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    A curious American eye tests itself against unfamiliar ways of living and the quietly comic gap between expectation and reality. In Pastures New invites readers into a landscape of discovery where manners, customs, and everyday scenes become sources of insight and amusement. The perspective is alert but unpretentious, energized by the perennial tension between what one expects to find and what actually appears. Without demanding specialized knowledge, the book turns ordinary situations into occasions for reflection, letting small encounters reveal broader currents of social behavior. It promises an experience at once companionable and probing, balancing genial humor with a steady, observant intelligence.

In Pastures New is by George Ade, a prominent American humorist and journalist whose career flourished in the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries. The book belongs to the era when newspaper sketch-writers and playwrights shaped public taste for light satire and sharp-eyed reportage. Published in the early 1900s, it reflects a moment of expanding travel, cultural exchange, and modern communications. While not tied to a single genre label, the work participates in traditions of social observation and anecdotal prose, blending accessible storytelling with commentary on manners. Its setting ranges across scenes of novelty, where the familiar American viewpoint meets customs that feel intriguingly new.

The premise is straightforward and inviting: a seasoned observer moves beyond familiar ground to sample "pastures new," using fresh encounters to test assumptions about people and place. Rather than building toward a single climactic revelation, the book unfolds as a sequence of episodes and reflections shaped by curiosity and humor. Readers can expect an urbane yet approachable voice, brisk pacing, and a mood that balances warmth with gentle irony. The narrative doesn’t rely on elaborate plot mechanics; it rewards attention to tone, gesture, and context. The pleasure lies in watching an agile mind react to difference, then turn reaction into perspective.

Central themes include adaptation and belonging, the etiquette of meeting others on their own terms, and the friction between provincial confidence and cosmopolitan nuance. Ade explores how social signals—dress, speech, leisure, obligation—both welcome and bewilder an outsider, creating moments that are comic without cruelty. Questions of class and aspiration surface in everyday settings, where taste and status quietly negotiate the boundaries of inclusion. The book’s title suggests renewal and movement, and its pages trace the human urge to start afresh while measuring what is gained and lost. It studies novelty itself, asking how it clarifies who we are.

Stylistically, the writing showcases the clarity and economy that made Ade widely read: sentences move with conversational ease, and scenes are arranged to deliver a clean, perceptive payoff. The humor is situational rather than slapstick, grounded in observation and calibrated understatement. Irony appears as a tool for sympathy, not derision, allowing readers to laugh with, not simply at, the people encountered. Anecdotes open to interpretation rather than closing in judgment, encouraging readers to supply their own sense of proportion. The result is prose that feels at once light-footed and sturdy, capable of holding detail without sacrificing momentum or wit.

Read today, In Pastures New speaks to perennial challenges of seeing across differences and describing what we see responsibly. In a world of rapid travel and constant mediated impressions, the book models how humor can clear a path for attention, humility, and self-correction. It prompts readers to ask what they bring to unfamiliar situations and how expectations shape perception. As a document of early twentieth-century sensibility, it also offers a window onto an era negotiating modernity: new networks, shifting norms, and the pleasures and puzzles of mobility. The blend of candor and charm keeps its observations accessible and resonant.

For readers drawn to classic American humor, cultural commentary, or reflective travel-minded prose, this book offers an inviting point of entry into George Ade’s craft. It provides companionship rather than instruction, letting curiosity lead and allowing conclusions to emerge gradually. By foregrounding tone and texture over plot, it makes room for multiple readings—comic, sociological, even meditative. The pages reward quick sampling and slow consideration alike, making it suitable for both casual and sustained engagement. In Pastures New ultimately endures because it treats novelty not as spectacle, but as an opportunity to refine attention, extend empathy, and refresh the pleasures of looking closely.
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    In Pastures New presents George Ade’s account of an American’s first extended tour through Britain and parts of continental Europe in the early twentieth century. Organized as sequential sketches, the book follows his movements from departure to return, recording observations on cities, customs, institutions, and everyday scenes. Ade notes contrasts in pace, manners, and public life without advancing a thesis beyond clear description. The narrative emphasizes practical details of travel and the visible rhythms of social order abroad. Throughout, the book maintains a steady focus on what a newcomer notices first, then what becomes evident through repeated encounters.

The opening chapters trace the Atlantic crossing and the immediate adjustments required of a traveler leaving the United States. Ade describes shipboard routines, the shared society of a temporary community, and the anticipation that gathers as land approaches. Arrival procedures, baggage, and lodging are outlined in practical terms. First impressions of London highlight scale, weather, and the organization of traffic and services. He records how a visitor orients himself: reading maps, adopting local schedules, and learning transport lines. Early scenes emphasize how movement, distance, and cost structure a newcomer’s choices in a dense, established city.

Once settled, the narrative turns to everyday social customs. Ade notes dining hours, the arrangement of public houses and clubs, and how conversation navigates reserve and formality. He details service etiquette, gratuities, and the roles of porters, cabmen, and hotel staff. Street habits, queuing, and shop interactions illustrate expectations of order. He remarks on the cadence of speech and the handling of introductions. The sketchlike chapters present the city’s rhythms through meals, errands, and brief visits, emphasizing how routines signal class position and neighborhood identity. The focus remains descriptive, tracing how a traveler learns the unofficial rules of conduct.

Public life and institutions receive sustained attention. Ade visits Parliament, the law courts, and civic offices, outlining procedure, access, and the visible forms of authority. Ceremonial occasions, policing, and the circulation of newspapers demonstrate how information and influence move. Theatres and music halls are described as central venues for entertainment and opinion. He records prices, seating customs, and the sequence of an evening out. These chapters foreground how formal order and public amusement coexist, each shaping the city’s nights and days. The treatment remains observational, attending to what a newcomer can see, hear, and reasonably infer from participation.

The book next follows excursions beyond the metropolis. Railway timetables, compartments, and station routines frame travel to university towns, cathedrals, and industrial districts. Ade contrasts rural inns with urban hotels, noting meals, room fittings, and local talk. He observes parks, estates, and market days, as well as organized sport—football, cricket, and horse racing—as points where communities assemble. Factory quarters and docks introduce a different tempo, marked by whistles, shifts, and traffic of goods. The sketches set urban and provincial scenes side by side, inviting readers to consider how distance, work, and landscape structure regional character.

A midsection carries the traveler across the Channel to the Continent, with Paris serving as the principal point of comparison. Border controls, currency exchange, and language considerations are treated as practical matters for daily navigation. Ade outlines museum visits, boulevard life, café routines, and nighttime amusements as publicly visible patterns. The architecture and street plans are described through a visitor’s route: squares, bridges, and galleries encountered in sequence. He notes differences in service, signage, and crowd behavior, keeping the focus on what a traveler can manage with limited vocabulary and time. The return to Britain closes the comparative arc.

Several chapters consider Americans abroad as a recurring feature of the landscape. Ade describes hotel registers, steamship agents, and guide services that structure a transatlantic tourist economy. He records typical itineraries, shopping habits, and the exchange of tips about fares, seats, and shows. Encounters with expatriates, students, and business travelers highlight various motives for staying longer. He summarizes expectations on both sides regarding friendliness, directness, and spending. These portraits serve a practical function: they show how a visitor’s experience is shaped not only by the host culture but also by the networks and routines of fellow travelers.

Late chapters gather comparisons in infrastructure and civic management. Ade notes street cleaning, water supply, and public transit as systems a traveler uses daily and can therefore evaluate procedurally. He outlines the cost of living, wage displays, and shop pricing as they appear in windows and receipts. Educational institutions, charities, and municipal rules are presented through tours and published notices. The goal remains descriptive coherence: to record how services are organized, how rules are communicated, and how citizens interact with them. These observations lead to concise summaries about efficiency, continuity, and the visible priorities of urban and regional administration.

The book concludes by reflecting on what travel discloses to a newcomer: stable habits, incremental differences, and shared public needs. Ade closes the loop from first impressions to informed routine, showing how repeated contact clarifies earlier assumptions. Without proposing a program, he underscores that observation, not argument, is the book’s purpose. The final pages affirm the usefulness of seeing institutions and customs in operation, then returning with a clearer sense of contrast and common ground. In Pastures New thus functions as a travel narrative that conveys procedures, scenes, and social patterns in orderly sequence, emphasizing comprehension over commentary.
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    In Pastures New, published in 1906, unfolds during George Ade’s journey through Britain and continental Europe at the height of the Edwardian era (1901–1910) and the U.S. Progressive Era (1890s–1917). The narrative setting moves from transatlantic steamship decks to London’s West End, Parisian boulevards, and fashionable resorts, capturing a moment when imperial Britain was confident and the French Third Republic was modernizing after the 1900 Exposition. Ade’s Midwestern vantage point frames the Old World’s rigid hierarchies, rituals of service, and urban spectacle. The time and place are defined by rapid metropolitan growth, new technologies of travel and leisure, and a burgeoning wave of American tourists abroad.

The Edwardian period under King Edward VII (1901–1910) witnessed a flourishing of urban leisure, theater, and elite sociability in London, alongside imperial display. Politically, the Liberal landslide of 1906 ushered in welfare-oriented reforms, while socially, the Gaiety, Savoy, and Carlton hotels symbolized a cosmopolitan elite culture. The city’s imperial museums and pageantry projected Britain’s global reach from India to Africa. In Ade’s sketches, London’s clubs, cabs, and courteous yet stratified service world stand as living evidence of this milieu, and his comparisons of American bluntness with British reserve mirror the era’s etiquette, class signaling, and imperial self-assurance that visitors encountered daily.

The boom in transatlantic travel and organized tourism at the turn of the century most directly shaped Ade’s material. White Star and Cunard liners, from RMS Oceanic (1899) and RMS Caronia (1905) to the newly launched Lusitania and Mauretania (1906), ferried tens of thousands of Americans to Europe annually. Thomas Cook & Son’s itineraries and Karl Baedeker’s red guidebooks standardized routes through London, Paris, and the Rhine, while the American Bar at the Savoy (from the 1890s), the Ritz Paris (opened 1898), the Carlton Hotel in London (1899), and the Ritz London (1906) catered to a transatlantic clientele. The social phenomenon dubbed the “American invasion” of Europe, visible in high-society marriages—Consuelo Vanderbilt to the 9th Duke of Marlborough (1895) and Mary Leiter of Chicago to Lord Curzon (1895)—symbolized the meeting of New World wealth and Old World rank. These networks of ships, hotels, and guidebooks organized the very stages on which Ade’s observations occur: customs halls, dining rooms, tipping rituals, and sightseeing circuits. In his book, the recurring figure of the timetable-bound American, clutching a guidebook and converting dollars to shillings and francs, embodies the new mass tourist shaped by steamship schedules and standardized itineraries. The comic frictions he records—over dress codes in hotel dining rooms, British understatement versus American exuberance, or French café formalities—are artifacts of this travel infrastructure and the status choreography it imposed. Ade’s satirical vignettes, while playful, document how modern transportation and hospitality industries produced a shared, highly choreographed transatlantic culture of leisure, consumption, and recognition that framed every encounter the American visitor had with Europe.

Paris under the Third Republic offered a different political and cultural climate, newly transformed by the Exposition Universelle of 1900, which left the Grand Palais and the Pont Alexandre III as enduring monuments. The Paris Métro opened in 1900 signaled modern mobility, while the press and boulevard culture sustained fierce public debate. The Dreyfus Affair, culminating in Alfred Dreyfus’s full rehabilitation by the Cour de cassation in 1906, underscored republican justice and divisions over nationalism and antisemitism. Ade’s observations of café society, street spectacles, and administrative formalities mirror this environment, using humor to register the city’s bureaucratic rigor, theatricality, and the political intensity audible at kiosks and cabarets.

The American Progressive Era formed the book’s moral and comparative backdrop. Theodore Roosevelt’s presidency (1901–1909), the Northern Securities antitrust decision (1904), and the Pure Food and Drug Act (1906) exemplified reform impulses reshaping U.S. urban life. Ade, an Indiana-born Purdue graduate (1887) and veteran Chicago newspaperman, brought a Midwestern pragmatism shaped by the metropolis that staged the 1893 World’s Columbian Exposition. His contrasts between American business efficiency and European ceremonialism reflect these reforms’ ethos. The book’s recurrent attention to municipal order, service standards, and civic display reads against Progressive benchmarks of sanitation, regulation, and consumer protection, refracted through the traveler’s quick comparisons.

Contests over alcohol policy provide another historical frame. In the United States, the Anti-Saloon League (founded nationally in 1895) expanded its influence in the 1900s, pressing for local option laws and, later, national prohibition. Britain’s Licensing Act of 1904, associated with A. J. Balfour’s government, sought to reduce the number of public houses with compensation schemes. France’s café and absinthe culture, increasingly controversial and ultimately curtailed with absinthe’s 1915 ban, remained vibrant in this period. Ade’s amused accounts of London pubs, hotel cocktail rituals, and Parisian cafés register these cross-national norms, using the traveler’s experience of closing hours, tipping, and sobriety laws to illuminate divergent social policies and moral campaigns.

Technological modernity animates the urban backdrops Ade records. London saw deep-level Tube expansion in 1906 with the Baker Street & Waterloo Railway (Bakerloo) and the Great Northern, Piccadilly and Brompton Railway (later Piccadilly), while Paris adopted motorized taxis (notably Renault models) by mid-decade. Electric lighting, department stores, and the Kodak Brownie camera (1900) democratized nighttime leisure, consumption, and tourist photography. High-speed news via transatlantic cables kept American travelers informed of events like the Russo-Japanese War (1904–1905). Ade’s sketches repeatedly hinge on these systems—timed trains, electric signs, camera-toting tourists—treating urban mobility and media saturation as defining features of the era’s daily experience and the stagecraft of modern cities.

As social and political critique, the book exposes class stratification, ritualized service, and conspicuous consumption that underwrote early twentieth-century leisure. Through satire of guidebook obedience, tipping economies, and hotel etiquette, Ade highlights how wealth sorted access and deference in London and Paris, even as modernity promised openness. His comparisons question imperial pomp, aristocratic privilege, and American boosterism alike, noting the anxieties of status display on both sides of the Atlantic. By tracing small frictions—exchange rates, dress codes, clerkly gatekeeping—he reveals broader inequities and nationalist prejudices, turning the tourist’s itinerary into a diagnostic of the period’s class divides, moral campaigns, and competing civic ideals.
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GETTING ACQUAINTED WITH THE

ENGLISH LANGUAGE

It may be set down as a safe proposition that every man is a bewildered maverick when he wanders out of his own little bailiwick. Did you ever see a stock broker on a stock farm, or a cow puncher[1] at the Waldorf?

A man may be a large duck in his private puddle, but when he strikes deep and strange waters he forgets how to swim.

Take some captain of industry who resides in a large city of the Middle West. At home he is unquestionably IT. Everyone knows the size of his bank account, and when he rides down to business in the morning the conductor of the trolley holds the car for him. His fellow passengers are delighted to get a favouring nod from him. When he sails into the new office building the elevator captain gives him a cheery but deferential "good morning." In his private office he sits at a $500 roll top desk from Grand Rapids, surrounded by push buttons, and when he gives the word someone is expected to hop. At noon he goes to his club for luncheon. The head waiter jumps over two chairs to get at him and relieve him of his hat and then leads him to the most desirable table and hovers over him even as a mother hen broods over her first born.

This Distinguished Citizen, director of the First National Bank, trustee of the Cemetery Association, member of the Advisory Committee of the Y.M.C.A., president of the Saturday Night Poker Club, head of the Commercial Club, and founder of the Wilson County Trotting Association, is a whale when he is seated on his private throne in the corn belt. He rides the whirlwind and commands the storm. The local paper speaks of him in bated capital letters, and he would be more or less than human if he failed to believe that he was a very large gun.

Take this same Business Behemoth and set him down in Paris or Rome or Naples. With a red guide book clutched helplessly in his left hand and his right hand free, so that he can dig up the currency of the realm every thirty seconds, he sets forth to become acquainted with mediæval architecture and the work of the old masters. He is just as helpless and apprehensive as a country boy at Coney Island. The guides and cabmen bullyrag him. Newsboys and beggars pester him with impunity. Children in the street stop to laugh at his Kansas City hat known to the trade as a Fedora. When he goes into a shop the polite brigand behind the showcase charges him two prices and gives him bad money for change.

[image: <I>Stop to laugh at his Kansas City hat</I>]
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Why? Because he is in a strange man's town, stripped of his local importance and battling with a foreign language[3q]. The man who cannot talk back immediately becomes a weakling[2q].

What is the chief terror to travel? It is the lonesomeness of feeling that one cannot adapt himself to the unfamiliar background and therefore is sure to attract more or less attention as a curio. And in what city does this feeling of lonesomeness become most overwhelming? In London.

The American must go to England in order to learn for a dead certainty that he does not speak the English language. On the Continent if he kicks on the charges and carries a great deal of hand luggage and his clothes do not fit him any too well he may be mistaken for an Englishman. This great joy never awaits him in London.

I do not wish to talk about myself, yet I can say with truthfulness that I have been working for years to enrich the English language. Most of the time I have been years ahead of the dictionaries. I have been so far ahead of the dictionaries that sometimes I fear they will never catch up. It has been my privilege to use words that are unknown to Lindley Murray[2]. Andrew Lang[3] once started to read my works and then sank with a bubbling cry and did not come up for three days.

It seems that in my efforts to enrich the English language I made it too rich, and some who tried it afterward complained of mental gastritis. In one of my fables, written in pure and undefiled Chicago, reference was made to that kind of a table d'hôte restaurant which serves an Italian dinner for sixty cents. This restaurant was called a "spaghetti joint." Mr. Lang declared that the appellation was altogether preposterous, as it is a well-known fact that spaghetti has no joints, being invertebrate and quite devoid of osseous tissue, the same as a caterpillar. Also he thought that "cinch" was merely a misspelling of "sink," something to do with a kitchen. Now if an American reeking with the sweet vernacular of his native land cannot make himself understood by one who is familiar with all the ins and outs of our language, what chance has he with the ordinary Londoner, who gets his vocabulary from reading the advertisements carried by sandwich men?

This pitiful fact comes home to every American when he arrives in London—there are two languages, the English and the American[1q]. One is correct; the other is incorrect. One is a pure and limpid stream; the other is a stagnant pool, swarming with bacilli. In front of a shop in Paris is a sign, "English spoken—American understood." This sign is just as misleading as every other sign in Paris. If our English cannot be understood right here in England, what chance have we among strangers?

One of the blessed advantages of coming here to England is that every American, no matter how old he may be or how often he has assisted at the massacre of the mother tongue, may begin to get a correct line on the genuine English speech. A few Americans, say fifty or more in Boston and several in New York, are said to speak English in spots. Very often they fan, but sometimes they hit the ball. By patient endeavor they have mastered the sound of "a" as in "father," but they continue to call a clerk a clerk, instead of a "clark," and they never have gained the courage to say "leftenant." They wander on the suburbs of the English language, nibbling at the edges, as it were. Anyone living west of Pittsburg is still lost in the desert.

It is only when the Pilgrim comes right here to the fountain head of the Chaucerian language that he can drink deep and revive his parched intellect. For three days I have been camping here at the headwaters of English. Although this is my fourth visit to London and I have taken a thorough course at the music halls and conversed with some of the most prominent shopkeepers on or in the Strand, to say nothing of having chatted almost in a spirit of democratic equality with some of the most representative waiters, I still feel as if I were a little child playing by the seashore while the great ocean of British idioms lies undiscovered before me.

Yesterday, however, I had the rare and almost delirious pleasure of meeting an upper class Englishman. He has family, social position, wealth, several capital letters trailing after his name (which is long enough without an appendix), an ancestry, a glorious past and possibly a future. Usually an American has to wait in London eight or ten years before he meets an Englishman who is not trying to sell him dress shirts or something to put on his hair. In two short days—practically at one bound—I had realised the full ambition of my countrymen.

Before being presented to the heavy swell I was taken into the chamber of meditation by the American who was to accompany me on this flight to glory. He prepared me for the ceremony by whispering to me that the chap we were about to meet went everywhere and saw everybody; that he was a Varsity man and had shot big game and had a place up country, and couldn't remember the names of all his clubs—had to hire a man by the year just to remember the names of his clubs.

May I confess that I was immensely flattered to know that I could meet this important person? When we are at long range we throw bricks at the aristocracy and landed gentry, but when we come close to them we tremble violently and are much pleased if they differentiate us from the furniture of the room.

[image: <I>Just to remember the names of his clubs</I>]
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Why not tell the truth for once? I was tickled and overheated with bliss to know that this social lion was quite willing to sit alongside of me and breathe the adjacent atmosphere.

Also I was perturbed and stage frightened because I knew that I spoke nothing but the American language, and that probably I used my nose instead of my vocal chords in giving expression to such thoughts as might escape from me. Furthermore, I was afraid that during our conversation I might accidentally lapse into slang, and I knew that in Great Britain slang is abhorred above every other earthly thing except goods of German manufacture. So I resolved to be on my guard and try to come as near to English speech as it is possible for anyone to come after he has walked up and down State street for ten years.

My real and ulterior motive in welcoming this interview with a registered Englishman was to get, free of charge, an allopathic dose of 24-karat English. I wanted to bask in the bright light of an intellect that had no flickers in it and absorb some of the infallibility that is so prevalent in these parts.

We met. I steadied myself and said:—"I'm glad to know you—that is, I am extremely pleased to have the honour of making your acquaintance."

He looked at me with a kindly light in his steel blue eye, and after a short period of deliberation spoke as follows:—"Thanks."

[image: "<I>Thanks</I>"]
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"The international developments of recent years have been such as should properly engender a feeling of the warmest brotherhood between all branches of the Anglo-Saxon race," I said. "I don't think that any fair-minded American has it in for Great Britain—that is, it seems to me that all former resentment growing out of early conflicts between the two countries has given way to a spirit of tolerant understanding. Do you not agree with me?"

He hesitated for a moment, as if not desiring to commit himself by a hasty or impassioned reply, and then delivered himself as follows:—"Quite."

"It seems to me," I said, following the same line of thought, "that fair-minded people on both sides of the water are getting sore—that is, losing patience with the agitators who preach the old doctrine that our attitude toward Great Britain is necessarily one of enmity. We cannot forget that when the European Powers attempted to concert their influence against the United States at the outset of the late war with Spain[4] you bluffed them out—that is, you induced them to relinquish their unfriendly intentions. Every thoughtful man in America is on to this fact—that is, he understands how important was the service you rendered us—and he is correspondingly grateful. The American people and the English people speak the same language, theoretically. Our interests are practically identical in all parts of the world—that is, we are trying to do everybody, and so are you. What I want to convey is that neither nation can properly work out its destiny except by co-operating with the other. Therefore any policy looking toward a severance of friendly relations is unworthy of consideration."

"Rot!" said he.

"Just at present all Americans are profoundly grateful to the British public for its generous recognition of the sterling qualities of our beloved Executive," I continued. "Over in the States we think that 'Teddy' is the goods—that is, the people of all sections have unbounded faith in him. We think he is on the level—that is, that his dominant policies are guided by the spirit of integrity. As a fair-minded Briton, who is keeping in touch with the affairs of the world, may I ask you your candid opinion of President Roosevelt?"

After a brief pause he spoke as follows:—"Ripping!"

"The impulse of friendliness on the part of the English people seems to be more evident year by year," I continued. "It is now possible for Americans to get into nearly all the London hotels. You show your faith in our monetary system by accepting all the collateral we can bring over. No identification is necessary. Formerly the visiting American was asked to give references before he was separated from his income—that is, before one of your business institutions would enter into negotiations with him. Nowadays you see behind the chin whisker the beautiful trade mark of consanguinity. You say, 'Blood is thicker than water,' and you accept a five-dollar bill just the same as if it were an English sovereign worth four dollars and eighty-six cents."

"Jolly glad to get it," said he.

"Both countries have adopted the gospel of reciprocity," I said, warmed by this sudden burst of enthusiasm. "We send shiploads of tourists over here. You send shiploads of English actors to New York. The tourists go home as soon as they are broke—that is, as soon as their funds are exhausted. The English actors come home as soon as they are independently rich. Everybody is satisfied with the arrangement and the international bonds are further strengthened. Of course, some of the English actors blow up—that is, fail to meet with any great measure of financial success—when they get out as far as Omaha, but while they are mystifying the American public some of our tourists are going around London mystifying the British public. Doubtless you have seen some of these tourists?"

The distinguished person nodded his head in grave acquiescence and then said with some feeling:—"Bounders!"

"In spite of these breaches of international faith the situation taken as a whole is one promising an indefinite continuation of cordial friendship between the Powers," I said. "I am darned glad that such is the case; ain't you?"

"Rather," he replied.

Then we parted.

It was really worth a long sea voyage to be permitted to get the English language at first hand; to revel in its unexpected sublimities, and gaze down new and awe-inspiring vistas of rhetorical splendour.
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A LIFE ON THE OCEAN WAVE, WITH MODERN VARIATIONS

A month before sailing I visited the floating skyscraper which was to bear us away. It was hitched to a dock in Hoboken, and it reminded me of a St. Bernard dog tied by a silken thread. It was the biggest skiff afloat, with an observatory on the roof and covered porches running all the way around. It was a very large boat.

After inspecting the boat and approving of it, I selected a room with southern exposure. Later on, when we sailed, the noble craft backed into the river and turned round before heading for the Old World, and I found myself on the north side of the ship, with nothing coming in at the porthole except a current of cold air direct from Labrador.

This room was on the starboard or port side of the ship—I forget which. After travelling nearly one million miles, more or less, by steamer, I am still unable to tell which is starboard and which is port. I can tell time by the ship's bell if you let me use a pencil, but "starboard" means nothing to me. In order to make it clear to the reader, I will say that the room was on the "haw" side of the boat. I thought I was getting the "gee" side as the vessel lay at the dock, but I forgot that it had to turn around in order to start for Europe, and I found myself "haw." I complained to one of the officers and said that I had engaged a stateroom with southern exposure. He said they couldn't back up all the way across the Atlantic just to give me the sunny side of the boat. This closed the incident. He did explain, however, that if I remained in the ship and went back with them I would have southern exposure all the way home.

[image: <I>I complained to one of the officers</I>]
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Our ship was the latest thing out. To say that it was about seven hundred feet long and nearly sixty feet beam and 42,000 tons displacement does not give a graphic idea of its huge proportions. A New Yorker might understand if told that this ship, stood on end, would be about as tall as two Flatiron buildings spliced end to end.

Out in Indiana this comparison was unavailing, as few of the residents have seen the Flatiron Building and only a small percentage of them have any desire to see it. So when a Hoosier acquaintance asked me something about the ship I led him out into Main Street and told him that it would reach from the railroad to the Presbyterian church. He looked down street at the depot and then he looked up street at the distant Presbyterian church, and then he looked at me and walked away. Every statement that I make in my native town is received with doubt. People have mistrusted me ever since I came home years ago and announced that I was working.

Evidently he repeated what I had said, for in a few minutes another resident came up and casually asked me something about the ship and wanted to know how long she was. I repeated the Presbyterian church story. He merely remarked "I thought 'Bill' was lyin' to me," and then went his way.

It is hard to live down a carefully acquired reputation, and therefore the statement as to the length of the vessel was regarded as a specimen outburst of native humour. When I went on to say that the boat would have on board three times as many people as there were in our whole town, that she had seven decks, superimposed like the layers of a jelly cake, that elevators carried passengers from one deck to another, that a daily newspaper was printed on board, and that a brass band gave concerts every day, to say nothing of the telephone exchange and the free bureau of information, then all doubt was dispelled and my local standing as a dealer in morbid fiction was largely fortified.

The chief wonder of our new liner (for all of us had a proprietary interest the moment we came aboard) was the system of elevators. Just think of it! Elevators gliding up and down between decks the same as in a modern office building. Very few passengers used the elevators, but it gave us something to talk about on board ship and it would give us something to blow about after we had returned home.

Outside of the cage stood a young German with a blonde pompadour and a jacket that came just below his
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