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I had supposed that I familiar with
all the industries of the community,

and It was Indeed a matter of very
great surprise to me that morning

when, in the course of my before-
breakfast walk, I came upon this ex-
traordinary Institution. At first I could
scarcely believe my eyes, and I rubbed
them good and hard to make sure that
they were not deceiving me, and still
that glaring gilt sign across the front
of the building remained: ,

\u2666 \u2666

THE UNITED STATES COMIC
OPERA COMPANY LIBRETTO

MILL.

I—— \u25a0 — \u2666

So it read, and so It continued to
read, no matter how hard I pinched

myself to ascertain IfI was truly awake
and all was not a dream; no matter
how many, times I ran my eye over the
simple letters that made up the strange
legend. Once able to convince myself

that the thing was really jlhere it was
but the work of a moment also to con-

vince myself that I was in duty bound
to investigate the institution. Hence
two minutes later found me knocking

at the office door, which opened almost
instantly.

"Is the manager In?" I asked of the
dimple cheeked damsel who appeared
in response to my knocking.

Doing a Rushing Business.
"I(am in charge,: sir," she replied

pleasantly.' ''If youjwisrf to leave an
order I can take it, but.we are very
much" rushed'at present; and I do not

think we can turn you out a finished
libretto under two weeks' time."

"Thank you," said I, "but I have no*

oath, and consequently was shortly in
possession of the desired permit, and a
moment later on my way through the
mill of this marvelous American indus-
try.

"The first apartment," observed my
guide,, as she unlocked the door of a
long; low celled room, "is where we
manufacture opening choruses. We
employ 150 hands here, evenly divided
between men and women. Observe
their costume. They are of every na-
tionality, one pair of each. There, for
instance, are two people from Hawaii,
a young man and a young woman. We
will see what they have turned out
this morning. Kalokalulu, what have
you- to hand?"

The dusky young woman addressed
rose from her bench and modestly pre-
sented me with the following ingenious
opening chorus, which" my guide in-
formed me is to be used in a musical
comedy called "My Honey Honolulu,"
next summer:

In us you see
The Ha-wa-ee

From far off Honolulu.
We dance all day
In the ocean spray.
And live on candied Too-lu—

O Too-lu,
O Too-lu,

We live on candied Too-lu.
But should we wish
To dine on fish,

With appetite terrific.
We drop a line
Into the brine

V turbulent Pacific-
Pacific.
Pacific,

V turbulent Pacific.
"Rather fetching, eh?" said my

tulde. "A trifle conventional, you may
think, but none the less effective, and
based upon the most approved models.

"And do you never vary the form of
/our opening chorus?" I asked.

"Not this year," said she. "The 'In
us you see' model is all the rage this
season and we have adopted it as the
hall mark of our product. You will

come as a patron of your institution.
Fact is until this moment I did not

i know that such an institution, existed
and my intrusion upon you is prompted
xnej-ely by curiosity." -.'\ '

"Oh!" she ejaculated, regarding me
dubiously for .a s moment. ' "You just
want to look over the works, eh?"

1 \u25a0""That was rnyiGbject," I assented.. "Well, I hardly know whether I can ;
permit that," she demurred. "You see,. tee .have cej tain secret processes for
making- lyrics and Jokes that we do not
cape to have our discover. "Are
you a librettist yourself ?" ' ". [':\u25a0'' ."••".;;

Perceiving the driftand realizing the
propriety of her caution, I immediately
proceeded to set hex mind at rest upon
thai score.- * fT- -\u0084 .. : - :-..a -^"No, indeed," said L "Except to grat-
ify my curiosity a visit to your mills
would not advantege,rpe in the least. I
am a piano tun?*» profession in the
winter, while in the1 summer time, when
the piano tuning businesses dull, I give;
lectures In summer hotels on 'The In-
fluence of Maeterlinck Upon Seaside
Life?* -"n*s:^>:>?::/ ' i ts*%?\

iHfi '"Oh!", ejaculated ) the , lady again.
"Well. I don't Suppose, either of those

I two profession's -wpuld ever bring you
;- into active rivalry with our: work, and
ifyou willpforniae to make no improper
use ofwhai you see here Ishall be very. glad ito give v" you a permit v to Vgo

' through."" ~*'\l '^'''
r

' ' v" . '"" '

'\u25a0'\u25a0' '"\u25a0'_*'•' Entering tHe Mill.'";: " r '*\u25a0"•

In my then frame of mind I would
liave promised the lady anything upon

find it at all our best theaters and^
none will be genuine without it. We
will now go into the patter room."

"Excuse me, the what?" I asked.
"The patter room. That is where we

turn out patter songs." she exclaimed
as we passed on. "Good morning
fames," she added as the foreman of
che department stepped forward to

arreet ua. "How goes the work this
morning?"

"Very good, ma'am," he replied. 'Tve
Ihlpped two dozen cases to New York
this morning and expect to get off four
more for London this afternoon, which
is good business, considering we are
short handed. I had to discharge sev-
tral hands yesterday for using false
liuantities and scamping their rhymes."

"What did you do with that man
*vho wanted to rhyme All Baba with
Skyscraper?" asked my guide.

"I fined him two days' pay and sent
Mm over to the coon song department
for a week," said James.

"Good," said the manager. "You can't
l>e too severe when you are making an
example of a workman. If our work
is to show its quality we've got to keep
fhe hands squarely toeing the mark
every minute. Please show this gen-

tleman our model, James. He is a
piano tuner and lecturer on Maeter-
linck, who has come to inspect the
1.h0p."

Pattern for Patter Songs.
"Certainly," said James, courteously.

"This is the pattern for all our patter
Jongs this season, sir," he added, hand-
ing me a printed card, on which I
read as follows:
Oh, it doesn't really matter
When you write a song of patter

If you leave all thought of logic quite
"behind.

Keep your eye on your cadences.
Do not bother what the sense Is.
If your rhyming but Immense is.

You can go it wholly, wholly, wholly
blind.

You must keep the thing a-going

... \u25a0 - .. ... A. l) •\u25a0 \u25a0\u25a0-.. \u25a0\u25a0'•'.: ..--.. \u25a0' "" ?-.;-••* .- "\u25a0'. . .";\u25a0.-,. \u25a0\u25a0...' . \u25a0 - \u25a0 ' \u25a0 l^jj

With sheet nonsense overflowing
Till the chap who sings, the thing U

winded quite;
Then when he's about to stifleYou can end it with a trifle
Rather Frenchy—a la Eiffel
And you'll have a patter song that's outof sight.

"You see, sir," said James, "this
model not only gives our operatives
then.form, but the formula as well."

"Very clever, indeed," said I. "but a
la Eiffel—what is the exact significa-
tion of that idiom."

Giving the Frenchy Twist.
"It refers to the Frenchy twist at

the end of the song," explained James.
"Somewhat high and pointed, d'ye
see ?". "Yes, I understand," said I. "I can
testify to the excellence of your work,
too, for I have enjoyed many songs of
that precise kind. I was not aware.,
however, that they were produced by
i purely scientific process."

"You should take the gentleman Into
the topical song department," said
frames. "He'll find that very interest-f.ig."

"Good idea," said my guide. "Ifyou
tvill step this way, sir, I will let you
see pur operatives as thoy turn out
9.000 stanzas a day for topical songs."

A m&ment later we entered the room
alluded to. It was crowded with busy
workers, every one of whom was en-
eas^d upon work of the kind that is so
eJfoctive with the galleries, each hum-
liinga distinct little tune of his own,
ixcept two, who sat off in a corner to-
gether and were bawling out the re-
Irain:
O Mister Dooley, O Mister Dooley.
The greatest man the country ever knew
O Mister Dooley, O Mister Dooley,
O Mister Dooley, ooloy, ooley, 000.

"We keep those Dooley chaps run-
ning night and day turning out verses
for funny men all over the country."
said my guide. "The others are work-
ing on separate themes."

Love Lyric Interpolations.
"And have you no department for

the manufacture of love lyrics?" I
asked.

"Oh, no. Indeed," replied the guide;
"they are never good when manu-
factured. They ure only successful
when Interpolated."

"Ah! I see," said I. "and one other
thing before I go. How about plots?
Where do you get your plots?"

"Plots?" said she, with a puzzled
look on her face

"Yes—plots—stories—you have shown
me no plot room," I stammered, not
liking the lady's look.

"Roally, sir, I don't know what you
mean," said the dimple cheeked man-
ager of the Comic Opera works. "I
have been in this business for ten
years and I never heard of anything of
the kind in this connection."

And she looked at me with mild
eyed wonder.

Ah for myself, I thanked her for her
courtesy of the morning and wandered
back home again, much impressed
>vith all that I had seen and heard, and
marveling at my own foolishness in
asking the manager, after many years
of experience as consumer of modern
comic opera, where they got their plots.
Any idiot with haif an eye can see that
they never get anything of the kind
from anywhere.

Said Col. Mulberry, recalling some
of his political experiences the other
day,'"There's a score of different ways 1

of getting to congress, and you don't
have to always be hangin' on the coat-
tails of them bosses, the chairman and
their committees. There's certain

forces the bosses can't control, and a
great deal depends upon who's boostln'
you. J*l|e strangest case of whippin'

them in line I ever witnessed »vas that
of a bulldog who lifted Josh Hap-

ifeood from his position of road super-
visor in Shilling county, which he had

lu'ld for fifteen years straight, into a
po(t seat in congress, and all that in
the face of the opposition of the fa-
mous Brookville gang. The Brookville
crowd, under the leadership of Big

Pete Bowers, was none of your shootin'
crews and were not noted particularly
for any prominently bad features save
that of bulldozing candidates Into
keepin' them in drinks and of shoving

into office men who would keep them
in supplies during all the year round.
I don't suppose one of them carried a
gun, and if they did they did not know
how to use it.

"It all came through the workings
of that bulldog, and Hapgood cannot
give the least bit of credit to any one
else but that creature, who joined him-
self to him under very peculiar cir-
cumstances. The road supervisor was
going" home from town one day when as

he was passingl the depot this dog ran
out, jumped into the wagon and curl-

_ed up on some blankets. It was said
"that the dog was the property of an
actress who in her haste to catch ; a
train had got aboard and forgotten'
him.- The supervisor made several

, swings at .him, .with his plow shoes, and
the* dbg with wickedness in his eyes
walked up arid took a seat beside Hap- 1

. jgo^d., giving him to understand that he
- preferred heart-to-heart talks to
speaking alya distance.
't+ "So B&if^j^Qould do nothing more

1than take that dog along home and
once he got Kirn f'there he couldn't get
rid of him; 'He' obeyed no commands,
he sat where he pleased in the house,
he went along every time Josh went to
town and he always rode on the seat
beside him. The only time he ever
wagged his tail was when Hapgood
was talking politics with Cap Hem-
perly.

"At the convention when Josh was
nominated there was a big. fuss, and
the delegates from Brookville went
home swearing they would bolt the. ticket. The trouble was that they
didn't get all the plums they figured

• out for. themselves, and the way in
which they acted made the situation

. look rather' bad for the men on the
ticket, for the Brookville gang could
command enough •""votes \u25a0to make it
warm working for ..any politician, no
matter how strong. ' ,--r;;'*
. "Josh was jatljer slow looking up

votes, and his electioneering was con-
fined to several neighbors who would.,
have voted for him-anyhow, while the
other candidates were doing the best
they knew how to heal over the sore
spot in Brookville. Free beer and
scores of promises could do a great
deal, and soon the enmity of the Brook-
villeites was confined to one man, Josh
Hapgood, who had not so much as
furnished them a single drink.

"Josh did have some cards printed
announcing himself as a candidate. These
he kept in the barn, save a iew which he
carried in his vest pocket for fear >*iis
wife might haul him over the coals f^r
squandering his money. But what queered
him was the fact that those cards began
disappearing, and soon one box of 500 waa
empty. He didn't dare to say anyting
about robbers, for that would have given
the whole matter away to his wife, so
taking the second box, all the while think-
ing how much money those cards had cost
him, he hid it in the haymow one evening
in the presence of no one but the bulldog.
The next morning when he looked there
were ten cards missing as usual, that
being the average number that disappear,
ed each night.

"Well, that night Josh heard from hia
cards, and in such an exciting manner
that his hairs were turned grayer by a
few shades than they were before. Josh
had just came home from Cap Hemperly's
where he's been discussing for the forty-
first time the condition or a strip of road
which he intended looking after if he got
to congress, when a howling mob "Of"
Erookvilleltes surrounded his house, roar-
ing and cursing and threatening to tear
the 'shack' down, as they called it. 'Hang
the miser!' was the loudest of the cries.

It made Josh shake In his boots, and
when he heard tfiem Ukftig out the ven-
geance on the smokehouse he got down on
his knees. After a little while, when they
thought they had him good and scared,
the leaders of the mob quieted their men
and yelled to Josh to show himself.

"Josh put his head from the door and
asked, 'What do the gentlemen want?'

" We've come up to see what righv
you've got a-sneakin' 'round nights and
stickln' your card up at our door? Do
yott think we're goin' to vote for a man
that's afraid to show his face in the day-
time?" said one of the leaders of the
gang. 'I should say not. Hang the miser,

\u25a0hang the miser!' roared the mob.
•Then they quieted down again, and th«

committee conferred with Josh. He totu
them how his cards had been disappear-

I Ing; all the while, and that he had not
put out a single one in Brookville, nor dla

\u25a0"heknow any one that had. When the
• crowd heard the story they called Josb
a liar, and said that if he didn't make
good with them they'd string him up to a
pear tree in the yard. 'Give 'em twenty-
five and they'll let you alone,' whispered
one of the commit fee to Josh, to whom
the suggestion was a great relief. So tht
committee gave him ten minutes to go
into the house find st the money. Whei,
they got the twenty^tve they left him off
with the promise that he would do better
by them In the future.

"After the trouble of that night Josh
was determined "to solve the mystery of
the cards, and he went over to Cap Hem-
perly's to ask tip»so me advice. Cap anil
he was sittlngifrm; the porch scratching
their heads over the matter when up came
Josh's bulldog, '*ho ,laid a card of Hap-
g-ood's down on the porch and went ntt
on his round of electioneering without hav-
ing noticed his fopsa.and Cap sitting there.

So right before their noses the problem
was solved, and Josh was so mad at the
dog that he wanted to go home and kill
him right away, but Cap, who was super-
stitious, advised him differently. 'You
let that dog alone,' said Cap. 'You can't
tell but what he may do you some good.*

"Josh lay for the dog on the following
night and saw him take the cards from
the box and start across the fields. He
must "have felt ashamed of himself to
think that bulldog had more get-up about
him than he had himself.

"The Brookvilleites had treated Josh so
roughly that his wife feared to let him
go down to that village, and when he did
not show up they became dead set against
him. Josh got very much down in tha
mouth as the election day approached,
and he had given up all hopes of becom-
ing a member of congress. All his cards
had been carried away without having
influenced a single voter, so far as he
knew, while the fellow opposing him had
agreed to pay for all the fun the Brook-
villeites could have on election day if they
would stay away from the polls.

"It was against their policy to vote for
a man belonging to the other party, and
rather than do so they agreed to stay at
home, and thus defeat the entire ticket,
which had not been arranged to suit their
taste. Big Pete Bowers was the leader
of the rumpites, and he and his followers
were just beginning their carousal on the
morning of the election day in the only
saloon in Brookville, when Josh Hap-
good's bulldog walked in and looked
around a bit, just as though he was
counting the men to see whether they
were all there.

" 'That cussed dog looks as though he
was mad.' said Pete Bowers.

" 'He's just loafing around looking for
a fresh bone,' was the reply of some one

in the crowd, and they went to playing
cards and drinking beer again. Jura's op-
ponent had left an order that they were
to have everything that they might want,
and no matter how much of it. The bull-
dog lay down by the «ioor. snapping his
eyes open and shut like a mud turtle.

"By and by one of the ft Hows got tired
playing and started for the door. The
bulldog got up also, and Ijegan growling,
a warning that every fellow in line saloon
was bound to respect, for they all knew
of the fighting qualities of the dog. BUI
Weeks made a pass at the brute with a
chair when the bull chased him into a fai
corner of the saloon and was back again
at his post by the door before the rest
knew what he was up to. They roared to
see Weeks climb on a table to get out or
the way of the ugly brute.

"Others of the gang, thinking that the
dog might possibly just have a spite al
Weeks, made passes to go out, and they
were treated in the same manner. There
was a back entrance to the building, but
every one was too swagger to go around
through a back lot simply for a dog, so
they kept on drinking and playing cards.
What they couldn't understand was that
the dog Interfered with no one wno en-
tered. By noon the entire gang was cor-
ralled in that saloon, and they were be-
ginning to feel pretty lively.

"All this while poor Josh Hapgood was
walking around at the polls hanging hta
head and having his hands stuffed deep In
his trousers pockets. He saw that there
was no chance for him, and was feeling
mighty glum over the situation. Not one
of the Brookville crowd had yet come to
vote, and Josh was bemoaning the fact
that he had not gone down and bough;
them a few rounds, if that was all that
was needed to bring them around. Josu
was just thinking of home and giving th«>

whole matter up when his attention, as
will as that of others hanging around the
polls, was directed to a commotion on the
Brookvllle road. Pretty soon out of the
cloud of dust that was being raised raced
Big Pete Bowers, leading his gang with
whoops and yells that would have at-
tracted the attention of a bank of Co-
manches. After them came Josh Hap-
good's bulldog, who was raising as big a
rumpus as the rest of them. He haa
driven those Brookvllleites out of the sa-
loon and headed them for Rushville, the
voting place.

"When Pete struck the crossroads of
Rushville he swerved off toward Dorn-
hecker's grocery, but the next minute the
bulldog had him by the leg and set him
a-going in the direction of the polls. The
whole crew followed, and every last one
of them shot into the building where they
were voting, punting and .Minting like
run-away borses. The bulldog stood at the
door ready to chow up the calves of the
flrnt one who made a break to g«'t away.
'I guess ho wants us to vote.' suggested
Bowers, 'and the best thing w»- can <io is
to put in a straight ticket.' So the gang
filed around and each fellow dropped In
one for Josh Hapgood.

"The bulldog lay around at the polls the
remainder of the day, although he didn't
bother the gang any more. In the even-
Ing after the votes were all counted and It
was found that Josh Hapgood was fleeted
the bulldog marched him down to Hrook-
ville and made him set up to the gang 10
good rounds. That got the crowd over
their soreness, both toward the dog and
toward Josh. The dog has never taken
part in a campaign since that time, for It
has been easy sailing for Josh, and he
does not need much boosting any more
to get there."—Anaconda (Mont.) Stand-
ard.

Veritable City of Death,
Is Vera Cruz, Mexico

The Mexican plateau is in such a
climate as we may hope for in the
hereafter if we are good, and from
that paradise the train carried me
down- a hillside to the sea. That drop

of 8,000 feet into the heavy air of the
tropics felt like a slow drowning, and
as the train rolled on into the shadows
of the night I lay in a torpor half-
choked, until the engine paused for an
exultant hoot, saluting a broad, bright
garland of electric lights, the city of
Vera Cruz. Then into the thick damp
air stole a subtle presence, a nameless
taint, the smell of death.

Four centuries ago, when Cortez In-
vaded the Mexican gulf, his ships were
guided by the "star of the Sea," the
Ineffable white crown of Mount Ori-
zaba. When he came abreast of the
volcano he landed for the conquest of
Mexico, and burned his ships lest his
followers should try to run away. His
landing place became the Rich City of
the True Cross —this Vera Cruz of
cheerful memories. In 1568 and 1683
it was sacked by buccaneers, in 1688
burnt, in 1822 and 1823 bombarded by.

the Spaniards, in 1838 by the French,
in 1847 by the Americans, in 1856 de-
vastated by hurricane, in 1859 besieg-
ed by Mexicans, in 1861 taken by the
French. Because it can always be
taken when wanted, the city has been
especially honored by congress with
the tile Heroic.

Through all the streets run open
Bewers, and at the time of my visit in
1900 the ancient commissioners of san-
itation still attended to their honorable
duties. These sanitary officers were
vultures, hundreds of them, living in
separate communities, each group
claiming its own district. A bird from
the Calle Independencia would be
promptly murdered if it strayed among
the buzzards of the Plaza, but all alike
\u25a0were supposed to obey the chief com-
missioner. He perched on the tower
of the parish church, a grave old may-
or, watching from his eyrie the affairs
of this. City of Death.

Their day's w'ofß over, the vultures
with wide wings.jputspread would cir-
cle above the city, then perch upon
their cornices and 4©wers. The Plaza,
always beautiful because of its noble
architecture, changed under the moon-
light to a dream place of blue and sil-
ver, ethereal, exqiffsite. Groups of
British and American, adventurers from
the Mexican fleet, and the ends of the
earth, sat taking their coffee under the
arched portals; electric lamps shone
out among palms «rid orange trees,
where the band played wonderfully,
and the citizens moved in pr.ocession
along the pathways in all the gorgeous
colors of their national dress. But
above were the watching vultures, and
beneath was the gathered filth of cen-
turies, In the air the sickly smell of
pestilence, and. over the whole city
hung the presence of winged Death!

I came there when winter had check-
ed the pestilence, arid during the fort-
night of my stay only two or three men
died of yellow"fever. Iwas not alarm-
ed, for I was too ill to care what hap-
pened, and dysentery is a sure pre-
ventive of Yellow Jack; but nights of
fever and long days of pain made me
sensitive to an air which still vibrated
with horror. The adventurers talked
In the portals of a consul who fled from
his duty, hid himself fpr months in the
upper rooms of his house, and aban-
doned his countrymen to their fate.
They talked of the British consul who
played the man. They talked about the
large staff of white men working for
Sir Weetman Pearson at the port
works, and of one hero who nursed the
living, buried the dead, kept the works
alive, carried courage to those who
sickened of fright, and went with cool
eyes and quiet voice through the Val-
ley of the Shadow of Death. This gen-
tleman rna"y"Tesetlt So much publicity,
and with hesitation.l. give hia name, if
only for the honor of his country. Mr.
Saundcrs is a Canadian, and the very
name of Canada is becoming magical
in its association with an heroic breed
of men.—R. P.. In Black and White.

"Why, he's just like one of us," a
Yorkshire farmer once exclaimed in a
tone of mingled surprise and disap-
pointment when he saw a royal prince

for the first time in the flesh. And per-
haps it would be impossible to pay a
more welcome compliment to our royal
family than to say with the farmer
that, apart from the trappings and cer-
emonial of their exalted position, they

are after ail very much like our-
selves.

If one were privileged to see them
in all the freedom and privacy of home
life this conviction would surely be
deepened; for to one another the most
stately sovereigns and most highly
placed princesses are simply "Nicky"
and "Alix,""Bertie "and "Louie," just as
though they were the unconventional
members of a middle class household
in the suburbs.

The late czar, the mighty "Autocrat
of All the Russias," loved nothing bet-
ter than to be addressed as "Uncle Sa-
chen" by his devoted nephews and
nieces, or as "Alec" by his elder rela-
tives; and most of his letters addressed
to members of his privileged circle
were signed "Sachen" in a neat
schoolboy hand, with an awkward
flourish from the tail of the "n." Even
today, when he is certainly one of the
three most powerful and exalted men
in the world, the present czar insists
on being called -"Nicky" by his many
cousins, just as in the days when, a
boy, he used to romp and run races
with them; and to them all the su-
preme ruler of more than 100,000,000
people signs himself "Nicky" in a hand
even more primitive and boyish than
tbr.t of bis father, "Sachen."

To his relatives the German emperor

Is either "Wilhelm" or "Willie," ac-
cording to the degree of affection and
familiarity, and his signature, "Wil-
helm," is as simple and free from flour-
ishes as that of any village carpen-
ter. In his younger days the king of
the Belgians was known to his inti-
mates as "Leo;" the Grand Duke of
Hesse is still "Ernie" to his countless

'cousins and uncles and aunts; the
Duke of Saxe-Coburg answers equally
to the name of "Charlie" and "Teddie;'.'

'•and the king of Spain, to his mother
and sisters, is still "Fonso," aB when
he first learned to ptey with his toy
soldiers.

King Edward has always been "Ber-
tie" within the family circle—the pet
name given to him first, and always
used by his mother; although, curious-
ly enough, his father, after whom he
was fcamed Albert, often wrote and
sp^e.of him as "Eddie." Queen Alex-
andra still loves to be addressed as
"Alix," the name* Jay which she was
known in the' nursery of the Gules
palaoe, Copenhagen:; just as her sister,
the dowager empress of Russia, is al-
ways "Dagniar" tocher intimates.

The late Duke, of Edinburgh had
many pet-name^. I'Alfie." "Allie," and
evejx "Freddie,"'to all of which he an-
swered indiscriminately. The Prince of
Wale*.is always "Georgie" to his lady
relatives and "George" to other inti-
mates, although in his time he has
borne many strange nicknames, from
"Pickle" to "Jud'.'U The Princess of_
Wales, who was far so many years
known and loved thousands as
Princess "May,** is "Toria" to her fam-
ilyand privileged friends, and to these

she invariable- jsubscribes herself
"Toria" in small,' neat, unembellished

"characters.
The Duches.- of Fife loves, to be ad-

dre£serf as "Louie;" her sister, the
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Princess Victoria, Is "Vicky" at home,
and her signature is bold and flowing,
with a quaint flourish, resembling a
sprawling figure '2," over, instead of
under, the autograph. It is a little odd
that Princess Maud, who has been
playfully known for many years as
"Charlie," should marry a husband of
precisely the same name, the Prince
Charles of Denmark. Princess Charles,
however, elects to be called by her
proper name, "Maud," which she signs
in a strong, angular hand, eloquent of
her decision of character; although she
occasionally, in affectionate and playful
moods, appends "Audle" to her let-
ters.

The late Duke of Clarence was al-
ways "Eddie" to his parents and to all
who loved him; and his boyish auto-
graph, with its clearly-formed, small
letters and its flourish underneath, is
much treasured by the few who posses
it. Princess Louise, Duchess of Argyll,
is always "Louise" to relatives and
friends alike, and her strong and yet
graceful signature, with its suggestion
of boldness and vigor, is an epitome of
her character as a woman of energy,
capacity and marked artistic tastes.
It is curious and interesting to note
that her signature as princess and as
relative or friend are entirely different
in character; but this is a rather com-
mon characteristic of royal autographs,
illustrating the dual lives of the writ-
ers.

Princess Henry of Battenberg's sig-
nature, "Trixie" (her favorite name),

bears a strong resemblance to the au-
tograph of her late mother, Queen
Victoria. It is the same flowing, grace-
ful, admirably clear handwriting, but is
distinguished by a quaint terminal
flourish resembling a written capital

"E." The Duke of Connaught answers
to the huomrous pet name of "Pat,"
which, however, he rarely appends to
his letters, preferring his first Christian
name, "Arthur." or, in playful moods.
"Con 0," for Con-naught.—London Tit
Bits.

There'll Be No More
Crisp Paper Money

If experiments now in progress in
Washington, under the auspices of offi-

cers of the treasury department, fulfill
the promise of their present stage, the
reign of the "crisp $10-bill bill." or any
other "crisp" bill so dear to the heart of
the police reporter, has almost reached
its Money turned out by the bu-
reau of engraving and printing will be
of a soft and velvety texture. As these
experiments are nearly complete, the pre-
dictions concerning the outcome of the
application of the new method of treating
paper are all optimistic in the extreme,
and they point to a revolution in the
manufacture of paper money.

E. H. Fowler, chief draughtsman of the
coast and geodetic suTvey, and D. N.
Hoover, chief printer of the same bureau,
are the men to whom the discovery of the
new process is to be credited. By util-
izing the chemical compound upon which
they have been at work for five yearg it
will be possible to have a bank note ready
for circulation in sixty days' less time
than was required under the old method.
This is regarded as very important in
these days of great commercial activ-
ity, when, oftentimes, the demand for
new money is urgent. Heretofore, in or-
der to meet such demands, most careful
planning hag been necessary.

Besides rendering paper soft and vel-
vety, the new process also makes it non-
shrinkagle, an accomplishment which has
shrinkage, an accomplishment which has
per manufacturer, and "which, when ap-
plied to the printing of postage stamps
alone, will make a saving of 20 per cent
in stock and work. Because paper shrinks
after it has received the impression of
the head of George Washington on the
one side, in the manufacture of po9tage
stamps, and the coating of mucilage on
the other, and because no two sheets
shrink alike, one-fifth are ruined in the
process of perforation. Expeiiments Just
made under the new process eliminate all
of this loss.

When Mr. Fowler took charge of the
draughting division, five yeaiis ago. he was
told by the chief printer that it was im-
possible to print the maps prepared in the
draughting division, because there was no
paper to be had which would, pot shrink,
and thus render the maps inaccurate aa

to scale, and consequently of no scientific
value. All such maoa, therefore, had to
be copied by hand on hand-ma<le linen
paper manufactured especially for that
purpose.

Mr. Fowler had taken a great Interest In
chemistry, and he at one began the s'-rira
of experiments which two years ago re-
sulted in the chemical solution which,
when applied to paper, materially changes
its Quality. Paper so treated is <l<-clared

vto be "mellowed and non-shrinkable."
The process is not expensive.

It has been patented, both in the I'nited
States and foreign ejuntrii-s. and. although
no publicity has heretofore been given 10
the discovery of Messrs. Fowler and Hoo-
ver, the large paper manufacturers of
this country have heard of the results ac-
complished and are making flattering of-
fers to the Inventors for royalty rights.
The Japanese government has also bid
for the process, and. as Japan has for
centuries been considered the magician
of the world in the art of papermaking.
the offer from the Orient is regarded a3 a
marked acknowledgment of merit.

The T'nited States government, however.
Is to have the first advantages of the dis-
covery, and should the officials now in-
vestigating the process decide that its
value is too great to be kept tinder re-
straint of patent laws, the government
may buy the patent and make the process
known to the world.

By the application of chemical mixture
to a Japanese napkin that article becomes
as soft and pliable as a tissue of silk.
The chemical preparation acts as an an-
tiseptic and a preservative. When ap-
plied to old documents it seems to knit
the fibre together and prevent fuither
decay.

Under the present process of printing
paper money the paper has to be thor-
oughly soaked in water. While it is in this
soaked condition oi;o side of the bill Is
printed. The shret is then placed in a
steam room and kept under a high t<m-
perature for thirty days, the time neces-
sary for the ink to dry. Tht- sheet U
again soaked as in the lirst Instance, and
the reverse side of the bill printed. lhs
thirty-day process then has to be re-
peated. In cases where a third impres-
sion on the bill 13 necessary. whl< n is
required when the printing is done In tw«
colors, the wetting and drying process
has to be repeated a third time, and an-
other month la thus consumed in its pro-
duction.


