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le to reason with them. The Young

@Y oung Turks in the United States,

f

by Shaban Bay---The Strug-
gle in the Balkans and a
Coincidence,

—

New York, April 22.—It was in vain
that one went yesterday to 108 West
Twelfth street, Shaban Bey of Gotsha
Was not there, Nor was he in Wash-
ington, D, C, or Los Angeles, or Den-
ver or New Orleans. Everybody who
knew the Bey was positively certain
that he had already sailed for Albania
and all the little Balkans to fight the
Young Turks for Albania’s freedom
ang the recovery of his 300 room
castle on the precipitous shores of the
Adriatic S8ea. The Bey is half way a
citizen of these United States of Am-
erica, but there is nothing in first
papers in New York incompatible
With a castle in Albania.

A man who lingered over hig sedi-
mentary coffee in the Byznntine‘cuﬂee
house on Madison street stole discreet
glances now and then at a paper which
he evidently did not wish any one else
to see, The paper was written in
French and it said:

Plan Successful,

“My plan is working out extreemely
well. Funds are sufficient to conduct
2 ragged warfare entailing heavy loss-
€s to the Turks for six months. Be-
fore that time has elapsed N. M, Pasha
has promised to start insurrections
in 8. involving Mount Lebanon, As
Lebanon is an autonomous State Pow-
ers will be forced to intervene, Fair
certainty that Atbania will be recog-
nized as independent Balkan State.”
The paper was signed S. Bey G. An
odd signature and one that called vi-
vidly to mind the talks had by & man
now in New York with Shaban Bey
Gotsha, a handsome Albanian, in the
corridors of the Hotel Savoy in Janu-
ary, 1909,
At that time Abdul Hamid had not
ing contrived, with the result that
gone into Macedonia= retirement. At
that time Shaban Bey Gotsha did not
mind telling something of his plans
to free Ajbania from Turkish rule,
At that time plot within plot w be-
little four line despatches from Con-
itantinople are telling us daily about
Jattles between warlike white skirted
Albanians and Turkish troops in un-
mlurd of places among the Albanian
Mlls,
“All 1 desire,” declared Sheban Bey
iotsha, as he smoked long cigars in
he lobby of that Denver hotel, is to
ee Albania free, and I care not how
hat freedom comes,
“My people are the most ignorant
eople on the face of the earth and
ae best fighters. They have always
tuck by Abdul Hamid, They have
een loyal to him when every other
ibject race has turned against him.
nly a few Albanian leaders who de-
fre to see. Albania free are among
le Sultan’s enemies.
“I have a castle standing in ruins
my mountain country. Abdul set
price of $35,000 on my head. Natur-
Iy I left the Ottoman Empire. I
frved under Kitchener in the Soudan,
visited every country of Europe. 1
ieak six languages. The first thing
e Sultan did in my country was to
plode dynamite in all the 300 rooms
my castle. There the walls of it
and, and if I ever get it back I will
ve to buy glass for 1,200 windows.
*At present I am figuring both ways
Abdul Hamid remains on the
fone—

Two Albanians.

Nightly the Sultan sleeps in a dif-
ent place, and his uneasy slumbers
i guarded by two Albanians, the
¥ people he can trust to watch
2. Both of these Albanians are
fistians and sworn to my personal
Yice by an oath at once religious,
1 and feudal. The Sultan does
know this. He thinks them Mo-
medans, Some night it might be
ssary to wake him up. If being
ened made him contrary temper-
0 doubt he could be put to sleep

n.

f Abdul shelves the Conmstitution

hand will be against him. Only

Albanians will remain loyal, and

ed by a certain power from which
#ve guarantees the Sultan will keep
throne. As a reward, an unwilling
‘ard, Albania will become an auto-
t‘ous State,

Abdul loses the throne our plans

. be somewhat delayed. It may be
gible to pit Austria and Italy, both
fhom wish Albania, against each
#r. European diplomacy in such

would infallibly secure freedom

y country.

t present.I have six agents in the
ted States obtaining funds for the
anian cause, My own fortunes will
suffice. In any case one can always
rt & revolution in Albania which
11 give the Young Turks the hardest
prt of a struggle to keep the prov-
fice. My ‘people are igporant and
jate the Young Turks, and their ig-
forance is a blessing, for by virtue
it they will always be ready to fight

constitutionalists, It is not pos-

#Turks will never win their favor.”

I8 The Bey was once the agent of the
ut when he found out that his em-
loyers had no idea of letting Albania
et a whit more freedom than she had
nder the Sultan he threw up his job
disgust. Then he went to work on
own hook. While he lingered in
ver two Albanians put up at a

sfully the roles of native clergy-
n from Cairo,
lince Shaban Bey talked so freely
is plans many events of moment
P occurred in  Constantinople.
| Hamid is gone, the amiable
mmed Rechad rules in his place,
oung are laying secure founda-
for' that Mohammedan empire
panded by the Prophet, These
Young Turks have further in.
i the Albanians by ordering the
alphabet to be used in these
lan schools, whose exi ig
héoretical than actual. Ismail
| Bey has met Shaban Bey and
ords uttered at that meeting

banshees, and fairy folk, good and bad,
as an Irishman.
and Irishwomen who do not believe
but they are not worth counting; they
are only what a Corkman would call
“naygers that come over wud Crum-
mie (Cromwell)—none o'
stock—an’' a banshee would be asham-
ed of herself lookin’ at them.”
local traditions associated with nearly
every part of Ireland are different;
some refer to saints and holy women
and some to kings and heroes of the
Tuatha de Danann peériod, but there
are at least three or four current be-
liefs which are found in every part
of Ireland, and they are the existence
of the banshee, the phooka, the lep-
rechaun, and the “ggod people.”

banshee is obviously not of very great
antiguity. Banshee must be described
as a mixed blessing, for their appear-
ance, while it proclaims the antiquity
of the family it visits, cannot be de-
scribed as conducive to equanimity.
Literally translated, the word means
Paper hotel and enacted most suc-|“woman of the fairies” the “sidhe,”
or “shee,” being a generic term for
fairies of all kinds.
sometimes represented
shrivelled, and sometimes as young
and beautiful, with long golden hair,
which she combs while pouring forth
strains of weird melodies. She is gen-
erally regarded as the ghost of some
person who suffered violence at the
hands of a family progenitor, and her
wail, which is supposed
vengeful note, announces the death
of one of his descendants.
pears by preference In the neighbor-
hood of a lake or spring, but If these
are not available she floats in the
night air near the castle or house
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Leaving Camp for a Lion Hunt,
Hunting Expedition- in Africa, The

Woman's Thrilling
Story of Lion Spring Hunt

HBE ABSOE/ATION,

PE S PAPER ENTLN!
rrom exclusive and. hitherto un
Horseman on the left is” Roosevelt,

Human Enemies
Thrusts.

published Photograph of Col.
The Gun Bearers Follow on Foot.

Rooseveit's

On Horseback She and Former President Rout Fierce Beast Out of Its Lair
and Chase It Down---Brave Animal Charges Whole line of Its
and Falls Fighting Before Score of Spear

If you are a woman how would you
like to take part in a lion sparring
hunt? No shooting the flerce beast
at a distance of half a mile, Nothing
80 easy as that—but a hand-to-hand
battle with him, spear against claw
and 20-horsepower teeth,

Well, this English woman who signs
herself “Eleanor C.” was one member
of this lion spearing hunt in Africa,
and Theodore Roosevelt was another.
Read her story of the thrillihg affair,
written from Mombassa, British East
Africa,

By “Eleanor C.”
I have just been through the most
thrilling experience, a llon-spearing
hunt arranged for ex-President Roose-
velt, and you may, perhaps, like to
hear about it,
When the ex-president
the Sirjoit

arrived at
camping ground, Nasin
Guishu, it was arranged to have a
lion-hunt from there, Fifty picked
Nandi natives marched in, in all their
war-paint—queer arrangements of
feathers on their heads and cow-bells
to make music, fastened to their knces
decorated waist-belts, to which most
of them had a small club or  knife
hanging, the rest of their arms-—or,
I might say, dress—comsisting of a
shield and spear. For hunting they
dispensed with the cow-bells and the
very fine men, tall and well built, as
active as monkeys, and as plucky as
they make 'em.
The Start.

We all started off across the plain,
the grass for several miles round be-
tng fortunately short. The Nandis
arranged themselves in a long single
line to beat, while the horsemen,
about ten in all-—consisting of Col.
itoosevelt's party, curselves, and a few
nthers-—followed just behind them.
After drawing about ten miles of
country without any result, our hopes
and spirits began to fall correspond-
ingiy as the heat of the day rose.

By this time we had reached a dry

river. bed, witn some good cover of another spear, which he

long grass an¢ reeds. We had not
gone far along it when up jumped a

fairly open country, Away we gal-
loped in hot pursuit—a most thrilling
chase. For a tew minutes we lost
sight of him in tke long grass before
he left the river bed, but he was soon
viewed as he mounted some rising
ground toward some thorn _troes,
There seemed to be something incon-
&ruous in giving the hallool to a lion,
and 1 felt almost ashamed of shoating,
“There he goes! forrared away!” after
his retreating mujesty the Kking of
beasts. We soon zained on him, and
he took cover under a low-spreading
thorn tree, growling savagely, lashing
his tail and turning from side to side,
looking for the weakest spot in the
circle of his enemies, who were grad-
ually forming round him,

We had a perfect view of him within
about thirty yards, and 1 longed to
have a shot, but my rifle was far be-
hind; and we were, anyhow, not sup-
posed to shoot unless in danger. The

they were, for every moment he seem-
ed to be getting more furious, and
each time he turned and looked our
way I expected he would charge.
Very soon he did, but not at us. He
came out at a trof for a few yards,
still growling; then reared up end
threw himself at the line of natives.
He looked maguificent, and they faced
him without flinching.

Mauled In Arm.

In a flash he had a man down who
got his spear home, but was mauled
himself in the shoulder and arm.
Then, feeling another spear on ihe
other side, the lion turned and seized
another man, and clawed him, at the
same time biting furiously at yet

splendid lion, dark in color, with a
fine mane, and made off towards some

Nandis were to do the killing. 7hose|the whole thing, He is most refresh-
few minutes were the most exciting|!t&ly keen and quite b ly enthu-
and they seemed much longer than|Siastic about everything that presents

doubied up
in his mouth, knocking out two of his
own teeth, and chipping a bit ovi of
his tongue. as he fell, still fighting,
pierced through and through with
about twenty spears.
The excitement was now great and
general, and kodaks flashed to the
fore as the victorious Nundis, held
ing their shields over their heads,
marched round singing a decp-throated
and rather melodious dirge over the
fallen foe, He was & guwe and gal-
lant foe, well worthy of their own
courage.

The two wounded natives were soon
seen to and their wounds washed and
ressed, and happily, after the first
shock was over, they were found to
be not very seriously hurt. They are
a strong and healthy 1 and soon
recover from wounds of this nature.
The funniest thing was when one
of the party came up and compliment-
ed me on my courage :iud coolness
I began to' wonder if 1 hud killed the
lion!

Col.

Roosevelt was delighted with

itself to his notice. He laughs at
every joke as heartily as a schoolboy.

We had one more lion hunt with
the Nandis and got a brace—a very
handsome -lion and a liones The
lion was just like th« st one, but not
so large.

We had a short chase after them,
and then, they lay down in the reeds,
the only cover there was, and were
quickly dispatched before they had
time to collect themselves or screw up
their courage to the pitch of fury the
other one did. He was a beautiful
lion, in splendid condition, and his
skin was presented to the gnly lady
of the party, to her great sufprise and
joy, and thus ended the great Nasin
Guishu lion hunt.

Fairies and

There is no country in the world
which takes the supernatural so ser-
iously as Ireland, and there is no one
who will be so disposed to resent dis-
belief in the existence of apparitions,

There are Irishmen

the ould
The

The family which does not possess a

The banshee is
as old and

to have' a

8he ap-

‘being translated into deeds.

where the fawmily shé is attached to|,

Of Irish Peasants

Banshee and Cluricaune Which Have Figured in
Their Long History---Some of the Legends
Connected With Supernatural Beings and
Powers of the Chief Ones.

death of elder members of the house,
and three days later he learned that
his mother had died at the moment
that he heard the banshee's last wail.

have a power of doing good and evil,
but the evil is generally only mischief
of the “gamin” type.
of these is the Leprechaun.
where hidden treasures lie, and it is a
lucky peasant, going through a field
hears a faint sound of hammering he
may come on the fairy k

with his leathern apron tied over his
green coat and shorts, sitting in the
shade of a hedgerow, busy making screams and yells and Moll:

Ghosts

lives, She does not appear to the
person whose death she foretells, but
to his nearest relative, or, in the old
days, to his clansmen. Three times
she repeats her warning, which is
sometimes regarded as a hint to pre-
pare for death, but the warning will
never prevent the victim from meeting
his doom.

When the banshee appears in these
latter times she often has to take
long journeys to give her warnings,
for many of the “good old stock” have
left the country owing to the land war;
and have gone abroad. Some time
ago an Irishman of a very old family
was studying in a scholastic college
at Louvaine. He was lighting his
lamp one evening when he heard a
strange wailing outside. His window
was on the second floor, and yet it
sounded directly opposite him. He
was petrified with horror when it was
repeated twice again and a hand beat
three times against his window with
long bony fingers. He buried his face
in his hands and prayed, for he knew
that the soul of his mother was pass-
ing, though he had had no word that
she was ill, and when he had last
heard from her she was in perfect
health, The family banshee had from
time immemorial given warning of the

Solitary Fairies.
Of the solitary fairies there is no
need to be specially -afraid. They

The best known
He knows

fairy shoes. Then is the time to hold
him to ransom. If his captor takes his
eye off him for a moment the leprech-
aun becomes invisable. He does not
think much of women. lecause he finds
it very easy to divert their attention
by pretending to see 1heir sweetheart
coming up in the disiance. “There's
your Micky,” or “your Paddy,” as the
case may be, and tle foolish woman
will look away for a moment, and then
the little man is off in a twinkling.
But the Cluricaune a sprite of a
more mischevious nature; he has
little to give, and for what he does
give he takes his reward in making
a fool of the recipient

There is a story that once his impish
fancy took him to a peasant’s cabin
in Tullamore, where i poor man, called
Jimmy O’Rourke, lived with his wife.
Moll, and her old mother, Biddy, Jim-
my was a slieveen,” and did as little
work as he could, and he was sitting
grumbling over the fire one Sunday
evening. *“An’ it's meself,” said he,
“as wishes I could have what I want,
an’ there’d be lashins: and lavins for
all of us without puttin’ a hand's
turn to anything.” “And Jimmy, me
son,” sald a voice at his elbow, “ye've
spoke in good time, for I've just drop-
ped in to see ye all, and I'll give a wish
to each to the three of ve, 80 make up
your minds what ye’ll have.,”

Jimmy and Moll and Biddy looked
up, and there was the Cluricaune,
dressed in scarlet, sitiing on the dres-
ser shelf, grinning away, and a pair of
fairy bagpipes under his little arm.
Moll looked at him wistfully and said,
without thinking, “Och. I wish t’ good-
ness me I had the » hog’s puddin’
saw yesterday at the market in
Micky Reardan’'s shop.” Hardly has
she said the word when the hog's
puddin’ was frizzling in the pan on the
fire before her.

A wild and terrible rage seized Jim-
my when he saw one of the golden
opportunities wasted. “Ye fool, ye
omadhaun, ye scraoilleog, that's a
nice thing to wish for,” he screamed
at her, “when ye might have had a
gold crown and a bag o' money. Ye're
nothing but an eejut, an’ I wish one
end of the hog's pudding was stuck
on to your nose’” Immediately the
hog's pudding took a fiying leap out
of the pan and attached itself to the
end of Moll's nose. She yelled and
roared, to the great delight of the
Cluricaune, who was just beginning
to enjoy himself.

Blisters were rising on Moll's nose,
and old Biddy, enraged at her daught-
er's plight, turned on Jimmy: “Ye
vagabond, ye misfortunate sileveen,
{ wish t'goodness ye had the other
end of that hog’s puddin’ stickin’ on
your own ugly nose.” Instantly the

hog's puddi: became attached to
Jimmy's nasal organ, and the Cluri-

caune rocked with laughteg at Jimmy’s

FORTUNES N
0LD WASTERS

Investment in Famous Works
of Art More Productive of
Returns - Than Dealings in
Diamonds. -

—

. Diamonds are frequently advertised
as being as certaln an investment as
8old coin, plus a speculative value un-
known'to minted gold. Diamonds, they
say, are steadily rising in price, and
the man who invests a couple of hun-
dred dollars in a gooa stone is certain
to get his money back, plus a good
profit; should he desire to sell in the
future. Certainly a diamond does not
deterforate with wear; but however
good a diamond is, if bought in the
first place for a fare approximation
of its value, it cannot compare as a
sound and profitable investment with
2 good picture by a deceased paiunter,
especially. if the painter should become
known as an ‘‘old master.”

Wonderful Increase in Values

Recent plcture sales show the ap-
preciation of values in an astonishing
degree. A prodigious sum has been
realized at the dispersal of the Yerkes
gallery in Nw York. rtrait of a
woman by Hals fetched $1 00, on
which the New York Tribune remarks
that if the Dutch painter could visip
the glimpses of the moon and see what
is paid for his work now, he would
straightway fall in a fit. According
to Davies, the biographer of Hals,
there is no record of prices paid by
those who bought pictures from Hals
himself. In 1800, when the famous
“Man With the Sword,” a portrait of
Willem Heytheysen, was sold it
brought the goodly sum of $2,125.
Sixty-five years later his “Laughing
Cavalier” brought $10,000,
Half Million for Mals

It is reported that Otto Kahn had
to part with $500,000 before he couid
get a particularly choice Hals, which
he has lent to thet Metropolitan Mus-

eum. To preserve Holbein's “Chris-
tina of Denmark” and Velasquez's
“Venus and Cupid” from the hands

of private collectors th- National Gal-
lery in London had to raise $350.000
and $325,000, respectivel The ex-
planation of these astounding prices is
a simple one. The number of really

first-class paintings by old masters
is strictly limited. Most of them are
permanently fixed in national muse-

ums; almost all the others are in the
private galleries of millionaires, to
whom mere money is no temptation
to sell. Only rarely does one come
into the market, and then usually to
settle an estate. One who wants

first-class Turner, or Velasquez, or
Hals, cannot afford to haggle over a
few thousand dollars when he gets a
chance to buy. Though Mr. Yerkeg
was a millionaire and bought lavishly
those who bought his pictures paid a
good deal more for them than he did.

Faking a Homer Martin.

Naturally, the money to be made
out of an old master has led unscrup-
ulous dealers and artists to go into
the forging of picturcs. At present
there is a suit being tried in New
York which hinges on the authenticity
of a picture by Homer Martin, who
will one day be an “old master,’ and
whose works now command high
prices. The picture in question is

called the “Old Mill Near St. Cloud”
and was bought from William Clausen
an art dealer, by W.T. Evaus, asd by
him presented to the National Gall
of

in Washington. Later .Joubts
genuineness arose in Mr,

mind and he withdrew the picture.
also brought suit again the deale:

its

|
|

ing testimony offered by . experts.|
Some pretend to recognize the 1)o(>\|'|
liar personality of Martin in the can-|

vas; others are equally positive they
detect mere caricature of his art, But
Mr. Hopkinson Smith, the artist and
story writer, says. “You can't forge
an artist’s brush work.”
A Great Bunco Game,

Another witness sized up picture
dealing in New York as a huge “bun-

| Tahoe, and of sombre forest and mys
A feature of the action is the conflict- | terious lakes,

New York, April 22—“The differ-
ence between a society woman and
her servant,” said Mrs. Alma Webster
Powell, a fashionable social leader of
Brooklyn, “is a handsome gown and
a little education.” And to prove it
she invited two East-side working
girls, one a shirtwaist maker,
swell reception at her home. It was
not until afterwards that the society
ladies learned that the two pretty
girls were not of their set,

Society leaders threw up their hands
in horror, and at Mrs. Powell’s next
reception some of the shocked social
butterflies were conspicuous by their

absence, Those who did come this
time met Mary Corrigan, the table
girl in Mrs. Powell’'s home,

Mary wore her mistress’ $500 gown
and Mrs. Powell says “it was difficult
for one to tell which was the servant

to a|

The Society Woman
And Servant Which

RS. POWELL'S
WN.

and which the mistress.” That some
of her guests entertained a different
opinion w made plain when they
called their carriages at a very early
hour.

Probably the least comfortable of all
was the waitress, who insists that “it
was too much work to be a lady.”

To show the world that Mary looked
like a real lady, Mrs. Powell asked
|the waitress to don the $500 gown
|again for the benefit of the photo-
| grapher,
Later,

in the servants’ quarters,

Mary, every bit as charmimng in her
black dress and white apron,
“I'm tired of all this hullaba.

loo.” And when. pressed as to her

social aspirations confidentally re-
marked that she. liked her own
friends lots better than she did any

of the stuck-up women at the recep-
tion.

“Why Reno?”

People are beginning to ask that
| question since it has become unneces-
| sary to chart the joke about a woman
|being not a widow, but a widowreno.
Those who most searchingly ask this
question are those who, crossing the
continent by the Union Pacific route,
recall a glimpse of an unattractive
little settlement at the last station
before westward pa ngers find their
trains laboriously climbing into the
Sierra Nevada Mountains toward
Truckee, toward the region of Lake

of canons and cliffs of
the high Sierra, all so welcome after

the dusty flat sagebrush desert of
Nevada.
If you must seek divorce, even if

you must seek divorce in Nevada, why
Reno instead of pretty and more
modern Carson City, only twenty-five
miles or so away? the question is
never asked by those who have had
a more intimate view of Reno than is
to be obtained from the window of a
railroad car.

co game,”’and the New York Post re-
marks thdt few Anglo-Saxons have
sufficient knowledge of painting and|
sculpture to protect themselves, Ac-|
cording to the Post, a dealer takes
little risk in imposing a fuke on a|
collector, for, as a rule, the worst that
befalls him, when the counte L is
detected, is the necessity for handing |
back the victim's money. He gets|
the picture, however, and is in a po-
sition to sell it to some other innocent
“Will decent men in any other busi-
ness relations admit that sheer swindl
ing calls for no penalty save annul-
ment of the transaction?” demands
the Post. It is very unusual for a
purchaser to take the course adopted
by Mr. Evans, and, irrespective of the
merits of his particular case, he is
warmly praised for facing the undesir-
able publicity of the action. That the
practice of taking pictures could be
speedily ended by a few suits, and a
term of imprisonment for the swind-
lers, is the opinion of the Post. Whein
the faking shall thus be abolished,
the last objection to old masters as an
investment will have been removed.

to dance around the hovel to get rid
of her pain. Out came the little man’'s
bagpipes, and he started “The Wind
That Shakes the Barley.” Whether
they liked it or no, the unfortunate
couple had to dance to his piping,
howling with agony and ready to
murder each other., He kept on play-
ing until a moonbeam ecrept through
the little window and touched him,
and then he skirled away into the
night air. Hardly had he gone than
old Biddy thought of getting out a
knife and severing the hog's pudding
at each end, setting the unfortunate
wretches free. And there was one
little family, at least, who did not care
if there was never another fairy, good
or bad seeen in Ireland.

Just at the Christmas season a dy-
ing man has the chance of escaping
purgatory and going straight to heaven
This happens if he dies as the clock
strikes midnight on Christmas Eve.
A devoted daughter and mother have
been known to hurl themselves on
their dying loved one as the clock
throbbed for twelve on December 24y
and, with heartrending cries, smother
him with pillows that he might escape
the penetrating tortures of purgatory
and enter a clean soul into heaven on
Christmas morning. The man had but
a short time to live, and though the
methods used of providing him with
eternal salvation may be open to
question, they were inspired by the

3 attempts

{

best intentions.—London Telegraph,

In stories of argonaut days, of those
who made the long northern overland
trail into California in 1849 and 1850,
you will find told in language simple
enough the joys of those who, choaked

with desert dust and parched \\_'ilh
thirst, came upon the spurkl_mg.
abundant waters of the Truckee River

at the point where Reno now is. Oxen
horses, mules, men, women and child-
ren all plunged into the water, drank
of it bathed in it as if they would be
content to remain there forever

Near the railroad station the little
town has all the aspects of a disorderly
wild settlement affected by cowboy
and by miner life. Saloons outnumber
all other kinds of business places and
gambling is, or at least until recently,
was carried on openly through all the
twenty-four hours of the day in many
of the resorts near the station,

Reno is the outfitting point for
many of the large cattle ranges of
Nevada and many of the mining dis-
tricts as well, and there cattlemen
and miners meet to transact their
various affairs and to indulge in their]
characteristic amusements, Such is
the town you see or become conscious |
of during the brief stop of a trans.!
continental railroad train, and so, as
has been intimated, many thousands
of such travellers are asking: Why
Reno?

The main street leading away from
the station is a business street for
only a few blocks, then becomes a
closely settled residence street for
an eqlml distance, then defached cot-
tages are seen on each side and
finally that street by a bridge crosses
one of the prettiest rivers on the

Reno’s Existence Is
Explained By River

hotel, and is more often favored by
the amusement offerings of theatrical
and musical companies, But there ara
a thousand such towns in Eastern
States.

It is easy to pelieve one actress now
in Reno, and who has been there for
several months, supposedly for pur-
poses of divorce, who declares that she
has not yet taken her first legal steps
but is living there because she is in
love with the country. She is known
to be an athletic woman, and doubtless
wearing a short skirt and protected
by leggins, she takes long walks up the
rocky banks of the Truckee River.

In all the miles its tumultuous
descent you w find a sameness
two consecutive hundred yard

] madly over
subsides into placi
wanders demurely
through a miniature valley in another
place, and again cuts its w y through

the pedest

a canon wh rain must
be sure of foot to follow,
. Owens, an actor

Years ago Jot
whom an older g

eration will remem-

ber for his 0 performance of
‘Solon Shing ¥ the star of a
company who financial difficulties
came 10 & cr in Reno. Ow 5
himself was a rich man, but the m

1 bad luck
ompelled to lay oft, as it is
week in Reno until friends
neisco could be induced to
advance money,

The man ment much
coucerned Owens, in whom they
knew they had a big winner once they
got into California, should become
di ted because of this delay in
uch a town; but when the week end.
ed and funds were in hand and Mr.
Owens was acquainted with the pro-
posed route toward San Francisco, he
amazed the management by asking
if the route could not be arranged sa
to allow him another week at Reno
rs that the old player was a
fisherman and had explored
Truckee every day, bringing back
a basketful of trout every evening.
Owens mistook the manager's astons
ishment for dismay and said:

“You estimate what our next week's
profits will be and I'll give you my
check r the amount if you'll cancel
s0 that 1 cau stay here anoth

agement had been playing
and was
called,

was very

this arrangement was

satis
whom is now important in high
theatrical affairs, has never to this day
understood what it was that the ro-
mantic old gentleman found to delight
him in the dear little one night town
of Reno.

The little town s not without its

American continent, a torrent of brigh[\
abundant, almost icy cold water, which |
has come plunging down the eastern |
slope of the Sierra Nevadas, fed by
a thousand mountain springs and 1lne.
perpetually melting snow of mountain |
tops.

Just over the bridge is the hotel|
whose name so often appears these
days in despatches from Reno re-
counting the arrival there of another
who in the language of the song Mable
Hite is singing in her new play has
found that

Life in Reno’s simple greart;
They grant divorces while you wait—
Shouting the battle cry of Freedom!

But the river is the magnet which
makes divorce seekers remain at Reno
rather than to go an hour’'s journey
to correct and pretty little Carson
Oity, which being the capital of the
State bas a much larger and fluer

centre of polite and scholarly society,
for the Nevada State University is
located there and one or two other
educational institutiond, Reno now
has a population of probably abouf
7.000. When the Reno 700,000 Popula-
tion Club is formed all it need do to
make .its activity successful will be
to publish health statistics.

On that high, dry desert plateau it
seems that disease germs have never
found a lodging. Of course such a
club would make much of the fact that
the first irrigation work under the
Newlands national irrigation law was
done near there, and that the result
was shown that water turns that desert
into a garden.

However, even the attractions of
amazing healthfulness and of poten-
tial rose gardens weigh but little with
those who go to Reno seeking divoree
compare to the lure of that tumbling
torrent of mountain water, the Truckee
River, which runs through the centre
of the towm




