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BY STERLING HBEILIG.
ARIS, April 4.—1The Moulin Rouge
p has burned down. Laughter and
music hnd already ceanned in the

famous Parisian resort.

Good glirls snwed for the army in itn
dance hall. A short circult 4id the
rest.

So ends the Moulin, In the odor of
sanctity. The smoke of Its burning is
incense to ths patrie. -

The Moulin Rouge!

The name will throw Into reverle
men on the pampas of the Argentine,
the steppes of Russia and the prairies
of Iowa. New York brokers, Manchea-
ter cotton magnites, Chinese mandarings
and Transvaal's diamond kings will re-
member how, once, when they were
lonely in Paris, the Moulin Rouge
Isunched them Into soclety.

They are not proud of it
look back tenderly. Old ashes Paris
also. It was Babylonish soclety, and
Paris is no longer Babylon. The man
besidse you might be a forger, and the
woman an adventuress.* There were
clerks of tha department stores who
dressed better than young dukeza
There were shabby students who were
heira to great estates,

When you met a real duks or mar-
quls, therefore, you snid: “Tlens, it's
you?™ There were clerks from the de-
partment atores who did that, too,

Crash! Bang!. The great quadrille!

The Moulin was & dance hall—in the
grand old days of repose, hefore the
modern dance revival. So the public
mtood around, and sat around, and
strolled around, while experta 414 the
grand gquadrille, or Valentin the Bone-
loas waltzed his ladies

There was Ninl-patte-an-1"alr and her
voung pupils, There was Hayon d'Or
(the Ruoy of Gold) and La Goulus (the

yot they

Glutton), Momae Fromage (Cheasa
Baby), Grills dJ4'Egout (the Sower-
griating), and that glender, long-
legged Melinite, who always danced
alone, dance-crazy. All are grand-
mothers todny. They invented the
“ecoentric qtlndrfltﬂ." It makea  me

foel old. Every tourist saw It

Onece came to Parls my cousins from
Bethlehem, Pa.. a foramost aAustare fam-
ily. The first evening, after dinner,
in the gloaming, with the uncle (white
gontes), severs and thoughtful, Dewey
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and I offéersd him his cholés of the
Hiffal Tower or the Morgue by moos-
light. It was In the Champs Elyasee,
Apprehensively, I walked betweoen him
and the lights of the cafes-chuntants
Dewey proposed the grand operaw I
suggeated the top of a bus. “No,'" said
the elder, “we can do those tomorrow.
Isn't there o place they call the Moulin
Rouge?™ Later he added: "Do not tell
the family,”

The next avening we took the two
glirla for lcs cream at the Round Polnt
They were loath to strall back and
would gee the lights of Parils beautiful.
We offered them tho Boulevemd, a cab
ride in the avenues, hencath the locust
blooms, to end wilh mores lce cream
and music In some cafs fit for girls
from Wellesloy.” “No,” they answered,
“wo can do mil that with mamma.
Ism't there & place they call the Moulln

touge?™ We nearly got mobbed that

night. Later they suggestad: "Don't

tell papa™ =
Ourf! It was over. The third evening,

strolling with the aunt (strict, stern
and vigilant, objecting to tobacco), we

Just rollowed, In the Concorde, we
watched the fountains, "“Here,” I sald,
“Marie Antolnette was beheaded.” And

beside the Tuileries Garden: “*Here the
Swise guard was shot down.” She mut-
tered: "Babylon!” As time paszsed, she
ETew grimmer. 1 grew footsora mnd
suggested tea ot the Neapoliten.,
“Maybe we shall gee a poet,” 1 sald,
quite determined to point out Verlaine,
no matter. “No,” she sald; "no poets.
Is there not a place—"
#" I sald, “it i called the Moulin
Rouge.” Wae took a cab, There were
taxi-nutoas days. Rattling
home, on Iron tyres, befors midnight,
=he said: "1 only wanted to see the out-
side of (t. I may have to read a paper
when I go back, Do not tell thoe echil-
dren.”

Yat it was nothing te make such a
fuss about.

The crowd, ths nolwse, the lighta

Crush! Bang! The quartets formed
on the pslippery, shining floor. The
publle edged round, 10 deep, or watched
from n thousand Iittle tables on =
slightly elevated balcony around the
great hall, They saw machine-made
Ince,
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years passed, the dancers changed.
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Now it was the London Bables, now
Spanish Gypzics, They ndded limelights
to play on them dazzingly, in the cen-
ter of the dence floor, pale blue, ross,
mauve, all but blinding different sec-
tione of the publie, as the shafts ot
changing ravs shot paxt them.

« The lonely man was pléased to sce
them, but he did not look long. Tha
lonely men found conversation thrust
upon him. He wandered up to a sort
of buguteils board,. Some uno pulled
hinmi by the slesve. It was & young
ceresture who desired him to back her
akill, Will monsleur pay for filve shota?

Bhe cravea to win a china gort. Thea
Ionely man is no longer alona, but the
Eont Is not china

On he strolls to the javelln throwing
and meets a faceo that smiles. Wil
monsiour pay for 10 throwx? Bhe Is
sure she mst _l:nngglgyr at Odtand, She

The Gre ot Darnc e s/
Fas Serfrind

would win him a knit smoking cap or
u box of cough drops.

It waa n way to participate, Instead
of wandering about ke an outsider,
rubbering others galoly the lonesome
pligrime got into the movement. Thag
they weore drugged In was s detafl
Willingly they sat at Jittle tables, buy-
Ing things for mnew acquaintances,
When the bouquet womnn appeared
they gave up $140. The bonbon dame
was welcome, with her hand-painted
puxes. That the fMowers and candy
would be sold back to the dealers at
dalf price war another "deatall.

Laughing tourist parties watched It
ke a play. 1 remember how two Eng-
lishmen were exploited by saucers

It was ono of the good customs that,
onne you were aerved at a little table,

it became your table till you gave it
up. With each cup of coffea or glass
of lemonade the waiter brought &
saucer, the price painted on it plainly.

To pay and go, youn settleg for your
saucers.,

Now the entertalning young pirntes
miade use of (e custom. On entering
they chose a table, gave thelr order.
But each glr! had already pald a ceab
fare—she could mnot walk in those
wkirts and allppers. She might have
to pay mnother to mome night coafe.

Therafore, she would nurse her cup of
coffes to rotain the table. Later, soma
lonaly party would pay the saucer.
*“You lof* wiaky? No? GInY Ner 1!
Garcon, two coffee! You haf s=ae =0
gquadrille asrjenne, in se alre, yes? You
haf soe 38 aaropiane Wilkur Wright?
Yes? I mak ascent. Beau-ti-fol! Yeou
haf autamobile? I'haf automobile™
Now you qr_!.!_!_aflmll t_h_nt_ 3‘“““‘,?9‘!-
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like this for two stalid rit-
s worth a cup of coffes, While
tion sparkied, sauceras kept

versationo
ishern
the convers

inereasing on the Jitlie table Other
glrls cameo up and slipped thelr sauvcers
to the conversation 1ists, till Bertls
whiapered to his chum:

“1 say, old chappie, are we supposed
to pay for them all? 1t is a swindle™

*“fhey are on our tahble™

“It's the girls' table." .

““rhon why should we bother™

It bothered Bertio and Augustus
Somethiing deep Iinside them whiapered
to the hardy English that they could
not quit the table wilh the salcerns
unpald, although two words of axpla-
nation with the waller would relleve
them of all obligation. Bullenly, they
pald, snd winlked off.

“it's mnot right, you know.,"” They

grumbled; and, as (n reply, a thing lens
right came tp them,

“You have torn my skirt!” remarked
& brunette beauty., turning gracefully
on Burtia, “Why promenade on ladles”
skirtse ™™

#Hhe lifted up the skirt's edge and
studied it

The crowd took up the study.

“Oh, these English!“—"He will In-
demnify her!"—"Not he!"—"look at

thoss feat!”
Bartis protested: "1 felt mothing.™
“He felt nothing!” the crowd wond-

_is_painful” wald Augustus.
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The Cari-car of /884

Can't wo her Wil she taks
twenty [ral
young woman accepied thirty,
and t} rowid melted, Of UTAS, ROTDE-
had =t ped on tha al t. Bot was
a7 | hin) not o a enpl
wivt o oant g ¥ =1
véally make their ) : by
H raid @ H L3
F il L4 han
or fron A cn Lo

tone tlaz

He pointed well-dreansd
man of cleas ron  Eet-up,
emoking a good gar at & littla tabla.
But there was no Lime to makse & bel,

Monsleur you Have our tabilel
latghed two young women

The Bouth Africap gol un, scarsd, te
run,

No, Julle, we ought niot to drive this
maonaleur from y pod the other,
“Monaleur, siice you are 5o galiant, yon
may sit & moment at our tabla. Do you
love flowsrs?T Ah, the beautiful bom-
guet!l™

« = = * =

e Moulln Rouge has 1lved,

The girls who strung strings, swind-
ling axt thare, sawing fer
tha moldlers

Now mnd then, A tear dropped from
the eye of Magdalen.

And & sfort clrcult 4@ the rest

The Moulln Rogus bdurnsd—incense
to tha patria!

atrangern,

STORIES AND PICTURES FOR.

WHEN DOROTHY DRESSED UP

I'F‘ was 4 rainy afternoon. Mamma and
Aunt Helen, visiting them

for a fow days, had gone down town
to dp fome very necessary shopping and
had left little Dorothy aill alone in the

who was

house, Alone, that is, except for old
black Aunt Sophira, wno was busy in
the Kitchen with her pots and pans,
For quite a while Dorothy plaved
with her doll and looked at her ploture
books. Then she wandered out to the

kitehen: but Aunt Sophlfa was in a bad
humeor and told her to "skedaddle outer
heah an' not pester me none!™

Goodness mo, how she wished mammn
and Aunt Helen would return; particu-
larly becnuse Aunt Helen had told
Doarethy she would bring her some can-
dy. 5o Dorothy sat on thoe hall stalrs
Tor & while and kicked her llttie Teet
up and down and decided that she was
a very miserable, lonely little girl.

Presiently Dorothy had an idea! Yes,
mhe would do 1t! It was trae her
mamma had forbidden her ever “dross-
ing up"” in any of moamma's clothes.
But, Dorothy told herself, mamma had
nover said anything—not even a single
word—about Aunt Helen's clothes. And
that made all the difference In the
world! Of course she could wear them.
That wouldn't be disobeving at alll
Aunt Helen's clothes weren't mamma's,
were they? Of not!

Bo Dorothy scampéred upstalrs and
into the guestroom which Aunt Helen
was occupying during her wvisit. She
opened the door of the cloxet, and, her
eyes falrly dancing with exclitement,
peored In,

There, on its hanger., was Aunt Hal-

course

en's black velvet skirt. And there, on
the &shelf, reposed the beautiful big
binck hat that Dorothy ndmired so
much.,. And rilght in the corner was the
lovely groen silk parasoel that Aunt

Holen had carrvied the day she arrived.
Oh, goody! goody! Ehe would play be-

ing Aunt Helen and have a perfectly
lovely time!l

S0 Dorothy carefully removed the
skirt from its hanger, climbed up on &
chalr and lifted the blg hat down from
he shelf and took the parasol from the
corner. Then, standing before tha oval
drossing plass, she slipped the wsoft
rich skirt over her hoad.

Goodness me, how much too large It
was! But Dorothy managed to pin it
tight sround her wulst, though it ald
wrinkle and bulge as no well-beshaved
akirt should. But, my, my, what A gor-

geous traln It had! Much more than
when Aunt Helen had It on!

Then she Iifted the Dboautiful big
black hal and set #t down upon her
flaxen head. She looked at herself in
Lthe mirror and patted her halr into
place, here and there, just as she had

geen Aunt Helen do. It was rather hard
to keep 1t on her hemd nnd [t wob-
bBled horribly: but by holding her head
very still Dorothy thought It looked
just as though It were held thers with
hatpins.

Then she took the green parasol and
found, on the bureau, n small silk bag
which, she eoncluded, would serve as n
“yanity casc For quite awhie she stir-
veéyed herself In the mirror and strutted
up and down, My, my, she was cer=
talnly stunning!

Presently she declded sho would Eo

O

Solution to Animal Puasle.

downatulras and let ol Aunt Sophirs see
how well she looked, But, somehow,
Aunt Sophira wasn't propearly im-

pressed;: for she sxolalmed:

"Law's sulkkos! Yo Aunt Helen's olp’ea!
I ‘spect you done gwine ter git some=
thin' when she come home. Ain't yo ma
done tole you ‘bout dressin’ up? Huh!
You cleah out o' heah, chile, and put
offen dem colu'es!

Dorethy was disappointed mnd had
started to obey the old_cook, when,
ax she passed the parior door, ahe had
another (dea—she would pretend she
wis a grand lady making & callk Bo
she entered the parior with dignity and
goated herself to walt until her hostess
came down Lo greet her.

Just then the front door opened and
In came mamma and Aunt Helen, They
e=pled her Instantly through the open
door.

“What does this fean?®™ mamma de-
manded sternly, But Aunt Halen
nudged mamma quickly and whisperad
something €6 her, Both of them smiled
and entered the parlor.

"Oh, I'm s0 glad to sece you, Mrs, Poa-
cook, exclalmed Aunt Helen, “It Is
B0 good of you to ¢all upon me—how
dld you know I was in toyan™

And Aunt Helen took the astonished
Dorothy's band and shook It in guite
exaggernted fashion.

Foor Dorothy was so amazed that she
stood with her niouth open and stared,

*Won't you sit down, Mra. Peacook?™
sild mamma In her best “company”
tone “We are 80 glad to see you"

“Really, you must pardon my not of-
fering you any of this” Aunt Helen
went on, holding up a small parodl she
had In her hand. "Tt's a box of candy
I bought for my 1lttle nlece, Dorothy.
You know how chlldren are and how
disappointed shd would be If someone
else were the first to open it. I wonder
where she can be—upstiairs, I Imagine;
playving with her dolls like a good lit-
tle girl”™

Ddrothy wnas still stunned by this
gueer happening. If the truth be €old,
ahe was standing with one thumb in her

WHEN SHAKESPEARE WAS A BOY

W

For people to go to and fro;

There no bricks upon the street

To keep the mud from people’s feet;
And then on dark and stormy nights
They didn't have electric lights.

When Shakespeare entered London town

He saw no Zepplins swooping down
From out the sky, nor did he see
The submarines that sweep the sea;

HEN Shakespeare was a boy they say
That things were different from today,
There were no steam cars then, you know,

Was no machine

If taxi eabs had

And Shakespeare's calling equipage

from a garage;

I think he would have died of fright

come in sight.

There were no telephones like now
For folks to talk; and I'll allew
That wireless, and telegraph

Would just have made Bill Shakespeare laugh.
I wonder what would Shakesspeare say

If he could come to earth today,
For life for us holds greater joy

Than when Bill Shakespears was a boy.

there wis o suspl-
prelty ayes,

“Well, I'm 80 sorry you must be go-
Ing,”” wmald Aunt Helen, presently,
“Wao've enjoyed your ¢call so much. Do
oome and see us soon again. Let mo
show you Lo the door, Yes, I inaist!™”

And with that Aunt Helen turned,
opened the front door and stood, smil-
Ing. "I don't wish to hurry you,” she
sald, “but It's dreadfully ecold and—
burr-r-r—how cold it iz. We mustn't
keep this door open long.

“CGood-day, Mrs. Peacock,” sald mam-
ma sweetly., "Perhaps the next time
you coms Dorothy will offer you some
of her candy. Good-day!"

Like one in a dréam, littla Deorothy,
har thumd =til] In her mouth and her
eves ns blg as saucers, walkked to tha
door, where Aunt Helen, still smiling,
hurried her through and closed the door
aftar her. 5

There was & moment of tanse silsnce
and (hen ¢ame a terrible pounding and
kicking on the door, and from the other
aide Dorothy's velca:

“Lat me in! Let me in, Aunt Helen,
please, please! I'm Dorothy! "Desd I'm
Dorothy! And I want my candy! I want
my oandyi™

Of course they opened the door pres-
ently and let her in. But It was not
until she had gone up to Aunt Helan's
room and put the hat and skirt and
parasol and bag back In their proper
places that elther mamma or Aunt
Helen would recogniza her as Dorothy.
And it was fully an hour before Aunt
Helen gave her the candy.

So Dorothy decided that ahs had had
quite enough of “dressing up"—at lenst,
of dressing up Iin other people’s clothes,

Needed Them

mounth staring: and
cion of tenrs lno her

ITTLE Johnny was {1.. Indeed littls
Johnny had been desperately [l But

little Johany neither hnd been nor was
too iI1 to be vastly concernad over any
chanee to get something for nothing.

When the doctor came Into ths bed-
raom, the other morning, he placed hia
finger on Johnny's pulse and then
smilad

“Fine! Eplendld!” he said to John-
ny's mother. “Hia pulse dropped =
quarter yesterday and a half today.
Excellant!™

And gfter he made hia departure,
littlea Johnay Ilay in bed staring va-
cantly into space, It was quite evi-
dent that something was on his mind

“Mamma,” hs sald finally, "when
the Doc comes tomorrow will you ask
him where that quarter and that half
dropped to—T've got only six cents in
my bank and I'd like to find ‘em7

-—

LITTLE BETTY MARTIN

(it Happened im April)

T was sabout the middle of April

when General G—— and his band of
redcoats atationed themselves near
Lexington. Not muany miles away from
that eity a little rebtel named Batly
Martin was out In the flalds calling the
cowns in for the night,

“Cuah-a cush-a!" cried Betty, encir-
cling her mouth with her hands, “Come,
Neddy; comae, Bpotty.™

“Ha! Hal Hal" came a gruff laugh by
her alde,

Betty Jookad up and saw a rod-coat-
ed soldier leoking down at her and
lasughing insolantly.

The child had heard of the ‘red-
coate,” but this was her {irst expearience
with one of them, and mot knowing
thelr mission nor thelr manners, she
was quits unafrald.

“Qo away, pleass,” phe aaid sweetly.
*“Tha bull may scare at sha sight of
your red coat”™

The soldiar pulled her curls and
laughed st her agaln. "You are a pret-
ty littie girl” he snid coarsely, all the
while eyeing her rudaly. “Whera ia
your mother?™

“Hhe's churning ths butter over yYon-
der,"” answered Batty,

“Waell, tell her that we nesd ome of
hey cows for food, as we are stranded
in a deserted barn dewn the roed,” and
Bo vaught hold of the nearest cow and

wi hastening away, when Bsity ran
af nim, crying, “How dare you toush
i gets—give her up, I sayl™

In! Ha! Hal” laughad the soldier.
“I: you want your cow go and ask Gen-
erul G——" and away walked the man
and the cow, much to Betty's surprise
and snnoyance.

The girl flew Inte the kitchen
“Mothor, mother,” ahe eried, “a horrid
man with a bright red coat haas stolen
aur pel cow snd I'm going to gat her
bacle.”

Without walling for mother's reply,
she ran down the road takem by the
man. Her little legs could not run as
fast ns his, so she could not cateh up
to him, but ahe kept him In silght and
within an hour's time ashe stood with
flaming eyes, her halr flylng and her
breath coming qulick, bafore General
G He looked up In surprise.

"1 want my pet.'” shs began.

“Who are you?™ asked the General
kindly, taking Betty In his big arms
He had loft just such a dear 1litle girl
in England and his heart went out to
ar.

h “I am Betty Martin, and your soldler
man stole our cow." 4
General G—— loocked guestioningly

toward the ahed. Bure
was thers,

“So you are Betty Martin, and whears
do you live littls one?

“Down the road, and I ran all the
way to get here hefores you ate her up.”
The General laughed, .

“We would not hurt your pet, no. not
If we never tasted beef Agalin, See to
the dispatches!” he said, turning to the
man who had brought the cow, "I will
eacort Betty and her pet back to her
home”

Mra., Martin was beginning to get
conterned About Betty, when she saw
her enter the garden sealed on a big
soldlar man's shoulder, and gently pulle

enough, the cow

Ing her cow after her by a long ropa
Mre, Martin levked hér surprios
The General laughed his surprise
The eow mooed hap surprisa
And Betty sxpresaed her aurprise by

kissing the General on boith cheska.

Willie's Homest Doubin

Asnocinted Magazinas
Willlam's uncle was & veary tall, fine
looking man, while his father was very

small, Willlam admired hia uncls, and
wished to grow up lke him., Ons day
he salgd to his mother:

"Mamma, how @id unale grow so biy
and tallI™

His mother sald: “Wall, when uncls
was 4 small boy ha was always a very
good Loy, and tried to do what was
right at all timea: so God let him
grow up big and tall™

Wiillam thought this over seriously
or a4 fow minutes, then sald: “Mamms,
hat kind of a Bboy was pap™

@ OUR PUZZLE CORNER w

ANTMAL

PUZZELE

This little gir] Is trying to catoch s
Bee if you oan complete the pictur
necting the dots with a pencil

ENIGMA,
My first I» In reud but net In spell,
My second is In mountain but not In
dell;
My third is In Derothy but not in Ann,
My fourth Is In white but not in tan;
My fifth is In June but not In May,
My sixth ia in sad but not In gay;:
My whale Iy the name of a bone of the
forearm,
HIDDEN ASTATES.
1. 1 say, Ida, hold on 1o the car
strap.

something
¢ and show wheat ahe s after, by con-

b4 1o was the name of A mMmuse
2, "Oh, T owe yoy my life,” soabhbed
the bhalf-drowned girl to 1he guard,

4 When Jane was (I, I noisoloanly
sat by her bedside

. It WRS stormy when Mary
Innded. :

[ ] Tha Infldel, aware of his Janger,

fled to another state.
ANEWERS
ENIGMA: Radius,
HIDDEN ETATES: Idaha,
1llinols, Maryland, Delawars,

Town,




