Prince—ot Wales

England’s Heir Apparent
Is a Regular

HE Prince -nf Wales is ‘“‘gafe for
democracy.”

The royal special, a train of mon-
archical luxury which bears more marks
of royalty than the heir-apparent to
empire who rides on it, wag ready to
leap out of Windsor, Ont the other da].r

Private Tim Murphy, late of the Cana-
dian Ninety-ninth Battalion, walked up
to the observation latfnnn Murphy
had an idea which, t0 l’us way of thinking,
was going to ﬂabbergast the boy on whom
some day will fall the ermine of Britain.

“You Ld.ll vourself democratic, eh?’’ he

gdwa.rd Albert Andrew Patrick David
Wettin, which is the name the prince can
use when his breath is good, laughed.

I hope 1 am,” said he.

“Then two bits,” said Murphy,
and waited for the crash,

His Royal Highness was clearly puz-
zled.

“What is1t?’’ he asked.

“It’s a bob, Your Highness, in the old
country.”

The prince did some excavating. He
placed in Murphy’s hand a Canadian
twenty-five cent piece.

“And I know,” he remarked, “that you

can’t get better than, two per cent, old
buddy, in this arid home-placg of ours.”

Two thuusand voices roared their de-
light, - Mwrphy held the ailver high for
3.11 the Domlmnn 1o see.

“You’re a brick, I aay,” he
The din of the mob multiplied.
the soldier said, with all the urreverent
gall of 3 top-se eant “give us a speech.”

The Prince o Wales whose interect in
silk hats and Qe.arl-buttonad shirt bosoms
and silk-stockings is perfunctory, in com-
parison with I:us attachmeat for the man
with the symbol of service in the Great
War at his button-hole, leaned over the
vestibule rail,

“Only this: I don’t want you fellows,
in particular, to remember me as a
prince, but as a comrade.” The wheels
began to grind.: “So long, Canadians,”

e yelled. "Y-e—a Prince,"” they b-el—
luwed back. The tracks unrolled be-
tween them, but until. that animated
line lost mdiwduallt ahd.seemed but a
brown canvas hl-:}wn by the svind, His
Royal Highness, the ‘Prince of Wales,
K. G., M. C,, stood unhatted, waving his
good- bye

Why, I considered, as the hour neared
of my presantat:lnntahm had I not given

more study to courtly custom? I Imew ;
guide and some now"

Spalding’s basehall
useless mathematm about the footage of
a baseball field and the value of a ﬁeld
goal. I had even met the Queensbury
manugl, and from devious sources I had
learned what to do with any number of
forks up to four. What futile knowledge
now, , .
Mind forayed for precedent. My
royal intimates, it now seemed, were

and Good
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Royalty carries with it the picture of
dignity, mojesty, pomp and alcofness,
But that tan'’t the picture of the Prince
of Walex America has seen. Mr.,
Richards’s story {2 a ‘‘close-up”
young man who rolls hisx own, lthes
American jazz and American girls,
and hates to get ap in the morning.
It iz a story of the youth as he is today,
which gices an unusual.ingight inte
what the king of tomorrow will be,

itys. Kings Lasr sod Boggot, the Eai
pla an t, the

g:,wtucket. the Sultan of Sulu, Yetive
ﬂf Graustark, Shine-Ball King Cicotte
and. Ban J uh.uson the celebrated czar.
The Sultan of Suly, as & pattern, offered
one termnfying obstacle. As I recalled,
after the populace had sung, “Hail to the
la.ng this is & joyous day,” or some such

yrical dehght I bad a vague remem-

bmnnaofvﬂlagﬁsbreahngmtoaTexas 1

Tommy,

Now I would no more thml: of Texas
Tommying than I would en e Irvin
Cobb as a dancin ner of Pavlows or
William Howard Taft standing on tip-toe
in gauze dmmd Pl through

Ea a.mrms orse, or Mr.
r}-angettang

ONCE in and introduced, moreover, I
would be mnversaﬂunally stymied,
I might start with captious reference, pos-
sibly, to the late bereavement of Charles
Comiskey, of Chicago,.Ill. One cannot
talk housing Cﬂﬂdlttﬂﬂﬂ the most timely
subject, to a person whose home suggests
the Biltmore and the Commodora and
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By
WILLIARY C. RICHARDS

ingle bed which spends i daytinne idle
single w spends 1 ¢ idle.
ness hooked to a door.

I took comiort from an mmdent of the
day previous. There had been an hour's

at an Indian reservation. The
prince had added to his endless appen-
dages. He became Chief Morningstar,
The christening over, an old chief gussied
up 1In beads and paint, given an exotic
touch by the pair of rubbers in which he
shufﬂed ut hl.s arm about the rinue's
waist and two-stepped about ¢ ring.
When it was halted, astrmgafSiaux
issued. Then a sa,laam gorgedus
thing that looked as :f it rmght back-fire,
but d:dn’t The prince went to Armeri.
can slang for help.

“Atta bO)?,.” h’E said,

It eased my mind some, Imuvedmth
more c-nnﬁdence along the line 1;0 the in-
troduction.

“How do you do,-Your Highness,” I
said, and wcmdered whether' the official
scorer would give me a hit or an error.

M right hand met his left.

t to %zt ” he iexcused the south-
awing. ' Lhey nearly shook my t
Eand off in Tﬂmnto ? s

Behind me was .a Canadian dough-
boy, quite red about the ears and in the
ﬁrasg of a grea.t embarrassmen$, Ope

was bandag

“Whﬂre?” the ane asked.

“Cambrai.”

“Quite a tiff, t0o.” Frock-coated gen-
tlemen behind the soldiér looked their im-
patience. The prince didn’t mind. A

rince doesn’t have to. The Prince of
ales drew the arm of the Canadian pn-
;ate fd&?ugl%nﬁfg Suﬁf&rﬂ ﬁm was &
turied fum at the roy ts.
His Highness frowned. pocke
"Gat a cigaretter” he pleaded.

- The soldier’s cheeks had the hue of
Britain’s flag.

“éve got thavmahns = He stammered.
wite so.  Very g The prince
held out a hand.

And then he who is to inherit the pus-
ple rolled a cigarette, He handed back
the bag and the p apers. “ Let me see you
again, won’t }'ﬂu, he said to the speech-
ess veteran, and turned to the formalities.
Henry Ford was one of those who waited.

VEORGE V’'s son i3 a regular, Hehas
the donkomic of a Broadway Johm,
smokes all the time, admires a pretty face
with an open aﬁectmn is bored by Bee-
thoven, is a 'disciple of Amencan jazz,
and he hates to get up early in the
morning. Newspaper men on the train
frothed a bit over the fancy for feminne
1%I'_-!5:51,1.11;5" the next head t:rf the House of
m
“Hé’s stuck me a couple of times,” 3
representative of a world famous news
bureau told me. ' “There was a girl I was
mterestedmabﬂatL&keLchSE,ﬂﬂ



PRINCE OF WALES AND GOOD

FELLOWS
extraordinarily pretty thmg And what
does he do, the beggar?” The corre-

spondent looked fondly at the object of
]ns phillipic a few yards away., “Duesn’t
the good fellow send word that he wants
to meet her. It amounts to a royal sum-
mons, you know. And that’s the last
I saw of her, will you believe mer”

And there also was that town in Al-
berta, and another pair of eyes. The
royal motor was stopped, and the parade
halted with it. A messenger ran to the
sidewalk, The girl, with an overwhelm-
ing shyness, came to the side of the car
ablush in her hour of surprising triuraph.

“You are coming to the dance to-
night?” His Highness asked.

She had not been invited.

“Then I invite you, and 1 hope you
come,” he urged. He danced seven
times with her tha.t night. And if that
isn’t a good girl spoiled for her insular
sphere, then we err greatly. The blades
of Alberta will be so many rummies 0
her. She has danced with her king.

In good time he will ascend the throne
of Bntam with all its subject millions,
and when he does he will k:naw this side
of the Atlantic not as a splotch of color
on a map but as a reality translated in
terms of mtj,r and plain and musical wa-
ters and God-believing people,

What is more, perhaps, is that to thi$
side of the Atlantic he will be something
more than a distant figure, sitting aloof
from the affairs of men. = He will know his
soldiery not as a mass but as very humatt
units, cold to sophistry and cant, but
warm to him who s their languﬂg6
as " does Albert Edward, who hates
reveille and loves the ladies.
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