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WHAT SHE THINKS

THE GIRL IN THE CAR WHO
TALKED POLITICS

She Regards the Board of County
Commissioners as More Important
Than Anything Else—What They
Discuss and Decide

I sat behind two girls in a car the
other day who were talking abeut local
politics. I learned a great deal; ameng
ather things that a county commission-
eér is only ranked by the president of the
United States—and he has tobe a pret-
ty good kind of a president, too. I had
intended to read the paper in the ear,
but discussion became so animated in
front of me and se much more inter-
esting than anything one ean find in
an evening paper that I put it down
and listened.

“TI think Mr. Hearst is lovely,” =aid
the blonde girl, “and if I was a man I
would vote for him fer president—since
I saw his picture in a magazine; he's
just too lovely for anything.”

The dark girl sniffed. “I wouldn't,”
she declared: “that’s all you know
abeont it, Polly; that Hearst is a very
bad man and he fools the masses—un-
cle said that.”

“Well, suppose he did, why should
Your uncle know more than anybody
else?” asked the blonde, with a look
which would have annihilated uncle if

he had sat where I did.

“Why. uncle,” said the dark girl,
le is a county commissioner and
he right in pelitics and knows =2U
about it. It's such an advantage to
have a public man in the family. You
don’'t know what a help it’s been to me
since uncie’s been a county commis-

sioner.

The other girl was somewhat im-
pressed and hesitated a moment. [
made up my mind she was gathering
sirength to say something very awful
about county commissioners and held
my breath.

“What is a county commissioner?”
she said rather weakly. ‘“What do they |
de?” !

The astonishment and pain of the |
other girl even oozed out of the back
of her head. Her face was full of her-
ror.

“Why, Peolly Smith,” she said in awe-
sjruck tones, “do you mean to tell me
that you live right here and have been
to school and don’t know what a coun-
ty commissioner is? Why—a county
commissioner is—er,” her voice trailed
off a littie and I sat up; I wanted to
know myself what a county commis-
sioner was. The dark girl had regained
her vaoice.

“Why a county commissioner is—a—
er—why, it's the county commissioners
that decide everything in the county.
Didn't you know that? They meet once
a week and talk and talk—and discuss
—and discuss—and decide—" The
blonde girl found her courage.

“Well,” she said triumphantly, “what
@o they talk about, and discuss and de-
cide, I'd like to know. Yeour uncle is
ous—73you ought to know.” [ discovered
I was past my street by two squares,
but the pursuit of knowledge is more
important than a mere dinner. :

“Why they talk about their business,
of course—about—the county—and the
roads—and the wells Y

“Wells,” said the other girl, “what
are wells?”

The niece of the county commission-
er breathed scorn. i

“Don’'t vou know what wells are?
Why, if I didn’t know what a well was
—a well is a place that holds water—
and it's one of the things the county
commissioners have to see about—and
—er—and lots of other things. The
board of county commissioners is the

most important thing in the city—
why, it has—just lots of things to de-
cide.”

“I don’t believe,” said the other girl
mere firmly, “that it is as important as
the mayor and the aldermen. Every-
body knows the mayor and the alder+
men—er—just do everything—and run
the city—and I never even heard of the
county commissioners,” this tn a burst
of courage.

“That,” said the dark girl with su-
perb sarcasm, t‘f nothing against
them, nor does it take from the impor-
tance of a body of which my uncle is
a member. Perhaps you have never
heard of the president; perhaps you
don’'t know we have a governor. But
then, of course, none of the men of
vour family being in public life, it s
natural you should know nothing abeut
politics. Uncle says——" but I decided
I was too hungry to hear anything
more about uncie, even if he is a coun-
ty commissioner. 1 know now, though,
who it is that decides everything.

I Méinly About People 1

In the presence of a large number of.
friends and many clergy, seventeen
young women received their diplomas
yvesterday afternoon at St. Joseph's
academy. The exercises consisted of
music by the class, the recitation of an
excelient essay on “The Heroines of
Epic Story,” by Miss Mary Barelay,
awarding of the gold medal for general
excellence to Miss Anteoinette Markoe,
ant for Christian doetrine te Miss
Nora Toomey, and the ory,
which was well written and spoken
by Miss Eleanor Needham. The clos-
ing address was made by Rt. Rev.
Bishop O'Gorman, of South Dakota,
who made a stirring appeal for the
higher eduecation of women, and en-
couraged the graduates to continue
their education.
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The wedding of Miss Ethel Mae
Xanten, daughter of Dr. and Mrs. ¥. A.
Xanten, te Walter F. Lindeke, was
celebrated last evening at 8 o'clock at
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| FASHIONS FROM VOGUE

The aceompanying illustration shows
a recently imported Paris gown which
is made with a skirt shirred to simu-
late the old-time overskirt.

Whether this is an indication that
real shaped ~overskirts -are to be re-
vived is a question that remains to
be seen, but it is a fact that many of
the latest :French creations are being
made on meodels similar to the one il-
lustrated.

This gown is of pearl gray voile over
a mauve taffeta foundation, upon
which the bottom full, aweéping voile
flounce is mounted.

The skirt preper is cut in eleven full
gores, which are very mueh tapered so
that there is but little fullness at the
belt. It is shirred over ¢ords in three
groups; the top one consists of five
gathers, the second of three and the
third of two. They are shaped to have
a decided dip in front and are ex-
tremely short at the back.

Specially for THE GLOBE

‘With this skirt is worn a fascinat-
ing little coat of mauve taffeta, em-
broidered daintily with purple silk and
trimmed with cream colored lace tie.

It is made with a tight fitting up-

per portion, extending to below the,

armholes. and to this the lower part is’
gathered over a heavy cord, as is
shown.

The neck is bordered and a round
voke is formed by three narrow bands
of purple and silver embroidery, below
which is a full pinked out ruffie of the
silk.

A similar ruffie edges the fronts of
the coat,.finishes the puffed sleeves
and is drawn out under the purple
velvet belt at the back to make short
tails. -

The
gray horse hair braid trimmed with
two long ostrich plumes of gray shad-
ing to mauve at the ends.

the bride’s home, Congress street.
Rev, L. Lane, of Omaha, uncle of the
bride, read the service. Miss Miller, of
Omaha, was Miss Xanten's maid of
honor, and Mr. Albert W. Lindeke,
brother of the groom, was best man.
Miss Brennan, Miss Richeson, Miss
Petsch, Miss Kennedy, Charles Free-
man, Walter Hill, Dr. Butler and Egil
Boeckmann were included in the bridal
train.

The bride was gowned in white chif-
fon, trimmed with duchess lace. She
wore a tulle veil and carried a bouquet
of lilies of the valley. .

Miss Miller wore a toilet of pink
crepe, a wreafh of rosebuds and pink
roses,

e Pl

Mrs. E. A. Jaggard gave a2 luncheon
vesierday at the Country club in hon-

or of Mrs. Samuel Gilbert; of New
York.

T

The Ladies’ Aid Society- of the Cen-
tral Park M. E. Church will meet with
Mrs. W. S. Stegner, 95 Baldwin street,
this afternoen at 3 o’clock.

s

Miss Willius, of Laurel avenue, is

entertaining Miss Dabney, of Boston.

AT THE WORLD'S FAIR

Day’s Quota of Minnesotans Register-
ing on the Grounds
Globe World’s Fair Bureau, X
St. Louis, Mo.

ST. LOUIS, Mo,, June 22.—Minnesota
people who visited the state building
here today were:

Ole Benson, Blackduck; H. H. Bruce
and wife, Geodhue; Joseph Battles and
wife, St. Paul; L. D. Bissell, St. Paul:
Mrs. F. E. Thayer, St. Paul; Andy and
Fred <Christenson, Minneapolis; Gust
Carison and wife, Hibbing; Mary Cro-
zier, Monticeilo; H. W. Donaidson,
Faribault; W, X. Dowes and wife, St.
Paul; Miss 'Devenny.&isnea-polm: Mrs.
F. V. Dale, Brogwns Valley; F. T. El-
liott Jr. and wife, Grand Meadow:; W.
R. Edwards, St Paul: Mr. and Mrs. F,
O. Fiygare, Mrs. S. Flygare, Donnell;
William Haffner, Minneapolis; Sophie,
M. Gardner, Minneapolis; Mr. andg Mrs.
Paul Dety, St. Paul: Mr. and Mrs. A.
J. Mullen, Minneapolis; John P. John-
son, Beltrami; Lola and Gwendolyn
Grove, Hastings; William Gibson, Min-
neapolis; G. W. Giessler and family,
Minneapolis: Johanna and Agnes Holl,

H. Moore, F. Mclntyre.r

Shakepee;
lis; Marcus Nelson and wife, Minne-
apolis; Mr. and Mrs. Robert O’Doanell,
New Ulm; Charlotte Silverson, New
Jim; George Orton, Marietta; F. W.
Rhoda and wife, Bemidji; E. C. Ran-
dall and wife, St. Paul; Edith Reed,
Minneapolis;
family, Ashby; Mrs. George Pyfer, Du-
luth; Ora J. Parker and family, Le
Sueur; Augusta Peterson, Ortonville;
U. G. Pickett, Janesville; Eungene Pfef-
ferle, New Ulm; Mrs. J. A. Prechel,
Waseca; Flora and Deller Pletke, Wi-
nona: Alexander Peltier, Faribault: N.
C. and Bertha Pike, Lake City; D. N.
Potter, Kasota; Emma and Ida Prechel,
Waseca; Walter Sprigg, St. Paul;: K.
K. and Sophie Solberg, Clarkfield: A.

S. Sax, Duluth; Max Sax, Hibbing; H.
J. Thorpe, Fulda; W. C. Thompson,
Maynard; Maude Wheaton, Elk River:
E. F. and Iva Wadleigh, Minneapolis:
Margaret B. 'Murphy, Minneapolis;
Robert Kelsey, St. Paul; A. B. Whit-
ney and wife, St. Paul; Edward
Wangelin and wife, Minneapolis; A. T.
M. Zenopolsky, Mankato.

Cardinal Ties Hymeneal Knot

SPRING LAKE, N. J, June 22 —Miss
Margaret Frances Maloney, daughter of
Martin Maloney, of Philadelphia, and
i.ouis Carberry Ritchie, of Washington,
D. C, were married today in St. Cath-
arine’s Memorial church, Cardinal Sa-
tolll performing the ceremony in the
presence of more than 500 guests. The
arrangements were most elaborate.
More than twenty church dignitaries
were present, including Cardinal Sa-
tolli, Bishop McFaul, of Trenton, who
assisted him, and Archbishop Ryan,
who gave the papal blessing.

Carter-Finch

Special to The Globe

HASTINGS, Minn., June 22.—At St.
Luke's Episco chureh in this city
this evening at 6 o’clock, before an as-
semblage of social leaders and invited
friends from adjoining cities, Miss
Mary C. Finch became the bride of
Seymour Carter. The ceremony was
performed by Rev. J. W. Barker. The
bridesmaids were Misses Helen E. Car-
ter, Myrtle Adsit and Ruth Lewis. J.
G. Campbell, of Chicago,
bridegreem’s best man, and Mrs. Lil-
lian Eylar, of that city, sister of the
groom, was matron of honor. Jamie

St. Paul; L. W. Wolmberg, Minneapo-
lis; A. Helgeson and A. N. Smith, Min-
neapolis; J P, Jelinek and wife, St.
Paul: Anna Keller, Minneapelis; Henry
Helden, Blackduck: R. P. Kelsey, St.
Paul; Father Kloch, Hastings; Ernest
and E. L. Landquist, Minneapolis: P.
H. Leondrd, Gracinth; Hattie and Lil-
lian Lettean, St. Paul; Lulu French,
Dennison; B. L. Fossy Halstad; A. N.
Luke, Minneapolis; ¥. C. Lovell and
wife, Chatfield; Ethel and Edith Lyon,
Piainview: Mrs. H. W, Ludke, Browns
Valley; J. C. Marqguis, Minneapolis;
Duncawn Mary, Minneapolis: Mr. and
Mzrs. Otto Miller, Minneapoiis; Ella
Manton, Minneapolis: C. H. Martin,
Minneapolis; Mrs. W. G, Knapp, Mor-
ris: Mr cand “Mrs: Fred Mason, St.
Paul; Margaret Murphy, Litchfield; J.

Sale Ten Million Boxes aYear.

Caldwell acted as flower bey. The
bride was given away by F. W, Finch.
The ushers were Messrs. J. H. Plum, B.
H. Twichell, Axel Johnson, Irving Todd
Jr., A. M Hayes, C. E. Reed and F.
W. Kramer. A reeception was held at
the home of the bride’s parents, Mr.
and Mrs. F. W_ Finch. Mr. and Mrs.
Carter left for the St. Louis exposition
and Eastern points.

GOSSIP FROM GOTHAM

Among the Meadowbreok set it is
said Bourke Cockran will not remain
much longer a widower. He inherited
so much money from his wife he is in
a position te offer himself to any of
thke women of » fashionable set in
which he moves.. His estate at Sands
Point, L. L, was rented recently by
“Mrs. Benjamin Guinness, but since her
departure for England Mr. Cockran
has beén living like a country gentle-
man down there. At present his name
is coupled with that of Mrs. Adolf
Ladenburg, the handsome widow of
.the banker, but, then, the gossips find
a new suitor for Mrs. Ladenburg every
few months. However, Mr. Cockran’s
liking for her is not concealed, and at
the Gravesend- race track he 4ds her
shadow. Mr. Cockran, with his gray

{ hair, healthy color and fine physique,

is one of the most distinguished look-
ing men on Long Island,
g
A few months ago we heard about
Mr. Cockran’'s devotion to Miss May
Van Alen, but her father shied at the

suggestion of a match. Miss Van Alen
was with her sister, Mrs. Robert J.

fiat, broad-brimmed hat is of4

Glenwoed; A. H. Norstrom, Minneapo-:

Stephen Rugland and:

M. Smith, Minneapolis; Mr. and Mrs.’

4

= 2 »
Collier, in -Eatontown, Pa., and Mr.
Cockran was a guest there,
the clever man of the, world congenial,
but soon she went abroad and the ru-
mor has died out. Mr, Cockran has no
children. He is a besom friend of Pe-
ter ¥, Collier. i
_Hl é

When sir Philip-Burne-Jones was in
this country his. caustic comments and
cartoons made him unpopular. Now he
is regaling his British friends with
anecdotes meant to show the vulgarity
of Americans. Sir Philip said he could
not get accustomedrto the exiremely
low-ne¢cked gowns- of .American wom-
en. “The worst of it i3,” said the artis-

Are the ones who showymost. The New
York women have an amigble contest
raging to see who -can wear the least
clothing on the back. One wonders
how soon. the entire bodice - will slip
from its meorings.” Another trick of
the painter of “The Vampire” was to
caricature his hostess. on. the table-
eloth at. dinner. In ~€hicago a stont
woman who seeks to be Mrs. Potter
Palmer's successor - entertained Sir
Philip.
at the table. - The hostess nodded, and
the Englishman cartoened . her, to her
intense wrath and the amusement of
her guests. Her double chin, flat nose
and a large mole appeared on the por-
trait, and as a result of his aundacity

L he lost no time in “clearing out” after
coffee. -

—— &

There is a good deal of truth in Sir
Philip’s - criticism of ‘the ‘eut of - the
modern bodice. Mrs! Philip Lydig’s
shoulder blades were 2¥evealed to an
interested throng at 'the opeéra every
alternate Wednesday “hight when she
sat in box Ne. 2. Ng@w’she Has had her
back photographed, “anl the picture is
displayed - in a Fifti? venue window.
There is only a glimpse'6f her face, but
the shoulder blades lopm up in a cloud
of tulle. There is generally a crowd
about the window, and the protogra-
pher is profiting. -

Not the least prominént of next win-
ter's “buds” wilk be' Miss Katherine
Lawrence, daughter: of Prescott Law-
rence. Though the family passes most
of its time abread, therdaughter will be
launched m New ¥égk:. The Law-
rences travel a great deal. and last
winter they lved im- St. “Petersburg.
where Mrs. Lawrence had a glimpse of
court life through the good- offices of
Ambassador McCormick.. ‘The conven-
tional has never appealed to Mrs. Law-
rence, and it has been years simve she
occupied her ‘villa in Bellevue avenue,
Newport. ' The daughter is ‘scarcely
nineteen years old and. she is known
little in this country. She has the dark
brown hair and bright eomplexion that
characterizes the Bulkeleys.  In the
eighties and before his marriage, Pres-
cott ‘Lawrence was one of the best
dressed men in New York. He be-
longed to the jolly crowd that included
Hermann Oelrichs, Robert Hargous,
Woodbury Kaneand ‘Oliver Harriman.

Conditions “Which-Justify Use of-Alcohol
1. When the pulse is persistently weak.

2. When there. is, persistént high tem-
perature, - 3 :

3. When there is nervous exhaustion,

4. When there is ¥remor or low de-
lirium.

5.. When the digestive system fails to-
do its work. .

6. When the aged are feeble or ex-
hausted. Ao R

i. Cases of shock or aceident.—From

“Food and Cogkery for the Sick-and Con-
valescent,” by Fannie Merritt Farmer,

CURRENT VERSE

A Ballade of Disappearances

The North Pole does not bother me,
The talk of radiwm is’'a bore,
I care not in the least degree
For - medical or chemic lore,
The ologies I long fereswore,
The isms for me have lost their spell,
This is the thought I ponder o’er—
Where are the books that do not sell?

It matters not if fair and free

Great airshi throu the ether soar,
I do net care how skilifully

Some ancient tablet You restore,

If broken idols you adore,

My worship you can not compel,

Here is the sum o'er which I pore—
Where are the books<that do not sell?
I do not care what egstasy 3

Is yours when Saturn. you explore,

It pleases me the mystéry -

Of Mars and Martian to ignore,

What do I care for"Wagner's score,
How aneient cities rose and fell,

What costumes were in days of yore!—
Where ‘are the beoks that do not sell?

ENVOL

Prinee, riddles have beern solved before,
And Time doth many -secrets tell,
But this confounds me more and more—
‘Where are the books. that de not sell?
—N}than M. Levy, in Leslie’s Monthly for
une, X

The Lest Bunch
Seated one day at the—pianola,
My sweetheart was singing fo me.
And her voice had all plain sailing
. TR it struck a very high C. 2

I know not what she was singing—
I hope I won’t hear it again—

But she struck one bunch of music
Like the squawk of a frightened hen,

I eould :;ugxe was t.hleoumlering swiftly,
SoIf r another song;

For the breakers were certain to breaker
In pieces before very long.

But hard as I tried to save her,
The last that I saw was she,
Wit‘llmv;t eveln a l{:‘e‘-:résen'et
Adrift ove's %
.on ~<Town Topics.

BELIEVED THE BALAAM STORY

Baltimlorean Givec Gooéd Reasons for the
Faith That Is in Him

A Baltimorean fond of arguing religious
gquestions and of “‘pinning dewn” those
with whom he comes in contact, asked an
East Baltimore minister, in the course of
a conversation several days ago, if he be-
lieved “*all of the Bible./": :

“I do,” instantly replied the good man.

“Every bit of it?"" imnsisted the ques-
tioner dubiously. 131

“I most certainly de,” was the pastor’s
reply. . >

“Do you really believe the story about
Balaam and the ass?’ asked the man,
with a slight smile. .

“Most assuredly I do.)’  responded the
clergyman, unhesitatingly.

“And you firmly believe,” insisted the
inquisitive friend, ‘‘that.the ass Balaam
rode under the iree spoke like a per-
son?"” :

“Yes, I do.,” asserted the minister, with
just the slightest suspicion’of irritation in
his veice. BI0DL 2 %

“Well,” asked theVequestioner, jn an
I've-got-you-now-tone. “Can you. tell me
how it could be possible under any cir-
cumstances you can imagine for an ass to
talk like a person?”’

““Ah, that is easy,” asserted the minis-
ter, laying his hand en 's shoulder.
‘It ig- just as [, my for an ass
to t like a man“as it is“for & man to
talk like an ass: ¥es

The man had nothing m:)re to say.—

Baltimere Sun.’ A
CASTORTIA.

Bearsthe, o1 Kind

Bignatare

She found.

tic: baronet, “the old and fat matrons.

“Shall I -draw you?’ asked he:

MOR DE COSMOS! What fas-
cination there was in the very
name, with its adreit blend of Latin,
French and Greek—Love of the World.
It might indicate his leve for all the
worid, or suggest, perchance, the im-
passioned feelings of mankind toward
him, but anyway the name suited the
actor, the greatest comedian, both on
and off the stage, of his generation.
Jones, Limited, an eminent under-

de Cogmos for his son. Jones, Limited,
was imaginative, with so acute a sym-
pathy for the fate of his clients that
he was said to suffer from an un-
quenchable thirst. Maybe he suffered
from hallucinations alse, for he was
never acknowledged as a parent by the
great De Cosmos.

. On the other hand, Mr. de Cosmos
modestly admitted to being an orphan
and a foreigner. “Ah,” he sighed. fix-
ing s burning eyes upon me, “the
subject of my parentage is so painful!
Don't tell the public—I couid not bear
publicity—but between ourselves, my
father was one of those hapless Greeks,
‘the Prince de Cosmos, who fell in bat-
tle with the Turks upen the stricken
field of Missolonghi. My arms, you
will observe,” he showed me his re-
splendent note paper, “are three Turks’
heads erased, or, on a field vert, in
memory of my ancestor whe, in the
third century, slew at a joust three
Moslem champions.”

Who does not remember the tactful
way -in which Mr. de Cosmos sent a
special envoy to cengratulate the king
of Greeee, his sovereign, on the occa-
sion of the late Turkish war?

His noble birth, his intimady with
severa] dukes on the turf, his amazing
smoothness of voice and manner, all
these and many meore especial graces
won for Mr, de Cosmos his high dis-

talent are glad to get speaking parts.
His London cempany was said te be
recruited entirely from the ranks of the
aristocracy. He is remembered for his
exquisite first night address “te the
ladies who honor the gallery with their
kind patronage.” His complexion was
the theme of verses published by Mme.

Jannette, the Beond street specialist,
alndh he was “pilled” at the Garrick
club, ‘

The repertoire of the great De Cos-
mos included Ibsen’s “Tetanus,” “Spi-
nero’s “Dawdlers,” “The Convulsions
of Mary Anne,” by Bones: "The In-
flamed Squeam, Another Uncomforta-
ble Play,” by Carrie; also “The Cor-
respondents,” “The Lasciviates” “Ab-
squatulation” and “The Additional Mi-
crobe.”

“He botched my play inte a2 mono-
logue, couldn’t remember half the lines
and mumbled the rest into his shirt
front”—so said a jealous dramatist.

“He eut all the ‘fat’ out of my part
for fear I should act him off the stage”
—so said an envious actor.

“He had an actor proof part, or the
first nighters would have found him
out at last, and wrecked the house”—
so said the Green Room club:

- “Give him a low necked dress and
high heels and he thinks he’s a cock
cherub in a tin sky”—so said the press
critics in private; but they, poor
things, have to consider the advertis-

ways praised De Cosmos by the col-
umn. Perhaps the opinion of the West
end of Londen is best sammarized in
a little anonymous pamphlet, entitled
“Ye Compleat Bounder.” ’

It is interesting to behold’ a really
great man from many points of view,

. jand it is neot for the likes of me to

challenge expert opinion; but what
did the public think of Amor de Cos-
mos? He was the idol of the suburbs;
the provinees adored him; his theater
had always boards outside announcing
“House full.”
IL—-HIS VOYAGE TO THE NEW
WORLD

Everybddy will remember the anrounce
ments  of the actor-manager’s press
agent, when, early in the autumn De

'} Cosmos tore himself away from town.

He went to refresh the United -States
with his art, to impart ‘‘tene’’ to Ameri-
can soclety, and incidentally allowed it to
be mentioned that many illustrious bach-
elors seek matrimonial alliances beyond
the Atlantic. Miss Radie Vaganza, having
“rested” for eighteen months, was en-
gaged at a nominal salary to ‘‘support”
him, experienced professional members of
the London company were dismissed, and
articled pupils of the highest socfal stand-
ing paid premiums for the thorough prac-
tical training which théy were to re-
ceive on tour. Mr. Schwindell, the affable
business manager, made all arrangements.

Mr. de Cosmos approached the new world
with the feelings of a Columbus, prepared
to endure all, dare all, conguer all, but
embarrassed by a host of difficulties. Al-
though one of his Greek ancestors had
been a pirate, he was not personally fa-
miliar with sea life, and suffered agonies
of suppressed sickness. A man of less
courage would have stayed in bed, but he
set an example to his company by daily
taking exercise on deck. Se far in life he
had enhanced his dark but brilliant com-

taker of Tootham, claimed Mr. Amor |

tinction at an age when actors of mere.

ing managers of their papers, and al-’

-~ ’ LY 3

plexion with the secret use of the least
touch upon .the cheeks -of cherry tooth
paste. This, deftly applied to -brunette
skin, gives ap exquisite“bloom, and until
the secret-was divulged the cemplexion of
Mr‘I D:' Cosmios ‘was the envy and de-
spair every true w Infortunate-
ly. a week of bmousg;;ﬁ&made his skin
a delicate yellow, whereoa the tooth paste
glowed conspicucus. Rude people smiled,
to the infinite annoyance of the aetor,
who had dressed in the gloom between
decks, and could not hnhgine what was
wrong. i PR =
Moreover, 'Miss Vaganhza, the leading
lady, had discovered that her part in ““The
Laseiviates” had been cut down into a
mere thread of adoring epithéts to punc-
tuate the speeches of Mr. de Cosmos. That
is why she d#ily-confessed the sins of the
actor-manager to a party of New York
Journalists amotg “Hér fellow passengers.
With delight they took netes of the cher-
ry tooth paste; of the 'late appearances
at the London theater of a paternal un-
dertaker in a state of hilarious intoxica-
tion; and of -the alleged pending divorge
of Mr. de Cosmos by a Southampton bar-
maid. To these statements. all the vassals
of Mr. de Cosmos added their mite, and
the journalists proposed for the great actor
a New Yeork reception. from  which he
could only ecape only by jumping over-
board. -y S - :

But it was the day before the Splenitic
entered New York that the actor’s troubles
culminated. He had tactfully provided a
saloon passage for the principals, second
cabin for the ladies and gentlemen of the
company, steerage for the rest, and drawn
the social lines with such address that
everybedy, except Mr. Schwindell, cut him
dead. Then he called a rehearsal by way
©of punishment, and the resuit was mu-
tiny, whereat the ship resounded with un-
holy joy. And then came the gale,

~ III.—HIS FATE
Mr. @de Cosmes dared not venture into

the stuffy atmosphere of the cabin, but,
attired in his gorgeous Jew coat, and two

dabs of tooth paste, . hung to
the . rail of the rain” swept
alley and braced himself againdt the
gale. Presently his business man-

ager lurched out of the smeoking room,
staggered across the reeling deck anfi.
rendered his aceount to the sea. “Come,
said De Cosmos, “brace up man! This
will never do. A.- little exercise will do
you good. Come on.”

Mr. Schwindell, too weak to resist, was
hauled away for a staggering promenade.
Sprays lashed acress the deck. and little
seas lollopped over the rail, chasing the
sufferers, without quite catching them.

‘“Tomorrow,” said De Cosmos, in his
wonderful veice, which boomed like gun-
fire. rolled like thunder, and expressed
more emotion than the actor could ever
have felt, “tomorrow we'll be singing
the American contracts in New Yotk.”

“What I mean to say is, Guv'nor’'—

“Exactly. If the péople don't want to
sign for the tour, that’'s their lookout.
Perhaps they'd rather be turned adrift.”

“But what I mean, don't you know, is
this""— g Pt

“Oh, Miss Vaganza! Well, tell her that
contracts made at home fer America are
illegal from the moment we land in the
United States™ o

“But. Guvagr, don’t you know you
promiseds’— - b

‘““To ‘star’ the-lady? Whese tour is it—
hers or mine? 'She shan’t play the lawyer
over me. And besides.” added De Cosmos,
with a vague gesture, as though he were
taking his brains "and throwing them
away, “we are artists—let her behave
as an artist, and think of her duty to me.
America waits,” he_ cried, “for Amor de
Cosmos!"”

The Splenitic paused dead in the midst
of a lurch, the gale gave place to an in-
stant of breathless calm. teo windwasd,
towering against the dusk appeared an
enormous sea, which curled over, and
crashed down its shattering weight upon
the deck. Two gasping, struggling men
floated up to the surfaece of the flood. One,
hurled against the standing rigging, was
caught as in a net, while the other, the
great De Cosmos, was carried onward
into the pitiless Atlantie.

The big sea had done considerable dam-
age, carrying away one boat, staving an-
other. A quartermaster, who saw De
Cosmos go, reported at ence to the
bridge, the officer on duty made haste to
throw lifeboats with flares; to reverse
the engines and make a lee for the lower-
ing of a lifeboat. He did everything pes-
sible, a show ef zeal where there could
be no hope., then the Splenitic resumed
her course, bearing the news to New York
of the actor’s death. 3

For some months the admirers of De
Cosmos mourned his fate, but in time the
members of his company found fresh en-
gagements. Mr. Schwindell. the business
manager, departed from theatrical eircles,
leaving ne address, new events absorbed
all public attention, and Amor de Cos-
mos passed out of memory.

IV.—AND AFTERWARD

One morning my housekeeper appeared
as usual with the letters, the paper and
my breakfast. ‘“Please, sir,”” says she,
drawing her hand beneath her nose,
‘‘there’s a man to see you.” 3

“What man?”’

“Calied me ‘my hearty,” sir, and He's
like one of them sailors at the Adeilphi,
sir.”” ;

“Show him in, when ygu've cleared my
breakfast.”

Never had seafaring. man such a roll-
ing galt as my visitor, as he lurched
through the doorway. Never, on the stage

m

Information

There are probably a good many
persons that are not thoroughly
familiar with our line of pianos,
the quality of the goods, the prices, h
\j terms, etc. We want every one whe 2
is thinking of buying a piano to.
know what we have to offer, and
80 we have just published a litfle | 8
book, handsomely illustrated, which §
tells all about our line, prices, terms |
of payment and all you want to
knew. We will send it free to any-
one who will send us their name
and address. Send for it at once.

A Musical Story
Briefly Told

W.J. DYER & BRO.

Largest Music House in the North-
west.

-

Sole Agents Steinway and Knabe

Pianos.
17 Dyer Bidg. ST. PAUL, MINN.

or in Christmas supplement, was there
sailor man who more thoroughly dressed
the part. His sea boots, his jersey, his
sou'wester, his tanned face, his bright
eyes, made him a wonderful apparitien
in mid-London. He crashed down into a
chair, produced a plug of tobacco and a
knife, began to shred a handful for his
pipe, and laughed aloud at my resentment,

“Don’'t krow me from Adam, eh?”

“*Confound you, no.”

He swept off his sou'wester,

“De Cosmeos!” I velled.

“Identified at last,” said the actor.
“When I went to the club just now the
porter fainted and the other idiots ran.
It's good, though—to get back.”

“Back to the world?”’

“To my little world. It seems rather
small now, and I don't feel quite so big
somehow myself. That beggar at the
corner is still selling the same old bex of
matches, and the nations seem to have
worried along with their business, and
London didn’t put up her shutters ’cause
I went out. When I set my new course
I won't carry quite such a spread of ean-
vas.”

“How did it happen?
could Hive in that sea.”
De Cosmos rammed the tobacco home in
his pipe with a grimy thumb. “I swim.,”
he said, “like a duck. "~ Of course, I had
to wriggle out of my fur coat and packet,
and when I came up to breathe there was
an upturned boat close by me—lost from
the ship. I Iaid held, and after a while
a schooner came driving by.  She salved
the adjacent wreckage and was glad to
pick up a spare boat; got $100 for it aft-

erward.” —

“And they saved you?”

“That was a drawbaek. The old man
wanted to know what sins he'd commit-
fed that he should have to feed a waster,
My money was lost, you see, with the
jacket, and nobody had ever heard of
Amor de Cosmos. The skipper signed me
on as boy—shilling a month.” - :

“Do you know,” said I ‘‘that Schwindell
snatched and ran?”

“So that's true? I felt it. I felt a
good many things when I was drowning.”

“De Cosmeos!” said L

“Jones—at your service,”” he answered.
“William Jones, ordinary seaman. Amor
de Cosmos was drowned, thank heaven!
Tell me” (he seemed to brace himself
against coming trouble), “what was that
De Cosmeos like?”

“You want the truth?”’ s

“I can stand ail that’s eaming now.”

Crossing to my bookcase I found him
a copy of “Ye Compleat Bounder,” which
he began te read. .

His lips were quivering when he looked
up at last. ““Was it so bad as that?”

I could not answer.

“AnN artist and not quite a man?”

“Not quite a man.”

“May I keep this book?”

“Yes. Will you shake hands?”

His hand wrung mine like a steel vise.

“And now,” he steod up. stretching
himself, “Willilam Joneg is going to try
for a job on the stage and start afresh.”

They said nothing

“Don't be a fool!” said I. ‘“‘take the
name you made famous.”

“I'm ashamed of that.”

“Live that dewn.”’

“By jove, vou're right. I shall!”

Now that the great comedian plays
once more to crowded audiences, he has
instructed me to write this testimonial
as to what he was and as to what he
learned in the valley of the shadow of

death.—Black and White.
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