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'My First App

In New York City

By ONOTO WATANA (Mrs. Winnifred Reeve), author of “A Japanese ’
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Nightingale.”
(Mrs. Reeve iu now living on a ranch at Morley and ls in the midst
i of several important literary endeavors). '
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I was elghtean yearas old,. I had
recrived a letter from AMr.y Ellery
Sedgwick, then eoditor of Irank

"¢ ‘e (pow »ditor of the Atkntle
Monthly).

_Instead of the usual re-

——

Indigestion or
Sour, Gassy
Stomach

A ———

“Pape’s Diapepsin” gives
Relief in’ Five Minutes

) -4

“l1*r2 & 1% kpeps.n” rellaves slome-
afh quiTebs In five minutes, You
don't want a slow romedy when your
stomach i bad-—0Or an uncertain orne
—or & harmful che—your stomach s
to0 wvaluyable; you mustn't Injure it
with drastic drugs. Pape’s Diapepgin
is noted for its speed in giving reifef,
its harmlessness, its certaln unfall-
ing action (n regulating sick, sour,
rassy stomachs. Keep this perfect
gtomach doctor in your home—kecep
it handy—get o large sixty-cent case
from any drug Store, and then if you
<hnuld eat something which doesn't
agree with you, If what you eat lays

Mk e fToarments nnd sty and .

to be arrested, I burst into tears, 1

v & husky youngster can, with tho re-

' checked, and Mr. Sedgwick alterna-

Joction slip, he 'wrote expressing an
Interest in me, and suggested that 1
ehould let him see “anything olse
you have written.”

Upon my arrival in New York, 1
did not wait to securo lodgings. 1
went straoight from the train, biyr In
huand, to Mr, Sedgwick & office. lHav-
ing explained to him who I was—he
appeared to have forgotten that lotter
he had written me—I ald: “And you |
wrote me to let you sco anything
e.se 1 have written, and 0 —"

T opened my bag., He leaped to hia
feet, threw up his hands, and
shouted: -

“IHedp! IHelp!®

In rushed half a dozen editors and
etorks, and the wild looking Mr.
Sedgwiclk pointed dramatically to
that bug of mine, which was brimn
fuji to tho top with manudcripts.
With » vaguo idea that I was pbout

haowded as hard and heartily as only
sult thnt thht outrageous mirth wus

tely wringing his hands and runmning
them through his hair Implored me
to etop weeplng., He sald:

‘“Lon’t cry! Don't ery!l Don't ery
ke that! Stop it! I'll buy a story
from you i{f vou wiil. Tl buy all your
ptorteee If you do. There, there, no
one's guing to hurt you. Shut up,
dﬂ“‘

In Jater yveary, when Mr. Sedgwicle
and T woukl meet at dntervals, he
liked to recall tho several amusing
episodes he recalled inany past, and
he told our friends that I had black-
mailed him with tears into buying
my first story.




