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LOVE OF ONE'S NEIGHBOR

SceNE. A wsld place in the mountains.

(A man in an aititude of despair 15 standing on a
tiny projection of a rock that rises olmost sheer
from the ground. How he got there it is not casy fo
say, but he cannot be reached either from above or
below. Short ladders, ropes and sticks show that
attempis have been made fo sove the wnknown per-
son, but without success.

It seems thai the unhappy man has been in that
desperate position a long time. A considerable crowd
has already collected, extremely varied in composi-
tion. There are venders of cold drinks; there is a
whole little bar behind which the bariender skips
about out of breath and perspiring—he has more
on his hands than he can aitend to; there are peddlers
selling picture postal cards, coral beads, souwvenirs,
and all sorts of trash. One fellow is stubbornly try-
ing to dispose of o tortoise-shell comb, which is
really not tortoise-shell. Tourists keep pouring in
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from all sides, aitracted by the report that a catas-
trophe i impending—Englishmen, Americans, Ger-
mans, Russians, Frenchmen, [talians, elc., with all
their peculiar national traits of character, manmer
and dress. Nearly all carry alpenstocks, field-glasses
and cameras. The conversation is in different lan-
guages, all of which, for the convemience of the
reader, we shall translate snto English.

At the foot of the rock where the unknown man
iz to fall, two policemen are chasing the children
away and portitioning off a space, drowing a rope
around short stakes stuck in the ground. [t is noisy
ond jolly.)

Poriceman. Get away, you loafer! The man'll
fall on your head and then your mother and father
will be making a hullabaloo about it.

Boy. Will he fall here?

PoLicEman. Yes, here

Boy. Suppose he drops farther?

Secowp PoLiceMan. The boy 1s might. He
may get desperate and jump, land beyond the rope
and hit some people in the crowd. I guess he weighs
at least about two hundred pounds.

First PoricEMaN. Move on, move on, you!
Where are you going? Is that your daughter, lady?
Please take her away! The young man will soon
fall.
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Lapy. Soon? Did you say he is going to fall
soon? (h, heavens, and my husband's not here!

Lirrie GirL. He's in the café, mamma.

Lapy (desperately). Yes, of course. He's al-
ways in the café, Go call him, Nellie. Tell him the
man will soon drop. Hurry! Hurry!

Voices. Waiter! — Gargon — Kellner—Three
beers out here!—No beer m—What 7—Say, that's a
fine bar—We'll have some in a moment—Hurry
up—Waiter '—Waiter —Gargon!

First PoLIcEMAN. Say, boy, you're here again?

Boy. I wanted to take the stone away.

Poriceman. What for?

Boy. 5o he shouldn't get hurt so badly when he
falls.

Seconp Poricemaw, The boy is right. We
ought to remove the stone. We ought to clear the
place altogether. Isn't there amy sawdust or sand
about P

(Tweo English tourists enter. They look af the
unknown man through field-glasses ond exchange
remarks.)

First Tourist. He's young.

Seconp Tourist. How old?

First Tourist. Twenty-eight.

SeconDp Tourist. Twenty-six. Fright has made
him look older.
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Fmst Tourist. How much will you bet?

Seconp Toumist. Ten to a hundred. Put it
down.

First Tourist (writing in his note-book. To
the policeman). How did he got up there? Why
don't they take him off ¢

PoricEmMaN. They tried, but they couldn’t. Qur
ladders are too short.

SecoND Tourist. Has he been here long?

PoLiceman. Two days.

First TourisT. Aha! He'll drop at night.

Seconp Tourist. Intwo hours. A hundred to
a hundred.

Fmsr Toumist, Put it down. (He shouis to
the man on the rock.) How are you feeling?
What? 1 can't hear you.

Usknown MaN (in o scarcely oudible voice).
Bad, very bad.

Lapy. Oh, heavens, and my husband is not
here!

LirtLE GIRL (runnsng sn). Papa said he'll get
here in plenty of time. He's playing chess.

Lapy. Oh, heavens! Nellie, tell him he must
come. I insist. But perhaps I had rather— Will
he fall soon, Mr. Policeman? No? Nellie, you
go. I'll stay here and keep the place for papa.

(A tall, lanky woman of wunusually independent
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and mihitary appearance ond a tourist dispute for the
same place. The tourist, a short, quiet, rather weak
man, feebly defends his rights; the woman is reso-
lute and aggressive.)

Tourist, Baut, lady, it 1s my place. I have been
standing here for two hours.

MiLitary WosMaN. What do I care how long
you have been standing here. 1 want this place. Do
you understand? It offers a good view, and that's
just what I want. Do you understand?

Tovrist (weakly). It's what T want, too.

Miritary Woman. I beg your pardon, what
do you know about these things anyway?

Tourist. What knowledge is required? A man
will fall. That’s all.

MiLitary WoMAR (mimicking). “A man will
fall. That's all.” Won't you have the goodness to
tell me whether you have ever seem a man fall?
No? Well, I did. Not one, but three. Two acro-
bats, one rope-walker and three aeronauts.

Tourist. That makes six.

MiLitAry WosMan (mimicking). ‘““That makes
six.” Say, you are a mathematical prodigy. And
did you ever see a tiger tear a woman to pieces in a
zoo, right before your eyes? Eh? What? Yes,
exactly. Now, I did— Please! Please!

( The tourist steps aside, shrugging his shoulders
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