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AGKE.VT many iieople have won-

dered to themselves, in print,
just where the little black

laundry-studs go after they have been

yanked from the shirt. Others pass
this by as inconsequemial. but are con¬

cerned over the ultimate disposition of
all the penci! Btubfl that are thrown

away. Sueh futile rumination ia all well
enough for those who like it. Aa for

me, give me a big, thi-obbing question
like this: "Who are the people that

one hears being paged in hotels? Are

they real people or are thry decoya?
And if they are real people. what are

they being paged for?"
Now, therc's somcthing vital to ligure

out And the best of it is is that it can

be figured out by the simple pittceaa of
following the page to see whether he
ever finds any one.

In order that no expense should hc

spared, I picked out a hotel with

poor service, which means that it was

an expensive hotel. It was BO e\

pi nsive that all you could hear was the

page'a voice as he walked by you: hi^

footfalls made no noise in the extra

heavy Bokhara. It was just a mingting
of laoatinf voices, calling for "Mr. Bla-
hla, Mr. Schwer-a-a, Mr. Twa-a-a.*'

Out of this wealth of experimental
material I picked a boy with a discour-

voice like Wallace EddingerV. »vh6
ied to be saying "I'm calling these

names.-becwse that's my job.if I

waan*| calling these.I'd he calling out

i-ash totals in an honor system lunch-
ery_but if any one should ever answer

to one of these names.I'd have a poor

spell."
Allowing about fifteen feet distance

balweeil us for appearanco's ^ak<., I fol-

'-»wed him through th( lobby. Ho had a

buneh of slips in his hand and from
these he read the names of the pagecs.

"Call for Mr. Kenworthy.Mr.
Shriner.Mr. Bodkin.Mr. Blevitch.
Mr. Kenworthy.Mr. Bodkin.Mr. Ken¬

worthy.Mr. Shriner.call for Mr.

Kenworthy.Mr. Blevitch.Mr. Ken¬

worthy."
Mr. Kenworthy seemed to be stand-

.ng about a 20 per cent better chance
Of being located than any of the other

contestants. Probably the boy was of a

romantic temperament and liked the
name. Sometimes that was the only
name he would call for mile upon mile.
ii occurred to me that perhaps Mr.

Kenworthy was the only one wanted.

and that the other names were just put
in to make it harder, or to giye body to

the thing.
But when we entered the bar the

youth shifted his attack. The name of

Kenworthy evidently had begun to cloy.
He was fed up on romance and wanted

Bomething substantial, homely, perhaps.
iBiit substantial. As Mr. Hughes so

cleveriy puts it: "Deeds, not words."
So he dropped Kenworthy and called:

"Mr. Blevitch. Call for Mr. Blevitch.
Mr. Shriner.Mr. Bodkin.Mr. Ble¬
vitch"-
But even this subtle change of tactics

failed to net him a customer. We had

gone through the main lobby, along thc

narrow passage lined with young men

waiting on sofas for young women who
4 ould be forty minutes late. through
thfl grila, and now had crossed the bar.
and no one had raised even an eyebrow.
No wonder the boy'fl voice sounded dis-

couraged.
As we went through one of the lesser

dining-rooms. the dining-room that
seatfl a lot of heavy men in business
suits holding cigarettes. who loan over

their plates the more contidentially to

converse with their blond partners, in
this dining-room the plaintive call drew

lire. One of thi- men in business suits.

who was at a table with another man

and two women, lifted his head when he
heard the sound of names being called.

"Boy!" he said, and waved like a traf-
flc oflicer signalling, "Come!"

l.agerly the page darted forward.

IVihaps this was Mr. Kenworthy! Or

bettl r yet, Mr. Blevitch.
"Anything here for Studz?" said the

man in the business suit, when he was

BUTfl that enough people were listening.
"Xo, sir." sighed the boy. ".Mr. Ble¬

vitch. Mr. Kenworthy. Mr. Shriner, Mr.
Bodkin?" he suggested, hopefully.
"Naw." replied the man, and turned

to his a^sociates with an air of saying:
"Rotten service here.just think of it,
j.o call for me!"
On we went again. The boy wa.s

plainly skoptical. Hfl read his lines
without feeling. The managennnt had
led him into this: all he could do was to
take it with afl good grace Bfl possib>.
He slid past the coat-room girl at the

exit (no small accomplishment in itself)
and down a corridor. disappearing
through a swinging door at the end. I
was in no mood to losc out on the ftiiiah
after following BO far. and I dashed af¬
ter him.
The door led into a little alcove, and

another palpitating door at the opposite
end showed me where he had gone. Sflt-
ting my jaw for no particular reason, I
puflhfld my way through.
At first. like the poor olive merchant

in the Arabian Nights I was blinded
by the glare of liglus and thfl glitter of
glass and silver. Oh, yes. nnd by the
snowy whiteness of the napery. too

"By the napery of the neck" wouldn't be
a bad line to get off a little later in the
storv. I'll try i'.

my gray suit. I like it. and my wife

..ays that I haven't had anything so be-

coraing for a long time. But in it I
didn't check up very strong against the
rest of the boys in the dining-room. As
a gray suit it is above reproach. As a

garment in which to ap-iear single-
handed through a trapdoor before a

rlining-room of well dressed Middle
Westernere it was a fizzle from start to
tinish. Add to this the items that I hau
co snatch a brown soft hat from my
head when I found out where I was,

which caused me to drop the three
"\ening papers I had tucked under my
arm, and you will see why my up-stage
entrance was the signal for the impres-
sive raising of severai dozen eyebrows,
and why the captain approached me juat
cxactly as one man approaches another
when he is going to throv him out.

( Blank space for insertion of "napery
oi neck*' line. if desired. Choice option-
al with reader.)

Sometimes Mr. Tyrryghl Is Wanted.

Al any rate, it was but the work of
a minute lor me to reali/.e that I had en-

tered by a service entrance into the
grand ciining-room of the establishment,
where, if you are not in evening dress,
you are left to munch bread and butter
until you starve to death and are earried
out with your heels dragging, like the
uncouth lout that you are. It was, if I
may be allowed the phrase. a galaxy of
beauty. wifh every one dressed up like
the pictures. And I had entered 'way up
Iront, by the orcliestra.
Now, mind you. I am not ashamed of

I saw that anything that l mighr. say
would be used against me, and left him
to read the papers I had dropped. One
only lowers one's self by having words
with a servitor.
Gradually I worked my way back

through the swinging doors to the main
corridor and rushed down to the regular
entrance of the grand dinir.g-salon, to
wait there until my quarry should
emerge. Suppose he should find all of
his <onsignees in this dining-room! I
could not be in at the death then, and
would have to fa'sify my story to make

Photoe br Brown Brat.
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any kind of ending at all. And that
would never do.
Once in a while I would catch the

scent, when, from the humming depths
of the dining-room, I could haar a faint
"Call for Mr. Kenworthy" rising above
the click of the oyster shells and the
soft crackling of the "potatoes Juli-
enne" one against another. So I knew
that he had not failed me, and that if
1 had faith and waited long enough he
would come baek.

And, sure enough, come baek he did.
and without a name lost from his list. I
felt like cheering when I saw his head
bobbing through the melee of waiters
and 'bus-boys who were busy putting
clean plates on the tables and then tak-
ing them off again in eight seconds to
make room for more clean plates. Of all
di.scouraging existences I can imagine
none worse than that of an eternally
clean plate. There can be no sense of
accomplishment, no glow of duty done.
in simply being placed before a man and
then taken away again. It must be al¬
most as bad as paging a man who you
are sure is not in the hotel.
The futility of the thing had already

got on the page's nerves, and in a savage
attempt to wring a little pleasure out
of the task he took to melding the
names, grafting a syllable of one to a

M'llable of another, such as "Call for
Mr. Kenbodkin.Mr. Shrineworthy.
Mr. Blevitcher."

This gave us both amusement for a

little while, but your combinations are

limited in a thing like that, and by the
.iine the grill was reached he was say-
ing the names correetly and with a

litth' more assurance.
lt was in the grill that the happy

flVflnt took place. Mr. Shriner, the one
ot whom we expected least, suddenly
turned up at a table alone. He was a

quiet man and not at all worked up over

alifl unexpected honor. He signalled the
boy with one hand and went on taking
soup with the other, and learned, with¬
out emotion, that he was wanted on the
telephone. He even made no move to
leave his meal to answer the call, and
when last seen he was adding pepper
w ith one hand and taking soup with the
other. I suspect that he was a "plant,"
i» a plain-clothes house detective,
placed there on purpo.se to deceive me.
We had been to every nook of the

hotel by this time, except the writing-
room. and, of course, no one would ever
look there for patrons of the hotel. See-
ir.g that the boy was about to totter, 1
went Up and spoke to him. He eontin¬
ued to totter, thinking, perhaps, that I

was Mr. Kenworthy, his long-leet beau*
ideal. But I spoke kindly to him and
offered him a piece of chocolate almond*
bar, and soon, in true reporter fashioD,
had wormed his secret from him before
he knew what I was really after.
The thing I wanted to find out wa«,

of course, just what the average is of

replies to one paging trip. So I got
around it in this manner: offeringhirc
another piece of chocolate almond-bar
I said, slyly: "Just what is the aveiw
number of replies to one paging tripT

'I think that he had suspected some-

thing at first. but thi'* question corr-

pletely disarmed him, and, leanin"
against an elderly lady patron, he tolo
me everything.

"Well." he said. "it's this way: some-
times I find a man, and sometimea Icai
go the rounds without a bite. To-night
for instance, here I've got four riamej
ar.d one came across. That's about tb*
average.perhaps.one in six.''

I asked him why he ha<* given Mr
Kenworthy sueh a handioap at the star

.-\ faint smile flickered acroai hiafatf
and then flickered back again.

"I call the names I think will be af'
to hang round in the part of the hote
I'm in.. Mr. Kenworthy would have I
be in the dressy dining-room or in th-
lobby where they wait for Iadies. You*
never find him in the bar or the Turkish
b-iths. On the other hand, you'll ne«f
find a man by the name of Hevitch
anywhere exeept in the bar. (rfconrs*.
I take a chance and call every naa**
once in so often, no mat tor where Iafl.
but. on the whole. I usea my own di*4*-
civtion."

I gave him another piece of chocoU*'
and the address of a good bootmd---
and left him. What 1 had heard P
sobered me, and the lights and musi;
suddenly seemed garish. it is no *<**
emotion to feel that you have been U9
to face with a mere boy whose chan*-
of success in his work are one to sit
And I found that he had not pain*

th** lily in too glowing terms. I follo**
other pages that night..some caiW*
for ".Mr. Strudel," some for "|fc»tJS
mickle," and one was broad-rni**
enough to page a "Mra. Bemis." f\
they all came back with that wan k*4
in their eyes and a break in their vot**
And each one of them waijjjjby the man in the business suit »

downstairs dining-room and each
he considered it a personal affroat
there wasn't a call for "Studz."
Some time I'm going to have

paged, and when he comus out I W
untie his necktie for him. .


