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Carefully Hidden Studio in New York 
f Where Stanford White Entertained 
^ Men of His Stripe in Ways That 

Rivaled Days of Fabled Eastern 
j Luxury. 
i • . • .. -

Was House Within a House Where 
the Light of Day Never Was Al
lowed to Penetrate—Only by Se
cret Passages Could Entrance Be 
Gained. 

m 

New York. — Ever since 
lyn Nesbit Thaw told her story 
on the witness stand so that 
all men might judge whether its tell
ing were not enough to turn a husband 
mad—even before that, ever since the 
pistol shot that killed Stanford White 
last June let loose on the ears of men 
countless stories of revel and debauch 
until only legions of shameful ghosts 
seemed left to guard the memory of 
the dead architect, curiosity has been 
drawn irresistibly to White's Twenty-
fourth street studio. It is the place 
which, if half the stories told were 
true, White had dedicated to that part 
of his life which ultimately led him to 
his death—the place where he played 
Hyde with a few depraved companions 
while to all the rest of the world he 
was a distinguished and an envied 
Jekyll; a place which was a heaven of 
beauty, and also, according to report, 
a hell of sin. 

N o ether spot in New York has so 
stirred the imaginations of thousands. 
No other spot has been at once such 
a commonplace of gossip and yet so 
utterly unknown, such a closed mys
tery- to all. And to-day, stripped of 
much of its mystery and of all the 
glamour and lure of its wonderful 
treasures of art, with only the dull 
outer walls left to give mute testi
mony to the reality of the wild scenes 
they once sheltetred, it remains with
out a parallel in the history of this or 
any other modern city. 
Truly Well Concealed. 

It is not just a suite of rooms or 
one or more floors of a house cleverly 
protected from the observation or in
trusion of other tenants. Still less is 
it an 'ordinary house, the windows of 
which,1*-however- thickly curtained 
a nd screened, must still jook down on 
passers-by in the .street bMoM^fOiA} be 
exposed in turn to the curious gaze 
of any and all who cared to raise their 
heads. , 

"You may have trouble to find this 
place," wrote Harry Thaw when he 
first appealed to Anthony Comstock 
and the Society for the Suppression of 
Vice to put a stop to the infamous 

1p$ ?-.•••• practices which he said were carried 
| l t e ; o n -within its walls; "you may have 
pi |f«" trouble to find this place, for it is well 
-p ^:* concealed." 
; f £&;:• Well concealed it is, for though a 
?j:;-.[|%. man knew street and number he might 
fcJc search all day and never find it, going 
l a ' / i [ o n his way at last satisfied the address 
%::'l^f: he had was wrong. No stranger in 
«;;V'|£i the street ever saw the. windows of 

Stanford White's studio; a man might 
pass through the outer door of the 
house and wander all through the 
building, and though he would find 
easy access to the studios or rooms of 
other men he would find no hint to 
lead him to that of Stanford White. 
That gilded temple of the senses 
stands apart, a house almost within a 
house,, inclosed within two vows of 
other houses with blank walls on all 
sides to,, shut it off from all view and 
observation. It was a place used only 
In the night time and, with no need 
for the light of day, ordinary windows 
and their outlook had no place In the 
designer's plan. Only a secret pas
sage, cunningly walled off in the main 
house fronting on Twenty-fourth 
street, could it be reached, and only 
through a secret door which slid open 
at the touch of a hidden spring could 
friend or visitor enter that passage. 
Belongs to Other Days. 

The studio is situated in the small 
open court that lies between the rears 
of the houses «on Twenty-third and 
Twenty-fourth streets. As it stands 
to-day, dismantled and untenanted, it 
would make an ideal haunt for kid
napers or counterfeiters, or any of the 
other desperate plotters who figure so 
largely lh romantic novels, and for 
this reason, even in its present, its 
most commonplace aspect, it seems to 
belong to medieval days, an age 
younger by centuries than busy, prac-
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Eve- , tical, modern New York. But as it 
fcas when Stanford White was the pre
siding genius there, lavishing all the 
brilliancy of his perverted fancy on 
nightly entertainments so bizarre that 
no roue was so jaded that he did not 
eagerly seek an invitation to attend, 
it belonged to the days of fabled east
ern luxury and splendor, the days of 
the Arabian Nights, with all their wiz
ardry of imprisoned genii, enchanted 
palaces and young gh'Uk beautiful as 
the dawn. 

And the site for this lordly pleasure 
house, this secret haunt where the 
master might hold his visitor prisoner 
for hours or days, this dream house of 
art and abandon, of refinement and 
revelry, was chosen, as if in deliberate 
joy in the contrast, in the heart of the 
most respectable and commonplace 
surroundings. -

"I sat up in the bed and started to 
scream," said Evelyn Thaw before the 
court, as she told of her waking in the 
room of the mirrors. "Then I scream
ed and screamed and screamed, and 
he came over and asked me to please 
keep quiet. Then I began to scream 
more than ever." All this between 
Broadway and Sixth avenue, within a 
stone's throw of the humdrum shop
ping district of Twenty-third street! 

Commonplace Surroundings. 
One wall of the studio backs on the 

Eden Musee, the delight of children 
and simple country visitor. The tu
mult of Twenty-third street, with its 
indolent or hurrying shoppers and 
their restless humors of the cheapjack 
toys along the sidewalk, easily reaches 
the ear. On the Twenty-fourth street 
side the eye sees only an everyday 
row of monotonous looking houses, no 
uglier or shabbier than a hundred 
rows exactly Jike them from which the 
bright tide of fashion has drifted away 
forever. If an artist wished to por
tray a thoroughly commonplace 
street, without a hint of romance or 
a touch to fire the imagination, he 
could find no better~scene. And it was 
just this setting of almost ostentatious 
respectability, of the staidest and least 
inviting propriety, that Stanford 
White ehose to use as a curtain be
hind which he could set his private 
stage as he willed, could intoxicate 
himself with a riotous luxury of sen
sual beauty and extravagant display 
and teach their sorry parts to the pup
pets he introduced there without fear 
of interruption or discovery. There 
vice, decked in her bravest purple and 
crimson, mocked at the prim gray form 
of virtue's gray gown that sheltered 
her and let her live. It was as if a 
dancing hall from Paris should be 
found hidden among the elms i n the 
churchyard of some little New Eng
land village. 

Entrance to trie Gilded Den. 
Here is Evelyn Thaw's description 

Of her first visit to the place: , 
"We stopped at a dingy lodging 

house and, as we passed inside, the 
door opened, No one touched it, but 
it opened of itself. We went through 
that door and along a passage and up 
some steps, and then another door 
opened in the same way. We went 
up some more steps and when we 
were half way up I stopped and- asked 
where 'we were going, and a voice 
called down, but I could not see who 
it was. Then another voice called, a 
man's and we went on up the stairs 
till we came into a room magnificently 
furnished with velvets and satins, 
with all kinds of beautiful things 
standing around and paintings on the 
walls and interesting cabinets and 
bronze and marble statuettes and 
shaded lights." 

There are'three floors to the studio, 
not including a kind of basement, 
which was given over entirely to the 
kitchens, pantries and servants' quar
ters, and a peculiar feature of the 
whole building is the fact that instead 
of one main staircase running straight 
up through- the house, the different 

f o o r ^ r e peached by an arrangement 
of separate staircasW, 'each of which, 
gives access only to one particular 
floor or set of rooms. Thus, White's 
friends passed up a staircase which 
gave them no hint that there were any 
rooms on the basement floor at all, 
and, by closing a door here and open
ing another there—all the dooi-s being 
operated by- a system of secret springs, 
which could be, worked from key
boards on each floor known practically 
to White alone—the visitor coula be 
lech-straight to any part of the house 
White wished without being taken 
through any Other part. But for gen
eral purposes it was the first floor— 
the one above, the basement—that was 
used as the main reception room and 
for the big supper parties, like that in 
which "the Pie Girl" figured. v 

Here Luxury Unrestrained. 
Here the artist was in his *>wh king

dom; here was luxury unrestrained. 
There were glowing antiques in bronze 
and marble; tapestries in wonderful, 
subdued tones; softened by centuries; 
one White had pillaged himself from 
an Italian-shrine by paying an enor
mous bribe to the gray-haired priest 
who burned candles before it. Jeweled 
chandeliers hung from the painted 
ceiling—a wild riot of color blended 
with consummate art—and electrical 
devices that startled and enchanted 
and charmed the eye. The electrician 
who furnished the house tells how he 
worked with the architect for a solid 
week on the fairy-tale scheme. "It 
cannot be done," was his own appalled 
objection when the plan first was un
folded. "We will do it," said Stanford 
White; and no conception proved too 
novel, no price too high, for his fancy 
and genius to overcome. It was in 
this room that the great white bear
skin was spread on which Evelyn Nes
bit posed for some of her best known 

^SSStffPSmSi^ who fromlEe to j 
time would carry - there his choicest | 
art treasures. One a t least, a well- , 
fgnown fire i n s u r a n t *§an, mustehave 
known it—for the houfie andTfts con
tents were insured for thousands of 
dollars. v *"~"'*\ 

Others who entered thjertf^were- club* 
men, like himself, Ajpostles of the Un
usual, ever seeking a new sensation; 
young women of«p$easure flattered <;by 
the notice'df oqe^n the front fanksiof 
wealth'and fashion;s little "country„ 

The. water was clear and cold and 
' still, (6av,e for the fleeting ripples made 

a hurry and smuggled away. The oc
cupants of the adjoining houses con
tinue to go and come on their daily 
rounds, with little thought of the grew-
some house in their rear. What is 
likely to become of it is hard to pre
dict. Stanford White is dead; and the 

pictures, and here, were gorgeous rose 
Du Barry portieres, curiously carved 
pieces of teakwood and Japanese 
furniture, rare lace curtains, screens 
Inlaid with ivory, and huge old cedar 
chests carved deep with elephant's 
heads, with ivory tusks set in. Price
less rugs were on the floor, from 
Khorassan and Serrebend, from Bok
hara and Tabriz, and on the walls 
were paintings by Rubens and Gerome 
and Millais and Bourgiono. 
White's Most Private Studio. 

On the floor above was a smaller 
studio, fitted up with the same royal 
magnificence. This was the room with 
the red velvet swing and the big Japa
nese umbrella in the ceiling through 
Wbich the feet of the swinger crashed 
when strong arms pushed her high. 
Here White had his ordinary living 
rooms, bedrooms and dressing-rooms. 
On the floor above, reached by a tiny 
back stairway, of which few indeed 
knew the secret, was a studio—almost 
a boudoir—smaller and daintier still. 
Back of this, separated by curtains of 
heavy gold-crusted tapestries, was the 
exquisitely furnished little bedroom 
where, they tell, champagne was 
poured, forthose whom the king of this 
palace Of art most delighted to honor 
—with ruin. 
Few Knew of the Place. 

Very few persons ever dreamed of 
the existence of this Twenty-fourth 
street "studio." Some of these were 
workmen, who constructed it under 
the architect's own direction;' others, 

mice," like 16-year-old Evelyn Nesbit, ' b y ^gilding's swift oars as" he drove 
whose fresh beauty gratified him in Q j S stjjjgl determinedly toward theop-
the splendid setting provided and posite s b o r e ^ A dihgy Panama was 
whose senses were immediately dazed p u i l # i u i t e over his eyes; could one 
by the unwpnted, oriental luxury. Most n a v e taught their look, a sterner ex-
of the visijis there were made a f night. ' p r essIon was in the mild gray depths 
Many of the guests would have been thamthtey had "ever before worn. His 
unable; rafterward to find t h e i r w a y • shirts leeves were-rolled back to the 
there. Enough, it was Stanford elbows, the brown, muscular fore-
WhiteXdomain,held beneath the spel l ! arms flashing like bronze in the sun-
of his genius. How he first conceived Hght, 'and with every dexterous 
it, bought it, built it, threw, his thick stroke^ *he grim lines about his mouth 
mantle of secrecy over it, nobody became more s e t '" 
k n e w * ~ Suddenly the noat scraped on the 

Just why the house came to be dis- | sand, add Paulding sprang ashore, fas-
mantled, and when, remains a mys- j tening it to one of the willows that 
tery. Dinners were given there up to dipped its branches low jnto the wa-
within a very few weeks before the ter. He stood a .moment,, surveying 
night of June 25. Perhaps some rumor . the placid expanse of treacherous 
reached the owner—who knows? Se- green. Over the distant edge of it, 
crecy is ever on its guard; to be "in- a rim of blue, like a turquoise noop, 
vestigated" most trying to the artistic curved itself in vivfa contrast. High 
nature. Whatever the motives, dis- \ u p \n the west, the sun glowed a 
mantled it now is. The gfeat mirrors fiery challenge. Paulding waited till 
rudely torn • from t their fixtures, the ' the lake grew saffron under its van-
priceless Bokhara rugs bundled up in . ishing splendor, then wheeled abrupt-

• ly and walked up the bank, flinging 
I himself down on* the spongy carpet of 

daisy-studded grass. 
An hour slipped by, and he did not 

I stir. He was cynically reviewing the 
i past and wondering, with a last, des-

. . . . , , . . . . ! perate thread of hope, if life had 
veil of secrecy he drew over this, his i , . .„, , , . ___,„ ,n „„, , , . . , _ . . . . . . . . , . , •' . i really come to an end for him m this pet haunt, has been rent from end to '•t„aBrir, „.„„ . . , . , . * tragic way; a suicides grave! 

Cynthia was no weakling, he knew 
that. She was, as a matter of fact, 
uncompromising, and he could not 
even try to deceive himself further 
with visions of her relenting. When, 
on the occasion of his last call, she 
had coldly send down word that she 
would not meet him, then or ever, 
he had felt in his bones that her 
words were final. Every effort to com
municate with her, thereafter, either 
personally or by letter, had been met 
by the same uncompromising frigid
ity. Every note hatt been returned 
with the seal unbroken; she would 
not even allow him a syllable or ap
peal. And for what? He cudgled his 
ingenuity in vain. Obviously, he had 
committed some unpardonable sin in 
Cynthia's eyes, and quite as obvious
ly, he was never even to know what 
it was! 

Another 60 minutes were gone, and 
with a groan, Paulding dragged him
self stiffly to his feet and moved 
down to the water's edge. Twilight 
had choked away the pretty pink haze 
and: long, drab shadows were begin-
ning,%to quiver grewsomely over the 
lak&il With benumbed fingers, he 
untied t|ie rope that fastened his ^shell 
ahd^rew.it.-in the bottom of the boat. 
He settled, himself with painstaking 
c a r | i i n bis seat and resting on his 
oa^tsatr/for a moment, gazing about 
h f l^fe^ -^>ft :ffrTr>n<ar ,-1anrtm)" , fc», every-
wl^w/' ij|jfcde^oubry dear by associa-
tio|^^|s|(viiti:Nwas here, almost oh-this 
ver|f|^Dtj; that Cynthia had given him 
her -hand &nd he had kissed her on 
theylfps* tb seal their betrothal. 

Twenty feet out, the water was 
deejif It would be but a moment's 
workij and—-setting his lips, he shot 
ahe$j& l ike-an arrow, th/en gradually 
slotfpd down. His face was quite 
paie| almost ashen, and his heart was 
pounding heayily. His eyes, from 
mild gray, had grown perfectly black. 
Suddenly x he dropped his oars and 
sprang into the water. It closed over 
him, sending millions of circles rip
pling away * In every direction. It 
was icy cold and chilled Paulding to 
the marrow. His head emerged after 
a second's time, ten feet nearer short> 
A few powerful strokes brought him 
to firm ground. He clambered u» ftftv 
bank, shaking himself like a (Ueacbed 
terrier. 

"The devil!" he muttered. 
Then some sudden revulsion of fo i l 

ing caused him to laugh aloud. Thaw 
was an instantaneous echo, and witk 
a hot, guilty feeling, Paulding turned 
and glared in the direction from 
which it came. 

Less than a rod away, a girl, slim 
and graceful, in a white yachting suit, 
smiled at him over the yapan. 

"Cynthia!" 
The next minute, he was at her 

side. But she deftly evaded his touch 
and stood regarding him with cold, in-
scrutible eyea. He noticed with a 
pang that her cheeks -had lost some 
of their roundness and much of their 
old-time color. 

"Why did you come here to-day?" 
he asked, steadying his voice by an 
effort. 

The girl remained silent, with quiz-
ical eyes. Her Hps, trembling, hu
mid and half-parted, closed abruptly 
over the words she would have ut
tered. Her mute gaze accused him 
more plainly than words could have 
done> 

"Cynthia," he began after a con-
straioedvsllence,- "teir me why you 
refuseiMg jgg^baj 
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end. But the house is still there and 
still Hts. No other occupant seems 
likely to hold it. It remains a monu
ment to the Genius, Art and Ruthjess^ 
ness of one man. 

Those Foolish Questions. 
No sooner did, immortal George ap

pear with his little hatchet than the 
"man who asks foolish questions" ar
rived on the. scene. 

"Going^ to do some cuttings?" asked 
the latter. *•-,,, \ ' r \ ' -, -' 

•"Yes," replied George, losing his pa
tience, "what did you suppose I was 
going to do with the hatchet, milk a 
cow?"''- x

 t *• 
JBut the provoker blandly ignored 

the thrust. 
! "Going to cut down a cherry tre'O?" 

he chuckled. 
, ••; "Yes," exploded George, "but I wish 
.it wasn't a cherry tree." 

"What kind of a tree would yoi« Hk« 
it to be?" 

"A lemon tree, so I could hand you 
one." * >, ~ • -

And then the "man who asks fool
ish questions" took to the tall timbers. 

Condemns Currants as Food. 
An English physician, James Cas

tile, speaks in strong terms of con
demnation of the growing custom o; 
using currants in bread and cake. T>» 
baking, he says, makes them who;J? 
impervious to any digestive fluO. 
wherefore they result in serious in 
testinal disturbances, especially in 
children. 

ON THEIR WEDDING DAY. 

| J ^ The Great Occasion for Sue Hopkins 
&C* h f-"-\f and Bob McGuire. 

••"•'• The ' glorious sunlight streamed 
through the windows of the Simpkins 
parlor upon a little group of excited, 
happy persons, their faces shining and 

%§t? flushed, their eyes flUed with the eag
erness of the great occasion. For this 
was Sue Simpkins' wedding day. 

Bjpjt) McGuire had not yet arrived!, 
but the old parson of the little church 
on the outskirts of Postoak was there 

§Jf*-*fl4 Ma Simpkins, arrayed in her best 
I S black, which Samuel Hollo well hads 

given her at Christmas, also Si Simp-
' kins; too much flustered to notice the 
usuaT discomfort of starched shirt and 
attff collar, and young Si, wildly im-

m patient for things to begin. Sally Wit: 
ffjVLimi. onvVhom-Si /was accused of 

beinK "sweet," sat oh the sofa by the 
! « t d e > f Jtbat irrepressible heir to the 
"'8%pk}ns acres, while Samuel Holtow-

r"" ^ e , master^ of; > ceremonies, ; sfodd 
rS^lN^Dre 'the' fireplace conversinj] mlth. 

?U»*iTiMle^ old pardon, who b i d bap

tized Susie and had known her and 
Bob both since they were babies. Bill. 
Chiles, old Si's bosom friend, sat un
comfortably in a straight-backed chair, 
nervously opening and shutting his 
jackknife and occasionally reiterating 
to'Sl Simpkins a , remark about the 
fine, weather, to * which that much-
agitated individual replied each time, 
with fine emphasis. 

Of the little party, sister Sue ap
peared the least nervous and appro* 
hensive—that is, at first blush. As a 
matter of fact, the dancing light in 
her eyes, the rosy flush upon her 
cheeks and the rise and fall of her 
bosom would -have told < an uncon
cerned observer that -Susie's heart 
was fluttering as it never had fluttered 
before. 

"I think he's_. stood?"ye up, Sue^V 
said Si, junior, tantalising as e v e r ^ g j ^ 

*¥©u're a-denied full, 81," broke in* 
his father. "The only "way fer yer to 
half conceal i t Is to keep your blamed 
mouth shet,"^- -\A -" ;'<, . ,r 

"NoW, Si," remonstrated Ma Simp
kins. ,^'Not today, ffrt*V»®t h a v e * o 

The doorbell rang and Samuel Hoi-
lowell, with an agility that belied his 
years, beat Sally Williams and Ma 
Simpkins to the door. Bob McGuire's 
face shone with happiness as he en
tered the room. With a new-found au
dacity that startled Susie herself, he 
walked straight up to that blushing 
young lady and kissed her on eyes, 
cheek and mouth. Then he shook 
hands with all assembled. -. " ^ -
$*Fhe old parson arose. "If everybody 

else is ready I guess Bob and Sue 
are," he said- with a smile that was in 
i tself a benediction. 

The few words were spoken, the 
bridegroom had kissed the bride, and 
she was in the arms of her mother 
while Bob was shaking hands and re
ceiving- t h e congratulations of the lit
tle gvptip, when, SI. Simpkins laid his 
arm abojut Bob's shQuIdeV and said: 

"Come out in the hall, boy, I want 
to seenyoui'N, And; Bob? followed h im 
half-wonderlngly. »•/ v . ~ 

"Nowj»Bob; y * u ^ # g W n e f ' and I 
wish you}hapRinessi> But he good to 
her, lad; be good to her. We've spiled 
her a leetle, ma and me, ai£. sbehi 

used to havin' her own somewhat. Bat 
»ie*ll answer to the bit if ye'H only be 
a bit gentle with her at first an' let 
her have her head. I remember h<rw 
it was with her ma and me, an' if I'd 
been a derned fool like so many mfm 
and tried to git rambunctious when *?w 
first got spliced, wall thar'd be a n>«-
lion and one divorces in this count** 
instid of only a' million." 
.."""I will-be good to her, sir," replft* 
Bob, the tears in his own eyes as ^fi 
noticed the glisten in fne old men's. 
"I'll always be good to her." < -«#**• *». 
'w'-ABd-Just then Samuel Hollo-* ell 
opened the door and handed the radi
ant Susie over , to her husband, t»ay-

«.*. Lguess I've about earned my board 
and keep in pulling this thing off, eVen 
if some folks around here do think 
Pm an old sponger and a deadbeat. 
Bob, you're a lucky m a n / ^ f ^ ^ ; • 

And Si Simpkins, Jr., having^recov
ered somewhat from his hitherto un
known emotions, out bis arms around 

awhile, 

Then: 
"Good 

The vivid spots of color leaped to 
her cheeks. 

"After the letter you sent me?" she 
questioned. 

"Letter?" 
Cynthia fumbled in her blouse and 

drew forth a crumpled tearstaihed 
sheet. She handed it to Paulding and 
he opened it wonderingly, reading the 
words through a blood-red mist: 

"Farewell forever. I have learned 
to love another better than yourself, 
and cannot, conscientiously," let you 
bind yourself to me. Believe me, 
this is far best for us both. Some 
day you will learn to be happier than 
I could hope to make you." 

There was no address, no signature. 
But the handwriting was unmistak
ably his own. For a moment he 
stood, bewildered, looking first at the 
girl and then back to the letter^ Then, 
in a flash it came to him. This was 
the note he had composed for Billy, 
the footman. Billy could not write a 
line and he, fool-like, had volunteered 
to help him out of his affair de coeur 
with the house girl next door! But 
how in the world had the note gotten 
to Cynthia? 

An embarrassing silence lay be
tween them. t ^Paulding was , divided 
between an intolerable sense of rage 
and mortification and an inexpressible 
feeling of joy and relief. 

"Cynthia," he said after 
"how came you by this?" 

"The postman brought it." 
"It was directed to you?" 
"Certainly." 
"In my handwriting?" 
"Naturally." 
Paulding pondered a second. 

"Good Lord!" he ejaculated, 
Lord!" 

The girl looked at him with crim
soning cheeks. Her blouse, cut low 
in the neck, revealed her throat white 
and palpitant. 

"Did you ever get the letter I wrote 
asking you to go with me to Parsi
fal?" „ 

She shook her head slowly back and 
forth. 

"No," she said, "I did not." 
All at once, and without warning, 

Paulding caught her in his arms and 
kissed her vehemently on her eyes, 
cheeks and lips. 

"I guess I must have mixed up 
those letters," he explained as Cyn
thia struggled. away from his em
brace, breathing fast, her eyes starry 
through a sudden mist. 

Suddenly she broke into a musical 
ripple of laughter and sat down weak
ly on the edge of a stump. 

"And the house maid—did you take 
her to Parsifal?" 

"Billy became chicken-hearted at 
the eleventh hour, I believe, and 
never sent his ' letter • at all." 

Cynthia had removed the white 
duck hat from her curls and sat re
garding the narrow band of red about 
it with musing eyes. Her cheeks 
throbbed crimson. All at oncer Pauld
ing stooped and got possession of her 
hands; they were trembling. 

"Seems queer you should come 
down here," he said, down here— 
where—" 

"I came," she interrupted him with 
a little something between a sob and 
laugh, "just as you did—to end it all 
—out there." 
'• "But you didn't!" cried Paulding 
exultantly, flushing scarlet. 

"Nor you," she echoed, eluding his 
dripping arms. 

"I did my best," he laughed, with 
a cynical face. 

"Dear me!" exclaimed Cynthia, "we 
came all round dying together to 'end 
it all,' didn't we?" 

"There's a better way than that," 
said Paulding, looking into her shin
ing eyes, "we can, l ive' together in
stead. Shall we?" 

She gave him her hands. 

WESTERN MINING EXPERT HAS 
TERRIBLE EXPERIENCE IN 

CALIFORNIA. 

GOES TO EXAMINE PROPERTY 

Descends Into Forsaken Shaft Where 
He Is Attacked by Bats and Rep

tiles—Serpents Hang by Fangs 
to His Clothing. 

Olive Roberts, well known all over 
the Pacific slope as a mining expert. 
was in New York recently. To friends 
he met at the Herald Square hotel he 
told of a recent experience that is the 
most thrilling of his 30 years of min
ing. 

"One day last January," Mr. Roberts 
said, "I received a commission from a 
couple of English capitalists to go to 
Ingo county, California, to examine 
two mines aud report as to their value, 
condition and feasibility as properties 
upon which to expend capital. 

"Without delay I packed up a camp
ing and mining outfit and was off by 
way of Mojave and through the Mo-
jave desert. 

"The mines are situated on the east 
side of the Panimint range of moun-

l tains, facing the famous and terrible 

Alumni-Claim Governor. 
Gov. Hughes is probably the most 

"alumnied" executive that ever headed 
the state government. Attending the , ^ . 
Cornell dinner the other night, he was ' ™y f a c e a n < ! h a n d s ' s t l i k i n S t h e i r 

The Hissing Reptiles Assailed Him 
from All Sides. 

Death valley—a country well known 
to me from years of residence and 
travel in that portion of the state. I 
was to meet two men with horses and 
a wagon at Mojave.' They were to ac
company me on the trip and to assist 
me in every possible way to explore 
and investigate the mines. 

"It was mighty hot down there in 
that desert country. I had started to 
go down the mine in a negligee shirt 
and stout overalls, but on second 
thought I put on a heavy brown duck 
coat lined with blanket wool. The 
overalls were made of the same mate
rial. I then put on a pair of heavy 
buckskin gloves, took my pick, got 
into the rawhide tub and told the men 
to lower away. 

"They lowered with a vengeance. 
Instead of letting me down slowly, 
controlling the windlass by the spokes 
at each end of the rickety old affair, 
they employed a brake which they had 
rigged up for the purpose. It consist
ed of a rope wound about the roller. 
This, however, was not strong enough 
or else it was too stiff to bend or 
tighten. At any rate, it failed to give 
sufficient friction on the wood—so 
down, down I went into the apparently 
bottomless pit. 

"I shouted again and again for the 
men to hoist me, for I was being over
whelmed and choked by a vast swarm 
of bats. But Instead down and down 
I went. The men evidently could not 
hear my cries. I held tightly to the 
rope with one hand and tried to light 
the candle, but the bats flew against 

manner and had fallen short of theil 
mark and gone down. ' 

"By this time the sound o? the rat 
tling had increased a hundredfold, the 

/falling snakes having aroused count
less numbers of their fellows at the 
bottom of the shaft. The bucket now 
stopped abruptly. I was suspended 
there 300 feet below the surface and 
about .15 feet only fiqm the snake-in
habited bottom of the mine. Such a 
rattling no one ever heaid before, and 
the stench was stifling I was sick 
and faint and the prospect of being 
lowered helplessly into the very midst 
of this den of snakes was something 
awful. 

"I shook the rope in desperation. I 
shouted and kept shouting and shak
ing more and more fi antically. I felt 
a s if I were frozen, so cold had my 
whole body become. It seemed as if 
nothing could save me from shooting 
down that last paltry 15 feet to a 
death from which it would be abso
lutely impossible to escape. 

"At last the bucket began to ascend 
—slowly, slowly. It was maddening! 
I felt as if it would reverse and go 
down at any moment lower than ever. 
I crouched in the bucket and strug
gled with all my power of will to en
deavor to make the men hoist faster. 
The slowness with vihich the thing 
went up almost drove me crazy. The 
ordeal I had already undergone was 
now repeated. I was continually be
ing struck at by the snakes left on 
the timbers. I was hit time after time 
—so much so indeed thai my duck 
coat was wet in many places with the 
poison of the reptiles. 

"One monster about four feet long 
finally got into the bucket with me. 
He must have reached out too far 
when striking and fallen in. I stamp
ed my foot upon it and ground it down 
and held it there; I put my weight 
upon it and got him just behind the 
head where he could not move to 
strike. His body writhed about my 
ankles; his skin slipped on his body 
beneath my weight. It was a sicken
ing sensation to feel that awful, slip
pery thing under my heel. 

"I arrived in the belt of bats again 
and such a mess I don't think any 
man ever got into before. The erratic 
winged creatures beat' about me—it 
seemed with great fury. They struck 
me repeatedly on the face and once 
more put out the candle. Their mouse
like squeaks and the rattle of the 
snake beneath my feet nearly scared 
me to death. I could not fight such a 
cloud of foes; it was all I could do to 
protect myself from their flapping 
wings and blind hurtling against my, 
face. 

"At last I could see daylight and 
could make myself heard. I shouted 
to the men to hoist quickly. The two 
miners did their best and soon had 
me at the top or within a few feet of 
it. They now discovered and I also 
saw four large rattlesnakes hanging 
to the edge of the leather tub. They 
had struck at me and had got their 
fangs caught in the rawhide in such a 
manner that they could not get away. 

"With the butt end of my pick I 
smashed the head of the fellow I had 
under my foot and then I was hoisted 
to the level of the top, where I crawl
ed out of the rawhide bucket and fell 
exhausted on the ground. The sun 
was blistering hot, but I shivered from 
head to foot and was so nauseated 
that I vomited for an hour." • 

hailed as a son of the Ithaca institu
tion and only a week or so before the' 
Brown alumni had claimed him fori 
their own. But the governor if he has 
any desire to qualify further may drop 
in on the Colgate and even the Colum
bia alumni when they dine. He started 
his college career at Colgate, stayed 
there two years and then went to 
Brown: He studied law at Columbia 
and became a Cornell man by occupy
ing a lecture chair there for two years. 

Martin Van Buren's Letters. 
Dr. Stuyvesant Fish Morris of New 

York during the last year gave to the 
library of congress, Washington, 1J00 
letters addressed to or written bv 

sharp claws into my flesh. I saw I 
was completely covered by the evil-
smelling and nauseating creatures.' 

"I was shot down until I wa3 en
tirely through the bat 'line' or 'belt' 
and was still descending. Kneeling 
down in the cowskin tub or bucket, I 
relighted the candle. Instantly dozens 
or more rattlesnakes set up their fear
ful and unmistakable sound of warn
ing. I say a dozen, but there must 
have been hundreds of the deadly rep
tiles in that old shaft. 

'/As I went down among the rattling, 
ghastly mass a big fellow struck from 
his position on the timber and fas
tened hisHfang in my coat sleeve. 1 
caught him quickly by the back of 
the head, tore him off and dropped 

WOMAN'S CORPSE RIDES 
ON TRAIN AS PASSENGER 

DIES SUDDENLY IN SEAT BY KIN 
WHO KEEP SECRET UNTIL 

END OF JOURNEY. 

Martin Van Buren, thereby contribut
ing all that remained in his posses- h i m d o w n t h e Di t> 1 heard him strike 
sion of the Van Buren collection with bottom and I knew I was not far 
the exception of a few of the more 
intimate family letters which Dr. Mor
ris wished to retain" in his family. 
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I knew I 
above it by the promptness with which 
the sound came back. Two or three 
other rattlers had struck in a similar 

Prairie Du Sac, Wis.—Mrs. Harry 
Sawyer, a former resident of this city, 
was brought here for burial after a 
most unusual trip. Mrs. Sawyer had 
for the last ten years been living in a 
little village above Anaconda, Mont., 
and recently started with her son and 
his wife to visit a married daughter 
at Kansas City. She had been trou
bled for years with heart failure, and 
while on the train suffered a sudden 
attack, dying almost instantly. As 
there were not many passengers on 
the train at the time, her death pass
ed unnoticed except to her son and 
daugther-in-law. They had barely 
enough money to carry them to Kan
sas City, and there being no suitable 
stopping place for-a half day's ride, 
the son and his wife quickly decided 
to keep the secret of the death, and 
for two days traveled keeping the 
knowledge of the death from the train
men. Whenever the train men were 
at hand the couple would carry on 
an energetic conversation as*" though 
their mother was a party to the talk. " 
Not for an instant did, either of the 
couple leave the side of the corpse 
during the long, tedious journey. At 
Kansas City money was secured for 
an undertaker and the body „ was 
brought here for interment 

PUSH THE COUNTRY'S TRADE. 
* 4% * ; . £> 
Invaluable Work That I t Done by 

y ' American Drummer. 
^ 1— 

"The American drummer is the 
greatest patriot in the world," said W. 
J. Clark, in the^Washington Post . . "I 
believe no other men can touch the 
Americans in selling goods or boost
ing their country. The traveling men 
of .the United States'have made our 
foreign trade. They are good miners, 
quick to catch on and Are the,great
est «lvilizera we have, with tife "ex
ception of the newspapers. How 
faithful and patriotic they are none 
but. those who have seen them can 
appreciate. Their patriotism is put to 
the real test, for anyone who has trav
eled in a foreign country longs to get 
back, home when M has been years 
away from his fljeslde. But the men 
stick.to their work, knowing that it i s 
iip to them to'make trade. And they 
are doing it bravely and surely. There 
Is no better trade-mark in Europe to. 

tinually making imitations of our 
manufactured products, and some are 
even going so far as to mark them 
with American names. The people of 
Europe are beginning to look upon 
goods that come from America the 
same as we looked upon woolens and 
other articles a few years ago that 
were marked imported," 

REFUSED TO BE DISCHARGED. 

^ Farm Life in Rhodesia. ^ 
Mr. Trollip's farm, near Fort Gibbs, 

j a s been visited by two .rhinoceroses 

*0T*^,ttftP» *wsf»% fcem^toa^tMerJ day than that which appears on Amer-
•«'^*WCT>»»*i**»Jii« my children,;' lean goods. VForeign countries know 
blew yourrrtSt Louis mtg^m^h Jfc too* |or many of them are oo«> 

A Railway Brakeman Who Kept Him
self at Work. 

In Kansas the railroads have a gcod 
deal of difficulty in providing compe
tent men to fill vacancies in the train 
crews and other .positions which do 
not offer attractions that are espec al-
lly inviting. 

At each divirJon terminal there is 
. , , _ . usually maintained a "crew board" 
l ^ * \ r*J a r V e r y * t m c u l , e i l t in upon wbich is written in chalk twice 
their behavior and are doing'heavy a d a y a l l s t of conductors and brake-
damage to his crops, besides being a m e n available for the following 12 
source of danger to all on the farm. n o u r a . This list Is posted by the "call-

Mrs. Trollip ^was a so surprised by e r » OT s o ^ other employe familiar 
a crocodile when fishing on the farm.) ^ t h e situation, and from it men 
The reptile plunged into the *ater ^ c n 0 J j e n to fill the various runs, 
from the opposite bank and made 0 n e day an accident happened 
sra ight toward her. -Rhodesia Her- ^ h i c h e M i e d ^m* dismay at head-
a ^ '"vt ;« * *' - ' ' \ ''^J~>:1 "!*. quarters for, aside from breaking up 

some cars and tearing up some track, Statesman* Breafcfog JlownC '* 
Joseph Chamberlain, who, w i t l tMr* ! t 8 h a t t e r e d the P"MM of the superin-

Chamberlain, has' gone for a holiday t e n d e n f « w h o w n ^ a % *° *±H* ^ P 
on the Riviera, is reported as very a v t w t l o n W p . ^ j | ^ ^ v % v ; : ' T. 
feeble and is traveling undw fcn a*- investigation^ developed that a 
sumednaina. T#JS% $&$&£2 ^ r a k e m a n had forgotten to close a 

'£KA« ^ ' > v ' - V A W • Switch properly and the f©llowin*i Star.-

train ran into it, with the result noted 
above. 

•> The brakeman was dismissed forth
with. Six weeks later the superin
tendent boarded a freight train at a 
way station on the division and, 
mounting the "dog-house" steps in the 
caboose, was much surprised to find 
that same brakeman on guard. 

"What are you doing here? Inquired 
the surprised official. 

"Workin'," replied the culprit, with 
a dismal grin. 

"Upon whose authority?" persisted 
the Superintendent 

"Aw! I ain't lost no time a-tall," 
answered the brakeman. 

Further questioning brought out t h e 
fact that the industrious one had 
been marking up his own name upon 
the crew board and in that way was 
being ealled regularly to jgp, .pint on 
the run. ; - ; * * * " 

~£<~i 

'i 

H 

Asked why he had taken such a J-J£?"Z 
course to keep at workJie .replied: ^ 4 ^ -

"Well, boss, my credit for grub is**Rgri;; 
good a s long a s l keep busy, hot when ??t;|t:^ 
me Da* stops me chuck stons!'** ^ ^ S W 

He is wor^ng yet.—Kantta 0.tfh „,„ 

eJad^ ^ 
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