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H Place The Blame Where It Belongs

the general discussion on the high cost ofIN
, living from which no community is suffering

H more than our own, it is high timo that the blame
H be placed where it belongs and that the people be
H informed through figures that cannot lie just why
H they are being charged the exhorbitant prices
H that prevail.
H Practically all of the batteries are turned
H against the beef trust and other supposed food
H trusts, in other words, the wholesalers, when as
H a matter of fact, the fault is not theirs but the
H retailers are to blame and tliey know it. There
H are lots of daily newspapers that know it too,
H but they don't dare tell the truth to their sub- -

H scribcrs. If they did it would be a much easier
H matter for those forces which we hope are strong- -

H ly organized to remedy the outrages to have some- -

H thing more definite to work on.
H Locally there is a Retail Grocers association
H wliich absolutely controls prices, and the differ- -

H ence between the prices they pay for the prod- -

H ucts they sell and the prices they charge to the
H consumers is something awful. When they are
H asked the reason for it they will tell you about
H their high rents, the high price they pay their
H clerks, the high cost of doing business, the per- -

H ccntage of loss on credits, and the general over--

head. Most of them are not telling the truth
H and with the highest kind of an overhead there
H is nothing to justify the percentage of profit they
H are making. They gloat among themselves over
H the prices they are charging, quietly intimating
H that the time has arrived to make a killing, and
H they are doing it, robbing the public at the ex- -

H pense of the concerns who supply them, or to
H' put it differently, those people who are not re- -

H sponsible for the high cost of food.
H The probe that has been begun in the east has
H already brought the retailers in certain lines to
H time, and the reductions they have made in cer--

ta,in commodities which they are selling at a good
profit show conclusively that they could have

H done it long ago. Similar reductions should be
m forced locally. For instance, meat is selling to
H the retailers here today at less than it was four
fl years ago. The best steer meat can be bought
M by them for $9, and that of cows and heifers at

H' $8 on the carcass. Fork sausage is 13 cents to
M the trade. The wholesalers in meat make less than
H one-fourt- h of a cent a pound, and if they made
M half a cent a pound they would .be the possessors
H of untold riches in no time. Beef that can be
m bought at the above figures will cut
m steaks, and make profit for the retailer, but the
H housewife is paying him 30 to 35 cents right now.
H Reference is made to the price of pork sausage as
m an example. Are there any housewives buying it
H for less than from 25 to 40 cents a pound?
M There was a drop in potatoes here a few days

H ago, but instead of the retailers giving their cus- -

H tomers the advantage of the decline they raised
H the price, and similar examples could be made of
H a long list of commodities considered necessary
H in the daily food supply of every household.
H In like manner, purveyors of clothes for men
Hi and women mark their goods upon first arrival at
H' prices out of all proportion gradually reducing
H them as the season advances in accordance with
Rr what the demand has been and in the meantime
H' certain merchants have stuck to one price at a
H; fair profit and they seem to be doing very well
H' without holding anybody up.
Hi . The average profit made by a wholesale grocer
H is a little less than 7 per cent gross, but when
H' those groceries get into the retail store, through
HI an association that fixes the prices and fixes them
H' high, the retailer makes the public pay the limit
Hj' and in consequence there is many a family right
Hi' in this city today in these supposedly prosperous
Hi times lacking in many of the necessities of life,
HI because they cannot afford to contribute to the
Hi coffers of the retailers where the surplus is piling
H up.

If Main street rent' is high, too high in many
instances, we'll admit, and if all other expenses
are proportionate for doing business in the heart
of the city, what is the reason that the grocer in
the residence district several blocks removed, or
those in the business district away from the high
rent zone, charge the same price as the man on
Main street? Couldn't they afford to do business
at a good profit with prices a little less than the
other man charges if they were not bound by an
agreement with the retailers' trust to keep figures
at the same price? And when any of them tell
you of the high wages they are paying their
clerks, it is to laugh. At least the clerks laugh
even in their grief at the long hours and small
pay they get, and the public "well knows that
they are not liberally paid, and that the employ-

ers are making the statements that they are mere-
ly as an additional excuse for the holdup.

Anybody can get wholesale prices by asking
the wholesaler in meat or groceries, or clothing,
and they can get the retail prices by going in
any store and inquiring. The difference between
is the story of the high cost of living, and the
blame rests entirely with the retailers and no-

body else, except such wholesalers, and there are
some of them locally notorious for their methods
of doing business, who insist on retailers selling
their products at a fixed price much too high.

The high cost of living which seems such a
great problem would be greatly simplified if the
proper authorities would start a local probe and
concentrate their first investigations on the prices
charged by retail grocers.

THE GHOST OF A VIOLIN

uT0 I believe in psychic phenomena? Now,U that is a question I find a trifle difficult to
answer."

The doctor leaned his handsome old head
against the cushions, in deep thought. Outside,
the March winds howled and shrieked among the
gables. A carnival of wind-devil- awake and
aware, rendered the Snuggery a veritable haven.
I made no response. There was sure to be some-
thing worth the listening Avhen my friend, the doc-

tor, came out of his brown study. At last, with
a lengthy yawn, he knocked the ashes from his
pipe, hitched his chair a trifle nearer the blazing
logs, and began:

"I do not attempt to explain this experience
of mine, but I will at least vouch for the truth of
what I saw and heard. At the same time I admit
its improbability.

"One night I say in my office just such a
night as this cold and blustering. I had a wake-

ful mood upon me, and was idly turning over the
odds and ends that had accumulated upon my
desk, when I came to a large envelope containing
wedding cards. It had been overlooked in the
mass of the morning mail. The girl was quite a
favorite of mine; one in whom I felt a special
interest. Margaret Kenneth was seemingly the
usual city maiden, very sure of herself and not
given to troublesome impulses. Pretty enough to
insure social success that acme of the average
woman's ambition.

"Yet, I had fancied there was more to her,
under the veneer, than, appeared on the surface.
I felt rather savage over her choice one of those
unexceptional nullities that the world vesents.
Their shining light is a standing provocation to
the normal man and I hope I am a man" and
he glared at me over his' spectacles In belligerent
fashion. I ventured no response, and ho went
on;

"I did a good bit of comfortable growling over
modern mothers, and 'things that are,' when I
was startled by a violent peal of the bell. An-

other instant and Mrs. Kenneth's maid stood in
the door.

"Dr. Bridges! Mrs. Kenneth! Oh, please

come quick to "Miss' Margaret!. Don't wait' for
anything! Come now!" ' i"

"The woman was almost incoherent evidently
something was very wrong at the Kenneths'i With-
out waiting for a cab, I half ran the four blacks
in the teeth of the storm. Mrs. Kenneth mot
me at the vestibule. Evidently she, too, was on
the verge of hysterics. It was a full minute be-

fore she could control herself sufficiently to tell
me that Margaret was dying. I followed to her
daughter's room. Just four hours past I had met
her at the Blythes' 'at home,' radiant in full
health, and there she lay among the pillows, white
as a dead woman. Her big brown eyes flared
wide; the pupils distended until the iris was bare-
ly visible. There was a threadlike vibration of
the pulse, nothing more, to show tt"a life existed.
Evidently she had received some Urrible shock.

"All that the mother and maid could tell me
was that she had returned from the Blythes' quite
early, had bidden her mother good night, and as
she stood in the door of the library, counted the
strokes of the hall clock eleven. Some fifteen '

minutes later Mrs. Kenneth heard her scream and
the sound of a fall. When they reached her she
was lying as I now saw her, with that fixed stare.

"Distinct and unmistakable, the two women
heard the music of a violin that lasted, they could
not tell how long, right above their heads, and
when it ceased Margaret sprang to her feet and
flung both arms upward. Out from the shadows
of the ceiling were two hands that held a violin
and its bow, yet trembling down the strings.

"That was all they could remember, and some
time must have elapsed before Mrs. Kenneth
aroused herself and the maid to action. I listened
without comment, but naturally placed little cre-

dence in their story. I confess I was puzzled
by the fact that all three women should be under
the same hallucination, and was determined on
finding a natural cause.

"Meanwhile, I found myself with three patients.
Calling the housekeeper to my aid, I administered
a sedative to Mrs. Kenneth and the maid, and
left them to her care. I tried every known meth-
od to arouse Margaret, to no avail. She was alive

a breathing corpse.
"There was no change throughout the follow-

ing day. I scarcely left her bedside, so absorbing
was my interest in her case. It occurred to me
that when the hour of the shock came around
there might possibly be a corresponding reaction.
Wq are all familiar with that mysterious influ-
ence, 'The turn of the night,' so I redoubled my
vigilance as the clock struck the hour of eleven.

"Five ten fifteen the hand I held was
wrenched from mine, and Margaret sprang to the
center of the room, those awful eyes aglow with
an unearthly radiance. And the room filled with
the haunting, wailing "Moonlight Sonata.'

"Anderson, you may think me an old fool, but
that ghost music is ringing in my ears this minute.
I was frozen to my chair spellbound and it
played the 'Sonata' from beginning to end. At
the final bar, as plainly as I see your face, I saw
those two hands hold out the violin. There was a
rustling movement from the still figure in the cen-

ter of the room, and as the music ceased I sprang
forward just in time to catch her, and when I felt
for the pulse I realized that the summons was an-

swered. It was a dead woman that I held in my
arms.

"Some weeks after I called upon Mrs. Ken-

neth, to find, if possible, some clue to the mystery
of Margaret's death. Very reluctantly she gave
me a brief history that served only to render it
deeper.

"The previous summer, with a party of friends,
they had camped in the Swamps refugees from
yellow fever than prevalent in the city. Chance
led to Margaret's acquaintance with a young plant-
er; quite an unusual person for those wilds, and
one who proved a dangerously attractive compan- -


