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UNDERWORLD OF CAPITAL LIES ATHWART DARK STRAND THAT

TWISTS THROUGH NEIGHBORHOODS WHERE CRIME IS UNKNOWN
SORDID DRAMA STAGED

NO. FOUR PRECINCT
HARBORS VICE DESPITE

ALERTNESS OF POLICE

Contraband Whiskey Pillar of Outlawry That
Lurks In Fearsome Places—Night Spent With

Desk Sergeant I's One Long Pageant of Charac-
ters That Blot Part of Most Beautiful City in

World—Nearly Two Thousand Arrests Have
Been Made in Three Months

(14 UMBER FOUR!”

Curious things—words! Arbitrary arrangements
of letters, such as they are, meaning so many different
things to so many different people in so many different

places!

Say “Number Four” to the average citizen of New York
or Chicago or London or Paris—and the citizen will per-

haps think you just a bit balmy, smile, and pass on.

But

say it to a Washington policeman. Say it to someone who is
familiar with the noisome and nauseating and crime in-
vested docks, commons and lonely reaches of the south-
western portion of the Nation’s Capital, and it conjures in
their minds all of the things that the Bowery in its prime
did to the New Yorker or that Whitechapel did to the wise

dweller in London town.

Number Four is the dark strand #+————-—

of the Na-
ta the fate

in the warp and wi
tion's Capital that 1
of crime diseased m 3 into the
life of the world's most beautiful
city. It stands for darksome deeds,
for the proving of the naked physi-
cal truth of man’'s inhumanity to
man. Number Four is a large ter-
ritory. Officlally it is the fourth
of the city's police precincts. All
of it is not dark and crime infested.
Some of it—much of it—Iis peopled
with happy, contented, law-ablding
citizens dwelling and dolng lawful

business on brightly-lighted and
quite attractive streets.
There i= only a part of it here

and there that has acquired the
right and title to be known as
the underworld of Washington.

And this part of It makes up in its
enthusiasm for what the police call
pure cussedness what it lacks on
area and population. The center
of Number Four i{s the police sta-
tion. Situated, curiously enough,
in one of the most highly respect-
able of all the streets In the city;
surrounded hy the residences of
happy, wellto-do, or fairly well-to-
do, citizena within half a block of
one of the largest and oldest
Catholic churches in the District,
Number Four yet presents to
anyone who will take the trouble
to visit It of an evening, especially
of a Saturday evening, a cross sec-
tion of the underworld of the Na-
tion's Capital-——and a cross section
of underworld sordidness and ac-
tivity not unlike that of every
other metropolitan center in the
world,

Deak Sergeant Baker leaned hack
in his chair and blew a thick cloud
of tobacco smoke toward the ceil
ing.

“Things are a bit slow vet
awhile,” he muttered, “but you just
stick around and there’ll be some«
thing doing later on. Lieutenant
Bremerman and Sergeant Green
are scouting around in the shadowsa
and Detectives Mansfield and
Berry, disguised as rumhounds,
are floating around in the bottoms,
When these boys are in the field
you can look for actlon.'

The hour was 8 o'clock of a Sat-
urday night. The scene was the
Fourth precinct on E street south
west. A Washington Times repre
mentative had drifted into the sta-

tion with the double purpose of
watching the sordld little drama
that is enacted nightly, at “Num-

ber Four,” and escaping the chill
winda that were romping around in
the vicinity. The soft stralns of
sacred music from the organ in the
little church up on the
floated In through the
windows and mingled with the
wild yells of three drunks, back
in the cell rooms, who were calling
upon the universe to hear witness
that they had not done a blamed
thing to get “pinched” for
“You should have down
thia way early this morning,"” and
Sergeant Baker slghed "“When
the bootleggers arose thed
fnnocent dreams at dawn
and read of the hig that
had been pulled off In Ceorgetown,
there was walling and
There was a wild
hatchets and hammers
a darting to the dark placea whern
they kept their supplies and (00
nuarta of all kinda of whiskey

corner
half open

been

from
early
raids

moaning.
seramble for
There was

were destroyed

“Man alive, hut they were fright
ened For blockas around the verv
nlr was heavy with the s=smell of
the stuff The rumhbounds stond
around and watched the proceed
ingn They miffed the air with
blisafild sighs and more than one

of tham went off with the first jug
he had ever Inhaled
tem., I have-

The sergeant bit off the men.

tence and sat upright Iin his chalr,

Inte his sym

The front door flew open with a
bang and Detective Berry entered

shooing Miss Lorena Davenport,
the prima donna of 8Squthwest
Washington before him. Lorena
had a laughing jag on, Bhe

slapped Berry playfully on the jaw
and offered to sing him a selection
from “Faust" if he'd only let her
go home to her husband. Berry
declined and Lorena seemed to
become peevish. “I always did
like ‘Faust,” she mumbled. “It
sure was mighty good beer."”
ENTER QUEEN

OF THE OPERA.

After telling the desk man that
she was twenty-years-old and lived
iIn a room over a vacant lot,
L.orena was led back to a cell
softly humming the music of the
prison scene from “Trovatore."

Onee more the door opened and
a colored youth eased himself up
to the brass ralling.

“Mister," he said, addressing the
desk sergeant. "1 wants to get
Edgar Dixon outof thigs here place.
I'se got his bail right here in my
clothes Bring him forth please?”

“Where's the money,” demanded
Baker.

The wvouth searched carefully
through several pockets and finally
produced five crumpled one-dollar
bills.

“There vou (s boss, bring him
forward.

“Not for five dollars.”

“Dixon's bail is two thousand

dollars."

“Oh, Lord,” his eyes showed his
awe—jointly at the amount and the
importance It gave his friend-—
“then five dollars ain't no good?"

“No, he's accused of robbing a
soldler in a near-beev saloon."”

“Kin vou let him go for $67"

“Nothing dolng.”

“tiood night, boss

“so long."”

A telephone bell buzzed some-
where in the office. There was a
low conversation over the wire and
Lieutenant Bremerman, Sergeant
Green and Detectives Manefield and
Berry darted out of the office on
business bent. They forgot to close
the door after them, which proved
mighty convenlent for Officer Cox
who entered at that moment push-
ing two husky Amazons before him.
A few wsearching Inquiries by the
desk sergeant elicited the informa-
tion that they were Cora Hawkins
and Helen Moore, Helen insisted on
telling the small audience the story
of her paat life. Among other things
she mentioned that she belonged to
the “True Believers” and never
drank anything stronger than water,

AFRICAN GOLF
EXPERTS ARRAIGNED,

While all this was golng on Cora
wad lingering modestly In the rear,

Helen glancing In  her direction,
noticed a suspicious bulge In one of
the pockets of Cora's dress. She
concluded it was bhooze. She want.
ol A drink as she had never wanted
it before in her long and exciting
career. She made for Missa Hawkins
with battle In her eyve Cora pre-
pared for fight, but Policeman Ben-
nett butted in and spoiled the serap
by leading Helen back to the reglon
of bolte and bars., Cora was allowed
her freedom by deponiting 86 with
behind the ralling
more the doar opened and
into the station streamed a dejected

the man

thnee

little crowd of colored men.  Bre-
merman, Green, Herry and Mans.
fleld formed a rvear ear guard for

the parade and, what one might eall
the drum major of them all, Willlam
Girose, dragged his weary feet for.
ward to the desk. It seema an |If
BT had been running a quiet 1ittle
game of "African golf'' at his real-
dence at 115 F atreest, He had jumt
made four “naturals” when the offl-
cars madas their appsarancs via way

'"FRISKING” ‘A PRISONER

Capt. W. E. Sanford.

of the roof and calmly gathered in
money, bones and players,
Valnly Bill essayed to
the police that they had only been
“playing’” for fun, mumbling about
the blindness of justice, who
led to the rear while his companions
were booked as witnesses
TRUE BELIEVER VS.
DAUGHTER OF RUTH.
Right here it might be said that

convince

WS

Policeman Bennett is no diplomat

Perhaps it was the rush of busl

neas that made him careless or per-

haps he just did not reallze what
he was doing. Anyhow when he
placed Helen Moore In the sams

cell with Lorena Davenport, Ile
made a horrible migtake. As men-
tioned bhefore, Helen was a “True

Bellever” while Lorena belonged to
the “Daughters of Ruth.”

It 18 a well-known fact in cer
tuin sections of southwest Wash
ington that these two organizations
are not in harmony with each other,
When Helen and Lorena get to-
gether things started.

Both were vocallasts of abllity and
they demonstrated that abllfty.
Lorena’ plecked out a selection that
used to be her grandfather's favor-
ite while Helen pinned her falth to
a new Jjazz melody. They counted
ten and started together

Have
become earnestly
Ington policemen  are, of  course,
very careful of thelr language—
but they can do pretty well when
the situation calls for it. The situa
tion In “No. 4" at this particula
moment seemed o actually plead
and the officers on vainly
searched their vocabularies for
something that would do justice to
the occasion.

Nothing dolng!

They simply rested their heads in
their hands and moaned as the wild
melody floated out  te them. For
awhile the singers ran pretty even.
Now and then
ahead by a sharn nasal tone, but
Helen always put on an extran ca
denza and caught up to her,

Reflizing his  mistake, Bennett
hurried to the cell room and placea
the singers In separate cells, He
was too late The damage had
been done. e could put ateel walls
between them, but he could not stop
the concert The singing went on
while the reserves gritted theh
teath and wished they had the
vocallets In Rusain for about ten
minutes,

GEORGE AND
HIS ATLMENTS.

Again the door opens and we ars
introduced to  George Hoffman.
fergeant Green had noticed George
about to knock the block off of a
lTampost  because {1t wouldn't glve
him a match, and so he thought it
about time for George to get In out
of the weather

A mearch of Hoffman's porkets
ravealsd ona monkey wrenah, one
hottle of jar stra ginger and one
hottla of pale n. He 410 not seem
to earn much when thev tonk the
wranch away from him, but hs aure
MA ralwe the deuan when they re
tained his ginger and his plils. IMe
gwrore he hiad chills and fever, rear
Iot faver and othar allmenta, Tha
pills and thg ginger were tha only

you ever heard policemen

profane? Wash-

duty

Lorenan would forgs

Sergt. Willard Green.

things to cure him No use, the)
held his and bowing fo
superior numbers, he was conduct
ed to a cell.

Keep yvour eve on the door., Tt'a

medicine

opening again, and thls time we
have with us the famous Senar
“"Buggo'' Green Mr. ireen  hall
hardly got Into the station before

he inquired If anvone present knew
where small house foi
of his

and

there was a
The number
restdence is 1313,

has been

rent ]I]'l’-‘-h-‘.'

since Seno
"Buggo" living there D
tective Oscar Mansfield has pinchel
him four
with bootlegging

The senor maintains that he is not
superstitious, but he just don't llke
those hence his inquiry
for a small house, and he will give
a reward to anyone who will locate
him numbers 711
above the front door

In the Lorena and
Helen are still at It and both going
Blrong

Sadie
and if the
vauth ts

times and charged him

numbers,

one having the

meantime,

thirteen
promise of

Harvey Is vears

old, early
borne out, it will not he long
before Sadie will be able to tosa Jack
Johnson around llke a handball, I»
tectives Manafield and Berry pinch
ed Sadie for bootlegging, and she
gave the two officers an awful bat

tle before they landed her at No

4. Mansfield is nursing a hadly
brulsed arm whe=e Sadie wal-
loped him with a water pitcher, anl
Berry s thinking about taking n
week's vacation

THOUGHT BED

WAS STRONG BOX.

There was a serlea of mysaterious
metallle sounds coming from the ol
rection of the cellroomn, and Polices
man Bennett Invited those present
back to ses what was coming off
Thomas Bixton, who, earlier In the
night, had knocked out a callmate
whils laboring under the impreasion
that the cellmate was throwing
anakes at him, was discoversd on
hin knees hafore the iron cot that
hung suspended from the wall

“What ara you trying to
uaked NRennett,

“T'mi trying to get this
mfe apen”

“That'a no mafe

'Oh, houh, 1
At myv ald joh'

Holan ssemad ta bha getting the
beast of Lorena at this peried In the

da?"

hlnmed

It's n bhed.”

thought I was bacik

P il LS S o

Detective 0. W. Mansfield.

game. A glance into the cell showed
Miss Davenport fighting hard 1o
reach her top notea, Her face was
streaming with perspiration, but she
was dving game

James Cole wanted assistanee.
Into hix disordered mind crept the
idea that his cell was his field of
labors and he knew it was time to

get busy., With an imaginary shovel
he loaded a number of imaginary
carts with bunches of imaginary

dirt, and he never stopped complain
ing that his imaginary horses weore
half dead and the infaginary lights
were bad,
“You're nutty,” Bennett
‘'l know it," said Jimmie
here and listen

salid
“You

back to those

“EH N
two dames and you'll be nutty. too

LADY LUCK SMILES,
BUT POLICE GRIN,

There was something doing oul

front. Lieutenant Bremerman, De

tective Mansfield, Sergeant Green

and Detective Berry were just bring

ing In the results of another raid
Ernest SBcott had collected a gelect
little gathering of Kkindred souls

arvound him in front of a card tahl
residence, and now Eruest
was in the tolls.
deserves sympathy
He had been lozing all night
Just when lady amiled
him and he was holding a straight
the table,
the cops came in and copped every
thing in sight. He was Iinformed that
it would cost him $25 to get out, and
% cents in his jeane
hack,” he
don't care what

ut his
Poor Ernest, hs
and
luck upon

flush, with a big pot on

he Just had

‘Take me
nett. 1
e to me
hack and put me in the davkeat cell
hab got back there Pennet
took him at his word and placed him
in the cell next to the "True Be
liever™ and the “Daughter of Ruth,”

Mahel HI had been pinched once
of bootlegging
Makbel liked the
experience so much that as soon as
she got through with the police and
such
started right back at the job again
Mabel is only fourteen yvears of age,
but it ls sald that ahe can spot a
rumhound five miles away, At any
rate business was alwaye very good
with her and when Mansfleld and
nailled her the second time
they assert she had almost gained a
complete monopoly on the whiskey
market In her vieinity.

Misn HIill is not hothared by a littla
thing ke an arreat, Bhe takea such
things am a matter of courss and
tnlkn Interestingly about her future
plana In the hootlegging game
CHARED THEM
ouvT OF TOWN,

“IMd you get them?'

inviiedd Ben

just hapn

any more Take me

vou o

before on a charge

some wild whiskey

the courts and thinga, she

Berry

Inquired Sey
Muns
wenring s

Devry  and
fleld antered the wtatlon
Aefected ale

"“No.

gerant NMakier, an

How did yeu expect us te

-

1921 Packard with a 1908
model Ford? They were loaded up
with boose and we chased them
from Third and Virginla svenue
over to Anacostia. They got away
from us there, but there's one sat-
isfaction. We chased them out of
Washington at any rate. What's
doing, anything?"’ i

“Nope, everything qulet.”

‘“Well, we'll beat it out agaln and
see how every Uttle thing Is."" And
the two hustling members of the
force went forth Into the streeiy

A trip to the cellrooms In com
pany with Bennett found Mr. Colby,
arrested for belng intoxlcated, anx.
jous to galn some professional ad-
vice.

“Say, boss, I'se In trouble,” he
told the cop. “Kin you tell me
what's the matter with me?"

“What's wrong?’

“Well, boss, my head swells up
like a balloon and then comes down
again, I'se afrald it might swell
up and bust one of these tlmes.
What am good for It?”

“What have you been drinking?"

“Lord knows. It was in a brown
bottle and smelled like peaches.'

“Bad stuff,” muttered the oop.
“SBoak your head In cold water;
then take your shoestring and tle
your head on to your neck so it
won't float off and leave vou."

“Thank you kindly, boss, but |
can't do that there thing'™

“Why not?

“Cause I wear button shoes ™

“All right, use a sock,” and the
unfeeling cop passed along."

Helen's volce sounded a bit flat
now and Lorena was also singing off
key, but still the battle ruaged with
Helen a one to twenty favorite,
ONE HOMER WHO
WAS NOT BLIND.

Paul Jacobs had
with him when he placed a quart
bottle of what the bootlegrer had
told him was Pikesville whiskey to
his lips, and started to take a drink
in front of Sergeant Green,
saw him and he had Panl and the
bottle before an ounce had gurgled
down his throat.

The sergeant brought them hoth
nlong to the station. Paul put up
$10 collateral and complained
that some cop swiped his
favorite palr of dice. Homer got off
with $5. It was the last coin each of
them had and they tried vainly to
berrow car tokens to take them
home.,

Two o'clock Sunday morning.
[.ieutenant Bremerman. Sergeant
GGreen, Detectlves Mansfield and
Berry are atill hustling out on the
street=, but an air of blessed
has settled over the station I'en
minuter ago, Lorena Davenpaort zave
one final high note and fainted dead
away. She made a brave battle of
it, but the “True BHeliever’ had the
staying powers, Helen celebrated
her wvictory with a high “C" and
then rolled over and went to sleep
W. E. Sanford lLas be n
of No. 4 pollee precient
three months He has
specinl drive round

catoh &

plenty of nerve

Girven

then
had

Peace

Captain
in charge
for abont
been making a
ing up the undesirable characters of
fovee for tkg seven yvears., A«
a plain-clothes man, he
terror to the bootleggers and crimi
nals of the southwest section. Set
most

past

hisa been

Green s one of  tlhe

officers

geant

rrilllant atationed at  the

~
N

Jumping Stick Has

AIl Tondan [ earni

Lol LU0 00

Namr SDamriciarm M 9
New “Parisian Game

LONDON, Nov

NEW ¢raze has hit London
and I8 on its wav across the
Atlantic which in origin and

originality recalls the advent of
diabolo, It comes from and
is called pogo. and it has been the
shopping sensation of recent weeks

round-shaped

Paris

A pogo is A stout,
club, made in size to suit the height
of the plaver. The top end la shaped
like the handle pick: in the
lower end there strong
spring attached to a dise eorrespond
ing In size with the end of the club
The disc is padded with a thiek
cushion of rubber so that It is nojse
less. Eight inches from the end of
the club are two ring-shaped foot
plates made of steel riveted to the
club,

You balance your feet on the ving
plates and with the ald of the club
held against your cheat. When vou
can do that yvou find It quite eany to
up and down

of n

i1 A very

hap along, swinging
pleamantly on the apring
tle practice i needed to make going
up and down stalrs quite easy;
jumping and hurdling are also pos-
sible,

In an hour's practice on the roof
of the big department store where
an exhibition wns given the night
of the toy’s arrival, pogh amateura
accomplished a variety of fancy
ateps and leaps, soma of the ex.
parts lsaping Into A awlimming ponl
ngnin, up nver

A very lit

and aut wteps and
barriors

The movement
Ing, but the heavy spring mnakea |t

very lght and it 1a remnrkable how

Im rather Hke wtiit

ROAN Yo cAn sl contral 1t Is be
Ing taken up by bath men and wom
e, and binva and givls execel nfter n
few milnuter practiee It 15 bt b
exercian than vontinge for every
mugcle 10 the biad mes into play,
und more skill Is required than in
oyoling

NIGHTLY WHEN WRECKS

DRIFT INTO STATION
Desk Sergeant Is Master of Ceremonics Where

Hulks of Stray Humanity Are Hauled in by
Detectives Who Are Pride of Force--Sixteen
Raids on Whiskey Dives Bring Sixteen Con-
victions, Establishing a New Record and Put-
ting Fear Into the Hearts of Bootleggers

that section and he is getting the
hearty support and oco-operation of
every man under him.

In those three months there have
been 1,766 arrests made by the po-
licemen in this district. There have
been sixteen ralds made and a con-
vietion in court has been obtained
in every case. Lieutenant Bremer-
man, who came to No, 4 when Cap-
tain Sanford did, has been on the
force for the past twenty-nine years.
He served under Captlain Peck for a
number of years in No. 2 and holds
a splendld record for his brillant
work in No. B police precinect.

Oscar Mansfield, precinct detec.

tive, has been connected with the

Fourth precinet. His record is re
plete with instances of akillful de-
tective work. Charlea Berry came
to No. 4 thres years ago and was
soon assigned to work In plain
clothes. He has captured several
much wanted criminals and is con-
sldered by his superior officers to
be one of the most efficlent men on
the force,

The entire fores of policemen In
the precinct work in perfect har-
mony. They cooperate with each
other on all occasions and each of
them {s doing splendid work In en-
forcing the law in one of the most
difficult sections of the city, from
the police standpaoint,

BRITISH LORD FINDS
GAY DEAUVILLE LIFE
HAVEN FORBRAGGARTS

By LORD BEAVERBROOK,
(Famous British publisher takes
vacation at notorious French re-
sort and records his impressions.)
LONDON, Nav. §
HAVE just been on a holiday
to Deauville, on the coast of

Normandy. Always excepting
the tennis, the life it presents is
almost staggering, both in its va.
riety and In (ts completeness.

The place possesses (wo grebt
charms—its geraniums and its
cider. On  the wind-blown sea

coasta of Englanl most flowers
bloom with difficulty, and gerani-
ums hardly at all. At Deauville
they may be seen in a naturul pro-
fusion. Nor can the cider of Dgv-
onshire surpass that of Normandy

S0 much for things i{nanimate.
The perfection of their innocent
exquisite bouquet
challenged by the ani-
mate side of Deauville and Trou-
ville, which lie as close together
as Sodom and Gomorrah. I do
not suggest that the clties by the
sea are exactly comparable to the
cities of the plain. There i2 al-
wavs & cholece, even in vice,

I will content mysell with sial-
ing that every scheme of pleasure
which was suggested by Petronius
to his Roman Emperor would be
regarded as rather stale by he
visitors to Deauville. In @ worl,
Normandy has Nero hopelessly
and the exactions of the
1y pical head-wiriter there would
leave Gehazi gasping for breath.
of the vixit

flower and can

hﬂrdl_\' b

beaten,

The great majority

orge are French; the American «on
tingent ranks next in  upuimnbers,
and there is a substan®™al colony
of the British, After these corne

all the races—the Russians, the
Italians, the Greeks, the Ruman
ians, the Jugo-Slavs, the (‘zecho-
Slovaks, the Serbians—enough 10
1nake the Tower of Babel a folly
or the tongue= of Pentécost A mare
ramily
SUSTAINERS AND SUSTAINED.

The whol
divided

partv

population
classes-—-
place
who the sustainere,
The latter are the great majority
The syatem of wallers alone must
drive Whitehall green with
even at tHe height of the
There are head walters and walters

|Summer

may be into two

those who sustain the and

those live on

envy,

place

and sous waiters and assistant sous

waltere, and so an, till the list
seems to stretch until the crack
of doom.

There are also ladiea and gentla.
men whose husiness takes the form
of pleasure, or, to put It differ
ently, other people's pleasures is
thelr business

But the outstanding feature of
Neauville Ia the deeire to he no
tired, tha women pose in the Cn
aino, the men In the restaurants
The bravest wait till the traffic in
the road |s atopped and silken
cords are drawn around a sacred
enclosmure In which wisitors “drink
the waters,’ conslating in literal
truth of champagna cocktalls.

The Fastern monarch had a
trumpetar Iin his chariot to pro.
clalm hia grgatness to tha world
The nmnriot\xmntm' of Noarmandv
I« not A whit behind him, T actual
v mAwW n driving a tanfdem
down the ptrest attached to a emall
trap In which there was rooan o

nAn

ne ona clae but a fostman blow
ing n horn, as though one &
vlared “IT'S ME!

RESORTS ARE GORGEOL N,

Ho far one may say of these Nor
resorin  that they
the axpectation,

man LGRS

BUT@Aes ne matter

how gorgeous the previous mental
pleture was. But on one point
they are an absolute disappoint-
ment—the beach. As a spectacle
it is almost depressing. True,
ftriking or pretty costumes may
be meen, but these are not bathing
costumes. The mass of bathing
dresses are severely practical.

I have discovered why this iz so.
Women are too sensible not to have
found out by experlence that beauty
and gorgeousness in attire are abso-
lutely incompatible with real water
sport. It must be one thing or the
other. Think, for instance, of the
effect of waves on paint or powder
-——serious problem for the majoritv:
of the fair of Deauvule. The beach
is therefore left for those who mean
real business and care not for ap-
PeArATICE.

The photogrupher alone haunts
the beach, unhappily looking for
striking scenes which are not there.
Still, he is popular with the hotel
managers, for by careful selection
and arrangement he does convey to
the public sn liea of beauty, sport
and frivelity on the beach which is
in reality totally false.

The profiteer, of course, is great-
Iy in evidence. Hig one idea in life

seems to be to buy the most ex-
pensive car that exists, quite re-
gardlese of (ts intrinsic merits or

utilitv, 1 believe that if Mr. Ford
charged more for his standard cars
than any other firm in the world the
profiteer would buy one.

BATHING DE LUXE.

A friend of mine tells me that he
=saw one gentleman drive down (o
the beach in his ear, to be received
effusively by a bathing attendant.
The car stops, the public observe,
the attendant exclaimed: *"Monsieur,
is high.” and recelves in
exchange 100 francs for a compli-
ment invented by the courtiers of
Canute. 1

No piciture of Deauville by day
would be complete without a descrip-
tion of lunch. Of course, everybody
must lunch at the same place—the
Normandy Hotel. That building is
certainly a triumph of architectural
simplicity. far outshining the os-
tentation of the New York hotels or
the tinsel gaudiness of Monte Carlo

The architect who designed the
Normandy Hotel must have heen &
hit of a jester, for his freakish spivit
induced hin to surmount the edifice
round which BITANKE
crowds of Deauville the em
blem of a stork!

But if vou care to move a mile or
two there ls another place at which
vou «an lunch without social dis-
grace. It s called “The Inn of
William the Conqueror.” It is cey
tainly an example of
make-helleve and imposture., Lunch
in merved In surroundings carefully

vour tide

surge the
with

unequaled

vopied from the eleventh century
and vet smpaentially false, It facili-
ties and excellence rival those of

any restaurant in the twentieth

world,
HOW T0O BE HAPPY.

What Willlam the Conqueror
would have thought of his lunch e

imposaible to Imagine But ha cer-

tainly would nnt have recognized
hin suppoasd mediaeval surround.
Ingm

Thin inn justifies Ite axiatence, te

mv mind, hvy A motta T pleked ant
of the many Insesthed on the wall:
If you want to he happy for one
day get drunk,
It svou wani to he
thiree get marvied

happy for

oo want to be happy for »
weelo sinughter your pig,
Movon want to he wmppy for e

make yoursell a priest,

}




