
Billiee Glynn
"Jk TOT long ago the daily newspapers
I\| contalned an announcement of

J_ th« sale, by Thomas Magee &
Son, of the northwest corner of

Davis and Commercial streets for
150.000. This was part of the holdings
of the late James O. Fair, and belonged
to Virginia Fair Vanderbilt, better
known to the old residents of the city
as Birdie Fair. For 10 years and more
San Francisco has seen less and less of
ttie younger daughter of Its chief pio-
neer. Neither does the elder sister
Mrs. Herman Oelrichs of New York, re-. member her old home, the scene of' her
father's wealth and power, except to
pay It a very occasional visit New
York and Europe have claimed th* two

?^sisters almost wholly, and whateverm !?? still bin* them to the west. It Is
.their pleasure, it would seem, to sev«r
and renounce with aa much dispatch
as possible.

With regard to the property men-
tioned above, I went to Mrs. Vander-
bilt'B agent. It was his Instruction, he\u25a0aid, to sell all of Mrs. Vanderbllt'sproperty In San Franolsco. That ofMrs. Oelrichs, with the exception of theFairmont hotel and one or two other
minor holdings, had been disposed ofyears ago. Reasons? He knew noneexcept that Mrs. Vanderbilt, like hersister, had taken up residence in th, east and Europe. Besides, an agent ha<nothing to do with reasons. He simply
followed instructions.

In the languorous California sun
\u25a0hlne I came away thinking, andstrangely enough, the spirit of the oldpioneer, James G. Fair, seemed to wall
with me. On every side of us rose San
Francisco ?San Francisco, the rebuilt
t^e beautiful, the most wonderful, the; most vividly individual of all cities o.'the United States; and the hands o
the spirit that walked with me swep
out to it lovingly, yearningly, as some-
thing that he had helped found, tea
belonged to the blood of his heart am
the dream of his brain. But his hands
.Clasped themselves In agony. For soon
?aly would be left to him the grave
\ji which his body lay buried. An<
thas while the years tramped pas
would he He a stranger in his own
city. How different when he died
Half the city belonged to' him then
and if he had lived his holdings wouU
have still Increased. This was home

'
(he place that he loved of all the
\u25a0world, where he brought up his chil-
dren, and he could not own too much
of it. So when he died was' It not

-wlth the happy feeling that bla chil-
dren would continue to hold sway
v.Here he himself had lived and rulodT

the sjjlrlt beside me seemed to
A --p silently. That dream had not- true. In the home he had left

them his daughters had gradually be-
come strangers. Soon it would Tdo
wholly so. And' of all that ho had

? dreamed only he alone would remain?

\u25a0Ilent and forgotten tn the midst of a
splendor and a city no longer his. Itwas the tragedy of a healthy, fragrant
ambition that unfolded to me, of a
brain that had labored and labored
well.

In the midst of the noise of the
streets I seemed to hear the birds call-
ing: with an eerie, pensive note In the
heavens?Just as they had called be-
fore San Francisco had been at all,
as In the long ago when Indian lovers
had listened to them In the evening
and clung and kissed to the mating
music. How time flies, effacing our
struggles and hopes! The bones of the
Indian warrior look exactly like the
bones of the white man, however great
he may be.

In the hand of the spirit that walked
with me I noticed torn pages?'the torn
pages of yet'ierday. ' Forlornly, retro-
spectively, hj looked at them. One
by one the years slipped back to me
in review. The old San Francisco I
had-not known, profoundly loving and
warm of heart, emiled from Its mil-
dewed pages. Its blossoms laughed to
life and sunshine again and its records
trimmed and shaped themselves into
human actors. These were the days
of Theresa and Virginia Fair, when
every one called the sisters Tessie and
Birdie, respectively, and when they
romped and spelled the old town dizzy,
not alone with their social gayetles
but with their beauty and good will.

At Santa Barbara Tessle was noted
for her feats in swimming. She could
handle the ribbons behind a dashing
team and loved to drive through the
city streets, where she was always
recognized and remarked upon. Also
was she an equestrienne of rare skill
and grace. And besides all thil a
beautiful, breathing sample of woman-
hood.

Btrdie Fair waa different Not so
much tho accomplished woman of so-
ciety, she ' was possessed of a
downright, romping: grirllshnesa that
made her the Idol of the people. She
was democratlo from the point of het-
patrician toe to the point of her
patrician finger tip. From the view-
point of her social position she was an
anomaly?a blithe, free, daring: girl,
who had Just wanted to be a girl.

Even after she had goat to New
Tork and become the first debutante
of the Newport season this attribute
still clung- to her. When she came back
to San Francisco she was the same.
Birdie Fair. But the New York press
that devoted columns and columns to
her, describing: the color of her eyes,
the manner in which her lashesdrooped, the plnkness of her finger
nails and the vividness of her smile?
the New Tork press has glasshoused
and robbed of Its freedom just such a
wild rose often and often before.

In the west of her girlhood Birdie
Fair "had learned the Joy of livingand
was Ingenuously mistress of it New
York taught her the requirements of
eastern society, the society ,of much
moneyed prejudice and little class and
Id Its shackles her girlhood relln-

quTshed itself with a sigh.
Xew York did not accomplish all this

in a moment, of course. It takes longer
than a month or two or even a year to
shackle a \u2666ree, rosehued product of the
west. But in the end the east and
Europe reduce the best to worshiping
their gods. Their society of statuary
on pedestals haa the magnetism of fine
lines and the jealous worship of the
observer.

Theresa Fair the east transplanted
through marriage to a New York club-
man. With her real estate holdings In
this city reduced to one or two prop-
erties, rarely do we now see anything
of her. Birdie Fair It marked oft like-
wise, and though Binlie^Fair is no
longer bound by that tie, Tt seems to
have won her whoHy. Yet she was
the favorite child of her father and
perhaps inherited more of his loyal
sterling qualities.

Pause for a moment and reflect.
There is something almost uncanny in
the situation. For almost every one
else, foreigner or visiting easterner,
and even westerner, San Francisco pos-
sesses an irresistible charm. Its attrac-
tion recalls ttiem again and again. But
for Birdie Fair, daughter of her
father, the man who loved the city by
the Oolden gate perhaps more than all
other men and was one of its first and
chief pioneers?for Birdie Fair, who
was born, bred and grew up here, the
playground of her youth?there Is no
longer attraction.

Real estate In San Francisco is un-
doubtedly of more prospective value
than in any other city in the United
States. In five years present holdings
will have almost doubled in value. Yet
all of Mrs. Vanderbilt's property in thi»
vicinity Is for sale.

It would seem that Birdie ~Falr la
severing her connections with her old
home with a vengeance. Behind th«
black Italian eyes of the lady rests the
secret. The people of San Francisco
can not understand. We have many
warm and lovely memories of Birdie
Fair and tt la like the uprooting of
first foundations, a slam to old asso-
ciations. Yet that severance has been
Well begun.

At the time of his death James O.
Fair owned 50 odd blocks at the north
end of the city; the Lick house, erected
In 1868; the five story building at the
corner of Pine and Sansome (speaking
of San Francisco before the fire); thehuge building at Front and Oregon
streets, and the still larger property
at the corner of Drumm, Washington
and Oregon streets. These are only a
few. There was scarcely a commercial
street In town where he was unable topoint out holdings. On Bernal heights,
one of the then coming residential sec-
tions of the city, he owned 160 acres.
He was Interested In the Fulton engi-
neering and ship building works; In th«
Pacific rolling mills, covering 38 1-8acres, and owner of seven large andprofitable ranches in the country. Hiamining properties were the most val-
uable In California. In Nevada it waa
much the same. The list of his proper-

ties In San lfrandsco, California and
the west, in fact, would fill a book.
He died worth $40,000,000. divided
equally among his three children, his
son Charles, however,- getting only
the Income on his share as long as he
lived. But not long after his father's
death Charles was killed in an auto-
mobile accident in Europe. According
to the^erms of the will his Interest re-
verted to his sisters.

Tet of this Immense bequest Mrs.
Herman Oelrichs (formerly Miss Tessle
Fair) possesses, as stated before, but
two or three properties in San Fran-
cisco. Mrs. Vanderbllt has still left to
sell the northwest corner of Paclflo
and Front streets, 45 feet adjoining the
Mills buildlr< in Montgomery street
and 40 feet In Pine street adjoining the
sub treasury site; also 22 blocks west
of Fort Mason and east of the Presidio.
This,about completes the list Not so
the reflection.

Birdie Fair Is still a young woman.
She is too young, perhaps, in spite of
the warm Celtic temperament she in-
herited from her father, to understanddeeply or regret. s Having eaten the
dead fruit of eastern sooiety so long,
she may feel herself blase to every-
thing. But the day will come when all
her holdings will have Been sold out
in San Francisco, and the day will come
when, returning here as a casual vis-
itor, she will find herself practically a
stranger In the city that bred her. Of
course, she will be known as of yore.

she win b«t« nor rrtends, many of
them, but San Francisco?the San
Francisco that belonged to her in lt»
coll, in the very heart of It?will bo no
longer hara. Oonel And will not thespirit of the father walk then with the
daughter aa it walked with me?

Over In Montgomery street was his
old office, poorly furnished and thread-
bare. But the engine of a great, stir-
ring mind and personality wrought
there. In Pine street was the old home.
Strangers occupy the site now. But can
any of us bury so the laughter and love,
the merry moods, escapades and chang-
ing associations of the years? To Birdie
Fair will they not come back as they
come to the rest of us? And having cut
off San Francisco. «s It were, from her
affections, will San Francisco not prove
the stronger and at the last rule her
heart? In a wild plunge of yearning
will she not wish It all baok again, all
that she had owned and sold?asso-
ciated as it was with the gladsome hours
of her girlhood, the old home life with
Its thousand true friendships, and the
father who ioved her first of all?

The same thing applies to her sister,
but in a lesser degree. Mrs, Oelrichs In
New York has to bind her the Interests
of her family, another generation. Tot
first things are nearly always the last.
She, too, must sometimes remember and
regret, though, perhaps, with the satis-
faction of a sacrifice for love.

But Birdie Fair belonged to" us In all
the glorious Joy of her being. And It

"\u25a0 m«st be urn** **?" >Tanci»co shall belong
always to the deeper part of her. There

"Is no .Individuality proof against mem-ory or the Impulse to revert. Lift Is
dearer In its roses of yesterday than itscherry blossoms "of; tomorrow.' There \u25a0can be no repasts like those we have
had. The falling star is greater than
all !that ? shine eternally in the ? sky.: > \u25a0Some day will Birdie Fair come to us
and, like a ; little'\u25a0 lost : child.' cry ? again:for the domain,that was her heart Butnever again can she have it, never again
reclaim:: her heritage or - her place ?i among us. !^ The mandate. of the years *.has ,no ,recall.7. '.;..;- . . \u25a0

i-.Of ; the .: old days in San Franciscomany stories Icould be <recalled, ; partic-
? ularly:regarding

' the popularity of: the
two girls. About Tessle Fair >its could

x
be ? said -In ,one , sense that \ she was;
reared ,In the mining.: camps. '%: A girl in'her every quality, through and through
western, the iminers :;loved ;- her. ;? It is \recorded that on one occasion when she.;visited "Poor f Man's \u25a0. Creek" she was 5

'
showered «: with .l goldfdown t the ;. length i\u25a0of a street To such an extent did the

?.men 1 like iher, '>and Ishe treturned ? their tIlikingi with r thef free f abandon 'of 4 her I

"girlhood. ,At ,; Santa iBarbara ." shortly
?before the *B time of her " marriage :she
had a pet kitten. In the happiness and
fluster ;"of the '- wedding, : which '£, took >?\u25a0?Place In San .-Francisco /and ?, was ; th'
greatest, social event \u25a0of< a ;decade, the f
kitten iwas ; forgotten.' -But *Santa Bar- ;'
;bara remembered. \u25a0;,! , * \u0084.i\

Pussy has been left there. The night
of the wedding: one of the wits of the
bur* who had been a schoolmate of
Tessie Fair caught the kitten and
auctioned It off as belonging to "Santa
Barbara's sweetheart," who was leav-ing to live In New York. Pussy
broughtxa handsome figure and the
amount was used to buy a wedding
present for the young bride. Birdie
Fair wm fond of playing pranks, andparticularly on her best friends. In a
Market street window a masked woman
demonstrated gome new article- or other
for a couple of days. It was whispered
about that it was Birdie Fair trying
to win a wager she had made and evadebeing recognized by her friends. Nota word could be got out of the manage-
ment of the store, the Identity of thewoman being most carefully guarded.
In a few short hours the window be-came the Interest of the town. Out-side society Jostled itself to determine
whether or not the masked woman wereBirdie Fair. But they never did find
out James O. Fair had a fashion ofcalling the two girls "his boys." As amatter of fact Birdie did make onetry, it Is reported* at the masculinegender. Dressed like a young- dandy
she came down street vone day. Withan eyeglass she endeavored to play
the role of an English aristocrat The.
accent she knew very welL She was
Vetting along famously, having -sue-

* ceeded in passing without recognttfonunder, the; observation of some 'of hersocial intimates, when suddenly getting
nder the observation of some of herocia\ intimates, when suddenly getting

off a -streetcar she Jostled a young. tough?who resented, Her eyeglass andaristocratic
f
air. Flushed with anger

and execrating In a manner to attractattention, he poked his ,
face up to hers'.to better ? vent , his wrath. Then in-stantly ;he , stood silent, glancing her?earcfalngly over from her eyes to herheels. He burst out laughing "You're: a woman!" he exclaimed. "Dog'on you

you're a woman." ?\u25a0 '
The eyeglass of the young pseudo-

aristocrat mo longer saw clearly Itswam In a flush of blood. But Birdie
\u25a0 Fair had a Itempar ;of her own. AVitha swift

f
hand she slapped ' the youngman in the face ana with a smack thatset the crowd which had gathered togleeful tittering; then she. took to herheels and ran. A frland who had pene-

trated her disguise caught her half a.I.°<* away and' took her '. home. It
iBirdie; Fair .'. ever .J. took

,up: with ; men's; clothing again it is not recorded -Per"haps that one experiment was sufficient.Does she J: or, Tessle {ever: dwell on* thefunfof those days now? ;It was a com-monsayingan San Francisco at that
w?« \u2666k* trVWaS always 'air weatherwhen the Fair girls wer« around. / ?
th^Y! B"ltors'.°\u25a0\u25a0 course, aspired ttotheir hands ,and ; property iln marriage.On the Petaluma ranch Tessle owned amaverick, so the story > goes. When-ever a young man ? became particularlyamorous and insistent she invited himover to the ranch. Then : she : wouldsay to him. "Ifyou will ride Humpy,maybe I.will consider the proposition"Only one man ever * succeeded In; stay-
Ing oivithe back of ? that ;animal rThiswas a Spanish gentleman from Mexico; Teasle had not known that to his otheraccomplishments he added that of beintra skilled ? vaquero. ; But. of course shedid not consent to marry him. She trotover it by stamping her foot Ha saidit wasn't fair. \u25a0 She replied,"l am al-'WayitFalr.^

?^ In those ':;days San iFrancisco hadsome notorious igambling dens .with 'a party of friends the two sisters wentto see for themselves. ;;.The . roulettewheel enticed Tessle. She lost a thou
sand dollars. S It! was all she had withher. She could not or did : not care 'to
write; a \u25a0 check, so she handed iover oneof jher valuable * rings, getting anamount on , 11. which ', she lost 1likewise.Strangely «enough. : she was ;not \ recog-nized, ibeing , somewhat r made, up, and
th? t

party she was with *keeping quiet
as to Iher Identity. But \ the jring she
parted with had

'her Initials out on theInsld*. The manager of the' gamblingJoint evidently ; examined It\u25a0 closely-
next day and thought hard. It dawnedupon . him who she was. >:.H», returned \u25a0we.ring with; his compliments, stating
that he appreciated *the '.honor she \u25a0 haddon« » himito visit'? his 'place. >"Such wasthe \u25a0 regard that ', San ;Francisco \of thenineties \u0084 had ' for the 1 two IFair girlsThe; more *they romped the \better theywere loved, ;and they romped and were
loved ;a very, great deal.~,
j'f.There;' is £ another,;: little story of afancy hball. ' This was -;Birdie's affairIt wag suggested; that the grotesquewas permissible ,and that every : one: should : come Iaccording- ,to how Jhe \u25a0 felt
and what:he, would ?- like to be Instead;Of/himseK. \u25a0 Some. came as :mice, someas fbeasts of the Jungle, eta. It was a ;

I medley in 'extravaganza. But the ban-quet i served was t. the r Joke, that . Jolted. -Till then everything went swimmingly
The itiger embraced ithe bear and i the
colonial gentleman stroked the cat' thatI*v
was \his; sweetheart. The combinationswere fludicrous beyond ? conception. At
last the doors of the dining room wereswung open. u 4To every one had beenassigned a <place and' for every one had
been; set *certain Ifood, according Ito| his ->
makeup. ?;; Nothing ;-' else ? was ;? allowed
him, the ruling; being stringentlykto
that effect. llf he stole from: another .place. he made himself: eligible for pun-
ishment "by: the ;.whole tassembled com- \ '
pany. ; So the cat lapped her milk!froma fsaucer, the 5 tiger i stared Xat} his \u25a0 raw
meat, the bear tackled! his ihoney with- "out Ia spoon, and ithe! knight ate Lturkey
at the end of :the table. Oh, there were
lot! of good things for those who were
dressed \ for V- them; but the" others>gsaS^fiW*i«B£ \u25a0 \u25a0\u25a0.-.? -.-.\u25a0,. -i-MBam:

So on« could go on telling tales of
those days without end. But what Is
the use bow?
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