
Now, Idon't think any one without
an India rubber imagination could ac-
cuse our ]!ose of being showy, do you?
Lot her go to three services a clay If
you like—four, if they have 'em!

—
and I'llallow a dollar bill for the plate
for at least one of the performances.
Then you can have him In to dinner
twice a week at Ihu hotel. Nothing
hits tho average parson more than a
square men I. They always have a
starved look, as though food and they
were merely on bowing terms. To in-
vite a guest to dine at tho hotel is a
dollar or a dollar nnd a half extra

—
make it one fifty to bo sure. One fifty
twice a week for twelve months would
foot up to thirty-six dollars. Thirty-
six dollars out of tho four hundred
and fifty for extras

—
pretty steep for

a parson, but Iguess we'll have to
allow it. The parlor suite could go
with Hose. You say yourself that red
plush Is out of style. Yes, Mrs. Sim-
cox. we must look up a starving par-

her and AngelIra, Isn't there? I
thought so. If a parson's wife's too
showy it sots the congregation by the
ears, and he loses his job as likely as
not.

Xow, my system, which shall go
into effect oil June, first, is this—lf it
has cost me thirty thousand In ten
years nnd "nothing doing" for the
throe girls, T propose to put a lump
sum— say the receipts for the three
for five years in advance, fifteen thou-
sand into one year and see what can
be accomplished. 1 would be willing
to allow, sny, four hundred and fifty
for extras, such as moving to another
hotel if there were more young men
located there, and hiring a boat or an
automobile occasionally if some follow
could be persuaded !o take the girls• <ut.

The sum would not be equally di-
vided, that not being fair to the
younger girls, but dealt out in pro-
portionate shares. Angle being past• twenty-eight

—
well, she Is. isn't she

—
111 1would set aside throe thousand live

pnd railway tickets, is a thousand por
girl per year. A thousand per girl for
three girls is 3000 per season. For ten
seasons that means SO.OOO. and 30,000
with nothing to show for it is a pretty
bad investment. If any of my other
stocks were as unprofitable as that
I'd cut them out. . ..

Talk as if the girls were real estate
or mortgages or something like that?
Well, aren't they? Personal property.
Isuppose, you might call thorn

—
and

hundred for her, as she naturally
would be hiirder to dispose of than the
other two, The remainder could be
divided between Hose and Kate, The
family silver could go with her as .in
additional inducement. Ishould not
bo ton fastidious in n. husband for
Angle, nnd he needn't be either young
or handsome. A girl past twenty-eight
ought to bo satisfied with a widower,
oven if he has a bald bead and a few
growing children. Twonty-eight doesn't
grow any younger each year

Well, you needn't be! Common
sense talk between husbands and wives
is a good thing occasionally, and call-
ing things by their right names won't
hurt any one. All the po'try In the
world wouldn't make, a dog necessary
for our girls, Mrs. Simcox

As for IVise, counting out her china
painting", Idon't know exactly what
other accomplishment she could bring
into a home, and china painting seems
to me to be done to death, since you
can't pick up n mug for a dime with-
out decorations sprawling all over It. A
parson without too many ideas would
be about the best for Itcse. Let's see,
there's only fourteen months between

it's time they were made to bring 111
some return. . . . Pshaw! Don't
talk "romance" to me! There never was
such rubbish or a thing that paid so
badly! What have any of the moon-
light nights on Lake George done for
a siniile onn of the girls, though I
chartered tlur whole steamer and
scratched like a lien for worms until
Igot some sort of a chap for each
one, with guitars thrown in? . . .
Don't sny "romance" to mo, Isay. .;

Distinguished Looking Men Who Sojourned in Southern California
Tn those old days Los Angeles was

full of fine looking men. There wns
Dr. Winston, for instance. He was
of commundinß stulure, good figure.
ii tiptop story teller, a fine host an.l
one of our plonrer miners. Ho mar-
ried one of tbe beautiful Kandini girls,
and has left daughters whose beauty
has run into proverb all over Califor-nia; and his son Jim, from stature, und
strength, might head a column of Na-
poleon's famous cuirassiers.

Governor Pico Also
Plo Pico was one of the notably good

looking men of those days, Although
\iot trill, Pio Pico was otherwise :ip-
purtloned after the primrose fashion
and kept up his sprightliness and gal-
lantry to his ninetieth year. He never
admitted that age was a possible prop-
osition withhim. A few months before
he became a nonagenarian he was
thrown out of his buggy in front of the
Pico house, landing onhis leftear. In-
stead of collapsing, he jumped to his
feet, ran after and captured his refrac-
tory, steed, seeming none the wor.se
for Ills mishap. Dr. Osier, after such
an episode, would doubtless have
stretched out cold and flat. Years
amounted t<> nothing with the race of
men who occupied Los Angeles and
Southern California in those days. They
were Indomitable and sonic of them
lived practically forever.

Andres Pico, a brother of Governor
Pico, was one of the notable looking
old-timers. He bad been a general in
the Mexican war and hud llgured ill
RXeut events. He might have equaled
his brother in age but for tlie misad-
venture of falling Into the Main street
sewer shortly after my arrival in Los
Angeles and receiving injuries which
ultimately proved fatal. These broth-
ers hark back to Amhilusia, In Spain.

gifted lawyer and brilliant orator de-
liberately made his election to lose.

One day a lot of bis old-time friends
were assembled at 7 Congress hull and
were talking about ICastman, who was
going down hillrapidly, and who, from
having been an Apollo Belvedere, had
become a very unpleasant object to
meet. One of the party said:

Did Him a Good Turn
"Let's chip In and send Jim up to

Bartlett'a Springs."
There was an instant agreement, and

each pledged himself for $100, making
$600 altogether. On being approached
and being informed of the action of
his friends, Eastman replied:

"Gentlemen. Ihave entered Into a
contest with John Barleycorn, He has
won the fight, ithank you, but keep
your money."

This is probably tbe most extraor-
dinary incident of the kind that ever
happened in the history of drinking
men.

Judge Joseph S. Mallard, who has
left a lot of beautiful daughters and
stalwart sons about "these diggins,"
was one of the notably good looking
men who meandered around here in
those "brave days of old." He was born
in Burlington, Vt. He came to r.os
Angeles in IS.IO, and was genial and
hearty inall his ways. His father had
been an officer in tho army of Napo-
leon le Grand.

A very elegant gentleman In those
days, quite exceptionally good looking,
wns Dr. MacDougall. The dot-tor
availed himself of his pulchritude dur-
ing the time he served as mayor of
this city. He had the typical Scotch
face, which, at its best, cannot be sur-
passed. He was well educated, of
course, as an Incident of his profes-
sion, and was a great social force.

IThey were both bachelors, Ibelieve.
Ibut it is generally understood that

there are a great many people In this
lower country who trace their pater-
nity with pride to these illustrious
brothers, their claims being sustained
by strong family resemblances.

General Banning in the List
General Phlneus Hannlng was an-

other of our good-looking old-timers.
He was broad, tall and strong and im-
mensely attractive in every way. He
was born at Wilmington, Del. Every-
body would turn on the street to take
a look at the general. Of his sons,
Hancock Is getting to look strikingly
like him, while Captain William sug-
gests much of his commercial genius.

All these men, Winston, the Picos
and Banning, entertained splendidly,
the latter positively on the scale of
Prince Canrbaceres. It was all the
easier for good old Dr. Winston to en-
tertain because he was for many years
proprietor of the Bella Union hotel,
for many years the principal cara-
vansary in this part of the stale. He
was as much at home in the .San Ga-
briel canyon, where his mine was, if
you could manage to catch him there.

As Iam mainly talking of the good
looking men of the old dnys. Icould
not possibly omit James I!. Kiistinan,
orator and lawyer. He was certainly
one of tho handsomest men who ever
figured in the public affairs of this
state, north or south, from the moun-
tains to the sea. He was six feet two
or three inches, his features were
classical and bis form that of an Apollo
or an Antinous. withexceptional gifts
of all kinds, Kastnum, toward the end
of his life, fought a long and disastrous
battle with John Hurley-corn, which the
latter, as is so often the case, won.
It was a circumstance In which the

All Ads

"Hy hokey. I've struck It! They've
forgotten to put In the reading mat-
tor."—Louisville Courier Journal.

"There does seetn to be something
wrong with It; but 1 can't just say
what It Is."

"This magazine looks odd to me. See
anything wrong with It?"

NOW, Mrs. Simcox, leave it all to
me. IIntend to take the sum-
mer business in hand this year

and see what Ican make of it. Hereto-
fore you have bossed the job, and what
have you accomplished? Have you suc-
ceeded in marrying off any of thegirls?

Now, don't say, "Oh, father!" for
what else do you hope for year after
year when you spend all that money ontheir clothes and take them to a fash-
ionable hotel at the seaside.? What
does any mother take her daughters to
the seaside for?

Do you deny that you want to marry
oft the girls? If you pretend to outsid-ers that you want to krep them all
three at home for the rest of their
lives because you couldn't possibly give
them up you don't fool me. and Iamjust plain enough to confess that I
\u25a0wouldn't mind seeing a son-in-law Inthe fajnilymerely to vary the monotony
of so many petticoats. When the girlswere little people told me I'd have toKeep a dog to keep the men away after
they were grown. Well. Mrs. Simcox, I
haven't felt the necessity, though
they're pretty well grown. But some-thing must be done this summer. I'ma plain business man, and this thing
has got to he conducted on businessprinciples. When a case of goods doesn'tprove a good seller in our line of busi-ness we mark It down and offer it for
•what it will bring. We must do thesame with the girls. Ifthey are unmar-
ketable ....

No, Iam not an unfeeling creatureat all. I'm a plain, sensible father try-ing to do his best for his children. .
Don't tell me the prirls themselves

\u25a0wouldn't like husbands. Inever saw-girls work so hard ....
\u25a0Well, what do you call it then? Play-

Ing tennis until they're purple in tiie
face because some dude is on the othei
Side of a net and going to church throe

'
times a Sunday because the minister

'
is unmarried? Maybe that doesn't

'
fieem like work to you, but IfIhad to
labor that way year after year I'd go j
on strike for shorter hours and better !
results! !

The trouble with you, Mrs. Simcox
'

Is that you carry too much sentiment
'

into this matter. Marrying off one'sdaughters is no time for sentiment. If {
the sentiment don't come on the other
side you've got to conduct It without f
It.Now,Ishall get down to cold, hardbusiness— employ a system, so to speak—

and if we.don't return with at least ]
one son-in-law to this pood by the first Iof September I'llown myself a failure 1as a business iiihiiand in future will %spend our summers in town. You are 1too fond of speaking of the girls' no. 1oompllshmcnts and of tellingtiie young cmen, when you can get their ear, that tthey are jewels and you couldn't pos- Ihiblypart with one of them. That's not s
the way to make a man propose. He's 1
foolish enough to believe itand to leave t
you your jewel unclaimed. Imean to
take an entirely different tack. 1 shall t
nay nothing about Angelica's needle- 1
\u25a0work— the truth Is, Isee very little of f
it when my buttons come off or the

*
household linens need mending—nor of

•
Itosamond's china painting. 1 don't f
pretend to be a judge of art, but the

*
china pieces you pick i.p at the bur-

'"
fc-aln counter look quite as artlstlo tn l
me and the (lowers on 'em are a heap
more natural. As for Catherine— Idon't

'
mean to spell her name with a X nor

'
mention the prizes she won at ping

"
pong. If the young :uen are on the

'
lookout for Catherines spelt with a X [
and ping pong print-si to set up house-keeping with, let them find out for

'
themselves that the girlhas 'em. . . . '

No, ma'am, its merely plain speak- f
ing and what you'll have to get accus-

'
tomed to In the futui?! What haveyour flowers of speech accomplished in
the ten years you've been carting thegirls all over the country to seaside 1resorts

*
Well, Ifyou don't like lo call It ten <

call itanything you please! Hut Ihave
the receipts for ten neparate Hummers, j
that's all Iknow. Ihave been (igurlng
up those receipts, and llgureM. as y,,u ,
know, don't He. Ifind that the cost or (
each separate outfit. Including board <

(Written for The Herald by Joseph D.
Lynch)

Any one who looks inat the Jonathan
or California clubs at the lunch or
dinner hour cannot fall to be struck
by the large number of distinguished
looking men who live In Los Angeles.
It is the same experience at the thea-
ters and at the churches. To a notable
degree, this was always the case with
the Angelic city.
Before the war Gen. Winfield Scott

Hancock, then a captain and quarter-
master of the United States army, was
stationed here. He lived in a little
brick house on the east side of Alain
street

—
the first brick house ever erect-

ed in Los Angeles, by the way. Itwas
somewhere near where the 'Westmin-
ster hotel now stands. Mrs. Hancock
during her residence here used to sing
In the Episcopal church services. Capt.
Hancock in those days was looked upon
as tho handsomest man In the Ameri-
can army. During the campaign of IS.SO,
when he ran for president against Gar-
Held, the New York Sun made much
ado about Hancock's obesity. Charles
A. Dana, the editor of tbe Sun, enter-
tained si great hatred against Han-
cork and Grant.

When the great Pennsylvanian paid
a visit to Los Angeles, the year after
that election, his old-time friends here
looked him over very curiously to seeany signs of that much trumpeted
obesity. They were treated lo a sight
of a majestic looking gentleman,
slightly over six feet high, with just
that degree of embonpoint needed togive dignity to his great height.

Magruder an Apollo
In those days Capt. ,T. ISankhond

Magruder, then of the army <if tlv»United States, later of the Confederate
army, was also stationed here. Ma-gruder was an exceedingly dashing and
handsome man. In fact, later in life
he was known as Ihf best looking mail
of the Confederate army. This chiv-
alrous gentleman was a vertible bird,
like his friend Hancock, on the Federal
side, whose ways were more restrained.
Llk<; Hancock, he was six feet high,
or more,

Magruder, no doubt, often caroled
the words of lago'a snatch, "Why let
me the cannikin clink." All the bol.l
boys of the United States army, who
were out here in thole days. Including
tho immortal Ulysses himself, weregiven that way. Cards, billiards and
wassails contributed to fillingup many
a dreary gap not provided for In tin;
United States army regulations.

Magruder occasionally looked upon
the wine when it was red— when it
moved Itself right In the glass. He had
a devoted orderly named MickyDivinewho, on nuch occasions, wus invalu-
able to Magruder. and who facilitated
hln return to his severer and more dig-
nified functions with great effective-
neHH and tact. When his (superior hadgone on the parade line withhis usual
dash and aplomb, and coming to the
salute, Mickey would await expectant.

Mickey and He
"Well, Mickey," would say the futuregeneral.
fit's, my turn, captain," says theorderly.
"AH right, Mickey," would respond

his Huperior.• It Ina matter of local tradition here-
about* that Mickey availed himself up
to the full of Ihu liccilßu UilltJ 11c-
corUi'd

With book and bundle i>n my back, and
Knotty ttaff in hand,

Ifare iiloiig the dusty r(IH,i through
wood and mcailowlaudi

Or, gazing li(in the flying train, behold
the starry night.

Or, leaning from tho vessel, watch the
wak, of creamy white.

On,, on through sleeping villages with
curtained panes 1 puss,

liy many v ullant, moonlit tirld knee-
(hep in fragrant grass.

Though in some green nnd pleasant
spot 1chance a while to stay,

The fire of travel In my blood soon
urgea mo away.

1 soc the Hash of glided domes beside a
turquoise flood,

And vineyards purpling In the sun, and
aloe* in tin' bud;

Before, me from the mountain tops, by
ancient tower nnd town]

Anangel clad in goldi-n mall, the morn-
ing, marches down. .

A pilgrim of the earth hiiiI,no narrow
walls confine

My soul, as in a rusty hlx-iiUi.the hori-
zon is mini';

The Joy of motion Iciklh my feet unured
o'er vain .mil inn,

And from the sliadowt und the mist
new prospects beckon sun.—

four-Truck News,

THE WANDER LUST.

Shu—lhave t*n invitations to dlnnei
this «•«.\u25a0!£.

\u25a0 He -Why not change four of th«m foi
brcaJd'aslu?

SINGING
I'he high soprano slngn of love,
Ah sinus the nlK>itingult>;

riu« tenor sliix*of Flaia above.
Tho baritone of ale.

I'he coryphee with gulden ball-In (tinging of chumputfiie;
I'll"cnhiimn WiillliiK fur a fare
Is »hiKi»K In 111,' r.iin. -

I'iicli.

And witli the golfers stand;
A-RtrlrtliiK thru* the muu withA niblick In my bund,

Iloot. mon! who cares fur wonther?Th« weather's naught lo mo
—

Id keep n candlo burning:
So 1 could «••!> tho tee.

I'd hiive. the ball allcoloredWith iiluisjiliiii't'Hci'iitlight,
Bo whi-nIsend It Hpliiiiiii;;

I'dHue where itwould light.
Myraddle 'd have a foghorn

Tint thro' tba !'•»»- would shriek.
And thus It would bo easy

To find him in a week,
Oh, .lusl to lit) a golfer,

And pluy In mill «ml Coy;
A putter mi my shoulder,

A-trainpliiK thru' Urn tun'-
MllWUUki.'uhit-litilK'l.

Iwant to bo a golfer
YE GOLFER

And nulled what you may guess,
guess, guess;

And said, "Sweetheart, will you bo
inlnr?"

She smiled and answered, "Yes, yes,
yes

"
And then (In business such as this.

Men lovo to act Just so, so, so).
He asked for just one. little kiss:

She smiled, and answered, "No, no,
no!"

"Unless you'll follow where T lead,
Follow for good or 111, 111, 111!"

Then mvoro thut swain, "I will,Indeed.Sweetheart, indeed, Iwill,will,will!"

'Then willwo to the church repair.
And In dim form be wed, wed, wndl'Alas! he had no timu to spure,
And so lie turned, and fled, lied, fled!—

l'all Mull Qazotte.

A mou once wooed a maid divine,
A WOOING

f| son for our second daughter. With
1 Angelica and Rosamund settled wo
] could turn our attention to Catherine.

Twenty-six her next birthday, ain't
; she? I don't see thr; use of denying

\u25a0 it! She uuglm't to hi; ns unmarket-'
nblo as the others, anil we could be n
little more particular who we hitched

• her up to. Idon't see why wo
'\u25a0 couldn't catch one of those dudes with

a rich father for her. Dudes haven't'
much sense anyway, and if the father'
thinks he's marrying a plain, honest
girl instead of getting tangled up with• some variety actress or designing per-
son, he ought to come down handsome
and make a settlement on the Willie
boy. I'd be willing, for my part, to• make a fair settlement on' the girl, al-'
ways providing she didn't spell her
name with a K. She wasn't born that
wny, and my grandmother, that she
was named after, was Catherine till'
she died, with two husbands to her ac-

1 count at that. The X has queered
1 Kate to my thinking', and now we'll
ipeo what, can be done :without it. In
iaddition to a lump sum—say twenty

thousand— she could have a piano and
ma ami pa's portraits That ought.
to be enough to start her housekeep-
ing, and the dude couldn't say she
came to him empty handed. The ping
pong iirizes she could throw out. In
the ash heap.

Twenty thousand is a pretty big lump
sum to put into one girl,but to have
her on our hands for ten summers more
iat one thousand a summer would bring
it up to ten thousand, and who knows
that it mightn't bo twenty years? No,
I'llbe liberal in this matter and no onecan accuse me of driving a hard bar-
gain

Inhuman parents-Si Now, that's where
you're wrong, Mrs. Slmcoxl Most hu-
mane and considerate! AmInot tryins?
to do the very thing for our daughters
you've been trying for these last ten
years? The only difference is that you
call Itby other names. Do you believe
the neighbors are fooled when you say

:you are taking the girls to these places
for their health anil a change of air
Not for a minute. They know as well
us you do that it Is in the frantic hopo
of getting husbands for them, nnd
when you come home year after year
without even a booby prize do you sup-
pose they don' tknow that, too? .

The girls understand the game them-
selves as well as anybody, though
probably, like you, they wouldn't ownup to It

What's that? Needn't tell the neigh-
bors? No, Iknow 1 needn't, but Idon't
have to throw a bluff before you, do I?These girls have got to be settled, and
ifIfind that your way of bossing the
Job Is a failure isn't it the milk oi'
human kindness on my part to offer to
help you out? I'm a busy man, as you
know, and it is»a sheer, waste of my
valuable time, but 1 hate to see you
nnd the girls disappointed summer af- j
ter summer, to say nothing of good
money thrown clean away. Confess;
that no one would feel better pleased
than you at disposing of at least one ofyour daughters before the first of Sep-
tember. As for the' girls themselves,
well

T can thoroughly appreciate the mor-
tification you and they must feel each
successive autumn after all your sew-ing and preparations. Even a dudo
is better than nothing when you've
been making clothes for three months
and take expensive rooms at a hotel.
1 didn't use to think so, but ten sum-
mers make you change your mind.

Now, Mrs. Slmoox, get ojit your
monogram note paper and write po-
lite notes to all the dudes of your ac-
quaintance and ask 'em down over
Sunday and I'll put up for their board
and keep. But they're not to bo al-
lowed to think It's merely for thepleasure of their society. No one but
a crazy man could enjoy the society
of it dude— but let them understand
from the start that a fair return is
expected. They eat my food and they
marry my daughters. The old 'man
Isn't putting dudes up at fashionable
hotels and paying for their subscrip-
tions at casinos for them to go off and
get engaged elsewhere when he has

| three unattached members of his fam-ily ready to kneel and tie the dude's
shoestrings. Not much! It's com«
and be fed and take your choice of
the bunch. There ain't much choice,
Iadmit, but you've got to make It
before you escape— that's the way to
talk, Mrs. Klmcex! .. .For ten
years we've tried \u25a0 sentiment; we'll
now see whut cold, hard business, can
do. You'll admire my system when
you see It In working order. . . .Anil

!now call hi the girls and tell them
;this summer Is to Bee them nil fitted
QUt with husbands. Hut break It
gently, for we don't want to loHe any
\u25a0>f them with heart dUeusc before tho
turds can (jet out

Probably there wns never in Los An-
geles it more distinctively handsome
man than Albert Johnson. He whs an
under sheriff of William R. Rowland
and was one of the capturers of Vas-i
<l\iP7.. Up was born In the Miilmwk
valley in New York. From that same,
valley has proceeded an astonishing
number of potential and distinguished
people, such as Iceland Stanford,
Charles Crocker, Collis P. Hunlingtun
and innumerable other men, who gen-
erally weigh two or three hundred
pounds apiece. Albert Johnson neverfilled any very potential public func-
tions, but he wus amiable and good
natured enough for a score of men,
and Angelenos remember him with af-
fection. When he left here he went
to Colorado, where he made $25,000 in
mining vntures, imil going to New
York, where he died at the St. James
hotel, wns mourned by people on both
sides of the continent.

Colonel Tom Mott
The late Colonel Tom Mott, also

from the Troy, New York, region, was
an astonishingly handsome man, and
he went on getting- handsomer until
he died at an advanced nge. That
ho attached some importance lo his
personal appearance is shown by the
fact that lor thirty years he wore a
small rose attached to his buttonhole.
He waa a great admirer of v good
trotting horse and gave famous Span-
ish dinners at his house on Alain
street. He always owned one or more
good trotters.

Colonel John O. "Wheeler was one
of the "good lookers" of the old days.
Tie came down here in lxf>2, as clerl;
of the Southern California district
court. He was six reet two or three
Inches high and was good looking and
radiant. For a while he was a news-
paper editor of the weekly variety,
and died leaving at least three daugh-
ters of the lie plus ultra variety, one
of whom is Mrs. HillyIMdhain of this
city. Colonel Wheoler looked like a
marshal of the first French empire.

Don Pedro Carrlllo was one of the old
good looking type. lie was a c.abellero
of note and left behind him a number
of entertainingly pretty daughters.

In speaking of thts handsome men of
those grand old days It would be wrong
to omit a note of Col, H. S. Baker, the
owner oe the San Vicente y Santa Mon-
ica ranehos. He came df the best blood
of Rhode Island. He married the widow
Steams, one of th<! celebrated beauties
of the ISandlul family, and was for
years one of the most courtly and hos-
pitable men in Southern California. His
refined and aristocratic face was for
decades a soclul landmark In California
Del Bur,

Eulogto P, De Cells was one of the
notable men of the old days, who would
be picked out as a good looking man

—
good looking enough to cause a passer-
by to turn in the street and ask whom
he might be. Ho was born in Madrid,|
and his father owned the Ban Fernando
ranch and much valuable property In
the city of Los Angeles; he was thor-
oughly verged In the art of "blowing
things In"; and he and Oen. Andres
Pico dispensed a royul court while they
were sending to the "demnltlon bow-wows" property worth i..uny millions.
When tie had scattered his patrimony to
the four winds of heaven, Kuloglo be-
came editor of La Cronlea, the Spanish
paper, discharging that function with
notable ability. He afterwards became!
paralyzed uud ended a brilliant and
sensational career far more sadly than
his well wishers would have either
looked for or desired.
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