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By Charles Darnton.

Willlam H. Crane's age.

“I'm no spring chicken, you know,”

But how was I to know?
ever tried to ut into print. Talk
was 8o fast that even now my pencil
and the Boys'" over agaln. Mr.

N expert accountant should be called in to straighten out Mr.

When a man tells you he I8 sixty-
three and then dances a }ig to prove it, how are you going to
reconcile his figures with his feet? That sort of thing is apt to
upset your mental calculations.

is all out of breath.

“running conversation!
It was “Father
Crane was just like “Father.”

cracked Actor Crane,
I found him the livellest proposition I had
ahout a

His

Moreover, he

asserted that the average father who lives in a eity to-day is a falr match
for the fast-gafted parent he has made popular at the Bmpire.

r

“The Kigh Cockalorum. ;
“The ‘old man,’ as he hates to be
called, Is growing younger avery day.”
puffed Mr. Crane, as he fillel the
room with c gar smoke “Ha {s the
high cockalorum hoth in his home and
out of it, especlally if bhe happens 1o
lilva in a city. He refuses to be rele-
gated to the ch mney corner, and as
for wearing carpet slippers—well,

with patent leath-
funny stories at |
the young folks go
out to a restaurant he's right with
'em every time I1f you don't believe
it look over crowd at the Holland

what's the matter
ers? He tells all
dinner and when

the

the

House, Delmonico’s, Sherry's and other
restaurants. You'll find that the old
boys with side-whiskers and thelr hair
parted down the back are the life of
pearly every party.”

“You find - &

“I find that I haven't time to grow
old,” rattlel on Mr. ( “I'm too
busy keepng up with boys It
never enters my head that ] am get-
ting old—-and I'm si hree Keep
going and you'll Kkeep young—that's
my motto. And {t seems to be
motto of most gray-halred men n a
ecity. They won't & RTOW
old. If there's anyt 1
want to be in t. that |f
they drop out of
for goold, and 18 4
chances. "

way—-7"

“And the best

“Old Man Crane? Never!”

**The best way to Keep young la to|
keep with the young folks' barked
Mr. Crane, snapping me up in the|
middle of my questlion “Yes-sir-ee! |
What's the use of being in a hurry !
about getting old anyway? There's
always plenty of time for that. Why, |
when 1 go out Into the country in the|
summer time I make straig for the |
young folks If there's a d e 1 hoe
it down with ‘em; If they're outside
playing te s or any ol!d game 1 want
to be in {t. No one hag ever called
me an old fogy, by Jjingo! And what's
more, I'm not guing to gve ‘em a
chance to say it as long as I can
help it.”'

*In town ?'* 1 began. |

“In town {t's the same way,’ ran |

on the spry old youngster. ‘“When I|

walk Into the Lambs' Club,
stance, the boys don’t whisper:
Hera comes old Crane!’

‘lHere he fis!

Come on!

for In-
‘S-s-h-h!
They =ing out:
After the

papers had given me a send off on my

new play,

fellow
8!
ty-five years ago
‘““Have you heen
“Yes, sir;
forty-five years,

I'm not too old an
fro the young fellows.
watch the

n I see any
‘By cracky!
Il remember tha

ter of age

the boys started to jolly mae,
but I got back at 'em by saying:
lsn’t it about time an ambitious young
had a chance?
astic about a new part as 1 was for-

‘Well,

I'm as enthu-

on —1r*
I've been on the stage for
Quite a spell, eh?

Bug

actor to take tips

I always

youngsters on the stage, and
hing new I say to my-
That's a good
t Acting isn't
aor technigue,

fdea!
a mat-
you know. It's

l > PN

[ Haveprt =
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dramatic Instinct that makes an actor.
|1f a young fellow hasn't dramatic in
| stinct, he'll never be an actor. There
|only one thing to acting—dramatic !n-|
| stinct. That's what 1 call it, and 1
ithink it's original wi me. I'm abls
to do better work to-day than 1 was
|twenty years ago. For one thing, 1
| feel better. I never take a drink now
but —"'

| He broke off to

light a fresh cigar. |
“You smoke a great —?2" |

“l smoke all the time,” he puffed, |
[burning off the end of my question |
| with his match. **The doctors tried to|
| stop me once, but I told 'em I uldn't

get along without smoki They ad

{vised me to change my brand and find |
a light cigar. I'd been smoking three- |
| for-a-dollar cigars, and I suppose they |
were a little s g for a steady dlet, |
'B it’s all right now. I've got a r |
cig:r that doesn’'t hurt me at all

been told that I smoke a cigar on the
stage more naturally than any other
]m'lnr. Perhaps It's because 1 like to
smoke. I never think about the cigar.

It's perfectly natural for me to smoke,
and I suppose that's why I do it natyp.
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Actor WM. H. CRANE Declares “the Old ™Man”
Is Growing Younger Every Day---By Jingo!
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“Whesher I do or not.”” he answered | whoh exerted tha same influence on a
| ahead of tme, *‘the public won't have bookmaker and a minister must have
me in ar but a genial American | a universal appeal I think George

charac hr I llked ‘Business Is  Ade builded beiter than he knew when
ness 1 so did the crities, but | he wrote ‘IFather and the Boys.' And
the public didn’t want to see me in It. | did you ever see so many good lines
They want to gea me {n a part th !!folh-w ane another? The way !‘.-y'
has a touch of American humor— | come makes me think of what Nat
something typical. IU's’ easy enough to| Goodwin's uncle sald one day when he
get what s lled ‘a Crane part,’ but| was boxing with a fellow who knew |
it's not so easy to get the part and a | how to handle the gloves. He was get-
play, too. The part alone Isn't enough | ting hit right and left when Nat stepped
—the play must be dramatic. I was | up and asked, ‘What's the matter with
td of ‘Father and the Boys' at| you? Can't vou see 'em coming? ‘Yes,'
but after I had read two or  answered his uncle, ‘I can see ‘em com-
nes I began to see that the Ing, all right, but they come so fast

cter of the father that I can't stop 'em!" That's the way

was backed up
play dramatic {nterest, and it is with Ade's lines—I don't think an
that the father's love for his boys audience cen stop 'em—at lesast, not al! |

‘ally on the stage. A clgar should nevery| ga.a 1t human interest. That'as the)
‘play the st But somehow OF (.uljty that is recognized by everyone.
r, a ms to belong to an| Why at Rector's the other night a
American play. Incldentally, I'Ve | man about town-—-I think he used to he
produced more Amer n plays than any | 4 nhookmaker—told me that the oid
yther American actor.' | man's devotion to his boyvs tnade him
“You prefer the American char-| ween And the very next day a min- |
ac—"7" {ster who had been to see the nlay told
| | me the same thing. That settled it
ﬁds ‘o Be Gﬂl'd'. ' with me. It seemed to me that a play

", N

of '‘em. Bot I'm right {n the thick of | "“It's not what It was twenty years|used a lot of expressions that T hul
them and they help me to he folly. | airn,* came the evar ready reply, “‘It's|heard {n Western Massachusatis, whery
,\'-'-‘\ In "’:’ Is iness' 1 ‘ er s5 quaint nor so pleturesque. | I lived as & boy. My uncle was &

! ""“:’t”:‘l"l L0, S ) - 18 grown filp—that's the word— | great character. Ha pretended to be

(Tnastitiican )  t6F i - L ‘?:1-' I'Me citios have an entirely new [ awfully plous, and always sald a long

| e f humor, and every littia town | prayer before gvery menl ut T kKuew

Busmess KIII\ humor wing sult. One v!isitor n &|le had the old Ebenezer in him, and

I I guess y o Kima Mr 1y iange the humor of a wh m" it came out one day when a "y

| Crane, once more ine K me Lalf wa iHa Slang 13 used at the expanso | etepped on his foot. He wouldn't swear
with hls answer It's ke this. A mu 'r. Hut the humor of slang Le- thnt was agnrinst his religlous {=

sw,v:\ Money ugh c a nes (ts strength. Ade {5 the only | ples -but on this painful occaslon he
| business er 84 “ i W w I know w says really funny | kicked the cow and yelled: ‘Bob jam
| of time tc crak a i ha ngs, and puts them in a vernacular| that jam thng to jelll' Tohat was his
tme to ba jolly Fhat's wny Wa 8 own Rut our whole sche of & of making a distinction without a
sireet ages men Wall strect and the | umor has changed, and the American | once. '’

’.;1;' h-quick epirit aro respo: ble ! arncter has changed with (it The e he was laughing at tha recol-
thae Qestruction of 8 great deal pleal American,” as he used to he | lection he lehted another cigar,
American humor.” led, {a not to ba found to-day except ‘Of ¢ " he reswned, '“"we can't

“IDo you think American humor tha more remote country districts | glwaya d-natured, hut I believe
undergime # change {n the 2 When I war playlng David Harum I | in trying. It helps to kesp a fellow
young. When [ get so old that the

publlc doesn't want me any longer, I'm
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(From ‘*The Trimmed Lamp,” by O.| and your Catskills! There's more solid
Henry.) ‘omfort In the borough of Manhattan
than in all the rest of the country to-
"N L gether.  No, sires! No tramping up
(Copyrighted, 1806, by McClure, PUps | ornongicular clifts and being waked
& Co.) up at 4 In the morning by a mililon
flles, and eating canned goods stralght
T\ EAR READER: It was summer-| {0 the city for me. Littie old New
Spe o BT T ork  will taka a few select summer
D :1?::_:(“1‘1;1’;'“'\&:‘:]:: kxﬂ‘:[;‘u‘l ';\..:(\‘(”1‘!;? boarders—comiorts and conveniences of
't is difficult for the sun to be fero- ";'r';_'g:,_’"xl:_lf.. theiiad. that LiAnswer!|
| . ot b 21830
ot It Ean e L o T o et i e
thermometers! Who cares for standard Nay, !'mkmz clossly, &t.the,ather, . Tou
e N It was: 36 hot mven't been away from town in years.
it v Hetter come with me for two weeks,
The roof gardens pit On #0 mMAany myhow, Tne trout In the Beaverkill

extra walters that you could
get your gin fizz now-—as soon as all |
the other people got theirs. The h"s'f
Mtals were putting In extra cots for |
systanders. For when little woolly [
dogs loll their tongues out and M_\(
“Woof, woof!" at the fleas that bite !
‘em, and nervous old black bombazine
ladies screech *“Mad dog!" and police-
men begin to shoot, somebody is going
to get hurt. The man from Pompton,
N. J., who always wears an overcoat
in July, had turned up in a Broadway |
hotel drinking hot Scotches and enjoy-
ing his annual ray from the calcium.
Philanthropists were petitioning the |
Legislature to pass a blll requ!rlng
builders to make tenement fire-escapes |
more ocommodious, so that families
might dle all together of the heat in-
stead of one or two at a time. So many
men were telling you about the number
of baths they took each day that you
wondered how they got along after the |
real lessee of the apartment came back
to town and thankéd 'em for taking|
#uch good care of it. The young man
who called loudly for cold beef and
beer in the restaurant, protesting that
‘roast pullet and Burgundy was reullyi
too heavy for such weather, blushed |
when he met your eye, for you had
heard him all winter calling, in mgodest
tones, for the same ascetic viands.
Boup, pocketbooks, shirt walsts, actors
and Dbaseball excuses grew thinner.
Yes, it was summertime.

A City-Lover.

A man stood at Thirty-fourth street
‘walting for a downtown car. A mau
of forty, gray-halred, pink-faoced, keen
fiervous, plainly dressed, with a har-
assed look around the eyes, He wiped
his forehead and laughed loudly when
A fat man with an outing look stopped
and spoke with him.

' *“Ne, siree!” he shouted with deflance

nd scorn, ‘*None of your old
mosquito-haunted swamps and sky- |
scraper mountains without

for me. When I want to get away

ke a fly,

hope o [ are jumping at anything now that looks
Harding writes me that he

hunlml a three-pound brown last week."

““Nonsense!’

ahead, If you like,
iy

ryving to cateh fish,

' cried the other man.

“Go

and boggle around
—rh r boots wearing yourself out

When 1 want

i one I go to a cool restaurant and order

it. T laugh at you fellows whanever I

Story g

No. 4

think of you hustling around !n the man lsaned back In his office chalr, put young men greatly desired to arrange
teat In the country thinking you are | his feet on the desk and mused aloud: matters so that he could pay her mlil-
having a good tine, For me Father “1 wonder what kind of bait Harding | linery bills, and fix the furnace, and
Knickerbocker's little improved farm | ysed." have her do away with the “Sewell”
witn the big shady lane running through . . . . . ® |part of her name forever, Those who
the middle of It.” She was all in white that day, and |could stay only a week or two went
The fat man sighed over his friend | thereby Compton lost a bet to Galnes.|away hinting at pistols and blighted
and went his way. The man who |[Compton had wagered she would wear | hearts. But Compton stayed llke the
I thought New York was the greatest |light blue, for she knew that was his ' mountains themselves, for he could af-
| summer resort in the country boarded |favorite color, and Compton was & mill- {ford It. And Gualnes stayed because he
| & car and went buzzing down to hls of—l‘ fonalre’'s son, and that almost laid nlm | was a flighter and wasn’'t afraid of
flce. On the way he threw away his open to the charge of betting on a sure | milllonalres’ sons, and—well, he adored
newspaper and looked up at a ragged | thing. But white was her cholce, and |the country.
patch of sky above the housetops. | Gaines held up his head with twenty- “What do you think, Miss Mary?' ha
“Three pounds!" he muttered, ab- five's lordly alr. sald once. "I knew a duffer in New
sently, “And Harding isn't a liar, 1‘ The little summer hotel in the moun- ' York who claimed to like it in the sum-
believe, If 1 could—but it's fmpossible— | | tains had a lively crowd that year. mer time. Sald you could keep cooler
they've got to have nnulher month— | There were two or three young college | thera than you could In the woods
another month at least.' lm'n and a couple of artists and a | Wasn't he an awful silly? T don't
I1: his office tha upholder of urban | Young officer on one side. On the other | think I could breathe on Broadway

midsummer joys dived,

into the swimming pool of busin#s. Ad- | voung ladies for the correspondent of a |
a spray | scclety

kins, big clerk, came and added
of letters, memoranda and telegrams
At 5 o'clock in the afternoon the busy

headforemost, ]lh«re were enough beauties among the | after the 1st of June.'

“Mamma was¢ thinking of going back
weak after next,’” sad Miss Mary with
lovely frown.

““But when you

paper to refer to them as a |
But the moon among the stars a
Sawell. Each one of the

“hevy."

was Mary sald

think of It,"

Galnes, *“there are lots of folly places
In town in the summer. The roof gar
dens, you know, and the—er—the roof
gardens.”

Deepest blue was the lake that day—
the day when they had the mock toar
nament, and the men rode clumsy farm
horsea around in a glade in the woods
and caught curtain rings on the end
of a lance Such fun

Cool and dry as the flnest wine came
the breath of the shadowed forest. The
valley below was a vislon geen through
an opal hare. A white mist from hil
den falls blurred the green of a hand's
breath of tree tops halfway down the
gorge. Youth made merry hand-In-hand

with young summer. Nothing on Broad-

way llke that.

The villagers gathered to see the oty
folks pursue thelr mad drollery The
woods rang with the laughter of pixies
and nalads and sprites. Galnes caught
most of the rings His was the privi-
lege to crown the queen of the tourna-

ment. Ille was the conquering knlght

|
|
\

l

l

in a corner and feel
sorry for myseif. I'm gofng to Europe,
find voung peopla and have a
darnel good Hmae. But I'm a young-

not going to sit
sO0Me

sler

| And to prove it he danced a jig that

| wasn't a day over thirty-six. He s
s aty-three—backwanrds,
—_———
Laconic.
S the proprietor in?’ askeld the
I visitor,
“No, slv, replied the office-

"Ls he in the city?

§
..
!
|

*“Yes, sir.""
*“Wiil ha be back soon?”
**No, sir.”
“To-nlght?’
‘ , 8ir.” .
“To-morrow soms time?”
i “No, sir.”
| 1M1 he leave any word for Mr,
Nas
N
| Th neer lonked at the office-bey
| sharply When did he go?'’
| Yesterday afternoon.'”
“Didn’t

le say when he'd be back?”

“\Well, where the dickens is he?”’

At the undertaker's.'

“*What's the matter?"

“le's dead.”"—-Harpor's Weekly.
e -
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A Wise Reflection.

o
way

intarruption

remarked the pro-
fts mig
space W
what

earth,”’
‘pursues

through

and on
|might call schedule time."”
| ““Which." remarked Mr. Dustin
with o nfident emphasis, *“'g
what a thing a perpetual
chise Is."

M

Mra.
uu to take one
"the asylum. —!l.n er's 1

jat

you

out

Stax
to show
fran-

yoe

gzood

-Washington Star
e

A Concession.

KNICKER

i noticed
1ade

Have 3

RS

sSer-

ywed

of

has all
children out
'azar,

locke
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and pulled bimself to

as far as the rings went. On his)jof a laurel Miss
jarm he wore a white scarf. Compton | Mary's feet On arm he car:
wore llght blue. She had declared her | the wreath of roses; and 1 vhile
preference for blue, but she wore whita | the summer boardis
that day Inuded below  he
Galnes looked about for the queen | ! - en's brow
to crown her He heard her merry b re a galla Kr " said Miss
augh, as if from the clouds, She } :|;| Mar
slipped  away and  climbed Chimney If T could be vour true knight
| Rock, a little granite bluff, and stood lways,"” began 8, but Miss Mary
here, a white falry among the laurels LU m nb, for Compton
fifty feat ahove their heads, rat ( ver the edge of the rock
Instantly he and Compton accepted minute behind time
the implled challenge The bluff was Waat a that was when they
easlly mounted at the rear, but 1 hotel! The opal of
front offered small hold to ind o 1 t ! slowly to purple, the
foo Faach ma 1 Kkl se ted is rk wounls framad the lake as a mir-
route and hegan to elimb. A crevi 1 v stirrred the very
bush, a slig projection 1 ine or { 1 Th pale stars came
tree hranc all of these were alds that  out over the mountain t ps, where yet
counted in the race. It was all foolery 1nt f
here was no stake; but e was . . . . . .
youth In |t 088 reader 1 light I beg your pardon, Mr. Galnes,'
hearts, and something else Miss id Adklr
Cla writes so mrmingly al 1" mn vho ) cved New York to
Galnes gave a great tug at the root pe ¢ nes imn resort in the
—_— ————— ~— | world open and kicked over
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My “Blizzard
Ride’’

(0)-9-0-(o)

[¢)- 0000000000004

By Buffalo Bill
( William F. Cody.) .

I

W FCODN

storm?

WAS In Boston
a few winters
ago. There
was a Ariving
nowtsorm, with a
twenty - five - mHle
gnle behind it and
| temperature | far southward as the Rlo Granie it-

ibon 16 above
zero,  The fall of
snow was perhaps
soven inches and
there were some

falr - sized drifts,
Now, what do you
elevators | sSuppose the Boston papers called that
Why, every one of them, on the

frem hot weather I know how to do | front page, referred to it as a blizzard!
Suppose a kitten were to soratch you

. New York, sir, is the finest,sum-
mér resort in the country.

'\“D In | on the hand and you were to show the

the shade and watch your dlet, and |gcratch to people and say you got It n

don’'t get too far away rram an elec-

fBig fap' Talk about your Adirondacks
(R

n fight with a man-eating tiger.

w P ln fhe aftemncen a fem alouda
Rt o A We SR TN o) e S T DT e TN ¢ 1 AN OV

k& 2o guite a3 meny

Well,

| self, There they are known as ‘‘north-

ple are who speak of Eastern snow-
steTms as ‘‘bHzzards.” The FEast
doesn’'t know what a blizzard is. The
nearest approach you people ever had

to a blizzard was In the storm of March
12, 1888. And you're still talking with
wonder about that.

What would you say If you saw na
real Western blizzard? You aren't
likely to. For the giant mountain walls
of the Allegheny and Cumberiand

ranges cut them off. Perhaps you'd care
to hear what » real, “man’'s-size'" bliz-
zard s llke?

A Western bdlizzard {s a blend ofl
snowstorm, cyclone and tornado. Tt
starta somewhere up in the Arctic re- |
glons and sweeps south, gathering
force and fury at every mile, tearing |
up and hurling before it such loose
snow as is already on the ground, and |
u-uvclltnx at a rate that varies from |

| fifty to elghty miles an hour. [

Sometimes these blizzards rush as

ers.” They are dreaded by man and
beast alike. ILet a herd of cattle snift
the far-off approach of a ‘‘norther
and the whole bunch will stampede.
They can smell it miles away.

Some Indians and a few plainamen,
too, can tell when a blizzard !s coming.
But to the average man the only uint
of ft beforeshand is the fact that there
is unusually beautiful weather gener-
ally just before it arrives. The morn-
ing will be lovely and clear as crystal—
Just the sort of day for a long trip.

l

and some soft, peaceful-looking snow  Ing, smothering mass that looks like a

flurries. And then—the blizzard. And |solild wall, So thick s this “wall’’ that
black bad luck for the man who gets |half the time a man can't ses six feet
caught in it at any distance from |away from him. The roar of the storm
shelter! twould often drown the report of a can-

non shot a few rods away. The mer-
cury drops to anywhere from 15 to L0
below garo.

The force of the wind breaks up the
snowflakes Into a sort of powder and
sends them along in a lllngmc freez-
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The Story of the Presidents

e
v

A New Educational and Entertaining
Historical Series.
By ALBERT PAY SON TERHVUNE.
Will Begin in Monday’s Evening World.
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Trlfles Light as Air.

NDIGNANT AUTHOR (to friendly critic)—You say it s a bad play.
can you know about plays? You never try to write them!
Friendly Critic—My dear fellow, I know a bad egg, but I never try to
lay one!—Illustratad Bits,

What

L] . L]
“Why do you say that May (s a heroinet™
“Don’'t you know? 8he's just dying for a man.'"—Detrojt Free Press,
. L] L
He—I wish that you wers poor, so that you would be willing to marry me,
She—Evidently 1 am far more generous than you. I wish yuu were ricd,

%0 that I might be willing 4 Newa,
AN AN AR SRy RSN S 4 o RULMARL ) b

PR S L S

R

Now, do you ses the difference be-

‘Jl RO RC R ORI R RO RC RO RO BRI RO I 3 30 RO RO SOOI I RO CIC RO O R R R R T \CJIJI!I“JJJ'J'J‘J'-\'J‘ JJJJJ‘J‘\‘**““"“*.ﬁl*tﬁ\‘¢¢.ﬂ~ti.\l“¢‘l“*’3“¢“ '.-1:‘1-.: ;..‘,'yv

3 Buffalo Bill Says We Don’t Know What a Real “Man’s Size” Blizzard Is.
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n his desk,
he sal,

“It's the he <ald  Adkins. “It's
something awful in the city these'——
ense!” salil the other. “The

Lts the cuntry ten to one In

s g0 ont tramping in

thing {n mind every second. [ couldn't and wear emselves

muddy

tmn a blizzard and the worst of your [dlsmount, speak or listen to iny one. et litile fish as long

Fastern snowstorms? Be grateful that | All I could do was to keep my horse {n &8 your tinger itay 1 Keep
the former are almost entirely confinad that dead, straight line, over any sort comfortable—that's my i(dea "
to the plalns and that the mountain |of obstacle, and keep my thoughts and “Some letters just cam =ald Ad-
walls guard the Kast from them instincts all centred on the direction I kins ‘I thought you might lke to

I was gulding a cavalry regiment|ad figured out. glance at them before you go'
once across country when suoh a bllz- Not an easy feat when ane's horse (s [t us look over Is shouider anid
zard overtook us, We were too far = . ) o s A At b aw lines ¢ .
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