
A TALE OF LOVE 
AND PLAGIARISM 

lit 
*Stolen Ldve^Letters That Broke 
' One Engagement and 

Made Another. 

THE HEROINE A BALTIMORE SOCIETY BELLE 

Her Lover Appropriated Tender Missives of 
^ Friend to His Ultima.te Sorrow—Dis

closure Brings Happiness to Two. 

Baltimore, Md.—This is a story of 
how a lover lost bis sweetheart 
through his ardent, but plagiarized, 
love letters. Walter Aylette's sin 
found him out, but the disclosure 
brought happiness to his friend and 
roommate, Ferman Phlllipps. 

The principals in the remarkable 
and interesting love drama are Mol
ly Entrekin, one of the belleB of this 
city, her chum, Martha Baker, Walter 
Aylette, son of a prominent Richmond 
family high in society and reputed 
wealthy, and Ferman Phillipps, who 
although poor, comes from a distin
guished line of ancestors. 

Aylette, it is charged by the other 
three parties to the case, plagiarized 
the brilliant love epistles that Ferman 
Phillipps wrote in secret to Martha 
Baker and, by changing them slightly, 
| came near winning the love of 

Miss Entrekin through them and 
their passionate force. The discovery 

^ was made but a few days before the 
wedding was to have taken place, and 
the girl with the glamour of the false 
spell dissipated, dismissed Aylette, de
claring him an impostor and cheat 

Phillipps and Aylette were friends 
^ and lived in the same boarding house. 

Why Aylette should have been living 
in Baltimore in obscurity few outside 
of the friends who were aware of 
his wildness and dissipation at Rich-

•» mond knew. He was a handsome fel
low, dark, dashing and romantic. 
Phillips, on the other hand, was timid, 
and the gayeties that Aylette sought 
he shunned, or was too bashful to par
ticipate in. 

Phillipps Meets His Fate. 
/ Aylette was reading law in a down

town office and Phillipps was striving 
for a living in a prominent mercantile 
house. While all business, so far as 
even his closest friends know, he 
really was a dreamer, and he aspired 
to write novels and plays. He bad 
come into Baltimore without resources 
and worked hard. By accident he was 
thrown into contact with Walter 
Aylette, and the result was a strange 
intertwining of fates. Aylette, through 
his family's prominence, had the entree 
to many homes, and one evening, by 
Insistence, he persuaded Phillipps to 
accompany him to the home of Miss 
Molly Entrekin, daughter of a wealthy 
;merchant. Aylette did not tell Phil-
jlipps, but he invited him to go merely 
Sthat he might have another man to 

r ("take her chum off his hands" during 
the evening. 
I It was that evening Ferman Phillipps 
met his fate in the shape of pretty Mar
tha Baker, Molly Entrekin's chum, who 
i—if the truth were known—had been 
summoned by Molly when she knew Ay-
|lette's call was inevitable. 

Molly's plan failed. Instead of help
ing her dispose of Aylfette Martha ap
peared to enjoy herself talking to the 

quired of Aylette why he never brought 
Mr. Phillipps with him to call, and she 
admitted to Miss Entrekin that she 
had been interested in the reserved, 
handsome young fellow. Once she 
frankly asked Aylette to bring Phil
lipps to call, but the message was never 
delivered, and Aylette lied about it to 
her, telling her Phillipps preferred not 
to come, and the gift, surprised and 
hurt, never referred to him again. 

Phillips became more silent than ever 
and worked harder, refusing to join in 
any of the little pleasures of the others 
in the boarding house. Once one of 
the girls in the house teasingly asked 
him if he was in love, and he flushed 
and left the room. 

Aylette, to all appearances, was 
making no better progress in his ef
forts to win the love of Miss Entrekin, 
and he dsparted for Richmond for a 
fortnight's vacation without receiving 
one sign of encouragement. 

Begiimisg of Love Letters. 
Then, suddenly, there began to come 

to Molly Entrekin, day after day, let
ters overflowing with tenderness, love, 
and passion; love letters such as swept 
the hearts of her grandmothers by 
storm—flowery, imaginative, beautiful 
love letters, such as girls read and re
read in the privacy of their own rooms 
and grandmothers kiss when they find 
them hidden in the bottoms of old 
trunks. The letters were from Walter 
Aylette, and they revealed to Molly 
Entrekin a depth of feeling, of power 
and passion, of love and tenderness 
and yearning that she had never sus
pected existed in the man. She was 
astonished. 

Three of the letters, which have been 
made semi-public by the events that 
followed, have been circulated among 
her friends—before ihe real truth was 
known. 

The first came the day Walter Ay
lette reached Richmond. 

"My Dear Miss Entrekin: I love 
you. I have said it; the words that 
have trembled on my lips since that 
first evening that I saw you. when my 
heart fell down and worshiped you. 
From afar I have worshiped you ever 
since, daring not come near, coward 
that I am, for fear the secret would 
burst from me; that the words that I 
dare not speak should speak them
selves; that my whole heart would cry 
out to you: 'I love you.' 

"I am writing these words taat I 
never will dare say to you and lhat 
perhaps you never will see. Would that 
I dared send them to you, I, who am 
so unworthy, to let them plead for me. 
I have said to myself: 'I love her; 
why should I fear?' But I see the bar
riers that rise between us—the barriers 
of money, the walls of social conven
tion. I say to myself: 'It is pride. If 
she loves you these will not keep us 
apart.' But again, laoi coward and 
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day, perhaps to-morrow, I will gather 
•V ay count and dan all by telling 
yon. I aa trembling and quaking now 
at the thought of what you would 
think if you read this. I cannot help 
it; I must write. I dare not whisper 
my love to you. It were profanation to 
speak of it to others. 

"Good-night, beloved. I have dared 
to say It even to myself." 

Kiss Molly Helents. 
When Mollie Entrekin got that letter 

she sat down in the middle of the floor 
and read it Then she said: "Well, of 
all things." Then she read it again. 
Then she said: "I never heard of such 
a thing." Then she reread it and, clasp
ing her arms around her knees, sat on 
the floor and studied. 

"I don't know why he wrote me such 
a letter," she said to herself. "If the fool 
man is in love with me, why don't he 
tell me so? Don't dare to come near 
me, don't he? I've noticed that he's 
been hanging around here two or three 
nights a week." 

Finally she got up and said: "Any
how, I'll write him a nice letter that will 
cure him." And she wrote. It was a 
kind, sisterly letter, and the burden of it 
was: "Impossible; I don't love you." 

But there was no doubt that the letter 
had started Molly Entrekin to thinking. 

Si" - *'• 
young department manager, and Molly 
was forced to be gracious to the man 
who, at that time, she disliked, but to 
whom because of the family friendship 
•he was obliged to be gracious. 

Aylette Confesses Sordid Love. 
' The families of both girls are weal
thy; and, going back to their rooms in 
the boarding house that night Aylette 
confessed to Phllllppa that he did not 
particularly love Miss Entrekin, bat 
that she was rich and that he was go-

e lng to win her. Disgusted, sickened 
by the attitude of his friend, which 
came as a rude awakening from the 
dreams that he himself had been 
dreaming, Phillipps turned to go to his 
room. There, with the vision of the 
bright-eyed, fair-haired girl before him, 
he resolved never again to go near her, 
realizing, as he thought, the Impossi
bility of ever winning ihe love of Mar
tha Baker. He held to his determina
tion. Two or three times the girl in-

by an Ad. 
Excitedly Molly left the table, and st

ing into the library scratched off a 
note. 

"Mr. Ferman Phillipps: Please come to 
me at my home, at once, this moraine-
You must come before noon. It is an Im
portant matter, one on which my future 
happiness my depend 

"MOLLY EXTREK1NV 
Phillipps, surprised, read the note and 

unmindful of Bobbie, rushed for a car. 
Twenty minutes later he was ushered 
into the morning room at the Entrekin 
residence. 

"Mr. Phillipps," began Molly, nerv
ously. "did you put this advertisement 
in the paper?" 

She handed him the morning paper, 
in which appeared an ad.: 
LOST—A BUNDLE OP LETTERS. PURE-

iv personal, of no value except to owner. 
A reward of $25 will be paid If returned to 
Ferman Phillipps, N. Charles street. 

"I did," said Phillipps, rather un
steadily, after he had read the ad. 
slowly. 

"Are these the letters?" asked Molly, 
producing the three she had received 
from Aylette. \ 

End of the Mystery. 
"Why, Miss Entrekin," said Phillipps, 

excitedly,' 'where did you get these? 
They are copies of mine, or part of them. 

Ijuabaub anil Uoirn 
By ALICE FISCHER. 

READ 

I tremble at the thought of asking you 
to share with me the little that I hare. 

"Again and again I have said: 'I 
will go and tell her,' and then I have 
trembled at the vision and crept back 
to my own room, to sit for hours look-
lng out across the lights of the city 
towards where you were, and weaving 
on the cloth of my Imagination the 
fairest picture the world has ever 
known; a picture of you, with your 
glorious eyes alight with the fire of 
love, and I have dreamed that it was 
I who fanned that fire Into a flame. 

"Night after night I have skulked 
past your home, just to be near where 
you were, for the chance of seeing you, 
of getting a glimpse as you flashed 
from carriage to door, of hearing your 
laugh, and when I saw you I have 
turned homeward thinking: 'She Is 
safe. She is happy. Why should I 
trouble her in her happiness?' 

"It is despair to love like this. Some 
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She read Ft over and over. It partly im
pressed, partly puzzled her. It wasn't 
a bit like Aylette. 

Three days later there came another 
astonishing missive. 

That time Molly read seriously. 
Again the tone of the letter puzzled her, 
and she wondered if he had not received 
her rejection before writing, and thought 
it strange that he did not mention it. 

"Men in love are such fools," said 
Molly, and, taking the two letters, she 
went over to see her dearest chum, Mar
tha, and consult with her about it. Mar
tha read the letters, and then she said: 
"Molly, if a man ever wrote to me that 
way I'd love him just in spite of myself." 

"I'm afraid I'm. beginning to like 
him," said Molly. "Maybe I misjudged 
him before." Then she wrote him a 
kinder, sweeter reply, telling him that 
she hardly knew her own heart—and to 
come to her the moment he returned 
from Richmond. 

The following day there game another 
letter, tenderer, more exalted, higher in 
tone than the other, breathing the de
spair of an unloved lover exalted by the 
purity of his love. 

And Molly was conquered. "I never 
did like the man," she said to Martha. 
"I am afraid I lost the beauty of his 
character through my blindness. I'm 
not sure I love him now, but I'm glad 
these letters have opened my eyes and 
shown me the depth of his love. Any 
girl can learn to love a man who loves 
her that way." 

Engaged But Not Happy. 
So that night Molly Entrekin, in her 

own boudoir, sat down and wrote her 
first love letter, and became engaged to 
Walter Aylette. For the first time in her 
gay, happy, 19 years she looked seriously 
upon love. Yet she was surprised to find 
that she was not happy. She confessed 
to Martha that she was uneasy. 

There was no anhouncement of the en
gagement. Two days aftershe accepted 
Aylette by mail there came from him 
another letter; so different that Molly's 
uneasiness grew great. It was a nice 
letter, overflowing with rejoicing—but 
there was something missing. Molly 
felt that her surrender, her gift of her-
sedf to the man who had seemed to de
spair, was not received in quite the man
ner she expected it. It seemed to her 
that the man was gloating rather than 
exalted by his victory. 

All that night she was uneasy. She 
felt that she had made a mistake, and 
she read and reread the first three let
ters before she fell asleep, happy and 
reassured. The thought came to her that 
perhaps she loved the letters and not 
the man, but she did not believe that art 
could Infuse such feeling into written 
words. 

The next«norning Molly came down to 
breakfast late. She looked a little wan 
and pale, a little anxious. It was the day 
that Aylette was to return to Baltimore; 
the day on which for the first time Molly 
was to surrender to the kisses of her 
lover. She was reading the paper idlf 
while waiting for her coffee and orange 
when suddenly her eye fell u0on a little 
"want ad." that made her gasp. 

"I knew it; I knew it," she said, half 
aloud. "Oh, the wretches!" 

"Knew what? What wretches, sis?" 
asked Bobble. 

"Never mind, Bobbie, but I want you 
to go on an important errand right 
away." 

"All right; but say, sis, do I get some 
I of that candy Nick sent up last night?" 

"Yes, all of it. But I want you to 
take a note right away. It is Important. 

1 Everything depends on it." 

I was sure they were stolen from a draw
er in my room. How did you get them ?" 

"They were mailed to me by your 
roommate, Mr. Aylette," she answered, 
steadily. "I notice that in the first one 
my name was at the top, above the line. 
I thought it strange at the time." 

"Aylette send my letters to you?" 
asked the astonished Phillipps. "Why 
Should he do that?" 

"He wanted to make me love him. He 
nearly succeeded. Oh, Mr. Phillipps, 
I am so ashamed and so glad. You have 
saved me from the wretch." 

"Please don't," he urged, tenderly, 
as she started to cry. "Please don't. I 
am so sorry that I have helped cause this 
trouble." 

"I'm not; I'm glad," said Molly, stop
ping her tears and flashing into anger. 
"I'll tell that man—" Then she broke 
off suddenly and turned upon the young 
man. "Ferman Phillipps," she de
manded. "to whom did you write those 
love letters?" 

"Why—why—" he stammered. 
"Now, you tell me right away," she 

dictated. "Tell me, I tell you. You've 
saved me from that man, and now I'll 
help you. You are in love with a girl 
and afraid to tell her so?" 

"Please don't, please don't," pleaded 
the agonized Phillipps. 

"I will, too," she said. "Here, I've told 
you everything and trusted you, and 
now you've got to trust me. Who is 
she?" 

"Really, Miss Entrekin, I can't tell 
you. I scarcely know her, and it would 
be presumptuous for me even to speak 
to her." 

"Do you love her?" 
"Yes—you must know I do from the 

letters." 
"Do you love her as much as those let

ters show?" 
"More." 
"I wouldn't give a cent/or a man who 

wouldn't tell a girl when he loves her. 
Who is she?" 

"Your friend, Miss Baker." 
"What! Martha Baker? Oh, this Is 

too good. It'salmostasgoodasifithad 
been me, and I'm half sorry it wasn't. 
You come right over to Martha's house 
right now and tell her you love her. If 
you don't come with me now I'll send for 
her to come here. You've got to propose 
to her right away, and I'm going to stand 
by and see you do. And let me congrat
ulate you now—for she has read those 
letters." 

Phillipps finally begged off, but prom
ised to call that nigjit on Miss .Baker, 
and he pledged his word to Molly En
trekin that he would propose before the 
end of the month. And Molly, as soon 
as she had refused to see Aylette when 
he called, rushed off to tell Martha, and 
they talked all afternoon and cried a lit
tle bit, as girls do. 

Phillipps really propesed Inside of 
two weeks and was accepted. And Molly 
showed the letters to every girl In their 
crowd, as she told the story, add one of 
them copied two of them—so the secret 
of the plagiarized letters became know 
to all Baltimore. 

It is said that Aylette is now working 
in New York or Philadelphia, and 
Molly's engagement to Nick is expected 
any=day, much to the delight of "Bob
ble," who appreciates candy. 

The Bad Boy Arrive* TTew York— 
Dad Xa Caught Iryi.-.j te Smuggle 
Merchandise—They Are Surprised 
to Hear About Caaaie Chad wick and 
the Chicago Strike. 

BT HON. GEORGE W. PECK. 
(Ex-Governor of Wisconsin, Formerly Ed. 

itor of "Peck's Sun," Author of 
"Peck's Bad Boy," Etc.) 

(Copyright, 1905, by Joseph B. Bowles.) 
New York City.—Dear Old Pardner in 

Crime: I have more trouble trying to 
do the right thing than any boy you ever 
saw. When I lie to keep dad from be
ing pulled by the police of a foreign 
eountry, I seem to be all right, and then 
dad will tell me to always be truthful; 
and when I tell the truth, and dad gets 
in trouble by my doing so, then he wants 
to kick me. Every boy ought to have a 
conscience that will prevent him from 
doing wrong, not one of these vaccll-
lating consciences that have to have an 
alarm clock to tell it when to work prop
erly, but a conscience that is like a de
tective, which never sleeps, or like pills, 
that work while you sleep, and regulate 
your conscience «o it will keep time 
whether it is wound up or not. 

On the way over from Havana, dad 
had several talks with me about turning 
over new leaves, and he said now that 
we are about to land in our own country, 
let us be honest, and tell the truth. 1 
said I would try it, but maybe it would 
kill me, and then dad concealed about 
his person all the things he intended to 
smuggle without paying duty, and then 
he put on a pious look, just like a minis
ter who is on his return from a vacation, 
and we stood on deck as we came up 
from Sandy Hook, looked at the statue 
of Liberty and swelled up; looked at the 
Stars and Stripes flying, and wept, and 
acted like fools. Dad was pussier than 
ever, with over 40 yards of lace wound 
around his stummick under his shirt, 
and a lot of kid gloves tied under his 
arms, and more things than you could 
count, and when the revenue officers 
boarded the ship dad broke out in a per 
spiration, which was so noticeable that 
the inspectors piped him off at once, 
and when he saw that they suspected 

Trial to All But Her. 
"Her marriage was a great disap

pointment to her friends." 
"indeed?" 

1 "O, yes! They all predicted it 
would turn out unhappily, and U 
didn't"—Stray StcriM. 

M30UT FORTY YARDS OF LACE 
AROUND HIS STOMACH. 

him, pointed to the statue of Liberty 
ind said: 

"My son, look at that female with the 
torch. That torch says all are welcome 
:o come to this country who are honest 
ind willing to help bear the burdens of 
our government, but to the dishonest 
man that torch means that he is not 
welcome. Be honest, my boy, if you 
don't lay up a cent. An honest man is 
the noblest work of God," and dad 
rolled up his eyes like Dowie, and said: 
"Peace be unto you," and then the ip-
Bpector asked me if dad had any goods 
on him that he hadn't paid duty on, and 
I told him he coula Bearch me, and that 
all I knew was that dad had used extra 
precaution in making his toilet, and 
that he had to wind about 40 yards of 
lace around his stomach, which had 
been troubling him since he had a touch 
sf cholera at Havana; and dad looked 
at me as though he would like to electro
cute me for telling the truth. 

The man told dad to peel off his out
side garments, and when he come to the 
lace and began to unravel it from dad, 
dad was more comfortable, cause his 
clothes didn't fit so quick. When they 
had got the lace off, and the gloves, dad 
looked hurt, and said: "The Lord 
glvetb and the Lord taketh eway," and 
the man said it would cost $40 dollars 
fine, and dad paid it, and they kept the 
lace. And when the inspectors left dad 
and began, to search a fat woman, he 
took me to one side and said: "You 
show the poorest judgment in telling the 
truth of any boy 1 ever met. Don't you 
remember the verse in the Bible which 
says: 'The truth should not be spoken 
at all times,' " and then he was going to 
give me a swift kick, when I told him 
to be careful or the diamond ring he 
had in the toe of his shoe would cut a 
hole in the leather, and be lost, and he 
let up on kicking me, and finally we 
got off the boat and went to a hotel, and 
dad lectured me on the subject of com
mon sense. He said a boy that hadn't 
common sense enough to prevent him 
from talking when he ought to~keep 
still, and giving away family secrets, 
would bring his father's gray hairs in 
sorrow to the grave. I am going to try 
to lead a different life from this out. 

Well, sir, you don't realize the changes 
that have taken place in our beloved 
country since we left, almost a year ago. 
We have been reading the back numbers 
of the newspapers to find out what has 
happened since we left, cause you never 
hear anything in Europe about what 
lappens in America, unlesB a president 
is assassinated, or an Indian goes on 
the war path in'Mexico. That is all 
jiey think of in Europe, that we are In
dians, that are confined on our reserva
tions and not allowed to carry arms, 
»nd that it is no crime for Englishmen 
to com* over here and scalp us. 

"What do you think of this," said 
dad, as he read an account of Mrs. Chad-
wick forging the name of Andrew Car
negie to notes for $5,000,000, and get
ting feeble-minded bankers to lend her 
money on the notes, unsight, unseen. 
| "Gee, my boy, when we went away, Cas

sis was the richest grass widow in the 
country, buying everything in sight, 

i and creating a sensation wherever she 

A husband'* finf 
duty b to remain the 
lover after he becomes 
a husband. He will 
go to any expense for 
flowers and bonbons or 

put himself to any inconvenicnce to keep an engagement while he is 
courting. Why should he not do the same after he is married ? 

That is just one thing I am cranky about, and Mr. Harcourt 
knows it. He would no more think of breaking an engagement with 
me now that he would when we were lovers. 

But, then, ho(v can any one woman make a set of cast-iron rules 
for all husbands? Don't you think the right sort of man sees his 
duty as it comes to him and does it ? I do. All told, it is just a case 
of "bear and forbear," and it is as hard to define the man's duties 
as it is the woman's, though I am considered rather an authority on 
the subject, as you may sec by these lines, which were sent me a few 
days ago: 

"Said Aliqe: 'The world's growing ill j f 
And domestic relations are nil; 
I'll set up a school 
To train husbands by rule.' • 
'Do you think she can do it?' Ask Will!" 

W'c might leave it that way. You might ask Will if I have trained 
him to his duties ? ' 

went. And now she is in jail, her house 
and furniture gone, and a horse doctor 
hai taken her horses for medical at
tendance when they had spavins and 
epizootic, and she looks 20 years older 
because the jailors won't let her have 
any face cream to disguise herself with. 
Let this b; a lesson to you, Hennery, 
never to forge the name of any man, 
poor or rich, to notes for $5,000,000." 

I told lilni I would never forge any
body's name to more than a reasonable 
amount, cause I was no hog. "What 
you crying about." said I, as dad broke 
down and wept. "Oh. 1 was thinking of 
poor Andrew Carnegie; the dear old 
case of Scotch whisky and Quaker oats," 
said dau, as he wiped his eyes and read 
more about the Chadwick case. "Here, 
this woman charges that Carnegie was 
her father, and gave up the noteB to 
square himself with his accidental 
daughter, so she wouldn't squeal on him, 
and queer him with the library beg
gars, who might refuse to take his 
tainted money." 

"It is too bad about Andrew," says I 
to dad, "but don't you remember what 
a wink he had to his left eye, that time 
we saw him, even in bis old age?" 

"Well, that woman is no gentleman, 
or she never would have told on An
drew," said dad and he dried his eyes 
and looked at another paper, and told 
me to hush, and he kept on reading, and 
finally he said: 

"Well, if that wouldn't skin you," and 
he put hi$ hand to his head, and sighed 
as though his heart would break. 

"What is it, dad; out with it, cause 
we might as well know the worst. Has 
Chauncey Depew attended another 
banquet, and told that old chestnut 
about—" 

"Oh, Ilnnnery, It is worse than that, 
if possible," said dad. "Lookahere, a 
church organization has refused to take 
a hundred thousand dollar gift from 
Rockefeller, for use in the missionary 
business, because they • believe John 
came by his money dishonestly, robbing 
independent refineries of kerosene, and, 
John is heartbroken for fear all the re
ligious and educational grafters will 
boycott him, and refuse to take his 
money, and it will accumulate on his 
hands until it ruins him. By ginger, 
lhat is hard on John," continued dad, 
as Jie kept on reading. 

"Oh, don't you worry about Rocke
feller," said I to dad. "He has only ac
cumulated a billion dollars, and his son 
has not got gay yet. A rich man can 
always get rid of his money, in one of 
three ways; by paying taxes, starting a 
newspaper or letting his son get gay. 
Rockefeller's young man has been kept 
in Sunday school until he is full of texts 
and parables, and hymns, and he is 
about due to get a skin full of the water 
of joy, at $15 a bottle, and give a dinner 
to the chorus of an opera, and when that 
time comes, and ihe youngster's back 
teeth are afloat, and he sees double, an d 
begins to realize that he is the greatest 
case of 'it' in the English language, and 
the chief chorus girl comes and sits on 
the arm of his chair and leans over so 
she is almost all in his arms, and her 
two blue eyes look to him like the show
case in a glass eye store, and her breath 
comes in short pants, close to his ear, 
and she puts her soft, manicured, veal 
sweetbread hand on his fevered brow, 
and strokes his hair away from the fore 
head that is beginning to ache from mix 
lng the canvass back and budge, terra 
pin and champagany water, and tells 
him he is too good a thing to be boss
ing a Sunday school, he will look 

GETTING A SKINFUL OP THE WATER 
OF JOY AT FIFTEEN DOLLARS 

A BOTTLE. 

cross-eyed from trouble in his 
stomach, and tell her he will 
meet her at the stage door the 
next night with an automobile with her 
own monogram on the side entrance— 
yes, when it comes to that old John will 
never find any trouble in putting the 
tainted billion into circulation. Eh, 
dad, don't you think BO?" says I, and 
dad said he guessed that would be the 
only ealvation for poor old, bald-headed 
John, with the odor of kerosene on his 
bank account 

"But here's something that will make 
you stand without hitching, and I want 
to get to Chicago by the first train," 
said dad, as he turned over the paper 
and looked at the headlines. 

"What's the matter in Chicago, dad?" 
says I. "Has Carter Harrison been 
elected again when he was not looking?" 

"Oh, more fun than that." said dad. 
"What do you Viink, the Chicago team
sters are on < Vrike, and they have 
blocked traffic.1"1^} thers Is afairchance 

that the people who are not killed With 
bricks will be starved to death, cause 
they are going to put a stop to delivering 
meat, groceries and milk. Gee. wouldn't 
I like to be there with a window looking 
out on State street." and dad fairly 
beamed with joy at the thought of blood
shed. 

"Well, when was there a time when 
the Chicago teamsters were not on a 
Strike?" said 1 to dad. "They are the 
most sympathetic people on earth. 
What are they striking for now?" 

"Oh, some girls that sew overalls are 
on a strike, and they can't seem to win, 
so the teamsters have struck in 3ymp%-

T1IE CHICAGO TEAMSTERS ARE OM 
A STRIKE.  

thy with them, and the business of four 
million people is knocked gaily west," 
said dad. 

"Well, I guess they better let the 
teamsters stay out. cause if they go back 
to work there'll be a strike of nurses 
week after next, and the teamsters will 
have to go out again, and block things, 
and ball up the whole business," I told 
dad, and I added: "The only way to 
stop those teamsters striking, is to pen* 
slon every one of them about a hundred 
dollars a month, and lay them off, and 
hire somebody that is not looking for an 
excuse to quit work and shy bricks. 
Make them the leisure class, with bank 
accounts, and they won't have so much 
sympathy as to ruin the business of Chl-
cago." 

"Here's something you wouldn't be
lieve," says dad, picking up another pa
per. ".Roosevelt is elected again, and is 
off in the mountains for two months, 
shooting jack rabbits and bears, and let* 
ting public business go to the dogs, but 
he has heard of the Chicago strike and 
a banquet In that town, and he is go
ing to the banquet, and see if bis pres
ence will not make the strikers forget 
to fight, and you want to plug berths 
for the train to-night, cause I have got 
to see Roosevelt and report to him 
about what we did for him in Turkey and 
Egypt," and dad begun to pack up the 
things the custom house officers didn't 
find on him. 

And so, old man, it won't be long be
fore you will see me in your old grocery 
and I will tell you things that will make 
the Arabian Nights seem like an ac
count of a church sociable. If I were in 
your place I would get a detective to 
protect you, for I have got so I am liable 
to shoot a man on sight, and rob him of 
all he holds dear. Scrub out and open 
the windows, and put on that clean shirt 
you have been holding for such an oc
casion, for "behold, the prodigal son is 
on your trail" v.lth a real appetite. 

Yours, 
HENNERY. ,, 

STUDENT GUESSES POORLY 

Man Who Acted Rational Was Znsano 
While Loud Friend Was a Far-

Famed Author. 

A student once asked the French 
alienist Esquirol if there were any sura 
tests by which to tell the sane from the 
Insane. "Please dine with me to-mor
row at six o'clock," was the answer of 
the savant. The student accepted the 
invitation, and found two other guest? 
present, one of whom was elegantly 
dressed and apparently highly educated, 
while the other was rather uncouth, 
noisy, and extremely conceited. After 
dinner the pupil rose to take leave, and 
as he shook hands with his teacher he 
remarked: "The problem is very sim
ple after all; the quiet well-dressed gen
tleman is certainly distinguished la 
some lines, but the other Is as certainly 
a lunatic and ought to be locked up." 
"You are wrong, my friend," replied EB -
quirol, with a smile. "That quiet well-
dressed man who talks so rationally , 
has for years labored under the delusion 
that he is God, the Father, whereas the 
other man, whose exuberance and self-
conceit have surprised you, is M. Honor* 
de Balzac, the greatest French writer ot 
the day." 

* ' >f\ 4 
Getting the Habit - - ® ' 

The Saunterer was amused-the other 
day by the action of a newsboy froi* 
whom he bought several papers. After 
the lad bad secured his pay he still 
gazed inquiringly at the Saunterer, 
who finally asked: 

"Well, sonny, what are you waiting 
for?" 

"A tip," said the urchin, as he ran 
down the street, laughing, and evi
dently thinking he had perpetrated a 
good ioke.—Boston Budget 


