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BY THE CHRISTENSEN SCHOOL OF POPULAR MUSIC OF CHICAGO

MR, MATT EKLEIN,

Mr. Matt Klein, the popular baritone who
nag been with the Jerome H. Remick
Music Co., for the past seven years, is mak-
ing a big hit- now featuring "So Long,
Mother,” “Sziling Away On the Henry
Clay,” “Rock-A-Bye,” etc. It would seem
that the astute powers that be of the Remick
Co. are as clever in picking their men as
they are in picking popular songs.

NOTICE TO SUBSCRIBERS

This azmber is labelled “December” ig) of
lovessber” in order to muke our publicatispdate
o 20th of moath previous to date of i All
bscribers will receive full pumber of coplte jast
10 same.— Editor. -t
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BECOME A RAGTIME PIANIST! '

Y.ou can learn quickly-at-any of the schools-listed below. Booklet:mailed free.- Write or call-|-
schaol in your cty. Open ovenings.

Boston, Mass,
MESSRS. CORBITT & PELLAGE
. 706 Dexter Bldg, :
453 Washington St, phone Beach 7348
. Buffalo, N. Y.
;ACOB SCHWARTZ
1=~ 617 Main St., Room 74-75
Telephone Tupper 1539
Chicago, IiL
AXEL CHRISTENSEN
20 E. Jackson Blvd,, 4th Floor.
Telephone Harrison 5670
Chicago, Il
HANNAH HARRIS
526 S. Western Ave.
- Telephone West 1311
Chicago, 1.
S. A. THOMAS

Telephone Wellington 9376
Chicago, IiL
JOHN SCHECK
3017 Logan Blvd,, 2nd Floor
Telephone Albany 3167

Chicago, IIL
DAVID REICHSTEIN
2204 S. Crawford Ave.
Telephone Lawndale 786

Cincinnati, Ohic
C. L. LIGHT
Suite 28 Arcade
Telephone Main 3057

Cleveland, Ohio
GEORGE F. SCHULTE
301-2 Euclid Arcade
Telephone Main 1384
77 " Dallas, Texas
. MEADE GRAHAM
1310% Elm St., 2nd Floor
Telephone 6115.

Denver, Cola.
MELISSA F. HOGUE
1643 Lawrence Ave,

Des Moines, Ia
GERTRUDE Mc¢CALL
207 Davidson Bldg., 8th and Walnut Sts.
Telephone Walnut 3160
Detroit, Mich
HATTIE L. SMITH
106 Broadway"
Telephone Cherry 3569 L
Houston, Texas
MRS. R. VAN TRESS
Suite 311 Queen Theater Bldg.

10 Belmont Ave, 2nd Floor, Room 1

Milwaukee, Wis.
CHARLES SCHULTZ
Suite 310 Athambra Theater Bldg.
Telephone Grand 2122

Minneapolis, Minn.
BESSIE YEAGER
49 S. Eighth St Room 206
Telephone Hyland 6322

Mount Veruon, N. Y.
R. F. GUNTHER
11 Washington Place (bet. N. 10th and
Lincoln Ave.))
Telephone 306

New Orleans, La.
LOUIS JACKSON
709 Canal St., 4th Floor
Telephone 4097

. New York, N. Y,
ROBERT MARINE
151 W. 125th St., 2nd Floor
Telephone Morningside 8950

Omaha, Neb.
THERESA WIRTH WINIKUS
4225 Cuming St.
Telephone Walnot 3379

Peoria, Il
N. E. ROBERTS
329-31 S. Adams St., 2nd floor
Telephope Main 2587Y

Philadelphia, Pa. -
BESSIE LEITHMANN
1520 Chestnat St, Suite 404
Telephone Spruce 967

Philadelphia, Pa.

LYDIA MENUS

14)2 Venango St.
Telephone Tioga 3261

Why are the Stark Music
Co's Rags called Classic?

and why do they live on while others
die young? This is the reason: They
are intellectual musical thought
grounded in the emotional principle
of humanity. They are the musical
soul-thought of the human race.

Tﬁ; older they get the higher the price.
Here are six of our oldest.

.Maple Leaf Elite Syncopations
Cascadas Joplin’s Entertainer
Frog Legs Ethiopia

26 cents each or five for §1

Here are ten of our latest numbers.
Nothing like them on .the market. Just
shut your eyes and grab—you cannot miss
a prize. ;

Honeymoon Patricia
Efficiency Billiken
Proaperity Weary Blaes
Top Liner Cleopatra
Contentment .Chromatic

12 cents each or 10 for $1
These will be on the higher priced list

a little later on. Our free catalogue will
tell you all aboat it.

STARK MUSIC CO.
3804 Laclede Ave. ST. LOUILS, MO.

Philadelphia, Pa.

RAY SIMPERS

1320 Tasker St
_Telephone Dickenson 37041

Pittsburgh, Pa,
GRACE CiEMENT
347 Fifth Ave., Suite 405
Telephone Gramt 2130]

St. Louis, Mo,
EDW. J. MELLINGER

Suite 503-6 Holland Bidg.
= Telephones Olive 2972, Central 3564L

St. Louis, Mo,
E. MUEHLENBROCK
Suite M, Odeon Bldg

Room 700 Woodruff Bidg.
Telephone Joliet 3746

Kansas City, Mo.
MABEL ROGERS
Suite 417 Studio Bldg.
Telephone Main 2211

Los Angeles, Cal
P. H. KAUFMAN
Suite 23, Walker Auditorium

Telephone Preston 4583 Telephones: Delmar 1797, Lindell 2350
oliet, 8L St. Paul, Minn.
CAPITOLA DAVIS IZZORA" WEBSTER

Suite -804 Pittsburgh Bldg.
Telephone Jackson 732

San Francisco, Cal.
W. T. GLEASON
1354 Ellis St.,
Telephone Fillmore 1938

Seattle, ' Wash,
BERNARD BRIN

"Louisville, X,
J. FORREST THOMPSON
28_22 W. Madison St.

New Pantages Theater Bldg.

Springfield, 1L
J. M. ROCHE
614 So. 8th St.

8] Teachers’ Rate for “ads" under it
under tiis classlfication.

bis beadlng omly; $8 per year for

Specl inch each |
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(In Which a Young Woman of Fixed Intenti

So Gladys was going to marry a vaude-
ville star after zll, was she? Her girt friends,
generally speaking, were quite 5qrpri5cd.
Those with whom she was most intimate
had no other comment to offer than a com-
mendatory acknowledgment.  Whatever
their private views of stage life were they
pushed to the background. If Gladys Mer-
lin was going to marry him, “HE"” must
be a splendid fellow. Gladys was always
right. But, as said, they WERE surprised.

As might have been expected, Papa Mer-
tin was not the least bit diffident about
displaying his disappointment when Gladys

announced her engagement to Arthur San- °

ford, “The American Caruso,” or “Vaade-
ville’s Nightingale,” as he was often re-
ferred to in the theatrical columns of big
city dailies. He had always contended that
actors, singers, dancers, musicians, writ-
ers and artists did not make good husbands.
Therefore, Sanford being 2 member of his
orecluded army, it was quite natural that
Afr. Merlin should not regard him 2s a de-
sirable future som-in-law. .

His contempt for' theatrical people in
general was an endless source of agitation
in the Merlin household, Discussions con-
cerning artistic gentlemen might have re-
sufted in serious complications at various
intervals had it not been for the timely in-
tercedence of Mrs. Merlin.

It was not that Mr. Merlin was querulous,
for quarreling was a thing almost unknown
to the Merling, and they abhorred exhibi-
tions of ill-temper. But it was perhaps
hereditary with Papa Merlin, whenever any-
body opposed his views, to maintain an
unbreakable silence for days, and rather
than incur’ his displeasure and suffer the
ynendurable monotony of his silence, his
wife usually came to the rescue in time to
smooth things over.

- On the night following the announce-
ment of Gladys’ engagement 1o Arthur San-
ford, Mr. Merlin glanced up from his paper
and quietly regarded his pretty daughter.

“So yoy are going to marry young San-
ford after all?”

Gladys raised her eyebrows and returned
her father’s stare.

“Of ¢ourse I am, daddy. Surely, you
have no objections to my marrying Ar-
thur just because singing does not appeal

to you?”
Mr. Merlin carefully polished his glasses
with a silk handkerchief.

“N-no,” he drawled. very slowly, “not
exactly. You know that I have never be-
littled singing, Gladys. On the contrary,

THE KID

BY PETER FRANK MEYER

PART ONE.

I have always possessed a fondness for
good music. The theatrical profession is
at best a mediom for cheap notoriety, ques-
tionable characters and tainted atmosphere.
Tlt admit that Arthur is manly, steady,
straightforward, of clean habits, and an ex-
cellent family, and an honored graduate of
Harvard College. But he is not a business
man, and——"

“A BUSINESS manl” snorted Gladys
contemptuously. “There you go again, Papa,
will you ever size up a man without per-
mitting the business side of the question
to btind vour judgment? There are thou-
sands of successful men in this world who
have never goae into business. When I
say business, I mean your conceotion of the
term. Can’t vou understand, father, that
singing with Arthur is a business, too?”

Mr. Merlin frowned, for this was not the
first time he had been told so.

“That may be true.” he said thought-
fully. “but onlv’ ih the sense that it is a
source of profit. However, T would not
toock uoon vaudeville singing in the same
light that I'd reeard an established. legiti-
mate business. For instance, how long do
vou think Arthur’s voice will last? How
long do you suppose he will be billed as
a headliner?”

“But father.” protested Gladys. “Arthur
is not a heedless spendthrift. When his
theatricaf career has culminated he will have
saved enough to go inta business for him-
self. For instance, he could open and
maintain a vocat school with little difficulty.
Furthermore, singing IS a legitimate busi-
ness. And assume it wasn't? Do you think
I should care? Not in the least! I am mar-
rying Arthur, not his vocation. You will
not credit him for being a business man,
yet his income is almost twice as large
as your own, and he is only twenty-seven,”

Mr. Merlin gazed at his daughter curi-
ously.

“T" looked at both sides of the question,
too.” Gladys went on. did not leap
without Jooking. In every detajl our mar-
riage should prove to be the most com-
patible. Our likes and dislikes are the
same, both of us are colfege graduvates, and
have devoted a great deal of time to liter-
ature, our ideas on practically every phase
of domesticity, diyersion and economy are
in perfect congruity, and”—here she
blushed charmingly—‘“we hold the same

opinion in regard to the rearing of chil--

dren. y
“Humph.,” commented Mr. Merlin, grim-

ohs Marries 2 Vaudeville Star with Unexpected Results)

fy. “Evidently you and Arthur have made
a great deal of headway. But for the life
of me, I cannot understand why a man
with a college education, plus breeding, in-
fluence and braing, should be content to re-
main a vaudeville star when even the con-
cert stage offers him a more refined and dis-
tinctive livefihood. At least, better that
than of a vaudeville career. And he is a
man of sen—"

“Well,” intesrupted Gladys,
“we’ve discussed alf that before. And you
overlooked the most important thing,
daddy. We love each other, and that is
an insurmountable reply to your objec-
tions,”

That settled it, A month later Gladys
Merlin became Mrs. Arthar Sanford. They
spent a four weeks honeyinoon in the Cats-
kills, and upon their return settled down
in a cozy mansion in the suburban district,
not far from the residence of Mr. and
Mrs. Mertin. For the next few weeks
Gladys was confronted with-a host of du-
ties that demanded her undivided atten-
tion. OF course, her mother made herself
indispensabte about the house, anrd fre-
quently Gladys would have been at a loss
but for her ready skill in arranging things
so as to produce just the proper effect. It
was her mother who had suggested that
she pastpone the distribution of the “at
hame" cards until everything was in readi-
ness. '

Arthur's motHer spent a few days with
them, and she made herself quite useful as
an assistant to Mrs. Merlin, so that Gladys’
worries were decreased to a minimum. Al-
though the vaudeville season was not to
open til{ the next month, and Arthur had
ample time to himself. he did not bother
about the household affairs. Yes, he had
spoken to_his wife about obtaining a serv-
ant for her, but Gladys refused to hear
of it. She had ideas of her own concern-
ing domestic affairs, probably derived from
a profound study of the subject at college,
and she inteuded to put them to practical
advantage. Her husband knew she was per-
fectly capable of attending to the house-
hold duties without any bungling aid from
him (unless it was monetary support), and
in this he manifested a commendable trait
of intelligence which Mrs. Merlin declared
was very rare in men.' - %

When everything was in feadiness and

teasingly,
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the formal announcements had been mailed,
Mr, Merlin nearly amazed the young couple
to pétrification one morning by calting
upon“them just as they were sitting down
to the breakfast table.

Knowing how matters had stood between
her father and hec husband, Gladys was
somewhat ambiguous as to the purport of
his early visit. But her fears were soon
put at rest——in fact, transformed to delight
—when, after coffee and light morning
cigars. they became so engrossed in con-
versation that her presence was aimost for-
gotten. She was given additional cause for
happiness a half hour Jater when they
emerged from the house, arm in arm, chat-
ting as if they had been inseparable com-
panions for years.

That afternoon Elsie came zll the way
from Fairport in her touring car, and with
ber were the two children. Elsie had been
Gladys' best friend before she (Gladys)
had gone to college. But when Gladys re-
ceived Yan announcement from her a week
after her arrival at Smith College, to the
effect that Mr. Edward Bernard had mar-
.ried Miss Elsie Jarvis, she was unspeak-
ably angry for the frst time in her life.
Elsie knew she was going to college, and
probably wouldn’t see her again for six
months: vet, she was so diffident that she
would not trust the secret of her coming
marriage to her best chum. :

All this had occurred nearly five years
before, and matters had been patched up
since, but the stings of reminiscence were
still there, and they seemed destined to
remain. Such impressions usually do. Now
when they met, in place of the girlish ef-
fervescence which had usualfy character-
jzed their conversations, there had come a
quiet but friendly attitude of unmistakable
conservativeness.

Efsie’s children proved very annoying to
Gladys. They were little. tots of tender
years, and they began an incessant wailing
the moment they entered the house. It
was evident that neither Elsie nor her hus-
band had ever attempted to impress upon
their minds that obedience to parental com-
mand was imperative. Trae enough, they
were very young, but the maaner in which
they disregarded their mother’s reproofs
irritated Gladys considerably.

It was late in the afternoon when Elsie

departed, with an earnest request that
Gladys return the call very soon. The oc-
currence of the day provided ample food
for reflection when Gladys was alone. Her
jdeas on the way children should be reared
were distinctively original, and in coanform-
ity with the tastes of a fastidious college-
bred girl. Gladys was possessed of an
inherent trait of refinement, and a natural
reticence, that were peculiar in a girl who
had mingled. Her attitude was one of ex-
treme dignity, and it forbade advances from
either sex outside the barriers of formal
sociability. Not that she was prudish.
Gladys Merlin was as affable aud genial 2
girl as one could find anywhere, but she
had principles of her own and would not
tolerate hilarious acts that bordered on de-
fiance of recogmized conventionality.

She had simplv stated a fact when she
told her father that Arthur's ideas on the
ideal and proper way of bringing up chil-
dren were the same as her own. Arthur
was pleasingly mild-tempered. of a refined

. DIXIE HARRIS ,
Yaudeville Star under direction of Lee Krane

bearing that seemed utterly out of place
with his chosen vocation, -and though he
was not by any means effeminate, crude
forms of enjoyment repelled him. Perhags,
in a way, this accounted for the fact that
he was the only man who had ever made
a djstinct success of operatic singing on
the vaudevilie stage. He and Gladys were
not narrow-minded, by any means. But
both respected the principles of moder-
ation and conventional living to a degree
which indicated firmness of character.

It was not quite a‘year after their mar-
riage, following -the close of the theatrical
season, and while Arthur whs enjoying a
well earned rest, that Theodore came-into
the world; a bouncing, gurgling, cooing
baby, with a temper that would have done
credit to a pirate. Theodore knew nothing
about conventionality or refinement, and he
didn’t want to know, either., Theodore was
possessed of an insatiable propensity for
destroying everything of breakable material
that came within reach of his chubby hands.
It bothered Theodore not the slightest
whetfer he wailed in his crib, all by him-

self, or whether he gave vent to his out- °

raged feelings in the presence of a dozen
guests. Had it not been for Gladys’ gentle
but firm insistence, her ideas on the sub-
ject of child rearing might have suffered a
severe sctback. Baby's temper was a fac-

tor which; in spite’of her profound knowl-
edge, she-had not reckoned with. And it
both pleased and chided' her that when
Theodore displayed his laming temper, her
:\§ther was the only one who could calm

m. :

Before Theodore tiad passed his second
birthday Mrs."Merlin had. become fully ac-
quainted with Gladys’ views. She was com-
pelied to express admiration for some of
her daughter’s ideas, but.on the other hand,
many of Gladys’ principles she deemed in-
adequate and inappropriate. She even told
Gladys that her manner of teaching and
caring for Theodore was misplaced; that
such treatment would ‘be very well for a
girl. but not for a manly fittle child.

Perhavps it is traditional that children, es-
pecially boys. acquire manv nicknames, and
that they adhere like sticking plaster to a
sturdy age. Theodore was no exception to
the rule. To his mother he was Theodore.
to his grandfather he was Teddy, and
grandma called him Ted. Arthur, prob-
ably through an inadvertent sangfroid, got
into the hdbit (in his letters while tour-
ing the country) of referring to him as
“the Kid,” and the others, with the excep-
got?' of Gladys, gradially contracted the

abit. :

At three the Kid was a beautiful child.
He was of just the proper height for his
age. Had it not been for his speech and
temper, one would have taken him for a
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pretty little girl. His eycs weie a deep,
lustrous blue, large and questioning, His
mouth was a saucy, red cupid's bow, and
the long, silken; golden curls that hung so
prettily from bhis shapely head were the
pride- of Gladys' life. .

At a casual glance the Kid was an exact
production of his mother’s ideas—a pic-
ture of childish innocence—but Grandpa
Merlin proved himself 2 keener judge of
children than either Gladys .or his wife
imagined when he remarked one day that
the Kid was not as innocent_as his face

‘and ‘manner would seduce oné to béliever -

Though this intimation brought an in-
dignant reply from Gladys, she was given
innumerable opportunities to recall it as
Theodore grew up. Her husband, being
away most of the time, allowed her fufl
authority in the planning and shaping of
the Kid’s career. Of course, they under-
stood that his natural inclinations had to
be given serious consideration when he ap-
proached a certain age, but hoth were cer-
tain that tentative plans, prepared early,
would be of greater benefit to the boy
than haphazard methods later on.

Gladys always stated that the happiest
day of her life was the one on which she
sent Theodore to school, just after his
fifth birthday. On that morning she sur-
passed all her pcevious efforts to make
him the envy of all the mothers who saw
him. When he emerged from his bath
his skin was a glowing pink, his blue eyes
sparkled, and it took Gladys over anm hour
to comb out his hair and arrange his pretty
curls. And she was more than gratified
when-she took cognizance of the admiring
glances a group of women bestowed upon
him in the school yard. She felt that she
had been more than compensated for her
efforts.

But Gladys' joy was short [jved, It was
less than a week after the Kid had entered
schoot that she was presented with an
opportunity to realize that his termper was
a mighty formidable factor to be reckoned
with. He began as soon as he arrived hame
by demanding that his curls be cut.

Giadys stared at him, almost horrified.

“Cut your curls off?"’ she gasped. “Why,
Theodore, who ever put such an idea in
your little head?”

“T wanna habin’ cut, tha’s all,” asserted
the Kid in a plaintive tone. “Tha’ all
pulf 'em, an’ eve'ybody finks I'se er goil.
I ain't ] waona habin' cut, tha's all.”

“But, Theodore,” she remonstrated, not
too firmly, “don’t you know that it would
break mamma’s heart if anyone were to
cut off those lovely curls? You mustn't
pay amy attention to what the other hoys
say. They would give anything to have
your curls.” -

She reafized that she must use strategy
to overcome his objections. But the Kid
eyed her dubiously, shaking his head.

“What's your heart gotta do wiff my
coils?” he demanded to know. “Evvyone
finks I’se a goil. All tha' peoples pull 'em.
Wanna habin' cut, tha's all”

His lips formed an angry pout and he
lowered his eyes.

“Mamma’s little boy can’t have his curls
ﬁutdoﬂ just yet,” she told him, patting his

ead.

The Xid drew away from her as though
the matter required forethought, and re-
flected for a moment. Then he looked up
at her cunningly.

“"When kig I habin’ cut, mamma?"

'Probably when youv are.six years old,
not before then,” replied his gother.

He pondcred over this.

“S'ppse I’se die fore then?”

Gladys smiled. “You must not say such
things, Theodore.: Mamma’s boy isn't go-

he walked into the sitting room:

ing to die,” and she reached forward to
seize him in her arms. But the Kid was
not a pacificist. He stepped back hastily,
shook his head, and stucﬁ his hands in his
pockets.

“Then I can’t hab my coils cut off?”

Gladys detected a trembling note in his
voice, and she glanced at him quickly. She
was quite astonished to perceive that his
eyes were blinking rapidly, that his breath-
ing had quickened, and that his lips were
beginning to quiver.

“I said no, Theodore,” she said, though

~his attitude worsried her.

The Kid gulped, and two or three tiny
ears trickled dowa his cheeks.

“P-please, m-mamma?”

Gladys felt herself growing weak, and
she dared not look at him. She realized
that if she gave jn to him now she would
be compelled to relent on every point in
the future, And though his last appeal
pierced her to the heart, she shook her
head in the negative.

Then the storm broke in all its fury. The
Kid made sewcral futile efforts to choke
back his sobs, and finally burst into tears.
He pleaded, he stormed, he stamped his
little feet in wrath. Again and again, be-
tween his sobbing and wailing, he repeated
the assertion that "all tha’' peoples pull
‘em” and that “evvyome finks I’se a goil.”
His grief and his anger knew no bounds,
and in his rage he declared he would tell
his father. .

“Y ou may tell papa, Theodore. He doesn’t
want your curis to be removed,” Gladys as-
sured him.

Wherenpon the Kid broke into a fresh
outburst, finally, vowing that he would run
away from home,

This frightened Gladys, and she tried
to take him in her arms, but the Kid eluded
her and ram up the stairs to his room,
sobbing as if his heart would break. As
luck would have it, Arthur ‘was appearing
in a chain of city theatres at the time, and
less than a half hour after the occurrence

“Why, what s the matter, girl?"" he
asked, noting his wife's agitation.

“Oh, 1 wish you would speak to Theo-
dore, Arthur. He insists upon baving his
curls cat. He determined about it, too, and
1 don’t know what to do® -

Sanford placed a comforting arm around
her shoulders.

‘I'm surprised to think you'd allow a
little thing like that to upset you so,
Gladys,” he said, tilting back her head and
kissing"her. ‘“The way you spoke I thought
a calamity had taken place.”

"But you don't understand, dear.
showed a frightful temper, and he's furi-
ously determined to have his curls cut off,
I imagine somebody tofd him he was too
big to wear curls.” .

Sanford Jacked down “at her pretty face
thoughtfully. . -~ '

“l didn’t think it was as bad 'as that.

Guesa I'd better speak to the Kid.”

He strode to the foot of the stairs.

“Tedl”

No answer.

He listened 2 moment, and thep, “Ted!
Come down. I want to see you.”

There was a sound of tripping feet on the
floor above and the opening of a door, Then
z tearful voice mumbled.

"Awright, I'm comin’”

When the Kid reached the foot of the
stairs Sanford looked at him closely. His
eyes were red and swollen, and his cheeks
were tear-stained. About his: lips, which
bad shaped into an obstinate pout, was a
mingled expression of sorrow and defiance.

“Well?”  questioped "Sanford, kaecline

He'
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down.before him, “what's the trouble, Kid?”

Theodore shifted his feet uneasily, stuck
his hands in his_pockets, and gazed up at
hig father with pleading eyes.

“Kin I hab my coils cut,. pop?”

“Why do you want your curls cut?”
asked Sanford, taking both his hands.

The Kid twisted his face into a ludicrous
expression. .

“All tha’ boys finks. I'se er goil. One
cawied me Mary. All tha' peoples pull ’em,”
ke said disdainfully, -

Sanford drew him up to his shoulders and
carried him into the sitting room.

“Mamma and I will decide the matter,”
he sajd, sitting on the lounge mnext to
Gladys, and plagcing the Kid on his knee.
“Gladys, shall we have his curls removed
now, or shall we wait another year?”

His wife faced him in surprise. “I'm
sure you know how I feel about it, Arthur.
Theodore can wait another year—it will be
here soon—and .if he is very good, we'll
have them cut sooner.”

“And I agree with mamma," declared
Sanford, looking at the Kid. “So our boy
is going 10 wait because he knows we want
him to.”

The deluge of tears and protesis that
fotlowed nearly took Arthur’s breath away,
but in the end he was inexorable. Sobbing
despairingly, the Kid went to his room.

An hour later Theodore came down the
stairs, his cap under his arm, and stole
into the kitchen where his mother was busy
at the stove. .

“Kin T hab a penny, mom?" he asked,
looking up at her meekly.

“Qf course, dear,” replied Gladys, de-
lighted at-the change in his attitude. S_he
took him in her arms and kissed him.
“Does mother’s boy still want his curls
cut?”

“Nope, mother’s boy
said the Kid philosophically.
er top.” .

There was a partially concealed innuendo
in the Kid’s tone, however, which hia
mother did not fail to notice, and she
looked at him suspiciously. His face was
flushed, and now he refused to meet her
gaze. Attributing his actions to shame be-
cause he had wept, Gladys banished the
suspicion from her mind and gave him a
coin.

“Caome right back, Theodore.”

The Kid promised her he would return
immediately and hurried out of the house.

Deep in her heart Gladys felt that she
had conquered in the first serious differ-
ence of opinion (if it could be called that)
between mother avd child. She was cer-
tain that his meekness of a moment ago
was a token of defeat, and she was grati-
fied to think that the variance had not
been worse. But it suddenly struck her
as remarkable that the Kid’s anger had
transformed to meekness in such a short
period.

‘When the Kid failed to return at the ex-
piration of fifteen minutes Gladys grew
anxious. The suspicion she had harbored
when he left the house magnified, for she
was certain that it could nét have taken him
a quarter of an hour to walk to the corner
store and back. Arthur had gone to his
room, and now she cailed him down.

“I'm so nervous about Theodore, dear,”
she explained, when he appeared. “He
asked me for .2 penny to buy a top about
fifteen minutes ago. ['m sure it wouldn’t
take him alf this time to walk to the cor-
ner, purchase a top, and ‘get back again:
1 wish you would see if he is at the store,
Arthur.' ? }

“Why, surely." answered her husband.
“"But I wouldn't worry about him, Gladv-

{Continved on Page 13)

wants a penny,”
“Wanna buy
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POPULAR MUSIC IN WAR TIME.

There has been much comment and
speculation as to the cffect the great war
would have upon music in this country.

In the various training camps music, es-
pecially patriotic and popular songs with
a patriotic theme, is a notabfe feature in
the weekly programme.

Glee clubs, community choruses and solo-
ists have sung for the soldiers. sailors and
the papulace, distinguished musical direc-
tors are training the soldiers and sailors in
singing.

Composers and singers of popular music
are énjoying appreciation and encourage-
ment in their chosen work as never before.

The new Army and Navy Song Book will
embrace the best patriotic and folk songs,
old hymns, popular marching songs and
numbers which sustain the patriotic spirit.

It is an accepted fact that the army that
sings well preserves its niorale and is on
the path to victory and glory. When the
multitudinous voices of the whole civilian
populace sing with the army, the moral
impetus is tremendous.

You patriotic composers who are seeing
the dawn of a great epic of imodern "Amen-
can” music—music is everywhere—it is the
universal language of the heart and soul,
expressing human emotions, tragic or hap-
py. aspirations dignified or exalted.

All the votaries of music, singers, stu-
dents, teachers. performers and ‘patrons can
truly "feel prowd they are doing their bit
by producing courageous, joyful. inspiring -
harmony, which sustains and cheers the
spirit and counteracts the disastrous and

ge

REVEIW OF THE NEW MUSIC

By JANE LAMOUREAUX

N1

You Can’t Bring Back Yesterday—By Wal-

ter Hirsch and May Hill. Published by
Roger Graham. A good type of pathetic
ballad.

I Don’t Want To Get Well—By Howard

Johnson, Harry Pezse and Harry Jentes.
Published by Leo Feist, Inc. This num-
ber certainly is a winner. and backs up
the Feist slogan neatly, “"You can't go
wrong with a Feist Song.” A clever com-
edy number, sparkling and full of pep.

China—We Owe A Lot to You—By

Howard Johnson and Milion Ager. ‘A
timely number, that racity in up-to-date
musi¢, a really new idea in a popular
song. This 3s a pleasing number, An-
other Feist hit

Somewhere in France (is the Lily)—By

Philander Johnson and Joseph Howard.
Published by Witmark & Sons. Beauti-
ful title and lyric, a simple appealing
melody, music well arranged, bound to
please old and young. (I ‘heard Joe
Howard sing this for the first time, and
to me jts a big number.—A. W..C)

You Brought Ireland Right Over to Me—

By J. Keirn Brenpan and Ernest R. Ball
Published by Witmark & Sons. Good
ballad. Lucky is the lyric writer who
has Ernest R. Ball write his music, It's
no use talking, “it’s a gift,” and anybody
who has the pleasure of -hearing this
nm:g_ber will agree with this. Sure-fire
stuff.

The Soul Of You—By Margaret Hobson

Albers and Carrie Jacobs-Bond. Pub-
lished by Carrie Jacobs-Bond & Son. A
tender theme, delicately beautiful music,
with an arrangement which carries out
the idea of the song in an artistic man-
ner.

A Cottage In God’s Garden—\Vords and

Music by Carrie Jacobs-Bond. Listening
to this restful composition, one can well
believe thar the gifted author of this
song poem has "A Cottage In God's Gar-
den.” and methinks she sometimes hears
=celestial strains and tempers them for our
mortal ears.

Way Down In Macon, Georgia—By Loos

Bros. and Jack Frost, Paul Beise and F.
Henri Klickman, Published by MeKia-
ley Music Co. “Too many cooks spoil
the broth,” but these fellows got away
with 2 -good number this time. In the

EB2Sa5e

start of the chorus they change from
only four flats to five flats, that makes
it more “intricate,” and then besides that,
it makes it harder to play, so they must
have figured that the ordinary wmutts
would let it alone. Let's hope so. The
Laos Bros: ought to “clean up” on this
numben -

At That Cabaret. (In Honolulu Town)—
By Jack Frost. Published by McKinley
Music Co. Some Cabaret number. Clever
lyrics, snappy masic. Would be great for
character singer.

Down the Sunget Trall to Avalon—By Jack
Frost 3nd E. Clinton Keithley. Published
by McKinley Music Co. Mr. Frost cer-
pretty ballad with music by the versatile
tainly has a knack for rhyming, and this
Keithley should be a good seller.

I'm a Real Kind Mama—By Roger Gmham
and Maceo Pinkard. Published by Mc-
Kinley Co. Great topical song.

Giddy Giddapl Go Oni Go On! (We're
On Our Way to War)—By Jack Frost.
Published by M¢Kinley Music Co. Com-
edy number, good for pianologue, or rube
character.

A-M.E-R-I-C-A Means “] Love You, My
Yankee Land.”—By Jack Frost. An old
idea in a patriotic dress, a dignified theme
and good Jyrics, a good song for schoot
childrén. 4

When a Boy Says Good Bye To His Mother
And She Givea Him To Uncle Sam—
By Jack Frost. Very “labored” title for
the momentary episode described in the
song. Its quality, not quantity tha
fo_qnts, even in a gpopular song. Onl
air.

' Rose of the Night—By Arthur Longbra}

and Harley E. Parker. Published by th

Buckeye Music Publishing Co., Columbus.
Ohio. An unnusually pretty melody set
to good music, artistically arranged. -

Fot You a Rose—By Will D, Cobb and Gus
Edwards. Published by Remick Music
Co. This beautiful ballad bas proved it-
self, and is now a big seller, good ali
around number, will please everybody.

So Long, Mother—By Raymond Egan, Gus
i Kahn and Egbert Van Alstyne. These
i fellows sure do work well together. This

Aepressing effects of war time.

TO THE SUBSCRIBERS OF THE REVIEW.

Here’s the answer to those many inquires, ‘“Where can I get that
piece of music.”” Join the Home Music Claub, and get any and all
the music you want at Club Rates. Send 50c for membership
card and four copies of sheet music. We carry a large stock of
sheet music at all times, and if you order any col;;y that we haven’t
in stock, we will get it and supply you in quic

Members Only. Send your membership order today.

time. To Club
Chicago,. Ill.

"THE HOME MUSIC CLUB 1562 Milwaukee Ave.

—
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E. G. GOODIER'S LATEST SONG
“Will Heaven Glve
Me Back My Baby?”’
Music by CHAS, L. JOHNSON

If ybur dealer has not got
this one, write E. G. Goodier,
Oxford, Kansas.

Dealers: Write for prices.

Retall Price - -~ 15 Cents

aumber has an irresistible appeal and wifl
live long after many of the popular songs
of the day. Has good swing and good
text.

Rock-A-Bye-Land—By Gus Kahn and Eg-
bert Van Alstyne. A plaintive lyric, good
arrangement of music. Will make a great
number for kid ¢character. A type of song
sure to *please.

It’s A Long Way Back to Mother’s Knee——
By Sterling, Grossman and Lange. Pub-
lished by the Joe Morris Music Pub. Co.
A different mother song, one peculiarly
suited in sentiment to the day. Good
lyrics.

Hawaiian Blues—By Clarence R. Jones and
R. Anthony Zita. Published by Jones.
Good title, 2 slow pretty number, simple
musi¢, slightly monotonous, as many SO
called Hawaiizn numbers are.

Stand Up For the Soldier Boy—By Zella
Estella Leighton. Published by Z. E.
Graft. Good swing, march music, simply
arranged. Strong lyrics, but music weak

" for this type of song. Title, O. K.

If You Don’t Want to Fight For Uncle
Sammy, Then You Don’'t Need To Fight
For Me—By Earl Lewis and A R,
Smith. Published by the Popular Music
Co. Rather slangy lyrics for k] Ynumber
which advertises itself as a

patru:)tlcs\§
namber, which abave all, should be digni-

fied in theme. Title too {ong drawn out,
and rather pugilistic 'in sound.

In Autumno—By Reginald Wright
man and Jan Anderson. A beautiful tone
po¢m by a gifted writer. The music is
artlstlcally arranged, and in harmony with
the sentiment expressed, Good chamber
music.

Cleopatra Had a Jazz Band—By Jack Coo-
gan and Jimmy Morgan. Published by
Leo Feist Music Co. A clever combina-
tion "Egyptian” and jazzy number, one
:(Lmded 1o character siagers. Goud of its

in

In The Land of Wedding Bells—By Haw-
. ard Johnson and George W. Meyer. Pub-
" lished by Leo Feist Music Co. A pretty
oumber, sentimental words and appropn-
ate music by two live song writers. Good
revue number.

My Flower Garden Girl—By Charles Pierce,
Billy Baskette and George A. Little. Pub-
lished by Leo Feist Music Co. A classy
sentimental ballad, pretty Iyrics. S.aould
prove popular, one of the prethest num-
bers of the moment.

Kauff--

Homeward Bound—By Howard Johnson
Co. Splendid title, optimistic theme, a
and Colaman Goetz and George W.
Myer.
refceshing change from some of the dis-
mal so called patriotic numbers whlch
are flooding the market.

Long Boy—By William Herschell and Bar-
clay Walker. Published by Shapiro, Bern-
stein Co. One of the funniest numbers
of its class ever written. Wonderful rube
character pumber, written just when we
need a laugh, after discarding some of
the alleged humorous songs sent to us
for review.

Wanted—Pianists, Singers, Agents send
for “Proud to Be 2 Son of Uncle Sam)”
the national patriotic song, and a ballad
“Somewhere, Someone is Waiting," 12¢
each; both 20c. Song Hit Music Co., 1
Mansion St, Poughkeepsie, N. Y.—Adv.

SONG WRITERS ARE DOING THEIR
BIT.

According to the dasly papers and judg-
ing from the avalanche of manuscripts that
pour into this office, the song writers are
busy devising new airs that they hope may
capture approval of the great American and
Allied armies. A Broadway theatre star,
pressing into service the favorites of the
moment, recently chose to sing, and aroused
audiences twice daily in doing so, Aernwd
Sterling’s “"America, Here’s My Boy,” Ivor
Novello's “Keep the Home Fire Burning,”
Irving Berlin's “For Your Country and My
Country,” and George Cohan's “Over
There,” this last with the Cohanesque
quickstep refrain of “We Won't Be Back
Till Tts Over, Over There." For those who
would sing old songs, there are special
war editions, such as Ditson's “Patriotic
Songs of 'America,” in up-to-date khaki
boards. Of airs of all nations, the best
selection is Sousa’s, made for the govern-
ment many years ago.

Of interest are the covers of the new
songs. A well-known artist’s poster has
already made famous the litele grand fady
and her khaki-clad hera of “America,
Here’'s My Boy." Beside it stand Bruno
Huhn's “My Boy” set to Francis Tillotson
Brese’s “I Have Raised" My Boy to Be a
'Sol’dfe(," a defiance to pacificists, and J.
d Joseph Burr’s song of an-
other, “If I Had a Son For
Id Glory.” There are Cohan's

other mt
Each Star n

the “rag” of other days; Berlin’s “Let’s Al
Be Americans Now,” under guard of a trim
soldier; Eddie Gray’s “America First,” with
a portrait of George Washington; Tosti's
“The Allies’ March to Freedom;” carrying
six nations' flags: Frank Van der Stucken’s
“Our Glorious Country,’s and the pictured
troopers of Herbert Lowe’s “On To Platts-
hurg.”

So much for the pictures. Some even of
the letters of the alphabet are worked over-
time to give the national stemps to such
airs as “The Boys of the U, S. A.” by Char-
lotte Bonnycastle and Mrs. Frederick Good-
win, or the popular Carrie Jacobs-Bond’s
“His Buttons Are Marked U. S.” Then
there are numerical titles, from the boys
of 61 to the younger veterans of '98. The
Militia_of Mercy’s appeal, has been voiced
by G. Frederick Bickford’s words and music
in the Spirit of ‘76, its cover showing a
soldier bidding good-bye to wife and babies.
Alban Elkington of Buffalo, sent the Times
.his song, “The Call to Arms.” C. M. Swingle
published in Cleveland his “Men, Men and

Tarquinico Masucei of | @hc Kansas City

Published by Leo Feist Muosic.

YGrand,Old—Ffag;”-with - less-emphasis-on-

More Mcn."’&iescnbcd as a hymn universal.

JANE LAMOUREUX

Assodate Editor “Ragtlme Revlew”

Voce dell Emigrante, dedicated to Presi-
dent Wilson his “Hymn of War” in Eng-
lish and Italian, -Ray Wiley and A. F.
Koerner’s “Little Girl in Blue” came from
Miami, Fla. There’s the American direct-
ness of plain speech about “Goodbye
Broadway, Hello, France.”

Emilie Frances Pauer haz devoted to
the Red Cross all royalties of “Out¢ Flag
in France,” sung by Marcella Craft and
Leon Rothwr Howard and La Var have
issued “Somewhere in France is Daddy.”
Harry Von Tilzer's firm anticipated fate by
an announcing in manuseript, “I Don't
Know Where I'm Going, But I'm on My
Way.” Boosey & Co., heralded widely
“The Trumpet Call,” by Wiifred Sander-
son, sung by Joha McCormack. )

“We Are With You, Mr. President,” was
the product of the early days of the war.
The song wrniters’ ideas grew with the na-
tional pceparations. Lindsey Perking and
Otto Motzan’s “Let’s Rally” declanecL"\ML
Are Coming Half a Million Strong W.
H. Pease's “At Them, Uncle Sam,” ven-
tured that “Ten Million Brave Americans
Are Ready at Your Cail)” ta which the
same writer added, "The Red Cross needs
you, sister, join jt now.” Luella Stewart
and O. Ebel's “Our Countrys Voice” went
the whole figure at last with “One united
band—a hundred miltions stand.” Beyond
that number the poets cannot go without
“annexations and indemnities.”

——— -

JAZZ BAND FOR HIGH SCHOOL.

A really and truly jazz band is in sight
for the Davenport high school, one with
a lot of pep and life to it that will put
some spirit into the various occasions at
which it will be called upon to perform.
The original idea was to have a military
band, but every ome wanted to play the
cornet. so the "thing fell through. But a
jazz band will he just the-thing to play
at an entertainment or a basketball game,
and its organization is pr_ogressmg rapidly.

Renew your subscnption to the
Ragtime Review.
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A WEE WIDOW WANDERS IN CABARET LAND
BY JANE LAMOUREUX
Author of *‘An Infant-Woman,* '*Sing, Smile and Sneeze,” Bte.
{The Adventure of the Frozen Girl)

“You will wander in far places, you will -

sce much moncy, hear gqueer noises, do
service, but beware of men, my danghter.”

So spoke an aged Romany Gypsy Queen.

“You will see me again,” she prophesied,
“more than a thousand miles from here.”

The little singer, who loved to relate
what she was pleased to czall “adventures,”
looked seriously at us as she spokc_

Her bachelor uncle put in, “I suppose
you're going to have another ﬁlgh( of 1mag-
ination. An aviator has nothmg on you
when it comes to flights.”

“Now, you just let me alone,”
torted. “I don’t care if you lis(en of not,
thrs story is absolutely unique,” she boasted.

\{ust be, if you are telling it. Your 50-
calléd adventures are like none such,” her

she re-

uncle said 5arcasncally Despiate his teas-
ing her about ‘“your impoassible vagaries,”
he secretly enjoyed listening to the diminu-
n)\e smgers vivid versians of her trav-
els

Her story follows:

The aged queen spoke truly. I did see
her again, in a strange place more than
a thousand miles from the middle west
city, where she told my fortune.

hen I saw her again she was dead,
lying in state in the large high-ceilinged
drawing room of a decaying oid mansion
in New Orleans.

A few moments before had been gaz-
ing, woman like, at an attractive display of
infant’s clothing in one of the windows of
the Maison Blanche, when, spying an in-

GLEASON AND GATES—-«Wen-known 11 Vavdeville

defatigable reporter friend turning down
one of thase side streets, the like of which
cannot be seen anywhere else in the world,
and down whici I had been warned not
to stroll alone, 1 hastened after him.

"Where are you going—you're after a
‘scoop,’ aren’t you?” I querfed.

"Well, this time you can come with me, its
nothmg very dangerous, but you never
could go there alone.”

We waiked the short distance, past Iber-
ville to Bieuville streets, then around past
the time grayed "“Oid Absinthe Shop,”
mecca of avid sight seeking tcurists. Soon
were at the guarded door, which led to
fhe stately room where the dead gypsy
ay

A policeman barred the way, dbut recog-
nizing the reporter, he passed us in. The
immense, dim lit room was swarming with
humamty We counted fifteen gypsy girls
and boys, lithe young creatures, overflow-
ing with life. Very much so, in fact, soon
I discovered with borror that their heads
were literally teeming with life

Heaps of many bued clothing cluttered
the corners, and crowding the sacred
candles burning on the time stained marble
mantel, hats and rags were piled.

“A polyglot humanity.” . One . could
easify visualize the e-xprcssmn, watchmg
the streamn of curiosity seckers. Here
clegantly garbed guesta from the’ Grune-
wald, the St. Charles and other fashion-
able hotels, were jostled by street urchins,
colored washer women, creoles, po’ white
trash and stray street musicians.

We lingered there for a time. The scene
had for us the fascination of the unusual
With gurprise I onoticed that the gypsy
women petted and nursed their infants,
rocking them in their arms and’ giving
them undivided attention, all the while
puffing at cigarettes, and occasionally wail-
ing in an unemotional and businesslike man-
fner.

“No wonder you ezuoy your, work,” 1
exclaimed to the blagé reporter. “You must
see sll londs of unique sights in this city.
Why don't you take me to see something
besides a picture show? Y can gee picture
shows anywhere.”

“Came with me this eveming, Elb take
you to one of the genuinely intesesting
places in this town,” he promiged.

He certainly made good on that prbm—
isel That very evening, arrayed in glad
rags, my escort in faultless evening dress,
we drove down Canal Street. Our machine
turned down one of those sinister streets
which skirt the borders of the underweorld.

“You are now at the very borders of
the so-called underworld,” he announced
thrillingly, as the machine stopped in front
of a brilliandy lit cafe.

“Dost wish to venture in?” he inquired
teasingly. I was about to refuse when 1
saw four of my fellow guests at the fam-
ily hotel where I was staying walk into
the Cafe. At their northern home they
were two successfut lawyers, and thHeir
middle aged wives, respected members of a
prominent church, but here; in dear ofd
New Orleans, well named “The Paris of
America” they were merely tourists, doing
the sights and taking them all in. :

With some misgivings, I entered the
place with my. escort. lmmediately my fel-
low guests spied us, and unanimously urged
43 to join them Our party of six sat
at a table near'the platiorm, on which the
performers and “Jazz Band” were seated.
A few people were grouped around tables;
quietly enjoying. some of the southern
dishes for which the place was noted:

(Continued on page 14)



Ragtime March

by OSCAR CHILT

Moderato

"_"* a'
1

re

Ak

-

=
=

D.S; al ‘

I 2

|y

ré_‘ = 'ﬁq:i

st
e =




s

T ]

==

45_3—;7;;_* ' g

2P LT
—Y/—

B

il :__.1

R

( ‘

| il
i 2
‘ A._.
]

| BH 1

( % il

o

=




Uncle Sam Is CallingYou

Words and Music by
wm.J HERBST

s
—+ :

| I I

—
—1
\/
—o— T
&

B il / GPU— ..} EZ’—"_[ ! '—4; ! ;‘t ?.—-
¥ T ¥ F
- VAMP \
— g T {7 - — oI
A L ! | 1 |
[y} ) ] )
. Theres a  voice calling loud and clear - ly Theres a
‘ Let us  an - swer the voice thats call - ing Let us |
f __./ - H 111 | L - J[; ‘l’@
sesE-sEres=c=s =
[giie '
[ | | 1 |
I — -
T—1 —= - —
) S 4 4
i — 5 E———
| ; ! N R A Y
I 1
T ¥ 1 v 7 R
voice call-ing brave and Its a  voice thatwe all . love
prove tc the wvoice so Thatwell fight for the cause of old
E 1 = —— N — - E 1—1 J[? —t
= # :
A | -
e = =
| 1 I N
[ [ - | l
! | 1 a2 i i n — j'
- : —3 =
dear - ly__ =~ Thatis call -ing to me  and
glo- . ry—— And like brave he - roes
ﬂ 1
— LT« 1 ] 1 EY
) + -
= == y— 1 T g
—a F— o e— — | S ——

Oopyright 1917 by the CArigsensen School of Popwiar Music of OAicago




CHORUS

> N\ S, il >
‘P_F: i " | = 2 181 il B D!
AR e et e ‘
Y] | r .
Un - cle Sam is  calling you, calling you,
| | | \ - A N
< —a o o B o m—
S2 <+ ~3
Y, fo 44 T
N | {1 - o - ] -
a |l 1~
Sha e e : 22— tssr2ra o
== I I I~ _ ! 1= & > {
- & ‘ I NN I = '
N
-1
{4 A y l = Ir i ——— 4'% ! '
21 T | 1= - - -
¢ [ r —
Un -~ cle Sam is  call-ing you call-ing you a - way

Uncle Sam is Calling You.2

#hg:ﬁﬂ‘q‘__. — 1 = iLL = 1 -+ 2 h
A\NV.4 | || — 1 1] :‘(h' — { 1 »
6 } - @ . ¢ .
Go my boy and show thal  you are a man_— soldier too, And our
| ‘ ‘ — A h— [ "
1 A 4 IN 1 1 l\1 ¥ | N
L 4 7
~ ~
,3 l I ] Tj&tﬁ . EL r—l HH
+ﬁ & { 1 ==
'_ﬂ 1 ‘l; - — _l(
I‘ Zd i T ——x _d\—
o i e = .
hearts shall fol-low you Un-cle Sam needs you. You.
| \ A =T | |y
1 1 ) & A
N :&:!:_1 : 1
| ¢ —+= T L 1 1 ? 2 X
—-.*—#J; = o o=
T v T



RAGTIME REVIEW

13

L

. (Continned from page B)
He's probably joined some other boys in
the street, and is playing tops. I’ll go see.”
A minnte later he went out of the house.
Gladys wanted to tell him of her suspicions,
but 'she checked herself. The oddity of
the Kid's actions had aroused within her
a vague premoagition of impending trouble.

The thought that he was too yousng had

caused her to banish the idea at first. But
she realized that, young as he was, the
Kid had the tenacity of a bull pup, and the
immatured cunning of a cub fox. If he
had ever relaxed in his efforts to gain
something in the past, that relaxation was
always followed by more determined and
more strenuous exertions. By this time she
-felt certain that the meekness he had re-
vealed when he asked for the penny was
not an indication of defeat. She was in-
clined to think it was merely a reprieve,
and that he would follow it up with a
campaign, which he hoped to end in the
removal of his curls.

Gladys had been so busy with her
thoughts that the time did not occur to
her. It was only when she glanced at
the clock that she recalled he had gone for
Theodore, and that he had been away half
an hour. Then she became alarmed. What
was keeping him? Had anything of 2
serious natare accurred? Was the Kid burt?
Dark thoughts formed in her mind.

She paced the floor of the kitchen nerv-
ously-and occasionally opened the door and
glanced down the street. It was useless
to continue with her work. If she had
been alarmed before, now she was tern-
fied. She thought of going to the ‘phone
and calling up her mother, but she dreaded
the outcome of such a proceeding.

When Arthur returned an hour later she
was on the verge of a nervous collapse.
The look on his face bore greater expres-
sion than any words he might have ut-
teced. .

“Y-you didn’t find—find him, Arthur?”
she asked, bravely trying to check her
tears, -

“No-no," he murmured huskily. “He didn't
_ go to the corner store. I .inquired there
and at the homes of several of the neigh-
bors, b”ut nohody seems to have seen him,

“Arthuce,” interrupted his wife, tremulous-
ly, “he has either lost his way, been kid-
napped, or he is trying to frighten us into
having his curfs cue.”

He stared at her in’ amazement.

“Frighten us into having his curls cut?
Why, Gladys, whatever in the world malkes
you think that?”

“I guspected that he was up to some-
thing by the way he asked me for a penny
this afternoon. He acted suspiciously; as
if his one desire was to get out of the
house and get away on am excuse of some
kind. And it occurred to me later that
he really didn’t ned a top. He has a dozen
of them in his room.” '

“But, Gladys, he is only a child,” pro-
tested Sagford, placing hiz arms about her
and drawing her to htm. “It would take a
much older boy than our son to plan out a
scheme of that kind.” )

“You don’t undesstand, dear,” she ex-
claimed, bucsting into tears. “The-odore is
r-remarkably precocious for a boy of his
age. He is—is v-very de-determined and
t-terribly stubborn. I[—I know from—from
ex-perience that he is u-up to s-something
whenever he d-displays meekness.”

“Then why didn’t.you tell me?” he asked,
unable to repress his agony. .

The tingle of the telephone aroused
them, and Arthur nervously stepped out
to the hall. Gladys, between her sobs,
heard him mention the Kid’s name and her

father's several times, and once she was as-
tonished to hear him laugh joyfully. Surely
this was no time for humor.

Presently he came running in, his eyes

fairly sparkling with delight, his face
wreathed in smiles. Gladys stared at him,
all at sea. ’ '

"Your father just called up. Said ti{at the
Kid is over in his home—has been tHere for
the last hour—and that he won't tome home
tilt his curls are cut”

“We've found him!” he cried }yusly,

Gladys was breathless for a moment. |

Then she threw her arms around his neck,
crying with happiness.

‘Well, grandpa is waiting at the other
end of the 'phone. Is the Kid going to
have his curls cut? Your father says he
will not let him come home until we have
promised to cut his curls.”

“The little schemer,” whispered Gladys
happily, resting her head on Sanford’s
shoulder and looking. up at him. “Fell
father I'll bave his ciarls cut tomdrrow, and
to bring him here immediately. Just think,
Arthur, that little tot walked seventeen
blocks to his grandfather's house just to
carry out his scheme.

Sarford came from the hall shortly and
regarded his wife with a curious smile.

“You won't have to take the Kid to 2
barber tomorrow, Gladys” he said.

“Why not?” -

“Because your father escorted him to a
hair-cutter before he called us up and had
his curls removed.”

(EDITOR’S NOTE—Part Two of the Kid
will appear in next month’s issue of The
RAGTIME REVIEW.)

N
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(Contlnued from prge 8)

“Well, as far as 1 can see,” 1 observed
to the complacent reporter, we might jast
as well be sitting in the dining room at
the hotel, except that the decorations here
are not quite so swell”

“Say,” he retorted, “somebody has been
telling,_you furid 12ales, what did you ex-
pect to see. an up to date miniature .ve-
production of Dante's Inferno?”

“Well, vou said we weve at the borders
of the underworld.” 1 expostulated.

Our friends laughed. and the jolly wife
of the famous coyminat lawyer said. At
honie I belong to the Ladies” Aid Society,
but here ] hang right on to Papa’s coat tails
when he goes sight seeing: nothing scares
me,” she laughed and went on, “remem-
ber, the evening is young. lots of things
can happen before one o'clock.

We watched the new arcivals, men and
women il evening dress. Soon most of the
tables a2round the space reserved for dane-
ing were occupied. \Withou! warning the
lights were switched off. and in the soft
glow of a spotlight a glittering figure ap-
pear¢d, clothed in a resplendent gown.
Lovely of face. and of generous fgure,
her voice was a delight. She sang the
“kiss me" walltz song. and retired amid a
burst of applaase.

Next came a rather thin singer. the shal-
low prettiness of her face set off by a
dainty bomnet of gold lace. Unobserved,
in the semi-darkness, with his back against
the wall. our waiter was standing. I heard
a2 sigh. a slight groan, then I noticed the
waiter's eves. which looked at the singer
with an intense, feverish glare. The re-
porter nudged me. whispering:

“Poor devil. he's crazy about that good
for nothing girl. He got her in here. A
story there, if I could get him to talk—
want to interview him f{or me>"

Our conversation was interrupted—the
song was over, and the musicians, with
fiendish ability. were playing jazz music,
cunningly calculated to duil the sensibilities
and quicken the senses.

Men and women. intoxicated by the
sounds, were dancing wildly, the swirling
clothing of the women sparkled with jewels,

There on the platform. in the big drum,
the spirit of “Jazz” had his abode. He
leaped forth, in fiendish glee, pranced up
and down the keys of the clarinet, making
that iastrument give forth weird sounds,
minor notes, tortured the piano keys. faster
and faster he pranced, faster and jaster
danced the excited beautiful women on the
dance floor.

The big drum sumbled, the taut skin

shivered under the fiving fingers of tYe.
drummer, a crescendd of sound never be-

fore heard issuing from a drum. “Jazz,” a
wicked spirit, was sounding the cymbals,
a barbaric din ensued. through which the
mmoaning of the saxophone glided, snake
like, with brilliant scales.

As in savage wilds. the hollow sound of
2 distant signal drum can he heard in the
forest stillness. 1w he caught by another
drum mifes away—so has jazz sounded from
one orchestra drum to another. growing
fainter and more refned in tone. until, at
last, it has been heard in our ballrooms.
restaurants and theatres all over the coan-
try.

Again the spatlight flashed in the cafe,
throwing splashes of color. now blue or
a ghastly green on the shimmering gar-
ments of the entertainers. The shm pretiv
singer, beloved by the waiter, led twelve
dancing girls, a diabolical dozen, who
danced té the maddening strains of the
yazz band, danced as i{ the lighted run-
way on which thev nerformied were a heavy

sheet” of seething flame, instead - of ~the
heavy sheet of glass it was.

The lcading girl wore a huge bunch of
violets, mute symbols of modesty. )

“I have seen enough, let us leave this
place,” T said to the attentive reporter. He
smiled with an “I told you s0” expression
as we said good bye to our pleasant mar-
ried acquaintances, who were enjoying the
performance,

Nothing could have induced them to leave
just then. At that moment Mr. Mc—,
the famous criminal lawyer, was passing
five dollar bills to the orchestra men, and
using one of the extra drum sticks as a
bation, vigorously directing the orchestra in
a side sphitting manner. He, whose utter-
ances were famous, was acting the clown.
His plump, good natured wife., with a
nevee-say-die air was inwardly wondering
(as she afterwards confided to me), what
would the members of the Ladies’ Aid Saci-
cty at home would say if they could see hec
now. in sach a place. sitting at a table
on which foamed, in tall erystal glasses,
those frothy New Orfeans silver fizzes, so
tempting to the eye and the palate. -

A few days later, while seated on a
bench in the park, watching litile children
in dainty white clothes feed the swans
under the shadow of the white marble
lions guarding the spot, I recognized the
man who sat a few feet away. He was
the waitef at the cafe we had visited a
few nights before. His face looked drawn
and thin in the strong afternoon light, he
appeared dejected. .

To my surprise he approached and lift-
ing his hat, spoke .

“Miss, you are a friend of Mr. A (the
reporter.)

“Yes,” 1 answered in 2n inquiring tone.

“Do you know where he lives?”

“At the St. Charles, I befieve.”

“I want to sece him. Perhaps he can
telp me find my girl”> He paused a
moment and went on.

“Excuse me, Miss, but did vou notice
the little singer with the pretty face the
night you were at the cafe? She is gone
now, and I am trying to find her,” he said
simply.

“You were a friend of hers?” 1 queried.

“More than a friend, Miss, I wanted to
marry her ] fove her. She don't have
to sing in a cafe, 1 would be glad to take

care of her.” His voice faltered a momeant, -

when he suddenly confided:

“You know how I met her? Where 1
found her? She was dressed in rags, sit-
ting on a barrel in 2 pile of rubbish in
an alley and crying. When I asked her
what was the matter, she said that her
landlady had put her out from the room
because she coufd not pay her, as she
had no job. So I found her a place to stay
that night, A nice place, because { thought
she was a nice girl, even if she was poor.

“She expected to go to work. but instead
she got sick, so sick that they sent her
to the chacity hospital), and while $he was
in the hospital no one came to see her ex-
cept me. She had no friends. When she
was discharged from the hospital 1 was
waiting. at the gate {or her. glad to help
her. hecause I loved her. The place [ took
her to was comfortable and nice, with’ a
respectable landlady, and all those weeks
before she was able to go to work, I pzid
her hills, When she was working again
she could pay me back, if she wanted to.
You know, I study in the day times, and
at evenings 1 work to pay my expenses.
That girl would run around with other fel~
lows in the night time to picture shows
and restaurants, because she thought I
wouldn’t kaow about it

But'just the same I loved her, and T asked
her to marry me. I wanted to buy some
furniture and fix up a nice little home.
She fooled siie, and so I bought the fur-
niture aad fixed up a nice little flat, think-
ing she would be glad to marry me—but
now she is gone,” he said despairingly.

“When 1 bake a cake,” I remarked casnal-
ly, “I select fine flour, fresh eggs and a
good grade of sugar, not materials I found
in a barret in a rubbish pjle, then my cake
is a2 good one. You should not have se-
lected as your future wife this creature
you found leaning on a barrel in a rubbish
pile in an alley in the slums of New Or-
leams."

The poor fellow groaned, and said: “She
has gone now, maybe with some other fei-
low, but 1 will follow her, she will have
to answer to me for what she does.”

"You have your studies to interest you,”
I reminded him.

“Studies! How can [ think of studies
when 1 do not know where she is? But
I will find her,” he reiterated, as he sud-
denly strode off over the mossy grass with-
out the formality of saying goodbye.

Later, when I told the reporter what the
waiter had said, he told me that the poor
feltow had quit his job and left the town.

Some months afterward, while enjoying
dinner aand the entertainment in a popular
restaurant in New Yark, ] saw the same
singer who had worked in the cafe in New
Orleans, and again she was leading some
dancing girls down a lighted runway, which
skirted the large artificial ice skating rink
upon which skating marvels performed at
intervals.

Looking around, I spied the very waiter,
the same man who had spoken to me in
the park in New Orleans, but he appeared
not to recognize me. Soon our party left
the restaurant, and ] thovght “Well, he
found her, sure enough,” and wondered if
he had at Jast succeeded in getting her to
marry him, .

Three days later, in glaring headlines in
the morning papers, the murder of Anita
the cabaret singer, was blazed. Her slim
body, dressed in her dainty working clothes,
bad been found lying, frozen, on the frosted
ice pipes which supplied the artificial ice
rink and ran under the runway on which
the girls performed. )

The frozen body laid there for forty-
eight hours before it wag discovered. The
singer had been strangled, a napkin was
tightly knotted around the Eale thfoat, and
while her body lay there, her professional
sisters had gaily pranced and laughed, and
kicked up their heels over her frozen, déad
body. .

Afterwards, not one of them could be
persuaded to set foot on the runway which
seemed literally to scorch their feet, as
the sight of it .scorched their memory of
their dead companion. ‘

The mystery was never entiiely cleared,
the mucderer was never found. The only
clue was a small suicide itern headed “Over-
study Causes Suicide of Medical Student,”
explaining how the baody of an unknown
young man, supposedly a medical student,
had been found in a rooming house, where
he had engaged a room the previous day.

JAZZ A FACTOR IN BATTLE.

“If the Germans really are fond of music,
as devotees of Wagner claim, our saxo-
phones might win their swift sorrender,”
says a writer in the daily press. For the
militany bands of the national army, as
typified by the musicians at Camp Grant
todayy have kept pace with modern life

Y
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1o less than the other arms of the service
have kept pace with modern warfare,

Where other units have studied the lat-
est method of “beaning” the foe with a
grenade or timing artillery fire to the split
second, the bandmaster—who, any military
leader will telf you, is a mighty important
personage—has slipped along with the maéd-
ern trombone and caught the syncopated
time of the modern drummer.

At Camp Grant, Illinois, the ultra-mod-
ern war music of the military band was
demonstrated at the camp's recent assem-
blage of troops. 1t was the first occasion
to really “show off.” The full force of
it came in the majestic scene that unrolled
itself when 25,000 soldiers were drawn up
in a deep olive drab bank in the rear of
divisional .headquarters.

The drum major's baton fAzshed in the
ait. Across the field crashed the notes of
a2 dashing march.

Was it some old and stirring battle song?
Some uplifting, ancient hymn? It was not!
It was “The Darktown Strutters Ball,”
played to the luring cadence of the “Jazz
Band.” The saxophone was putting in
everything the trombonist—said to be an
old Chicago cafe musician overlooked. The
clarinet was pacing both. There was swing
and there was cadence, and everyvthing efse
that 2 military band needs. And there was
something ejse that some of them do not
achieve. Crusty ofd colonels smifed. Majes-
tic majors grinned. Young captains and
lieutenants had to mutter “Attention” to

themselves to keep their shoulders from ]

marking time.

The band turned to “Oh, Johnny‘ and
it did not mar the majesty of the scene that
the ranks of the drafted men were marked
with a wistful smile. ‘“Me and My Gal"
with the clarinet squealing a “Blue Aria
followed. And then “I Ain't Got Nobody.”
The cold and the mud were forgotten. “The
Jazz Band” favorltes outshone older songs.
For instance, ““America,” under the pro-
fessional leader. Comparanvely few got
through more than the first verse, and one
esteermned colonet was espied cnbbmg from
.a copy held in his hand.

If this doesn’t suit the accepted notion
of the soldier, remember that our notions
of sofdiers are changing daily. And if this
be treason let the 333d Heavy Field Artili-
ery band play the death march. .

DISTINGUISHED JAPANESE ARTIST
PLAYS RAQGTIME.

George Nugahara, called the Imperial
Japanese Oddity, is now appearing in
vaudeville with great success. Thig clever
Japanese has certainly created a real novel-
ty number in vaudeville, as the instru-
ments used by both Chinese and Japanese
are not, as a rule, buit to play “Ragtime,”
or for that matter any music except the
weird, mournful. moaning minor sounds
called music by the two Oriental nations.

Ragtime, as played by this clever per-
former on American, Chinese and quaint,
ancient Japanese instruments has a peculiar
inimitable charm, not heretofore associated
with the happy go lueky, jolly American
ragtioe,

BOUSA WRITES LIBERTY WAR
MARCH. .

Licotenant John Philip Sousa, now at
the Great Lakes Naval Trammg Station,
has written the music for a great war song.

Lieutenant Sousi pulled down the blinds
and went t6 bed at 5 o’clock one Tuesday
morning, after having worked all night
on the finishing touches to his musical
masterpiece, “The Liberty March.”' The
air was an inspiration. and music critics

believe the "March King” has written -the |

great marching tune of the war.

The revoluhonary war had, its “Yankcc
Doodle,” the Civili War “John Brown's
Boady” and “Marching Through Georgia,”
and the boys of the Spanish-American War
went up San Juan Hill to the tune of
“There’ll Be a Hot Time in the Old Town
Town Tonight.”

The first British expeditionary army
marched into France to 2 vaudeville song,
written by an American, “Tipperary,” but
the popularity of that 2ir ceased long ago
in the trenches. For a long time there
had been 2 demand for a great war march-
ing song. Thousands have tried, and thou-
sands have failed.

Several weeks ago Secretary of the
Treasury McAdoo telegraphed Lieutenant
Sousa, who is in command of all America’s
ﬁghtmg musical organizations, asking if he
could write a martial air that would typify
America's determination to make the world
safe for humanity. The lieutenant said he
would try.

At dinner one night in Kansas City the

inspiration came. The aunthor of “The
Washington Post March,” “The Stars and
Stripes Forever,”.and othcr great airs that
have set millions of feet to stamping barely
had opportunity to jot the notes upon his
cuff, and when he arrived at his hotel he
worked nearly alf night and the succeed-
ing night. He worked on the train com-
ing to Chicago Monday, and after dinner
Monday night went to his apartment at
the Moraine Hotel in Highland Park and
labored on ihe score until dawn.

The new march was given its first public
introduction at the Liberty bond railies, be-
ing dedicated to the Liberty Loan. Lieu-
tenant Sousa is leaving the matter of words
to the public. .

Who will collaborate in getting the
world's greatest war its greatest war song?

GINK GOSSIP AND STUDIO STUFF.
By Robert Marine.
' (Part Three.)
“Well,

who can open?” quened Rockey
|mpatlentl)’
“I start,” I said, “cause Rattles dealt. I
pass.” .

address to Congress April 2.

songs in America.

expression of patriotism.

RED BLOODED—

—Snappy, full of the American spirit of Patriotism, and Modern is this new
song: OUR OWN RED, WHITE AND BLUE!
A song symbolic of the true American. Spll‘lt breathed throughout the President’s

- Eleanor Allen Schroll has given the sgrfg the true, convincing sentiment of the
modern, spirited patriot throughout the lyric, and’ Henry Filimore has proven
hlmself fully adept in the big task of supplying the rhythm and arrangement that

perly harmonizes with the master power of the words—and helps to make
OUR gWN RED, WHITE AN D BLUE one of the-best-liked patriotic march

A sincere effort to meet the hunger of the natron for a vigorous and enthusmstxc

'ﬁiu Song Makes a fef!em One-Step; Full of “Pep,” and “Dancey."”

SPECIAL PRICE—CompletQ Song, 25¢

528 Elm St.,

Fillmore Music House

Pablishers of 50,000 Sacceseful Numbers

Cincinhaﬁ,; Ohtio
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“Then syou didn't start,”

“You're finished.”

“Whadda you say, Sal?” asked Rattles.

I open it—for a dime.” -

- “Good boy,” said Doc, tossing in a chip.
We all stuck and laid down our discards,
* "How many, now?” asked Rattles, ready
to deal the flL

Sal 100k one card. Rattles and [ each

took two, and Rockey didn't take any. Doc
look four cards.
“This shows how game 1 am.” he said.

“I'll stick on mothing just to be a sport”

"You said it,” scowled Rockey, “leave
it to you. You'll stick like an Indian on
the warpath any time you smell a chance
to make a spare nickel. I'll bet you were
born in a glue factory.”

“How many cards did you take, Rockey?”
asked Sal.

“*‘None of your business.”

“But you've got to telt me—that's the
game.”

“You'd better learn this

the rules of

chuckled Doc.

gante, you chump.
attention.”

*Jle didn't cake any tards—I mean, he
didn't take any cards,” stultered Rattles

“That’s right, smarty,” leered Roackey.
“Advertise it—let the whole world hear
ou.”
y“I wonder if he's blufing?” said Sal
quizzically. T wondered if he was bluffing,
too, for Rockey takes some awful chances
in 2 poker game, and uswvally gets away
with them. 1 held an ace and two jacks,
and drew a jack and an ace for a full
house, so 1 wasn’t exactly nervous.
“Well, are we maying ploker—I mean
are we playing poker or age we playing
]emonade—l mean old wmaid?” grinned
Rattles. “Come on, Laurie, you start,”
“Take my advice, Ra(tles," cantioned
Doc, “and don't talk any more. I'm getting
all bawled up just listening to you.”
“Aw, shut up,” snapped Rattles.

“Here goes,” said Sal Laurie, flipping out
a chip. “I start with a dime.”

Rockey looked at him in disgust.

It's your place to pay

DO
YOU?

READ IT EVERY MONTH!

you renlly enjoy musi¢, you can't help y-
Ing the “Muulcal Obeerver.” It'sthe alig all
readabie and all Interesting music monthly.
Tweaty pages (full size: Piago Muee in uch
{ssue, mailad for 13 cents in stamps sent to the

MUSICAL OBSERVER CO.
4§ Cooper Square New York

"You re gomer marry a Russmn helress
ain’t you? he sneered.

“Sure,” said Sal. “Why?"

“Why? Ochl-A guy that 8 goiner marry
an heiress ‘starts a poker game with ten
cents worth. Some generous skate, al-
right—I don’t think, Why didn't you star!
with a postage stamp?”

“What do you think I am?
fice?”

“Ha, ha, ha,” laughed Doc.

“Yaw, haw, haw,” guffawed Laurie.

“Taat’s right, laugh,” growled Rockey
“Ain’t that awful funny, buh? Ain’t that
the funniest joke you ever heard?”

“He. don't get it," snickered Doc.

“No, he don't get it,”" chuckled Laurie.

“Y swear," muttered Rattles, “that dum-
body’s sippy—] mean somebody’s dippy.”

“Ha, ha—ho, ho” roared Doc and Sal,

“Aw, shut up," snapped Rattles.

“Come, Doc, what do you say?” I asked.

“Il cover your ten,” said Doc to Sal,
“and her¢'s ten more.”

“That will cost me twenty to see you,
won t it?” growled Rockey.

“Yeah”

“Well, thcrcs (he (weuty, and. 1 raise it
ten backs.”

“Hey, hey—wait 2 minute!” the four of
us yelled.

“What's the matter?” grambled Rockey.

“What d’ye think you are?” scaffed Sal
“A Wall street broker?”

“There’s a fifty-cent limit to this game,”
said Doc.

“There may be a fifty-cent limit to you
pikers,” retorted Rockey, “but I don't recog-
nize no limits, Every time I got a good
hand you guys find a limit.”

"But those are the rules, Rockey,”
tested.

“The devil with the rules,” he snapped.
“Who made the rules?”

“Hoyle,” said Rattles gravely.

“Whose Hoyle?” sneered Rockey.

“He’s the Juy that put the cook irn
cookin’—no, I mean that he's the guy that
put the brook in Brooklyn,”™ stutterec
Rattlcs

Cant you say two words without get-
tin' rattded?” grunted Sal. “You oughta
buy a ruler and put yous tongue on it—
then maybe you could talk straight.”

“Aw, shut up,” snapped Rattles.

Doc and I laughed heartily.

“It's a dirty trick, that’s all T gotta say,’
grumbled Rackey “Well, I raise it fifty
cents, then. -

“Te¢ wx!l cost you seventy cents to see,
Rattles,” said Doc

“No, it won't,” replied Rattles. 3

“Why won’t it?"

“Cauvse I dont wanna see, see?”’

“Yeah, I see” chuckled Sal.

“Ha, ha laughed. oc,

“Thats nght. you pair of dopes, laugh 2
said Rockey, with biting sarcasm. “Gee,
bat you're funny!" -

“He don’t get it,”
"N, laughed Sal,
got a thick neck.”

“I'll bet, Jacob Schwartz and George
Schulte would like to get in this game,”
said. I put down seventy cents in chips
and raised the pot fifty more. “It w:ll
cost you a dollar twenty, Sal.”

“Better stay out, Sal,” grunted Rockey,
“or you won't have any lunch. money for
next week.”

"Yes, I'm gomer sty out,”
“I know you're blufing and I

A postof-

1 pro-

snickered Doc.
‘‘he don't get it. He's

grian_ed Sal.
wanna lay

‘back and see you get stuck, so I can laugh

until I split.”

Then the game got real exciting. I knew
Rockey wasn’t blufing now, because Doc
raised, he_raised I raised and Doc then
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said he'd see me. As Doc drew four cards,
1 figured that he must have had luck and
pulled out either three of a kind or maybe
a full-house. Rockey, { doped it out, would
see me now if he had a straight or a flush.
If he raised, I figured that he had origin-
‘ally held four of a kind in his hand, and
oue blind card as a bluff to make us bite.
Sure enough, Rockey raised Doc and me,
fult Jimit. Determined to extend him to
the limit, 1 raised again full limit.

“Pm out,” muttered Doc, after thinking
it over. “I know one of you guys has me
beat, and I hope it ain't the one 1 think
it is.” -

“You don't have to mention my name,”
snarled Rockey. “I knpw who you mean,
There’s your fifty and fifty more, Bob.”

“T'1l see you,” I said, calling him.

"Why didn't you stick, you sucker?’ he
sneered. “I'd a ¢leaned. you out of money,
clothes, property, everything. Look at this!”

He spread out his hand on the table. He
had a straight Aush—the first I had ever
seen in a game! 1 pearly fainted.

“Why don’t. you Jaugh, stupid?" he
leered 2t Sal, beginning to scoop in the
chips, which amounted to $12.

Sal looked gloomy, and 1 felt kind of
sick. Suddenly Doc leaned forward.

“Wait 2 minute,” he said, “let me see
that hand.”

“Go ahead,” snapped Rockey, piling up
his chips, “take a good look.. Let Sal look
too.”

Doc examined Rockey's hand. "He had
a straight flush all right, the nine, ten, jack,
queen and king of clubs.

"Fum sist,” ejaculated Rattles—“] mean,
some fist.”

“You don’t
growled Sal.

“Aw, shut up.”

“Now let me see your hand, Bob," re-
quested Doc, eagerly.

“Hey, what's ~ the idea?"

Rockey, frowning.

I turned up my cards—ace of clubs, ace
of diamonds, jacks of spades, hearts and
clubst Everybody was staring at every-
body else by this time. Rockey had a jack
of clubs, so did I!" '

“Théught so,” grinaed Doc, turning up
his own hand. He had two jacks{”

know what you mean,”

“I jack a got, too,” gasped Rattles—"T’

mean I got a jack, too” and he showed
his haod. He had 2 jack, sure enouwgh.

“That’s seven jacks,” chuckled Doc, “and
there's only supposed to be four in the
deck. Now, ain’t that funny?”

Rockey’s face turned white. He eyed
Doc narrowly, looked at each one of us
fiercely, then glared down at the cards.

“It’s a misdeal, that's afl,” dectared Doc,
“and we all get cur money back’

Rockey leaped to his feet.

“A misdeal?” he snarled furiously, bang-
ing his fist on the table, “a misdeal? Like
hell it is. If some dirty crook slipped those
jacks in there I should lose the money on
your pleza of a misdeal, eh? Don't kid
yourself, boy, don't kid yourself]”

Doc's face turned scarlet, and he arose.

There was no kidding now—1 could see
that in an instant, Both boys were ready
to fight. Sal quickly pushed Doc back in
his chair, while Rattles and I grabbed
Rockey.

“That’s no way for you fellows to act,”
I pleaded. “You've been frieads. all these
years, and now you're ready to fight over
a few dollars. Ain’t you ashamed of your-
selves?”

“You didn’t mean that, did you, Rockey?”
said Doc softly, trying to smile.

Rockey mumbled  something and

exclaimed’

scratched bis head disconsolately. - “No,
hang it, I don't think I did.”

“Let’s shake,” said Doc, extending his
hand. . .

“Alright,”” agreed Rockey, and they
shook. "I wouldn’t hit you anyway, Doc

‘—you ain't big enough.”

“Thanks,” murmured Doc.
Td knock you for a goal
tried it.”

“I’lt punch you in the nose, right now,"
exclaimed Rockey. .

“That's enoughi—cut it out!” I interfered.
“You’re worse than a couple of kids.”

“Well,” said Doc, as everybody sat down,
“the rules say that in case the deck has
too many cards, or. is short, or exotic
cards get in, each man either gets his
money back or the players divide the spoils
between them.”

“How do you know?” demanded Rockey.

“It says it in the book.” .

“What book?"”

“This book,” and Doc drew out a small
book from his hip pocket, entitled “Hoyle’s
Poker.” He opened it to a certain page
and pointed out a paragraph to Rockey.
The latter took it anrd read the lines, hs
face falling.

“That’s right,” he mumbled, disappoint-

“You big stff,
if you ever

edly. “Let each man take his own chips
out and—" 2

“I'll count out the correct number- for
each,” suggested Rattles.

“Alright,” we agreed.

Sal Laurie looked at Rockey and put his
hand on his mouth, Then he srickered,
then he smiled, then he chuckfed, then he
laughed. Finally, he howled till he was
blue in the face. . 3

“Oh, ha, ha, ha—oh, ho, ho, ho—oh, har—
har—hacr—WOWI” e

With a smothered exclamation, Rockey
grabbed a fstful of chips and flung them
in Sal's face, but Laurie only langhed al
the harder.

"Oh, I')1 die jaughing—HAW)! HAW!
HAWI The poor simp gets a straight flush,
and all the chips, but he don’t get any
money. Hal Ha! Hat HOO! HOO!”

Rockey got up and put on his coat, then
he started for the door.

“Where you going?” 1 asked.

“Goiner get a drink," he said laconically.

Soon as he left Doc grabbed Rattles’
arm. .

“Stop counting, he said in a whisper.

uw),ly?u

“Those chips are Rockey's.”

“Whaddayamean?” we cried.
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“That's a fact.” he confessed. "I put one
over on him for 2 joke"

“How?" o

“1 slipped those jacks in myself.

—he's an easy. dub.”

Sal stopped laughing so suddenly that we .

thought he was sick.
(To be continued.)

TOMMIES NOW MARCHING TO
U. S. RAGTIME.- .

The vast armies of English-speaking Al
lies are marching and fighting to Amer(-
can ragtime. .

The raggy, syncopated tunes groand out
in American “tin pan alleys” have backed
all other fighting songs out of the trenches.
For 2 time millions of soldiers were sing-
ing “Tipperary.” It spread around the
world. Aflter that they took up a song
calfed “The Belfs of Hell.”

Then Sammy came sailing across the
ocean bringing his American ragtime. The
tunes swept along the trenches like wifd-
Are. The old time favorites were forgotten.

Now.they ase singing ragtime and coon
songs from the channef to Switzerland. The
wounded Tommies are bringing them back
to conservative old London. On the streets
and in the movies the Tommies loudly
and impartially—sometimes tunefully—ex-
press their desire to be down on the farm
in Michigan, or down on_the levee, or in-
quire if you remember California in Sep-
tember, or whether you're from Dixie.

Songs dealing with the advantages of
residence in Dixie or Tennessee or Alabama
seem to suit the Tommy best. Thousands
of British soldiers who have never been
nearer than three thoasand miles to Dixie,
carol like real estate a2gents about thai
indefinite section of the United States.

CHICAGO CABARET BECOMES KNIT-
TING SCHOOL TO AID UNITED
STATES SOLDIERS.

Harry James, veteran cabaret awner of
Chicago, Ill.. is running a knitting school.
Oh. boy! . .

If your respiratory organs permit yod to
listen {urther, it may be said—see here,
only the rankest sort of impertinence_would
provoke such laughter—it may be said that
James has given his Alps Cafe, at 3101
North Clark street to the women of Lake
View.
on every Wednesday afternoon from 2 to
6 oclock, and knit for the soldiers.

Here they can come, sit about the dance
floor, discuss their neighbors, 1ake a slight
repast and a sip of grape juice while they
click their knmitting needles. Ang during
that time the service bar will be closed;
jazz band's luring strains will be stilled,
absolutely no intoxicants will be served, the
and there will be no dancing. Can you
beat it?

The idea is Harry's very own, and »f
{t goes through about forty soldiers from

the Lake View district now at Rockford.

will soon have sweaters, wristlets, mufflers
and other woolen apparel. And all the

Piano Teachers

Use the following ot in your advertising whea
tesching the “Christensen” system.  Price 35 cents,
postpaid to recognized teachers.—Adv.

hristensen
—SCHM®OL OF——
POPULAR MUSIC

Come
on. we'll meet him downstairs and tell him |

They come without any expense’

! expense is to be borne by the cabaret owner.
The other night James was on the floor
of his place, seeing that hilarious patrons
how the~latest jazz steps should be con-
were respecting the chiel’'s mandates about
i ducted, when he noticed a girl pull out her
knitting between dances. This was some-
thing new. She told him she was knitting
for the soldiers.
' “Sp, you see,” said Harry today, "thece's
" a dittle bit of good in every b-bad—] mean
cabaret girl”

Coincident with this he received word
that the soldier boys of the ncighborhood
were suffering in the c¢old and had no
Sammy Backers. So he set out to right
the existing conditions. As a result, the
first kmitting class was held recently.

The place formerly notorious as the Blue
Goose Cafe, was quiet. A dozen women
were present listening to a lecturer from
the woman's section of the State Council
of Defense talk to them or wheatless- days
and food conservation. Then followed Red
Cross knitting instructors,

They had the place practically to them-
selves, although now and then customers
came in, ordered, and left when told there
was nothing doing for the afternoon in
booze or music or dancing. At 5 o'clock
Harry James, host, served a light luncheon,
accompanied by grape juice—straight stuff
—or tea.

RAGTIME MUSIC HEARD IN ENG-
LAND.

Ragtime music, Bostorn bake beans, and
ptain everyday United States slang have
made the new ‘American Young - Men's
Christian Association hut one of the most
popular places in London. Although it
has been open only about six weeks, there
I'.a(s1 been an average .of about 1,800 visitors
a day. -

Canadians, Australians and New Zea-
landers apparentfy prefer the American hut
to their own. Owing to the comparatively
small number of American soldiers and
sailors in London thus far, the hut has been
patronized largely by the former. -

The American ambassador, Walter Hines
Page and Mrs. Page are said to have been
responsible for the introduction of Ameri-
can cooking at the hut, and the result has
been electrifying. Several wealthy Ameri-
can women residents in London have con-
tributed many phonograph records of popu-
lar American music, and there is an at-
mosphere about the- place which is dis-
tinetly American.

American soldiers and sailors who still
find it dificult to acquaint themselves with
English .money have recently been hoard-
ing “clackers” (pennies), and exchanging
them for silver coin at the hut. It js said
that as much as twenty pounds in pennies
‘have been changed in:a day.

MUSICAL APPFLE OF DISCORD.

When, one day back in 1908, Miss Jay,
! of Washington state, sat down at a piano
and banged out a ditty entitled, “I’'m On
My Way to Yakima, the Place Where the
Apples Grow,” she started a long line of
troublous events; that is, if she is the
wronged: woman she says she is. Four
months later she trained a bunch of girls
in white dresses to warble this paean to
the Washington apple (no doubt a descend-
‘ ent of a branch of Mother Eve’s Appie Tree,

and some relation to the “"Judgment of
Paris” apple) at a church social. There
was no particular crime in that, .

But, let us not antigipate evenmts at all.
The apple song at th& church social failed
to set-the world on fire; or even the Metho-
i dist church. Shortly- after it was played
! by Innes’ Band at the Alaska-Yukon Ex-

position” at Seattle. Still, no conflagration
results, but the musicians are said to have
admired the ditty openly—among them a
certain Harry-"Williams. That night the
little apple song was stolen.

The scene shifts to Honolulu, and seven
years elapse, during which passports have
been bandied, armies levied and taxes as
well, soldiers have marched onto transports
while the band played—but one knows al}
this. One evening' Miss Jay heard sud-
denly familjar strains which woke her from
a sound sleep, and they seemed to be iden-
tical with the church social song. But
she decided it could only have been the
squealing of a pig or the soughing of the
ukelele, and slept on. But the next day
she learned that it was a new song pub-
lished by a well-known firm, with Harry
Williams and another man credited with
its auothorship. The song was none other
than "Tipperary.” She i3 sure that the re-
frain is enough like her stolen Yakima song
to warrant her c¢laim that it was stolen,
And as a consequence she now is suing the
profiters from the marching song of Kitch-
ener’s army in the sum of 3100,000, and no
less a2 personage than Victor Herbert has
been called in as an expert to help de-
cide whether “Yakima" is substantially
“Tippel‘ary."

The fact that she had her song copy-
righted entitles her to consideration, even
i the similarity is not great enough to
substantiate her claim of theft. Who would
have thought that the appte song per-
petrated by twelve little girls in white
dresses at the church social could have had
so illustrious a history! Still, it may not
be a clear enough case of borrowed inspir-
ation to gain anything, but notoriety for
Miss Jay. If she fails in New York, she
should sue, if possibie in Chicago, whera
a judge once held that Cyrano was pla-
garized by Rostand from the work of a
Chicago business man, entitled “The Mer-
chant Prince of Cornville? Her case looks.
good from this distance. And between
curselves, the song 'was nothing to be
ashamed of before the barrel organs be-
gan their big drive on it—Dayton, (0.)
Hecald, ' :

"A JAZZY RHYME.
By, Jane Lamoureoux.

Swaying, reeling
n

* L 4
In a Daze
. *
Dimly peering
* « x
Through a haze
. » *

Of perfumed smoke
»

That Jazzy Moke
*

* -

o
Dancing
x * *
With steps so light
- . L )
While
- . oy
With all their might
. . -
The Jazz Fiends
. o
Fight .
* . .
To keep their feet
- L ] E ¥,
-On the floor 3
2 . ke
Applauding for
L . 2
More and more
: . €. %
The jazz bands blare .
E * ook wl,
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And freaky music dancmg innovation, perhaps best cxpressed 2 &
Y * * * in the new “Hello Pal” dance, is really Amerlca, YOIl FOl’ Me
A wild fanfare an old idea ju a new dress. Johnny Stein The Soag for all True Americans &
* * and his jazz band were the r:ggc ;111 New By Btevens and Dappert
Tears the air Orleans and throughout the South play- -
. .o ing “Who Yo' Fo' Brown Skin” 2 awsint | WW hen Uncle Sam Gets
"Tis Then basic singing dance, which delighted count- :
. * fess tourists season after season from all Flghtmg Mad z ‘g‘m‘;“
You cry over the world, who visited New Orleans JAROTIT. VL
= * 4 during the racing season and for the Mardi By Stevens and Dappert
Oh mef Gras festival, T\vo aongs that will follow the flag—Getin line
. o * How do Johnny Steia and his famous ‘Denlors wrhta for prices,
Oh my! band get away with this jazz stuff? Where
- . . did Y = | Refular copy cliber saag posipaid 15¢. The twe for 2c.
id they get it anyway, watta mean Jazzr —_—
I'{l surely die It’s this: ALTON J. STEVENS, Music Publisher
* * “The real jazz musician plays to am in- | 1562 Milwsnkes Ave, cu“"'f'\m'
If they . . . ner series of time beats, joyfully elastic, N ‘\
because not necessarily grouped in succes- ] .
Don't soon . . . sion of twos and threes. A l;liglﬁﬂy gifted He Hﬂs Been Pemsmg The
jazz artist can get away wit ve beats
Play a " . . where there were but two before. K N O C K E R
. Of coursse, in comparison with the thirty-
Rag Time . e s two seconds scored for the tympani in some T e e vith a e, aigo
; of the ultra modern Russian music, this cal magarine thet every musiclan
Tune. - does not seem so intricate, but just try should read.
OH YOU, JAZZ BAND. to beat in between beats on a kettle drum Musicat Cartoons
Little. Johnny Stein znd his famous jazz | and make rhythm of it, and you'll under- FUNN Musical Sayinxs
band—the original New Orleans jazz band— | stand that “it’s a gift, man—it's a gift.” Musicai Happesnlogs
have been playing successful engagements | ., However, that is just what little Johnny Expert articles by famoiis Musiclans.
They have certainly helped to make jazz | Stein and his clever brother, who leads his R (.8 )
round about the country for some time. | own jazz band in New Orleans do, in c.‘.{.‘.‘“i,’,‘;', z“:‘;ws:::,‘_"’
popular. their own inimitable way. More power to -
The singing dance, hailed -as the Iatest | them. THE KNOCKER 1579 Third Ave. Nw York City
PIANO PLAYERS AND TEACHERS | [ .. relcssed shost Mareh (6
You can make blg money teaching the original Christensen System of Ragtime Plano Playing
‘n your own home. Besides this you will make a large profit on the instruction books and music. “
Somea of the teachers who are are now using the ‘Christensen’ System make as high ss 860 8 week and others a er e y
tave mh“ﬂ;i.::c son E:HC;:\P o%ngeimh‘e:r‘amd sione o IO'DB teaahing his system in Chl N, th
mm@’&f‘snm being taught and played from cosst to 00 yevem o ChGtgo. Fow the The Brand New -“kl] Clri GI.IIC

We show you hiow to make good. help you sdvertise and mrniah you with booklets, circular letters and printed
1atter and the Raguime Instruction books.

‘POSITIVELY NO INVESTMENT REQUIRED

Yoq take no shances. simply followour d!muou whicb any piauist of intell{gence cap master in one week's time
I theve is mo " Christensen'’ & yorr cily, wrile Jor our leacker's proposilion.

Christensen School of Popular Music
Room 562, 20 E. Jackson Blvd. Chicago, I11.

SUBSCRIBE FOR THE
“RAGTIME REVIEW.”

The subscription price is Bnly

A DOLLAR A YEAR

Think of it— Only a fraction over eight cents a copy,
:nd each copy contains ragtime or popular
siano numbers, besides lessons in vaudeville
Jlaying, review of all new music, valuable
.rticles, pointers, etc. You can’t afford -
o be without the ‘““Ragtime Review,””
o clip the coupon and send it
today with a dollar or a

money order, and don’t be selfish
—tell your friends about it too.

Fua and education combloed—Playable in
alt keya~—graded—a cinch—learn the rules ot
the game aad you have unintenticnally mem-
orized tha lawx af b y—scate
and chord bullding—Telatlonship, etc. Two
or more may play~~have 1 gocod time~—ona
helps the other—competiticn makes parfect
and all get good polats snd mighty quick teo.

Advance Publicatlon Orders will be secepted
ar 2%¢ gach Ull March 14th. Reguiar retail
price after that dute will be 7Sc. To lnsure
prompt shipment place your orders fiow,
Dealeres, Teachers, Mupic Cluds besr this in
mind.

writt Yan Amerige Music House

Popalar and Classic Music Mit.  Cataleg Free
Studio: FREMONT, NEW HAMPSHIRE

PIANISTS
CH Popular Masic and
T e e i
WINN METHOD
* Schools and Stadics Everywhars
e e e ucion Boce Re § horars e
Highest Preliciescy), $oc Ked. Discount do Teachens.

You can starl o Winn Stedio in
your locolity—wa will halp gou

Winn School of Popular Music ]
Establihed 1900 .
155 West 128th Street New York

- The Christensen Synom of lnchlng ragtime wie
uubllched in 1903, and the first Instruction book pubd-
lahed and copyrightad in 1904. e have never seen
or heard of any regtime instruction book that was in
existence or vopyrightad previous to 1903

CHRISTENSEN BCHOOL OF POPULAR MUSIC
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PUBLICATIONS

QGet of the fellowing boeks or masic from your
m.l.,r‘--dcdnht wn;ldhul from ws

Ragtime Instruction
Books

RAGTIME INSTRUCTOR No. 1—Sbhows
how to convert apy piece into resal ragtime
—also contains the following pieces ar-
rapged io red-hot ‘‘rag:*’ ‘‘Home, Sweet
Home," ‘‘0id Black Joe,"” “‘Mendelssobn's
Weddlnng’ch o lowerSong ' ‘Simple
Confession,”’ ‘Ragtime Kiuvg,” ‘‘Irmena
Rag,"” etc., etc.
Price $1.00, net

RAGTIME INSTRUCTOR No. 2—Shows
how to play the melody of any piece with
the lef¢ band, while playing brilllant, soappy
ragtime varlations with the right hand.

Price 50 ¢ents, nat

Instruction Books for
Vaudeville Piano Playing

Book t—Lessond in Sight Reading.

Book 2—Lessons in Elementary Harmony.

Book 3—Playing from Violin Parts, or Vau-

deville ‘' Leader Sheets.

Book 4—Playlog from Bass Parts—Trans-
sing—Modulating. Useful apd necessary

Fo rmation for the vaudeville planist.

Baok 5— Every style of music required in

theatrical work, with instructions as to how -

and when to play same—entraoces, jotro-
ductions, cue musle, bucks, reels, jigs,
clogs, etc. ‘‘Leader sheets’ only.

Price 30c per book or $1.00 for all five books

Picture Show Collection

Contains special plano mosle for Western
Pictures, Lively Scenes, Mysterious, Burglar.
Scenes, Quoarrels, Stmgglg, Homripe,
Hunting Scenes, Boat Scenes, Moonl gxt.
Nautical, Storm. Hurry, Pursuit and

ture, B‘ttla, Death Scenes, Japanese, Ch{A
nese, Church, Court Sceres, Pn eants, Rur-
a); Indian, Spanish, Turkish, Comedy, Jew-
lsh Grotesque. Comic, Love Scenes, Etc,

Prica BO cents

'Greal Piano Numbers

Cosldron Rag ~A Rag classic, introducing
triple rag.

Press Club Rag—A very snappy number.

Glen Ovks Rag—*''Some’’ Rag.

Pathetic Rag—A remarkable S)ow Drag.

Star and G(arter Rag Waltz—Melody for
the left. hand with ragtime variations

for the right. -
hvpe.mve Rag—Another “‘Corking’' Slow

Rmdtt Rng—You want this one.

Minnesola Rag—An inspiution of the
great lakes

Irmena Rag—'‘Class’' to this number.

In My Mevcer Racing Car— Automobile
song with that real tange movement.

Webster Grove Rag—One of the best.

15 cants sach, or 10 for §1, postpaid

A““&M.'dl‘"“ abeve will ba
-“

o POPULAR MUSIC
Roem 563, 10 L. Jacksen Bivd. -

Chicoge

If you wish to publlsh your“
own musical compositions
do not fail to obtain partnc—

ulars from

Rayner,Dalheim
& Company

MUSIC ENGRAVERS
and PRINTERS -

376 W. Monroe St., CHICAGO, ILL.

We write words to your
music or set music to your
words, and get same ready
with list of music buyers.

WHEREVER YOU GO YOU SHOULD HAVE

RAND McNALLY
Index Pocket Maps

With AUTO ROADS
23¢c Each -

These popularemaps have a complete index in Book Form of each state'in
the United States, each Canadian Province, Alaska, Newfoundland, Central

America, Mexico, showing Railroads,
Towns, Villages, Post Offices, Lakes, Rivers, etc.

Electric Lmes, Counties," Cities,
LATEST 150FULA-

TION FIGURES Express, Te]egraph and Mail Services.

Rand McNally Vest Pocket Maps 13¢ Each
These maps bhave abbreviated-indexes printed on reverse side. Maps of each state in the

Countles, Cities, Towns, Villages, Post Oﬁces, Lakes, Rivers, Ete.
ORDER THROUGH YOUR DEALER, If he connot supply,

United States and each Canadian Province, showing the Rn(lro.ﬁ:‘,lectdc Linea,

accept no substitute. Write us direct and we will Al your order

RAND McNALLY & COMPANY

“Map Makers for the World"” -

536 S. Clark Street

Chicago, Illinois

WALTER LEWIS

Com tions and Arrangements for Voioe.
pogi Piano, Orchestra or Band.

Lytice revised. Manusoripts prepared for publics- -
. tion. Orchestrations. Bupert proof-reading.

1985 SOUTHERN BOULRVARD, NEW YORK

Composers Atte fion-
We arealways in the market for: Tags
or songs of merit. ‘Send same for mnh i

atkm giving enhpdc.
SR




