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“‘Th’ sivinteenth, he says.

“‘Bein’ which,’ I says,
gossip will be the crame de mint;
ut upon ord’nary occasions, but¥h’ color is approprit
t’ th’ day.’

“‘T'll take a chance on ut mesilf,” he says. ‘Wearin’
green in me buot’'nhole I might as well be homogenus
on th’ inside.’

“An’ we drank, not only wanst, but $ivin seprate
an’ distinct times, him buyin’ an’ me thurly. contint
t' let 'm buy, an’ thin I relayted ut to ’m, the sad,
sad histhry av th’ lapsus linguae av May'r Eujayne
Schmitz.

“*Whin he layed down th’ fiddle an’ th’ bow.' T
says t' 'm, ‘and ceased strippin’ melojus sounds from
the cat gut sthrings av his vi'lin at th’ Clumbia, the
possibilities spread out befoor him like.a roseyate
dream. Viewin' th’ future he saw th’' acclaimin’
multitudes wavin’ th’ loud cymb’ls befoor th’ pos-
terity av Schmitz. Instid av. wan day av turkey an’
thin six days av hash, ut wuz a continint av tederline
surrounded by little islands av mushrooms swimmin’
in a sea av gravey av th’ most luscious taste ivery
day.’

“‘lI have immerged,’ he says t’
scurity an’
spot.
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not that I fancy

that the people av San Franchisky honor thim that
work wit their hands.’

“‘An’ in my opinion,” I says, ‘he meant ut, ivery
word av ut an’ wuz filled wit’ high raysolve.’

‘‘But th’ Timpter come: “Eugene,” he says,
“wud y' be wishful t’ cut a pie wit’ me?”’ An’ then he
proceeded t’" ixplain.

““With us workin' in harmonyus juxt'position,”
he'says, “there’s money t’ be made. There are manny

public improvemints needed by th’ people which cer-,

tain friends av mine ar willin’ an’ anxious t’ supply.
Th' town,” he says, “is throttled by wan tiliphone
~ompny which is a grapplin’ an’ soulless m'nopoly,
maintainin’ bum service f'r an extraordin’ry price. Av
there wuz compytition,” he says, “th’ public  wud
binifit thereby.

“Instead av havin' t’ ring fr y'r number until
y" discindid t' cuss words t' set forth y'r frame av
mind it'd be a melojus answer y' got an’ prompt
response instid av th’ what-d’-y’'want-an’-who-in-th’-
hell-are-y’ method av th’ prisint time.”

“‘“An’ besides,” he says, “th’ friends I mintion
have offered t' strip some fat notes off av their, roll
t' prisint y’ in tok'n of appreciation av th’ way y’
protect th” public interests c¢'nfided t' y'r care.”

“¢“Manny is th’ bum note I have stripped from
ne fiddle,” says th’ May’r, “in the old days. Are y’
sure the notes are good?”

“‘“They have niver been spint,” says th’ Timpter.
“They are not marked. Y’ kin take thim orlave
thim, but while cogitatin’ over the matter remimber
that what people don’t know don’t hurt thim an’ the
subjict under discussion is betwane you an’ me.”

“*“But av we shud get found out,” says th’ Mayor,
“what thin?”

“‘“We won't get found out,”
“Nothin’ thin.”

“‘«111 do ut,” says th’ Mayor. “Th’ people av this
city have had a bum tiliphone service till th’ morils
av th' ¢munity is apt t° be c’rupted wit’ profane
langwidge, an’ that I cannot stand, besides which I
need th’ money, so proceed an’ cut th’ pie.”

“‘An’ then, I says to 'm, ‘wan pie bred th’ taste
fr another, an’ pie bred th’ taste fr cookies an’
doughnuts an’ animal cakes an’ th’ ivintuality av
ut wuz that there was no money too small t' be
acceptable an’ th’ business av protectin’ th' public
grew so onrus that the partnershxp av two wuz com-
pelled to ixpand an’ multlply into th’ aspect av a
large an’ flourishin’ corp’ration wit’ dayvious chan-
nels av activity an’ good eyesight f'r the long green,
an’ thin wan day th’ Timpter,’ T says, ‘approached
'im-wit’" rispictful demaynor an’ a mysthetious air.

“*“Enjayne,” he’ says,' “I have a fruit cake t' cut

says th' Timpter.

_ wit’ ¥’ alongside av which anny pie that wuz ever

cut is a banty rooster. It is a lollapaloosa. Tt has
plums an® raisins an’ citron on th’' inside till th’ mere
look av ut 'd give y’ th’ indigistion fr six weeks.

. Some friends av mine,” he says, “lovin’ th’ public wit’

solicitude have observed,” he says, “that manny av
thim are compilled t" walk blocks an’ blocks to find

‘a street car t’ c'nvey thim t' work. Th'’lab’r av th’

city,” he says, “ is intitled t" arrive at-th’ place where
ut works wit'out tired calves to its legs, male an’

female. Shall we or shall.we not stand by an’ view
. “thim subjected t’ opprission or shall we cut th’ cake?”

. “‘“Pies,” said th’ Mayor, “1 ‘have cut in plinty, I
have even discinded t’ splxt a peanuat upon occasion,
but th" dayscnpﬁon av th” cake ¥’ mention leads me

P fear thnt ut‘lm’ - be th’ subject av undcargble e

u“hou OUT
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AN THEN HE PROCEEDED

Ta IXPLAIN.

“‘“Y’ need have no fear,” says th’ Timpter. “What
y’ do ¥y’ do for th’ public good. Th’ people are wit’
y,” he says. “They have confidence in y'' They
raylise th’ binifits av th’ supayrior administhration
¥y’ have c’'nferred upon thim an’ y’ ¢'n do no wrong.”

“‘“Av’ the drag I have is that strong,” says th’

Mayor; “let us proceed an’ invistigate th’ cake,” which
they did wit 'much rejoicin’ amidst the melojus pop-
pin’ av fat-bottomed corks, an’ thin when they were
in th’ hey-day av their hay-makin’ th’ public priss
begun t’ smell a fat an’. sassy rat.
- “““Can a man wit' a beer income, such as th’
Mayor,” th’ papers inquired sadly, “indulge in cham-
pagny water antics wit'out bein’ immorul in his finan-
cial affairs?”

“““Are eighty thousand-dollar houses bred up by
passes av th’ hands or is Eujayne sufferin’ from th’
sticky mitt?”

“‘An’ wan paper flung wan stone, an’ another
paper thrun another stone unul there wuz a sizeable
pile.

“‘“Have no fear,” says th® Timpter. “They may
bark, but in order t’ bite it is necessary t’ have an’
t’ be willin’ t' part wit’ large bundles av th’ mazoom.
They have ut, but th’ demands av th’' business ray-
quire that they c’nserve ut f'r the rainy day.”

“‘And then,’ I says, ‘San Fradchisky had a chill.
She shuck up an’ she shuck down, an’ she shuck side-
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HE EXPLAINS THE GRAPT
SYITEM IN SAN FRANCISCO

ways t' make y’ seasick ¢’ th’ bottom av y'r boots, an’
th’ steeples fell an’ th’ chimbleys fell, but th’ May'r
rose up an’ stood proud among th’ ruins that wuz
wanst th’ City Hall. “Behold,” he says, “I have
imerged from bein” a detail av th’ perspectivgq Here
an’ now begins th' Histhry av a2 Man.”

“‘But th’ Timpter wuz not shaken so that anny
wan ¢'d notice it wit’ th' nakid eye.

“¢“Eujayne,” he says, “th’ people are sore struck
an’ hard hit. We kin benifit them,” he says, “an’ at
the same time we kin benifit our frinds; in th’ mane-
time th’ bake shop is full o’ new kinds o’ pie wishful
t’ be cut.

“Th* papers,” he says, “are so full o’ th’ timbler
that they have no time t’ give t' minor c’nvulsions,
an’ we are safe.”

“‘An’ f'r the time 'twnz so,’ I says. ‘Slowly th'
city came back. Th' hammer an’ th’ saw an” th’
pile driver began t’ sing on ivery side, an” San Fran-
chisky sat up gamely an” winked her good eye at th’
world. An’ then wan man stepped in where manny
other min had stepped out. “From th’ lay av th’
Jand,” he says, “there is something rotten in Dinmark.
T have money,” he says, “an’ whin the good name av
me native city is bein’ dragged in th’ mud I can part
wit’ ut,” he says, “wit’'out th’ intervintion av chloro-
form.” An’ he interests wan Haynie in th’ case.

“¢“He's a thurly dispicable characther,” says th’
Timpter t° Eujayne, “this man Haynie is. He is th’
subjict av contimptuous ixicration by some av th’
foormost citizins av Oregon which at the prisint are
sojournin’ in th’ jail becuz av his ofishus intermeddlin’
in things which c’ncerned him none. But y" need have
no fear av him,” he says, “I know him thurly well

He's two pounds lighter than a July rabbit, an” if
y’ waz t' thrun him out av th’ windy he'd float up
an' rest on th’ roof. Th' pies we have cut are et.
There are no crumbs left t' trace thim, so ¥y need
have ‘no fear.”

“‘But f'r wanst,) I says, ‘th’ dope failed. Hawvin’
a trace av th’ Mick in him or in his ancestry, Haynie
dug an’ delved an’ clinched his teet’ an’ held on.
Back av him wuz th’ man wit' money, to say nothin’
av th' respectable citizin which is largely raysponsible
fr th' c'nditions which exist becus he don’t vote at
th’ right time.

“‘But thread by thread, an’ bit by bit, an’ step by
step, backed as he was by the people an’ th' press,
Haynie made a diagnosis av th’ case. An" from th’
divilopmints that show up clearer ivery day th’ situa-
tion narrows down.

“‘San Franchisky,’ I says, ‘is sufferin’ from municipal
appindicaytus; the vermiform appindix in the case is,
wit'out doubt, 2 man name Ruei. He shud be elimi-
nated wit’ all speed, but wit’ th’ utmost regard fr
the highest profishional ithics av th’ case, an’
imm’lated in th' Skookum at San Quat.

“‘An’ poor Eujayne,’ I says, ‘I wonder will they
permit him his fiddle when he lands in jail?*”
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