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THE SCIENCE OF SOLISTRT:

jH E  ancient philosophers laid great stress 
j on the theory of mind indicated by matter;
| and to Solon, in amplification of his wise 
: counsel, “  Know Thyself,”  we are in- 
I debted for the Science of Solistry.

It was touched on also by Platoe and 
later elucidated by Locke On the Human Understanding 
and has been treated more or or less fully by modern 
authors in various footnotes.

While the exponent of Palmistry may claim to read by 
the lines of the hand, it is only when the sole is laid bare 
that the real character is exposed; and by a careful study 
of the accompanying footprints any one may become fairly 
proficient in the mysteries of the art, and the wayfaring 
man, though a fool, need not err therein.

The foot then, is divided into two parts; the full, solid part 
called the sole, and the divided,, movable part called the toes. 
I f  the sole, measured from the heel to the roots of the toes, 
is longer than the middle toe, the subject is well-balanced 
and is an easy-going, whole-souled sort of person. If, 
however, the middle toe is longer than the sole, the subject 
is flighty and unreliable.

I f  the sole is narrow, it indicates a conservative mind, 
easily prejudiced, with a tendency to solecisms. I f  broad, 
it means a free, generous temperament, with no danger of 
misunderstandings.

In the accompanying diagram, in which is laid bare the 
sole of the author, the mounts, by which is meant the fat
nesses of the sole at the base of the toes are designated as 
follows: The Mount at the base of No. r, which is the light, 
fantastic toe, and is also the Ball of the foot, is dedicated to 
Terpsichore; No. 2, Mount of Trilby; No. 3, Mount of 
Atalanta; No. 4, Mount of Cinderella; No. 5, Mount of 
Mercury. In the heel, No. 6 is the Mount of Achilles.

The lines, however, are interesting in the extreme. All 
tendencies must draw the line somewhere, and the solist who 
:reads between the lines will discover a reality in what has 
.hitherto seemed a solar myth.



TH E F O U N D A T IO N  O F C H A R A C T E R .

The life-line extends from A  
to B. I f  this is broken, it indi
cates future death. The line of 
Heart from C to D indicates Heart 
for Heart’s sake. It also shows 
luck at cards — hence it is some
times called the cardiac line.
E  F  is the Head-line. A  strong 
Head-line is indicative of edito
rial instinct and exemplifies re
version to type. A  broken 
Head-line signifies pugnacity.
I, I, are lines of thought lead
ing to lines of action. G H is the 
clothes-line and shows love of 
dress. 3 F  is the fish-line and 
indicates that the subject is a liar. 
F  5 is the line of beauty and in
dicates that the lines are cast in 
pleasant places. 1 J  is the line 
of sole. This line indicates a cold
blooded subject and is often felt. 

The occupation of the sub-
The Perfect Foot, ject can be accurately deter

mined from the lines. Thus, the line of battle, and the line 
of march, are hard lines, often calloused, proving the 
soldier or the tramp. A  line-meeting indicates a railroad 
man. A  tow-line, a sailor. Solar spots, an astronomer.
A  well-developed foot-ball, a college student.

In the poetic foot, the sounding-line is clear, and the short 
lines (called Alexandrines), are strongly marked. The 
two types of poetic feet oftenest seen are the Iambic w — 
and the Trochaic —w  In the poetic feet the heels are 
usually in French Forms.

By the aid of these foot-lights the foundation will be laid 
for a correct understanding of the subject and the careful 
pedant will soon learn to unriddle the secrets of the sole 
with such facility and precision that he who runs may read.



I N  M E M O R Y  OF M Y  F A T H E R .

Y  father died when I  was ail too young,
And he too old, too crowded with his care 
For me to know he knew my hot, fierce hopes,— 
Youth sees unde chasms between itself and Age— 
Bow  could I  think he, too, had lived my life ? 
My dreams were all o f war, and his, of rest.

And so he sleeps (please God), at last at rest\
And it may be, with soul refreshed, more young 
Than when he left me, fo r  that other life—
Free, fo r  a while at least, from that old Care
The hard relentless torturer o f his Age
That cooled his youth, and bridled all his hopes.

For now 1 know he had the longing hopes,
The wild desires of youth, and all the rest 
O f my ambitions, ere he came to Age,
He too, was bold, when he was free and young—
Had I  but known that he could feel, and caret 
How could I  know the secret o f his life?

In my own youth I  see his early life 
So reckless, a?id so fu ll of buoyant hopes.
1 see him jubilant, without a care,
The days too short, and grudging time for rest—
He knew the wild delight of being young,—
Shall I  too, know the calmer joys o f Age ?



S E S T l'N A  O F TOUTAND A G E :

His words come back, to mind me of that age 
When lovingly he watched my broadening life,— 

And, dreaming of the days when he was young 
Smiled at my joys, and shared my fears and hopes. 
His words still live, fo r  in my heart they rest,
Too few , not to be kept with jealous care /

Ah, little did I  know how he could care /
That in my youth, lay joys to comfort Age !
Not in this world, fo r him, was granted rest,
But, <25 he lived in me, a happier life,
He prayed more earnestly, to zvin my hopes,
Than ever fo r  his own, when he was young l

He once was young; /  too, must fight with Care; 
He knew my hopes, and I  must share his Age;  
God grant my life be worthy, too, of Rest /



T H E  M IS S IN G  P A G E .

O when Sir Lorfelin had abode a yeare 
away from Benoy, in the court of King 
Ban, he waxed passing heavy that not 
he might see la beale Alys until another 
twelvemonth were done, and made 
great dole over his triste sorrowe that he 

was so away from this most faire lady.
Right so and he lay in his pavillion by the haute prince 

and made moan out of measure, there came a damosell 
richly beseene, and said, ‘ 1 Sir Knight, I could tell you 
goode tidings-*upd ye would see your la beale A lys.”

“  Wei were me,”  said Sir Lorfelin, ** and I mote see 
her now, for on the morrow we doe battle with King 
Marke, and I feare me much I may never see her more.”

”  Y e say sooth,”  said the damosell, “  and sith ye will; 
so shall ye be soon with la beale Alys, for an hour, and ye 
choose your desyre what ye shall have of the lady.”

“ Madam,”  said Sir Lorfelin,” “  I would an ye parley no 
more, but tell me what sooth thou sayest, for I am passing 
sad of my dolor and though I stand in adventure of my 
life that will I right gladly do and full knightly, for I would 
liever see this lady than all the world.”

“  Then,”  said the damosell, “  choose what I bid ye, 
whether ye shalt see her, or touch her, or bespeake her, for 
one of these can ye now have for an hour and none other. 
For I am high Lady Mildred of the Lake that was 
aforetime of King Arthur’s court, and am learned in all 
manner of craft of Merlin. So now if ye choose to see la 
beale Alys that shall I let happen strait, but ye shall say 
no worde to the lady nor come near to touch her in any 
wise whatsoever. Yet if peradventure ye desire most to 
speak to her, this also can I let do if so ye touch her not 
at all, nor open your eyne to look at her whom ye have not 
seene this twelvemonth. But if ye would touch this most 
fair lady and so choose, this shall befal whilst ye be blind 
and wholly dumb, which, if ye gaindo, then this craft me 
misfals and never shalt ye see her or be with her while ye live.”





V IV B Y T E 'S  H O N E Y M O O N :

E  were living the life of tame gold
fishes in the little town of Maldivers; 
for Vivette, having declared that the 
most commonplace Realism would be 
the only correct diversion for such a 
romantic couple as we, had upset all 
my plans by collecting her properties 

at the first uninteresting station on the road, and ended 
our wedding trip in forty minutes.

A  week after the elopement she drifted into the breakfast- 
room with clean pink cheeks and a rose in her hair, shim
mering cap-a-pie in a June-morning beauty such that no 
susceptible man could look at her with impunity. She had 
excited eyes, and the anticipation of a smile coaxing a 
corner of her mouth, and a gleeful tilt to her head that 
showed the wind had veered and here she was already off 
on another reach.

“  Do you know,”  she said, after returning from my 
side of the table, “  I have n’ t had a letter for seven days ! 
Such a thing hasn’ t happened since I left boarding-school. 
We must have been having a ridiculously good tim e! ’ ’

“  I thought you wanted a change, or I should have 
written you,”  said I.

“  O don’ t!”  she cried. “ None of your u 8 °  whirlwind 
letters this month—please. You could n’ t possibly amuse 
me.now, anyway, unless you sent a nice old ‘ Mother's- 
better-we" re-expecting-Jim-on-Friday-do-tell-me-all-ab on t- 
y  ourself' kind. People complain so of their letters. I ’m 
sure I never got a stupid one in my life. I suppose Romance 
is only subjective after all, but really, Robin, I ’ ve been 
fairly suffocated with adventure ever since I was born.”

“  True,”  said I; “  you were a foundling.”
“ To this day,”  she continued, I can’ t go down the 

street without seemg a runaway horse or a Chinese funeral; 
i t ’ s Fate, Robin.”



T H E  D E L I G H T S  O F R E A L I S M :

u And yet you want letters — which, while unopened, 
are the most exciting things in life — if y o u ’ re sure they 
are not bills.”

“  But if they were from real people,”  said Vivette, 
musing,— “  If I could get at their real selves, not see them 
through this picturesque haze that surrounds me, but know 
their real thoughts and ambitions, read them in the original 
and not translated into the dialect of my own foolish heart,— 
ah, what delightful Realism that would b e !”

“  W hy not advertise for correspondents in a Matrimonial 
Agency?”  I suggested.

Her pensive mood passed like the shadow of a cloud from 
a sunny hillside. Before the words were past my teeth 
she had sprung for a telegraph blank and had begun to 
scribble a description of her charms. I am never quite so 
much in love with Vivette as when she is writing. The 
absurd manner in which she holds her pen, that seems to 
guide rather than be driven by her queerly bent forefinger — 
their littlejourneys together to the ink-well and hurried scram
bles to overtake her thoughts— the bewitching attempts of her 
pursed lips to spell unmanageable words— the shy recourse 
to variorum trials upon the pad — her impatient scuffles 
with the pen-wiper— her flirtations with the blotter, and a 
hundred and thirty other tiny tricks and gestures, make 
Vivette’s efforts in penmanship a captivating performance. 
I ran over and kissed the top of her head for her.

“  I don’ t quite know how to describe myself,”  she said, 
readjusting a little flirt of brown hair that had once been her 
bang, “  Of course, my forehead is nice, and my eyes are all 
right, except they ’ re not the same color, and I ’ m not 
altogether ashamed of my nose,”  and she felt of it with a 
straight finger thoughtfully. “  What do you think of my 
mouth?”

“  I t ’ s a deal too pretty,”  said I, trying it.
“  Would you say anything about my ears? ”  said Vivette, 

trying to stretch them a little.



T H E  A D V E N T U R E S  OF M R . R A C H E T

I began a little simile, but she interrupted me.
44 Of course, I can ’ t put that in ! I think it will have to 

go as it is,”  —  and she read it over, beginning 4‘A  sparkling, 
gracile brunette of 23 who might be the daughter of 
d’ Artagnan and Little D orritt”  — and ending—  44 Object 
matrimony. Address Box 16, Maldivers P. O .”

This, with my own advertisement, which she did very 
prettily too (writing me down a slashing hero of the Ouida 
sort), appeared in the next number of the Matrimonial 
Times, and we gambled wildly over the issue of the exploit. 
In three days the returns began to arrive, and by the end of 
the week I had received 43 replies to her 5 1, but, by a 
curious coincidence, we each received 27 photographs as 
enclosures. This pleased Vivette hugely, and she spread 
her whole gallery on the floor over against mine, and con
templated them very seriously. She was sitting behind me, 
with her chin on my shoulder, so that her jaw danced with 
delicious little jumps on my clavicle as she chattered.

4 4 Are n’ t they amiable ?’ ’ she said. 4 ‘Are n’ t they easy to 
get along with, though! Every one has a recommendation, 
Eke a servant girl’s references. Such an aggregation —  
all stars, too. Poor things! I can’ t marry them all, can I, 
Robin? I t ’ s too bad they can’ t be paired off, somehow! 
H ere ’s one who is 4 middle-aged, not rich, but plays the 
oboe — prefers lady with independent fortune, but would be 
glad to meet intelligent saleslady, if good-looking. ’ ”

441 have just the thing in my collection,”  I cried, 44 here 
— 4 beautiful as a rainbow (see photo), able to earn her own 
living, and enjoys music.’ ”

4 4 That match will be made in Maldivers, if not in heaven, 
try the next one ! ”  and Vivette set the two together.

All that night we wrangled over our puppets, casting up 
their temperaments, qualities, and moral assets, and balancing 
one characteristic and another with a minuteness and 
intimacy that kept us ashriek with gayety, till twenty-six



A N D  M IS S  F E A T I I E R B O N E :

amorous couples had been paired off, and their letters 
appropriately re-addressed. Thus, were the loose strings 
of Destiny tied up in Maldivers that night, by Robin 
Redforth and a very pink young lady, with her hair career
ing around her, and hands not quite too clean, by six o’ clock.

There remained two photographs, however, at the end 
of the game, that neither of us was content to assign 
together. Mine, the sender claimed, was a presentment of 
the features of Miss Alicia Featherbone, and this, with the 
verbal description of her mental attributes, was so bewilder
ing a revelation of feminine transcendence, that I could by 
no means feel that Mr. Rachet was worthy of her.

Arthur Ragelsburg Rachet, Vivette’ s pet correspondent, - 
had what she approvingly called a “  stunning head and, 
though I had my own reasons for not being jealous, yet her 
bare-faced worship of this pseudo Adonis, aroused me to 
retaliation, and I embarked in a reckless eulogy of Miss 
Featherbone. Before long, we were in a fair way to quarrel 
over the misalliance. I say quarrel; but, of course, no one 
can really quarrel with Vivette — one is too much interested 
in tempting the bewitching smile that flickers in her eyes 
and catches her lips, when the current of humor swirls, and 
if her mood falls into a demure quietude, that registers the 
minimum degree of vitcsse consistent with her temperament; 
and, though I have seen her serious, it has never been my 
provoking, I assure you. But what was I saying? W e 
played at cross-purposes, for the novelty of the thing 
(what would we not do for a new sensation!), and, with 
Ratchet as a war-cry, she whirled into a fantastic sortie 
upon my pretended jealousy.

I fell fairly ill of the name of Rachet, which she hung at 
me edgewise through the open door, as she left me, and 
twittered through the keyhole before she entered. She 
sang, “  Thou art my Rachet, believe m e— promise thou 
ne’er will deceive me ” — with superlative variations. She



NO. 2 1 1  C H E S T E R  S T R E E T :

named the cat Rachet, and she bribed the waitress to ask 
every morning, “  Will you have Rachet and eggs, or beef
steak ? ’ ’ She gave remarkable imitations of the name with 
a huge watchman's rattle. She wrote R A C H E T  on the 
mirror with soap.

I bore it all meekly, being more amused than I pretended. 
It is one of our rules that you mustn’t return pie in the 
same dish, so I was unable to retort in the same way; but I 
was indefatigable in my visible adoration of Miss Feather- 
bone’s portrait, and her name, lending itself to symbolical 
representation, I adorned my hat with chicken-feathers 
and wishbones, and flaunted the tokens before her rival.
- After several days of the farce, Vivette proposed a return 

to the city. I was awaiting this, and had my traps set and 
baited with Rachet’s address.

W e were in town forthwith and at our luncheon at the 
cafe, Vivette around a comer of the table, in a wicked 
little bonnet of her own fabrication, maneuvered the con
versation in an overt attempt to incite my curiosity.

“ Where is Chester street? ”  she asked.
2 1 1 Chester street was the alleged residence of Mr. 

Rachet.
“ It’ s out by the Conservatory of Music,”  I replied; “  a 

small house on the corner opposite the cemetery.”
“ Why, how do you know ?”  said Vivette.
“ I ’ve known Arthur Rachet all my life,”  said I.
“ Y o u ’ re a horrid thing— you and your old Feather- 

bone !” —said Vivette. “  I don’t believe you.”
“ She is not old,”  I exclaimed. ‘ ‘ She is only £ 19, has the 

complexion of an infant, and can speak French.’ I hope 
she has better manners than yours. I shall call and see 
this very afternoon. ”

“ Go along !— I shall be busy myself,” — said Vivette, out 
of the side of her mouth.

“  Where are you go in g?”  I asked.
“  Confess yo u ’ re jealous ! ”  she pouted.
“  Indeed I am,”  I said, and Vivette was herself again.



OR, TWO C A N  P L A T  A T  T H A T  G A M E .

She gave me a comfortable demonstration, and left me, 
saying: “ Farewell! I shall see you at dinner tim e/’

I was so sure of it, that I had ordered it prepared at 2 1 1 
Chester street, which, it is time to confess, had long been 
a property of mine—  a haunt in the old days when I was 
beginning to make my reputation in the Romance Associa
tion and had many a# out-of-the-way rendezvous.

I must confess, too, that I had spent several hours in an 
ineffectual search for Miss Featherbone, who had, it seemed, 
sent me a false address— and though I shouldn’t have 
minded describing the visit to Vivette if it had been suc
cessful, yet I felt very young at the prospect of telling her 
how I had been swindled, though I had no suspicion of 
her hand in the game.

I got to my house none too soon; for, as I pulled up the 
front shades, and gave my instructions to Jacob, I saw a 
familiar little figure coming up the walk, and curiously 
reconnoitering the porch for the number.

Jacob met her at the door, and, from my coign, I heard 
an elaborate colloquy in the hall. After a few moments, he 
came to me, and said:

“  It can’ t be tke lady you ’ re expecting at all, sir. She 
wants to see Mr. Rachet, all right, and made out she 
wanted to sell him some scented soap, sir. But here ’s the 
name, sir; and what shall I sa y ?”

And Jacob handed me a card, on which was engraved:

And Vivette, dimpling gaily with her hat a bit atilt, 
entered and completed the partie carree, giving me four 
kisses: one for herself, and one for Miss Featherbone to 
me, and two from the same vivacious pair for Arthur 
Ragelsburg Rachet.



M y Legs are so
They break o ff in B ed ,

A n d  my Caram el Pillow  

It  sticks to my H ead.


