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“Next to Reading Matter.”’

By O. HENRY.

E c¢ompellel my interest as he
stepped from the ferry at Des-
rosses-sireet. He had the air
of being familiar with hemi-
spheres and worlds, and of entering New
York as the lord of a demesne who
revisited it after years of ahsence. But
I thought that with all his air, be had
never before sct foot on the slippery
cobblestones of the City of Too Many
Calipha.

He wore loose clofhes of a strange
bluish-deab colour, and a conservative,
rvound, Panama hat without the cock-a-
hoop indendations and cants with which
Northern fanciers disfigure the tropiz
head-gear. Moreaver, he was the home-
liest man I have ever seen. His ugliness
was less repellent than startling—aris-
ing from a sort of Lincolnian rugged-
ness and irregylarify of feature that
epellbound you with wonder and dis-
may. So may have looked alrites or tha
ghapes metamorphazed from the vapour
of the fisherman’s vase. As he after-
ward told me, his name was Judson
Tate; and he may as well be eallnd
€0 at once. Ye wore his green silk tie

(-

listen to such a world-old hypothesja—
to such a time-worn, long-ago-refuted,
bald, fecide, illogical, patent
sophistry—to an ancient, basvless, weari-
some, ragged, unfounded, insidious false-
hood originated by women themselves,
and by them insinuated, foisted, thrust,
spread, and ingenivusly promulgated into
the ears of wmankind vy underhanded,
secret, and deceptive methads, for the
purpose of awgrmenting, furthering. and
reenioreing  their own charms and de-
signs,

=Oh, T don't krew!” said I vernacu-
lavty,

“Ifave you ever lkeard of Oratama?’
he asked

*Posaibly,” I answered, “I scem to re-
eall a toe dancer—or a snburban addi-
tinm—or “was it a perfume?--of some
guch name.”

“It is a town,” sail Judson Tate, “on
the coast of a foreign country of which
vou know nothing and eould understand
less, It is & country governed by a die-
tator and controlled by revolutions and
inzpbordination. [t was there that =a
great life-drama was played, with my-

wicious,

“Judson,” says Fergus, *you know flat you are as beautiless as a rhinoceros,”

through a topzz ring:; and he carried
a cane made of the vertebrae of a shark.

Judson Tate accosted me with some
large and ecasual inquiries about the
city’s streets and hoicls, in the manner
of one who had bui for the moment
forgotten the trifling details. I could
think of mo reasom for dispraising my
own quiet hotel in the down-town dis-
trict; so the mid-morning of the night
found us already victualed and drinked
{at my expense}, and ready to be
chaired and tobaccoed in a quiet corner
of the lobby.

Thera was something in Judson Tate's
mind, and, such as it was, he tried i{n
convey it to me. Already he had ae-
cepted me as his friend: and when [
looked at bis great enuil-brown, frst-
mate's hand, with which be brought
emphasis to hia  periods, within six
inches of my nose, I wonlered if, by
any chance, he was as suwdden in con-
vincing enmity apainst sirangers.

When-‘this man began to talk I per-
ecived in him a certain power. klis voica
was & persuasive instrmment upon which
he played with & somewhat specious bub
effeetive art. He did not try te make
¥ou forget his ugliness; he flawnted it
in your face and made it part of tha
charmi of his speech.  Shutting yeur

eyes, you would have trailed after thig

ratcateher’s pipes at least to the wails
of jlameln. Bevond that Fou would
have had to be more chiidish to follow.
Rut let him play his own tune to the
worde set down, so that it all is too duly,
the art of music may bear the blame.

“Waomen," said Judson Tate, “are mys-
Serious creatures.”

My pirits sank, I wae not there to

seif, JJudszon Tate, the homeliest man in
Aiterica, and Fergus MeMahan, the hand-
somest adventurer in history or fietion,
and Senorita Amabela Zmmora, the
beautiful  daughter of the alealde of
Oratama, as chief acters. Awl, another
thing—nowhere else on the plube except
in the department of Treinta y tres
in Uruguay does the choechula plant
grow. The producta of the country I
speak of are valuable woods, dyestnils,
gold, rabber, ivory, and eoon.”

“I was not aware,” sald I, “that South
Ameri¢a produced any ivory,”

“There yau are twire mistaken,” sabl
Judson  Tate, distributing the wornls
over at least an octave of his wonderful
voice. “I @id not say that the country
I spuke of wns in Routh America—I
muss be earelul, my dear man: I have
been in polities there, you knmow, DBut,
even so—I have played chess against its
ent with a set carved from the

xodactyle ungulates, inhabiting the
native specimens of the order of Cor-
dilleras-—which was as pretiy Jvory as
yon would eate to see.

“But it was of remance and
ture and the ways of woman
was puing to tell you, and not of zoo-
lagical anjmuls,

“For fifteen years T owia the ruling
power belind old Ranche Lienavides, the
Royal Hligh Flhumbeerew of rhe republic,
You've secm his picture in the papers—
a mushy Dlack man with whiskers like
the nutes on a Swiss music-box eyvlin-
der, and a acroll in his right hand like
the ones they wrile births on in the
family Bible. \Well, that choculate
potentate wied lo be the biggest item

adven-

that T

of interest anywhere between the colour
tine and the parallels of Iatitude. It
was three throws, horses, whether ha
was to wind up in the Hall of Fame
or the Burean of Comlustibules, He'd
have been sure called the Roosevell of
the Nouthern Continent if it hadn't been
that Grover C(levelind was President
at the time. He'd hold ofice a couple
of terms, then he'd sit out for a hand—
always after appointing his own succes-
sur for the inzerims.

*“But it was not Benavides, the Libera-
tor. whoe waa making all thia fame for
Limaelf. Xot him. It was Judson Tate.
Benavides was only the ebip over the

bug. I gave him the tip when to de-
elare war anid increase import daties
and wear hin state trousers. But that

wasn't what I wanted to tell you. How
did I get to be Itt TN tell you, Be-
cawse 1I'm the most gifted talker thak
ever made voeal sounds since Adam firal
opened his eves. pushed aside the smell
ing-salts, and asked: *Where am 17
43 yon observe, I awm about the
upliest man you ever saw outsile of
the gallery of photomraphs of the New
Fugland Early Christian Scientiats,  Ro,
at an early age. I pereeived that what I
lacked in Jouks I must make up in

cloquence. That I've done. I get what
1 mo after.  As the Tack-stop and still
small veice of old Benavides I made

ail the great historieal powers-behind-
tHe-throne, such as Tallexyrand, Mrs. de
Pompadonr, and Loeb, look as amall as
the minority report of a Duma. I could
talk nrations intn or oul of debt. haran-
gue armies to slesp on the batilefield,
Teduce Insuprrections, inflammations,
taxes. appropriations, or surpluses with
a few words, and eall up the dops of
war or the dove of peace with the same
birdlike whiztle. Yeauty aml epaulectes
and curly wmnstaches aml Grecian pro-
filrs i oiher nen were never iy way,
When people first look at me they shud-

der. Tuless they are in the last stageg
of anginz pectoris ihey are mine in ten
minutes after T begin to {nlk. Women
and men—I win ‘em as they come,
Now, you woulde't think women would
funey a wman with a face like mixe,
would you??

“Oh, yes, Mr, Tate,” =aid 1, “Hislory

fa Dbright and fiction duil with homely
aen who have eharmed wowen. There
seems——-"
“Parden mint interrupted  Jud:en
Tate; "but you don’t quite understami.
You have xet to hear my siory,
MeMahan was & friend of
. For hand=ome mavii

»

I
11 adniit he

ag the duiy-iree mer-
chandise.  Me huad blonde enrls anld
ugrhing hlue eres and was fealured
rroular.  They said he was a rioger

for the statue they eadl Her Mee:, the
gad of spescl and eloguence resting in
some musewm at Rome. Some Greeman
anarchist. [ suppoze. They are always
resting and  tajking,

“HRut Tergns was no talker. ITe was
brought up with the idea that to be
Leautiful wa- to make zood, Bz con-

versation  was about as  edifying as
tisteming to o lealk dropping in a tin
dishyaa at the heast of the bed when
you want to go te sleep. But he anld
me gol (o be friemds-~mayhe beeause
we was rg opposite. don’t you think?
Looking at the ilallowe'sn ma<k that I
ezl my fuce when I'm shaving seemed
to give Ferzus plezsure: aal P'm sure
timat whenever 1 heanl the feclide ont.
put of throat neises that he called con-

versation I Jelt econtented to he o
gargoyle with a silver tongue.
“ne lime T found if necessary 1o oo

down (o thiz cvast town of |
slraighten out a ot of politieal unrest
and chop olf a few heads in the cwstoms
and wmilitary Jlepartments £
cwned the jee and anfpd
ecszions of the repuldic
me company.

s,

Lol Reep

in a janule of maictrain bolis
we willops nio (hatama, and tie Lewa
(8] Al o na as mach as Laws [<ianl
Sauth dlepant belung tafajan wien T
i= at Oysier Bave L aay us; Lac b owean

me. Bverybody for donr natiens, (wo
ovcans, one bay and i-tiomus five
arciipelagoes around had h Jind-
son Fate,  Geudl Uiy

catled me. 1 lad HOWFINLen Hpoin tive
eolumns of the yellvw jmrnats Lm0
worls {with marginad decoration-h, in
a monthly magiziee, and a st
the twelth page of (e New Y
It the Weanty of Fergus Mehan paimed
any part of our peception in Cratama,
I car the price-tag in my  Panama
14 was me that ibey hung out papor
flowers and palm Branches for. L am not
a jealows man: T o ~tatiog Facls, The
people were Nebuchadnrezzars; they bit
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the grass belore me: there was no dusl
in the town for \hem to bite. They
bowed down to Judson Tate. They knew
that I waa the power bebind  Sancha
Benavides, A word from me was more Lo
them than a whele deckle-edged library
from Fast Aurora in sectional bookeases
was fram anybidy else, And get thers
are people who spend hours Bxing their
facey—rnbbing in cold eream and mas-
sapitiy the mrcles (always toward the
cres) amd taking in 1w slack with tine-
ture of benzoin, and clectrolyzing moles—
ta what end? Locking handsome. 0Oh,
what a mistake! 1t the larynx that
the beauty dactora ought to work omn.
It's words more than works, talk more
than taleum, pilaver more than powder,
blarney more than bloom that countg—
the phonograph in-tead of the ph
graph. But I was going to tell you,

*The local Harrylehra put me and For-
gns np at the Centipede Clup, & framae
binilding built en posts sunk in the surf
The tide’s only mine inches. The Littla
Big High Low Jack-in-the-game of tha
}0\\'11 came ronnd aml kowrowed, Oh,
it wasn't to Herr Mees, They bad heard
about Judsen Tate.

e afterneon me and Fergus MoMas
han was sitting on the seawnrd xallery
oi the Ucentipele, drinking iced rum anld
talking.

=rduikson sars
angel in Oratama.!

o¥e long! says 1, fas it ain't Gabriel,
why {alk as if you had heard a trump
blow?

el the Nenorita Anabela Zamora
2ays Fergus. “She'w—she’'s—ahe's a3 1o
Iy as—a+ helly” I

*cBravo! saws 1 faughing heartily,
‘You have o trne lover's eloquence to
Wit the lweauties of your  inamoratag,
You remind me) savs T, ol Faust's wooe
ing of Marmuerite- that ks, if he waooael
her mter e went down the trap-door
of the srage

= Jud=on,” Fergus, ‘vou know you
are as beanit a vhinoeeros,  You
wan't kave any interest in owomen, I'm
awfully  gone on Miss Anabela,  And
that's why I'm telling vou.!

= 4th, xegnramente” savs T, ‘T know
I have a front elevation like an Aztea
goid that puards a buried treasure that
never dhl exist in Jefferson County,
Yueatun,  Pat there are compersitiond,
For instanee. b am It jn this conutry as
far as the eve ecan rveach, amd then &
fow perches aml poles. And again,” says
L ‘when | oengage people inoa sel-io of
oral, voeal. amd L utlerances, I
s nat aswally con my sile of the
argnment o what may be Nkeaced (o &
Ap phonographic reprodnction of thg
e af A jellviieh,

Fergns, “there’s an

Yergu=, amlable,
at Lm ot hamly at small ik, Oc
large cither. That’s why P telling you.
1 want you to help

woHow can [do ity Toasked, .

"ol heve <uberlized” ~axs Fergns, thd
servites of Senerita Anabela™s  duenna,
whoee mame is Franasa. You lave a
reputatum an this coaniry, Judson, EXVE
Forgus, "of being a great man and &
Lirver”

S lave, says LooCGAnd 1 deserve it,”
ni 1, o ane the besiw
Tooking man hepween ile artie virele and
the antayeriv ice pack,

*CWirh limitatienst says 1, ‘as to phy
~lognomy  aml geography, Iofreely con-
velle vour to el

“CRetween the two of us” save Ferzus,
‘we  ought e Lynd Ui Senorita
Anatela Zamora, PRI Tulv,  as

"

v 1=,

The aicade Iemds me up tu duaboie,

¥on know, ia of an ol l
kuow, is ¢f an oo bl Spanish famile, and
further than looking at her driving
the Tumily carrnaje of afteraoons arpund
the plam, or caitelnng a plimpse uf hee
throngh a L I window ol evenings,
alie @s ax nnapprmachable ax a slar’

= land her for which one of uaT

TUFar e, of monrer) wive Fergie,




