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HOW-PINCKNEY PASSE
——IT. @

AY, of all the light running’, care
Sdr-dﬁ:in'. grown-up kids that ever

waltzad through life on tip-toes—
Now who do you guess? Sure Pinck-
ney! Mayhe T've hinted something of
tha kind hefore; but 1 ain't ever done
1ihe mubject justice. J1t would take four

Ianguages and a motlion ploture outnt

{o give you eyen an outline aketeh of

him;: and then, just as )
eould guess what he'd do next, he'd
spring something 4iff'rent

Now last waek, acers

3 Lhought you

to his own
«d to be off on
Sadie and
nt

schaduls, hae was supnpo
that yachting trip g0t up
the Purdy-FPells for the
iin a punky A
the Bar Harbor crow

ial =t

of unlec rian L

on Rit alang

Inte Thursday ufLernoon, when I'm
leanin' back In my chalr with my feeot
on the window sill, thinkin' about

nathin® in particnlur and enjoyin® the

the rush season—and as fast as &
voung PBlekford grew up tall enough
to lean his elbows on the register they
bullt a new hotel for him. hey took to
it natural, too, as 4 Greck does Lo run-
nin' a frult stand.

All excapt Ollle. He'd bhesn spolled by
he pent ta oollege and geottin® In
with a buneh of young loose-wnade. So,
when iU's time for him te pick outr A
er resort and begln harvestin® the
vacation oney. he mnin't prepared. He
knows 4 lot ahout afternoon teas; but
blamed MHitle about any kind of break-
fasta excepl the sort that's bhrought in
on & tray al ten-thirty A. M, His broth-
ere and uncles put him dawn an the
brunette lamb of the flock, and bogun
speakin’ of him as the family joke.

The next ¥
orphan. He finds that hils old m
left him nothing but the Notch

sSu

ng Ollle knows

L_._’-'%-.*-—'_""

“AM, GO SIT ON A TACK!™ SAYS I. "“ND IF YOU DON'T EXPLODE,

axarciss a cabp Tfetches up outside, 1
hoars someone prancin® up the stalrs
nd in ruashesa his joy-
our nibs, wearin® & Merry Widower
straw lid with a pilnk and white band
and carryin® one of his Afly- e varie-
ties of sllver-headeod sticks.

two at a jump, a

‘Coma on Shorty?!™ mays he. “"Geoet
ain
exproess! We have 40 minutos to make It
in

'"Gwan save |
in that breathlass wi
valves

“But I mean it: really I 4o, say
he, proddin' me playful in the ribs with
the cane handle. *It's all right, 1've
made all the arrangements, and you can
bea goné two ¢ three days just as well

. hurry I:\"‘

now, I inckney.” says 1.

your bag, and lat's catch the mour

your kiddin®
t's bad for the

..'uatl."
nin't no engine-house, where you c¢an
stick wvour head in, holler once, and
have me sHdin' down the pole. You've
rung me in on them nulty excursions
of wours times enough.”

“Hut this ian‘t one of that kind"™
sayn he. Truly. It will be jolly smport,
vou know, and 1 had counted Oon your
going with

SBay, Pinckney,” msaysn I, takin’ my

heels down and turnin® for a good

ook &t Llm, vou'll qguit exhaustin

through your coy¥lindars mayhe 1

in
14

1'd state whera syou're

heaar what yod're tryin' to say. It wo
hailp mome if
goin' and why
a4 didn't |
Whv, 1t somowhe

snys he

the White

Mountains
“No particuiar spot, 1 suppose?” says

“1 don't
of the station. of

wAVE

"Don't be abau
remember the nam
coursa; but it's on the tickets ian't
that eanough?

“Linless yvou've lost the tickets"
2 is deatnil of w

m the tickets, too,

lopformsation from

Ths bru.'-u-r.m:-. r is 1t Just a pleasure
trip the dootor has ordersd for the
banefit of wyour famils or are you
takin®' It becausse you had n funny
dresm?

Pural) RAYN Pinckpey
"It's a re he fishes out A
card, takes a quick glimpse at I, and
gves on, 1t's ab: Notweh Manor.”

Sos0-0-07 siavs 1 And what's this
Naoteh Manor o -year-old oolt, or
new way of Jdoin

it's A oLe VS L julte
& large one o vnd full of guests. I'm
nil guite sur bul I'm afraid T ¢

Yau w hic ' i AT

win & D i1 8 AT ATe v

Al n d 1o to be

At I'm threatened with
Pincknn) Anyway, 1
vd see about i1 ey 1

ke to LY
A ve | 1t msaid

»'d be halfway there by
an hotsl. Oh saplintoers
‘¢t mizs that exhibi-
Hi Swiftyy Dig out
travelin® kit of mine,
take cara of the shop
p again! I'm off with

Finckney:
And nway wo starts, just iik®s that

Matvbe It was a b
byt watchis Pir
tangled up
and then =«
the jove of

ity move on my part.

b T rent proposjtions
min' out of "om,; is ono of

existence. Gen'rally he's

alwayas heen able to duck any damagin' |

eonsequences; but from the indieations
thin jooke llke it might be the eclipss
- - .

How was it handad to you? savs 1,
after we'd got aboard the train and
was balfway through one of them Imi-
tation dinnars they serve on the dinin'
CATS

Then he goss an to tell about Ollis
Bickford and how he g0t mixed up with
him. Sesms that Oillsa 1&a one of the
reg’iar hotel Bickfords, the fam'ly that
oWns B0 muny resort joints—you know
em. There wus Tour brothers to siart
with., nud they all contracted the hotel
keepin’ habit early in life. Each of ‘em
ynanaged to bring up & fam’ly—aoot full-
pized, farmhouse Tam'lies, voun under-

stand, but limited editions, that
WAL BERUPK JOS Ay, Feoma dusia’
! »

1oy gettin' himselr |

House, that's always been a doubtful
proposition, with n proviso that If hae
can run it for two soasons and show &
net profit he’s to have his share of
the dividends from the Bickford sys-
tem. If he falls down, he's Lo be put on
the disabled pension [Hst, with Jlust
enough to kKeep him out of Lhe soup
kitchens

Well, Ollle starts brave esnough. The
first season he picks out for manager
a college chum of his that played short-
stop 0:; the varsity nine and sang first
basa in the glee ciub. He had other
talents too: but someheow they didn't
fit in with the hotel business, and when
Ollle counted up at the end of Oclobsar
ke was several fisures to the bad.

Next he meects Pinckney at the club,
tells him h tuls of woo, and displays
some of the cold, unfeelin' letters his
relntionn have wrote to him. That geta
Pinckney int'rested in the case. He ol-

fers to put up cash for a naw deal and
take & mortgage on Noteh MAar r. Bo
this Bummer ©Ollile makes his plunge

with an intcrest handicap and a new
manager who'd got hisa hotel experiencs
actin' as banguet chairman of the Phi
Delta Gamima. And once moreé he slips
into tha excavation

Pinckney don't know tha full partic-
ulars: but ha gathers from Ollie's wire
that the amateur manager has quit, twao
of the clearks has followed sult, and he's
jeft with a balance on the wrong side of
the ledger and a houseful of disgrun-
tiled gueats

. - -

‘And now he wanis to turn over his
heastly hotel to me” says Pinchney
“Funcy that!™

“T'm tryin' to.,” says 1, but It's &
strain. What's vour programme?’

it was n foolish question. Pinckney
don't do busineas accordin’ to pro-

1 He's just going up to look
h Ollia
I expect If the truth was known

over, he saves, and to jo

though, Pinckney has an idea he oan
epend half an hour with Ollle and glive
him .polnls endugh to 1"1\"" him through.
Ever know anybody that didn't think
runnin® & hotel would be a cinch for
him? I've avon had pipe dreams like

that myseif. But say, neither of us
had ever baer right up nEgainst the {
propoaliion befors -
- . -
And it was A mess;, all right Abosut

10 o'clock next mornin® wa'ra Innded at
n dinky lNitie station up amongst tha
most perpendicular scenery In the state
of New Hampahire, and after a 10 min-
utes’ stage ride we're dumped in front
of this Notech Manor House, squattin’

dow'n bstween two countles set up on
edge.

it'e & big four-story barracke that's

| sufferin’ from a scarletina roof and an

apidemic of striped window awnings.
Besldes the carriags dArivea, there's fust
enough flat ground left for & postage
stamp mawn and a couple of tennis
courts on the slde. You counidn't walk
two blocka in any direction without
comin’ to a place where thers ought to
be n passenger alavator but wa'n't so

miach as & ladder

“Gee says 1. “Talk about wpendin’
the Summer in the mountains! Ma for
the bottom of a nice cool alr shaft!™

But look at the scenery.,” says
Pilackney

*That'd give ma a crick In the neck,™
sayve i

nir i= certainiy exhilarating,
though mays he. awellin' out his chest
“"Tt's good enough alr,”” says I: “but I'm
callin’ for something mere from life than
just a chanmca 1o Lreathe. When can we
fump a train back to Broadway ™
Finckney savs there's a through express

stopa abouil & P. M., and hea hopes to

hatve svorvthing all straightiensd ouc by
then: #0 we ciimbs out of the stage and
tells & porter to take us in to Mr., Bick-
ford.

‘“‘He's very busy just mow, sir,”" says the
portier.

80 much the better.,” says Pinckoey.
"Ah, there he Isl”

And we admits that the bAzsgage Jug-
gler was mn sccurate describer. Over the
heads of the crowd around the office
deak T getn & glimpse of a light-haired.
good-lookin' young chap who's tryin® 1o
mop the worrked expressiomn off his Imes

| »ilh & hsodkerchiel and anzwer gsven

before I go aramy.

BEING PROFE.S‘SOB SHORTY WGABD’S AC(.‘OUIN'T oF

HOW e CQ'NI?UC'I'I}D A PASHIONABLE TOURIS'T

! HOTEL,

BY SEWELL PFAGRD

“Pshaw!" aayvs Pinckney. “You don't
know how to Pandle tham. Don't try to
explain; just make promices. Promise

them anything:. That's all they want.”
things zre bad.,” says Ollie. “The

moat cook s careless, the hallboys lazy.
and tha walvers impudent. I've talked
to them about It, 100, and ask+d them If

they wouldn't please do better; but, da
kncw. they only laugh at me
"The mean thinge!” says L
ckney shakés hia head ot me, and
ceeds o pass out =ome more valuable
He tells Ollic way to reform
the help and get 'em up on their toes
is to give "em the grand jcily. His ldea
= to throw ecach one a boujuet ahont
twice a day, tell ‘em how good they are
and what buliy work they're doing.
*That's the way | manage my 1an

he's cranks, R Pinckney.
“Come on: we'll try it now.™
*1—=1"d rather not
But Pinckney is nil worked up over tha

says Ollie

notion, and be fairly drags Olile along
1o make the rounds of tha building on
tsnap mission. As for me, T stays
behind and studiesa the tima table.

- - -
I don’t know how thick Finckney
sproad It on: but 1
wholesala job, for t v'va hardly pgot
back before the result begin to =how,
Inside of half an hour two dozen as-
sorted help has come in and astruck
Ollie for n raisa, If they weres puch
erackerjs
were, t

must have done a

cks as thev ad been (old Lhey
Y WA

ted more money, or else
they meant to ault Some of ‘em went
eo far as to knock off pendin® arbltration
But lunch time the thing has spread
untii It's developed into » general strike

And marbe there wa'n't n mad crowd
n din
and only cold dinhes at
that! Wow! T could hear 'em way out
in the far corner of tha veranda, whara
I'm gettin® away with a couple of ham
mandwiches I'd bribed & bellhop to awipe
from tha kitehen, A little later you
should have s2en the bunch swarmin'
around the office desk, and heard ‘em
tellin® Pinckney and Ollle thelr privats
opinion of such a hotel.

I slips around whera I could peek
through the window at ‘em. and when
I catches Pinckney’'s eyes 1 glves him
the grin. I could afford to. Wa'n't there
that & o'clock train back Lo New York?
And wouldn't 1 have something to rub
into Pinckney? Eay, it was all to the
jovous—whila it lasted. 1 goes out for
o little ellmb up one of them shady step-
ladder patha, just to kill tims and think
over what o lovely mesa he wan In. X
felt so good I mits on a rock for mbout
an hour and gloats.

Allowin® plenty of time to make the
train, I strolls back to the hotel, and
finds the guests Holdin' Indignation
maetin’s all over the front veranda. I
grins once more and pushes in to look
up Pinckney. He ain't behind the dosk
or anywhere in sight. In the privata
office there's nobody but Ollis, fuce down
on & leather couch, with & wet towel
around his head,

“*Where's your side partner, the¢ soff-
msoapn apostle?® savas I

“Do you mean Pinckneyr?* says bhe,
“Why, he's gone’r

of hungry folks inm & *-room 1o

serve 48 peopl

“Hu, ha! Ho, ho!" says I. “SBo he toox
to the woods, eh™

“No,'” sava OlNe. "He caught the local
down to tha junction, and s golng to
get the express there. He sald ha had
left you in full charge.™

“What's that?" says 1. “'Left who?*

“You," =ays Qille,

“Me!" says I. “Not on you silhouetta?*

“But there'm no one clao, BAYE De,
proppin’ himesclf up and spreasdin® out his
hands. “T'gn out of it rou'll ind & note
from Pinckoey on the desk.

It's there, all right, and It's & cute one,
too. He explains what & hole Ollie ia
in, and how he'd love to stay and pull
him out if it wa'n’t for his havin' 1o
Join Count Pnddiedorf in Portland: and
wen't T take hold and do the beet I can
until he can send up an experienced
manager? He don't care what 1 do, or
whal happens, If T'U only stay.

Ah, sciasors!”™ says [. “Tou walt until
T se® him on the expresa! Where's that
of mineT"

e —

“Wh-wh-what's that?' says he, turn-
in®' purple.

*“That's Ninth-ave repartes,” savs 1.
“I don't makse & practice of usin' it:
but when fat parties like you go to doin’
the human doormat act with me, I
sometimes indulge. Now [I'd advise you
to go off somewhere in the shade and
cool down.'*

Wil you anawor my question, wsir?"
ha bellows “Are yYOu, Or are you not
the masnager of this—"

And say, it come 16 me aih of a sud-
don. 1 dldn’t want to be, but at that
minuts I was *"Well," says I, chuckin’
my hat on " the safe and leanin’ across
with my elbowa on the counter, "‘what
then? T'm the new manager. Who the
blazes are you?"

That wunexpected ocome back almost
chokas him: but he splutters out that
he's Sonator Somebody or Other, and
that him and his two daughters are oc-
cupyin' suite B on the second floor, at
the rata of §50 a day.

o S
through. Go collect all the help in the
dinin'-reom. 1'm goin' to maks a speech
ta ‘em.*

- - -

And say. you never know what yoit
can do udtil you get —oing. do you? Thes
way that stuffed gang of grub hustiers
had got puffed up over a little hot air,
just pur me In fine condition for shert
arm orntin’. I bogins by tellin ‘em
what a bunch of no good., butter fingered
tip chamers they was, and ends by an-
nouncin' that every 1asl nne of ‘em in
fired on ths =pol. Then I tacks on a
postacript that If any of 'em s willin

to hustle the way they should, they can
have ten siinutes to prove 1I° by geltin'
Busy It's elther walk or work

What [ looks for Is a procession
towards the station: but instead of that
pome one sStAartE givin® three cheers for
the new manager, and before half the
time limit is up the whole meb is juggiin®
crockery, and shakin' sheoty, and gottin®
dinnor, as morry as a picnle party.

“WHERE’'S THE SOFTSOAP APQSTLE?" SAYS I,

“Oh, don’'t please don't, Jesve ms here
nlone!" says Ollle. “He aald vou'd taks
chargs, nnd T've told everyone you
would, too. Pleass, Mr. McCabe, don't
8o away!"

“Sorry 1 can’'t oblige.,” says I; ‘“but
this im wherse I duck. So long, Ollie.
Good luck,” and I makés a dash through
the door.

Just as T was grabbing my bag from
under time counter., the first delegation
from the hot c¢ollar convention hits the
other alde. The chalrman seems to be
a bull necked, ruby complected party.
with & waist on him Hke a sugar barrel
and n voloce that's as soft and soothin'
as the honk of an automobils horn.

"Hey!"' he. shovin' a fat fore-
finger under my nose. “‘Are you the new

=il

manager of this rotien establishment!™

It wa'n't so much what he said, as how
he shot It off, that ruffies my back
feathers. “‘Ah, go sit on a tack!™ says
1. “And If wvou don't explode you’
puncture proof.'’ >

"
@
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{MRS. TAFT IN HER INAUGURAL GOWN—FIRST PORTRAIT
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TAKEN IN WHITE HOUSE
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“Beginnin® tomorrow noon,”” says I,
It b= mixty per.'

“Wh-a-at!" he gasps.

“S-l-x mix, t-y tv, sixty per.” savs I,
countin® It off for him on my fingers.

“We—we'll leave!" ne shouts.

“Good!" =ays L. *'] neesd your rooms
for the Count. Oné = le, pleases, Any of
¥ou other gents got remarks to make?'"

A fussy little man wearin® gold specta-
cles s=teps up and begin to squeak out
that the coffee was vile, that his wifa
couldn't get tho maids to answoer the
bell, and that all they'd been served for
luncheon was cold ham.

*That's nothin',” says I “Thera's
worae Lo come, When you've had enough,
clear out; but if you bring me any more
kicks I'll take you up to the roof and
drop you off! Next!" and with that 1
shucka my coat, rolls up my sleeves, and
prepares w send back whatever I'm
about to recelve.

It don't come, though. That bunch of
disgruntled groucnes that's Leen making
life miserable for the meek and lowly
Ollie for the last fo7 weeks just catches
thelr bresth, stares at one another fool-
ish, and then does the vanishing sct I
turns wround, to find Ollis standin® at
my elbow with his eyes popped out and
the towel draped over one car.

“Thank you!"' =ave he, grabbin® my
hand. *Oh, thank you, thank you! That
was bully, bully!'"

“It's only a curtain ralssr to what's
comin® next.,” says I, “"Long's I'm start-
ed on this thing, I might's well push It

Ollie forge=te the headache and comes
back to life. “But what did yeu mean.”
sayx he, "“when you toid the Senator
about wanting hi= roaoms for some
Count?"

*Nothing but a bluff.” says 1 “1 was
thinking of Puggledorf. But say. Olle,
wouldn’t it be a good thing for business
if he was comin’' here?"

“Would it!" says Ollle. *“*Why, with
Count Puggledorf in the house wyou
couldn’t drive them away with a eclub!®

“Then the Count ocomens,”* EAYVS 1.
“Pinckney’'a got to make that bluff good.
or we'll sue him for breach of promise."

That's what T wirea him, too, and he
sonds back word that he'll ship Puggle-
dorf up on the next train. The minute
Ollie spreads the news that a real liva
Count is on his way to Notch Manor,
B women stops packin' thelr trunks, and
the Seanator re-engages his suite for
three weeks more, pavin® In advance.

And ¥ou never seen anyone recover hia
nerve the way Ollle does. He don't take
any back talk from anyone, but keeps
the help on the jump, and tells me he's
going 1o finish the season abead of the
game.

- - -

1 didn't stay long enough to ses which
one of that giddy female crowd gor the
strangle hold on Puggledorf: but I saw
enough to dope this out: That the way
to run a mountain hotel is to choke off
the kickers, throw a scare into the help
and have a spare Count up your sleeve
in ¢ase of emergency.

SWEET-SMELLING HERB BEDS

N our grandmother's tima there was

alwaye o bed for old-fashioned herbs

in the wegetabls garden. Thern,
against sunny walls, or in prim hedges
around things of a more practical naturs,
grew the lsaved and fAowered planta
which made elegant perfumens, hot drinks
for the cure of various alimenis, séepson-
Ings for fowl and game, and which even
went, In soms wistful Spring, perhaps, to
declare love or the passing of It to faith-
ful or delinquent lovers.

There, with parsiey, marjoram and
thyme. grew  lavender., angelica, rue,
rosemary and balmea; herhs for disordered
stomachs, herhs for elegant sentiments
and homely usefulness

An herb bed ia the next bhest thing to
an entire garden for the woman who
loves growing things and wholesome out-
door exercise. Many herbs call for a dif-
ferent time of planting, and naturally
climate must be taken into account. But
a stampad and addressad envelope, In-
closed in a letter asking for a leaflet on
herbs. would bring help from the Agri-
cultural Department at Washington, The
tinlest patch of ground would reap n
harvest of the deliclously smeiling plants,
but If thia is not available, a box in a
sunny window would grow ssveral varie-
tiexs. Chives, which are capital for sea-
woning saluds, ‘'may be ralsed In a clay
flower pot.

For kitchen uaes fresh herbs, such as
parsley,. thyme, tarragon, sorrel, sage
and marjoram, are invaluable, these im-
parting a tasta far more dellcate than
the dried plant, Lavender, the flowers of
which arg 86 much usad for perfuming
linen, and for the makine of tollet water,
-in & very hardy plant., Each year will In-
orease the lavender plantation, too, If
sllps or young shoots are regulariy plant-
ed In the Spring. Hol water goured on
lavender flowers and allowsd to stand a
while was once taken In teaspoonfuls as
& modiclne. The flowers ware also pre-
served and eaton as a sweset,

Angellica and borage, two old-time fa-
vorites, are esten Lo this day in various
countrims. Candled angelica Is one of ocur
own confectioner's great dalicacies, and,
whan pushedl for something green, the
stalks of the plant may be blanched and
eaten as calery. The Laplanders extol
the virtuss of angelica for coughs and
othar chegt disorders. Borage, which la
& hardy annual, ls uveed in Italy, when the
leaves are young and lender. as a raw or
cooked salad. and In France s flowers,
like thoss of nasturtium, for ornament
salads.

Caraway, Cortander and aniks gred sra

| useful for cakes and bread and cordials,

and fever-few horébound and cumin are
excellent for the maedicine chest,

The situation most suitable for a herd
bed should have a gentle slope toward the
south. The* waorst soll for hoerbs a8 that
of stiff, clayey description. But as & gen
eral recommendation for the right sort
will not sulr all herbs 1t Is best to go by
a garden book.

Bupreme Gift Is rBain Power.

John Burroughs in the Atlantie.

Man has no wings, and yet Lie can noar
above the clouds; he Is not swift of fest,
and yet he can outspesd the fleetost
hound or horme; he hrs but feabls
wWeapons In his organization. snd yet he
can slay or master all the great beasts;
his &ye "Is not mo sharp as that of the
eagle or the vulture, and yet he can aae
into the farthest depths of midereal space;
he has only very feeble ocoult powers of
communication with hig fellows, and ye
ha can talk arcund the warld and send
his volee across mountains and deserts:
his hands are weak things beside a llon's
paw or an elephant's trunk, and yet he
can move mountaine and stav rivers and
ot bounds (o the wildeat seas. His dog
ciin  out-ameil nim and outrun him and
outhite him, and set his dog looks wup
to him as to a god He has erring rea-
2on in place of unerring instinet, and yet
he has changed the face of the planet.

Without the specialization of the lower
anlmals—thelr wonderful adsptation to
particalar ends—thelr tools, their waga-
pons, thelr sirength, their speed, man yer
makes them all his servants. His brain
I« more than s mateh for &l the apecial
advantages nature bhas given them, Tha
one gift of rearan makes him suprems
in ths worla

The Widow's Wayr.
0ld Bolomon was wise In many wavs,
But thers were things he couldn'y un-
derstand;
And unto him ba honer and great praiss
That he confesaed his ignorance off-
hand,
He did nol know how ships went in the
sed,
How serpents crawled, how eagler
malicd the air:
A man's way with a mald wax mystery
To him—he owned all this, freely and
falr,

A mald's way with a man |5 alwo queer-
80 subtle that no man can fathom It
He may be wise, but she, little dear!
Shackles his wisdom and confounds his
wit
But there s somsthing stranger far than
thia—
How n young widew blinds & lovers
Renne.
And has him quite persusded that the
kise ‘s
He gives her Is 4 new experience!
—{leveland Leader,



