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I CONTRA PORRAZOI 
By Philip Firmln. 

THE winter climate of California 
is very delightful, especially at 

the great Hotel Balboa, but even 
there clouds are not unknown and 
Btorms occur at times. Similarly the 
relationship between Col. Talbot and 
his daughter Josephine was said by 
their sentimental friends to be a 
beautiful one—for they loved each 
other devotedly, and were seldom sep
arated—nevertheless, it had its peri
ods of disturbance, when they failed 
to agree, and when each spoke freely 
according to the family custom. 

The colonel was a man of large 
means, whose home was in an eastern 
city. He had taken a suite of rooms 
in the Balboa for the winter, for a 
party which consisted of himself, his 
daughter, aged 23, and his sister, a 
•natron of about his own age. There 
was also a maid. 

The season was about half-over 
when the trouble between the colonel 
and Miss Josephine began. The storm 
center at the outset was a certain 
Harry Grandin. Some time later a 
second area of disturbance was cre
ated around a widow, a Mrs. Bronson, 
but this was declared by the colonel 
not to be a genuine casus belli, but 
merely a counter-irritant—and an at
tempt to get up a side-issue. 

"It seems very strange," said Jo
sephine, "that the person I love best 
in all the world, my own father, is the 
only one that thinks I am a perfect 
fright." 

"I don't think anything of the kind!" 
cried the colonel, indignantly. "You 
are an exceptionally handsome woman, 
as your mother was before you, and I 
know it, as well as—as you do." He 

"finished with a grin. 
"Then why do you always assume 

that every man that pays me the slight
est attention does so merely because of 
your money?" She beamed on him, as 
one does who has scored. 

"I don't assume it of everyone—" be
gan the colonel. 

"That is not rich and bald and stu
pid." 

"My dear," said the colonel, solemn-
ly. "there are some things in this world 
that your old dad knows a little more 
about than you do, and money is one of 
them. There are two parts to getting 
rich. One is to make money, and the 
other is to hold on to it. The first of 
these is easy enough, but the second 
is deadlj' hard. Who was the English
man who said that whenever he woke 
up in the morning in the city of Paris 
and suddenly remembered that the 
place contained, according to police sta
tistics, over 60,000 people who would 
rob him if they got a chance, it threw 
him into a blue funk? Now I have 
some money, I admit; there is enough 
to allow us to take life easy, and to 
do pretty much as we please, within 
reason. I have put it in the best pos
sible shape to leave to you when I pass 
out. But how long do j-ou think it will 
last, if some rascally young spend
thrift should have a chance at it, as 
your husband? So I would rather sus
pect 99 innocent ones than have you 
caught on the hundredth one who would 
play the mischief with your happi
ness." 

"You must be pretty well through 
with the 99," said Josephine. 

"Like enough," said her father. "In 
that case our young friend Grandin 
must be the hundredth that is spe
cially to be looked out for." 

"Now to go back to the point from 
which this talk started," said Jo
sephine, "I believe I told you that there 
wias to be a fishing party to-morrow, 
end that Mr. Grandin asked Aunt Har
riet and me to go. What do you 
think?" 

"Do just as you please about it," said 
the colonel. "You can't lure me into 
forbidding things, so as to make in in
teresting. I am merely giving you a 
little tip, Dodie, my dear, because I 
love you." 

Miss Josephine flung herself over the 
arm of the colonel's chair, and put her 
arms about his neck. "Oh, dad, I love 
you, too. Sometimes I almost wish 
that there wasn't any money for us to 
pet all mixed up about." 

"Stick to that 'almost,'Dodie." 
"And, say, dad, you don't mind my 

giving you a tip, do you?" 
The colonel looked a little uncom

fortable. 
"It's about the widow, you know." 
"Whom do you mean?" he asked, 

with dignity; "Mrs. Bronson?" 
"Who else? You are not interested 

in more than one widow, are you? I 
heard the other day that her first was 
a butcher. Think of it—the poor little 
lamb!" 

"He was a Kansas City meat man," 
caid the colonel, indignantly; "and I 
should think you and your aunt might 
find something better to spend your 
time in than mere gossip." 

Whenever the conversation shifted to 
the subject of the widow, Col. Talbot 
felt himself at a great disadvantage, as 
is always the case with simple inno
cence, when it is called upon to face 
adroit insinuation and the suspicion 
that lurks in a tone rather than in the 
spoken words. Itis true that he admired 
Mrs. Bronson, for she was pretty, and 
dressed in modest, becoming style, and 
she was a bright and entertaining talk
er. Yes, he must admit that he liked 
her best of all the women at the Bal
boa; the others, who were of suitable 
age for his companionship, were, too 
dull, or were taken up with daughters, 
or devoted to complaining husbands. 
Her father had been a Loyal Legion 
Snan, as he was, and she could remem

ber something of the war—just enovfk 
for him to fix her age at 15 years less 
than his own—and this gave one fruit* 
ful topic of conversation. She admired 
Scott and Dickens, and disdained the 
"aew stuff," as he did. Longfellow was 
her favorite poet—and his. Her tastes 
and interest* were simple and domes
tic, yet she was greatly diverted by the 
colonel's experiences in business and 
politics. The other women were civil 
to her, but a little distant. This may 
have been due to the suspicious hints 
let fall by Josephine and her aunt, or 
it may have arisen simply from the 
fact that she was a widtow. All single 
women and most married one* think 
that the widow should take her place 
on the funeral pyre, beside the body of 
the husband, after the Inddqf fashion. 

When the fishing party had departed, 
the next morning, the colonel betook 
himself to the bowling-alley, whither 
none but a few old enthusiasts ever 
came. At one end of the long room, 
in a little alcove, there was a window 
that looked out over the ocean. The 
widow was fond of this quiet, secluded 
spot, and on days when Josephine and 
her aunt were away, the colonel usually 
found her there. She had a soft crepe 
shawl over her rounded shoulders, and 
she was busy over a beaded purse. 

She scarcely looked up from her work 
as he approached and seated himself 
by her side. "Are you going to play?" 
she asked; and he replied, accordingto 
the regular formula: "Presently. May 
I sit here?" 

"Certainly." She looked innocently 
beyond him, toward the alley. "Did 
your daughter come down with you?" 
Miss Josephine never played. 

"She has gone fishing with her aunt 
and the rest of them. Why didn't you 
go too?" 

As a matter of fact the widow had 
not been asked. "I do not care for 
fishing," she said, and as she did so 
she baited her hook with a sweet 
smile and threw it out toward him. 
The colonel's old heart gave a youth
ful jump, and his hand trembled a lit
tle, as he readjusted his eyeglasses. 

"I took pains to find out whether 
you were to be of the party," said 
he: "and when I found you were not 
going, I decided that I did not care 
for fishing, myself." 

It is about half a mile from the 
boat landing to the entrance of the 
Balboa. As the fishing party walked 
this distance one small detachment, 
consisting of Miss Josephine and Mr. 
Grandin, fell so far behind and moved 
so slowly that even the sympathetic 
Aunt Harriet glared fiercely at them 
as they came upon the steps. 

Mr. Grandin was another who did 
not care much for fishing. He was 
saying: "People were altogether too 
thick in that beastly little boat. I 
have not had a word alone with you 
all day." 

"Anything to say?" 
"Only the same thing." 
"You may say it just once." 
"I love you." 
"Walk faster; I can see my fa*her 

looking at us from the corner of the 
piazza." 

"And the widow is with him—your 
step-mamma that is to be." 

"Don't you dare to say it. If I 
thought so, I would marry the first 
man that asked me." 

"I will be the first." 
Next morning a letter and a news

paper lay beside the colonel's plate 
^rthen he came down to breakfast a 
little in advance of his daughter and 
sister. He recognized the same ad
dress on both—that of his attornev 
in the eastern city where he resided 
—and he broke the seal of the letter 
with some eagerness: 

"My Dear Colonel: I got the stuff print
ed in the Times, just as you asked, though 
they would not use your name. It points 
to you plainly enough, however. I don't 
understand the game, but you probably 
know what you are doing. Is there a hen 
on in the Blue Elephant? Should I buy or 
sell? Sounds funny to read that th« fail
ure of the mine will affect your fortunes, 
remembering, as I do, how cleverly you 
sneaked out of it unscathed a year ago. 

"As you requested, I have started an in
quiry about the young man Grandin, and 
will be ready to report on him in a few 
days. What is the matter? Another moth 
at Josephine's flame? My dear fellow, I 
have told you a thousand times that you 
are too supicious. 

"Yours, A. G. W." 
Then the colonel unfolded the news

paper and, finding the marked pas
sage, read as follows: 

"Politics Is Money.—It is rumored that 
the true reason for the sudden withdrawal 
of a well-known citizen from the sena
torial race, and his departure for California, 
was not at alt his friendship for the gov
ernor, as was alleged at the time, but 
the disastrous failure of an enterprise in 
which he was financially involved to a 
very considerable extent. When the Blue 
Elephant went to pieces, the event was not 
supposed to have any political sugnificance, 
but its largest owner was known to be a 
certain colonel who is now suddenly out of 

politics. It costs money to be a senator in 
this state, and the pastime is well enough 
for millionaires. But a fortune that is re
duced to bare bones, and which perhaps 
scarcely exists at all, will not stand such a 
strain." 

The colonel smiled grimly as he 
read the article, and several times 
during the course of the breakfast, 
which he ate by himself, without 
waiting for the ladies, he chuckled, as 
though something on his mind was 
affording him great amusement. 

When Miss Josephine and her aunt 
came into the room he drew a long 
face and, handing his daughter the 
paper with the marked portion ex
posed, he said: "It is out at last. 
Excuse me, but I must go over to the 
city to be gone all day. Don't worry, 
my daughter; there is enough for us 
to live on, in a way." Then he hur
ried out of the room. 

"Oh," said Josephine, "it was only 
yesterday that I said to father that 
I almost wished he would lose all his 
money." 

"How could you wish such a wicked 
thing," cried her aunt, reproachfully. 
"Now you see what has happened." 

They were just beginning to read 
the article through tor the thini time 
when Josephine looked up and said: 
"Here comes Mr. Grandin." 

"Hide it," said her aunt. 
"Indeed I shall not. I intend that 

he shall see it first of all." 

"Good morning, lb*. Blake; 
morning. Miss Talbot. May I ait 
here? I did not see jou ladies any
where last evening." 

"We played 'porrazo* in our rooms 
with the colonel and Mr. Edmunds. 
Do you play 'porrazo,' Mr. Grandin?" 

"I tried it once, Mrs. Blake, but I 
do not approve of a game where you 
lay down a card and say 'porrazo,' 
with great triumph, only to have the 
next person to you lay down another 
card and say 'contra porrazo,' and 
take it all away from you. Where is 
the colonel, by the way?" 

"He has gone to the city for the 
day." 

"There is something here that I 
wish you to read, Mr. Grandin," said 
Josephine, handing him the paper. 

The young man read the article, 
and brought his lips together in a 
bunch. 

"This refers to Col. Talbot, I take 
it," said he. 

Josephine nodded. 
"And it means that he has lost his 

money?" 
Josephine nodded again, and her 

aunt looked sadly into her coffee cup. 
"Does this involve you in any way, 

Mrs. Blake?" 
"Not at all." 
Mr. Grandin smiled cheerfully. 
"I suppose I ought to be decently 

sympathetic," said he, "but it is des
perately hard work. This affects no 
one, it appears, but Col. Talbot, and 
my regard for him is entirely by 
proxy. I am ready to take his loving 
daughter's word for it that he is a 
delightful character, but he has 
never shown that side of himself to 
me." 

"But it affects me," cried Josephine. 
"Don't you see that?" 

"Not a bit of it," said Mr. Grandin. 
"I am going to take care of you, and 
I have a great plenty." Mrs. Blake 
looked up in surprise, and he ad
dressed himself to her. "This is a 
matter which I would have taken up 
with Col. Talbot, if he had ever given 
me a chance, but his manner toward 
me during the last week or so has 
been such as to make it impossible 
for me to address him On any subject. 
I don't blame him. I am sure that 
if I had such a precious object to 
guard, I should be a Cerberus, too." 

He took a card from his pocket and 
wrote some names upon it. "Here is a 
bank," said he, "and a firm of attor
neys, and a well-known business house, 
all of them located in the city where I 
live. Now if the colonel wishes to 
make inquiry of any of these he will 
find out, I think, all that he needs to 
know about me as a son-in-law." 

Mrs. Blake picked the card up doubt
fully and placed it in thebag that hung 
at her side. She stood a good deal in 
awe of her brother. 

When the young people were alone a 
few minutes later, Josephine said: "I 
heard where you were last evening." 

Grandin shoo.c his head sadly. 
"What a small place a big hotel is," 
he said. 

"Are you anxious to make yourself 
still more unpopular with my fa
ther?" 

"I wanted to see what sort of a 
step-mother-in-law I was likely to 
have—that was all." 

"What do you think of her?" 
"I agree with you. She won't do 

at all. Something must be—by Jove! 
Where is that paper? Let me have 
it for awhile, will you? I have an 
idea." 

He took the paper and went off in 
search of the widow, whom he pres
ently found sitting alone. She liked 
attentions from young men, and 
Grandin was a delightful talker. 

A second letter from "A. G. W.," 
which arrived a day or two later, 
conveyed to the colonel some informa-
tion about Mr. Grandin that caused 
him to open wiue his eyes and wliis- , 
tie softly to himself. The colonel was | 
not exactly a worshiper of wealth, 1 

but he found it easy to respect a man 
who was worth several times as much 
money as he was, and he started out 
immediately to apologize, and make 
amends. In his search he came upon 
the widow, bonneted and cloaked and 
accompanied by her maid. 

"Good-by," she cried, airily; "I am 
off." 

"Off!" exclaimed the colonel, in as
tonishment. He had seen but little 
of her during the last few days, but , 
had supposed that was due to acci
dent. 

"Yes, to the Pizarro and then back 
east," she said. "Thank you and your 
dear daughter and sister for being so 
kind to me." Her manner was pat
ronizing, not to say contemptuous, 
and the colonel, who had grown ac
customed to her soft, confiding ways, 
was too astounded to do anything ex
cept stare at her as 6he vanished 
down the corridor. 

Mr. Grandin would listen to no 
apologies or explanations, but grasped 
the colonel's hand and shook it 
warmly. Then they had a brandy and 
soda together. 

"That newspaper story." said the 
colonel, "was a faise. I did not lose 
anything in the Blue Elephant." 

"You didn't?" cried Mr. Grandin; 
and he laughed. 

"No," said the colonel; and he ex
plained how and why he had se
cured it$ publication. At this Mr. 
Grandin laughed a good deal more. 

"You see," said the colonel, "I have 
always had a horror of a marriage 
in my family with any kind of a mer
cenary element in it. If such a mar
riage could be avoided by a little rusa 
like that, I thought I would be justi
fied in resorting to it. Dcc't you 
agree with me?" 

Mr. Grandin laughed again, buc he 
said that he entirely agreed with the 
colonel. He had heard of tae wid
ow's departure, a little while befon 
and he knew that that danger wa» 
passed. He reserved his part of the 
confession, however, until some other 
occasion when it might be needed. 
—San Francisco Argonaut. 

PUNGENT PARAGRAPHS. 

His Recommendation. She—"Would 
you recommend any particular method 
of learning golf?" He—"Decidedly! 
Coeducation."—Boston Gazette. 

Uncle Hob—"Well. Johnny, are you 
at the head of your class?" Johnny— 
'No, but I can lick the fellow that is!" 
—Answers. 

"One would not expect to findi ego
tism among postage stamps," re
marked the snake editor to the horse 
editor. "No." "And yet when 1 put a 
few postage stamps in my pocket I 
soon find them stuck on themselves."-— 
Pittsburgh Chronicle. 

"What did you do when that horrid 
Mr. Waxem proposed 10 you?" "He 
proposed by letter, and I simply re
turned the proposal after writing 
icross the face of the envelope: 'Opened 
by mistake,' and then signed my name 
to it."—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 

Her Father—"And what are your 
prospects?" Her Lover (with dignity) 

don't know, sir. I am not so mer
cenary as to inquire." Her Father— 
"What do you mean by that?" Her 
Lover "I mean that it never occurred 
to me to look you up in Bradstreet's." 

Philadelphia North American. 
"People sometimes find, pearls in 

oysters, do they not?" inquired the 
young girl, as the waiter placed a 
steaming stew before her. "Yes." re-
plied the popular burlesque actress, 
who had asked her out to lunch. "And'.'1 

she continued, with a flourish of her 
jeweled fingers, "occasionally one gets 
a diamond out of a lobster."—Phila
delphia Press. 

Young Hopeful—"Mamma, it's very 
cowardly to thump a little boy when 
he's down, isn't it?" Fond Parent— 
"Of course, my dear; you know that 
quite well, "iou've never done such a 
thing, I trust." Young Hopeful—"Oh 
no, mamma; but Tommy Jones did." 
Fond Parent—"But didn't you try tc 
prevent him?" Young Hopeful—"] 
couldn't, mamma—I—er—was holding 
the boy."—Ally Sloper. ° 

They had called to solicit the firm's 
assistance for a local charity.—Greene 

"Suppose we ask this gentleman that 
is coming up the aisle." Gray—'"No: 
he is dressed too well, and has too much 
the air of enterprise and activity. He 
is undoubtedly an underling on a small 
salary, ^e will tackle that slouchy-
looking woe-begone little man at the 
desk. He is sure to be the head of the 
establishment.' —Boston Transcript, 

IMPORT THEIR WQMEN. 

Fatherland KiirniKlicx Many Hnngn. 
rlan nriilen Who ( rom the 

Ocean fur Homes. 

The old colonial scheme of bargain-
ing for wives has become populai 
among the Hungarian residents oi 
Schoenville. A score of blooming dam
sels from the fair plains of the Danube 
lately arrived in Pittsburgh and hur
ried at once to the new settlement, 
where they will soon become the bet
ter halves of as many husky workmen 
employed in the Pressed Steel car 
works. The method of the Virginia 
planters in purchasing a spouse for a 
few pounds of tobacco will be followed 
in a certain measure in Schoenville. Oi 
course there will be no open barter
ing and money is not likely to be ex
changed, but nevertheless the men whe 
claim the hands of the Hungarian 
maidens must be able to show that 
they are able to support the brides who 
have journeyed so far to complete the 
conjugal happiness of the mall men. 
Since the founding of the new town 
on the banks of the Ohio there has 
been an amazing dearth of marriage
able women in the community. Amer
ican girls of the Gibson type, the tailor-
made variety or the favorite silk-lined 
beauties do not meet with much favoi 
in the eyes of Schoenville, says the 
Philadelphia Press. 

The would-be bridegrooms there are 
compelled to get up early and work 
late, so that there is little opportunity 
to go a-courting beyond their own 
neighborhood. Finally the news of the 
scarcity of eligible girls in Schoenville 
drifted beyond'the sea. It was a pleas
ant duty for Cupid to perform, and 
when he whispered the glad tidings 
under the cottage windows on the far
away plains of Hungary he was greeted 
with many a rapturous sigh. Twenty 
girls w ere willing to risk the tempests 
of an autumn voyage on the Atlantic 
to become the brides of happy homes 
in America, and. banding themselves 
together with Cupid, they came over 
under the love god's tender care. When 
they reached their journey's end the 
entire population of the town was on 
hand to receive them". Two engage
ments had been announced before noon 
and others will follow in rapid succes
sion. Courtships will be short in 
Schoenville. and other maidens soon 
will.be imported. As may be supposed, 
the task of having and holding a wife 
in the new town is not one of extreme 
ease. ancTthe men who have been made 
happy will treat, their wives well. 

Windmill Power for Dynamoc. 
A new idea for utilizing the power 

of the wind in order to produce elec
tricity has just been made known. 
Windmills are too uncertain to permit 
of their, being used for driving dyna
mos, so it is proposed that windmills 
be used to pump water into a high res
ervoir or tank, and this water would 
drive a dynamo in an ordinary way by 
means of a turbine. Although the 
windmill might work fitfully, it would 
be sufficient to keep up a constant sup
ply of water so that the production of 
electricity would be continuous.— 
Science. 

IntereatinB. 
Gent—What is the reason you charge 

twice as much for m\- cuffs as you did 
formerly? 

Washerwoman—Because you have 
begun making pencil notes on them. 

"What difference does that make?" 
"The girls waste so much time in 

trying to make them out."—N. Y. 
World. 

SKINTORTURES 
And every Distressing Irritation 
of the Skin and Scalp Instantly 

Relieved by a Bath with 

And a single anointing with CUTICURA, the 
great skin cure and purest of emollients. This 
treatment, when followed in severe cases by mild 
doses of CUTICURA RESOLVENT, to cool 
and cleanse the blood, is the most speedy, perma
nent, and economical cure for torturing, disfigur
ing, itching, burning, bleeding, scaly, crusted, and 
pimply skin and scalp humors with loss of hair 
ever compounded* 

Millions of Women 
USE CUTICURA SOAP* assisted by Cuticura Ointment, 

for preserving, purifying, and beautifying the skin, for 
cleansing the scalp of crusts, scales, and dandruff, and the stop
ping of falling hair, for softening, whitening, and soothing red, 
rough, and sore hands, for baby rashes, itchings, and chafings, in 
the form of baths for annoying irritations and inflammations, or too 
free or offensive perspiration, in the form of washes for ulcerative 
weaknesses, and many sanative antiseptic purposes which readily 
suggest themselves to women and mothers, and for all the purposes 
of the toilet, bath, and nursery. No amount of persuasion can in
duce those who have once used these great skin purifiers and beau-
tifiers to use any others. CUTICURA SOAP combines delicate 
emollient properties derived from CUTICURA, the great skin 
cure, with the purest of cleansing ingredients and the most refresh
ing of flower odors. No other medicated soap ever compounded 
is to be compared with it for preserving, purifying, and beautify
ing the skin, scalp, hair, and hands. No other foreign or domestic 
toilet soap, however expensive, is to be compared with it for all 
the purposes of the toilet, bath, and nursery. Thus it combines 
in ONE SOAP at ONE PRICE, viz* TWENTY-FIVE CENTS, 
the BEST skin and complexion soap, the BEST toilet and BEST 
baby soap in the world. 
Complete External and Internal Treatment for Every Humor. 

t • Confuting of CDTICHBA SOAP (2be.), to cleanse tho skin of crests and 
scales and coften the thickened cuticle, CDTIODRA OINTMENT (50C ) 

• 111 111! 11 Jfk i° instantly allay itching, inflammation, and irritation, and soothe and 
U heal. aDd COTICURA RESOLVENT (50C.), to cool and cleansc the blood 

_ _ _  _ _  " A  SINOLESBT is often sufficient to cure the most torturing. diB(ieuriii»" 
TUF \FT tl OK i^ing. burning, and scaly skin, scalp, and blood humoi»^th Iqm £f 
I n C  w b l |  t o i r ,  when »U else &ils. Bold throughout the world. 


