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' WHEN COPID WAS THE VENZEL

STRIVINGS OF A SKAT OLASS
END IN A REFOLUSHN.

fohlelm and the Freiherr Find Widows
¢ Trampe and Misa de Clinghe Acquires a
New Blight—Perspiring Consslence &
Better Card Than Dry Self«Command.

‘The telephone bell rang, and Justine,
whose name i1 private life was Ellen Mur-
phy, struggled with it. Then she stepped
fram the private hall into Mrs. Romp-
lefga's bedroom, on the eleventh floor
of the Sauffleton Arms apartment hotel,

“Ledv to see you, ma'am. She's coming

l."“Oli. Juatine! You know 1 was going
out, Who is she?”

“Don't know, ma'am.”

“Oh, Justine!”

But Mrs. Rompleigh took another look
at her new shirt waist and realized that
it was all right—very all right, in faot—
80 she amiled faintly and concluded: “It
doesn’t matter. Let her come.” °

While the visitor is coming up in the
elevator it may be mentioned that Mrs,
Rompleigh is a lady of means, living on
her alimony. Bhe is under 36 years, §
feet7 inches, 176 pounds, and the impreasion
that she is statuesquely beautiful.

When she entered her sitting room and
faced her heart to heart friend, Miss de
Clinghe, a tall person with a small fortune
and a blight in her life, her first thought
was: “How lucky that I'm all prinked up!
I wouldn't have been caught dowdy for a
supper at Shelly’s.” What she said was:

“Oh,you are a dear! How lovely of you
tosurprise me. 1was justscolding Justine
for springing a oaller on me when | was
rigged in this dinky old rag. But as it's
you, dear—sit down and tell me the newsy-
news.”

“Got anything on for to-day, Dolly?”
asked Miss de Clinghe. Mrs. Rompleigh's
pame on ceremonial occasions was Doro-
thea Augusta.

“Why!—" began the lady cautiously.

“Because I was going to ask you to join
a couple of us girls that—"

“Is it bridge?”

“No-0-0-0-0! Don't be a baek number,
Dolly. Bridge is all over the river. I've
come to save you by steering you into the
new game on the very first deal.”

“Gireat Scott!”

“Yes, that's it; but how did you know?”

“I didn't, Minerva, and if it's really Scott
I decline to know.”

“Don’t be clammy, Dolly. I wouldn't
waste a reading club on you. I came to

ropose——"

4 But right there the telephone in the hall
rang and both ladies caught their breath,
Miss de Clinghe, in the hope of hearing
something worth while, and Mrs. Romp-
leigh in terror lest she should. It was only
another caller, and in a minute Mre. Sym-
perton undulated into the room.

She was the real thing in widows, andif in
stature she was only two-thirds of a stand-
ard widow she gave full measurs in ciroum-
ference. When the kissing was over she
epened fire in an appealing drawl.

“A-a-a-a-a, I'm o glad to find you here,
Miss de Clinghe. I was going to ask dear
Dolly to say ‘hello’ to your number. I
thought you might like to come in for I'm
going to show Dolly a new stunt. A couple
of girls have backed out of our skat class
and I thought you two might like to take
their places to-morrow.”

“Skat!” ejaculated Miss de Clinghe.
“@racious, how funny. Why, that's the very
thing I came to let Dolly in on. I was going
to take her to our class to-day because a
couple of dear home bodies as slow as a
subway express had phoned me they
wouldn't play any more.”

“But you said Scott,” put in Mrs. Romp-
leigh.

“No, I didn’t. It was you said that,
and I wondered where you picked up the
German twist on it.”

“Who's your teacher?” drawled Mrs,
Symperton.

“Prof. Schleim. Who's yours?”

“Oh, Schleim. I hear he plays the guok
to lay away game, and that's not the real
thing, you know. I want to play the style
the Kaiser and King Edward play. Our
teacher is Dr. von Eisonbart. He studied
at Bleibenburg, you know, and plays guck
to flad, the real German university game.”

“But I hear Von Eisenbart is bald,” snapped
Miss de Clipghe, as if that was final.

“No, he isn't; and I'm sure he wasan
army officer. You can't help looking up
to him. He is a born commander.”

They settled it by agreeing to try both
instructors, and Mrs, Symperton’s auto
whisked them off to the house near River-
side Drive where Schleim was to hold forth.

They found him tall and moist with hay
aolored hair worn pompadour and
curly mustache. He could have eo,sil;
filed two chairs at a university, but had
hitherto functioned only as a tutor at young
ladies' echools.

He was growing all but thin at this game
when he had the happy idea of advertising
complete courses of skat in six lessons,
Since then he had become busy and pros-
perous.

“Dis being lessohn nombehr sree of our
series,” he began, “I go on ze printsip sat
you rcmembehr se two ohder. 8oh, ass
ve zay 1 pluntesch into se practiss of se
gehm. Soh!”

The older pupils flinched, but Miss de
Clinghe was ready with an excuse. She
reminded hiin that the two new comers
had not enjoyed the earlier soulfests.

“Ah soh!” responded the professor,
“ Algoh, I reflaw in a few verrds. Skatis a
gehm of Cherman orichin vitsch makhs
sat se terrms are mohstly Cherrman, bud
eassily ohnderstuhd bu se smayrt American
lehdies,

“Alsoh, 1 vill egsplehn, Se gehm is
plehd by fife, four or sree, off whuhm vun
is se dealer. Se ohdehrs is called fohrhant,
mittelhant und hinterhant, rehspecktif.

“All s¢ chacks iss trumpfs und iss bro-
nouncead venzels. Ven you haf goot hand
you schneider. Ven you haff a more besser
one, you schwartz, Ven your partnehr
plehs a goot cart out, tehks a trick, you
schmeer him viss a goot cart. You onder-
stehnd? 8oh!

“You haff ze chaice of clefen gehms,
from seempel, vitsch is zehrfore noionger
plehed and tourné solo all ze vay zoo
zuckeer and on zoo solo ouvert oder Ref-
olishn, Soh, now you onderstehnd se
hull gehm urA ve begin zoo pleh. Ahlsoh!”

Every woman pretended she had ab-
sorbed the whole businees for fear the
others would think she hadn't. Schleim
cea's 1Yle cards and started patiently to
guide his pupils’ timid plays.

With almost svery card laid down he
delivered a tangled lecture full of techni-
calities. The parspiration stood in beads
on his foreheaa. Fis agony at the poor
success of his efforts was contagious.

He got on the women's nerves, and by
the time the hour was over they were ready
t\r;r:c:g;:"wi;?onhim or t“l;lcu}}d other. Only

"Ha'ny mpeconsclme.lho ramarked with
a roll of her limpid eyes, "and he's a very
handsome young man, I wish he taught
the guck to find game.”

Thoe others didn't care much about

any

! agreed to

meet the next day at Mrs. .{mperton's

for Dr. von Eisenbart’s clasa. They found

the Herr Doktor Professor a very erent
bird from Schleim.

He was short and spare, hard faced,

sort of skat just then, but the

ppy.  He was not really
i, 0%

i
£
H

t
the
of a good many years he plflnd'

He advertised himself a German
lmblﬂnm-lmri ‘:lgg had lost ‘dm[i’. fon mmuﬂl :g
masterin game, an en
Inoouhto‘ pupils with the skat bacillus
in five truunont%. His plan of instruo-
tloﬁn was rommahlﬁ. oil o

e never s anythin -
cause he was oonvlnp:od thayy votﬁdn't
understand. He never tried to make
them understand, because he held a fixed
Teytonio belief that women never under-
stood anything.

What he did was start a game and k
it goin playing all the hands himself.
He made the fls all win in turn and then
oompliment. on their quick in-
telligence and skill, Throughout he kept
up an illusion of being dictatorial. He was
a born schoolmaster and all the women
were a trifle afraid of him,

After their five lessons the learners pro-
posed to tr{ a game by themselves to see
f they could get along without any more
lessons. In her heart every one of them
ntended to take another series, but each
was determined to get rid of all the rest.

They sadly m the dictator. Everyone
had her own idea of the rules and there
was no one to arbitrate. The game wouldn't
have gone on only for Mrs. Symperton's
helplessness. 8he was so pathetic when
crossed that the bigger and harder women
gave in to her just the way the men did.

First they gave her the deal and she
was happy. en she found she oouldn't
play and made a face as if her doll had been
taken from her.

“Why can't I play?” she whimpered,
“The professor said it was a four hand
game.

“Oh, that's only the pame of a d,”
r?plled Mrs. Supple, a filller in from/the

class.

“But what do I do while you're playing?*

o k on as you do at bridge.”

“But that's why I gave up bridge. I hate
to be left out.”

“Oh, we're only practising,” said Mrs,
Rompleigh. “Just make believe I dealt and

you Yplny.'

“You're a dear,” cooed Mrs. Symperton,
all smiles again, “but I don't want to be
treated like a baby.”

“Now, Josie,” said Mies de Clinghe,
must make the first bid to forehand.”

“But what must I say?” bleated Mrs.

Synyu)erton.
“You'd better look over her cards and
help her,” suggested Mrs. Supple.

rs. Rompleigh recommended a bid ot

two. %

“Two,” piped Mrs Symperton enthusi-
utio&ll;.

“Yes,” said Migs de Clinghe.

'I'hc:! put it up to six and Miss de Clinghe

passed.
“Now say six to hindhand” frompted
)fn. Rompleigh, and Mrs. Supple passed
also.

“Now, then, Josie, announce your game.”

“Anything I like?”

“Grand—eolo ouvert—zuckser,” chortled
Mrs Symperton.

“Has she the hand for it?" asked Mrs.
Supple.

“Eh—eh—eh, really I'm not quite sure,”
admitted Mrs. Rompleigh.

This brought out a general confession of
uncertainties and a modest resolve to go
back to the simple game as a beginning
on the part of all except Mrs. Symperton,
who showed unexpected heat as she de-
clared that Prof. Schleim had said the sim-
ple dgame was no longer pla except by
children. The practice cruise seemed in
danger of develbping into a scrap when
Miss de Clinghe pressed a button and a maid
appeared with tea.

e moment she got rid of her guests
Miss de Clinghe skipped to the telephone
and called up Eisenbart at the hotel where
he held on by his eyelids. She asked him
to call on her to arrange about a new clasa
in which she was privately determined to be
the only survivor of the old one.

The professor lost no time. He was
deeply imprvssed by Miss de Clinghe's
cosey apartment and by the lithe graces of
the ndy herself.

“I vould be most habby,” the professor
replied when she spoke to him of more
lessons. “You bay me a grade gombli-
mend, but, in fact, there iss another soob-
jcet that I most tague this vortunate og-
gasion to bresent to you.

“l am a men. I haff mﬁ eyes and my
earrss, and in spide off t zdxray hairrss
in my hegd there is no hardening in my

“you

earrt.

“Most I then exblain any vurder how
the sight off your jarms and your elegant
bearing hafl done vat not all the noble
ladies of Berlin and Vienna haff nefer been
able to aggomblish already?”

The professor went on to explain that
in his own country he was a freiherr, or
baron, but in this republican land, where
he ho to recoup the fortune he had
wasted in his hpl.eneroua youth, he preferred
to use only academic titles. He re-
sumed something of his dictatorial afr to
ward the close of his speech, He told Miss-
de Clinghe 1n effect that not only his happi-
neas but hers depended upon their union.

The upshot of 1t was that Miss de Clinghe
found herself embraced and kissed and
betrothed before she could catch her breath.
The sensation was not unpleasant.

was inning to enjoy {t, but the
blight in her life came into her head and
she felt inspired to make a pathetic speech
to her sudden flancé. She deliverad the
peroration with a series of Salome poses,

“With this sorrow in my life,” she gurgled,
“I am not sure that it is right for me to
biend my destiny with that of a brighter,
happier soul. I1f Heaven had blessed me
with great fortune, like Josie Symperton,
for instance, I might feel that it was my
duty to lay it at the feet of a man who would

ut jt to noble uses. But limited as I am

n this world's wealth and with my little
all go tied up as to strangle even my own

. ambitions, can 1, ought 1 to burden a soaring

career with the wreck of my hap%ineen?'

This made Eisenbart sit up. e saw his
duty lay quite plain before him. He ex-
tricated himself from the de Clinghe prem-
ises as rapidly and as gracefully as he could
and chased a trolley car bound in the direc-
tion of Mrs. Symperton's abode.

When he was comfortably afloat in a chalr
of the consistency of blanc mange in her
extra cushioned boudoir, he began the

reliminary skirmish with an invitation
o join another skat class, To his sur-
prise, she put him off with a palpably faked
excuse, though she admitted with sup-
pressed excitement that she hoped to play
a good deal of skat in the near future. The
professor was puzzled, but he plucked up
courage for the main attack.

“This, however,” he began, “was nod the
brincibal reasson of my goming here this
efening. There is another soobject that
I most tague this vortunade oggasion to
bresent to you.

“lI am a men. I haff my eyess and my
eartss, and in spide off the gray hairrss
in my head there is no hardening in my
hearrt.”

Then he went on to tell her about his
farms and the ladies of Berlin, his barony
and his lost fortune, and toward the end
he put the magio note of command into his
tones and assured Mrs. Symperton that
her own happiness even more than his
depended on their being mated. The too
tender widow visibly wilted, It was with
a little wail that she ghot out:

“Oh, why didn't you npeak before?”

“Why! What for is it?

“I don't know how to tell you. T became
engaged to Prof Schleim yesterday and
we are to be married next month.”

The Herr Prof. von Eisenbart was by
nature a 3umer. for all his acoents of com-
mand and his cynical estimate of women,
It was by no means too late if he had had
any real mand behind the dry, short, semi-
contemptuous manner. If he had showed
his teeth and raised his voice the gentle
widow would have dropped right into his

arms,

She was the sort of woman who loves a
tryant. But the jar wae too much for him;
he looked ten years older and 100 per cent.
cheaper—a regular marked down suitor,
Even Mrs. Bympteron saw that he was
pinchbeck.

In the street he reflected: “Istill have de
Olinghe.” But was she worth while? He
determined to settle the point, and thus
it happened that in fifteen minutes Justine
admitted him to Mrs. Rompleigh's sitting

room.

He blurted out the news g’ Symper-
ton's engagement before his hostess was
fairly seated. She laughed. She laughed
a merry laugh. It was even a good natured,
indulgent uﬁh. But Mrs. Symperton
wouldn’t have liked to hear it.

“Oh! Josie, Josie!" she chortled: °“Oh

[N

_HE U

» misfit! That should have Nl’

r . Why dida't m‘n up

| You're man toi her. bm%
was too t for Eisenbart. w,

ing meo cally before he knew or

why, and this is what he sald:

“There vas one grade brincibal reasom
vy that vgs im lo. 1 oould not do it,
and that deglaration bri me to & so0b-
J‘o.c‘t‘ tha'z lb m.:m.t 28 vortunate og-

on rese ou.

By the time ?x% hh:ﬂ finished about his
e and ears an r graces, his y
and the lost fortune and her happiness as
well as his own, Mrs. Rompleigh was gazing
u.hlm only half quizezically.

If you're hlnﬁ 'or your million marks,
rofessor,” she said, “you're at the wm
k. I'm not even a suspended t
I haven't a dollar to my name,
but my al—my allowance of $3.000 a year
is far too little for one. Bow would you
come in? You'd be almost better off with
de Clinghe with her dad’s insurance money
all tied up to keep her off the stage.”

Eisenbart looked faded and limp.

w And still,” Mrs. Rompleigh went on,

you might do worse than couple up with
me. We m&ht trot well in double harness,
or may better u, in tandem.

“You'd throw the front and I'd do the
et e B A B L o
. y u ve
teach skat in five leuon{? You know you

couldn't.

“Now, you stick to your offer and make
me the Freiherress or y Baron or what-
ever you call 'em, and we'll teach skat
t.?lfethor. You'll contribute the akat and
I'll collect the crrioo. In a oourrlo of years
H:.ll_ be financing South American repub-

The cards are out.

THE OPIUM SMOKER'S PIPE.

It May Cost 8200 and Grows in Value the
More It Is Smoked.

An opium smoking layout oconsists of
about a dogen distinct articles, although
only half of them are absolutely necessary
for smoking, and in case of emergency a
person could get along with four —pipe,
bow), lamp and yenhock. Of these the
pipe is first in importance.

Opium pipes vary in size, price, oolor,
material, quality and beauty. Those of the
better grade are made of ivory, are used
only by well to do smokers, and cost any-
where from $25 to $200. The pipes gen-
erally used are made entirely from bam-
boo and cost anywhere from $1 to $50.
These prices relate to old pipes, bought
at seoond hand.

A new bamboo pipe, which no one cares
to emoke until it has been thoroughly sea-
soned, costs several dollars, is of a light
brown or yellowish tint and resembles a
piece of flshing pole in appearance. Only
after continuous smoking for perhaps sev-
eral years will it begin to develop that
rich, glossy brown color similar to a meer-
schaum tobacco pipe—a color so much de-
sired by smokers. In fact, there is really
more difference between a good opium pipe
and a poor one than there is between a
high grade French briar tobacco pipe and
a Missouri corncob. /

The average opium pipe is eighteen or
twenty inches in length, although they
often come as long as two feet and as short
aa twelve inches. They also vary in cir-
ocumference. Some are an inch, others are
two inches in diameter. Even on the com-
monest kind there is usually an ivory
mouthpiece an inch or 8o in length. From
the mouthpiece to the, saddle is the body
of the pipe proper. The saddle is that part
which holds the bowl in place and is gen-
erally situated about half way between the
oentre of the stem and the end. On the
ordinary pipes the saddles are of tin or
brass, on the finer pipes they are of silver,
and gold is sometimes used.

Immediately behind the saddle is a fan-
tastically formed knob of half an inch to
several inchea in height that is an out-
growth of the wood and is termed the nut
or hoodoo. A well shaped and nicely pol-
ished hoodoo is highly appreciated and
valued by smokers, both Caucasian and
Mongolian. Superstition forbids the latter
from ever smoking a stem that has no hoodoo
on it; in fact, all opium pipes minus these
queer knobs are regarded as being fit only
{or foreigners. ‘

Sometimes Chinese make artificial hoodoos
of sealing wax or clay, placing them on
heathen pipes and palming the counter-
feits off on unsophisticated foreigners for a
good price. Opium pipes pass for collateral
gsecurity in nearly all the pawnshops in the
large cities, but if one were to try either to
pawn or sell a stem that had no hoodoo
on it he would be sure to experience con-
siderable difficulty.

There is only one way of testing an opium

ipe without smoking it, and thatis to feel
Ka weight. Pipes of quality and value
are invariably heavy from continuous
smoking; those that haven't been smoked
much are light in both weight and color.
The longer an opiurh plé)e has been used the
better it is. A great deal depends on the
T\m“w of opium smoked and on the care
the stem has had.

Often a smoker on getting a new pipe
will ?lace it in the care of some Chinaman
running an opium joint patronized by a
large number of smokers, with the object of
havi:(f it used as much as possiblo for a

of six months or a year, payi% the

eeper so much for the privilege. is is

the only known method of having a pipe
broken in quickly.

In addition to the manufacturing of hoo-
doos clever Chinese also have ways of their
own for doctoring opium pipes so as to give
them an appearance of age. Not all of the
opium pipes in use in this country are made
of bam by any means. In a search of
the pawnshops of the large cities like New
York, Chicago and Philadelphia one will
find stems made from so many different
kinds of wood he will probably not even
know the names of them all.

Opium smokers often decorate their
pipes with precious stones. The poorer
smokers, not to he outdone by their more

‘fortunate brothers, often have imitation

stones, not one but dozens of them, stuck
all around their pipes.

PRICES UP AT BAYREUTH.

Agsin the Theatre Ticket Speculators Are
Driving Hard Bargains. ;

Onoe again theatre ticket speculators
are driving hard bargains in Bayreuth
festival tickets. At Bayreuth itself huge
bills are posted announcing that all the
twenty performances, from July 22 to
August 20, are sold out.

Professional ticket dealers watch for this
announcement to start on their campaign.
It is ohiefly to the American publio that
they look for custom, and it is on record
that a $5 seat for a “Parsifal” performance
will sometimes sa}]l for $60 or more,

The Festspiel management tries to stop
the traffic, but a'&ough stricter control
over the sale of tickets is exercised this

ear than before it has avajled little, The
iokets are bought up by private persons
acting for the dealers, and so it comes abdut
that the German papers just now are full
of advertisements offering seats at Bay-
reuth, while officially they are announced
to be unobtainable.

How Djamonds Burn,

From the Minneapolia Journal.

The jeweller, at closing time, was putting
his diamonds in a huge safe,

“But why do you bother to do that when
two watchmen walk the shop all night?”

“On account of fire,” the jeweller replied.
“Diamonds are nothing but ooal—carbon—
they burn beautifully. Their hardness makes
us think them }ndentrucnble. but as a matter
of fact a fire of diamonds would be the brisk-
est, prettiest thing In the world,

"Put a handful of dl%_mondl on a plate %nd
set a light to them, hcg will burn with a
hard, geinlike flame till nothing is left. There
will be no smoke, no soot, and at the end the
plates will be as clean as though just washed—
not the slightest particle oven of agh will re-

A

MAJOR MAX
AND DONA INEZ

Views on Suffragettes, Gila Mon-
sters and a Mining , '

e

“A chapter dealing with the revived
woman suffrage movement is so manifestly
essential to the completeness of my book
that I am disposed not to write the great
chapter 1 had intended to turn off to.day,
but to interrupt my labors until the move-
ment has culminated,” remarked Major Max.

“You will have to wait some time, won't
you?” suggested Mrs, Maz. “But perhaps
that will not cause you unendurable grief.”
Bhe smiled in the enjoyment of a rare in-
dulgence in a little fun at the Major's ex-
pense and took up from a table a plece of
fancy work. This work, like the Major's
great book, had been under way, lo, a
very long time. If Mrs. Max cherished a
sincere belief that it was an earnest and
useful work the bellef was no mare whimsi-
cal than that which the Major held regard-
ing his book.

Both works served useful purposes. The
idle escape the mischief proverbially found
for them by the arch plotter in idleness if,
though idle, they believe themselves coou-
pled. Indeed, if one were permitted a para-
dox, that belief becomes an ocoupation,
hence such idlers are not idle.

“Polly Slanguer made an outrageous com-
ment on that piece of work you hold so
gracefully in your hands, my dear,” said the
Major after a thoughtful observation of the
drumheadlike piece of white stuff whereon
with admirable deliberation his wife took
an occasional stitch.

“All of Polly’'s comments are outrageous.
What did she say?”

“She told me, with that injunction to se-
crecy which was & command for me to re-
peat the remark to you, that Mrs. Jaock
Daring told her you began that work as a
table tidy when you and Mrs. Jack were
girls at Mrs, Hoffman's achool on Thirty-
eighth street, and she hoped you would
finish it before the fashion of embroidered
hat crowna got out of date, as she yearns to
get it as a top for a lid—-whatever that may
mean. Polly says she is going to become a
suffragette.”

“She’ll become an incurable old maid if
she doean't become sensible pretty soon and
marry Col. Bob Billings. What is a suffra-
gette.”

“Ah, to be sure; you recall the subject of
my chapter.

“A suffragette is a believer in the right
of woman to vote, who is to the political
problem involved what the circus parade
is to the circus—necessary to attract the
attention of those who are unable to read
the handbills. She serves as those who
only stand and shout at a national ocon-
vention serve, to lend life and color to an
otherwise dead and unilluminated perform-
ance.”

“If they win, will I have to vote?” asked
Mrs. Max anxiously.

“The duty is not obligatory, and in the
case of the capriclous sex once imposed is
usually neglected. Pity 'tis,'tis s0. Women
in the aggregate far surpass men in intelli-
gence in the aggregate. Therefore I am
for woman suffrage and the disfranchise-
ment of man.”

“I should not like to have to vote for a
constable,” Mrs. Max declared emphati-
cally. “They are horrid! The one hers
told nurse that if Marjorie did not muzzle
her bull pup he would take him to the
pound. How in ever is the dog to bring
back the baby's ball if he's muzzled! No,
I shall never vote for a constable.”

“Worse than the constable, you would
have to vote for the pound keeper himself
—not only the imp, but Satan too.”

“Well,” commented Mrs. Max, “of course
if I would not have to vote I should like to
have the right to. [ think it would amuse
Marjorie. Do you really think women
are more intelligent than men?”

“I know it. I never speak without posi-
tive knowledge of my subject. I told
Jack Daring yesterday that I was positive
I could beat him at least three up, though 1
were to start two down at the first tee.”

“And did you?”

“On the contrary, he beat me flve down
four to play, but that no more disproves
my positive knowledge of the relative merits
of our games than an obscuring cloud dis-
poses of the sun.”

“Are you just as certair and in the same
way of woman's superior intelligence?”
asked Mrs. Max, carefully drawing a stitch
and then pausing to admire the result.

“There my belief i8 not academic; it is
basad upon observation, Permit me to
submit my proof:

“Onoe upon a time there was a half hearted
little mining boom on the edge of the Mojave
desert. The owner of the principal hotel,
faro bank and saloon in the camp was a
dull and thrifty citizen who possessed a
surer game than even his crooked faro
bank: he had political pull.

“Facing the prospect of petering mines
and a suddenly deserted camp while yet he
had a large stock of bar supplies on hand
which it would not pay to move again acroes
the desert, that thrifty citizen was in de-
spair.

“He was a married man. Mark you, he
had a wife as thrifty as was he, but far
from being dull. He had by long and hard
exercise of stupid dishonesty merely ac-
quired a political pull, as useful to him
in his exile in that desert mining camp as
would have been an opera house. Had
he been in his familiar ward surroundings
he would have known what to do; how to
use his pull. But there?

“S8oon appeared in the Coast papers stories
of a threatened strike in Panamint—that
was the delusive name of the camp—stories
of a strike declared, of riots, bloodshed,
Then came a wail of despair from the sheriff
of the county, Then nervous outgivings
by the Governor; he had no available force
to preserve peace and protect property.

“On a day after the soldiers were paid

off came orders for us to prooeed to Pana-
mint. I shall never forget our ride across
the desert; our progress through the last
fringe of stunted, unhappy trees, through
the belt of cactus, which dwindled and gave
way to a scraggy and grotesque vegaiation,
juiceless, gray, forbidding as the snakes
and Gila monaters which crept and hissed
among it; through even that last straggling
mook of plant life out on to the expanse of
sand where neither plant nor animal of
any kind ventured or could live,
' “Our stores included water for the horses.
It was a glorious starlit night when we
came out again upon theshore of the desert
where God's good things grow and live, and
into the mouth of a little cafion in the foot-
hills where wasaw the lights of Panamint.”

“A Gila monster cannot be very nice, [
should think. Such a name!” commented
Mrs. Max, who had taken anotherstitch
and was now doing up her work in a cover-
ing whioch she conscientiously pinned at
many points and folds

“A Gila monster,” the Major responded,
“ls a madman’s nightmare realized. No
man who has ever had to be dosed with
bromide should ever be allowed to look
upon one, Though he had been a passenger
on the water wagon for & dosen years the
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sight of & Olls monster would cause uuessy |

doabts to arise in him.*
“Was who pretty? asked Mre. Max, look-
fog down to the fountain for Marjorle.
“Was she pretty?” the Major asked insupre

prise.

“The women In your story. Is there not
a woman?”

“Bure, or else there were no story. Where
were we—ah, the lights of Panamint,

“As we drew near to the camp there were
shouts, angry ories, the sound of firearms.
Reaching the one street of the eamp we
saw what appeared to be two mobs of men;
now one would retreat, the other advanoe,
then the fortuneas of war would tum and
those who had given way would charge.
They brandished pioks and shovels, some
fired revolvers, ;

“It was like & mob soene on the stage.
That I carefully noted.

“As our little foree, ready for any emer-
genoy, marched to the centre of the camp,
those who seemed to have been in flerce
and deadly combat ceased their action, their
alarums, parted a way for us—the way led
atraight to the hotel—and stood on either
side, grinning goodnaturedly.

“In a oouple of hours we were camped
nearby, and then Iwalked over to the hotel.
I saw & number of men in earnest conver-
sation with a comely woman, who withdrew
as | approached. The men sought to avold
me, but I got a fair look at them in the light
of a reflector lamp.

“There was another stagelike riot in the
morning, and while our men were held in
readiness I imparted my notion of the state
of affairs to our Captain, and he said he
would take no active steps to preserve the
peace until I had looked over the ground
again. '

“1 found the noisy mobe as on the night
before advancing, retreating. threatening
with pioks and shooting—in the air. There
were no casualties. What interested me
even more was the not wholly unexpected
discovery that the factions were led by the
men I had seen talking with the comely
woman.

“Then I called on her. 8he was the land-
lord’s wife, and had she been born to a
higher station in life might have cam-
paigned her busband into the White House.”

“How was she dressed?” Mrs. Max in-
quired with calm interest, having discovered
that Marjorie was outside the fountain in-
stead of in it. “And you have not told me
whether or not she was pretty.”

“A dullred calico wrap loosely draped her
shapely figure, on her small feet hyng
loosely a pair of her husband’s carpet slip-
pers, and her abundant black hair was
roughly pyramided on the exact middle of
the top of her emall head. I judged that
she was what is there called half native—
half American, half Californian Spanish,

“‘Well, General,’ she said, giving me her
hand with unrestrained cordiality, ‘there
sure is hell to pay here.’

“‘There is,’ I replied, ‘and you have stage
managed it well.’

“‘What are you giving me, Major?' she
asked in contralto sweet tones. ‘Kidding
me, eh? she added.

“'No,' I replied, ‘I only wish to compli-
ment you on working up this stage strike
80 nicely, Now, we can't leave here until
we get orders to, and we can't get orders
until my Captain reports to Los Angeles.
You may as well tell.me what the joke is.
I can’t spoil it.’

“'No malil, no telephone, no tslegraph,’
she said pleasantly. ‘Captain, you are on;
I see that.

“‘I'm a lady that never deceived no man,
least of all a fresh little Lieutenant like you.
You can't stop your men from drinking
here nor from bucking faro bank, and as
they was all paid off the day before they
started, before you can get orders to leave
we will be sold out to the cupboard shelves
and ready to pull our freight.

“'Come in and Y'll open a bottle of wine
for you, sergeant.’

“I can't repeat the language of my Cap-
tain when I explained the situation to him.
But a good officer is a good philosopher.
Dofia Inez Brown, the landlady, saved a
couple of bottles of champagne for us,
and on the day we left gave us an exoellent
dinner of tamales an. chili con carne made
of a leg of venison—a tribute to her charms
from one of our men who had shot the deer
in the hills.

“She was a charming hostess, and I be-
came so restored to her favor that she
advanced me to a Coloneloy as we drank
stirrup cups and smoked cigarettes, which
she rolled for us deftly.

“Woman should vote, my dear madam.”

“Did you see any of those (lila monsters
on the return march?” Mrs. Max inquired.

“I was not so unfortunate,” the Major
answered, “but some of the enlisted men,
those who had been moset under the spell
of Dofla Inez, saw many, very many of
them.” EpwARD W. TOWNBEND.

WAITING FOR A FORTUNE.

Mr. Blinkey Not Worrying Over It, Not the
Least Bit, but All Ready for It.

Like many another man, Mr. Blinkey is
always hoping that sometbing will turn up.
He's an intelligent man and he knows per-
fectly well that there isn't one chanoce in
seven hundred and eighteen thousand
million billion that he'll ever get a dollar
that he doesn’t work for and earn; and still
he’'s always hoping and thinking that some-
thing might happen.

And so when he gets to the office in the
mominﬁ he looks in the letter box there,
not really with the expectation of finding a
fortune, but nevertheless thinking t
there might be something; not disap-
pointed if there isn’t, but wishing that he
might find there a check for a million dollars
from somebody or somewhere, or notice
of some fortune that had been left to him
that he was now to come and claim,

It's just the same when he goes
home at night. He's been away all day,
time enough for forty things to happen,
for forty fortunes to come in, and he knows
there 't any come, and still it is not an
absolutely im thlng. and so he's
always kind o’ boping that he'll .hear some
goi)‘d news \;hen h: - homo.mn s

e never does every 0
along there plaoldly; there hasn't bgeg u:;
fortune sent in or brought in t? Uncle S8am
and he knows they'd speak of it if there had
Jbocn un. l;ut sometimes he says to Mrs. Blinkey

o :

t"“:(.1\xz.y?{ody leave us two million dollars
ay?"

“No,” says Mrs. Blinkey smilingly.

:gno_milllon?'

“Half a million, maybe,” says Mr, Blinkey.

“No, nor half a mlllion,” says Mrs. B,

“Perhaps it was a bundred thousand
dollars. e oould do with that.”

“No, nor a hundred thousand.

“Not a dollar?” says Mr. Blinkey.

“No, not even a doilar,” says Mrs.

Blinkey.

“Well, then,"” saye Mr, B , ‘I guesa
I'll smoke mguplgo" and hel%‘:’n tbu‘r‘ilght
cheerfully. t he's always hoping.

Installing a Telephone In India.
From the Calcutla Statesman,

A Bimla official, proud in the possession of
some oholce Turkoman rugs, leaving his sta-
tion on a business visit, ordered the installa-
tion of a telephone system.

On his rot:n he fpund thln't thl:.;ynm bhad
b: i 1} but §he coo ne th
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the wire down the leg of his writin
ro e and through his best rug, cuttin
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TEE TINNED LIFE.

g -y oy
KExistonoe on Canned Food Exclusively a
Posaibility Nowadays.

‘lmwwmumm.'amds
woman who plans to simplify life by elimi-
nation of unnecessary things. “First I
tried getting things in the dellcatessen
stores already ocooked, as one does in Pdris,
but it jen’t the same in New York.

“You don't feel sure here as to just how
the things were prepared and by whom,
while in the French shops the same cheery
lady who serves you with the tiny cheese,
the portion of butter and the brioche is
the one whose hands oooked the food,
and she vouches to you for its excellence
by her olean and neat appearance.

“When I get tired of restaurants, and
1 always do after a few times, I lay ‘n a
stook of canned foods and make up a list
of kitchenette menus that I can get ready
in a few moments without loss of time or
#4s or patience on warm evenings.

“It would have sounded like the rankest
shiftlessness and lack of good sense a
few years ago to deolare a preference for
canned foods, but the work of putting
up things has advanced to an art, and 1
am among those who say that nothing
oan beat some of the foods now to be had
in glase, in tin lined with poroelain, and
even in the plain tins.

“They are cheap too when you consider
the time that must be spent in marketing
and ocooking fresh foods. They save labor
and there is none of the tiresome clearing
up of débris. You can with a postal order
or a telephone meesage lay in a supply
that will do for weeks, and you are sure
never to be caught in a tight place if an
unexpeoted guest arrives.

“I long ago did away with the foolish
notion of having cream served in bottles
oach day. Half the time it was sour. Now
I get the tinned cream and have a glass
jar in which I keep it tight covered in the
foe box.

“I am planning now . to eliminate the
daily call of the baker by having zweiback
and breakfast biseuits on hand. You get
used to them in a short time and they are
more healthful than fresh bread. y
doctors are eliminating bread from the diet
of their patients lately, as it contains so
much starch. The zweiback is delicious
and comes in cartons, very fresh always.
It is good with coffee.

“Twice a week I get a box of the fresh
Santoﬁl potatoes, which my grocer makes
a specialty of, and these are the only pota-
toes I allow myself. I keep plenty of fresh
fruit on hand and buy the best quality,
as it keeps lonfer in good condition than
the cheaper fruits.

“lI am not troubled with leftovers, for
it is ible to gauge quantities exactly,
and at last the manufacturers are meeting
the for half size tins. You can pur-
ohuecrf:ul! ints of goup now, and tiny little

lum pud just a poriion. Devilled
g&m and tongue for sandwiches come in
quarter pound tins.

“As to vegetables, even doctors now
agree that some of the tinned vegetables
prepared in the modern sanitary canning
establishments are purer and safer than
the usual kind that rest exposed and unpro-
tected on a grocer's stand. The spinach
especially is superior and the beets in glass
are delicious. Just think of the work and time
that it requires to cook beets and get them
ready for the table, and how unsatisfactory
smzwh is unless it is prepared by a firat-
class, oareful k.

“Soup a8 it is prepared by the usual
cook is unsatisfactory. The canned soups
are about perfect and very inexpensive.
The American manufacturers are producing
them fully equal to the imported.

“In solider foods you cannot beat the
boned chicken, turkey, beef, that are to be
had. R!va.lr{ has been keen among the
makers of these articles for the last few
Yoan and the result is a degree of exoel-
ence that makes the food seem actually
better than much that is bought fresh from
the butcher’s stall.

“Then there are ready made entrées with
vegetables and sauces, such as truffied
chicken and ham, beef 4 la mode and A la
jardinidre; calves' tongues with tomato
sauce, veal and peas, all merely requiring
g;'e or ten minutes heating andvof perfect

vor.

“On yachts and in camps these things
are the standard foods, and I think the day
is not far off when a great deal of cooking
will be eliminated, especially in small homes
where there is not s for such work or
means for a &ood oooz

“Perhaps the day may come when we will
live on conden foods or capsules, but
before that rime arrives we shall surely
get over the strictly old fashioned prejudice
against food put up in tins.”

KITE FLYING.

Man With Frost In His Halr Discourses on
Kite Talls,

*I know,” said the man with frost in his
hair, “the real kite sharps nowadays all
fly kites without any tails, but when I
was a boy all kites had tails on them, and
that gave them additional interest.

“Of course the object of the tail is to
balanoe the kite and keep it from diving,
and of course you want in the tail just
enough weight to serve that purpose well
and no more; for extra weight would keep
the kite from flying easily; but it is my
experience that it makes all the difference
in the world how you have that weight dis-
tributed. The kite will do much better
with a comparatively long tail than it will
with a short tail of the same weight.

“Why this is I don't know, because I am
not a scientific person. I couldn't, if I tried,
figure out the superficial area of a kite and
then tell you how much weight that kite
ought to have in its tail, but I can come
pretty close to Fueasing at it, and I can tell
you oloser still by experimenting, and I
can tell you with entire certainty that it
will do much better with a moderately lon
tail than it will with one that {8 short an
chunky, thou;h why that is I don't profess
to understand.

“You'd think that the one thinf wanted
was the right weight suspended from the
kite's tail loop; but you try a tail made of
rags torn in wide strips and tied together
making a tail short and thick, and the kite
doesn't do well at all, It's hard to get it
up and it doesn't seem to have any life or
movement, or power; it doesn’'t work at all;
and then you take off the tail and unknot it
and tear those broad strips each in two and
then tie them together, making a tail of the
same material and the same weight, and
now twioe as long, and she does much better.
You must have observed this yourself.

Somehow it seems necessary to have the
welght suspended down through some dis-
tance to make the kite do its best, and the
kite does better, too, when this weight is
distributed evenly. I have got up a kite
that I found didn't have tail enough on it
and then I have tied a stone on to give it
the necessary additional weight. You are
likely to tie on too heavy a stone, but even
if you get on one that the kite will carry"
you are likely to find the kite, when up,
surging, swaying to one side or the other,
not as if it was balancing itself in the air
sm y on its tail, but as if it was swing-
ing from the stone and tug‘inf at it, and
that brings me again to my idea of the
desirability of the long tail.

“A lon%uu of just the right weight seems
to Tivo the kite support all through; it is
as if it was something |st|'!!t.03hinal down
through the airthatitleaned onall the way,
‘Iv(nﬂlit |up{>ort and at the same time a
smooth elasticity of movement, graceful-
ness in the air. I like myself a very long
tail for a kite,

“Such a tail, of course, must be very light

foot, and in getting up a kite with such
& tail she may dive and smash herself all
to pleces before you get her up far enough
to gec in that alender tail weight enough
on her to keep her steady; but if you can
once get her up, why, to my mind, that
long, slender tail, streami away from
the kite, looks best of all, and I don’t know
but what that sort of tail gives the
kite the best balance of all. -

“But you can be sure of one thing, the
tail should not be short and chunky. To

the best results you want the weight
buted quou;h a tail at least mod-

PIGEONS PAY FOR NUSIC
ENTERPRISE OF TWO LITTLE

Began With a Palr of Squabs and Now
Have a Steady Inocome From Thelr
Floek--Girl Telis of Pronts and Draw.
baocks of Ralsing Pigeons In the City,

Breeding pigeons on the roof of the huuse
in which they live is the way two little girls
in New York are helping their mother and
paying for thelr own musio lessons. The
family Hves on the East Side and the eldest
of the five children ia 18.

“We got our first pigeons in the country,”
sald the elder of the two pigeon fanclers.
“My aunt gave 'em to us when we ware
ooming home.

“We'd been spending the summer with
her and she sent the two squabs to mothar
because she had to atay home and take care
of the roomers. Tha squabs looked so
pretty that mother said it was a pity to
kill 'em, s0 she gave 'em to me and we took
'em up to the roof and made a house for 'em
out of a soap box.

“Mabel and I stopped buying candy.
Weo had to save all the money we made hy
running errands for the roomers to buy
corn for our birds. When they grew up
they had some squabs too.

“That was in the winter and mother
gave us a bigger box for them and hired a
carpenter to bulld a large house and make
it nice and warm for them. She said we
oould pay her back the money when we got
enough pigeons to sell, and we did. We
paid her baock the next summer and since
then we have been selling squabs straight
along, and making money.

“We get 75 cents a pair for our squabs and
we have 'em all promised before they come
out of the egge. Once we got a dollar for
a pair, but that was because the man was
siok and one of our lady roomers maid he
might have the pair we'd promised her if
he'd pay us a dollar.

“We've got forty pair now, and we feed
'em on corn after they get grown, but when
they are squabs we give 'em hemp seed.

“No, we didn’t raige all the pigeons we've
got now. We trapped some and some
just came and stopped with us because they
liked our housetop better than where they'd
been living."”

On the West Side there is another older
girl who raises pigeons on the roof of the
apartment house in which she lives, and she
gets as much as $5 a pair for her squabs.
According to her statement a third of tha
squabs sold in the New York markets are
piised on the roofs of houses and the business

8o conducted pays.

“Twenty-five pairs of pigeons are as many
as I care to handle on my roof,” sghe told
the reporter. “They cost me just about a
ocent and a half a bird a week.

“I feed hemp seed to the newly hatched
and whole corn to the full grown. Hemp
seed costs 10 cents a quart, and that quan-
tity will keep two pairs of squabs a week
and make them fatten.

“The demand for perfect pigeons of pure
stock is steady, and if it should happen that
1 couldn’t sell my squabs at fancy prices
there is always a demand for them in the
market. ‘Broiling chickens and well fat-
tened squabs never go begging,’' is what a
marketman told me when I first thought
of going into the busineas and was asking
him about the chances of disposing of my
roof raised squabs.

“To begin with I bought half a dozen
pairs of pigeons at an average price of $5
a pair. The loft cost me ly as much
as a single pair of birds, for it is made of
packing boxes with the addition of a wire
net, screen and box.

“For the first two years mv venture
didn't pay as well as it should have done,
and I very often had to sell to the markets.
That was because I started in with an un-
ponular variety.

“1 was advised to ge* the hirh fiyer and
I did. While I'm not saying they are not
the best adapted to eity breeding, I am most
positive that thev are not the best sellers.
The chief reason for that, as I make it out,
is that none of the wealthy fanciers has
taken them up. There have been no clubs
so far as I could find out founded to experi-
ment with them.

“Of eourse it took me a little time to find
out the reason why thev were not salable.
As soon ar [ was satisfied that I was on the
wrong track I sold off the high flyers and
invrsted in homing birds.

“No, 1 have never exhibited my birds,
because I find out that more money is to
be made by selling such pigeons to wealthy
fanciers and allowing them to get the eredit
as well as bear the expense. There are
several gentlemen who pay me for the re-
fusa! of all my equabs.

“When they find a pair that they con-
sider promise to be prize winners thev are
not onlv willine but glad to pay a fancy
orice. Yes, I have received much more
than $5 a pair for birds, though I usually
name that as my relling orice.

“March, April, May and June are the best
hreeding months for oity birds, and during
that time I usually vary the diet of my
birds by giving them red wheat. 1 also
sometimes give them Canadian peas mixed
with who'e corn, their regular diet.

“I feed the birds twice a day, in the morn-
ing before going to m~ work in the office
and again late in the afternoon on my
returtm. Birds shonld be stirred to
flicht unless thev show an inclinationto
fly themselves. This is more necessary
with the high flyers than with the homing
varieties.

“If 1 was going to raise pigeons for mar-
ket I am not a bit sure I wouldn't go back
to the high flyers. Though there is not
much demand for them at fancy prices
thev are good healthy birds and have many
traits that make them desirable to a city
breeder. They always fly straight up
from the roof or loft they know as home.
They touch no other roof before their
return, while the homing varieties will
often alight several times before coming
back to the place where they started.

“The high fivers also fly in a close, com-
pact group. ou never see a high flyer
flying alone. 'henever you see a single
bird you may be rretty sure it is a homing
pigeon. They also learn to know a new
home in less time than any other variety
I have tried.

“You see they have many traits that

make them desitable, to one drawback.
Unfortunately that one drawback out-
weighs their virtues—they don't fetch
fancy prices.
. *H anybody wants to know how many
pigeon fanciers there are raising birds in
town he should go up on top of some tall
building in this neighborh about 8 A. M.
or the same hour in the evening. That's
about the time the fanciers go up on their
roofs and stir their birds to flight.

“As a rule they use a ten foot fishing {mlo
with a dark cloth tied to the end. It is
uite a pretty sight to see the birds rise in
the alr, float around and return to their
own roof.

“S8ome of my neighbors are not very
scrupulous, They e advan of these
flights to catch m-:z birds. They simply
don’t stir their bi to ﬂight. until they
see geveral strays around to join them.
The ltnx always joins the flock on thelr
upward flight. On their return it is easy
enough to trap it.

“I have understood that such methods
were practised on the East Side, where
squabs are raised almost exolusively for
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pigeon may 4 a e thing to s

or lose, but when it is remembered that a
pair of good breeders often produce as
many as eleven pair of squabs a then
one realizes their real value. I gvo seen
many pairs that produced a pair of squabs
every month in the year except one, usually
either November or February.

“I have had two pairs of such breeders
in my own loft and [ know what it t
tomowhonthomdoblrdolonoaxo

pairs flgw off never to return. KEleven
pairs squabs a year at $6 a pair is no
alight lose.

There shoyld \
trapping :l‘eonnnjanguu boﬂwro‘ l.l: lnlmmt
n.ﬂ‘n. ot'er fowls, and anjmalg,’
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