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How I Improved My Memory
In One Evening

The Amazing Experience of Victor Jones

“Of course I place you! Mr. Ad-
dison Sims of Seattle.

“If I remember correctly—and I
do remember correctly—Mr. Bur-
roughs, the lumberman, introduced
me to you at the luncheon of the
Seattle Rotary Club three years ago
in May. This is a pleasure indeed!
I haven’t laid eyes on you since that
day. How is the grain business?
How did that merger work out?”

The assurance of this speaker—in
the crowded corridor of the Hotel
St. Regis—compelled me to look at
him, though it is not my habit to
“listen in’’ even in a hotel lobby.

“He is David M. Roth, the most
famous memory expert in the United
States,” said my friend Kennedy,
answering my question before I
could get it out. ‘He will show you
a lot more wonderful tl:xings tl,l,an
that, before the evening is over.

And he did.

As we went into the banquet room th?‘
toastmaster was introducing a long line °d
the guests to Mr. Roth. I got in line an
when it came my turn, Mr. Roth :=1skec3:i
“What are your initials, Mr. Jones, an
your business connection and telephon;
number?” Why he asked this, I learne a
later, when he picked out from the crc:_w
the 60 men he had met two hours before
and called each by name without a mis-
take. What is more, he named each man’s
business and telephone number.

I won't tell you all the other amazing
things this manydid except to tell how he
called back, without a minute’s hesitation,
long lists of numbers, bank clparmlgs,
prices, parcel post rates and anything else
the guests gave him in rapid order.

KKK

r. Roth—which you may
be“s,s:: i rgg: xe first chance I got—he
rather bowled me over by saying, in his
quiet, modest way:

“There is nothing miraculous about my
remembering anything I want to remem-
ber, whether it be names, faces, figures,
facts, or something I have read.

“You can do this as eqsily as I do.
Anyone with an average mind can learn
quickly to do exactly the same things which
seem so miraculous when I do them.

“My own memory,” continued Mr. Roth,

“was originally very faulty. Yes it was—a
really poor memory. On meeting a man

I would lose his name in thirty seconds,
while now there are probably 10,000 men
and women in the United States, many of
whom I have met but once, whose names
I can call instantly on meeting them.”

“That is all right for you, Mr. Roth,” I
interrupted, “you have given years to it.
But how about me?”’

““Mr. Jones,” he replied, “I can teach
you the secret of a good memory in one
evening. This is not a guess, because I
have done it with thousands of pupils. In
the first of seven simple lessons which I
have prepared for home study, I show you
the basic principle of my whole system and
you will find it—not hard work as you
might fear—but just like playing a fasci-
nating game. I will prove it to you.”

He didn’t have to. His Course did; I
got it the next day from his publishers.

When I tackled the first lesson, I sup-
pose I was the most surprised man in
forty-eight States to find that I had learned
—in about one hour—how to remember
a list of one hundred words so that I could
call them off forward and back without
a single mistake.

That lesson stuck. So did the other six.

Read this letter from one of the most
famous trial lawyers in New York:
“May I take occasion to state that I
your service in giving this system to thet:v%?l-g
as a public benefaction. The wonderful sim-
plicity of the method, and the case with which
its principles may be acquired, especially appeal
to me. I may add that I already had occasicn
to test the effectiveness of the first two lessons
in the preparation for trial of an important
action in which I am about to engage.”

This man didn’t put it a bit too strong.

The Roth Course is priceless! I can
count on my memory now. I can call the
name of any man I have met before—and
I keep getting better. I can remember
any figures I wish to remember. Tele-
phone numbers come to mind instantly,
once I have filed them by Mr. Roth’s easy
method.

The old fear of forgetting has vanished.
I used to be “‘scared stiff”’ on my feet—
because I wasn’t sure. I couldn’t remem-
ber what I wanted to say.

Now I am sure of myself, confident, and
“easy as an old shoe” when I get on my
feet at the club, at a banquet, in a busi-
ness meeting, or in any social gathering.

The most enjoyable part of it all is that
I am now a good conversationalist—and I
used to be as silent as a sphinx when I got
into a crowd of people who knew things.

Now I can call up like a flash of light-
ning most any fact I want right at the
instant I need it most. I used to think a
“hair trigger” memory belonged onmly to
the prodigy and genius. Now I see that
every man of us has that kind of a memory
if he knows how to make it work.

I tell you it is a wonderful thing, after
groping around in the dark for so many
years to be able to switch the big search-
light on your mind and see instantly
everything you want to remember.

This Roth Course will do wonders in
your office.

Since we took it up you never hear any-
one in our office say “I guess” or “I think
it was about so much’” or “I forget that
right now” or “I can’t remember” or “I
must look up his name.” Now they are
right there with the answer—like a shot.

Here is just a bit from a letter of a

well-known sales manager up in Montreal:
“Here is the whole thing in a nutshell: Mr.
Roth has a most remarkable Memory Course.
It is simple, and easy as falling off a log. Any-
one—I don’t care who he is—can improve his

Memory 1009, in a week and 1,000%, in six
months.”

My advice to you is don’t wait another
minute. Send for Mr. Roth’s amazing
course and see what a wonderful memory
you have got. Your dividends in in-
creased power will be enormous.

VICTOR JONES.

Send No Money

So confident are the publishers of the
Roth Memory Course that you will be
amazed to see how easy it is to double,
yes, triple your memory power in a few
short hours, that they are willing to send
the course on free examination.

Don't send any money. Merely mail the
coupon and the complete course will be
sent, all charges prepaid, at once. If you
are not entirely satisfied send it back any
time within five days after you receive it
and you will owe nothing.

On the other hand, if you are as pleased
as are the thousands of other men and
women who have used the course send only
$3.50 in full payment. You take no risk
and you have everything to gain, so mail
the coupon now before this remarkable
offer is withdrawn. Walter J. Black, Inc.,
Dept. 196, 2 Park Avenue, New York, N. Y

FREE EXAMINATION OFFER

WALTER J. BLACK, INC.

Dept. 196, 2 Park Avenuc, Now York, N. Y.

Please send me, in a plain container, the Roth
Memory Course of seven lessons. I will either
remail the course to you within five days after
its receipt or send you $3 50.
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Suppressed Desires

assorted trio in helpless fury. Coddingham
knew the strained situation at home well
enough. Now he’d played directly into the
fellow’s hand. This was blackmail, nothing
less! But what could he do about it? If
Noreen ever found out that he was sneaking
off here in the woods at his age to practice
saxophone playing—!

Gloomily he packed up his precious in-
strument and headed-at sixty miles an hour
for the one place where he could do as he
liked. At home he was nothing but a meal
ticket. But at the works he was still a man.

The mental transition was not complete,
however, until he had topped the last ribbon-
like hill and sighted the distant plant
sprawled out on the prairie.

Its huge overhead sign always braced him
like a tonic. He could read it half a mile
away, its black seven-foot letters sharp
against the horizon—WHO FURNISHED
THE BRICK?—FLANNIGAN!

Beneath that slogan he knew every em-
ployee’s nickname. They respected him.
They jumped at the crook of his finger, and
liked it.

THUS it had been through booms and de-
pressions ever since he and Michael Brested,
Dane’s father, had launched their small brick-
yard in the same spot a quarter of a century
before; the year he had married a_slender,
black-haired nurse named Nora Downey.
And they had worked for success together,
he and Nora. How was he to know that
success would finally wedge them apart until
not even her own name was good enough
for her now? Noreen! Ah, well—

Turning his roadster over to old Flynn
for an extra polish, he waved brusque
greetings to the main office force and disap-
peared into a small but luxurious room ad-
joining.

This was part of the original plant pre-
served by Mr. Flannigan for sentimental
reasons. Here, seated at his mahogany desk
beneath the elder Brested’s framed image,
he was king.

Indeed, he reminded one of some doughty
old Fenian ruler, slightly modernized, as he
lighted another perfecto, buzzed for his con-
fidential secretary and plunged eagerly into
affairs of state.

Bricks—bricks—bricks. Every phase of
the industry from Kkilns to codes. And,
throughout, it was clear that Dane Brested’s
grasp of details was a solid comfort to Mr.
Flannigan. Their relationship was peculiarly
close. In a sense, Dane replaced his own
son—the little boy of long ago whom he and
Nora had been allowed to keep for so short
a time.

He had watched financial disaster temper
this other hot-headed youngster into a wiry,
lovable youth; impulsive yet steady-eyed,
like his father before him. Watched him
work his way through two years at the Uni-
versity. Given him his first real job—Iload-
ing bricks. Taken him into his home.
Treated him, outside of working heurs, like
one of the family. Chuckled quietly over
the romance which flowered under his eyes
until Noreen stepped in with her new ideas.
And there had been little that Mr. Flannigan
could do then, since by that time he had
become almost as negligible in the Flannigan
méll;age ?.fs Dhanc himself.

ut, if their common ostracism he
draw these two together in almost a fat:lpeiq
and-son relationship, no sentiment was visi-
ble‘ on 8 day like this. Bricks were bricks.

“Mind you quit pestering me with Carl-
son’s demurrage claim again ’till I've this
Government bid settled,” he blustered. “With
the Huddleton crowd coming in, there’s

(Continued from page 19)
_»

trouble enough: ) .
“Steady, Chief, I settled it myself,” said

ane.

“And who are you to do a thing like
that ?”

“Vou told me to look into it, didn’t you?”

“Eh? What did you find?”

“Our fault this time. Jimmie made a
mistake.”

“Jimmie again? Except for his mother,
I’d fire the blockhead for good. Well, then,
have Hobbs make out a check for me to
sign, and done with it.”

“I did.”

“You did!” .

“QOnly square thing for us to do, isn't it?”

Mr. Flannigan discovered the check be-
neath his nose, signed it with an angry flour-
ish and glanced up at the freckled young
man standing at his elbow.

Suddenly his face softened.

“You're getting more like your father than
poor Michael himself,” he observed.

A quick smile passed between them and
vanished.

Mr. Flannigan’s arm swept his desk.
“Now, then, bring me the Government file,
shut that door and sit down. . . . Listen,
I’'ve a mind to shave our figure to the bone,
with Huddleton coming in at the last min-
ute like a thief in the night.”

“Yes, sir. Only, you said something about
doing it this evening.”

A CLOUD passed across Mr. Flannigan’s
face. Mopping his neck, he mentioned,
casually,

“Betty has some silly affair at the house,
I find. ‘Suppressed Desires,’ they call it.
A party—like.”

] heard about it” The way Dane’s
mouth tightened drove all business from his
employer’s mind.

“>Tjis a shame their leaving you out of it
lad!’ he blurted, hotly. “A damnablé
shame!”

“That’s all right. I wouldn’t have come
anyhow. Not after Betty and I—after what'
happened.”

“And what was that?” growled Mr. Flan-
nigan, swinging around to the window and
studying a laborer wheeling a barrow across
the yard. “Nothing—nothing at all. ’Twas
only the stubborn blood in the pair of you
If my wife hadn’t—not that she meant a
thing by it, y’'understand, only—" He swal-
lowed painfully.

“Let’s get on with that bid,” said Dane

Mr. Flannigan swung back with a curt'
“Bring me the file, then.” ’

It was five-fifteen and the outer office was
empty when the two straightened up from
their endless checking and re-checking
Never had Mr. Flannigan figured a job moré
carefully. It would be a life-saver for his
men the rest of the summer. He'd even be
able to take on some of the local unem-
ployed who clustered around the yard gate
daily. Profit or no profit, he was deter-
mined to land this job.

“Now for your hunch,” said Dane. “Want
m(ivlto vlg{a;t outsigiel?)”

r. nnigan’s hunches in determini
final bid were an institution. The‘;}-l}gsg\g}eg
a few minutes of trance-like concentration
during which he balanced all those intangibl
factors which cold figures never showade
The net result was a guess, but a pretty
shrewd one, as to how much he could saf ly
bid above costs and still slip under the otg y
fe]lowl’{s estimate. These hunches of hei;
were known and feared th :
e roughout the in-

“I've got it!” he yelled jubj
minutes later, and opg;led dthtjtu?igzgﬂtz) if,';

main office where Dane sat waiting patiently

to insert the vital figure into the bulky,

typewritten proposal. “Faith, if the Hud-

dleton crowd caught wind of what I'm

bidding, they'd take the job at any loss to

lick us. Ready? Then type in—"

I Mr. Flannigan—wait! There's something
2;%11;,,‘0 say first,” Dane cut in, jerkily.
“’'m—I'm quitting.”

Mr'.Flannigan’s fgace seemed to age ten
years in as many seconds. His great hands
lay on the desk before him, opening and
closing,

“You’re quitting?” epeated slowly, in
a ‘dead tong. g?” be rep i

‘There’s a_chance with Huddleton in their
St. Louis office and I thought, maybe—My
Gosh, Chicf, what else can I do? 1 can't
stay around here letting you push me ahead
—after Betty and I—you understand, don't
you?”

“With Huddleton, you say?”

Dane nodded, miserably. “That’s why
you might not want me to know what figure
you’ve decided on.”

_The older man’s eyes contracted to quiz-
zical slits. He caught the point. Scores of
struggling families depended on his getting
this big Government work. He realized that
any leak at the last moment—even an unin-
tentional one—would ruip his chances and
theirs. Such things happened. Had he any
right to risk it?

He hesitated, scanning the face of the
young man on whom he had built such high
hope. Suddenly he cleared his throat and
Sptl)‘ke with unusual sharpness: .

: 0as I say, now. Write down, S"'U"'"‘}"
eight Thousand, Six Hundred Dollars” Then
?e_al the envelope and lock it in the safe
till tomorrow—and devil take the Huddle-
to;,{ outfit if they can beat it!” N

r. Flannigan’s grim visage, crowned by
a Hottentot \%ig, Sacilgdcd mtlegto the discreet
gaiety of a stifling evening. More than age
and self-consciousness set him_apart. True,
the flower of the Country Club set there
Tepresented was not confined to debutante
hula girls dancing to Florino’s famous im-
ported quintette, nor to Swaggering youne
explorers employed, if at all, by millionaire
Papas. On the contrary, there was guitc a
sprinkling of his own contemporaries—the
Harringtons, Chesters, Sibleys: And, of
course, that ageless idiot, Blake would be
along any minute now—in someé outlandish
make-up, no doubt.

YET Mr. Flannigan stood alone, _his
thoughts a thousand gmiles from this kaleido-
scope of glittering veneer. NOt that he
blamed Dane so much for wanting to clear
out. He would have done the same. But
f°}' weeks he had been hoping that some-
thing would happen to bring the two young
people to their senses again. And nOW—
fresh wave of polite laughtel drew his
attention to the opposite end of the long
room and his eyes stuck out at what he saw.
ake coming toward him. Blake, in a
red bathing suit, fur cap, overshoes, mittens
b—andt? hot Wa{er bottle 5uspcnded jauntily
eneath his Adam’s apple- -

A moment Iatef lﬁap was wringing Mr.
Flannigan’s hand and scrutinizing the wig
critically,

._“Splendid, sir. Most clpver-
indeed!”

““'Tis not my idea of suP
his host apologized, with 2
what th’—what, may 1 ask— :

“Oh, thisp” Blake regarded his own
knobby knees with mild amusemelllt. B I'm
supposed to be a member of the Polar Bears.

Most clever,

pressed desires,”
grimace. “But
”
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manding gesture, then held her off at arm’s
length.
“As comely a nurse as your moghezf ever
was, though 1 douht you’ve her skill.
“Don’t be silly, Dad.
ing." ] ) .
“Upstairs to: my. .room, then. Quick.
You'll find the patient .a bit wobbly, but
nothing serious.” . L .
Her eyes widened.. “What patle,?t? Did
Ellsworth pass out, or somqthlng? .
“Well now,.so he-.did, in a manner of

S -"

p“I togld him .he’d had enough of that
punch,” she blazed. «“Let Mother take care
of him. I'm through!” "

“Say nothing to your mother,” he
ordered, and lowered his voice to a mys-
terious whisper. “I’'m naming no names,
mind, except 'tis not his head that’s paining
poor Coddingham this minute, I’'m thinking.
Quick, now, away with yqu!”

Both puzzled and frightened by her
father’s tone of authority, Betty moved to-
ward the door. .

The music struck up so contagious a one-
step just then that it was some time before
Noreen forced her solid figure through the
dancers and followed her daughter anxiously

from the room.

HIS wife safely out of the way, Mr. Flan-
nigan’s strange exuberance now took a really
alarming turn. Sweeping the gathering with
a vast grin, he stepped to the leader of the
quintette and issued an order.

The music faltered; stopped.

“But I do not know if Madame—"

«'§7ll right, I'm Mister Flannigan.”

What he pressed into the leader’s hand
seemed to prove it. Smiling and shrugging,
the artists laid down their instruments and
departed in the direction of promised re-
freshment, while the guests, watching eagerly,
sensed a new deal in suppressed desires.

Yet no one guessed its nature even when
Mr. Flannigan picked up a discarded saxo-
phone and blew a few preliminary notes
with astonishing skill for one whose interests
lay wholly in bricks.

Encouraged by a scandalous wink from
the new, self-appointed master of ceremonies,
Blake was first to grasp the idea.

“Oh, splendid, Flannigan. Positively bril-
liant!” he chortled, skipping up and taking
possession of the snare drum. “Jove!
Y’know, this is the one thing I've wanted to
do ever since I was a kid. Listen, every-
body !”

His ear-splitting attack broke the ice like
a spring thaw.

“Where’s that boy of yours, Harrington?
Can’t he whang the bass viol?”

“Gimme the guitar. I used to—”"

“Come on, Ellen, you can play the piano.
Just chords will do.”

Here, indeed, was something new under
the sun. A chance for the exclusive Country
Club set to express desires long nurtured in
secret; to throw off veneers; to be natural.

And they ate it up, fighting for turns at
the instruments while the others, weak from
laughing, tried vainly to dance.

A final Virginia Reel at twelve-forty-five
dropped them out, one by one. And here
at last was Mr. Flannigan’s great moment.

Those still dancing paused instinctively at
his first sure notes of “The Wearing of the
Green.” Somebody turned off the lights.
With a common impulse, the crowd seated
itself in a semi-circle on the polished floor.
Blake stopped his drumming. The other
instruments died away, their places ‘taken
by a hummed accompaniment to the rich,
moving strains of the old favorite floating
through that moon-lit room.

Mr. Flannigan played it over and over;
crudely, perbaps, yet as only an Irishman
with music in his soul could do the thing
“They’re hanging m-e-n and women—"

The opening of a far door broke the spell.

Everybody’s look- .'

He stopped abruptly. Noreen’s silhouette
against the bright doorway snapped him
back into grim reality with a sickening sense
of guilt.

He'd forgotten Noreen, the party—every-
thing. Now, suddenly, he remembered
‘where he was, and who these people were.
He realized the full enormity of his crime.
He saw that he’d been acting the fool ever
since wrecking his new saxophone on that
devil out at the works. Somehow the fight
had gone to his head like strong drink, en-
abling him to continue doing mighty deeds
even in his' own house. But this—this—
was the morning after.

PANIC seized him. In the semi-darkness
he dropped the saxophone and, as stealthily
as possible, joined his recent audience which
came to life stiffly when Noreen switched
on the lights.

Neither her fixed smile nor soft voice mis-
led him, It was her eyes that he went by.
And, at the present moment, her eyes were
boring into him like a pair of diamond
drills.

“Is Mr. Flannigan—Oh, there you are!”

He nodded, his throat dry.

“Can I see you a minute—dear?” came
the restrained summons.

He detached himself from the sheltering
crowd and lumbered reluctantly to her side
like an overgrown urchin caught stealing
apples.

She waited ’til he was close.

“Why didn’t you tell me about this in the
first place?” she snapped. “You might have
used a little sense.”

He wet his lips.
twas just an innocent notion—"

“Innocent notion! The boy might have

got a dozen infections, the way that girl
fixes a bandage. What does Betty know
about first aid? And, with your own wife
a trained nurse, I should have thought—"
_ Mr. Flannigan’s mouth opened and closed
like a fish. Before he could speak, how-
ever, their unsuspecting guests came crowd-
ing around in a wave of boisterous good-
nights.

“Loveliest idea—" )

“Noreen, dear, how did you ever—?”

“Say, old man, never had more fun.”

“And do tell Betty I hope her headache—”

“‘Suppressed Desires!” Jove, that was
clever of you, Mrs. Flannigan. Why, it’s
been years since—"

Standing there watching Noreen, with his
hands_ opening and closing helplessly, Mr.
Flannigan saw her first blank look turn to
amazement, which gave way to a gleam
of dazed triumph as she grasped the unde-
niable fact that her guests had been having
the time of their lives.

HE heard her say the proper things in re-
p!y. Noreen would. And lucky, too, since
his own mixed emotions caused any sounds
at all to stick in his throat.

They were still sticking when the last car
swung out of the drive and he turned and
followed her mechanically up the front stairs
to face the most critical moment of the day.

Once she turned her head and an odd
tremor shot through him. Not that she
sn'pled at him, exactly. But there was some-
thing in_ her glance that reminded him, how-
ever faintly, of the slender, capable nurse
he had' married twenty-five years before
Which illusion was strengthened, when they;
entered his room, by her professional “Any
tex}in‘peratgre, Betty?” ’

wo figures sitting on the bed
apart hastily, though Betty kept l::;i\i,:d
sidewise with starry eyes. g

“I never felt half so good in
Mrs.hFlal;migan," Dane assured her
ing his bandaged head gingerly, «
is, I—I don’t just know how b;ou ’flc;:(])ul?le
cause, you see Betty and I—what | mean:;

““Oh, Mother, I think we knew all along »
Betty chimed in, eagerly. “Byt jt wasi’,t

my life,
) ﬁngep

“Listen, now, darling,
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o1 vou left us alone, with the moon com-
:’: tllilsng—and somebody downstairs playing
‘T%ie Wearing of the Green’ and—well, then
we knew we knew.” She laughed softly and
reached for Dane’s hand.

The stillness was tense. )

Suddenly Noreen gave the faintest of
sm'i‘fls;bugh ccarcely audible, it started her
husband breathing again. It even caused a
smile to spread slowly over his rugged face.
For this was not her recently acquired
sniff. It was the kind she had used more
than- once in the old days to indicate a re-
Juctant bowing to the ’1,nev1table.

“There, there, darling, he soothed, awk-
wardly “'Tis not the first time ‘The Wear-
ing of the Green’ has turned the same trick,

’ inking.” .

Inll:',ntg:'léledgby his blacksmith arm, Noreen
gave a final sniff, then, prgnctlcal woman that
che was, changed the subject. .

«It did sound real nice, from a distance.
Who was that playing when 1 came down,
Patrick?” |

Mr. Flannllgan 3
ared 2 Forget exactly. Some old fool, no

«J—] forget f
doubt, who shéuld have better sensc.

The
Tyrannlclde

(Continued from page 12)

tarted guiltily, but man-

bought for two fram:sszixl St?llll;nklrt(ftl:l?l;elc(lnl{g
i een case. e
lhI::ra hs(})‘tae%r to breakfast, an_d afterwards,
dressed in her brown travelling gown hai'ld
conical hat, she went forth again, anlc\l/i an!-
ing a hackney carriage, drove t;;i arat’s
house in the Rue de I’Ecole de Médecine.
But admittance to that squalid dwelling
was denied her. The Citizen Marat was ill,
she was told, and could recelve no_visitors.
It was Simonne Evrard, the triumvirs rmis-
tress—later to be known as$ the ‘WIdO\.V
Marat—who barred her ingress with this
message. .
Chegcked, she drove back 0 the Providence

to the triumvir:
Inn and wrote a letter % of the Republic

Paris, 13th July, Year p
CITIZ;SN,—I ha\?e' arrived from Caen. Your

e to assume
untr leads m
love for your country to hear of the un-

that you will be anxious r :
fortunate events which are tal}c]ml[]z t;})}lacef in
that part of the Republic. Isl ii ! erflm-e
call upon you towards Oné (:j ca?:io'r d ave
the kindness to receive me, an _me a
moment’s audience. 1 shall put you in the

€ reat service to France.
way of rendering a & MarIE CoRpay

d that letter to Marat,

she sat until late afternoon “;allt:;f vfa nd
for an answer. Despairing ad note0 ore
ceiving any, she wrote 2 secon , more

[ i M .
peremptory in tone this morning, Marat.

“lI wrote to you
i letter? May I hope
Have you reccived my o7 If you have re-

for a moment’s audienc ?

ceived my letter, I hope YOU w1l<l)fn:)}f refuse
me, considering the importance o -je mat-
ter. It should suffice for you that I am
very unfortunate and lay claim to the right

Having dispatche

no de the ordii<
1ife~s§2'§$2§ ff;?tl;: to deliver in person this
second letter, the knife conceale}i}:n the folds
of the muslin fichu crossed high ‘upon her
breast.

(Continued on Paseé 38)
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ontinued from page 3.6) .

In a 1(116;an, brick-paved, ill-lighted, and
almost unfurnished room of that house In
the Rue de Ecole de Médicine, the People’s
Friend is seated in a bath. It is no instinct
of cleanliness he is obeying, for in all France
there is no man more filthy in his person anfi
his habits than this triumvir. His bath is
medicated. The horrible, loathsome disease
that corrodes his flesh demands these long
immersions to quiet the gnawing pains which
distract his active, restless mind. In these
baths he can benumb the torment of the
body with which he is encumbered. .

For Marat is an_intellect, and nothing
more—leastways, nothing more that matters.
What else there is to him of trunk and limbs
and organs he has neglected until it has all
fallen into decay. His very lacl_& of perspnal
cleanliness, the squalor in which he lives,
the insufficient sleep which he allows himself,
his habit of careless feeding at irregular in-
tervals, all have their source 1n his contempt
for the physical part of him. This tale:nted
man of varied attainments, accomphshed
linguist, skilled physician, able naturalist and
profound psychologist, lives in his mte}lect
alone, impatient of all physical interruptions.
If he consents to these immersions, }f he
spends whole days seated in this medicated
bath, it is solely because it quenches or cools
the fires that are devouring him, and thus
permits him to bend his mind to the work
that is his life. But his long-suffering body
is avenging upon the mind the neglect to
which it has been submitted. The morbid
condition of the former is being communi-
cated to the latter, whence results that dis-
concerting admixture of cold, cynical cruelty
and exalted sensibility which marked his
nature in the closing years of his life.

IN his bath, then, sat the People’s Friend
on that July evening, immersed to the hips,
his head swathed in a filthy turban, his ema-
ciated body cased in a sleeveless waistcoat.
He is fifty years of age, dying of consump-
tion and other things, so that, did Charlotte
but know it, there is no need to murder him.
Disease and Death have marked him for
their own, and grow impatient.

A board covering the bath served him for
writing-table; an empty wooden box at his
side bore an inkstand, some pens, sheets of
paper, and two or three copies of “L’Ami du
Peuple.” There was no sound in the room
but the scratch and splutter of his quill. He
was writing diligently, revising and editing
a proof for the forthcoming issue of his
paper.

A noise of voices raised in the outer room
invaded the quiet in which he was at work,
and gradually penetrated his absorption until
it disturbed and irritated him. He moved
restlessly in his bath, listened a moment,
then, with intent to make an end of the
interruption, he raised a hoarse, croaking
voice to inquire what might be taking place.

The door opened, and Simonne, his mis-
tress and household drudge, entered the
room. She was fully twenty years younger
than himself, and under the slattern appear-
ance which life in that house had imposed
upon her there were vestiges of a certain
comeliness.

“There is a young woman here from Caen,
who demands insistently to see you upon a
matter of national importance.”

The dull eyes kindle at the mention of
Caen; interest quickens in that leaden-hued
countenance. Was it not in Caen that those
old foes of his, the Girondins, were stirring
up rebellion?

“She says,” Simonne continued, “that she
wrote a letter to you this morning, and she
brings you a second note herself. I have
;(;]éj her"that you will not receive any one,

“Givc' me the note,” he snapped. Setting
down his pen, he thrust out an unclean paw
to snatch the folded sheet from Simonne’s

hand. He spread it, and read, his bloodless
lips compressed, his eyes narrowing to slits.

“Let her in,” he commanded sharply, and
Simonne obeyed him without more ado. She
admitted Charlotte, and left them alone to-
gether—the avenger and her victim. For
a moment each regarded the other. Marat
beheld a handsome young woman, elegantly
attired. But these things had no interest for
the People’s Friend. What to him was
woman and the lure of beauty? Charlotte
beheld a feeble man of a repulsive hideous-
ness, and was full satisfied, for in this out-
ward loathsomeness she imagined a confir-
mation of the vileness of the mind she was
come to blot out.

Then Marat spoke. “So you are from
Caen, child?” he said. “And what is doing
in Caen that makes you so anxious to see
me?”

She approached him.

“Rebellion is stirring there, Citizen Marat.”

“Rebellion, ha!” It was a sound between
a laugh and a croak. “Tell me what depu-
ties are sheltered in Caen. Come, child,
their names.” He took up and dipped his
quill, and drew a sheet of paper towards
him.

She approached still nearer; she came to
stand close beside him, erect and calm. She
recited the names of her friends, the Giron-
dins, whilst hunched there in his bath his
pen scratched briskly.

“So many for the guillotine,” he snarled,
when it was done.

But whilst he was writing, she had drawn
the knife from her fichu, and as he uttered
those words of doom to others his own
doom descended upon him in a lightning
stroke. Straight driven by that strong young
arm, the long, stout blade was buried to its
black hilt in his breast.

He looked at her with eyes in which
there was a faint surprise as he sank back.
Then he raised his voice for the last time.

“Help, chére amie! Help!” he cried, and
was forever silent.

The hand still grasping the pen trailed
on the ground beside the bath at the end
of his long, emaciated arm. His body sank
sideways in the same direction, the head
lolling nervelessly upon his right shoulder,
whilst from the great rent in his breast the
blood gushed forth, embruing the water of
his bath, trickling to the brick-paved floor,
bespattering—symbolically almost—a copy of
“L’Ami du Peuple,” the journal to which
he had devoted so much of his uneasy life.

IN answer to that cry of his came now
Simonne in haste. A glance sufficed to re-
veal to her the horrible event, and, like a
tigress, she sprang upon the unresisting
slayer, seizing her by the head, and calling
loudly the while for assistance. Came in-
stantly from the ante-room Jeanne, the old
cook, the portress of the house, and Laurent
Basse, a folder of Marat’s paper; and now
Charlotte found herself confronted by four
maddened, vociferous beings, at whose hands
she may well have expected to receive the
death for which she was prepared.

Laurent, indeed, snatched up a chair, and
felled her by a blow of it across her head.
He would, no doubt, have proceeded in his
fury to have battered her to.death, but for
the arrival of gendarmes and the police
commissioner of the district, who took her
in their protecting charge.

The soul of Paris was convulsed by the
tragedy when it became known. All night
terror and confusion were abroad. All night
the Revolutionary rabble, in angry grief,
surged about and kept watch upon the house
wherein the People’s Friend lay dead.

That night, and for two days and nights
thercafter, Charlotte Corday lay in the
Prison of the Abbaye, supporting with forti-
tude the indignities that for a woman were
almost inseparable from Revolutionary in-
carceration. She preserved throughout her
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impegturbable calm, based now upon a state
of mind content in the contemplation of ac-
complished purpose, duty done. She had
saved France, she believed; saved Liberty,
by slaying the man who would have stran-
gled it. In that illusion she was content.
Her own life was a small price to pay for
the splendid achievement.

§ome of her time of waiting she spent in
wr_lting letters to her friends, in which tran-
quilly and sanely she dwelt upon what she
had done, expounding fully the motives that
had impelled her, dwelling upon the details
of the execution, and of all that had fol-
lowed. Among the letters written by her
during those ‘“‘days of the preparation of
peace”—as she calls that period, dating in
such terms a long epistle to Barbaroux—
was one to the Committee of Public Safety,
in which she begs that a miniature-painter
may be sent to her to paint her portrait,
so that she may leave this token of re-
mgmbrance to her friends. It is only in
this, as the end approaches, that we see in
her conduct any thought of her own self,
any suggestion that she is anything more
than an instrument in the hands of Fate.

ON the 15th, at eight o’clock in the morn-
ing, her trial began before the Revolutionary
Tribunal. A murmur ran through the hall
as spe appeared in her gown of grey-striped
dimity, composed and calm—always calm.

Th(_: trial opened with the examination
of witnesses; into that of the cutler, who
had sold her the knife, she broke impa-
tiently.

“These details are a waste of time. It is 1
who killed Marat.” ‘

The audience gasped, and rumbled omi-

nously. Montané turned to examine her.

“What was the object of your Visit to
Paris?” he asks.

“To kill Marat.” :

“What motives induced you to this hor-
rible deed?”

“His many crimes.”

“Of what crimes do you accuse him?”

“That he instigated the massacre of Sep-
tember; that he kept alive the fires of civil
war, so that he might be elected "dictator;
that he sought to infringe upon the sovereign-
ty of the People by causing the arrest an:l
imprisonment of the deputies to the Conven-
tion on May 31st.”

:‘What proof have you of this?”

_“The future will afford the proof. Marat
hid his designs behind a mask of patriotism.”

Montané shifted the ground of his inter-
rogatory,

_“Who were your accomplices in this atro-
cious act?”

“I have none.”

Montané shook his head. “You cannot
convince any one that a person of your age
and sex could have conceived such a crime
unless instigated by some person or persons
whom you are unwilling to name.”

Charlotte almost smiled. “That shows
but a poor knowledge of the human heart.
It is easier to carry out such a project upon
the strength of one’s own hatred than upon
that of others.” And then, raising her voice,
she proclaimed: “I killed a villain to save a
hundred thousand; I killed a villain to save
innocents; I killed a savage wild beast to
give repose to France. I was a Republican
before the Revolution. I never lacked for
energy.”

What more was there to say? Her guilt
was completely established. Her fearless
self-pqssession was not to be ruffled. Yet
Fouquier-Tinville, the dread prosecutor,
made the attempt. Beholding her so virginal
and fair and brave, fecling perhaps that the
Tribunal had not had the best of it, he
sought with a handful of Revolutionary filth
to restore the balance. He rose slowly, his
ferrety eyes upon her.

“How many children have you had?”

(Continued on page 40)
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air, through which the speeding object is
passing. Air resistance is so great that a
man falling from an airplane with an un-
opened parachute never attains a speed of
more than about 115 miles an hour on his
way to the ground, even though he falls a
mile or more. At a speed of 150 miles or
so, water offers the resistance of semi-solid
matter, such as butter, or cheese or even
soft wood. The same thing is true of the
air at sea level, at speeds of, say, 600 miles
an hour or upwards. Only projectiles, like
shells or bullets, or possibly some rocket-
planes of the future, can ever expect to at-
tain a sea-level speed much above 500 miles
an hour.

But six or seven miles above sea level,
at 30,000 or 35,000 or more feet, the air is
much thinner, and consequently the resis-
tance is much less. Wiley Post, in his 150-
mile-an-hour airplane Winnie Mae, reached
a speed on his March 15th flight that he
estimated to be at times between 350 and
400 miles an hour. The average of 276
miles an hour, for the entire distance from
Burbank to Cleveland, was made in spite
of the fact that Post had traveled well
toward a hundred miles
beyond the Ohio city
before his oxygen sup-
ply gave out and he
had to turn back. And
after that his motor
failed, and he finally
had to make a dead-
stick landing. Compare
his speed with the in-
ternational record for
land planes, made by
Raymond Delmotte in
France on December
25, 1934: 312 miles an
hour. Or even with the
Italian seaplane record
held by Lieut. Fran-
cesco Agello, made in
October, 1934: 440.67
miles per hour. Both
these records were made
by the fastest planes of
their type yet devised
over a single measured
mile.

For years L. K.
Weber, Managing Edi-
tor of Popular Me-
chanics Magazine, has
been prophesying that
long-distance travel
through the air will all
be at higher levels than 20,000 or 25,000 fee!.,
far above storms, fog or other atmospheric
disturbances. Post’s experiments bring this
seemingly unlikely dream into the realm of
definite probabilities. Before 1945 ‘we may
expect to see huge air liners making sub-
stratosphere flights at ﬁve,' or six, or seven,
or possibly even more, miles per minute.

E[GHT or nine seconds to a mile!

Vertical flight probably lies a little far-
ther ahead. We will likely pass through a
whole era of speeding planes of more or less
the present type before we get to a gengral
acceptance of straight-up-and-down flight
for shorter distances. The fact that de la
Cierva can hop an autogiro directly into the
air from a standing start is merely one more
step in the journey toward complete mas-
tery of the sky.

Cierva, as a mattter of fact, is not cred-
ited with the invention of wvertical flight.
The first successful helicopter was made by
an Englishman, Brennan, in 1916. Since
then numerous partially successful helicop-
ters have been built, of varying types, all
at least able to lift themselves vertically
from the ground. One model even won a
French prize for completing a circular flight
over a prescribed course one kilometer in
length. Thomas Edison long ago prophesied

vertical flight as the inevitable outcome of
even our present knowledge of aerodynamics.
Its greater practicability, he said, was certain
to bring it into existence for every-day pur-
poses. Only a little while after it is here
to stay, inexpensive but practical little hop-
pers will become as numerous as Fords.

ON the surface of the earth we can expect
traffic changes almost as amazing. In con-
gested centers we already have today, when
you stop to think of it, successive layers of
traffic one above another. At 42nd Street
and Park Avenue, in New York City, for
example, there are two subway lines, one
above the other, two levels of underground
railroad tracks at Grand Central Station,
one above the other; and above all that two
layers of street levels, one on the surface
for ordinary traffic and pedestrians (one
level above the upper railroad track Ie\_rel)
and above that a viaduct for automobiles.

In the future a tremendous extension of
this idea of different levels of traffic is cer-
tain. Harvey Wiley Corbett, the architect
who designed the 1,249-foot Empire State
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“Wake up! The station’s on fire

Building in New York, prophesies sidewalks
raised at least one story above the street
level as a development of the near future,
and bridges or roads connecting skyscrapers
far above the street level as an eventual
necessity. The New York, New Havep and
Hartford Railroad has already considered
the possibility of constructing a speed high-
way for automobiles above its right-of-way
from New York to Hartford, Connectigut,
and other New England points. A similar
possibility has already been looked into by
the Grand Trunk Railroad, for the vicinity
of Detroit. Chicago already has its separate
freight-and-passenger-level streets constructed
between important points. Eventually, in
all probability, tremendous quantities of
freight will travel along great express high-
ways running hundreds or thousands of
miles across country, while passenger traffic,
capable of traveling at an equally great
speed of one to two hundred miles an hour
(remember that Sir Malcolm Campbell has
already approximated 300 miles an hour on
the sands of Daytona Beach) will have its
own lanes or separate highways.

Fuel for all these varying machines of the
future will unquestionably be very different
from the already dwindling gasoline supply
that we know today. In 1918 nearly all
the autos in Norway and Sweden were
driven on alcohol made from sulphite lig-
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uor, a. waste product of the pulp paper
mills. During the War, Spain prohibited
the use of gasoline for automobiles; alcohol
from farm products was used instead. The
Central Powers, of course, were compelled to
find war-time substitutes for gasoline. In
Pernambuco, railways supplying sugar-cane
factories are today run by alcohol made
from their own molasses, mixed with about
five per cent. of gasoline.

But even alcohol will be only a tempo-
rary substitute for gasoline. More powerful
stuff than either will be needed. It may be
in the form of more high explosive sub-
stances; it may consist of more highly
concentrated electric power than any-
thing we know at present. It is still more
likely, however, that it will be in forms
we can as yet only half imagine, through
the use of the energy to be found in light,
to the force that may be released through
the tearing apart or destruction of atoms,
and the like.

That all these changes and luxuries ahead
will bring cycle after cycle of industrial ex-
pansion and recurring prosperity seems as
certain as the fact that day follows night in
steady succession. The
ten-year boom that pre-
ceded the present de-
pression was in great
measure brought about
by the expansion of the
automobile industry. In
the peak year of 1929,
5,621,715 automobiles
and trucks worth three
and a half billion dol-
lars, were produced in
the United States.
There are today more
than 100,000 filling sta-
tions and garages, and
we have more than a
quarter of a million
miles of surfaced high-
ways. Even during the
depression the automo-
bile industry, with its
ramifications, was still
good for more than
.2,500,000 jobs.

During the years im-
mediately ahead, air
conditioning, the de-
velopment of aviation,
and new products like
rayon, can do even
more than automobile
and highway develop-
ment did between 1920 and 1930.

Besides these there are hundreds of new
products for various uses, that are already
being developed from what has hijtherto
been thrown away as waste. In 1857, Mis-
sissippi waterways were clogged with waste
cottonseed dumped into the rivers to float
away. Today explosives, soap, linoleum,
artificial rubber and artificial leather, blot-
ting paper and a hundred other things are
being manufactured from that one waste
product alone. It is already prophesied that
within another ten years the United States
cottonseed crop will be worth more than a
billion dollars.

IN an earlier paragraph the Basic Science
Laboratories of the University of Cincinnati
were referred to. Last year the director of
those laboratories happened to want some
carotin from which Vitamin A can be cre-
ated. Carotin is worth about five dollars
a gram; it can be secured from carrots. A
bushel of carrots was bought for forty-nine
cents. From it, with apparatus worth
only a comparatively few dollars, nearly
twenty-five dollars’ worth of carotin was
secured.

We have only scratched the surface, when
it comes to the things that can be done with
the raw materials already about us.









