
HE modern "hello
pirl" Is a mighty in¬
teresting type. In¬
cidentally it i3 quite
necessary to use

the qualification
"modern," for ev¬

ery day or so some

learned person with
a bunch of capital
letters after his
name, and who la¬
bors under a grant

for a higher-education fund, discovers
that one of the great latter-day Inven¬

tions was known and in general use

thousands and thousands of years ago.

This happens so frequently nowadays
that it would probably cause very little

surprise if one of these indefatigable sa¬

vants should announce that Solomon was

a subscriber to the inter-I-gyptian tele¬

phone system and had his j<alace wired

branch exchange connecting all depart¬
ments.

The "hello girls" of those days would
probably line up, too, as c'.assy and all
right, but this is to be about the modern
"hello girl," her trials and tribulations.
Few patrons of the telephone company

appreciate just what kind of proposition
the "hello girl" is up against. They don't
begin to realize hoV many things are

happening: every half minute or so in the
exchange operating room, any single one
of them of a nature calculated to make
the ordinarily "fusty" person turn a men¬
tal somersault. They don't realize, either,
that when the "hello girl" says, 'Number,
please," in a tone a mite sharper than
usual, that she is probably half a doyen
calls behind, and has just been called
upon to answer questions as to the state
of the weather, the standing of the clubs
in the American League and the prob¬
abilities of William Jennings Bryan be¬
ing the democratic nominee for the presi¬
dency In 1912.
Certainly it seems as though a "hello

girl" who can stand that sort of thing,
hour after hour, day after day and week
after week, and still have enough femi-
n«n'ty left to do her hair in a marcel
wave every day and finally lead a male
person up the main aisle to where the
minister is waiting, is nothing short of a

human wonder. But that's what lots of
them have done and are doing every day.

*
* *

There's a saying in the telephone ex¬

changes that If a switchboard novice fin¬
ishes her first coup'e of months' expe¬
rience with a disposition that can safely
be left in the immediate vicinity of sweet

milk the-e's the making of a good "hel<o
girl'- in her. The first couple of months
furnishes the test. After that the poor
creature becomes used to things.sort of
dumb to surprises, as it were.and can
stand almost anything in the line of duty.
There's one odd thing about the "hello

girl's" business.that is. it may seem odd
to some folks, though it really isn't, after
all. It is the finest training school for
civil service positions that can possibly
be imagined. Any "hello girl" who has
had a reasonable amount of experience
can pass any kind of civil service exami¬
nation hands down and cased up at the
finish.
"Sure." said a ' hellp girl" to a Star re¬

porter the other day, "you're dead right.
I can just eat the exams. I took one of

them the.other day lust tn keep my hand
In. Not that I wanted the job, because
I'm going to grot married next year. He's
grot a lot of money and I won t have to
work if 1 don't want to.

*
* ?

"But about the exams. You see, tlie
men that set them up sit down and think
of all the queer questions that anybody
could ask. But we got 'em beat. We
hear queerer questions than they ever

could imagine. And every day at that.

Why, Mame, who was second board from
me for two years, took one of the exams,

last year. There was only one question
she fell down on, and it's a wonder to
me she didn't know that. It was some¬

thing like telling the distance from Pat-
erson, N. J., to the tropic of Capricorn,
by way of Vienna. 111. I told her she
ought to be ashamed of herself, because
I'll bet she's answered the same ques¬
tion half a dozen times."
Serv ice at the switchboard ev.dentiy ivis

its compensations, for it would seem,
from the above, that any time a "hello

girt" happens to feel in the humor she
can drift from the business end of a

bunch of live wires to the quietude and
seclusion of trte classified service, pes¬
tered not even a little bit by the cunning
queries 'prepared by the experts of the
cLvil service commission.
Now-, there is no particular reason why

the telephone company should expect its
employes to be encyclopediacal in their
mental attainments. But there is a hard
and fast rule concerning the necessity of
obliging the company's patrons, and
this rule is enough to permit almost any¬
thing being asked or answered over the
wire. The regular operator isn't ex¬

pected to spend much time d:scussirg ab¬
stract questions, however, and conse¬
quently "information" operators are pro¬
vided who endeavor to keep the great
American public, or, rather, that por¬
tion of it residing within the confines
of the District of Columbia, satisfied
by answering as intelligently as may be
possible such questions as they are
asked.
"Where does the President go to

church?"
"What is the quickest way to get to

Rock Creek cemetery?"

"What is the distance from Wash¬
ington to Philadelphia?"
"Is there one "1" or two In travel?"
"Will you kindly grive me the table of

measurements?"
"Which is tl.e best bagprage express?"
"Was the Potomac river frozen in "72?"
"What is the widest part of Pennsyl¬

vania avenue.
?

* *

The above1 affords a few samples of
the questions asked over the phone by
supposedly sane people whose names rr*

in the telephone directory. It has . -

demonstrated many and many a t lie

that lots of folks who have a fairly intel¬
ligent grasp of things mundane under or¬

dinary circumstances get flighty and
lightheaded when in the immediate vi¬
cinity of a telephone. That must have
been the case with the matron who the
other ^iay lifted the receiver off the hook
in her home long enough to say to cen¬
tral:
"I am going out this afternoon. If Mrs.

So-and-so calls tell her I am visiting my
aunt."
The "information" girl who got that

message must have been dumb. Anyw*j
it is not of record that she fainted ot

carried on in any unseemly manner.
"Some people have got a whole lot of

nerve," said the "hello girl" who has
already been quoted. "There wm a man
called me up a couple o;" months ago.I
was doing the night trick then.and he
says. 'Central, my alarm is busted. Please
wake me up at 7 o'clock.'
"You know the company is not supposed

to be an anti-tardiness society, but I did
it to oblige him, and the next night he
asked me the same thing IVyou know.
I'm still waking that man up at 7. and
the other day when I kicked he threaten¬
ed io report me t"» the manager for being
disobliging and impertinent."
Of course, the "hello giil" in question

didn't have to perform that "up with the
lark" stunt every morning if she felt
like refusing. The telephone company
isn't trying to bear the alarm clock
market, and certainly isn't looking for
any jobs of the kind in question. But
it's safe to say that if the oblisrinn "hello
girl" had been half an hour late with her
awakening ring the clockless subscriber
would h*ve registered a genuine kick and
considered himself very much aggrieved
in the bargain.

THE "WE BOYS" SEEK EASY MARKS IN GOTHAM AFTER A CAMPAIGN IN WASHINGTON
S'ix»clal C^rrosponrtenoe of The Star.

NEW YORK, September 3, 1W>9.
CCASIONALL-Y T
cut the trail over

here of that "we

boys" gang of more

or less fheerful
grafters whose get-
the-coin - somehow
activities caused a

bunch of them to

leave Washington
in a hurry last

spring.
By thfe "we boys"

gang 1 mean the ample-galled crowd of

swindlers whose method of annexing the

currency is to profess to be newspaper
men. It will be remembered that a par¬
cel of these crooks operated extensively
about the Capitol in Washington during
the last session of Congress. They were

engaged mainly upon a fake biography
publishing scheme, which they were en¬

abled to put across solely because, hav¬

ing picked up a bit of journalistic patter,
they managed to make their victim sup¬

pose that they really were bona fide

newspaper workers. They picked up a

lot of money in the Capitol building from
credulous senators and representatives,
including a number of legislators who
never before had been classified as

"Rubes" or come-ons. The grafters "got
the change" in $100. 1300 and occasion¬
ally even in $500 lots. Finally, however,
late in the spring, after they'd made a

pretty thorough clean-up in Washington,
they were staked to what crooks know
as a "rumble," in the form of a protest
on the part of the legitimate newspaper
men of Washington. That is to say, the
Washington correspondents, at a pretty-
caloric meeting held in the senate press
gallery, aired the doings of this parcel
of crooks and drew up a resolution, for
general circulation among the legislators
as well as among government officials in
Washington generally, in which they
pointedly invited the attention of all
hands interested to the fact that sure-
enough newspaper men don't make a

practice of gouging anybody for money
for any purpose whatsoever, and leaving
the inference sufficiently plain that the
sand-bagging doings around the Capitol
had been pulled off by people who had
about as much license to call themselves
newspaper men as they had to style
themselves Grand Lamas of Tibet.

?
* *

The gred'dn't ' stick around" to
arpu" the .po:nt "ut wit^i the prots»*>;i g

correspondents .. use i n' .od up
and made their 'away; pretty cheerful
about it, at that, please remember, be¬

cause, as above stated, they'd frisked and
shredied the "producers" among the C- pi-
tol folks to a fare-you-well by the time
they got the "rumble."
A number of these grafters came over

here from Washington, New York, of

course, being headquarters for good
thingers of that particular ilk, and occa¬
sionally I see some of them about, still
pursuing their money-grabbing game in
the guise of newspaper men. The word
has gone out among them, though, I un¬

derstand. that none of them henceforth
is to claim to l>e a representative of the
Associated Press. One of them pulled
that claim pretty generally at the Capitol
last -winter, Anally getting himself pinch¬
ed for it. He jumped his bail and went
abroad, but was nailed when he returned
to New York a few months ago and taker,
down to Washington. Now I hear, some¬
what to my surprise, that this fellow is to
escape; that the case against him is not
to be pressed. I confess myself wholly
unable to understand why the case
agalr^t him is not going to be pressed, if
this stuff that I hear at this end of the
lirie as to his getting off is true. I am
familiar with the fact that these crooks,
like all other crooks, maintain a regular
"fixing" fund which is devoted to the
business of getting members of the outfit
out of their messes when they become in¬
volved with the authorities. Of course
no such a thing as a "fixing" fund would
be of any use whatever in Washington,
and that is why, for lack of further in¬
formation, I am at a loss to understand
why this particular member of the gang
is. according to the tip, going to get clear
of the Washington authorities.

*
* *

At any rate, the members of the gang,
so it is said, no longer will mooch about
professing to be representatives of the
Associated Press. But they have little
methods of getting around so minor a

disqualification. They represent them¬
selves as members of the "National
Press" or the "Co-operative Press" or
the "Journalists' Press League," or glibly
mention other entirely non-existent
"press" organizations of that sort, even

going to the length of having elaborate
letterheads printed with the names of
such phony, imaginary "press" associ¬
ations spraddled all over the tops thereof.
Busy men possessed of large bank rolls.
the only kind of men besieged by these
grafters.aren't able to differentiate so as

you could notice It between the Associ¬
ated Press and these other purely fic¬
titious press associations whose names are
blithely pulled by the crooks. The "We
Boys" bunch have a way of ladling out
their stuff In a way to make it appear
to the "fall guys" that they really fcnd
truly do represent press associations, and
the "fall guy" lets it go at that, not tak¬
ing the time to ascertain whether such
associations exist or not. He takes the
swindlers for what they profess to be,
representatives of press associations with
far-flung wire systems and pregnant with
publicity-spreading powers, and he "coins?:
across" for the amount that the grafters
"mace" him for.
These fellows gained the "We Boyy"

appellation on account of their bland
method of adverting to themselves as

newspaper men. "We boys, y'know.
gu-'nor, are getting but a little publica¬
tion, the profits of which are to make
up a sort of a little benefit fund for us,"
or "We boys, senator, feel that you'd
like to help our little project along," and

all that sort of birdseed, and the victims,
imagining for some inexplicable reason
or other that bona fide newspaper men

possess the habit of mentioning them¬
selves as "We Boys," accept these crooks
as genuine members of the pencil-push¬
ing tribe, arid yield to their blandishments
by scribbling checks, according to how
their livers are prompting them in the
matter of "loosening up." If ever there
has been, anywhere in the United States,
from one of the Portlands to the other,
any newspaper individual who has ever
alluded to himself and his sure-enough
newspaper mates as "We F "s." I've
never banged up against one that kind,
and I've done a sad lot of roaming around
in the newspaper business in the progress
of the aforementioned quarter of a cen¬
tury, too. But the people who give up
their good coin to these crooks have, for
some utterly Inscrutable reason, got the
notion firmly -wedged in their noddles that
newspaper men actually do advert to
themselves as "We Boys"; which, natural-

fact deeply etched on their consciousness
that regular newspaper men NEVER, by
the remotest chance, in any part of the
United States of America, ask anybody
whomsoever to chip in any sum of money
whatsoever for their, the newspaper
men's, personal increment, profit or com¬
fort; and when that state of things comes
about there'll be an end to t»e activities
of these "We Boys" crooks; but probably
not before.

*
* *

These "We Boys" fellows are a regu¬
larly organized gang of crooks who make
it their business, and have made it their
business for quite a stretch of years now,
to prey upon wealthy men through vari¬
ous schemes ordinarily alluded to as false
pretenses. The schemes they contrive
really embody little Ingenuity. Some of
their methods are almost childishly di¬
aphanous. But these swindlers long ago

pers, to have their pictures published, to
be aligned wjth individuals of much
greater prominence than they in connec¬
tion with charitable plans, and all that
sort of thing. The crooks positively toy
with slews and slathers of wealthy per¬
sons on their "lists of names," catching
them for tidy sums time and again, year
after year, with all sorts pf fake propo¬
sitions. There are certain wealthy folks
in this country who never seem to "grow
up" or to learn anything, and these are
the ones craftily singled out by the "We
Boys" grafters upon whom to prey.

*
* *

One of their pet methods, for example,
is t<? go around among wealthy men soli¬
citing biographical write-ups. These par¬
ticular grafters contrive to keep, solely
for lack of prosecution, a quarter of an

inch or so within the law against false
pretenses. At least they haven't been

"WE BOYS, SENATOR, FEEL THA T YOU WOOLD LIKE TO HELP OUR LITTLE PROJECT ALONG."

ly enough, serves to make it mighty soft
and easy for the "We Boys" hunch who
take advantage of the prevailing
ignorance on this subject.
Some day, it may wistfully be hoped,

the same money-lined persons who believe
in the "We Boys" stuff also will get the

caught on to one elemental fact in con¬
nection with human nature wh'ch is the
keystone of all of their grafting.namely,
the vanity of persons who have connected
with goodly sums of money. They learn¬
ed how keen persons with money are to
get themselves mentioned in the newspa-

caught up with yet. Their plan is to
"start" one of those "chatty, gossipy"
publications devoted to "society and club
life" and then to go about among the
wealthy ones.the chaps who, for all their
wealth, can't "get in".and solicit bio¬
graphical write-ups, with cuts of the

MR. JOBSON DECIDES TO BUY AN AUTO, AFTER A FEW COMMENTS
RS. JOBSON made
up her mind about
a year ago that she
-wanted an automo¬
bile. And so she
began to maneuver.
It was Intricate
work. By way of
a beginning she
adopted an assort¬
ment of veiled,
fumbling tactics.
"The Kaystreets,"

she said to Mr. Jobson at dinner one even¬

ing, "have bought a car."
"Car?*" grunted Mr. Jobson, looking up

from his plate. "What kind of a car?
Handcar? That's the kind of a car that
Kaystreet's father knew most about, If
there's anything In this 'they -ay' stuff."

"AA hy. no; an automobile, of course."
said Mrs. Jobson. "A handsome car, too.
Mrs. Kaystreet came here in the car to¬
day, and she was driving it herself."
"Huh!" grumped Mr. Jobson. "She

must have been a hit. I'd like to have a
snapshot of her driving a car. I wonder
if she drove it over to Swampoodle, where
her paternal parent sat on a cobbler's
bench nearly all of his life? Car! Huh!"
Mrs. Jobson let It go at that then. It

was only the opening gun. She didn't start
anything else on the automobile subject
for nearly a month. Then she pulled an¬
other one on him.

"I had the loveliest ride through Rock
Creek Park in an automobile today," she
said to him when he got home from the
office one evening.
"Did, hey?" said Mr. Jobson. "Who

staked you?"
"Mrs Kaystreet," said Mrs. Jobson. "It

certainly was enjoyable. I didn't believe
an automobile could go so smoothly. The
air out in the park was so sweet and fra¬
grant, too.'
"Was. hey?" growled Mr. Jobson.

"Well, I guess the air out in the park is
just an sweet and fragrant for folks that
a**en't in automobiles as it is for those
that are, isn't It?"

*
* *

"Oh, yes. certainly," replied Mrs Job-
son, but, you see, we just went whizzing
along, and "

"Well, that'll be about alt of that

Awkward Misunderstanding.
*|T HAVE known M. Louis Bleriot a
* number of years," said a member

of the New York Aero Club. "Bleriot al¬
ways claimed that man ought to have
flown centuries ago.with the birds, you
know, up there in the blue, from the
very start to teach him.
"At a dinner he gave at the Cafe de

Paris M. Bleriot told us that we had all
misunderstood the air.misunderstood the
air as completely as the King of Oude
misunderstood Lord Dalhousie.
"When Lord Dalhousie, he explained,

was commander-in-chief of the British-
Indian forces he visited the King of Oude
at Lucknow, and made a point of pre¬
senting Lady Dalhousie.
"The Kins of Oude, glittering with dia¬

monds, sat in his gold chair and nar¬
rowly watched Lady Dalhousie advance
acrostt the marble floor of th° great hall.He did not understand Lord Dalhousie's
presentation. He thought Lord Dalhou¬
sie wanted to sell this withered woman
to him.

"And shaking his head, twisting hisblack mustache and smiling scornfully,he said, an the countess curtsied low be¬
fore his throne:
" Take her away! Take her away! 8h«

won't do at all;

whizzing-along stuff that you'll be need¬
ing to participate in, either as a rider in
Mrs. Kaystreet's buzz wagon or anybody
else's," interrupted Mr. Jobson. "First
thing you know that crazy woman will
be ^hiszlng herself and the people idiotic
enough to accompany her in her two-cent
car into eternity. Just keep out of her
car and the rest of« these whizzers' cars
in future, that's all. I thought you

tlon of human life." orated Mr. Job-
son. "By the way, do you ever, by any
remote chance, accidentally happen to
pick tip a newspaper? I fetch enough
newspapers In hero, anyhow. Don't you
ever glance even at the headlines of any
of'em? Because if you did you'd not be
under the necessity of asking me such
plnheaded questions about automobiles.
The news columns of the newspapers

it, I must say," said Mrs. JobEon. "and
I couldn't help but think that I'd be
afraid to "

"Oh, that's just like a woman, of
course," interrupted Mr. Jobson, "Just
because she happens to see a pair of
crazy young whelps driving automobiles
like maniacs and coming close to ram¬
ming each other, she makes up her mind
that automobiles are £eadly dangerous

don't profess to know anything about
driving automobiles. I don't know the
dewdlngitt clutch of an automobile from
the craburretter, but I'll tell you this:
If I couldn't lenrn more about driving
an automobile in twenty minutes than
that pinhead Kaystreet'll ever know as

long as he's on top of the ground, and
if, after twenty minutes of practice, I

"fall guys." Thej* get all the way from
$100 to $1,000 for these write-ups. The
jur.k actually is printed, with the cut,
but there is only one edition of the "publi¬
cation," composed almost wholly of these
write-ups. Tnen the publication goes out
of existence, and the crooks start another
one with another name and go through
the same money-annexing performance
again. As a matter of fact, this scheme
is NOT withiu the law. for the crooks, in
getting the gobs of money for these write-
ups, unhesitatingly Inform the victims
that their "publication" is a sure-enough,
bona fide, going affair, that will come out
regularly and be placed on sale on the
newsstands; whereas only one edition.if
all of the write-ups can be included in
that one edition.of the grafting piece of
printed stuff is brought out.
These crooks could be handled for false

pretenses for representing that their
measly grab-the-kale "publication" is an
on-the-level affair, designed to be printed
regiffarly, with a subscrlbed-for circula¬
tion and with arrangements made for Its
sale on the newsstands.
Let It not be supposed, however, that

these fellows are worried by such a little
thing as the law when they're In the
humor to "go out after the big dust."
One of them, a few years ago, started off
on his own hook to get money for a

"newspaper men's club." which he called
the Blue Pencil Club for his grafting pur¬
pose.

»
* *

"We boys," was his patter In ladling out
the talk to the rich and even prominently
rich men of New York, "want to start a

little club of our own, exclusively for
newspaper men, an3 you know how it is
with newspaper men as to funds".and
that line of swindling south breeze in ex-
tenso. This crook had never been Inside
of a newspaper office In his life. But
d'ye know how much money he gouged
from the rich men of this town, all of 'em
keen to be philanthropic In connection with
an enterprise that promised to pay them
more than dollar for dollar in publicity for
their philanthropy, before the real news¬
paper men of New York got on to the
scheme and had the crook arrested? Why,
he got hold of pretty nigh $85,000 In cold,
hard, metallic coin of the realm. He had
to disgorge most of the sum, but that
didn't have any bearing upon the per¬
fectly ridiculous ease with which he'd
accumulated the bunch by representing
himself as a newspaper man. Men
whose names are known all over America
chipped In without question, and if It
hadn't been for a bit of irrepressible and
quite natural boastfulness on the part
of the crook as to how "soft" the money
was he'd very likely have got away with
the whole sum. and a great deal more,
with perfect immunity from the law.

*
* *

The "We Boys" crooks have a laugh
a-coming, all 'the time, over the gullibil¬
ity of the people upon whom they Impose.
You* remember, perhaps, that absurd ex¬
hibition of the "Press Artists' League" In
Washington a few years ago? That was

wouldn't be able to drive double rings
around Kaystreet for safety and speed
and science and everything else on the
calendar of automohile-drlvlng accom¬
plishments, then I'd eat all of the hats
that I've ever worn since I was six years
old, and swear that I liked the taste of
'em."
Whereupon Mrs. Jobson, feeling pretty

good about things, rested upon her oars.
Mr. Jobson, himself at the wheel, pulled

up in front of the Jobson abode In a
handsome new car one afternoon last
week. He tooted the horn to summon

another scheme of the "We Boys" bunch*and they cleaned up handsomely with It
in New York and Washington and In
many other cities. They got hold of alot of measly chromos and ten-cent
daubs from hack "artists." and they ex-
hib'ted this stuff In the cities as the work
of noted illustrators and press artists of
the United States. Thty gave it out
that the profits of the whole affair were
to be divided among th* "artists." and thewell-to-do victims who chipped In sums
ranging from up to $1,010 were tohave the ..privilege" of selecting forthemselves specimens of the work of these"famous artists." It was. as I say. theblgpest kind of a clean-up, and the "PreseArtists* League" did mighty finely InWashington, too, never fear as to that.They worked It there while Congress
was in session, and many's the hoary old
senator who "coughed up" a larne sumfor the "privilege" of selecting from this
mess of rubbish two or three cheapprints, colored or otherwise, supposed to
be the work of some "artist" of renown
in the Illustrating or press field. The fact
that none of these prints were signed bythe "artists" whose names appeared on
the letter-heads of the "Press Artists'
League" apparently made no difference
to the gulled ones who handed over their
"soft" checks to the grafters.

?
* *

No less a man than President Rooae
velt was roped.only for a little while,
however.into one of the schemes of this
gang of "We Boys" grafters a few yeara
back. It was an alleged scheme to start
a magazine for the benefit of the news¬
boys of the United States, and so skill¬
fully was the thing handled when it was
sprung in Washington that Mr. Roose¬
velt and all of the gentlemen then mem¬
bers of his cabinet permitted the use of
their names as "trustees" of the fake
concern, which was engineered by ex¬
actly the same man who put over the
big "Blue Pencil Club" Job in New York.
With his customary ahrervdnesa Mr.
Roosevelt caught on to tbe phonlness of
the scheme after a little while, and put
secret service men to work on the propo¬
sition. The result was, as may be re¬
membered, that the President came out
and withdrew his name from all patron-
ship of the scheme, he being followed In
this by the members of his cabinet. And
so the "We Boys" scheme for a maga¬
zine. the profits of which were to go to
the "pore little newsboys," flattened out
under the prodding of the secret serv¬
ice.
But the "We Boys" bunch never become

discouraged. When they're uprooted
from one field of operations they plug
ahead and find another fleld, well know¬
ing that In th«i present state of public
misinformation or Ignorance as to the
actual character of newspaper men the
"We Boys' scheme can't help but be a
winner. Probably, aa I say. It'll go right
on being a winner until the general pub¬
lic becomes familiar with the FACT that
newspaper men. whatever else their de¬
merits, ARE NOT beggars in even the
vaguest or the most liberally Interpreted
application of that term.

CLARENCE L. CULLEN.

Mrs. Jobson to the door, and then called
out to her: .

"Get on your bonnet and shawl and
we'll take a little spinsky in this thing.
Punk-looking old rattlebang kind of a
car, what? Ye-eh, perfectly rotten. Juat
In from the factory this morning. I
don't know a thing about handling It
either, I suppose? Oh. yes. I've had a les¬
son or two. but this sort of thing cornea
natui al to me. We'll Joggle by Kay-
street's house. I want to have that
lobster take a peep at a car what IS a
carl"

"I'VE HAD A FEW LESSONS, BUT THIS COMES NATURAL TO ME."

knew enough to n.eep out of trouble
without being told.'*
"Oh, but it seemed so perfectly fine and

safe," said Mrs. Jobson, always with her
object of getting an automobile of her
own in view. "And, by the way. it isn't
what you call a two-cent car at all. It's a

real nice, handsome one. and it cost only
eighteen hundred dollars."
"ONLY eighteen hundred dollars, hey?"

snorted Mr. Jobson. "Say, look a-here,
where d'ye think I get my money, any¬
how.out of a well? You talk about eight¬
een hundred dollars as if it were the pile*
of a package of lemon drops."
"Well." said Mrs. Jobson, "really I

don't think Mr. Kaystreet's income is
anywhere near equal to yours, and.
"That'll be about all of that old gag of

trying to swell me up over my income
being a few nickel* larger than some¬

body else's," cut in Mr. Jobson. "It
doesn't make any difference about the in¬
come part of It, anyhow. I wouldn't care
if I had an income bigger than the Bhing-
Bhatt of Blllebedinged's, I wouldn't blow
a slither of it toward acquiring a fool
contraption that would have about nine¬
teen chances out of twenty of turning
around and mashing me to a pulp. If
Kaystreet wants to scrimp and starve to
hand over one of those murderous toys to
his insane wife, that's up to him. I've
got all I can do to try the best I can to
eradicate imbecile notions, as fast as they
pop up, from -the mind of my own little
helpmate, the same being you. And the
sooner you work what the base ball bugs
call an assist by helping me to eradicate
this automobile bug from your cranium,
the better It's going to be all around in
this wlckleup. You get me, I hope?"

?
* *

"But." purposely argued Mrs. Jobson,
"do you really think that automobiles
are so dangerous as all that, an-1
that.."
"I not only think. I KNOW, that au¬

tomobiles are the most fiendish contriv-
outside the Juggernaut cars of

India, ever invented for the destruc-

Kpeak for themselves about automo¬
biles. If you can find one newspaper
in this house, right now, out of the
dozens of newspapers kicking around
the place, that doesn't tell about at
least one human being macerated and
ground to sausage and knocked to
splinters by an automobile, then I'll
pay you five dollars in gold for the
copy of that newsriper and then send
it to the National Museum as a curi¬
osity."
Mrs. Jobson, still in pursuance of her

little plan, let it go at that.
A few weeks later, while Mr. Jobson

was dallying over the after-dinner cof¬
fee, Mrs. Jobson sprung a new line of
stuff on him.

*
* *

"Well, my dear." she said to him, * I
must admit that you are right.as you
usually are.about this automobile
business. They ARE dangerous, aren't

they? Or.'14th street today I saw two
cars come within an ace of running
right into each other."
"Did, hey?" grunted Mr. Jobson. "Who

drove the cars?"
"Why," replied Mrs. Jobson, 'the

cars were driven by a pair of quite
young men, and they were going very
fast, and one of them, 1 thought, was

on the wrong side of the street,
and "

"Of course.OF course:" put in Mr.
Jobson. with a sort of triumphant leer.
"Sure thing. That's the usual combina¬
tion. Two very young men. as you call
them.irresponsible sapheads I'd call
them.driving the cars, and both of "em
racing through traffic-crowded streets,
and one of them, of course again, on
the wrong side of the street again.
Could you beat that for a combination?
Why wouldn't they have slammed
into each other and knocked each oth¬
er's machines and themselves into so
much junk?"
.'Well, they did come perilously close to

and unfit to be used by human beings and
all that rot. OF course.
Mrs. Jobson once more let it go at that.
A month or so later she inserted another

little lick or two.
"Really." she said to Mr. Jobson. "I've

^ot all over my automobile enthusiasm.
I saw a woman driving h car out U street
today, and she didn't appear to know any¬
thing about how to steer, and she came

near to hitting the car 1 was on half a

dozen times, and »'
"Who ever said that a woman had the

slightest right on earth to even attempt
to drive so complicated, nerve-exacting
and difficult a scientific machine as an

automobile?" Mr. Jobsan interrupted her.
"Did you ever hear me say anything like
that?"
"No-o, not exactly," replied Mrs. Job-

son: "but "

"But what?"
"Well, I've seen so many dreadful sto¬

ries In the papers lately about automo¬
bile accidents, and have witnessed so
many narrow escapes with my own eyes,
that, really. I think I should be afraid to
trust myself in an automobile, even if it
were driven by a man. Of course, Mr.
Kaystreet is a very good chauffeur and
a safe driver, and all that, but "

"Say, see here," broke in Mr. Jobson,
"am I to understand from this stuff that
you're ladling out that your purpose is
to hand me a covert wallop? Am I to
understand you to mean that, while that
Kaystreet duffer Is a safe person to trust
with an automobile, your husband
wouldn't be? Is that the kind of under'
hand stuff you're attempting ^to hand
me?"

*
* *

"Why, no, not at all," said Mrs. Job-
son, not, however, in a tone of any too
great heartiness, "but, of course, you
know yourself that you are a more im¬
pulsive man than Mr. Kaystreet, and if
he-."
"That'll be about all o' that," cut in

Mr. Jobson. "You've said enough. I

VARIOUS PERSONS SEEN AT RESORTS
FIND the folks at
the summer resorts
just about the same

year in and year
out." observed the
man with the sun-

peeled nose. "One
of the things that
always arouses my
intense interest,
though. Is this:
The great prepara¬
tions the ladies at

the summer hotels make Saturday after¬

noons to meet their coming-to-stay-over
Sunday spouses who get in Saturday
evening. 'TIs a singular thing, always,
to note how curiously sedate these women

folks become as the hour approaches for

them to walk or drive to the station to

meet their husbands. Noticing this, I

couldn't help but think that there must

be something inexpressibly solemn about

the coming of a husband to stay over

Sunday with his wife who is spending the

hot weather out of town.
"The wives, somehow or another, al¬

ways look to me, at such times, as if

they're standing upon the brink of some

great and overwhelming event in their
lives, and their almost speechless prim¬
ness, not to say smugness, as they take

their places in the bus to start for the
depot Is a thing that never fails to stake
me to a feeling of wonder.
"And then, too, they scarcely appear to

smile during the over-Sunday stays of
their spouses. T can't explain why this
should be. but it's the way it be all rlf?ht.
When they accompany their husbands to
the station Monday morning they seem

to he still wrapt in that state of spiritual
calm; yet, strangely enough, many of
them appear to be distinctly merry and
cheerful when they return from the trains
after having iiade week-long .farewells to

their lords and masters. It sure does

puzzle me, this stuff, really.
*

* *

"But women at summer resorts do not,
as I say, change much. This year I

found, as usual, the same number of

those front-porch wives who calmly but

firmly declined to do any old thing their
husbands wanted them to do. They'd
take rocking chairs on the porch imme¬

diately after breakfast, with pinkish-
tinted novels tightly elapsed in their
hands, and they'd hold down those rock¬
ing chairs all day long, except at meal
hours. Their husbands would beg and
implore them to get a move on and go
somewhere and see and start something;
but. nix, they were all for that continu¬
es rocking thing on the front porch, and
k j

h°rBes or dynarfiite couldn't have
budged them. The one consoling thing in

w,th caEes of this sort is that

.~i^Ueband8 of theBe indolent porch-
I U8Ual|y revolt after about

rr>r»-nf,T 8tuIr and sally out some
morning or other and mobilize thunder-

r

ing good jajrs out of their acute spirit of
resentment over the unyieldingness and
uncongeniality of their mates. The alac¬
rity with which the lazy women of the
front parches Jump up to accompany
their husbands after the latter have de¬
clared themselves by resorting to the r-
bitrament of rum Is worth having a peek
at, really.
"The sulky, disagreeable woman who

quarrels shrilly with her husband at
the hotel table was on hand, too, to
make me feel at home this last trip.
She sat down upon her man. and hu-
nriiliated him, and tried to show him up
before all hands, Including the waiters;
but he took it all without a murmur
the while he gazed intently at his plate,
or else he let It go with a 'Sh-sh!
Edith! the people'll hear you!' Where¬
upon she'd reply more shrilly than ever
that she didn't care a snap of her fin¬
gers who heard her, so she didn't, and
that if folks only knew what she had to
put up with, with a husband that had had
the nerve and the presumption to stay
out until as late as 11 o'clock at ni^ht,
they'd feel sorry for her, so they would,
and so on and so on; until all hands with¬
in sound of her voice (and that meant
about everybody in the dining room) won¬
dered wistfully If the sharp-tongued wom¬
an who scrapped incessantly with her
husband had a limited return ticket, and
when the limit was going to expire.

?
* *

"The thing wouldn't have been kee-rect,
either, this year, if the real hauphty,
up-stage woman hadn't been at the ho¬
tel. There's always at least one of 'em.
She always has a weary, browbeaten-
looklng maid with her, of course, and she
always has as many clothes, almost, as a

chorus girl who Is 'resting'; wherefore her
hauteur, which Is something beyond ex¬
pression. She never by any chance
speaks a single word to any of the oth«r
woman guests of the house durinp the en¬
tire period of her stay. Fact is, she
glares at 'em Incessantly from a corner
of the porch, her idea, of cours*. being
thus to convey a proper Idea of the pro¬
digious social gulf that yawns between
herself and such as they. She is snappy
with the waiters and pushes away, witn a
toss, most of the dishes that are brought
to her table. She complains to the pro¬
prietor or head clerk about how pitifully-
small her apartments are, and she gen¬
erally manages to drag in some expres¬
sion of acute regret over how sorry she
feels that she was induced to rent this
summer her hanUsome, comfortable vilia
up on the northern coast
"Then, too, I saw this year, as usual,

the sulky, disagreeable girl of the large
party at the hotel.the girl who insists
upon arranging all of the plans for the
day's amusement, but who never wants to
go where the overwhelming majority of
the others of the party are keen to go,
and who pouts over their decision and
declines to speak to them, and who has
to be soft-soaped and coddled and petted
to fetch her around again; you know her
all right. She threw the customary
amount of gloom and depression over all
the members of her party by her pee¬
vishness and her complete selfishness, but
she didn't mind. Lor' bless you; in fact.

it was plain to see that she regarded
herself as a considerably trampled-upon
young pairson.
"Of course, I found the mau who nailed

me up in a. corner of the hotel or the
veranda and talked at me for hours and
hours about the minute details of his
business or his professional pursuit. I've
always found that duck. Just when I'm
thinking about going to my room to sort
of freshen up to take a walk, a ride or
a something, this garrulous, unimagina¬
tive person invariably approaches me,
jams me up against something and be¬
gins to tell me all about the hat or shoe
or necktie or shirt factory that he con¬
ducts at Pottsville or 8cliuate or some
such place. I try to flag him by re¬
marking that the water was chilly today,
or that the combers were high, or some¬
thing like that. But, nix, he won't be
flagged. He wants to talk about his
business. He Insists upon talking about
his business. And the best I can do is
to lean back, tip my hat over my eyea
and let him go ahead and talk bis In¬
fernal head off, until the period for which
he is wound up has expired.
"Yep. They were all there this year,

as usual. And wouldn't the summer re¬
sort that I went to have been lonesome
without 'em, when it comes to that?"

All He Knew.
WD. MAHON of the Amalgamated

. Association of Street Railway Em¬
ployes. desired to Instance, in his Detroit
office, the necessity for Intelligence in all
railway work.
"A friend of mine," he said, "traveling

in India, saw a native tester, at Marwar
Junction, passing from carriage to car¬

riage In the usual manner, tapping each
wheel with a hammer.
"Knowing that this man only got about

six cents a day. and that therefore he
was liable to do the simplest Job unintel-
Ugently, my friend said to him:
" 'What ore you tapping the wheels like

that for?'
" 'It is my orders,' said the native.
" 'But what's the use of itT* ray friend

persisted. ,
" "Heaven alone knows,' said the native,

with a gentle shrug. 'I have been doing
it, though, for eighteen years. It Is the
order of authority.' "

Mr. Berg Passes the Ice.
tfl MET HART O. BERG in Paris just
^ after he had been made an officer

of the Legion of Honor," said a member
of the Aero Club in New York. "It was
at a dinner I met him; a dinner that soma
Spanish aeronauts attended.
"Mr. Berg praised the bravery of the

Moors at Melilla. This annoyed one of
the Spaniards. He rapped the table with
his flst and shouted:
" The Moors are 'a bit on top now, but

we'll soon have the upper hand. I tell
you. sir, we've sent the cream of the
Spanish army to Morocco.'
" 'Whipped cream,' said Mr. Berg.**


