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Boston, Mass.
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706 Dexter Bldg.,
<433 Washington St, phone Beach 7348
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Chicago, IIL
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CHARLES SCHULTZ
Suite 310 Alkhambra Theater Bldg.
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Minnea; polis, Minn.
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49 S. Eighth St., Room 206
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Mount Vernon, N. Y.
R. F. GUNTHER
11 Washington Place (bet. N. 10th and
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. Chicago, ILL

S. A. THOMAS
1010 Belmont Ave., 2nd Floor, Room 1
Telephone Wel![ngton 9376

Chicago
JOHN SCHECK
3117 Logan Blvd., 2nd Floor
_Telephone Albany 3_167
Chicago, Il
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Denver, Colo.
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207 Davidson Bldg., 8th and Walnut Sts.
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Detroit, Mich.
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Houston, Texas
MRS. R. VAN TRESS
Suite 311 Queen Theater Bldg.

New Orleans, La.
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709 Cana! St. 4th Floor
Telephone 4097

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

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

Peoria, 11l
E. ROBERTS
329-31 S Adams St., 2nd floor
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Philadelphia, Pa.
‘BESSIE LEITHMANN
1520 Chestnut St., Suite 404
Telephone Spruce 967

Why are the Stark Music
Co’s Rags called Classic?
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die young? This is the reason: They
are intéllectual ‘musical thoaght
grounded in the emotional principle
of humanity. They are the musical
soul-thought of the human race.

The older they get the higher the pnce
Here are six of our oldest.

Maple Laaf Elite ._S‘yncpycﬁom
Cascades Joplin's Entertainer
Frog Legs Ethio

25 canta each or five for $1 ;

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

Honeymoon Patricia
‘Efficiency Billiken
Prosperity Weary Blaes
Top Liner Cleopatra
Contentment Chromatic

12 cants cach or 10 for §1 .
These will be oo the higher priced list

a lictle later on. Our free catalog\.\e wrill
tell you all about it.

STARK MUSIC CO.
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WANTED—A MODEL

By PETER FRANK MEYER

Author of “The Taming of Bad Buck Wendéll,” "The Sex Problem,” My Dream Girl," “'Fires of Hell," " Mr. Martin Coleby, Preas Agent.”* Etc.

. (How a lovely popular Music teacher in Gay Paris supplied the missing want)

Jean Bertrol, painter, illusrator and sketch
artist, stood at the open window of the little
office room that adjoined his handsome studio
and gazed plaintively at the scurrying throngs
in the street below.

To begin with, he was ot accustomed to
inactivity, and even before his marriage to
pretty Leloise De Artsan, his career, if it could
lie called that, had been a perpetual whirl of
houndless action. To the nervous, high-spirit-
ed nature of Jean Bertrol unceasing labor of
the most exhausting kind was an efficacious
tonic, and recreation was unspeakably in-
compatible. Therefore it was not surprising
that he had plunged into a half dozen branches
ot art work within three yvears and emerged
with commendable results; nor was it com-
sidered extraordinary that he had married-the
daughter of 2 financially potent wine dealer,
and finally established himself in a luxurious
studio that was located in the heart of a select
corner of Paris.

Though Jean possessed versatility to a_de-
aree which was above reproach, he decided
(when he had opened his studio the previous
week) to speciatize on commercial work. But
since the day his name appeared in gilded
letters on the studio office door his sole spe-
cialty consisted of dolefully staring at the
passing crowds from the window, bitterly
tamenting his ivability to secure even promis-
ing replies from the prospective customers his
opening announcernents had been mailed to.

Every morming for the past week Jean had
walked into the office at nine o'clock sharp,
his heart pounding expectantly, -and eac
morning he had 'been confronted with the

—same ‘heart"rending zspects ; not a singlecaller [~

and no replies to his circulars. Really, had
it not been for Leloise he might have gone
mad. Goodness knows, his adorable Leloise
had been an inexhaustible source of consola-
tion to him this detestable week.

Each evening he came from the studio, a
pitiful figure of depression, and poured out
his misery to his wife. She never-failed to
caress and cajole him until his despondency
was temporarily banished, but invariably the
process would have to be repeated next day.

“Ah, Jean,” she would say, cuddling on his
knee and running her little white fingers
through his hair, “do mnot -allow yourself to
sink into such an unreasonable state of woe.
You have nothing to worry about, my own.
You have a generous competence from the
estate your father willed to you, and papa has
provided amply for me. Why waste your time
in needless worry, you foolish boy?”

“But that is not the, point, my dear,”

"be his protesting reply.

would. |

“Jt is not a monetary
question, Leloise, it is 2 matter of pnde and
ambition. I shall be regarded as an object of
ridicule; an artist with a studio and nothing
to paint!” and he would throw up his hands
in horror,

Leloise knew it would be useless to suggest
that ‘he abandon the comimercial work tem-
porarily and take up art painting instead, for
she had proposed that several times and on
each occasion had been sternly rebuked. So
with admirable patience she would alleviate
his fears, and usually, when Jean started for
his studio the next morning, his spirits were
somewhat hopeful. But he would always re-
turn at the close of the day, gloomy, morose
and irritable.

On. this morning Jean pondered over his
predicament almost despairingly as he watched
the busy pedestrians from the window. To
be sure, as a last resort he could procure a
model and devote his time to the more ar-
tistic painting, but his heart and soul were
wrapped up in tommercial wock, and he felt
that such a'step would be an acknowledgment
of incompetency on his part.
were a proud family and his sensitiveness was
hereditary. The numerous specimens of his
work, he reasomned, which had been sent out
earlier, were worthy of the attenmtion of at

MARIE LE CLAIRE
The Melba of Vaudeville

The Bertrols ' other than Philiepe Carvallis, the eminent

. waistcoat pocket and extended it.

least a half dozen reputable conceens.
why had their been no responses?
the difficulty? Why was it thai—

A knock at the door startled him. He was
certain that his ears had deceived him. For
a moment he hesitated, as if to make sure,
and when the tap was repeated he strode to
the door and opened it.

A tall, white bearded man, of artistocratic
bearing and stately dignity, stood before him.
One glance would have assured the most cap-
tious gbserver that he was a person of im-
portance. Jean noted that as he faced the
stranger with an inquiring look.

“Monsieur Bertrol >

The tone was one 6f extreme refinement,

UAt your service, Monsieur,” replied Jean,
bowing ohsequiously. )

The stranger drew a small card from his
Jean tobk
the neatly engraved pasteboard, and as he

Then
What was

- read the name it bore an expression of blank

amazement crept into his patrician face. Was
it possible? Was he dreaming?> He blinked
and rubbed his eyes, for his visitor was none

- managing directoire of the Dalais Empoir, the
. most palatial lingerie and corset shop in Paris!

Tremulously he ushered his distinguished vis-
itor into the office and placed 2 chair for him.
Why in the world had a man of such im-
portance honored him with a visit> He seated

_ himself hefore the other, and it was only by

a supreme effort that he managed to control
his excitement.

Monsieur Carvallis gracefully removed his

. gloves, placed them _.in an outer coat pocket

and leaned forward in-his chair, his hands
clasped over the head of an ¢legant walking

- stick, His manner was a compatihle blending

t garded DBertrol

of courtesy. dignity and autharity. He re-
curiously and cleared his

! throat.

“Monsieur Bertrol” he began, in a deep,

| commanding voice. “you were recommended
" to me by our mutual friend. Louis Fontaine.

| vertisements of the Dalais

of the Salon Des Beaux-Arts. Lows is a
very jntimate friend of mine and the com-
mendation he bestowed upon your work was
the incentive for my visit here this morning.”

Nervously, but with a feeling of elation he
could not repress, Jean stuck his hands in his
pockets and shifted his feet. :

“You are undoubtedly familiar with the ad-
Empoir, and the

i means employed in producing our publicity

campaigns.”
Though there was not the least trace of an
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interrogative inflection in Canallis' voice, he
looked at Jean inquiringly.

“\Well, er-v-ves, Teom the standpoint of an
ontsider.”

“Then you prabably know,” continocd Car-
vallis, “that each and every advertising cam-
paign is planned and prepared, down to the
smallest detail, by mysedf, amd is produced
under my personal supervision,  In coming to
Ure point. it might be well to add that the ad-
vertising literiture of the Palais Empoie is
levond criticism—that is, so far as copy alone
iz concerned.”

To Jean, who had jong been an ardent ad-
mirer of the advertising campaigns of the
Dalais Empoir, the literature secmed worihy
ol the highest appcobation, and he had never
noticed anything in (he advertisements that
migh have drawn criticism from the public.
Rut he did not give expression to his opinion.
He felt thal it would be very indiscreet wo do
su at this time.

“Perhaps you have perccived, Monsieur
Bertrol,” went ou Carvallis, "a salient defect
in our illustrative displays. Even casual ob-~
servecs. unfamiliar with the intricacies of ad-
vertising, have detected weaknesses in our
illustrated booklets and announcements, and
have commented upon them. A month ago we
decided to look into the matter and prepare
plans to remedy the imperfections. Ve felt
that it was a matter to which the most serious
consideration had 10 be given.”

This was something of a revelation to Jean,
He had never imagined that the illustrated
publicity of the Dalais Emposir had been suv-
ject to unfavorable comment. In his natural
Jove for the artistic, potential defects in the
public announcements of the famous lingeric
shop had escaped his usually keen discernment.
Monsieur Carvallis continued:

“There is nothing wrong with the printing
and the work of all the other departments
is up to the standard we require. Our analysis
of the problem convinced us that the weak-
nesses were_entirely due to an inefficient staff
of arstists, or commercial illustrators. It di-
vulged thatr the artists in our employ were
either deplorably incapable, or anfeasibly de-
voted to art for artls sake. instead of sales-
manship art. Most of our illustrators per-
mitted their vivid imaginations to run away

“MARIE SUMMERS
Character Mooologues

with their practical senses, and as a result,
Miey produced work which did. not depict
our commodilies as they shouid be pictured.
They were steiving for artistic effect; we de-
sired work which was true to form. Monsieur
Bertrol, we want the lingeric and corsets we
sell to be portrayed vividly, true to life, as
they really are! \We are not seeking the type
_of illusteating that merely draws artistic ad-
miration. That sort of work entertawns, but
does not sell. You, Monsieur Bertrol, were
recommended to me as the man who could
plan, prepare and produce illustrated publicity

that sells. Do you think you would care to0
assume charge of our illustrating depart-
ment?”

Had Carvallis asked Jean if he would be
reluciant about accepting the office of presi-
dent the latter could not have displayed greater
excitement. Jean afmost jumped out of his
chair in his wild emotion.

“Monsieur Carvallis!” he eried ecstatically,
“tr‘y me! Just try me and see if I would care
to.”

“Then,” said Carvallis, with a complacent
smile, "listen to me. We have completea plans
for the printing of a wmagnificent bookiet.
which is to be sent to 2 select list of the most
fashionable women in Parjs and Havre. 1
want you to prepare the cover painting, which
will depict a beautiful woman of culture and
means in her boudoir, attired in the exquisite
lingerie we are offering to women of the up-
per classes. You may call at my office to-
morrow morning for the details regarding the
model, the lingerie and the setting. The ef-
fects, which we shall expect you to work up
yourself must be in perfect congruity with the
subject, and the treatment must be delicate,
yet potent. In conclusion, Monsieur Bertrol,
let me add that if you succeed, all the ilus-
trating pertaining to the Dalais Empoir public-
ity shall be placed in your hands.”

Carvallis arose and extended his hand to
the delighted Jean.

“Then, tilf tomorrow, au revoir,” he said,
and when the door had closed Jean gave vent
to his joy in a dance that would have done
credit to a ballet pony.

Tf he was' jubilant.at his good fortune. it
would be hard to describe the almost chitdish
delight of Leloise when he informed her of
it. Gleefully she capered and skipped about,
and together thev danced upon the parlor
floor in reckless abandon. .

“Jean,” she cried, panting. as they came to
an abrupt halt in the middie of a lightning
waltz, “1 am so proud of you I could just—
just——" and she flung her arms around his
neglk and hugged him,

“Will it be necessary for you to secure your
own model?" she asked a few minutes Tater.
as she perched herself on his knee and stroked
his hair contentedly.

“T presume so.” replied Jean thoughtfully.
“Tt 1s not improbabie though. that Monsieur
Carvallis may send ,me a prominent model
when 1 am ready to begin work, But that is
of minor imporfance. There are scores of
prominent models in Paris to select from.”

“I should think that it must be very—welil,
T might say embarrassing, too—to pose in mere
Yingerie.” ventured Leloise, looking up at her
husband shyly.

"\Why so? It should not be any more em-
barrassing for a professional model to pose
in undergarments than it is to pose undraped.
They never consider the conventional side of
it Lefoise. The attitude of an artist toward
his model is simply onec of artistic and mon-
etarv interest: it is a matter of business.”

\  “Jean, dear,” she said mischievously, “1 do
| hope vour model will not be too pretty or [
| shall feel horribly jealous” and she regarded
! him in pretended seriousness.

“I shall undoubtedly have a very beautiful
model.” remarked Jean, laughing, “but that
will onlv add teo my conviction that vou are
the prettiest little woman in the world.”

EARL YOUNG :
Ragtime and Popular Sopgster

“Flatterer!” she cried, kissing him in rec-
ognition of the compliment and jumping from
his knee as the maid announced luncheon.

When Jean -left the magnificently appointed
offices of Philiepe Carvallis next morning his
joy knew no bounds. The astute commande
ofy the Dafais Empoir forces had not oni,
piovided him with a comprehensive descrip-
tion of his part of the work, but had also in-
formed him that several experts would’ call
at his studio in the afternoon and arrange the
setting for the painting. And to add to Jean's
delight, the eminent Carvallis had approached
Elsare Montrey, the 'most celebrated model in
Paris, with alluring inducements, and had ob-
tajned her consent to appear at Jean's studio
the following mworning for a general consulta-
tion with Bertrol in connection with the na-
ture of the work and the details.

Under one arm Jean carried several long
boxes that contamed delicate femdnine under-
garments and pink flesh-tights in various sizes.
and stuck in the hollow of his other arm
were crude fayouts of the booklet, data and
a number of sketches. Before evenlng Jean
and the two experts Carvallis had sent down
completed the setting and back-ground effects
on the raised platform of the studio. The
finished work revealed a luxurious boudoir of
exquisite, feminine loveliness, enhanced by the
harmonious blending of soft green carpets and
velvet curtains. -

Early next momning Jean entered the studio,
alternately whistling and humming. Never
had be felt so happy. As he placed the boxes
containing the apparel for the model in the
little dressing room that was separated from
the studio heavy curtains, a knock at the
door aroused him from his meditations.

Elsare Montrey daintily followed him into
the studio after ‘a hasty introduction that
needed no third party and seated herself di-
rectly beneath the huge skylights. She was
ravishingly beautiful, with large dark eyes.
heavily fzshed. a rosy, alluring mouth, and a
complextion of rose, olive and cream. The
supple contours of her splendid figure caused
even the observing Jean to gasp in admiration.
But he thought he detected something hard
and irreconcilable in her voice. The unwaver-
ing glint in her eyes, too. conveyed the im:
pression that she viewed her services from 2
pecuniary standpoint only, =

He explained the details to her carefully,
and each moment his uneasiness incréased.
Her attitude was one of bored, lofty interes
When he concluded she regarded him ari
fully under long, silken lashes that partiall
obscured the covetous brown eye:.
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“I was not informed that the posing was
to be dome in lingerie, Monsieur Bertrol,”
she declared unabashedly. - “But lingerie covers
3 multitude of sins, to adapt a vernacular
mode of speech. Just how much, or how
fittle, li_n%erie do you wish your model to
appear in?”

The unmitigated crudity ‘of her question
startled Bertrol for the moment. This wom-
an seemed utterly devoid not only of an es-
teem for feminine and cthical delicacy, but
also of the slighest regard for accepred con-
ventionality. His face reddened involuntarily.

\V-why, why—just in—in-er, minus, of
course, the customary garments worn—worn
by women outside their b-boudoirs.”

Elsare smiled coldly.

“But Monsieur, that does not convey the
slightest idea to me. Just what—?"

n desperation Jean rudely turned his back
to her, hastened over to his filing cabinet and
returmed with a portfolio of the rough sketch-
es which were to be utifized for the setting.

“H-here. Mademoiselle Mountrey,” he ex-
claimed recvously, placing one of the sketches
in her shapely hands. “This will enlighten
vou.”

She looked at the rough working drawing
silenitly. Then her cofd glance rested apon
him. i

“I see, Monsieur,” she acknowledged, with a
cure nod. “The madet is to pose in the most
intimate lingerie—that is, minus petticoat?"

“Y-yes,” murmuced Bectrot.

“Unfortunately, Monsieur, I was not in-
formed of this. Rad I been consulted pre-
viously about it, I should not have advised
Monsieur Carvallis’ representative that T
would pose for the puny sum he offered me.
1 regret to mention it, exceedingly, but if you
wish me to accept, I shall have to charge
vou—" and she mentioned a stipend that
feft ‘Bertrol staring at her in astoundsment.

“But Mademoiselle!” he exclaimed blznkly,
“Monsieur Carvillis would not pay you such
an exorbitant price. It is preposterous. 1

shall eall him up immediately and intorm him

of your demand!”

“By all means, do 50,” she urged, not in the
least abashed. “Aand you may also tell him
;hat I would pot consider him for one penay
§5s.” ’

Jean nervously explained the situation to

Carvallis over the 'phone and when he returned |
to the studio he made a little hopeless gesture, |

“It is useless, Mademoiselle,” he said, his
voice betraying his keen

disappointment. :

“Monsieur Carvaflis will not pay you one franc |

mare than he originally offered.
\Vith 2 cold bow she arose. She was not in
the least perturbed, far indeed, had she not

brought scores of men to terms, her list in- '

¢luding many notables?
“As you say, Monsieur.

maorning,” and she swept out of the studio.
Jean was in a quandary. What wounld Car-

vallis do now?

I bid you a good ;

To be sure Paris was replete |

with models, bat he doubted if there was one

in the entire city who was morse suitable to the
subject than the mercenary Elsare. And cer-
tainly, none were so famous.

Again he called up Carvallis. This time he
nearly lost his command of speech, for the
managing directoire of the Dalais Empoir
curtly informed him that he would have w
procure another model immediately and start
to work. Carvallis explained that the com-
pany had decided to rush matters and get out
the booklet as soon as all the copy had been
turned in, ‘

At first, in his wild despair, Jean intended
to protest, but he checked himself in time.
He realized that such a course would only
tend to destroy the confidence which he felt
Carvallis placed in him. Feveriskly he hung
up the receiver. He had lists in his posses-
sion bearing the names and addresses of a
dozen models, and he tcld himself that he
wonld not experience any trouble in procur-
ing one who was suitable to the subject. But
how could Carvallis be so unreasonablé as to
expect him to produce excellent work if it
had to be prepared hastily? It was irrational,
impossible! In the ‘end he donned his coat,
secured his lists and made for the addresses
they bore. .

Never had Jean indulged freely in profanity,
but the results of his search for a model that
morning would have drawn blasphemy from
the lips of a saint. One young lady haughtily
refused to pose in lingerie, though she ad-
matted that she had ''stood” for the “alto-
gether” on several past occasions. Two of
them were not at home when he calied, sev-
eral others declared they were engaged; while

- T
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one was not of the type he desired and an-
other, of some reputation, decided that the
remuneration was insufbcient,

He finally returned to the studio, almost
tearing his hair in a blind rage. He paced
the fioor wildly, storming, wailing and curs-
ing. What should he do? 1f he ’phoned Car-
vallis again that distinguished gentleman
would be furious., And he had wasted the
whole morning! In his anger he was deaf
and blind to everything, so he was startled
out of his senses when the door {[eading
to the outer office cpened and somebody
walked in.

Jean paused and looked around. A modish-
ly attired young woman, obviously American,
stood before him. Even in his anger Jean
observed that her carriage was superb, and
he mentally decided that she wore her clothes
with an “air’” and a smart chicness that was
far more attractive than the Parisian modes.

“Mr. Bertrol?” she queried, her soft, clear
brown Cﬁ'es gazing into his curiously. He
noticed that her nose and chin were exquisitel
chiseled; that her crimson lips slightly parted,
displayed two rows of creamy white teeth.
A strand of golden hair_ that peeped from
under her stylish hat also caught his atten-
tion.

“Yes, What can I do for you?”

“T am Miss Phillips, Mr, Bentro},” she said,
with an infectious smile as she handed him a
card. “Perhaps you saw m;' advertisement in
the Temps a few days ago? No? Well, I'm
an American, and have pased for some of the
best known artists in the United States. Less
than two hours ago I heard that you were
sorely in need of a model, and I hastened
here to find out if it were true.”

-Jean's heart pounded exultantly. The girl
was charming, to say the least. But—

“Would you mind removing your coat and
hat?” he asked, sticking the card in hig pocket
without glancing at. it.

She flushed a little, and for a brief moment
her eyes sparkled strangefy. Then she silently
complied with his request. .

Bertrol was given another shock. Minus
her hat she was even prettier than he had
first reafized, and a critical surveyal convinced
him that unless her body was overburdened
with clothing, her figure was flawless—that is,
so far as the subject was concerned.: Cour-
teously but briskly, he catled for her measure-
ments, and though she answered quickly and
the responses caused his heart to palpitate
joyfully, he failed to note that there was a
nervous catch in her voice and she was flush-
ing uneasily. ,

“Now,” he said, with an anxiety he could
not repress, ‘‘comes the obstacle—or rather,
what has been an.obstacle to every madel [
came into contact with this morning. Do you
know the natdre of the posing?” :

To his surprise the gir! blushed furiously.

“Y.ye—n-no, er, that is, not—not exactly,”
she stammered nervously.

He stared. What a singular answer! Then
he bade her be seated, gathered together the
rough dummy, layouts and sketches, placed
a chair next to her’s, sat down and Procced_ed
to explain the object of the painting. She
listened attentively, quite frequently twitching
her fingers nervously.

“Er-er, ] presume that—that the model fs
to wear flesh—flesh-tights beneath the—the
lingerie?” she inquired tremulously, when he
had finished. In astonishment Jean looked up
at her. But she shyly averted his gaze anc
lowered her eyes. Her face was suffused with
blushes. What an incredible way for a pro-
fessional model to act, he thought. It ac-
tually seemed as if she were modest to the
point of delicacy! He wondered if the young
woman was pretending. Then, recalling her
question, he said, = -~ :

“Why, of course, Mademoisellen Will you

(Continued on page 13)
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REVIEW OF NEW MUSIC,

Hark!| Hear the Bugle Calling—By Mrs. Jo-

- seph Anderson and Rea Wallace Ander-

son. Pubfished by Universal Service Bu-

reau. This appears to be better than the

average war song, of which there are

thousands, of course. Has a snappy 2-4
chorus.

We're Going Over—By C. Arthur Pfleiffer.
Published by C. Arthur Pfeiffer. Beheve
this will be heard a great deal this coming
season, as it has corking good lyrics and a
6-8 chorus that is a pleasure to sing. No
question but what this has the average
war song “backed off the board.”

Oh! You Wonderful Girls—By Wm. B.
Friedlander. Published by Jos. W. Stern.
A conventional story, well told, however,
with good music:

Why Keep Me Waiting So Long—By Tony
Jackson. Published by Will Rossiter.
The music in this pumber is not very ex-
traordinary and the lyrics are stronger in
the chorus than in the verse. More or
Jess suggestive.

Mot.her,.Dixie and You—By Howard John-
son and Jos. H. Santly. Published by
Leo. Feist. A good Southern song.

‘It 1 Could Call You Mine—Published by
Will Carroll Co. A good ballad.

America—Published by Will Carroll Co.
! The publishers feel justified in calling this
the new American Nationa! Anthem. This
remains of course for the public 1o decide,
and we withhold our opimon. It i3, how-
cver, well suited for quartettes, choral so-
ciclies, etc.

Just As Your Mother Was—DBy Von Tilzer
and Sterting. Published by H. Von Tilzer.
This song is a success and is being heard
everywhere it vavdeville.

Night Time in Little Italy—By McCarthy &
Fisher. Published by McCarthy & Fisher.
This song is being used a great deal in the
East with good success. A ballad.

I'l} See_You Later, Yankeeland—RBy Charles
Harris. Published by Chas. Harris Co.
Another patriotic song of merit. '

Says I To Myself, Says I—By H. Von Til-
zer. Published by H. Von Tilzer Co. A
comedy song set to good rag. -

Constantinople—By Bert Holmes and H.
Von Tilzer. Published by H. Von Tilzer
Co. This is a good comedy song for kid
characters.

You Brought Ircland Right Over to Me—
By J. Keirn Brennan and Ernest Ball,
Publistied by M. Witmark & Sons. This
number has a very effective climax and is
a splendid Irish song.

If You Saw All That I Saw in Arkansas—
By Will J. Harris and Milton Ager: Pub-
lished by Broadway Music Corporation.
A clever story with a good support in the
way of music.

Steppin’ on the Puppy’s. Tail—By Spencer
Williams.  Published by the McKinley
Music Co. Can’t say much for this one
—along the line of “Walkin’ the Dog."”

Over In Erin—By Gilbert Dodge and Harry
Pease. Published by Bernard Granville
Pub. Co. Rollicking Irish song with a
good punch.

My Broken Rosary—By William J. McKen-
na. Published by F. B. Haviland Pub.
Co. A ballad of merit with beautiful
lyrics and appropriate music.

Ob, God Set OId Ireland Free’—A good

Itish ballad containing music that is ap-
pealing.

We'll Follow Pershing Into Old Berlin—
Published by Will Carrol Co. A march
bailad that is different and which will
please any audience, we believe.

Sweet Baby Blues—By Ralph (Nigger) Wil-
liams. Published by Christensen School
of Popular Music of Chicago. This is un-
doubtedly one of the best of the recent
jass numbers. . Makes a most effective fox
trot.

We Are Coming, Uncle Sammy—Published
by Stark Music Co. These are two popu-
lar numbers for the price of one, as they
are both published under one caver.
They answer in a friendly manner the oft-
repgated question, “What are we fighting

or?” .

He's All Shot to Pieces—Published by the
Stark Music Co. A topical song with a
punch and the counter clerk that cannot
sell a stack of this song could not sell
cream to a kitten.

GINK GOSSIP AND STUDIO STUFF.

By Robert Marine.
(Part One) :

Did you ever meet one of those guys who
are mnever happy wunfess they're unbappy?
Don't they get your goat? You said jt. nd
that's just the kind of a gink Rockey is.

Now Sal Laurie is 2 quict sort of a cuss.
He never says much and he seldom bothers
anybody. But Sal and Rockey love each other
—{ove each other like 2 bulldog laves a ca,
only worse. Soon as Sal sees Rgockey he gets
mad; soon as Rockey spies Sal he probes
around for troable.

Doc D'Onofrio strolied into the studios the
other day and he and Sal started oft on a
conversation about pianos. I was busy, so I
kept my face out of the gab. Rockey walks
in after awhile with a bunch of manuscripts
under his arm,

"I got 2 peach of a story here,” says Rockey
to me, loud enough for Sal and Doc to get it.
“It's even better than ‘The Sex Problem’ and
my Bad- Buck Wendell storics.”

“Huh,"” grunted Sal contemptuousiy.

“Some more bull,” snichers Doc. -

“It's SOME story, all right,” Rockey went
on, ignoring the remarks.

“What's the title of it?” I asked.

“Kiss Me,’” answered Rockey. :

“Haw, haw,” laughs Doc. “Can you imagine
anybody kissing that?” 7

“What's a matter—going crazy?”’ inquired
Sal, looking at Rockey in a funny way.

“KISS ME MOTHER THEN I'LL
SAY GOOD-BYE”
New Sentimental Song Hit  Piano Copy 10 Cents

WILL WRIGHT, Publisher
SEVENTH & OVERTON "NEWPORT, KY,
Now on Wurlitzer and all ptano rolls *

@irls, 1 Got Some Daddy Now

Live and Jazzy Character Song
12 Cents Postpaid

ERMANTRAUT & KLIMT, PUSLISHERS
1806 GRAVOIS AVE., ST. LOUIS. MO,

——

—
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“Why should I kiss you?' I put in, see-
mg a chance to get his goat, for Rockey goes
up like a balloon. -

“You poor fish,” he sneers, “I didn't ask
vou to kiss me.

lvNo?I! )

“You did so,” interrupted Laurie. “You just
said lkiss me.”

“That's right, Sal—I heard it,” dectared
Doc.
“Three simps.” scoffs Rockey. " ‘Kiss Me

is the title of this story."

“What story?”

“Kiss Me.”

“Ha, ha.”

“"He sajd it again—some boob.”

Rockey banged the manascript on the desk.
“I said that 'Kiss Me' is the nitle of my latest
_story and that’s the manuseript. Do you think
. I'd ask any of vou slobs to kiss me? I'd rather
kiss 2 mush melon.”

“Ain’t he got a funny neck?” piped Doc
curiously.

“If [ ever hit vou you'll have a funny face.”
snaﬁped Rockey.

“Listen, JRockey,” interrupted Laurie. “don’t
a drink of water taste good to you?"

"Sure—why?”

“Oh, I was just wondering. Your neck is
so Jong, that—=" .

“Umph.” panted Rockey,
swing with his left.

Sal ducked and Rockey's fist landed square
on the mouth of a young lady who nad just
walked in. She staggered back against the
wall, blood oozing from her lips.

“T-er, 1 beg your pardon, Miss,” exclaimed
Rockey, his face turning white as he drew
out a handkerchief, stepped forward and put
it to her bruised lips. “Forgive me, I beg
vou. I wanted to hit——"

"Don’t you DARE touch met” cried the
girl, half in anger and half in fright as she
stamped her foot indignantly. “I should care
about whom you intended to hit after you hil
me. The very idea! I came in here for the
express purpose of enrolling for the ragtime
course you 2dvertise and before I'm even hali-
way in a big brute hands me a ‘bust’ in the
snoot. The idea!” - . )

“But, lady,” protested Roackey, in remorse,
just as I got up.

“You ruffians!" she expostulated, and before
I could offer any apologies or explanations
she walked out.

I was so mad I couldn't see straight.
“What's the matter with: you guys? Are you
trving t® make ‘2 rough-house out of this
rough-house? That giel was going to enroll
and now I lost 2 pupil. That's a dirty trick.
Peaple walk in here to take up our course
and you hand them a gunch in the nose. That
. ain't no way to do business. This must be
stopped, that’s all there is to it. T won’t stand
for it any longer.”

making an awfal

The DIXIE GIRLS
A New Binging Combination

“It ain't my fault,” grumbled Sal. “Rockey
hit her, didn’t he?” :

“You ducked, didn't you?" demanded Rockey
threateningly.

“He, ho, ho,” roared Doc.

For the first time we noticed him. He was
rolling all over the faor, his hands pressed
to his sides, laughing till the tears coursed
down his cheeks.

“What's the matter with the fathead?” snap-
ped Rockey. “He's got a fit like every dog
has.” .

“What are you laughing at, Doc?' 1 in-
quired, in angec and surprise.

He sat up, still laughing.

“You just said that people walk in here
and Rockey slams them in the nose. Ha, ha,
ha

Sal, Rockey and 1 looked at each other.

“Well, what's the joke?"” the three of us
asked.

“Haw, haw,"” howled Doc. “Funniest—ha,
ha—{unniest thing I ever heard. Ho, ho, ho.”

“What's funny, you idiot?” I exploded.

“Ha, ha, ha—er, you said—ha, ha—that peo-
ple walk in here and Rockey stams them
in the nose—ho, ho. Well, Rockey didn't
slam her in the nose—haw, haw—he hit her
in the mouth. Oh, ha, ha, ha, ha,” and he
rolled all over the floor again, unable to stop
faughing.

“Call an ambulanée—he's drunk,” said Sal
disdainfully. , .

“P always knew that guy was nutty,” growled
Rockey, walking over to a piano and starting
to play. I said nothing--what was the use’
It's such a2 long time since a sensible person
came in 10 ‘see us that we don't expect to hear
anything sensible in the studios anymoré. « J.
Forrest Thompson, [ guess, is the only sen-
sible guy that we've seen in—oh, yes; that re-
minded me.

“Hey, Rockey,” 1 said, “J. Forrest Thomp-
son was here 1o see us thé other day. He
was on a vaudeville tour.” -

“Yeah?” grunted Rockey, as he stopped play-
ing and turned around. “What kind of 2
bum is he?”

“He's a fine fellow, a regular guy.

“A fine player, t00,”" put in Sal. “Too bad
you didn't meet him,”

“Aw, rats. How big is he?” :

‘“Way bigger than you are—looks like a
strong guy.” replied Sal.

“Guess I won’t say anythin
then,” wmurmured Rockey.

”

against hirm,
e might come

flying back to New York and beat me up.”

*“He remarked that he liked New York and
our studios because this was the first place
he camg to where nobody threw any hot air
about aif the business they were doing and all
the money they were making.” I told Rockey.
“So when he had gone I said, to Sal, ‘Gee,
it's a good thing he didn't meet Rockey, or
he'd change his opinion in a hurry’*

Rockey jumped to his feet. '“Whaddava-
mean, change his opinion? The way YOU
guys tallc one would think that T throw out
nothing but hot -air." ~

“Throw it?” chuckled" Doc, “Did you say
throw it? My dear boy, you don’t theow it—

“you shoot it like a forty-two centimeter gun

on the European battlefietds. It comes as
natural to you as eating or sleeping or walk-
ing. Bull to you is like life to a human being.
I¥s an essential part of your nature—yay, your
very existence.”

Rockey turned his back to Dot and began
to play. He sanc while he played and his
words were like this:

“There are but two bums known ro me,

They are Doc and Salvador Laurie.”

Sal clapoed his hands. “You've got 2 lovely
voice, Rockev. It sounds like a foghorn forty
miles away.”

“It ain’t my voice that's bad—it's this piano.”

“For the love o' Mike. take that piano away
gom the kid before he breaks it,” admonished

oc.

BLANCHE BAXTER
The Popular Contralto

“Hey, listen, Pete,” 1 said, “why don’t you
get married? You make a picé living from
your stories. Of course, you've got an awful
lookin' face, but even a monkey can find a
mate.”

"Ha, ha,” laughed Sal. “That’s a good one.
Even a monkey can find a mate—oh, hz, hz,
he, ho."

“I suppose you think you're a helluva funny
guy,” sneered Rockey. “You remind me of

a donkey. A donkey's sense, at least exists
somewhat dormantly, but you havent any
sense at all. Youre insensibly senseless.”

“Ha, ha, ha,” chuckled Laurie, dancing
around with mirth.

“Insipid has another fit,” scoffed Rockey.
“Let him alone and he’ll drop dead. 1 dom't
believe in marrying girls. I—"

Doc and I laughed heantily.

“As 1 was saying,” went on Rockey, “I
don’t believe in marrying girls. They don't
like me, anyway, But there are a few girls,
just a very, very few, whom I should like to
kiss."

“Oh, dear me,"” moacked Sal.

“Who are they?” inquired- Doc. 5 .
. “Hattie Smith,. Marcella Henry, Frances
Moe. Gertrude MecCall, Capitola Davis; Mabel
Rogers, Bessic Yeager, Bessie Leithmann,
Theda Bara, Mary Pickford, Lizzie—."

“Whoa, there—hold on a minute,” T begged,
putting up my hands, “You said there were
just a few youw'd like to kiss. . For the love of
O. Henry, what do you call a few? You
nust be anxious to kiss every dame on earth.
You've mentioned .nearly every girl in the
studio crowd.” ’

“Better layoff on that stuff,” warned Laurie.
“Christensen may not like the idea of you
wanting to kiss all his teachers, and then he
won't publish this article.”

“What article?” asked Dac.

“This article.”

"] don’t see any article.”

“Let him_alone, sal” exclaimed Rockey
solemnly. “Doc can't see-any farther than his
nose. He's naturally thick—it's a gift. Every-
body ¢an’t be like him” 5 ;

At this morgent a tall, stately,  dignified
looking gentleman walked in. 7

“I beg your pardon, gentlemen,” he said,
“and I hope you will pardon me also for
calling you mentlemen, but could you tell- me
where Washington Square is?”

“Kick him in the slats.,” grumbled Rockey.

“Cut it out, Pete)” I whispered. grabbingz

“htm. “No more rough-house in this studio”

“Sure, I can tell yoit where Washmngton
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Square is.” said Doc, walking up to the new-
comer. “Do you know where Fort \Washing-
ton Avenue is2”
“Er—why yes, | do, sir” .
“Well,” said Doc, shaking his head, “3t aint

N

“Then where in blazes is 1t?”

“Do you kuow where 1X1st street 152 asked
Sal, stepping up.

“Why, of course I do,”
the sedate man.

“Well, jt ain't near there, cither.”

"Herc—here.  Cut that out, you raofhans,”
Rockey butted in. approaching the newcomer.
“Deon't pay any attention (o ihese profelariats,
my dear sir. You see, they were born back-
wards. They can tell you where things ain't,
but they can't tell you where things are.”

“Oh. ] se¢,” ucknowiledged the dignified man,
bowing. “Perhiaps vou can tell me.”

“Certainly. Dig you know General Grant?”

“Er—why, ¢r, no, but I know OF him.”

“Well, he's dead, said Rockey seriously.

“Is THAT so0?” exclaimed the dignified
sttanger. and his feft hand shot out like a
fAash.
Sal, who was standing right behind him, gave
a ¢ry and teaped back, his hand owver his right
eve. Before Doc and | could make a move
the stranger ran out of the studio.

“Oh, what a smack,” moaned Sal bending
over and rubbing his eye. “Gee, I can ace
five mili{fon stars.”

“Let’s see, Sal” palpitated Rockey eagerly.
“Did he really hit you in the eye?”

“Sure he did. you bonehead.” snapped Laurie!
He removed his hand. His eye was blue and
swollen. “What did you duck for, you stp?"

“\Vhy I figured that he'd hit you in the
head and break his hand. I figured wrong,
didn't 12"

“I'l figure you some day, and vou won't
be figured when I get through—you'll be dis-
figured.”

“Cut it out. now. go light on the rougb
stuff,” I interfered, Doc helping me push them
apart. '

“Excuse me. gents, but kin I borrer a glass?”
came from a rough voice at the door. Tt was
the janitor. He had a big pail in his one
hand and it seemed to be full of what looked
like soap suds. |

“Sure yvou can have a glass,” T said, “Give
him one. Rockey.”

“What's the matter with vour eye?” asked
the janitor, looking at Sal closely.

“The fight went oat,” said Doc.

“What have you got in that pail?” inquired

indignantly replied

BEULAH SKALLERUFP
Oriental Dancer

Rockey ducked under the swing and -

Rockey frowning, as he walked over with a
glass.

“Beer," said the janitor, grinning.

An expression of horror crossed Rockey's
face and he seemed to be terribly shocked.

“Beer?” he cried scornfully,  “Arent you
ashained of yourself> A big, handsome, able-
bodied man like you (0 drink such filthy stuff.
[ am mortified! " Don’t you realize that it's a
crime 10 make copious use of imoxicants?
Here, give me that pail”

“Don't—go way, now," spluttered toe jani-
'(c_lr‘ as Ruckey ried to take the pail from
him.

“Give me ihat pail.”

“No, 1 won't—look out, you'll spill it.”

Rockey finally got the beer away fror him.
“Go on and get out of here. You ought to
he ashamed of yourself—a common beer
hound.” '

“Alcight,” sdarled the janitor, “I'l fix you
some day,” and he walked out in z rage.

“Hurry up,” said Rocker, turning to us,
“get the glasses.” :

I got three more glasses while Doc closed
the door. Then we 2ll sat down and Rockey
filled our glasses with the foaming beverage.

“That's right, Pete,” said Sal, “that’s 31:
first intelligent thing you ever did. 1 don’t
helieve in drinking beer, either.”

“Prost,” I said, and we all drank beartily.

“There's only one thing more 1 wanta say
to you ginks,” said Rockey, wiping his mouth
with his band. *

“What ?” we asked.

“I don’t want you fellows to catl me Rockey
or Pete. It sounds as if I were a plebeian,

Royal Highness, Peter Frank Meyer."

“T hope you choke,” grinned Laurie.

“Who do you think you are, anyway?” |
demanded to know. '

“There's only one thing I'd ever call you,”
declared Doc, nodding his head. -

“What's that?” Rockey asked quickly.

“A haman wishbone.”

“Is that so? Well, just account of that
you don’t get any more beer, sea>

“I got money—] can buy itr.”

“Then why don’t you buy a couple of pints?
You're so stingy that if a guy asked you for
the loan of a nickel, you'd ask him to pay
ten cents interest.”

“Drop that kind of talk,” }interjected. “How
do vou sappose it will fook when the article's
published ?’ .

“What article?” queried Doc.

“This article.”

“] don't see any article.”

“Listen, senseless.” said Rockey, waving 2
=warning finger under Dac's nose, “the next
time you say you don’t see any article, I'm
gojner haul off without any kind of warning
and smack you in the puss.”

“Come on, pour out the beer,” urged Sal.

“Nix," retorted Rockey, with 2 deprecating
gesture. ‘“You slobs don't get any more.”

‘"Who don’t get“any more?” demanded Sal
and T in one breath. . .

“You guys don’t. Dida’t T risk my life by
taking it away from the janitor?”

D"How can a dead man risk his life > snarted
oc. :

I'f“‘;VhO sz2id a dead man COULD risk his
1 e ."

"Ain’t you dead from the neck up?”

“Ha-ha-ha—WOW," laughed Sal and 1.

Rockey filled our glasses again, not forget-
ting his own. We dfained them in no time.

“If Axel W, Christensen knew we were
doing this I'll bet he'd raise the devil,” said
Sal. looking at his glass wistfully.

“Doing -what?” interrogated Doc.

“This.”

“Y don't know what vou're talking about.
What do you mean by this?”

“Oh, don’t mind him, Sal,” ejaculated
Rockey. “A boob is an awful thing. Come
on, we'll finish the suds—I'm thirsty.”

(Editor’s Note—W= ~ich to 21l your

In the future kindly address me as Your

attention to these splendid, instructive ar-
ticles, kind readers. We want you to ob-
serve the gentle humor in them, the re-
fined language, the utter lack of. anything
rude or uncouth. We hope you agree with
us—that the four gentlemen in the story
ought to be hanged! Part 2 will appear
next month.)

LUXANNE, LYRIC DANCER.

Hail Luxanne! Triumphant in the Dance
You of the wondrous eyes and glittering red
gold hair!

Ten years ago [ first saw her, a slender wisp
of a woman child, and, looking at her as she
hstlessly reclined in a hammock slung on our
frant porch; I marveled at the phenomenal
color of her large eyes, admired the sheen
of her hair, a beautiful cascade of curls falling
over her thin shoulders. : B

Wondered also, what mysterious thoughts
caused the peculiar glints of gold lights in her
slumberous eyes. . ;

Ahl She appeared.about to speak. I lis-
tened breathlessly. She did speak: “Would
you believe it, Jane, our maid ate a whole
half loaf of bread with her lunch.”

The child-like simplicity of this made me
{faugh.

The bud had not yet begun to open and
blossom, still there was an intangible some-
thing about the ¢hild which suggested - this
thought: “She will undoubtedly be success-
ful in life.” }

Now that she has “arrived,” a child-like
naiveness-characterizes her dancing. Sheis
now at the most charming, time of her life,
half child, half woman. '

Her dancing has thecprecious attribute of
lyric simplicity, at tirmes surpassing in
rhythm the classic accompaniment and re-
minding me (dare I write 1t?) of the lilting,
joyous ragtime arrangements of classic
music by that modern genius of the piano
keys, Mr. Axel’ Christengen.

Oh imwmortal shades of Mendelssohn,
Strauss, Wagner, Chopin, Mozart, Massenet,
and all ye other illustrious musicians! Behold
the man who has literally achieved the im-
possible and made an imperishable art of
the once lowly “ragtime.”

As Luxanne has emerged, a gorgeous but-
tesfly, from the cocoan of adolescence, so, v
a manner, has Mr. Christepsen taken the gray
cocoon of the once mediocre “ragtime” and
by the warmth of his genius, changed it into
a veritable butterfly of musical art, bringing
joyousness and brightness into countless
homes.

As in the case of Luxanne, the_thunders of
populzar applause in their ears canmot drown
out the melody of “Home, Sweet Home,”
which will ever mean more to true artists than
worldy trivmphs.  JANE LAMOUREUX.

CABARET SINGER KNITS WAR
SOCKS AT PLANTERS.

Miss Florence Kennedy, at the Planters
Hotel, Chicago,  shows the effect the war
is having on cabarets. Instead of dancing
between numbers she brings her knitting
to the cafe and turns out bright red woolen
sox for the soldiers. . i

This favorite singer is the mother of
two children and finds, aside from her
domestic and professional duties, the only
time she has to knit is at the cabaret.

“Talk about lor{% playing,” said the
Yankee to Pat. “Why, your countrymen
wouldn’t get a look in with us know 2
fellow citizen who played ‘Beautiful Stars
and Stripes” on the piano for several
hours.” : e

“Arrah, close your mouth,” said Pat
“You ought to be ashamed of yourself to
be talking about nothing. Sure, I know an

Irishman that nlayed ‘Freland for Ever' o
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THE BOBERTS SISTERS

(Continued from page 5)

accept? You are of the right proportion, so
sar as | can discerm now, and your bearing is
in perfect congruity with the subject.”

For a time she did not answer, evidently
deep in thought. Presently, without looking
up, she said: -

“What shall 1 receive for my services?”

He told her, and she elevated her eyebrows
a trifle.

“Very well, Mr.'Bertrol, I accept. Bat my
acceptance is jncusnbent upon one condition.”

Again Jean stared at her in astomshment.
She stezadfastly refused to look at him, and
her lovely face was crimson.

“Name the condition; Mademojselle.”

“Your sofemn oath your word of honor as
a man, that under no circumstances are you
1o touch or approach me while I am in the
model's apparel; and that any explanations
vou have to offer regarding my posture duriog
the settings must be strictly verbal; and that
[ am to study the settings and posture from
the sketches, unaided by you. Under no other
circurnstances will 1 consider the matter.”

If her previous actions had astonished Jean
he was now positively speechless. At first he
was tempted to ask her if she was playin
him for an idiot. In alf his experiences witg
mmodels, in all the tales told him artists of
vxperiences with their various models, he had
uever heard of such a condition 2< this, Why,
ithe whole thing seemed increduioas, ridiculous!
Is was only with the greatest difficulty that
ne succeeded in regaining his composure.

- “Very good,- Mademoiselle,” he finally
zulped. ‘“Your request is very strange, but I
grant it willingly.” '

They both arose. -

“You will find four or five boxes in there,”
he stated, pointing to the heavily curtained
dressing room, “containing sets of pink flesh-
tights and the lingerie in various sizes. Select
‘hose which fit you best and don them. When
voit are ready to emerge, simply call to me.
Are you certain that my explanations were
perfectly clear?”

She nodded.

He handed her the sketches and, after tak-
ing up her hat @nd coat, she hastily strode
10 the dressing room ard disappeared behind
:he curtains. :

Her adtitude bhad perplexed Jean, but he
brushed the thoughts from his mind and
romped about the stidio merrily. First he
gathered his materials from their storing
slaces and arrayed them on his table in proper

order. He whistled lively airs from popular
French operettes as he bustled about, arrang-
ing the variety of color-containers within easy
access and dusting off the infinitesimal flecks
from the carpets and {urniture of the model
boudoir on the platform. One would have
never imagined that he had been a pitiful
figure of distress and anger a few minutes
before. After completing the arrangement of
his materials he closed and locked the doors
that led to the office and the hallway. He had .
hardly returned to his table when he heard a '
soft step behind hira, and then, in a soft, .
tremulous voice, “I am ready, Mr. Bertrol”
He turned on his hecl, and as his eyes fell
upon the lovely apparition before him his |
smile of complacency changed to one of ec- |
static delight. {
There stood the American girl, his model,
her beautiful hair hanging over her shoulders
in golden brown ripples, her checks hot with
flaming blushes, an a2dorable figure in the ex- |
quisite French lingerie, which clung to her
lithe, gracefu! body in a delectable manner.
She was a mass of {ace and silk and ribbon, |
enhanced by bewitching little bows of pink i
and biue. The delicate slashes of the lovely
combination revealed the shapely marble-white
arms, throat and swelling bosom, the dainty,
silk hosed limbs, and gave startling giimpses
of the charming curves and contours of her
magnificent figure. In his exultation Jean did
not notice her shyness, nor did he perceive
the agitated, almost frightened expression n
her soft brown eyes.
“Mademoisefle ! he eried, stepping torward
in his admiration, “'you are rhagnificent!”
“Don’t!” she gasped, recoiling with a little
cry of dismay. “You-you are for-forgettihg

yourself—your promise!” Her eves had
widened with fright. .
“Excuse—a thousand pardons. IMademoi-

selle,” he begged, bowing and retracing his

steps. “Your loveliness so surprised me that
1 forgot myself. Again, if you please, your
pardon.”

“It-it is gramted, Monsieur,” she murmured

sha]y.

ithout further comment she turned, ad-
vanced to the model platform and daintily as-
cended the steps. Back at his table, fully 2
dozen feet away, he patiently instructed her
as to correct postare, expression, pasition and
all the complicated terms that the sétting re-
quired. She seemed to master things rapidly,
and soon found it unnecessary to consult the
sketches and layouts.

Jean’s business-like instractions evidently |
reassured her. She listened to his criticiams |
attentively_and contrived to follow the instruc- |
tions. Thus, it was apparent within a short |
time, when she was in appropriate poise, that ;
she was sanguinely interested in the work.

“S0.” he remarked at last, with a little sigh
of relief. “Keep that pose and let me know
when you are tired.” -

He surveyed her posture ‘approvingly. She
would undoubtédly make a charming picture
of a fashionable woman looking at her re-
flection in the dressing table mirror of an el-
egantly appoyited boudoir. The model was
poised so as to give the impression that she
was doing ug her hzir and had evidently just
donned the bewitching combination she wore. |
The rounded curves of her fithe, suppte body
were displayed to the best -advantage n the
Auffy, lacy undergarments, and her posture
was graceful beyond Bertrol's most ardent ex-
pectations.

He was about to pick up his brush when
the sound of three faint raps on the outer
office door came to his -ears, With a little
cry of horror the girl jumped to her feet.

‘;&h. Bertrol!” she palpitated, “who can that

“Just a moment,” he muttered. a frown of
annoyance crossing his face. “They both stood
still and listened, the girl taking a silken wrap
from the back of her chair and throwing it

about ber shoulders. An expression of horror

had crept into her pretty face.

“Calm yourself, Mademoiselle Phillips,” he
soothed, with a gentle wave of his hand. “No
one can come in upon us; all doors are
focked.  We will proceed with the work and
pretend that the studio is vacant. \Whoever

it is cannot hear us from the outside. Wili
you take the correct position, please?”
She looked at him, still hesitant. Then she

removed the wrap, flung it over the chajr and
took the position she had assumed prior to
the interruption. .

And Jean, his whole heart and soul en-
thralled in the task before him, slowly began
the masterpiece which he never dreamed would
culminate in universal renown for himself and

| his model.

For the hundreth time Jean Bertrol gazed
fondly at the exquisite painting .before him,
his heart thcobbing with excitement, his pulses
surging. For the thousandth time a taint,
suppressed ejaculation of delight escaped his
lips. His elation on the previous occasions
might have been rather premature, but now
he was almost stunned with the realizatson that
Mis masterpiece (and who else had ever painted
a masterpiece with the first attempt?) was
finished; completed, awaiting the critscal in-
spection of Philiepe Carvallis.

For days he had labored, labored until his
fingers ached and his body almost erled out
with agony; worked and struggled until i
seemed 2s if the strain would result only in
the inevitable—a complete exhaustion of the
energies of both himself and his model. But

YOU CAN INVEST PROFITABLY
in the stock of the

CHRISTENSEN SCHOOL
OF POPULAR MUSIC

incorporated under the Laws of the
State of lilinols

Capital Stock $50,000

~The wonderful growth of the
Christensen School of Popular
Music from the time when Axel
Christensen, Vaudeville’s “Czar
of Ragtime” opened the first rag-
ttme studio n the world in Chi-
cago in 1903, to the present time
when the Christensen Schools
are located in practically every
larde City in America, speaKs
well for the system of teaching
which is controlled exclusively
by this corporation.

A Limited Amount of Treasury Stock

Is offered for Sale at Par
$10.00 per share

Investigation Solictted.

Add:;aa inquirtes tol_
Christensen Sohoel of Popular Muslo
of Chicago -

AXEL W.OHRISTENSEN, Pres.
20 E. Jacksen Bivd. Chicage, linsis



RAGTIME REVIEW

they had come through valiantly, and both
were of the perspicacity to realize that untold
reward lav in front of them.

Carvallis himself had called Jean on the tel-
ephone in the afternoon of the first day, when
the latter had been interrupted by the knocks
at the ofice door and had ignored them. He
explained that it was hc who had visited the
studio in anticipation of learning who Jean
had secured for a modcl. Bertrol told him
that he had a surprise for Inm, and at the
trembling request of Pauline Philips begged
him nat to call again until the painting was
fmished. She made Jean promise hec that
he would not divulge her mame to anyone.
not even Carvallis, until the painting was done.

Today the managing directoire was to_calil
and inspect the picture personally. Even
Pauline, as she emerged from the dressing
room fully attired. neat and trim, exhibited
irrepressible signs of excitement. Jcan rurned
and smiled as she entered. Before either could
speak the bell rang (the hell was a recent im-

provement) and the artist placed a finger to |

his lips.

n

“That is Monsieur Carvallis,” he whispered.
“We will play a little prank on him. Would
you mind concealing yourself in the dressing
room until I call?”

\WVith 2 little laugh and a cote toss of her
head she skipped behind the curtains,  Jean
walked into the office and a moment later re-
tarned, Philiepe Carvallis at his side. The
stately gentleman adjusted the boen-rimmed
glasses on his nose.

i “There, Monsieur Carvallis, is the result of
| my labors.” said Jean. His finger pointed to
[ the magnificent pajnting that rested against
'! 2 chair of the model boudoir.
i
1

Carvallis 100k another step forward, and-as
his gaze fell vpon the painting he uttered an
r' exclamation of startled delight. For the time
being he seemed incapable of speech, so en-
grossed was the in the examination. But
Jean's heart pounded wildly as he saw the
mingled expression of joy, amazement and
adoration that had c¢rept into his face. At
tast Carvallis turned and faced him.
“Monsieur Bertrol.” he said, his voice quiv-

| ering with suppressed emotion, ‘‘my congratu-
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lations. You have created a masterpiece. It
is the most wonderful thing I have ever seen
And whom, if' I may ask, is your beautifu!
model? What is her name?”

“One moment, 1 beg you,”
bowing. “Pauline! Paufine!"”

Smiljng a little timidly, the girl came from
the dressing room and stood before them.

“Miss Pauline Philips, Monsieur Carvallis,”
said Jean. :

Pauline acknowledged the introduction with
a charming bow, but Carvallis, his eyes fast-
ened on the girl in a gaze that indicated both
doubt and admiration, merely nodded. Bertro
stared- at him wonderingly.

“Pauline Philips, Pauline Philips,” muttered
Carvallis, as if to himself. His eyes looked
into hers searchingly. Then his handsome
face brightened.

“Mademoiselle,” he asked, bowing low, “arc
you by any chance the Pauline Philips whose
offices and studios for the teaching of the
American popular music—what you call it?
—er ragtime, are situated in the Armande
Building at 14 Rue La Morgue Boulevardes?”

Pauline blushed vividly and nodded. Ber-
trol gave a start.

“Yes,” she said, “I am the same Pauline
Philips. 1 came to Paris several months ago
to proselytize, or convert the French peoplc
to the cause of America’s dashing musié—
popular music or, as you termed it, ragtime.
To me the possibilities . seemed tremendous.
1 was greeted rather coldly at first, but within
a month your brilliant people Jisp{ayed at
least some symptoms of interest and curiosity,
if not enthusiasm.

“Quite by accident one of my pupils, Nan-
nette Lozier, came to me one morning 1n tears.
When 1 questioned her as to the cause of her
grief she stated that Monsieur Bertrol had
called at her home less than an hour before
in regard to a posing and had refused to ac-
cept her for some reason or other, after hav-
ing first displayed an interest. When Nan-
nette told me that the posing was to be in—
in, er lingerie, ] was somewhat nonplussed.

“f love Nannette, and though I am not char-
itably disposed I suddenly decided to apply
for a model's position at Monsieur Bertrol's
studios myself. My object? It was threefold.
First was the desire to divide the compensa-
tion with Nannette; second was the publicity
which the finished painting would give me,
and the material assistance to my school it
would eventuatly fend; third” and the girl’s
brown eyes sulddenly flashed defiance “a dar-
ing, venturesome wﬁim of which I did not
think myself susceptible, that, if successful, it
would mean to me both fame and fortune. It
was for that reason that I refused to permit
Monsieur Bertrol to divulge my pame until
I had seen the finished painting.”

"Mademoiselle,” declared Carvallis, his eye:
sparkling, “you are the most remarkable wom-
an it has ever been my good fortune to meet.
Allow me, my felicitations.”

“And now,” added Pauline, with a smile thz
revealed her pretty teeth. “l have but or
more request. You, Monsieur Carvallis, arc
a prominent figure in Paris commercial life.
You, Monsieur Bertrol, have influence plus :
wide acquaintance in wealthy circles. - May
ask if you will both do your utmost in urg
ing your fellow-men, your business associates

replied Jean,

- your club-mates and their families, “friend

and children, to come to my music school t
learn the chic and dash, to master thoroughl:
within a short time, of our American popular
music? To me, this is of paramount impor-
tance.” ;

“You shall not find a more zealous worker
in vour behalf” cried Jean.

“Mademoiselle Philips,” asserted Carvallis,
“T shall deem it an honor, a duty, to do this.
And you may rest assured that everlasting
fame in commercial art sections will be yours.

The prediction of Philiepe Carvallis was 1ot
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unfounded. When the finished booklet had
been circulated the cover painting created a
widespread sensation, Within two weeks the
executive offices of the Daiais Empoir were
literally deluged with requests for reprint
privileges, over half of them accompanied by
offers of huge amounts. Hundreds of letters
irom both sexes begged for the name of the
model.

With his ingenious skill as a press agent,
Carvallis executed a clever scheme and the
Paris newspapers “fell” for jt. As 2 result
the Sunday edition of the Temps printed a full
page story of breathless interest in its maga-
zine section, depicting graphically the experi-
ence of Pauline Philips, an American girl who
had come to Paris but a few months before,
as an artist's model. The story gloriously
portrayed her leap to fame. To all Parss
she became known, just verbally, as “The
American Boudoir Girl” and “Tg’e Lady of
the Cover.” Fashion houses, post card pub-
lishers and calendar printing concerns paid
exorbintant prices for the permission of re-
printing the cover painting in thousands of
copies. Pupils visitors and curiosity seekers
flocked to Pauline’s school in swarms. She
staunchily rejected all offers from importu-
nious artists, many of them world famous;
but she did accept a six weeks’ engagement at
the Marquette Royal Theatre ia Paris, her as-
sistant, ttie Carlston, assuming charge of
the schoo! during her abserce.

American newspapers gave first page mention
of her success, many of them running double
colump stories about it, Pictures of her.
nearly all but the select few that found their
way into fashionable homes being reprints,
soon swarmed the United States markets. But
i all Pauline steadfastly refused to pose for
any artist again regardless of price or condi-
tions, and Carvallis finally gave up hope of
persuading her, Her American School of
Popular Masic in Paris jz 2 work of art; her
income is—well, we would like to have it—-
and it is said that she received tem thousand
francs cash outright for her posing, in addi-
tion to z royalty percentage that netled her
twice as much.

Very few men in America have scen the
booklet cover painting that brought her tamc
and independence. e booklet was for the
eyes of women only. The picture was too in-
timate, too enticing, too alluring for the greedy
gaze of mere man, But one day the husband
of one of New York’s most distinguished so-
ciety matrons happened to find the booklet on
the table in his ligrary. My goodness! That
mait got so excited that he promptly had two
hundred reprints of the cover made, which he
distributed among his associates of the elite,
the four hundred. Fifth Avenue woke up
with erashing detonations, New York enjoyed
a rare treat, a daring company got hold of
the picture and brazenly reprinted thousands
cf postcard reproductions, the unhappy matron
sceured 2 divorce, the news traveled to France
and the equally unfortunate husband became
involved in farther court proceedings when the
Dalais Empoir, through its New York agency,
sued for a stipend that would enable a spend-
thrift to die happy! And to add to the screne
tranquility of the case a noted society for the
suppression of vice rudely jumped upon the
millionaire, his wife, the posteard printers
and the New York agency of the Dalais Em-
poir for carelessly distributing matter con-
taining an illustration of licentious and ob-
«cene character.

As previously stated. the booklet (and ohb-
viously, the cover painting) was intended sole-
ly and exclusively for the envious or admir-
ing gaze of the woman who can afacricusly
fork out a cold five hundred plunks for ex-
quisite lingerie and—and—you Imow what we
mean, and the intention was good. And no
doubt the millionaire’s intention was just as
good when he first walked into his librzrv
and spied the booldet. It wasn’t his fault if

he wanted a model, too. Maybe his wife was
pigeon-toed ! .

If you are a member, an adherent or an
exponent of the eminent class that recognizes
and utilizes such words as debutamtz, con-
noisseur, dilettante, blase, “chawned,” social
tea, ultra-magnificent, pre-eminent-and other
varied and flexible forms of speech: if you
have a valet, a wife that is not a wife, pole
ponies, cars gafore and a yacht; it vou eat
ice eream with a fock, sip liquors through a
straw and go to Palm gcach and Atlantic
City twice a vear: and if you like 10 Le called
a linguist or a sophisticated rhetorician or a
philologist—if you like all this—BEWARE!
Keep out of your wife’s boudoir, for you can
bet she’s got a copy of that booklet on her
dressing table! ]t 1s an indubitable fact that
every woman in France and the United States
belonging to the aristocracy, if you please, has
a copy of that booklet in her possession.

But the fanniest part of the whole thing is
that a regiment of American popular music
teachers—the female of the species—started
for Paris a few months ago shouting defiance
to the Dutch submarines. They had heard
all about "“The Lady of the Cover” and when
they reached France the whole crowd began
applying for jobs as artists’ models. About
half of them came back. The rest? Oh,
they're teachers under Miss Pauline Philips,
principal of the American_School of Popular
Music, 14 Rue La Morgue Boulevardes, Paris,

France,
(THE END.)

LIRE IN A RAGTIME STUDIO.
(Some Song Writer.)
By Young Rocky.

It was an hour before midnight and for
the first time in my life T was sober. T wish
you irreverent peaple would stop laughing!
Perhaps my state of sobriety was the in-
centive for my pausing before a building
bearing the inscription “The North, South

and Central American School of Popular
Music.” Z

Having been born without manners 1
walked in without knocking, and my en-
trance was greeted with vociferous cries of
“Hello, yuh bum,” “Good evening, yuh big
slob,” and “Who let her in?”

Of course, it being after business hours,
all this was permissible, In the studios were
three persons—handsome Bob Mariner, who
was seated on a piano stool pufhing like a
steam engine on a cigarette; Doc D’Ono-
frio, the eminent Harlem dentist, whose of-
fices adjoined the studios, and who was now
perched on the top of a piano singing, “My
Wife Is In the Country—Hurrah, Hurrah!”
and last, but not least, Sal Laurie, Bob’s sec-
retary, who sat on the window sill, chewing
on a lolly-pop with evident relish.

“You're just in time, Pete,” said Doc D’
Onofrio, swinging his legs to and fro.
“Bab is going to write a new gong and we're
trying to think of 2 good title.”

I gazed at the three of them. They were
all sober, to my unspeakable astonishment.

“What kind of a song 1is it?” I finally
asked. :

“You fathead,” exclaimed Laurie, hopping
off the window sill and taking a chair, “it
ain’t a song yet. It will bel”

“That’s right,-Oswald,” said Doc, “hand it
to him.”

“Don’t call me Oswald, please,” protested

.Laurie.

“All right, Cathbert.” )
"“Don’t call me Cuthbert!” shouted Laurie
angrily.

very O
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cried Bob, jumping to his
What do

“Here, here,”
feet, “you guys quit scrapping.
vou think this dump is—a dump?”

When the racket had subsided I turned to |

Bob.

“How does the song go ' [ asked.

“It goes like this,” he said, and he turned
around and started to tickle the ivories.
Then he began to hum. “Tra-la de-dee. oh,
tra-la de-dee, oh tra-la-la-la d¢-dum, or tra-
ja tra "

“He's got a voice like a frog with a belly-
ache,” interposed Laurie saccastically.

“That's right, Ferdinand,” put in Deec.

“Don’t call me Ferdinand.” growled Lau-
rie.

“All right. Popcorn,” grinned Doc.

“DON'T call me Popcorn!”

Bob stopped plaving and torned to them
pleadingly.

“He\,, will you guys stop that noise? I'm

trying to ¢compose a new song. What do
you think this is—a menagerie?”

“This 1s worse than a zoological garden,”
I ventured to remark.

“Listen, fellows,”
think of a good title?
sible.”

“How's this?"
Heart, I Love You,

“Listen ta me,” I suggested. “‘I've got a
better title. How's this? ‘Kisa Me, Kid, I'm
Chocolate Candy?' "

said Bob, “can’t you
Come on, be sen-

asked Doe. “‘Heart of My

Y

“You two guys oughta he shot,” inter-
rupted Laurie, gazing at us in disgust.
“Well, if you're sa blamed smart why

don't you suggest a good title?” asked Bob.
Laurie thought a moment, then he said,
“She Sleeps By the Erie, Splash, Splash.”

“Somebody hit him, quick,” 1 suggested.

“Good boy, Alexander,” cried Doc D’

Onofrio, ¢lapping his hands.
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“Don’t call me Alexander.”

“All right, Bernard.”

“DON'T call me Bernardl" roared Laurie
wrathfully.

“Cut uot the comedy,” demanded Bob.
“Come on, now, give me a good title.”

“You're a bum—that’'s your title,” de-
clared Doc. .

“Ha, ha,” laughed Laurie and I together..

“Who's a bum?” cried ‘Bob, jumping tc
his feet. :

Just then there came a loud knock at the
door.

“Come in, you rommy!” the four of us
shouted in one breath.

The door was thrust open.and a chap with
glaring red hair poked his head in.

“Good evening, gentlemen,” he said. “I
hope you will pardon me for calling you
gentlemen, but is this the Harlem Lunatic
Asylam?”

“Do you wanna get shot?” asked Bob,
angnily. '

“No sir, I'm half shot now.”

-*Go wan, beat it,” shouted Laurie. “You've
got the wrong number.”

“Gee, but that gink had an awful crust”
declared Bob, when the door had closed.

“Say, Bob, I've got a fine title for your
song,”" said Laurie, “Dear Little Doggie,
You Look So Sweet”

Bob fooked at him contemptuously. “You
ain't as dumb as you look,” he said. “You're
dumberl”

“Good boy, Ofiver,” exclaimed Doc D’
Onofrio, smiling at Laurie. ;

“Don't call me Oliver,” snapped Laurie.

“All right, Vincent." .

“DON'T cail me Vincent!” roared Laurie
at the top of his lungs, “I won't stand for
il -

Bob Marine placed his hands on his hips
and glared at them., “Say,” he growled
“how do you two fools expect me to comt-
pose a song in all this racket. No wonder
that man took this place for a lunatic asy-
lum. You simply cannot expect me to dope
out'a new creation amid such obstreperous
disturbances.”

“Aw, talk United States English,” scoffed
Laurie.

“You wouldn’t understand me if 1 did,”
sneered Bob.

The janitor interrupted by poking his
head through the open doorway. “Good
evening, yuh bums,” he grinned. “Do yuh
wanna drink?”

"DO we?”’ shouted Doc, Laurxe and !
simultancously, and we made a grab for our
hats, yelled a good-night to Bob, and fol-
lowed the janitor to the nearest “ice
cream?” saloon.

At ten o'lcock. the following morning [
met Bob. ‘He looked as affable and genia!
as a man going to the funeral of his best
friend. :

“Good morning, you shrimp,” I said
“How did you make out last msht? Did you
finish the song?”

" “Yes, I finished the song," he snapped bit-
terly, “like hell, I did!”
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DID YOU EVER STOP TO LOOK AT
IT THIS WAY?
Contributed by Dap.
Contagious.
Harmonious.
Refreshing.
Inspiring.
Snappy.
Touching.
Exquisite.
National.
Satisfactory.
Energetic.
Novel.
Rhythmic.
Artistic.
Gay.
Tuneful.
Ingenious.
Meladious.
Educationak
"Clever.
Helpful.
Refining.
Indispensable.
Soulful.
Tempting.
Emotional.
Nice.
Swingy.
Enrapturing.
National.
Rapturous.
Appealing.
Glorious.
Thrilling.
Immense.
Magnificent.
Effective. _ .
Captivating.
Healthful.
Radiating.
Inimitable.
Spiendid.
Technical.
Enduring.
‘Necessary.
Sentimental,
Exquisite,
Noble.
Recreative.
American.
Grznd.
Thorough.
Impressive.
Meritorious.
Ecstatic.

WAR'S EFFECT ON MUSIC.

What effect will war have on the music
of the nations involved? It is a question
‘hat appears odd when first asked, but the
mnore it is conmsidered, the more it must
secome apparent that music, like the fash-
.ons, will undergo a decided change from
any great national disturbance such as
var brings about. ; 3 :

If the society women in America are
wearing cockade hats and service- coats,
military plumes and artillery capes, it is
10t strange ‘music, even more expres-
sive of the inner emotions of the average
person, should also be altered 2

By music, however, it must be under-
stood that reférence is made to that melody

which springs from the human heart—
the music of the people. It is given ex-

| pression in folk songs and equal expres-

sion in the productions of artist composers.

Will the lightness and vivacity of
French opera be changed for better or
for worse? Will there creep into the
works of its composers some of the heart-
aches of the French people, some of their
determination to win or die, something of
their sacrifices and bravely concezled sor-
rows? If music really is the language of
the soul, as has been said, how can it
avoid registering such emotions?

Will those sad and plaintive notes that
run through the Russian lyrics give way
to a joyousness of new freedom, to wild
tumultous outbursts of unrestrained fury,
enthusiasm and rejoicing since a tong re-
strained people have burst all bonds and
are now almost without government?

Throughout ail Stav compositions and
especially Russian music, there is some-
thing that bespeaks woe, if such a thing
can be said of music. The minor key
predominates and lends a ceaseless tone
of melancholy to all productions of such
composers as Rubinstein. Tchaikowski,
Glinka, Chopin, and others—for Chopin

was really a Slav composer, and his com-
positions show it.

In Germany, will the hate that produced
the “Hymn of Hate,” be registered in the
music that hzs made her composers world

famous? Will the tramp of marching hosts
that go ever forward and never return, be
re-echoed in the melodies that. future
Bachs, Handels, Gottschalks, Schumanns,
Schuberts and Wagners may write? Will
the spirit of conquest, self-righteousness,
pride, and arrogance, that made the war
possible, be reflected in future German
music? =

And the same questions in varying
'shades, apply to all the nations of the
world since the war has touched them all
in one way or another. If, as has been
so long contended by those artistic souls.
who read in the works of composers or
at least who profess so to do, a language
of a higher sort than the language wc
frame with words, music really gives per-
fect expreéssion to all human emotion, then
the war must find its true outlet through
the works of the musicians,
. There is only one argument against the
whole; it is that when men go forth to
die and are marching into- eternity, they
do not turn to musical classics for inspir-
ation.* But as they trudge forward toward
death, they lighten the way with snatches
from comic songs, from plebeian ballads
of the cheap music halls, and ditties that
the common people sing and know.

Many good men have marched and died
to the tune of “Tipperary” and “The Hot
Time,” less melodious and =sthetic.—San
Antonio (Tex.) Light.
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Peter I°. Mever. who lias been respansible
for the snappy stories in the Ragtime Re-
view, vistted the Chicago othee of this pub-

licanonn a short time ago—Great fellow,
Pete,

\Mr. Mellinger. operating a prosperous school
of ragtime in St Louis. has a novel system
for keeping the intercst of his teachers aud
pupils.  On his bulletin board he lists every
week the names of the two pupils of cach
teacher who had the Dest prepared lessons
for the week. He closes the bulletining by
saving: “May we place your name on this
list next week>" A clever idea. Ed.

A VACATION. .

Amohg the questions asked on an applica-
tion blank which was given to a Ragtime
teacher who was a prospective member of a
local club were the ifollowing: Name, ....... ;
Residence......... ; Business,
......... This is the way it was filled out:
Name, Jacob Schwartz: Age. I respectiully
decline to amswer; Residence, 505 Masten
Ave : Business. Rotten.

It would seem that business IS rotten when
a full grown man can spend time writing such
rot as the above. but as | am writing it on
my vacation it cannot be said that I am neg-

lecting my work or spending the bosses time’

jdling. Anyhow, it makes this story a few
inchies longer, and that’s whar counts most
just now. Just how | came to take this va-
cation | dorrt quite remember; [ haven't had
one (a vacation) in a long time, and did
not think | could afford cone this suramer. as
the resorts 1hat are desirable are too far
away. and thierefore too expensive. and those
nearby are on the Canadian shores and Bone
Dry,  Can you imagine that®> Canada might
be all right. hut——mo! ‘ .

1 went 1o Lodge ane wight a few weeks
ago (1 had to pay my ducs or he tired), ard
ajter the meeling was over and the later ses-
sion wag started and everybady was hecomin
patrioticit was por up to yours truly that
could do my BIT very easily by acting as
clerk to the exemption board in iy district.
That was my vacation. a veey odd one you
will say, hut I gat the recreation all right.
and that is all people go on a vacation for. 1
put in three days of fourteen hour.ﬁ eaf:h.
shoving a fountain pen over the examination
papers of 31 future heroves. that is. those
whom we passed will be lheracs unless they
are exempted. because they are marcied or
have some other trouhle that the doctors could
not diagnos.

1 was taking dictation from two doctors. the

.ane examinitg the head and the other doctor :

examining the heart and fungs.

Avter the tirst dav's ronndup T wag so tired
that 1 wag asleep before I touched the bed.
When my wife woke me up the next morning

Piano Teachers
Use the following cut in your advertising when
hing the “Chri
postpaid to recognized teachers.—Adv.

" system. Prece 35 cents, ;

hristensen
@huistonson

TES FROM THE STUD

0000 T-S 003 >0 20 3O 3003300 0D 0020303000000

) was sull mumbling, “heart normal,” “‘lungs
0, K.," “nose deleet septum,” “left ear wax,”
“right ear twenty-twenty.” “right cye blur,”

“left 20-G0 lower left 6-7-8." “upper right 4-7-

3" go in the next room, ready for 'nother
dozen, hurry ‘em up. gimme a cigar an ['ll
make 2 cap.ain outayou, etc.”

Talk about ragtine. 1 think a Medico's lingo

has got it &t over us like a teut. hut that
reminds me. The Doc that was looking after
the heart found some of them up near tine
throat. and made the candidates for Uncle
Sam's glory i the battlefield run up and down
the room a number of times and then look
for said wandering heart or make them jump
on the leit foot a few times in order to shake
it down,

Here is where 1 got the big IDEA. There
was a piane near my desk, and after ex-
plaining to the Doc. how we could save time
by letting them all do a litije foxirot in-
stead of the runniug stunt, he readily consent-
ed to move his table over to the piano. People
passing thought it very strange to hear “\e
and my gal” “Let's all be Americans now,”
“Huckleberry Fin” ete., coming through the
windows of an exemption board meeting where
there should be nothing but military dignity.
. What the same people would have said or
thought if they could have seen about fifteen
or twenty young fellows doing a wigglin’ rag
with no more clothes on than the day they
were born every time | played, is a marter of
conjecture, The Doc found their hearts easy
cnough after that. and I was immediately
adopred into the medical profession and la-
heled "Dr. Schwartz.”

JACOB SCHWARTZ.

Gave a recital last night. They programmed
me as “"Prof. Dappert.” Tell the “Czar” that
his system of left hand melody got me more
applause than anything I used.

“Dap” of Co. I, 4th Il Inf.

The Ractive ReviEw for August made the
following statement: “Severa)l of our best
teachers have already been drafted in_ the
army: among them are Mr. Merlin L. Dap-
pert. Mr. Bollinger, NMr. Sheck and Mr. Wor-
lex. Should these men meet in one Company
in 4he army with their ragtime talents.
they could charge and win against any odds,
iwr in business they get over the top fast!
Here's luck to them.”

\Merlin Dappert was in 'Chicago teaching !

Ragtime when he learned that his namber was
zmong the 17th hundred drawn, and when he
Jearned that his two brothers were joining the
\"andalia Company, he quit his job and joined
Co. 1. the folloiwing gayk and while “Dap”
savs he thinks that the fellow who waits_until

WILLIAM NEUL

[0S

he is drafted is entitled to as much honor as
the one who doesn’t, he would like to call at-
. tention of the RacTiME REVIEW to the
fact that he volunteered and got in out of the
dratt, and that he has ambitions to steal the
Kaiser's piano when Co. I gets to Berlin.

WILLIAM NEUL.

{ The accompanying picture is that of a clever
| musician, and one of the best known ragtime
) drummers in the middle west. Mr. Neul is
unique in that he has his own orchestra, which
he personally directs while playing drum:
himself. This is unusual to say the least, but
the fact that his orchestra has played long
engagements at Riverview Park, Forest Park
and San Souci proves that he has more than
the average musical ability.

FORTUNES MADE BY SONG
WRITERS.

In the American Magazine, there is an
article about the fortunes made by song
writers. The writer says:

“When the new style  of popular song
had wormed its way into the public’s heart.
the Bowery took Harry von Tilzer in hand
and tutored him with the intention of hav-
ing him amuse and entertain the public with
his mefodies. Von Tilzer was born in Indi-
ana, and his musical education consisted of
one piano lesson. But the Bowery was af-
yter a creator not a player. Von Tilzer
gleaned his conception of popular music
and harmony from the malodorous concert
Jhalls filled with clouds' of cheap cigarette
smoke, semi-happy sailors, painted, whirl-
ing faces. At the inception of his career
he wrote long and often, but no one dis-
played any interest in his work and hé had
“a desperate time of it keeping-body and soul
intact. g : X
. "'In those days it was easier for me tc
write a dozen songs than make connection
fpr 2 square meal,” Harry smile, wheneve
he falls into a reminiscent mood. And .
was=ready to sell a song for from fifty
cents up. I never did get started until
Sterling and I wrote the ballad. “My Olc
New Hampshire Home.” After making the
rounds with it we took it to a new publisher
on Twenty-eighth street. He listened to
it and then puckered up his lips. Finalily
he agreed to-take it home and have his
little daughter play it, saying that if she
should like it he would give us fifteen dol-
{ lars for it. For the first time in many
moons Sterling and I said a prayer, and
the next day we got a check for fifteen dol-
lars.
~ "Would you sell any of your songs now
Yor fifteen? the writer queried in a joking
manner.

“Harry grinned, and sheok his head
#Can you picture me selling a song like
“Last Night Was the End of the World”
for fifteen dolars? It sold mere than 3
million and a half copies, and my r_o;ralt)’
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\lone would be almost $10,000, to say noth-
ing as to my share from the publishing end.
Today I would not take 315000 for my
iatest song, “I Sent My Wife to the Thou-
sand Isles,” which Al Jolson introduces at
the Winter Garden.’

“‘What is the best way for a new writer
1o get a start? Harry was asked.

“*The Lord only knows,' he
‘Every feflow seems to get going in a

will soon sail from Paris to be pictured in
“Thais,” her first Goldwyn production.
“People in America like ragtime for the
same reason that Chicagoans are always
m a hurry.” writes the operatic celebrity.
“Itis a matter of action, and in this Amer-
ica believes in getting there first. Ragtime

" is the 100-yard dash of music, and its fol-

smiled. .

Jifferent way—some by accident, some by |
design, and some by patience and plodding. |

[ know several that owe their start to
Sophie Tucker, one of the greatest popular
song cxploiters in vaudeville,
15 looked upon and billed in all the big time
vaudeville houses as the Mary Garden of
popular songs.””

In fact, she |

MARY GARDEN SAYS RAGTIME IS ! “Largo al Factotum,’ from ‘The Barber of

TYPICAL OF AMERICAN LIFE.

Mary Garden, internationaly famous op-
eratic singer, soon to be seen as 2 star in
Goldwyn pictures, has solved the unex-
plainable.
prepared for a Parisian musical journal,
she tells why "ragtime” music has such
a wide vogue in America.

In an article which has been |

Miss Garden ;

lowers are the sprinters of musical scores.

“All ragtime is not necessarily bad. In
fact, some of it has been particularly good.
Ragtime can fAnd its ¢lassic counterpart in
some of our most celebrated and enduring
nusic. The following selections are glori-
fed ragtime: ‘Tarantella,’ Arr. Rossini;
“Two Russian Folk Songs’ (Molodka and
Sun in the Sky); dances from ‘Casse Noi-
sette, Tehaikowsky; 'Witches Dance’ from
‘Hznsel and Gretel’; ‘Linda Mia,” Spanish
folk song: ‘Shepherd’'s Hey,' Grainger;
‘Habanerz,' from ‘Carmen’; ‘Dagger Dance,’
‘Natoma,” Herbert; ‘Liebesfrend’ (ofd Vien-
na waltz), Kreisler; intermezzo (between
Acts 2 and 3), ‘Jewels of the Madonna’ and

Seville! To like ragtime is more an in-

dication of joy in the ephemeral than proof |

of bad taste. It is the sprightliness of this
class of music that has recommended it to
America."”

My
rag.

"N_a—tionai Colors"
BERNARD B. BRIN.

idea of a2 rag—

PIANO PLAYERS AND TEACHERS

You can make blg money teaching the originat Christensen System of Ragtime Piano Playing
in your own home. Besides this you will make a large proﬁt on the instruction books and music.
Some of the teashers who are are now usiog the Chrisccnseu Syﬂem wake 88 high ag $60 & week snd otbery

dare eesisteof weachers makiog money for them
Axel Christensen. the "Crar of Ragtime.”

started Q\ODG in 1003 teaching bis system {0 Chicago. Now the

Chriswensen System s belog taugbdt and played from coast to coest.
We show y0u how 10 make good. belp you sdvertise snd furnisb you with booklets. nircular letters and printed

zatter apd the Ragtime Instructlon books.

POSITIVELY NO INVESTMENT REQUIRED

You take no chances. s{mply follow our direciions. which any pianist of 1ntelligence cavp master fo one week's tlme
I theve 13 no ' Christensen”™ School in your cily, wrile for ouy Leachey's proposuion.

: Christensen School of Popular Music '

Room 562, 20 E. Jackson Blvd.

Chicago, Iil,

SUBSCRIBE FOR THE
“RAGTIME REVIEW

The subscription price is only

A DOLLAR A YEAR

Think of it— Only a fraction over ecight cents a copy,
ind each copy contains ragtime or popular
piano numbers, besides lessons in vaudeville
playing, review of all new music, valuable
articles, pointers, etc. You can’t afford
to be without the ‘‘Ragtime Review,”

o clip the coupon and send it
oday with a dollar or a
meney order, and don’t be selfish
~—t¢ll your friends about it too.

America, You For Me

The Song for all True Americans
By Stevens and Dappert

When Uncle Sam Gets
Flghtin g Ma d, The Nation’s

Besor We'll Defesd
By Sté&vens and Dappert
Two songs that will follow the flag— Getin line’

Dealers write for prices.
Regular copy elber song posipaid 15¢c. The twe for 35¢.

ALTON J."STEVENS, Music Publisher
1562 Milwaukes Ave. Chicago, NL

He Has Been Pernsing The
K NOCKER

The Musical paper with a kick, also
many laughs In It. A lve wire musi-
cal magarine that svery musiclan
should read.

FUNNY

Expert articles by famous Musicians.

Rate $1.00 pec year. Send two
cent stamp for sample copy.

THE KKOCKER 1579 Third Ave. Now York Chy

Musical Cartoons
Musical Ssyipgs -
Musical Happenings

To be released about March 15th

| “Old Father Melody”

The Brand New Musical Card Game

Fun and educetion combloed—Playable in
all xeys—graded—sa cinch—iearn the rules of
the game and you have unintentionaliy mem-
orized the common laws of harmony—uecale
and chord bulld{ug—relationship, ete. Two
or more may play—hsve a good tizne—one
helps the other—competition makes perfect
aad sli get geod polnta and mighty guick too.
Advance Publication Orders will be accepted
at 20 ench tll March 14th. Regular retail
price sfter that date will be 78¢. To insure
- prompt shipment place your orders now.

Dealers, Teachers, Music Clubs bear this in
miad.

Wrte Van Amerige Musie House
Popalar sad Qassic Maslc Nits. Cataleg Free
‘Studie: FREMONT, NEW HAMPSHIRE

PIANISTS

TEACHPoputhr.MRﬁ

al youwr own or
spare time, by-—mddn

WINN METHOD

m.ﬂmm
mmnnm Jmbermed)-
ute), 51 Bet. Imstruciion Book Ne. 2 (Advanced o
Righest Prefickcicy), ¢ fiet. Discoust to Toachers.
Ynmﬂcl}’bn“l-
wa will help poa

Winn Sr.bool of Populn Music
1556 West 125& Stnut New York

The Christeneen System of tesching ragtime was
established i{n 1903, and the first Im:e!ﬂn book pub-
lished and copyrighted in 1904 We have never seen
‘ot heard of any book that was in
existence or od previous to 1903.

CHRISTENSEN OCHOOL ‘OF POPULAR MUBIC




d(l

RAGTIME REVIEW

CHRISTENSEN
PUBLICATIONS

Get any of the following books or mualc from yoar
tescher, your music daaler, or order direct from us.

Ragtime Instruction
Books

RAGTIME INSTRUCTOR No 1—Shows
bow to convert any piece into rezal ragtime
—also contains the following pieces ar-
ranged in red-hot ‘‘rag:” ‘'‘Home, Sweet
Home, " ‘‘0Old Black Joe,*’ ‘‘Mendelssohn’s
Wedding March,”” “*Flower Song,>” ‘Simple
Confessiop,’" ‘‘Ragtime King,"' ‘‘Irmena
Rag,’’ etc., etc.
Price $1.00, net

RAGTIME INSTRUCTOR No. 2—Shows
how to play the melody of any piece with
the left hand, while playing brilliant, spappy
ragume variations with the right hand.

Price.50 cents, net

Instruction Books for
Vaundeville Piano Playing

Book 1—Lessons in Sight Reading.

Book 2—Lessons in Elementary Harmony.
Book 3—Playing from Violin Parts, or Vau-
deville ‘‘Leader Shéets.

Book 4—Playing from Bass Parts—Trans-
posing—Modalating. Useful and necessary
{nformation for the vaudeville pianpist.
Book 5—Every style of music required in
theatrical work, with instructiorm as to how
and when to play same—entrances, intro-
ductions, cue musie, bucks, reels, jigs,
clogs, ete. ‘‘Leader sheets'’ anly.

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

Picture Show Collection

Contains special plano -masic for Western
Pictures, Lively Sceaes, Mysterious, Burglar
Scenes, Quarrels. Struggles, Horapipe,
Hunting Scenes, Boat Scenes, Moonlight,
Nautical, Storm, Hurry, Pursult and Cap-
ture, Butles Death Scenes, Japanese, Chi-
nese, Church Court Scenes, Pngea.nts Rur-
al, Indmn Spanish Turkish , Comedy, Jew-
I:h, G—mtesque, Cornic. Love Scenes, Etc,

Price 50 cants

Great Piano Numbers

Cauldyon Rag —A Reg classie, introdueing
triple rag.

Press Club Rog—A very snappy number,

Glen Oaks Rag—''Some'’ Rag.

Pathetic Ro 6!—A remarkable Slow Drag.

Star and rier Rag Waltz—Melody for
the left band with ragtime variations
for the right.

Progressive Rap—Another <‘Corking’’ Slow
Drag.

Reinetle Rag—You want this one.

Minnesota Rag—An -inspirsation of the
great lakes.

Irmevsa Rag—''Class’ to this pumber,

In My Mercer Racing Car— Autoruobile
song with that real tango movement.

Webster Grove Rag—One of the best.

15 cents eu:l:, or 10 for $1, pontpdd

Asy of lbcbooluar-ud:-&vnﬂhd above will be
seat on recelpt of price.

CHRISTENSEN SCHOOL
OF POPULAR MUSIC
Reom 542, 20 K. Jacksen Bivd.

Chicage

If you wish to publlsh yout
own musical composition:s
do not fail to obtain partlc-

ulars from

Ravyner,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.

536 S. Clark Street

WHEREVER YOU GO YOU SHOULD HAVE

RAND McNALLY

Index Pocket Maps

With AUTO ROADS
25c¢c Each

These popular maps 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.
TION FIGUP;ES, Express, Telegraph and Mail Services.

-Rand McNally Vest Pocket Maps 13¢c Each

These maps bave abbreviated indexes printed on reverse side. Maps
United States and each Canadian Province, showing the Railroads, Electric Lines,
Counties, Cities, Towns, Villages, Post Oﬁces, Lakes, Rivers, Etc.

A ORDER THROUGH YOUR DEALER, If he connot sup y.
accept po substitute. Write us direct and we will fill your o!

RAND McNALLY & COMPANY °

“Map Makers for the World” -

Electric Lines, Counties, Cities,
LATEST POPULA-

of each state in the

Chicago, Illinois

WALTER LEWIS

Compositions and Arrangements for Volice,
Piano, Orchestra or Band.

LyTtics revised. Manuscripts prepared for publics-
tion. Orchestrations. Expert proof-reading,

1985 SOUTHER.N‘ROUILEVARD NEW YORX

Composers Attentwn

We are alwaye in the market for new rags
or songs of merit. Send same for examin-

xt!on, givin lovﬂt t cash price.
_ = goweet ¢po pri
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