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The Acrobat Who Tries the Triple
Somersault Courts Death.

Wise Men Are Satisfied With Doing
the Double and Staying
in the Ring.

The triple somersault has slain its
scores, yet as long as men tumble over
elephants in the circus and as long as
springboards are made the acrobals
will be trying to accomplish this most
difficult of feats. There have been ac-
robats who have done it. They are
dead now. They were carried out of
the ring to a hospital immediately
thereafter and lived for the various
period of from one to three days.

The memories of this most difficult
of acrobatic feats were recalled a few
days ago when Augustus Warner, one
of the tumblers of the Barnum & Bailey
circus,; in taking the double somersault
over the backs of elephants, fell and
narrowly escaped injuring himself for
life. He told one of the surgeons that
he had tried one of the “triple.” It
seems, however, that he had simply
missed his calculations on the double
somersault and had landed upon his
neck instead of on his feet,

There have been men who have as-
serted that they can turn the triple.
They are generally the acrobats who
have left the circus ring forever and
are devoting the last years of their lives
to the sale of cigars and ginger pop.
The men who have followed the circus
all their lives say that no man has ever
turned the triple from a springboard
and has lived to boast of his triumph.

The triple somersault is done from
the flying trapeze, but it is simply a
series of revolutions in the air as the
performer drops. Even then it should
be called two and one-half revolutions,
for the acrobat falls on his back in a
net and depends upon the rebound to
hurl him to his feet. He can make
these two revolutions and a half from
a springboard sometimes, with the dif-
ference that nine hundred and ninety-
nine times out of a thousand he alights
on his head or on the back of his neck,
which, in the circus parlance, is instant
death. A man who falls that way even
in a net is a subject for the Coroner.

It was only last summer that a well-
known performer, in trying to turn the
triple from the trapeze, went the usual
two and one-half revolutions, dropped
into the net and was almost instantly
killed.

Yet as long as men are ambitious—
and the acrobat is one of the most
ambitious of men—the three somer-
saults will be attempted over and over
again. There are so many men who
say they have done it, you know, that
the youthful performer starts out with
the determination to do so or die. It
is to the circus ring what squaring the
circle is to mathematics and the per-
petual motion machine is to physics.

The somersault, whether it be single,
double or triple, is a feat which re-
quires the most assiduous practice and
the most accurate calculation. The
public sees the rapidly revolving acro-
bat, and says: “Why, here is a man
who turned six or eight times.” It has
seen the double somersault with its as-
cent, its doubling and its twisting, and
jts illusion of endless whirling in space.

The somersault, simple as it may
seem, is a complex feat. The muta-
scope illustrations made by experts
from the Edison laboratories show the
various movements which are blended
in this apparently simple feat of the
tumbler’s art.

The acrobat is Charles Werts, known
to the circus folks as “Chad” Werts.
He is one of the cleverest acrobats of
the Barnum & Bailey show. The views
were taken while the acrobat was per-
forming upon the roof of Madison
Square Garden one sunshiny morning
last week.

Within a space of fifteen seconds this
nimble acrobat had turned four dis-
tinct kinds of somersaults. He stood
upon a strip of carpet and performed
without the aid of a springboard. The
muscles of his strong legs and shoul-
ders enable him to make those gyra-
tions, which the man who knows noth-
ing of the rigorous training of the cir-
cus performer would consider impossi-
ble.

“Chad” Werts is one of the acrobats
who says that he does not do the triple
somersault.

“Phat’s not to =ay,” he sfaid to me,
“that I couldn’t do it. I'm not sure
of doing it every time. And it isn't
pleasant, when you start out on the
springboard, to think that you may
do the triple all right, but that it will
probably be all day with you if you do.
Well, yes. I never did it, but 1 think
J1 can. The double somersault is good
enough for me.”

The fact remains that all the force
which springboards and trained mus-
cles can give is not quite sufficient to
whirl the body of a man through the
third revolution. The friction of the air
overcomes the force, and when the
third revolution is supposed to begin
the acrobat has lost all control of him-

self. He becomes what the circus folk
call “cast.”
This is equivalent in mechanics to the

driving wheel of a locomotive being at
a dead center. The acrobat ceases to
revolve, except in exceptional cases,
and falls to the ground like a sack of
wheat. It is unfortunate, though, that
this human sack of wheat has cervical
vertebrae which will be jarred by the
fall. It means death, or a living death
~—lifelong paralysis.

The first thing which the tumbler
learns is to jump from a springboard.
The sensation of springing through the
air, as all know who have had even a
limited gymnasium practice, is an un-
canny one, Next is the “stock” somer-
sault, which consists of merely spring-
ing up in the air and slowly, and with
practically no muscular exertion, turn-
ing over. The motion is so slow that
the spectators hardly realize that the
man has turned over.

Then begins the drill for the real
somersault. The acrobat learns the
“tuck,” which consists of grasping both
Jegs tightly half way between the knee
and ankle and pressing them closely
together. At the same time the acro-
bat puts the muscles of his shoulders
and back into play. This muscular
force acts like the baldnce weight of
the wheel. It aids him to complete
the revolution.

The taking of the “tucks” requires
the nicest calculation. The acrobat
must wait until he has sprung as far
into the air as the force of the spring-
board or his legs will carry him. It
he “tucks” too soon he will fall like a
coffee sack. If he waits until too late
he finds himself cast, a human wheel
at a dead center. He is likely to have
broken bones in either case, in spite of
carpets and mattresses

The double somersault requires more
muscular exertion. The trained ac-
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robat knows exactly where he is at
every point in the revolution. He has
a strange sense which makes him feel
it. It is when he summons his almost
exhausted energies for the third revo-
lution that he feels like a ship without
a rudder. In the words of *“Chad”
Werts, “A man doesn’t know where he
is at and he doesn’t care much.”

“If I was writing a book for circus
acrobats,” said the tumbler, “I'd tell
them that there were three sure roads
to death—rum, cigarettes and the triple
somersault. Still, what would be the
use? Men don’t learn that those things
are not good for them until they have
tried them.”

The air was a bit chilly on the roof
of Madison Square Garden last Thurs-
day morning when the acrobat removed
his outer garments and stood in blue
fleshlings. J. H. White, the expert
from the Edison laboratory, from which
the kinetoscopes and the mutoscopes
come, paced off ten feet upon the carpet
and the acrobat began.

It took seventeen seconds for the in-
strument to reel off fifty feet of nega-
tives in a strip. In fifteen seconds
“Chad” Werts had made his bow,
turned the twisting somersault, made
two flipflaps, a bow and ended with a
smile.—New York Herald.

“YOURS” OR “MINE.”
It Was a Soul-Absorbing Question

for the Two Affianced Lovers.

“Will you be mine?”

It was a young man who spoke, and
the young woman, understanding, bent
low her shapely head, and, blushing,
answered “Yes.”

O love! O rapture!

Sample copies sent on application.

However, this is a true story, and it
took place in Washington not three
months ago, and the young woman has
returned to her Western home to get
ready for the wedding in May.

Fifteen minutes after the above emo-
tional conversation had taken place the
storm abated to some extent, and she
lifted her joyful eyes to his as if in
question.

Quick is the apprehension of love,
and he was all anxiety in a moment.

“What is it, darling?” he asked, hold-
ing her to him as if fearful lest she es-
cape.

“Haven't T £50,000 in my own right?”
she murmured,

His grasp tightened on her as if it
were twice as much.

“So I have heard, dear,” he ex-
claimed, trying to be utterly indiffer-
ent.

“And you haven’t 50,000 cents?"”

“Just about that, dariing,” and once
more he tightened his hold on the fu-
ture comforts of life.

For a long time she remained silent
as if in deep thought.

“Don’t you think, John,” she said at
last, “that that question you asked me
a minute ago was just a little bit out
of plumb?”

“What question, dearest? I don’t
understand,” he said greatly per-
plexed. “Do you mean when I asked

you to be mine?”

“Yes, John.”

“What was wrong with it darling?
I meant it all and more.”

“Yes, John, T know,” she said, weigh-
ing her words carefully, “but it oc-
curs to me that as you are not put-
ting up the money and I am, you might
change it around a little, and you be
mine, instead of the way you had it.”

And the worry and anxiety fled from
his face and soul on the spot.

“Have it exactly as you please, dar-
ling.,” he said with a radiant smile.
“There isn’t any more yours or mine in
this family, anyhow. It's all ours.
See?”

And they will no doubt “live happily
ever after.” At least we may all hope
so.—Chicago Record.

A Cold-Blooded Girl.

“Oh, Mr. Stalate,” she said, without
taking her eyes off the clock, “I want
to ask you something about your tastes
in the way of cookery.”

“I'm charmed to have you take such
an interest,” was the unnecessarily
earnest reply.

“Do you like bacon
breakfast?”

“Why-—er—sometimes.”

“I hope you will speak frankly, be-
cause if you don’t like them we can
tell the servant as soon as she comes
down stairs to prepare something else.”
—Washington Star,

and eggs for
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No Place for Bailey.

Business in the Japanese Parliament,
as in our own, seems to be sometimes
of rather a frivolous character. A whole
recent sitting was devoted to consider-
ing whether a member had not violated
parliamentary etiquette by attending
the opening in a frock coat, instead of
the regulation dress-suit. Finally, the
offending member was solemnly warned
of his “indiscretion,” narrowly escaping
being handed over to the Disciplinary
Committee for punishment.—Westmin-
ster Gazette,

In 1997.

She got up from her knees and
glanced madly at the baggy trousers.
She pressed down the unheaving tie.

“You are a cruel coquette,” she said.

Cholly shivered.

“You led me on to think that you
loved me, and now you tell me that you
have accepted Grace Horseleigh, 1 will
get even with you.” And she went to
the door vowing vengeance.

“Coward!” cried Cholly, as she de-
parted.—New York World.
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Sherlock Again.

“Ah,” said Sherlock Holmes, sitting
down on the corner of the editor’s desk,
‘I see you have just received a story
from a young woman in a lawyer’s
office.”

“How ecan you tell that?” asked the
editor. “Can you recognize the type-
writing?”

“No. Don’t you see the string is tied
in a regulation true love knot? That
is the woman end of it. And instead
of ribbon she has used red tape.”—Cin-
cinnati Enquirer.
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A Heartless Strategem. ,

“How did they stop the elopment?”
asked Maud.

“By a detestable piece of trickery,”
replied Mamie,

“They came very near getting away
in safety.”
| “Yes, but her father put his head out
{of the window and shouted that her hat
| was on crooked, and when she grabbed
! for it she upset the tandem.”—Washing-
ton Star.
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Ocular Evidence.

“One of the greatest objections to
whisky,” said the man of abstemious
habits, “is it the fact that in this era of
adulteration it contains so many for-
cign substances.”

“You have just given utterance to one
of the most impressive truths that I
know of. Why, suh, last night I saw a
man pouring watah into it!”"—Washing-
ton Star.

Men must decide what they will not
do, and then they are able to act with
rigor in what they ought to do.—
Mencius.

MILLINERY,

SPECIAL SALE
TO-DAY.

rim and latest shape.

All at uniform

Sale
Price,

straws.

season.

Sale

|
|
‘[ LOT 2—Another
‘ Price,

? Sale
Price,

colors, 44 inches wide.
value.  Price, 15¢ Yard.

Also, White Lawn and new
Pique Embroidered Baby Bonnets,

in very pretty styles.
Price, 39c.

Hammocks.

Mexican grass Hammocks, full
size, strong, and either white or

colored. Price, $1.

We offer to-day the follow-
ing telling values in Millinery:

LOT 1—From the East, stylish
Panama Sailors, bell crowns, wide
Silk ribbon
trimming and leather sweat band.

We shall also include with above
a quantity of our best $2 Sailors,
including Panamas and fine split

$1 27.

supply of
those large American Beauty Roses
in Jacqueminot and bright ‘reds.
The most desirable flower of the

43c.

LOT 3—We have taken from
our regular stock a quantity of our
women'’s stylish Trimmed Hats,
selling at $5 to $7 each, and re-
|k duced the prices for to-day’s sale.

63 95.

We sshall also have on sale to-day
|f Wide Satin and Gros Grain Millin-
(R ery Ribbons, in all staple and fancy
Splendid

WEINSTOCK,LUBIN & CO.

TO-DAY,

SPECIAL SALE

MEN’S SUITS.

We have bought a few lots of
Men’s Suits from a manufacturer
who was anxious to close them out.
The goods are excellent, and the
values strong.

LOT 1—With the opening of
business to-day we shall place on
our counters Men's Brown Mixed
Check Suits of all-wool Cheviot.
Will not show dirt easily, and are
well made.

Sale Price, $4 90.

LOT 2—Blue or black Dress
Suits of all-wool English Clay
Worsteds, with round or square
corners, In a regular way these
Suits would sell at $10.

Sale Price, $6 85.

LOT 3—Men's dark gray
Worsted Suits; good firm cloth
that will give excellent wear. Worth
in a regular way $15. Sale price,
$9 75. We shall also include in
this lot some stylish brown Plaid
Suits, which were intended for $15.
They are slightly imperfect, but
not noticeably so.

Sale Price, $9 75.

Lactated Food.

This preparation is recommended
by medical authorities for children
and invalids, especially in cases of
irritability of the stomach and
bowels. An excellent nutritive, and
especially good for dyspeptics.

Small size, 224c; medium, 4sc;
large, goc; hospital size, $2 40.

Men’s Tan Shoes, $1 15.

Lace or elastic side Shoes for
men, in tan leather. Pointed or
square toes, good soles, and well
made Shoes. Price; $1 15.

|

Questions
and Answers.

“Dry Goods Chrenicle.”

“ Two questions will insist
Kpon antshwers. I'I'he first bt:»

re not the people at e bet-
ter served, both as tolag%eadth
of choice and lowness of price
per quality, than before the
department store began? We
do not think any one can
reply in the negative. The
pother question: Is it possible
to suppress the department
store? No one wishes to see
the power or opportunity cen-
tralized to the detriment of
the people, but there seems to’
be a natural law that is more
potent than the law of States.

“The department store,
with its democratic manners
and its close-shaven prices,
gets too near the heart of the
economical consumer to be-
come an object of suspicion
in any way, much less a pro-
voker of anti-monopolistic
furore.

“ We feel there is no inher-
ent unlawfulness in adding
line and branch to branch, or
in selling the details as cheaply
as the owner is inclined to
doit.”

‘We Offer
To-Day:

Embossed metal shirt waist Sets
of five pieces, including link cuff
buttons, silver or ebonized finish.
Sale price, 5c.

Shirt waist Sets, three studs, col-
lar button and cuff buttons. ; Roman
gold, silver or ebonized finish.
Will give satisfactory wear. Sale
price, 12c.

Stonine shirt waist Sets, in black
or white. Sale price, 19c.

Also, men’s metal Collar Buttons,
with celluloid backs. Set of 4
pieces, 10c.

Prices, 5c, 12c and 19c.

A SCENE FROM REAL LIFE.

«All’s Well That Ends Well” in This
Case as in Others.

‘Without, the sighing of the wind that
mimicked an infant’s wailing. Within,
the flicker of the open fire that threw
grotesque shadows of the furnishings
upon the walls of the library, to leap
and dance and fade and return, in wa-
vering diableries, with now and then a
sputtering sound as the flames de-
voured a bit of pitch, or the rustling of
falling ashes.

Before the fireplace a man, sitting
quite still in a low, leathern chair, save
for a nervous but noiseless tattoo that
his fingers played on its cushioned arm
in hardly suppressed excitement. He
seemed engrossed in subtle thought, but
every sense was keenly alert. A bronze
clock stood on the mantel, its gold
hands marking the midnight hour; yet
moments passed and it did not chime.
He had stopped it. It's ticking had an-
noyed him. The flame in the grate an-
noyed him, too; it seemed so fickle—
now blazing bright, now dying down
to a sullen red.

The flickering flame was a symbol of
life. Life, an atom of primal force, for
a time strangely held in bondage, and
so for a short time manifest.

The flame was gone. The ashes re-
mained. Death. The release of the
atom. Where does the atom come from?
What is the vower that binds it?
Whence does it hasten when it is freed?
Idle questions, all of them.

The click of a latch somewhere in the
house startled him. He sprang to his
feet and approached the door, strain-
ing his ears to listen.

There was a muffled footfall some-
where in the upper hallway; the soft
click of the latch was repeated; then all
was silent.

He lingered awhile by the half-open
door, then lightly tiptoed back to his
seat. Ah, thic was weary watching!

Yet we are watchers, all of us. Some
watch the future, some the past; few
men live wholly in the present. And—
though consciously, perhaps—all of us
watch for life or for death.

He waited long, but the faintly heard
sound was not repeated. What could
have caused it, he wondered.

He crossed the room to the window,
drew back the blinds, raised the cur-
tains, and looked out.

Against the faint ghostliness of the
night the trees stood out like black
giants. The moon had dropped behind
the hill, but the morning star shone
brightly.

There was no sound to warn him, yet
a sudden impulse compelled him to
drop the curtain and turn again toward
the hailf-open door. Then he sprang
toward it quickly.

“Tell me!” he demanded hoarsely.

A woman stood in the doorway. The
darkness concealed the smile she wore.

“It is a boy, sir,” she answered.—R.
G. Taber, in Life.

Intellectual Growﬁ of Great Britain.

Of the intellectual advance of Great
Britain we cannot speak so favorably.
The great cloud of ignorance which
rested on the body of the people, and
which you can still detect if you talk
to very old workingmen and women,
has, it is true, been lifted a little.
Everybody can read, and all women
under 30 can write—that is by no
means equally true of all men—and as
most of them read newspapers they all
get a few rather gritty and discon-
nected facts into their minds. The av-
erage has been lifted in every class, so
that in the lower a dozen men speak
well where one could hardly do it; and
in the middle ten men and twenty

+

Your
Ltast

Chancel

One week from
to-day we drop the
curtain over this
PEERLESS

for $2 292 $3 Hats for 49¢?

DROP IN

FIRE

Did you ever hear of ALL-WOOL MEN’S SUITS selling

414-416 K Street.

$3 Shoes for 97¢?

Summer

Coats and Vests for 49c? Laundered Shirts for 12%c? Ladies’
Oxfords for 49c? Misses” Spring Heel Shoes for 47c? Or Boys’
Knee Pants for 12c? Better not lose time.

TO-DAY.
(Red Signs.)

NSNS NS

women can write good prose, or “'hatlcalled Constantine,

a century ago would have been esteem-
ed quite charming poetry. There is
much greater width of mind, too, in all
classes, and an extraordinary progress
in intellectual tolerance; but of in-
creased intellectual strength we see no
sign in books, while there has been a
definite decrease of {t, not quite sat-
isfactorily explained, in oratory.

Ordinary conversation has improved,
chiefly perhaps because women have
learned to converse; but we do not
think the best talk has, while we should
say there had been a marked tendency
in thought to become slipshod. Vague-
ness is the note of an extraordinary
quantity of it. Indeed, if we dared say
anything which to all decadents will
seem impertinent and false, we should
say that true realism had visibly de-
clined, and that the reluctance to look
at facts as they are, always excepting
the facts of the cesspool, had percept-
ibly developed. The scientific spirit,
though widely diffused, applies itself
only to the concrete, and except when
the subject of study is perceptible to
the senses, there is less truthfulness
and insight. Certainly this is true in
politics, where men are always utter-
ing falsehoods, because they wish they
were truths, and we think it is true
in other regions besides. Hard think-
ing, in short, is not increasing, and the
competent of our day are not quite so
competent, especially as regards
strength of will and intellectual energy,
as thecompetent of two generations ago.
There is a large number of the qualified
but if education and numbers had re-
mained at the same level, it would, we
think, have been a smaller one.—Lon-
don Spectator.

Grecian Hopes.

It is regarded by the Greeks as an
omen of good fortune that. the heir to

while his wife's

rame is Sophia. The wife of Constan-

tine the Great was Sophia, and there is
a- legend hundreds of years old, said
to be believed in every island and prov-
ince of Greece, which runs: “When a
Constantine and a Sophia shall once
more reign in Hellas, the holy city
(Constantinople) will belong to the
Greeks.”

A Thrilling Incident.

It is night:

Through the
walks a man.

Beneath his feet the dry twigs crackle
and snap.

He is threading his way through a
mighty forset.

Overhead the interesting branches are
outlined in shadowy blackness against
the midnight sky.

Ahead of him lies home and all that
he holds dear.

Behind him, lurking in the shadows
and hungrily licking its chops, prowls
a huge, shaggy beast.

Ever on his trail it silently follows,
with lowered head and eyes that shine
like twin stars through the darkness.

As the lone traveller presses on to-
wards his goal the prowling form be-
hind him creeps stealthily nearer and
nearer.

At last the man stops in front of an
humble cabin beside the trail.

He approaches the door and raises the
latch.

In a moment more he will be safe in-
side.

But no, the man, unconscious of dan-
ger, pauses on the threshold to look
back; and at that moment the huge
beast suddenly springs upon him—

And begins licking his master’s hand!

The man and his faithful St. Bernard
have reached home at last.—St. Louis

cimmerian darkness

the throne, King George’s eldest son, is

®

Post-Dispatch.

WEINSTOCK. LUBIN & CO.

TO-DAY
FOR MEN.

We call attention to the follow-
ing items for to-day:

Men’s unbleached Balbriggan
Undershirts, 25¢ each.

Men’s rose-colored Balbriggan
Undershirts or Drawers, at 75c
suit.

Men's Summer-weight Canton
Flannel Drawers, 33c pair.

A limited quantity of unlaun-
dered White Shirts, at 2qgc.

Men’s percale and Madras Neck-
wear, bows, band bows and four-
in-hands, 3 for 25c.

Chamber Sets, $3 90.

We are greatly increasing our
stock of China and Glassware.
Many of the items are being made
for us in Europe, and almost daily
new things are arriving.

To-day Chamber Sets are the
surprise. We have some new ones
(10 pieces) in stippled gold and
colors, $3 9o set. Such decora-
tions and such a price have never
been coupled * together before in
Sacramento. Four styles to choose
from.

Concert
To=Night.

There will be a concert in our
stores this evening. Foliow-
ing is the programme, Second
Infantry Band, Chas. A. Neale,
Director: y

March, “Reevesonian”.......Reeves
Potpourri, “Olivette” ..... ...Andran
Song, “Image of the Rose”....Zickoff
Selection, “Brian Buru”.....Edwards

Waltz, “Sueno de Maria”....O. Fetras
Selection, “Irish Gems of Song"”....

Potpourri, “A Musical Tour Through
RO 5 s il dd e P Conradi
Selection, “Bonnie Scotland”.......
....................... Bonniseau
Medley, “Plantation Echoes'..Coates
Dance, “The Darkies’ Dream™. .....
Lansing

A Little Lady or Man

Will appreciate a Silver-plated Set,
consisting of chiid's knife, fork and
spoon, napkin-ring and gilt-lined
mug. To make the wonder com-
plete they are packed in a satin-
lined box. Price, s0c set.

I Another Carload
of Furniture.

We get our Furniture direct
from the factories (doing away
with middlemen’s profits) and in
carload lots at lowest freight rates.
A carload received the other day
contains an assortment of choice
goods, including:

Faney Parlor Tables,

China Closets,

Book Cases,

Handsome Sideboards,

And the prices are as new to Sacra-
mento as the goods themselves.
While we have had these goods
before, we have never been able to
quote such prices.

Silk Items.

Striped Wash Silks in new col-
ors, 24c yard.

Black Silks with clusters of col-
lored stripes, such as blue, laven-
[der, pink, etc. Suitable for un-
| derskirts, 47c yard.

i
|
x

{ Black Satin Brocades, large de-
inches

>
22

! signs, for separate skirts;
| wide; 73c yard.

Bureau Sets.

Bureau runner and three small
mats; Ir'sh Point effect. Price, $1
i set. Pillow Shams to match, heavy
open-work  border
$1 50 pair.

and center;

More of Those
!$lO 50 Satin Skirts.

We have just received another
lot of those handsome black fig-
ured Silk Skirts, stylish designs.
Tailor made, and perfect hanging.
Price, $10 j50.

Storm Serges, 39c.

Extra value in navy blue, brown
or black Storm Serges, 38 inches
| wide, 39c yard. Just the thing
{ for seaside or mountain costumes.
| Will shed the dust easily.

Weinstock, Lubin & Co., 400-412 K Street, Sacramento.
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