
Have YOU Named the P$r$i$z$e Picture?
Arc you the one?
We hope you arc.
The person that did it is. up to

this time, in the lead for the prize.
To be a hit plainer, arc you the

person who sent in that extraor-
dinarily clever: title for Picture
No. 1 that appeared as the front
page of The Sunday Call last
Sunday? .

If so, you are almost a winner.
Only one more day remains in
which titles to last Sunday's pic-
ture may-be sent in. The last an-

swer to No. 1 must be in the Sun-
day editor's office by tomorrow

"evening.
The winner of No. 1 will be an-- «

nouneed next Sunday, together
with the winning title. At the
present moment the title that

. leads for first place is—
Well, it wouldn't he fair to give

out information until that contest

is actually closed, would it? You
wouldn't want your clever answer
quoted today and then have some
answer that straggled in on the
last day snatch the prize after
all. would you?

Just wait until next Sunday and
see some of the answers that have
been sent in. You will find their
perusal as interesting as we did.
Many of the answers are extreme-

ly witty. A large number of them*
show real originality. More than
anything else they prove this:

The California reading public
is alive.
"* The deluge of postcards that
has brought the answers of hun-
dreds and hundreds of persons all
over the state to the Sunday edi-
tor proves that the senders are
alive to several things:

—Alive to the opportunity
for a real contest of wits.

Second—-Alive to the possibil-
ity of doubling the pleasure a

snappy color drawing gives by
labeling it wtih a fetching title.

Third—Alive/to the things that
a $20 prize will buy.

.When the judges get busy to-
morrow- evening they will find a
real task ahead of them. It isn't
easy to decide .which is the best
of steen hundred titles. - .-. '--."

Yet it is possible. As the post*

cards are turned over and over
and the answers become more and
more familiar to . the, judges the
inferior titles'will/'-begin to {drop
away, rapidly;; Cleverness will
assert* itself. The best answers
will come to the top of the pile.
No doubt about that. Finally the
contest; will\u25a0* narrow down to a
mere:i handful \ of{cards. Then -to
half a dozen. Then vthose' judges
will.^,begin; to work in earnest.
They must decide which is really
the- cleverest. It may be pretty
difficult, but they will do their
very best to hang that twenty'on
the person- whose title is the most
deserving. -

. /Picture No. "2 appears on/the
front page today, -It suggests a
lot of 'titles; doesn't;it?.' V " ;

. Don't-jump at the '=. first /".thing
that comes to mind.
. Try .the second thing—it may
be better. -'. -'.\u25a0.-\u25a0. '-\u25a0 ."."\u25a0.-

Try to get a good one that not
everybody will think of.- Be orig-
inal. .' - • • • , -

lie sure to send your answer on
a postcard,/ just as the instruc-
tions tell you to do. A good many
persons sent answers to No. 1/ in
letters; Takes too much time
open letters/Stick to postcards.
, Whoop it up. /•//
.•//; This title contest is rapidly/ be-:
coming an ; absorbing;", game / that
all ;California is taking an interest
in /and; most of California is play- .
ing. ,

Arc you good at tying names to
things?

Maybe .you are and don't;know
it. Now is the time to find out.

/ Do you want a twenty? /;.

..Name it and take it. // -

Fakes and Fakers — The Queen of All Deceivers Found the Game Easy
Charles Cristadoro

otbjHAT country Is free from them?WHAT
country is

they are alwaysLike the poor, th^y are always

with us—and working us. We

look back into history and run into the
faker every little while.. Somehow or

other we can't get away from htm, and

if we have money and show signs of
' "easiness* he takes good care that we

do not quit him until we know him
well and he gets our coin. No five foot
library could contain a fraction even of
the first volume, as it were, of the his-
tory of fakery. it echoes down the ages

from the time Jacob worked the wild
and woolly game on his father, to the
detriment of Esau. >

Really, when you tackle the subject
of fakeism you are at a loss just where
to begin.

If we leave antiquity alone and just

setHe down and study little old New
York, for the present and past we shall
cover the field of fakeism pretty well.

for the faker and the sucker are the
chemicals," the acid and the alkali, of
human nature, the juxtaposition of the
two always meaning- something doing.

It may be safe to state . that. New
York city is alive to every fake game

ever devised, and. What's more, "falls"
.for more of them than any other city In
the world; It is true that the faker
every little while, when operating in
New York through the medium of the
mails/seeks hi victims from beyond,
but his home crop in New York is al-
ways ready for the harvest. .

Of course, without "confidence" the'
fake game falls Inert to the ground,

and for years nearly ail the diversions
of the fakers In the land of suckerdom
took the name of "confidence games,".//

: In -the olden days, of say 30 or 40
: years .'ago, in New York, the faker/and
the "green goods" game produced the"
most;abundant harvest, for the"' faker
and the police standing in together, the
sucker really had no show at all. /".If
was, no doubt, the safest and all in all
the most lucrative game ever played

upon the sucker public* The ; sucker
was a prominent man in his town -or.
village, and actually on his way. to New
"York'city to buy 'steen thousand dol-

lars' worth of counterfeit money at; 1©
or 20 cents on the dollar, money which;

brought back to the village was

bo perfect (being "actually printed

from government plates that had been

stolen")- as. theoretica to allow of
the; prominent"" citizen/freely'; passing/ it
upon his'unsuspecting'neighbors. This

situation made it so easy for, the wily

•fakers'- that getting; 7 the countryman's

roll without the fear of prosecutions
was like taking candy from a baby.

And when the get rich quick deacon
or prominent merchant was trimmed
and he returned home on his" guilty

way to open, his grip and find bundles
of well trimmed newspaper Instead of

the coveted long green bills that were
to pass current as the genuine stuff, well,

what was to be done about it? • Noth-
ing. Exposure meant ruin, and so the
respected member of the community

chewed the cud of reflection and said
nothing, the one and-only wise'course
to 'follow under the circumstances..
If. as In rare Instances, the faker

was detected by the victim before leav-
ing New York'and-the police station
was visited and the sergeant or cap-,
tain appealed to. an intimation that it
was a case of t.ie pot calling the ket-
tle black, as far as criminality/went,'
sent the victim hurrying for his home
train, glad to escape with his name
untarnished. %

One of these fakers, so the story
goes, tackled offhand "a "wheaty"- look-
ing man one day, as he was leisurely

wending his way to the Grand Central
station. The faker, sauntering by;the
country man's side,, put forth "shis best
efforts and seemingly was making

great headway and became more or less

anxious as to the contents of, a very
small and very tightlypacked grip car-
ried by the hoped for victim. As they

neared the steps of the station The
faker gave forth a final burst of allur-
ing, golden eloquence, when, like a
flash, the countryman grabbed the faker
by. the throat and, bringing, down/the
sledge hammer grip upon, the culprit's

head,; actually beat him into insensi-
bility and left him prostrate upon; the
sidewalk as the up country sheriff, who
was "on," hurried and caught his train.'

Why go into the mine, land, oil, In-
vention, gold from sea water and the
legions of other spider webs woven by

the; fakers for their victims? The
court records daily are ; clogged with:
"such Incidents. Here's the prototype of
Get Rich Quick Walllngford towit: Doc-
tor John Grant Lyman, right in/our
midst and at/last in the toils; Burr

brothers In New York, who faked
public out, of four of five millions-of
dollars, are; sent up for a year, Just
rest/ and - seclusion enough "to enable
them to Say plans for; a good time with
their cached stolen money when out
again, and- to plan new ra*ids upon/the,
genus sucker.
/ We go back into history

; and read In
the originaUGreek of the Augurs from
the temples, .where"they had? been pro-

phesying and soothsaying (for a .con
side-ration) the., livelong day, issuing

double edged forecasts that would come
true either way the winds of;Fate hap-
pened to blow, favorable ; <>r -unfairor-/
able,/victory or disastrous defeat. Upon
taking .their evening constitutional
stroll for a breath of fresh air before
turning In for; the night, when/these
augurs passed each other, they always

winked. So fakerism was a great game
thousands of -years; ago,; and /before—-
and It always paid, for these fat priests
of plana,' Appollo \u25a0 and. other /gods/ were,
certainly favored' of the deities so \far

:as ''material things went. These temple
augurs may be said to be the first of
the religious faker. The man or
woman who trades-upon the religious
fears and fanaticism of a victim is the
faker above all other fakers to be
shunned and feared, for -in this world
there is no more successful swindler

'.-'\u25a0''^- '-%\u25a0*;,"-*\u25a0--.;.-, "\u25a0 l/IWI-ff-ffl,ißTff^l'llli-ifi'practising the j»rt. •- . N

Recently one of;these" gentry, getting

an aged couple into his clut»:'ics, Mbegan

to carry., messages ; from ; Jehovah and

play the supernatural aural astral flim-
flam upon them until he had the 'poor
old couple completely dominated, and
they, in a fervor of fanaticism, hypo-
crltlc or otherwise, drew, from the

bank their savings of a lifetime"and
handed them over'.,to* the faker.

Suffice It: to state that fortunately

the law clutched the felon by /the
throat- and all through the trial the
mouth ;of the :; judge wrinkled and
worked: much like a hungry;dog espy-
ing a bone out of his reach. The
judge was impatientlywaiting' for one
thing, word "guilty," /from the
Jury. ,He would study the i misery of
the ndled couple: and then:; seeming-
ly relieve his pentup feelings by gloat-
ing/ over/ the prisoner,-* trying {to, make
up and fake up. a case that *•:would
pave his way to freedom,' and; ruling
against faker. at every turn.

And when the judge sentenced the
miscreant he all but apologised for the

fact that the statute 'enabled*the im-... - •'' , -. I .\u25a0 -\u25a0-• -\u0084- - - "-,-. A-.-* \u25a0- 1..--... .''\u25a0\u25a0-.::\u25a0:
position of only a 10 year instead of
a/"-20 year sentence*. And then the
Judge took the load off his mind in a
short address to the convicted faker. ; ;

He remarked that the brutal, mur-
derous holdup man who thrusts 'a pis-
tol *"*against \u25a0:'\u25a0 your • stomach; with one

hand / nd \u25a0; goes ; through your pockets

with the other, when . compared "with
the faker -who worked the religious-
supernatural-Jehovah message "game
to rob ; his victimsthe * holdup ma

iii;the. judge's;opinion, was a veritable
white robed be winged angel by com-
parison. . rt-
; A number of years ago a most Inter-
esting case of quasireligious. spook
picture,/ Jehovah:, message swindling

took/place in 'New York, the S faker be-
ing a woman, lie queen of her kind,
perhaps the most , scientific puller

that: ever lived. . She/was an uneducat-
ed, ignorant woman, but as shrewd and
tricky a faker as ever worked the
game. Her victim, strange to relate,
was a lawyer, and not a plain, every-
day limb of the law either; he was
an old, experienced practitioner, re-
garded Jas one of the brightest \u25a0 and
best; corporation and real estate law-
yers '; in New York city, in fact, one of
the very few lawyers in those days in
the $5ft.000 to f 00,000 per annum ; class.

!B*¥Sf*'"i:f*»-**t?T,B**t•';\u25a0*\u25a0•-•—r, jts*.;, wjUM y,ami«ifei'' enemaBut he, despite all his conservatism,
skill, experience and reserve, had a

rr~ ,n - ,--—-11 i"i"i-oirii\u25a0 aa»rff' w.a^a"''aaaiii ai mm.^'.»i»ai»lal%i»»! 1

sere w loose, a- broken rivet in his-pro-
'\u25a0' ' " \u25a0•-—\u25a0'rrir-riiti niiiijQaiWBBi \u25a0 _i*ailr iiilmiai. mßmwiiiii. <»im*ltecting armor, and, his s weakness was.-—-]r— **—*—T~ "-' """"Oil1 '"ft'1 V iii.uiii.aawiiilafr'iail i *».for spook portraits of his ancestors,
presumably]* painted in the, astral, and
messages from Jehovah, to which he"yrimi—o m^wmtmHmatßw' \u25a0Hat n#";*aa, jh-imaf (Jxmm
bowed and gave unhesitating heed and
compliance.

How that shock beaded, pig eyed,

dumpy, frowsy woman from ./the \u25a0 east
side of New York learned of this weak-
ness of the old- man, nobody ever could
find out.

Venus came, to; life a matured and
perfect woman,. from the crest of a

wave, the. most/beautiful of all Nep-

tune's daughters.. 1 80 , Ann Odelia; one
day*;emerged) from the great. human sea
of tnystery, the East side, armed *cap-a
pie and ready/ to \u0084 tackle that canny old
lawyer* in his lair and; to trim him to
a finish, winch she "did.

Ann Odelia was a veritable mystery

to the New York newspaper boys, who
were /never • able to get "next to her
"past," for;undoubtedly she must have
had a lurid one. So they! just put her
down as one, who having worked; the
poor on the East side to a frazzle,

sailed forth to see what she: could do

with the West end. of the city.

/One.fine morning/ presumably in the
leafy month of June, Ann,Odelia might

have been seen; pushing the electric
button of the doorway of the lawyer's

palatial residence. : Lawyers then,;; un-
like how, as a*.;rule; did not own such

; residences, /arid :this particular lawyer

did, for he was/a top notcher.
Madame Ann Odetia, book agent-like,

carried under, her aim a roll, (in this
case it was a veritable roll of Pandora)

mysterious, spook portraits,; painted in .
the aura or astral by some nebulous
Rembrandt or Leonardo of the East
side.

'- ; Despite.this.badge of hasty dismissal,
-, as /It were: /despite her. anything but
,;prepossessing * appearance, the / butler,

; on/ opening the: door, salaamed to her
" and with the utmost deference showed
'her directly Into the library of the

lawyer, master of the house. Evi-
dently that old butler was; subject* to
the ' "infiobence." -Perhaps, Madame Ann

; Odelia possessed , the real, truly, genu-

ine hypnotic eye.
Wo can imagine/Madame Ann Odelia,

divested of.her outer garments: and in

her flowing robes of priestly, office,

ranting up and down that spacious. li-
; brary, sawing the/air in frantic ges-
ticulations, making the' East/side
rhlnestone* rings on her fingers fairly
scintillate, working the spirit land mes-
sage : game, displaying the spook por-
traits and bringing them to life, and
during all this flap-doodle, the keen
old;screw of a lawyer, with his de-
fense broken/down,/sat: open/eyed and "

gaping. - - ...
"//".Madame"* Odelia, could she have been
-fixed;- In;history by means of a moving
picture with phonographic attachment,

might have sold the rights for a for-
tune, retired and lived honestly ever

after.
Well, we can only judge by reported

results, for it Is said she. from the very

first seance, always came away with a
-good; round '\u25a0 check/ She certainly got

it^iflisea-BtsKl"*'-^^' " _'"" --'\u25a0.\u25a0:.'::::'•\u25a0\u25a0,\u25a0.>,"\u25a0-

busy from the start and had a way of
impressing her victim that now was

the opportunity of his life to help

spread spooklsm around the world.
And lie gave up accordingly.

'" She *worked quickly: arid well. / It is .
said she actually secured from the

shrewd old/ lawyer the deed of his

house and a check for his balance. In
the bank. . ,' _."#\u25a0_

Odelia Lhad ;stacked her pack; of cards
with nothing but aces and Jokefs and
every play /*:she -. made counted. She
couldn't lose.
S^t^F^Vtjs the cleanup, the last day,
and, like Alexander, > Odelia felt that
she was ready' for new worlds to con- 1
quer. She had trimmed the old lawyer

of everything, even to the roof over
bis head.

She was fin]shins trie old ;: lawyer.

when with the perverseness of fate,

who should walk Into the "library, un-
announced, but; two or three trouble:
making relatives and an unimpres-

sionable lawyer. The bankers, suspi-

cious, had sounded a> warning.

/Ann el la's eyes became as large as
.' the" proverbial saucers. She /was cor-
nered/and/she; knew it. It was up to

1 Odelia to give up or take a free ride ;

In the hurry up wagon to the Tombs.
A cold shiver went down Ann /Ode, la's
spinal column. She disgorged the/deed
and the last check (she had cashed all
the/ others); collected her spook por-

traits and hurried on; her way. New
York became- instantaneously too hot
for her and she made/tracks for Eon-
don by the first steamer. V.s

The spook ancestor 1 game was such
a :good one that she could not/ keep
away from, it. so she ; tackled an old

;Londoner and was doing'very /well In-
deed .with him. He was ;coming across

with £5 notes that were Ivery comfort-
ing to Odelia.
--;/ But again cruel fate loomed iup on
the horizon in the . form of a London
bobby, a mean, horrid. Interfering min-

ion of the vlaw. impelled by; jealous
relatives, and with not so much as by
your leave Ann Odelia was hurried be-
hind -''the' bars of Newgate to await
trial as a common swindler. And in
due course she was tried and the judge,

with a cold and fishy eye, remorse-
lessly sent her to Holloway jail;where,

clothed in a rough gown artistically,
decorated with broad arrows,
Ann Odelia had five years of useful
labor cut out for her.

The career.of this woman shows that
the suckers are not always the igno-

rant; that the scrubwoman and the
street sweeper are riot always /the
faker's victims. '"..,'- L':,V-;;-'.*\u25a0'• :."•'•"„>'•-.'--'

Anyway Mme. Ann / odelia /pro vitl d
a nine days' wonder for New/York and
filled up many a column in the daily

!M-a«w».-'... - \u25a0 .. twT^W^^m^'^^^ipapers. And New York is not done
talking about her yet. The faker
always with us and will remain with
us as long as grass grows and water
flows. It is a case with the dear pub-
lic of cave caveat emptor.

Ready for Anything

A POPULAR neighbor had Just passed
f/nVtofthe: great beyond In a rural
Pennsylvania community and the un-
dertaker stood at the door of the home,
when: lie heard the following remarks
by the minister:

Mine - bredren ,:.: und sisters, Joe
Thomas he Iss dead. Maybe Joe Thomas
he go to heaven up I no know, und i

maybe \u25a0Joe Thomas he go to hell down I
no know, but, mine bredren und sisters,
we must be brebared to meet him."

The Prodigal Comes Home
Lowell Otus Reese

IT'S*, great to be a prodigal! It is • fine
to come back with your mental vision
all- cluttered up /with; bricks : and

grime and twisted sheet iron and; jum-

bled'girders/and gaunt ruins -rising all
over/"- the landscape like a mince/ pie

nightmare of The last days/of Pompeii

—to come back to behold a miracle.
\u25a0\ For that*., what 'Ban * Francisco is. I

hit the foot /of "Market"street after an

absence /dating' from that r aforemen-
tioned \u25a0 April 18; : .and. honestly, ylittle
brothers, I could hardly believe it true.

Was It ; possible. fl\asked myself, that

I. had really seen this same street

\u25a0 ; 7'- ' ' . -'.. .';/',//:"',-' -"'-'\u25a0
heaped with smouldering brick heaps,;
with soldiers swarming over the same?
Was It possible that those car/ tracks
once sagged /away at the sides, .leav-
ing/the road/bed many/ feet above [ the

street"; and careering drunkenly down
from the Twin peaks like cross eyed
rattlesnake with two drinks to the
good?, ; ;

Looking up the magnificent canyon

of the; great thoroughfare,/1; was glad
that / this old :•\u25a0 town was a ; friend /of
mine. ; Also 1/ marveled ; and said to

myself: Where in the world Is; there

another with such vast \u25a0 resources ? that

it could do such -things as these in
such an incredibly • short ; time. \u25a0 Then
my/mind ..went back [ «_/, few years and

called up the picture/of old {shacks,

little sign disfigured \ holes in the wall,

and jthe/many'other, odds and ". ends/of_____
" —'\u25a0\u25a0 \u25a0 '" ' ;:— :"" »:

:architecture', that the/big blaze -wiped

out, and I decided that even the; worst
calamity has its/compensations. T'or

now Market street has skyscrapers
; where these little/catchpenny disfigure-

ments once stood. Calamity gave San

Francisco '-:\u25a0. an awful start,, but bless,
goodness, it started: her going and only-

kind //providence knows when 4/ she }.:
stop/ And once more my : memory came
through with a recollection and I

seemed to hear again the emphatic pro-;
phecy of a friend ofI mine, the : prize

optimist of the/century, one who could

look/five years beyond the horror that

had paralyzed, us all and see what

would come. \u0084 :
It was about the second day of the

fire:: We stood/upon/ the /hill near the

Fairmont and watched the city smok-

ing and '..lazing like a moving picture;
scene of the Plutonian fields. y -_- ;V;

\u25a0•;/; "Poor old^San Francisco!". I slgneJ-;; ;

"••.': My friend turned quickly. "Looks
bad, doesn't it?" he; said, "but I'll tbet
you-a cigar it is The beet swift kick

San Fran* ever got. Yes. sir, I'll

bet you a cigar this starts San Fran-

cisco running; and once -started she'll

keep it up and there'll be no power/
on earth can head her off!" // / i

I've come home to buy the cigar.

* * *The swift ki-k expression : may have
been inelegant, but It was dreadfully

to the ; point. . ._

Kick The laziest man /hard enough

and he will be a live wire. Ifyour kick
doesn't. have that effect, then .he is no

man, at all. but a fungus. A fungus,

you know,/Is/ a/ something that; looks
like something/but/isn't. Get it?

• SantFrancisco had fallen into a rut.

.Much was controlled by old timers,

men of sterling qualities, but with-am-
bitions which atrophied with age.

They saw/ no/ reason to exert them-

selves. ; The young//blood- pulsing
through the city awakened no answer-
ing beat in their own veins, for the old
way was; good ? enough for them,; and
besides they 1had worked hard enough

all their lives and they were willingto
rest. "Meanwhile/their eyes had grown

familiar with the/old/ things. That the
old things were growing dingy and un-

sightly,with age and wear did not occur
to, them. That 'microbes and rats and
moths and -the mildew of many years

were in the heart of the old things did;

not/occur to them either. They slept;

and /the alarm clock of impotent civic
enterprise/ had'long ceased to find an.
echo in their dulled ears.

And then—- / - // '.'. "r/;/
They woke up. AH the things/they,

had guarded jealously from the advance
of; improvement disappeared forever.
No need to hold a committee meeting

with one's self to decide whether, it

would be good business to put a patch '

on - the roof of that 1 shack on Market
street* to keep the rain from pouring
through': upon the stock of the second
hand man who had the place rented.
The place; was gone; the. stock was
gone and the man that owned gone
forever. The owner -of the property,

now; thoroughly awake, Is building a
skyscraper, which, if not so valuable:
from a sentimental standpoint, yet adds
vastly to the city's welfare as a whole.

The sign smeared shack has left Mar-

ket street' for good/The site upon

which it stood is too valuable for an-

other shack: The swift kick did it.

' ' .1 say. the shack has vanished, so it
has; .The flimsy buildings that appear,

at intervals/ are. not the time-rooted
ones of old that only; a calamity could
wrench up. / These" are mere temporary
buildings, built: for expediency and »to
serve /a; present ; end-—just as a / car-;
penter • builds a shed 'in which ; to":store
his -tools while building a house. ;?\u25a0 San 1

Francisco; Is too • good now *to allow
anything but the best for; a permanent

feature of her futureilife.''-"',.>'^^9HBBl
7-;;ißut/with all the pride of new things,
isn't itwonderful what a thrill it gives
you to J come; upon • some ; object; of the
Old Days of the; "City That Was;**
'1 icame along toward the ' Call : building,

still looking out/of' the. red hot past,

with no*/ mark upon it—yet with my
eyes iI saw It burn! Yes. truly. I/did.;
Judge Cabaniss and I stood :together*on/
California street ; hill and;; watched
while ; the conflagration roared rup its
dignified/ height there it%is today,
just as good as new. /\u25a0;.:•;\u25a0
S There * was 1 much * we learned :'about
building/in. those;days when we passed
through / the crucible. We /learned
many things. ; We"learned that we had

,many friends. '\u25a0'/ We learned who ? they
were and we learned % who were/ not
our friends. We, found; out which were
the sound: Insurance companies and we
found /out which ones were nothing
else but* sound. . .*

The swift kick did it./.We know now
how to build our houses and our friend-
ships so r that* they willjstand the trial

'of,fire; and water —even as /did The. Call
;building and /other/5 things v that /cam*
/safely/through the 'ordeal.
; 0 And/ the / fountainLotta's £fountain!
" When "I?came/to it, I; stopped, and )as I
looked at the unpretentious little mon-
ument to a woman's love for our city,

I could seem; to see all the : hell// of
smoke and i fire":and /the crash of ruined

;\u25a0 structures, / the */wlIdIswirl $ot| destruc-
•: Hon/ which \ seethed • arid iroared over the
city, a whirling furnace of horror of

2 which this little fountain was the cen-
ter. And/out/ of It all, still whole arid

/untarnished,/Lotta's v fountain emerged,
even as the love of; a good woman
emerges from ;any .cataclysm^ of life,
ready; to; form \ the -center, around which

'stout hearts may rally and ;build anew
and better than before. /. „••_" 'c . . * *'''

';\u25a0 Lotta's :.; fountain al ways \appealed to
me. It was not ornate. It was not con-

; spicuous, save by its position/ In the
center of the city's traffic. It was mod-
est and simple, but this modesty and
simplicity linger /In;the minds longer
"than all, and I believe that when the
prodigal,; in the uttermost ends of the
earth, sends \his recollection back to
San Francisco, one;of the first pictures
that spreads across ;his mental vision
is this same Lotta's ; fountain. The
yea»s and the associations made
it a friend. It was given San Fran-
cisco/by ."-'a friend. it has proved its
ability to withstand a cataclysm."- ' In
.the? years *of Jreconstruct on which He
before us. of weeding out dull things
and»/ replacing them with brighter, of
tearing down and building i: better, of-
sowing the city's streets; with tmaster-
pieces from the hands of - the ..world's
greatest artists I hope that the little
simple thing placed in San Francisco's!
heart by the small hand of a woman
who loved the spot, wiil survive and
witness the time when San Francisco
will yield to none the pride of being the
greatest city in the world.

Do you know, one of the most re-
freshing things that struck me when Jcame up along the "line" was the fact
that in San Francisco—l never realised
it when I lived here before—every man
wears just whatever he good and wants

ito. Sundry excruciating times spent in
New York with the Ithermometer lean-

fing over the top of the tube, with its

tongue hanging out, taught me to ap-
preciate the good sense of California
men as a whole when It comes to a

matter of dress.
Were you/ever in New York inwell,

say July and August? Did: you ever

drop into town and start up Broad-
way, to have the realization burst upon
you that you were the only man ,In
New York- that didn't wear a straw

hat? , Did ; you ever spend the ; two

months /of "trie heated term—or, rather,
two months of the heated term—codped

up in -stiff clothes, within which you
perspired, pounds every day of your

miserable life? And did you notice how
very circumspect New York;Is in. the

matter of its sacred straw hats? Look
up and down Broadway. Far as the -
eye can see it Jis a billowing sea of
straw hats. ; Nothing but straw hats.
No wide Stetson, no slouch nothing

to. break the monotony of that •:awful
Sahara of straw hats. And should some
wretched scum happen to possess a hat
halving one straw more than the regula-

tion, or; should one- straw be different
from v all the other straws of all the
other/ straw hatswhy, the wearer of
the disgraceful innovation would be a
pariah, a leper, an outcast on the face
of the earth (the earth means/ New
" \u25a0 • - '- ...... .-••-"
York), and all the newsboys from
Yonkers to the Battery would be yell-
ing, "Pipe de lid!" ; . -

That is why I like the west. There is

/little :\u25a0 that, is restricted and /conven-
tional in the .taste of our big wide west.
Every fellow wears what he likes best.
He can wear a silk hat and it excites

; no' comment. He may wear a turban;

that's; all right, he is merely one. of the

cosmopolitan/thousands and has the
right to wear the turban: if he wants
to. /He may stride breezily down Mar-
ket street in wide hat, flannel shirt and
corduroys, with the shirt open at the
throat and mud splashes on his leggins

and nobody gives him a second look.
He is part of the west. A hunter, per-
;haps; a surveyor just In from his work
in the mountain :,hidden places.- * None
stops for a moment to; think that this'
matt;. is violating the ethics of what
everybody wears.

* . * *-'.' * ;.;;:;
Another wonder Vis the. tremendous

growth of building, and manufacture;

of, home builders flooding the suburban
districts. Tract after tract; is being
platted and sewered.

Only a few years ago the hoys were
hunting ducks over most of the /manu-
facturing sites! Choice suburban, home
sites | were not even valuable as goat
pasture.-; Developed, , they have yielded
results far beyond;the beauty of any-
thing in the world. For where In the
world /can you find the/ equal^of..the
transbay view the Golden Gate, of

/ the myriad lights twinkling across the
black bay after/the/darkness falls? ;

What woke G the people up/=to*
1

the
beauty, ; value, the; sincere worth of
San Francisco, of the; Mid-Sunset -sec-
tion of the coast?/

;.;?It must haye been ? the Swift Kick !
\u25a0 At any rate everything seems to date
from that. '"•>•;

//^Therefore./„ ;• - ' /-/./..
It's an ill wind that blows nobody

, good. , ,-'/.;/'/.: \u25a0'-/.". i /.';'^-: ;;/';/?.':.:
The r which Is; an old saying and a

trite: but this ill wind seems to have
blown '.'; good to/more /people * than * does
the average ill:wind. t".

* * *„ Well, well, well! What a lot I've
said-— I haven't proceeded farther
/than; Third and Market!

My, my, but it's great',to'?be/a prod-
-1 gal!;.,. To icome / back and. breathe .the
air and think how good it Is. To hear
western talk and see western things.
It's like seeing/ a -field of, alfalfa after
a long week I spent; crossing i the desert.
How bullyit-seems to lie* in your .bed
/arid hear the familiar/howl of the Lime
point fog horn. It is not saying "Sailor,-

. beware." Oh, never. ;;'
I know what It says. It lifts up its

voice and whoops ]long 'and \u25a0 Joyously of
/the]end! of; voyage. >It>reminds^the\ homesick sailor that ; he'll soon have a"
/chance; to spend some "money—and get
value received for the same. It Is roar-

«ing out the challenge to ,the whole wide
world:

~* "This 'Is the place." This// is / home.
$ Stop here and you'll never want to go
back. Courage! Only a few more miles
and you'll be fori}Market street." Here-
*lt ŝtops to getOanother breath, while
the .chorus of fog horns aboard | the ;bay
steamers volley back:

" "Come on, boys. It's: the best town,
the best grub, the best; climate and its

Kgirls the prettiest "this side of the Jas-
per Walls!"

Whereupon the Lime point Billy;Jor-
dan gets another lungful and bellows
forth :_ . . ,
. "Hooia.v'*' . \u25a0s.^'": l-'';-^ a«

BHi_BtaMMMaßai!aw«i!_,''>-,5.»..;:,::. , - \u25a0\u25a0'.. .:.-•-*
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