H— ceame home from his figlds o n ¢ night softly
whistling OCricg's "Solveg S o n g", swinging the
scythe in rhythm. Before he noticed what was hape
pening, his wife and three of his four children lay
dead with their hends scvered neatly at the neck,
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L H—— was brought o0 u t of his reve . ' Lhs
screams of his surviving son. "Who did this %" he
cried in horror.

The mode of modern living has made it necessary
for us to think of and keep +track of so many com-—
plex things ate the same time thet we often forgst
what we are doing at the .moment In our engrossing
reflectione on last night's c¢lub meeting or tomor-
row's shopping. The only advice I can think of at
the moment is, kee vour mind on what you are doing
now, RIGHT AT THIS MOMINT !

Do not for one single instart et y o ur mind
swerve from your actions o £ the moment. You are
liable to snap o uw © of a half-awzke, half-sdlesp
condition, to discovour thet you have bee: forndling
your girlts hair in the moonlight, and unfortunat-
ely, broksn hzr neck. Then you wili have the dis-
agrezablns misnomer of "Moonlight Madmen™ plastersd
all ov.. your name and your family

Therc was the cese of the youus wriler who was
capping on & prouible typewriter while flying from
Ypsilanti to !'ow York. Whon he finished his r- "~
geript, he suiled, folded the pages into a mai_ ug
envelope, and walked out of the door to meil tho
story. He had beecn writing an imaginary confession
in the first pcrsen, It was found on his body and
the unfortunate wriier was linked with the nefar-
ious Mildred HMeGoregle casc.

Erh ! Excusc me. I just noticcd +that my foot
has been resting in the fireplace for the past half
hour,

Oh, doctor I

SOME RESEARCH ON THE PROELEMS OF iiE

KARL, BAEDECKER, WHO WAS A GREAT FRIEND OF MY GRE4AT-
grandfather's h a l f brother Konztantin Kryezlig
Fassbeindor, opecned up the mystories of the Europe-~
an Continent to English spsaking touriste through

English editions of his guide books. I have on my
privato she'f in Chariic Hoffer's offico a fairly
complete set of DBeedocker's, and whencver I feol
the urge to rominiace on my o}d University day: at
Munchen, or about my brief but glorious summer in
the Konnigc?amm near the Jungfermheide, it is only
necessary to pull down the propc: Baedecker, and T
immediatoly shed huge tears o £ nostalgia, whieh
Hoffor always stops by asking me to help him £i11
out his oxecmption tax blanks,

A1l during my stay 4 n Gormeny, I was awarc of
the fact that the Germen tourist class was an un-
happy 2xt, in comparison wWith w e Anglo-Amoriczn
viaitors. The cnigma of the sed, sto¢’ Doutchach-
odntcuor, with his pholognmziic look ot .oredom lmg
romained a niystory to me vntil, year< later, I von-
tured on & yourist guide book eaimpd at making theo
German's stev in London & more pleasant and profit-
able veuilwu. Immodiately I reslised the terrifiec
obstaclc which possession of this handbook put in
the path of & German visitor, and perheps hore lies
the explanation of the secnming Gormpan inabilityt
undoratand the rest of the worl Allow mo te con-
duct & tour of Lordon with tho aid of the "Handb:ch

dor Englischon Konversaticospracho™, Paul Ness,

Publisher, Stuttgart, 1894.

Lot us plece oursclves in the position of a sto-
314 Gormen Burgher sctting foot im a thick London
fog for our initial f o r ¢ y into the grey city.
Grasping our Handbuch *tightly, we say thickly to e
passerby : "It is b’ raw weather. What does onc
do on days of this nature ?' (Handbuch, p. 187)’)

-
-




"4£ccording to + h ¢ Hapdt the logical answor
follows in the noxt line, %We = r ¢ to expect the
Londoner to stop end say in onc broath : "Whon a
Tog comcs on, the strectlamps arc lighted, the DO-
lico sct thoir bull's-oyo lantorns going and the
youths flourish their torches ({links) and offer
their services to carriage and foot passangors.”
{Handbuch, ibid.) \

This is a samplc of the "Englischon Konversation
spracho™. In its omnipotont wey, the book provides
the Germen traveoller in London w i t h all of his
noods.e It even looks after the sex-life of tho
tourist, judging from tho goings-on under the titlo
"Im Gabthaus". (4t tho Hotel)

Heving prepared + o »rotire for the evening, wa
glance through thelgpndbucq for s ome finishing
touch to a conrusing and bowildered dav. Our bed
is chilly. ‘crhaps a wetor bYottle would casc the
initial shocs of rotiring., The Hendbuch provides
us with the necossary information. Rirnging for =
boy, Wo grasp the Hasdbuch firmly in hand and say,
on his arrivel : ®Light a fire in ny room, and
tell tho chambermeid, I should like to heve my bed
warmed ¥ {Handbuch, p. 294) If this is not the
right hotcl, we may find oursclves with more than
wo bergeired for.

Morning arrives. According to the Handbuch, &
boy should cnter now apd in e ringing voico address
us t "Aweke ! Aweko ! It is time to got up I" Or
ho may choosc the alternate greeting of ¢ MArise !
drise ! It 1 8 broad daylight i Perhaps in the
better hotels he is accompenicd by ¢ pags with a
horn.

If you heve bifocels o r myopia you hed better
look out =a ¢ this point or you will fidd yourself

roplying in a bored monotons : "My sister is mot
of age (of full =ge¥)" insteed o £ reading : "Do

fNach den ecrglischen Gesctzon kenn oin Kneba mit
zwolf Jehre cincn cid eblegem,

»

- -
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TOU Ic 4 t up row ?" which is at best a rather
;:ipiaaiezzygio g uec h e gladsome &W?ken%ng, The
eforegoing deviation in the cgnversatlon 1nsi§t?d
into the dialoguse sesms unexplained. Perhapsi ;
some form o f oObscure German joke, the mea? ggag
which would be especially obscure to an Englis 3

hus far in the Hendbuch and the reader mayf:n—
derstand why German tourists to Engla?d ha;g_gtizz
sesmed a boorish lot. As the tourist's ac b?IOme
in the British cspitol branch out. a s tga bzi nes
sottled i n his domestic situations, ebo tf;ﬁf
end ever fait'®il Handbuch provides & ouner v,
source of brillisnt repartees f or allh??gz i
soeisl functions. The following are c 2. BAGE 3
cerpts from the Herdbuch's conversation hin
tourists who attend & msical presentation.
EIN KONZERT {4 Concert)

think of Miss C's singing ?

i: ggitagZOig:niaant on )t h e herp is very beau-

L I ch, p. 338 )
szuﬁ :igiﬁghuwi%ﬁ? astounding bdrilliancy, do you

ot think so 7 ;
i. The finale was inimitaeble. {Hapdbuch, ibid)

ITEN EINES ZIMMERS IN EIVENT PTT.SIONAT
DAQ.ML : (Taking 2 Room In a Boerding House)

Q. Good morning, Mrs. Watson. Mr. Brace told m:
that you have furnished rooms +t 0 let and gave In
this letter of introduction.

A. Tho recommendation of Mr. Erace iz altnghizni
reguire. 4s I receive only a faw lod oosé -
tlemen as boerders, it is & matter of'cggi
carefully seloct each member of our CirCiSe

Q. Have you any rooms to let 2 - N
A. Not too meny. On the ground flqgr wo e 1ak
dining room, the drawing Troom, the 11 ra€{L G
floor is occupied by en Americean laay W

S ——

.



5gszhters, I myself shere %he s~ fleor with 2
captzain op helf pay and his wifc, and onm the third
floor I have one room let 4 o o Gorman profossor
who 1s meaking researches, at + h @ Britisk Muscum.
Q. Mey I seo thenm %

A, Here is & large backroom, the other is smallexr
but in front.

Qs Wher can I come ?

4, Whonever you like, you ecan sleep hore tonight
il you will,

Q. Vory well, I shall seond for m y things in the
courso of tho eftornoon and come at six o'clock {of
tho clock). .
A. Good morming ! {4dieu 1)

And that is t h o whalo thing thet worrics mo.
Whero did thet "adicu " work it s way into thias
Dickeng-like 4i- 1ssion ? Aryvay, I feel like loav
ing cur German travellor ot this reint, since the
instructions for playing bridge in Germsn, on the
next thirty pages, seem just = blt too complicated
to wado through after 21l the cxertion in the MOI'D -
ing of monting 2 zimmer in e pensionet.

Somcday, howevor, I shall look into that delight
ful section callgd "Amorikanismen", which is a
frightfully stolid explaonation of some good o0ld A-
mericen idioms, such a 8 "What an ewefull Jooking
woman,"

If thet is a Germen idee of an American idiom,
you may lcave me off of +the next boat erossing the
Atlentic. How would Paul Noss explain ¢ "That
g2l's gams really send m o bye-dye." Perhaps it
would come out ! "Das Madchons Binden mechen mir
sshr heiss, zuf Wiodorseshen aud Wizderschen."

It looses so much in the tremsization.

THE PROBLEM OF THZ SALACHAN

~

AMONG T HE MANY IRRITATING FORMS OF LIFE WHICH I
have not yet been able + o figure out 2 method of
evoiding, is the salesman {end womzn), Ths sales-
man is the point & t which the obseure workings
busineas end sconomy come in contac* with that vast
brainless sponge termed + h e "laity'. To me the
salcsman's workings e&arc an obscure and ridiculous
chimera, meking no semse whatever, +d satisfactor-
ily serving neither the demends of obusiness nor the
customer. I am perpetually reminded by seitspeople
of the little figurs: thet come out of & dissppsar
into the strange doors atop an old Nurssoorg clock.
They heve absc..tely nothing to do with the tei_ -
of the tims, and mersly serve to maiz t h & tasic
futions of the clock more comvlicated amd - Tus -
ing.

Whenever I walk upstairs to save T:7ty dollers,
or some other absurd sum, T immediztcly become +th-
querry of an immense and i . icate fox-hunt coni.. -
ted by all departments of : h e store ggeinst me.
Here is a guide, there a n eyo~catching displey,
horo e rail thet turns m e thither, theors & young
end loguacious salecsman t0 answer my situpid ques-
tioms. I am a lesser animel under close scrutiny
in a maze, with ¢ ac h department waiting to sce
whore I will blunder so that the proper party mey
teke my wondering hand in tow and meke & killing.

One would think tnat the customer who Ynew pro-
cisely what ho wented would be the salesman's dream
but I kave found this to b e exactly opposito the
case, much to my perpstuel discomfiture. When I
malk into a men's elothinz store, wishing to buy an
all-wool dark blue double-breasted serge suit with
vest at $40.00 plus tax, that is precisely what I
want. This elementary statement of 7fact soams to
be utterly beyond the grasp o f the salesperson's
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E;ougnu pirocosses. T .a2g from the « onfused look
on tite salesperson's fac, onc wWould think I hed
asked for 2 Romen toge vith gold fringing. Appar-
ently on- of thoe basic prscapits of s2lesmenship is
that the customer cannot possibly heve the faintost
idee &8s to what he wants, md if bhe thinks ke has,
it is an illusion which must be immedizstsely erased,

Inevitadbly I find myself lead t o the single-
broasted department, where I am shown a light-blue
gebardine with & thin white pin-stripe, which sells
for $35.00, "This is the very latest thing,® I am
told assuringly.

Immodictely I know thet I em lost ! This seles-
man will never in t h e werld sell me & tlue wool
serge suit with doutlu-dreast end vost for $40,00.
Timorously 1 guery ! "Erb, thet's very nice, but
I'd like to sce somcthing with & double-breast, ix
T may, sir. (2"

The salesr assumes &€ h v r ¢ exprassica. To
think thet I should went somsthing olsc after he
hes taken the pains t¢ 8 h ow me the vory lataest
thing. Reluctently I em l¢ A back into tho dim ro-
cessaes of ths stors, where t h e double-breastod
suits are hung. I am ellowed to imspect Turtively
a dark brovn twesd suit bhaving no vest snd solling
for $40.56.

By now I know for certain that I am hopelessly
lost ! The ncearest this salcsmen will ever let me
get to the bluc suit I went will be & szd comprom-
iss i n -a double-breasted suit, sens vest, with a
slizht pattern, selling for $5.00 more than I em
prepered to pay.

*You don't have any with vests, do you.®™ I ask
hopefully.

The selesmen restreins himself from an apoplec~
tic outburst. W"Vests," hec chokes. WVaests IV

I have ca2lled his 1last card. Inwardly. raging
that I heve been so obstinato and recalcitrent, the
selcsmen jorks from amidst the myriads of suits a
semi-bluc lack double-breaated serge solling for

$42.56 end having no vest. "Iry this,” he hisses
in ignantly.

My spirit is broken. Once again, I am beaten.
Resignedly, I don this atrocity. With brisk effic-
joney the salosman, while I am still fumbling doep
in the slecvos, takos m y measurcmont, merks the
trousers andé shoulders for alteraztion, asks for my
charge account number (theroby insulting me further
by essuming that I a m incapable of paying cash)
{which is uspally tho case), and lsads me over io
the e¢redit department.

Aftor the Gehoimatstadtpolizei heave dismissed me
T walk forlornly down tho atairs, wondering why, oh
why, it ts elwayc impossidble to wheedle out of the
sales dopartment tho suit I want. 4And as ever, as
I pass through the front showroom windows, I sce
edvodtised es the fall especiel, soveral styios of
dark blue wool doubln-breasted suits with rests at
a2 flat $40.00 plus tax., "Comoe is and tako .dvanisge
of these fine winter bargains," the advertising
roeeds,

Sometime, when Y want a black formal ovening
suit, I shall enter with a supercilliocus swaggoer,
demand en orange and black pin-stripped Palm Beach
Suit, on the S5th dey of Jsnuary after the season's
hoaviest snowfall, and then, I e m surs, I shell
omerge in an eighteenth century black formal even-
ing suit, and a stovepipe. hat.

And further, the salesdepartment will consider
it a1l a triumph of moderu salesmanship cnd decorum




?HF_THUTF "OUT THE LAST TRIP

gg THE GREAT BEEIZEBUB

IT WAS WITH CONSIDERARLE CCUSTERMATION THAT T RELD
in the morning paper of tho disaster a% tho Hoper
Arms only ¢ h e day provious. But far worsc than
this, in my opinion, was the decision of the manage
ment to roplace Great Boelzebub, the last remain-
ing steam elovator on tho North dmsrican Continont,
with an 0tis Automatic Lift. This move is somcwhet
akin to roplacing thc Viomnieso Orchestrz down at
the Hubschmadchon Yafe with & juke box. I couldn't
believe thet Groat Liclzobub, the impregnable, had
actually broken down, and I resolved to look wp
Jack, the cngine man, and obtain the true story,

Jack, and t h ¢ olovator captain, Osker Gest,
werc ¥Woe eolourful remants of +tho book whieh s
thc construction of tho Hopor Arms =nd the instell-
ation 7ith much publicity somc thirty ycars age of
Great Booslzebub, the largest steem slevetor irn the
world. Jeck and Osker had becn piloting this me j-
catic 11Tt up and dowm its ornato sheft in the Hop-
er Arms for neerly threec docadcs.

The sheft for Grsat Beelzobub was a late mino-
teenth contury style spider-work of iron work,
faintly roscmbling the Eifel Towsr. This imposing
end complox monsitrousity rose out of the middle of
the Hoper Arms® spacious lobby an d climbed in a
dizzy maze for eight storics to tho roof gerden. In
tho midst of this formideblc wob roposed tho oguel-
ly ornatc cage of Great Boslzebudb hersclf. Beclzo-
bub wes somothing likc fiftecn feot deop and twenty
foet long, and contained threc lounges and saveral
oasy chairs, 211 equipped with cigarctto trays and
magezincs., Every day sincc its installation Great
Boalzebub had puffed 1 n awcsomc splendour up her
spidery shaft and hised back down to the lobdy, momm-
what like a gigentio spider hanging fatofully over
%?e inhabitants of ¥hoe hotel.

Ogkar, thc captain, openoed tho . . door, Ine
passaugers filed i n with customary coremony, and
sat down in their provided seats ZLor the journey.
Oskar would then step usside and call, a la con-
ductor, "All ab-o-ard ! rirst floor, second floor,
and up t o the roof garicn 1" He would then step
back in, sliding the gates shut, and pick up the
cpgine-room telephonc.

"Arc you ready, Mr. Fitzpoatrick 2V

"Yes,” wouid faintly echo the metallic reply.

"First floor, plecasse," Osker would commend.

Then, the shaft would tremblc slightly. Dow:
in the engins room Jack would bc frantically shov-
¢ling coal. T nylinders and pistons flashed end
muffed, and Great Beelzebub, with pussangers chesr-
ing. v=zn to =zscend the gient, spidery shaft amid
deep . puwerful puifings and wisps o f stray stcam
fr-n *ke eylinders +trailing up after tho cage.

1t is n o wondor that t9's poworful end femous
spoctacle wes firmly establisned i n my lifo, and
the ihe» % o £ an Otls Automatic 1ift replacing
this Vicuworian Colossus was revolting an” Adisgust-
ing.

The newspapcers stated that, after *hirty yesrs
of valient service, Croat Beclzebub had brokin down

- at last, oriecsly impoerilling the lives of Commo-

dore Lemuc. G. Hopor and several bank dignitaries
who hpd becn on an inspection tour o f +the hotel
chain of which the Hoper Arms was the most gliti-
oring link.

I found Jack at his wusual booth in thc Hubsch-
madchen Cafo, and I a m now proud to stzte that
Great Beelzobub died a glorious death from other
than some ignominous internal weakness. I am priv-
ilaged to say thet tho blame for the entire catas-
trophe may be placed on the ascme Ice Company, end a
crew of illiterate truck drivers !

When Horace Growlinggaw, manager of the Hoper
Arms, learned that the Commodore and other owners
of tho chain werc goir- » pney bis hotel an inspec-
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tion‘fisit, he immecdiatoly dimstricc..i 7 ¢k cnd Os-
ker %o polish up Greet Beeclzcbub for tho occassion.
This thoy did, checking and rechecking the parts,
berg, and controls. Jack oven built u p an oxtra
hea¢ of stcam ¢ o insurc the notorarics a smooth,
avel trip.

(ommodore Hopocr arrived that afternoon about
2:30, and after 2 dbriof wvisit in tho spacious lobby
roundod up his perty and approsched Groet Boelzebub
wao was hovouring at t h & lobby stop in ¢ll hor
glittering splendour. Osker, attired in a new and
ftreshly pressed Ceptain's uniform, smartly eclicked
his heels as %t W ¢ group solomnly entered and sat
down, while ths floor staff gethored outside t o
wish the party bon voyage.

firc you raady, Mr. Fitzpatrick 2" Osker intoned
resonantly into the cngine telephono.

"Reedy, Czptain Gest,"™ echoed the prompt motal-
L.¢ replye.

"Propare for & non-stop trip to the roof gar-
dens,™ (. zr coamsended with a ringing -voice, and
with 2 vieible swolling of prids, ho slic the gato
shut.

Slowly Greet Beclzobub began t o rise in her
sheft. The floor treémbled to the pounding of tho
mighty ernsines wupder full preasure, £nd wisps of
steem bil.uvsed up from the shaft after the steadily
rising bohemoth. Tho staff. choered lustily.

Down in the stcaming engineroom, Jack Fitzpat-
rick, stripped to t h o weist, threw sbovol after
shovel load of cogl into tho gepping maw of Groeat
Beolzebubts firo box, and t h e cylinder rods and
f1y whecls spun with never-before-cqualled repidity

CGeining in spoed, Great Boclzebub socred past
tho first floor. With epginecs puffing end groat
clouds of steom asconding the shaft, Beslzobub sur-
mountced the third and fourth floors, still holdmg
and increasing its speed. Oskar stood in rapture
vefore his c¢ontrol levers. Never hed Great Deelzo-
bub gono beyond the fourtii flooxr without having ta

D&
stop and dbuild u; o..am ! This was truly =n oc .-
sion. Even Commodorc Hopo. &rnd party stopped talk-
ing as they sensed the torrifie powors playing bo-
noath and sbout thom.

And then, as Great Beclzebub steomed mejostic~
elly pest the fifth floor, Jack, in theé ongine room
hcard above thc puffing end rumbling of the wheols,
a loud trundling sound, and suddonly thce bascment
doora of thc Hopor Arms flew opon and & large Acme
Ice Compant truek crashed into t h e steam filled
chembor. Husky stevedoros descendod from the cab
end threw opon the back gates of tho vehiclc.

*Hold on, old fellow," onc of thom shoutod, "we
will havo thet fire out in a jiffy "

As Jack looked on in incredulous horror, the fel-
lows commenced pitching 100 pound blocks of ice in-
to Great Beclzebub's fire box ! Jack cried out for
them to stop this madness, but the stevedores, im-
agining .. w a s cheering them on, only increased
their efforts. Immedictoly the proasurc, buili up
to the eritical point i n tho thundering boilors,
began to drop. High, Ligh up in the sheft, a frown
suddenly crossed Oskar's face =as he felt tho pec.
of Baclzebub bogin to slacken. Was she only going
to mako the scvonth floor before she had to stop ?
Ror noearly thirty years Oskar had imegined Great
Beelzobub could climb sixteen stories 1 £ she had
room cnough...had ho been wrong ?

Oskar 1ifted the ongineroom phone from its hooik.
wpreasure ?' he querried tremilously. All  thet
greetod him were strange shoutings and crashings
from the boiler rooms.

Commodore Moper iooked up sharply. "I bolieve
tho pace ia slowing, captain,™ he observed critie-
ally.

Indoed, it was epparcnt to aunyono that the be-
henoth was glowing. S h e puffed slowly past the
seventh floor, loosing speed elarmingly. Oskar
tightcned his hold on the emergoncy brake. Boelze-
budkmosa more & n 4 more slowly, and ¥hen, Just a

|
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yard short o +the oighth floor, stcpped COmplei.ive

She hung for = moment. Then with 2 protscting ruw~
ble of gears, she began to sottle slowly.

Oskar worriedly 1ifted the phone from its hook
again., The strange met-llic shouting and crashing

. in the ergineroor was continuing unabatzd,

With rising speecdé Groat Boelzobub glided down
past the seventh floor. Commodore Hoper lapt to
his feet. With sudden =lerm, Oskar threw the safe-
ty trake. But foo late ! Beslzsebub vas now des-
conding too fast for the claws to eatch ! They
morely commenced ratchcting, setting up & tocoth-
Jarring vibration within the cagee Tho inspccetion
party kold tkeir hats, erd .ripped their sscis.

411 over the hotel tho gussts ~nd employees knew
a terridle mishap w & & in progress, for as Great
Beslzebub sghudderingly descended, the very walls of
the Hopor Arms beger t o vibrate. Mrrors were
smashad, chinz closets collapesd, water pipes burst
end those with rooms near the shzaft were jerred out
of their cheirs end@ beds. A porter carrying 2
steck of dishes fell into the duml~ iter shaft and

-ereatod a miniture Beclzebub of his own es he slid
clattering down into the kitechsns,

A huge crowd of persons ren and gathored in the
loboy to poor in horror-stricken fascination up the
groat shaft for the first sign of the falling giant
With e rising crescendo o £ vibretions and sound,
Greet Beelzebub burst into the lobby from th: 1ppor
floor, amidst & showor of plastor, and shaking as
with the palssy from the slipping emergency ratche-

- eth. A great moan went up from the throng as the

shuddering cage chattered past them and disappecred
-in clouds of steam into the depPhs below. The on~

lookers caught a brief glimpse of the trappsd occu-

~pants clinging flesperately to t h e bars end ash-

trays in that tragic moment. :

~ The Hoper Arms jumped as if struck es Great Ree-

lzebub crashed into the bumpers a t tho bottom of
13 shaft, The entire scene Wwas hidden v grest

-
elouds cf cust & d billowing stezm, but a fow
sharpeyed obsarvc s report that caught a glimpse
of the top of tho car recoiling almost back to tho
lobby lovel beferc the iodbby had t ¢ be evacuated
while Vesuvius guiotod down. »

It was over an hour before ladders could bp low—
eped into .the black pit, and still longer before
the » battored occupents, none sariously_ injured,
could b o extracted from the meze of twining bars
apd wires thaet had oncu boon Great Boclzobub.

Tho Acme Ico Company stevedores 'left e& soon es
Boolzebub started descenaing, thinking the bullqing
was about to collapse, and Os@ar Gost hes remaine
mystericusly absent all tho +imz He must h?rohes-
oeped somehow through the pasoment. He hasn't tveen

i alaxry.
bacinzotﬁz:':}ihz ungiown truth about the last trip
£ Great Besolzsbub, as told oy Iack‘hfmsel{. T:ﬁaz
T wont over t o tho Hoper Arms 2 lookee ?t tie
hlack, vacant shaft, and shed = L..o?t toarNoormore
genial behemoth thet once cceupied 1 t.?“ ikaoh
Greet Beelzcbub on Tziéksgiviﬁg, gz ;?1 ystaff e
t o 2all the guests. .
:21§E%o§2w2inging Christoas carrols underfthi tzﬁ:
in the far corner of the cags as sNd pgﬁ :vvpﬂoel
down the sbaft £illing every fioor W1th_l§ym£ééL <
A great tradition ii tr:lg pas:gz;ioisW1interior 34
i sh tray in 5]
32222 gizl:ebuh. yI womder if we cean oven s?oka in
the proposed Otis Auvtomatic Lift.
Otis & gloomy day indeed :



MY EXPERIENCES AC - CRITIJE GRAND,

' OR, WHY I HATE THE STAGE

..... -

TARTOUS PERSONS AROUT TOWN ARE ALWAYS ACCOSTING ME
this .summer at m y favourite booth in the Hubsche
medehen Cafe, in consideration of ny position the
past season as Critique Grend from M. Vivipier Du
Pois! ballet compeny, and regaling me with the sto-
vy of the Blackamoor who gcllapsed in the perform-
ance of Maurcra" the night I wasn't there, and had
to be carried off the a t a g @ amidst tho grande
finele.

#Tt is unfortunate you were not present," & loc-
alite will address mo, cornering Charlis Hoffer and
T in our booth, as which ¢ i m e Hoffer will make
frantic gesticuleting motions tc ward off the eam-
ing disaster. "It w a s absolutely the funniest
ching I aver witnossed," tho mcribund character
will continue, while I turn the suisdes of a Pousse
Cafeo.

Other persons will furtively accost Mharlie dur~
ing the morning rehersal {for this year Hoffer has
Yeen working &s a sort of stege menager, dus %o the
absecnce of other employablos) &nd demand of him 3
"Why doos Fassbeinder become so sullen when every-
one asks him abcut the blackamocor that collapsed ?
Was it 2 friend of Carlton's 2"

Tho mystory has grown beyond #&11 sensible pro-
portione, since I feel that a blackemoor hes the
right to ecllapse if he fecls like it, without the
entire town becoming involved. The incident hes,
in fact, bocomo the talk of the town, and all I do
of late is to grouse arcund at Hoffer's office or
in my booth at the Hubschmadchenr, because it is all
t0o revolting to think of, end I zm wondering what
aver happened to my mind the day I consented to be-
coms a Oritigue Grand just to oblige Hoffer end in-
crease his standing with M. DuPois.

Tor oné thing, my orderly life had never before
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coms into conteet T t h the st ., and £ wes al
groat shock for me ic ciscovour thet the entire eom
peny rosembled a set o f case historles that had

gacarc? from the back oi any set of Kraft-Ebbing,

Fritz-Kahn, or Profssseur August Forol.

411 this, of coursc, is merely leeading up to the
oxplanation of the cess of the mysterious blacka-
meoor Who collapscd and so upset everyonc. Several
nights after the grand opening, I was walking &a-
round in the lobby during the performence, wishing
I conld retire to & nice, psaceful atom-smasher.
when Hoffer ran up breathlessly "One of our Sup-~
ers hasg s stomach ache !"™ ho beuvailed.

"Administer 4lka Seltzer in small dosas, follow-
od by Cascara,® T egnappod, vainly wishing that the
victim would die & horrible deatn.

"You'll have t o supervise,® Hoffer insisted,
pulling medly at my coeat sleoves,

?0h Lord ! I goraned. "what does & “Superviscr
do ™

At this Hoffer assumed an incredibly crafty look
-8 look so umnatural for him that it alarmed 0 S0
some extent. "Oh, on. lks about back stegz ¥ he
pursed, innocently. Iosanwhile I wes being dragged
down as cutside aic.., my mind veinly ¢rying to
form en ldoa @as t o the function of a Suna-Tizor.
"Doubtless,” I eassured mysolf, ®onc walks &' out
back stago, warling o f £ curicasity seekors. Jiv
can't be too bad." It was thus that I cams to my
sensas in the dressing room face % o faco with M.
Vivipier DuPois.

"Fags-bein~dler,” he exclaimed, enthusiasticelly
f"you ere & b ¢ u t. to meke your debut ! 0, gquell
chance magnificque ! 4nd ¢t sink of se thousents
of younk men and women who haff neveir had soch an
opportunity "

PBut - " I.bhegan.

"0, K.,.shed those glad rage end get into thias
costume " A short, awerthy gontlemsn was direct-
ing ..-. ¥He depositod a huge baudy mass of clothes
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at ';ny feet.

*Bat -"" I protested.

The manager de.sorps would have no such recal-
citrance on my part. "Think !" he yslled, "you
will be able to criticise the ballet from & magnif-
icent-position : just ten feet from the dancers v

I was hopelessly trapped, a mere titmouse in the
maelstrom, driven b y automatic forces beyond my
control. ®What do I do %" I stammered, which cons-
tituted my resignation 1 n ¢ 0o the kingdom of the
damned.

"Nothing I"™ a character in & long, gold robs,
said {to m e succiently. "You thtand abtholutely
thtill, and then follow me off when I tell you." He
winked coyly at me.

iphrodite I" I crosked, "Aphrodite ! Would
that you could see the Grecks in thelr decay " I
passcd a hend before my oyes as I sli~ 2d into
black stock:ings, a red hocp skirt, & cloak, and a
hat not weighing lesg than ten pounds. 4 mssseus
hurriedly removed my glasses and commenced blacking
my face.

"De I look negroid ?" I querried hopefully.

"Entrer en scene !" the manager scrocamed. "En-
trer on scene : The Intermission is slmost over %

An excited titter of protest swopt through the
cast, and I found myself carried tottering along in
the unaccustomod high heels along with the company
ot behind the curtain,

I was plzced in the bvack by an ornate entrance,
"Thtay thtill-11," the long robe cautioned me. I
heard the mmffled noise of % h o orchestra in the
pit beyond the curtain, Then I was alone on the
stagoe ¢

The curtain roso and a brillient purple light
was shining on me ! Then, in rapid succession the

Dramatis Personac made their ontrance, and I suff-
ered several delusions about the baliet as I watch-
sd this antesmsgoria in myopic bewildermont. Bale
let dencors, re: sr  than being silent g+ ull

crestures of t . ¢ 1liz.t, puff, pent, end whedzc,
and they create an insufferable & i n when one is
less than fifty feet away.

I was observing this mad gyration and confusion
when, with & sudden, alerming shock, I realised I
was standing on nothing ! That 1 s to say, there
was absolutely no sensation below my knees, end tie
region of stagnation was creaeping upwards. Sweat
broke out on my stygian face. I tried to wiggle &
toe and rTostore some circulation before gangr
set in. TImmediately a thousand termites whicn hed
somechow found rofugse in my legs, began +to crawl up
and down my veins a n & arteries. It was also in
this moment that I reslised my hat had turnsd ini:
a vies, intent upon garroting me %o death. I was
swaying precariously, and imagining ell my frisud=
beyond the row of lights a n & dencers viotering
gleefully ¢ "Oh, isn't that Fessbeinder ™" "Fase-
beinder ?" "Yes, it is, and he's sw. ;ing back z2nd
forth " "Hs'll never lest it through ! "The old
boy is going down eny moment I" "He'll ruin ¢very-
thing."”

*Stand still,"” I cautioned myself, MYou have to
pull through { Yon must not foul wup the dellet,
Fassbeinder I But I wes oscillating bevond all
hope, and & t last with a deep grozn, I c¢losed mv
eyes. I tried %o think of some meroic phrase .s .
foll towards the floor. I was vainly fumbling with
g Latin declension so as to make "Moriture te sal-

‘ utamms” in the first person ginguler, as I collap~

gsed in a heap.
Y rovived shortly thereafter in ¢ h ¢ dressing

~ yoom, to perceive a livid M. Vivipier DuPois scowl-

ing at me. "Failure !"™ he spat., "in abject fail-
wre ! You will never meke the corps de ballet ("
"You could have a t leagt fallen,” the menagor
obsorved, "so that the entire cast wouldn't have
red to walk over you during the finele's exit.
9T am not an actor,” I replied, endeavouring tn
as: ume some form of defensive dignity. ™Whore arse




my cloties %

Onco mor ¢ I stecled myself for the hecklirg
w.ich would surround me on 2ll sides once I stepped
back into thc lobby. after a pauss, I manfully angd
defiantly threw open the dcor and strode forth.

"Tassbeinder I I wes beset on all sides, "How
is the poor fellow who collapsed ? Did you ses him
fall ¢ Wasn't it disgusting ? otc. etc.™ This wes
my first intimation that my negroid appearance has
suecessfully obscured my identity. I immediately
changed my air of grim cefiance t o one of taken-
aback nonchellance.

*Why no " I enswered, expressing mild amezenent
"During the ballet I was over 2t the Hubschmadchen,
reading "Horatio et the Gridge."

'0 ! Tiber, fethor Tiber

To Whom the Romans prey'...”
I began i n a dranmetic stege voice, but Cherlis
Hoffer interruptod mc end dragmsd mo back to t h e
Cafc, all the while keeping me fz2cing the  throng.
Once thoere he heaved a sigh of relief.

"Godl" ho seid; "how <fortunatc you 4idn't turm
arournd. You are still black arcund the back of the
neck "

I locked at him intently and spoke in & myster-
ious voice : "That is to keep my ermor from chaff-
ing my skin !"™ Then I defonded ¢t h ¢ bridge with
several bottles of ele. .

THE END




