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66 URGLARY?” is the latest sport.

B It is a kigh society diversion,
indulged in by the wealthiest men
and the most beautifal women of England—
by the nobility, in fact.

They call it variously “Raffling,” “Raf-
flesizing” and “Raffleizing.” Derivation,
from Raffles, the name of a gentlemanly
burglar, popular in recens fiction as the only
known antidote to “Sherlock Holmesing,”
which had such a long run in fiction, but, in
fact, never amounted to- more than-the en-
nobling of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle.

Difference between “Raffling” and plain
burglary is that when you “burgle” you keep
the goods; when you “Raffle’ you return
them. It is more semsible to keep them, of
course, because then the joke lasts longer and
you enjoy it more. “Raffling,” begun as idle
sport in England, has advanced within a
month to the dignity of practical, high-class
“burglary.”

 American society, including Common-
wealth avenue in Boston, Fifth avenue in
‘New York, and Walnut street and German-
town in Philadelphia, has been nervously
awaiting the adoption of the fad in this coun-
try; but the older and more experienced lead-
ers do not look for any very pronounced ac-
tivity in it until the Newport season opens,
when the more or less al fresco life will
afford many attractive opporsunities and the
Yaddists will really need the money.

100ks like newspaper ne of these
hare-brained impositions upon credulity st which
the most cpedulous must smile.

Don’t smile. nnryltcmotthomummthuunnv
true, up to the expectation of the indulgence in “Raffling”
by soolety people on this side of the Atlantic.

And any one acquainted with the kleptomaniac epi-
sodes which have enlivened the history of wealthy cir-
@les here during the last five years will understand with
what apprebension the advent of the practice is regarded
Py those who know the enthusiasm with which European
naovelties in amusement are taken up by bored Ameri-
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It is thrilling, risky, delightful—and, if the soclety
Raffles prefer, profitable. Innocently enough begun,
there is always the temptation to retain the loot after
danger of discovery in the act of “burglary” has passed.

How many are likely to resist, with the precedent
established that, if the “Raffliing” be not traced to them,
they keep the loot and go scot free, while, it it be
traced to them, they return it with a laugh and go scot
free anyway?

Oh, no one who is well-to-do, much less wealthy,
would do any such thing! No? Well, as a matter of
fact, that is exactly what Raffling has developed into
within a single month.

BEGUN BY THE NOBILITY

The first case occurred in England during the Christ-
mas holidays. It was the most bizarre ‘““Rafling,”” per-
petrated by the most romantic group of people in all
Great Britain. And it set the awe-inspiring seal of no-
bility upon a practice which England’s laws from im-
memorial times have been framed to repress,

It is difficult for the nimble, clear-ecyed American
mind to understand the manner in which the English-
man is prone to take his literature. America when it
read “Sherlock Holmes’ remarked, ‘“Pretty darned good
stories”; and when it saw ‘Raffles,” ‘pretty darned
good play.”

That was all. Stories and play were diverting im-
possibilities, the realization of which never even entered
into the logical scheme of reader's and playgoer's life.

But England, reading “Sherlock Holmes,"” exclaimed:
“By Jove, shouldn't wonder but what most of these
things did happen!” And, seeing “Raffles,” Englishmen
ruminated: “Fancy we had better send away the plate
for safe keeping.”

The American never dreamed of ‘“Raffling” in reality;

the Englishmen had nightmares over it. Naturally, the
nightmares have begun to come trué. Now, however,
that they have oome true, the American may do by
wholesale what the Englishman is doing by retafl.

The marquis of Cholmondeley—‘‘Chumley,” you know,
when you know him—is hereditary lord great chamber-
lain of England. On Coronation Day he carries the king’s
olothes to him and waits around until his majesty de-
parts to be crowned.

Then the lord great chamberlain has the right to

hustle a moving van up to the palace and cart off the
royal bed, arm chairs, shaving mug, beer steins, pajamas,
cigarette ends and anything else his majesty may have
been thoughtless enough to leave lying around loose.
So the marquis of Cholmondeley is a very important
court functionary.
» His castle is near Chester, and he had a large party
of guests there over the Christmas holidays. Most of
them had the habit of sliding a furtive hand over thelir
watch pockets.

PROFESSIONALS PROFITED

Not, of course, on account of the marquis’ hereditary
habits when he was alone in the king’s bedroom; stmply
becaunse common professional ‘“Raffles” in great num-
bers had lately been profiting by the technical instruo-
tion supplied in popular literature. A week or so pre-
viously they had used the up-to-date auto to clean out
Lord Lonsdale’s hunting box at Melton Mowbray; before
that they gave professional attention to the home of
Marshall Field’s dnwhtcr. the wife of Colonel Beatton,
at Brookesby Hall

‘While the quis of Cholmondeley was entertaining
his visitors in the hospitable English fashion which
leaves everybody alome to 40 as he pleases, the duke and
the beautiful duchess of Westminster, whose wealth
amounts to $100,000,000, and includes ownership of the
most fashionable district of London, were the hosts of
another house party at Haton Hall, one of the most
splendid residences in the United Kingdom.

The duchess was formerly the entrancing Shelagh
West, daughter of the entrancing Mrs. Cornwallis-West,
whose charms fascinated King Edward while he was
prince of Wales; she was the granddaughter of the en-
trancing Lady Olivia Fitzpatrick, whose charms fas-
cinated the impeccable prince consort of Queen Victoria.
She is the sister of the lovely princess of Pless, whose
inimitable beauty won her a royal hend as well as the
royal - heart.

When the duke was a boy, bearing the courtesy title
of Lord Belgrave, he met little Shelagh West, and
promptly informed his mother, the Countess Gresvenor,
that there was the girl he was going to marry when he
grew up. For some years it was regarded by the two
families as an altogether charming romance of child-
hood.

But as adolescence came the possibility of its realiza-
tion assumed the aspect of a distinct mesalliance in the
eyes of the old duke of Westminster, to whom the lad
was to succeed. He put his ban upon lovely Shelagh.
That sent the unhappy heir of the dukedom to South
Africa to solace himself by killing off the Boers. And
it left lovely Shelagh to be made love to by bold Captain
Wood.

That was very improper of Captain Wood, who sud-
denly found himself sent to the front in Africa. The
same thing happened to a captain named Uriah a few
thousand years ago.

After Captaln Wood was comfortably killed by the
wicked Boers, the old duke conveniently died. Then the
young duke married the girl, and Major Atherton, of the
Royal Lancers, didn’'t name him as co-respondent in the
divorce suit, either. Everybody admitted that a baffled
lover had to have some solace while he was an African
exile. Altogether, it was a regular Ouida romance and
thoroughly satisfying to the British publie.

With such hosts and with the sporting instincts stir-
red up by the galety of the season and the presence of
Guy Brooke and Lady Constance Stewart-Richardson,
who are the most daring of the bold in finding amuse-
ment for themselves and their friends, something was
likely to turn up before the party dispersed.

It did turn up—at Cholmondeley Castle the morning

after a llvely Christmas night. When the lord great
chamberlain of England and his guests came down, strag-
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gling, to break their fast,

they discovered that the

dashing Raffles had been

there over night and, leav-

ing, had defled every Sher-

lock Holmes, amateur and

professional,in Great Britain.

The magnificent two-han-

dled racing cup which Lord

Cholmondeley won at the Southdown Hunt meet with

Screech Owl was missing. So were many valuabBla neck-

laces and other articles, together with a quantity of the
lord chamberlaii s best wines and cigars.

On the principle that a fair exchange is no robbery,
Raffles had deposited in place of the Southdown Cup on
the big oak table a huge lump of coal. Raffles had “loot-
ed” the place under the very noses of the solemn Chol-
mondsley portraits—the ancestor who, under Henry VIII,
hauled away the bed of the royal polygamist, gazed
glumly across the way at the other earl of Cholmonde-
ley who, as commander of Willlam IIT’s horse grenadiers
at the battle of the Boyne, gave occasion for the song
which has stuck in Ireland’s throat ever since.

Lord Cholmondeley and his guests called for the
police. Scotland Yard hastily rushed to the scene of
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crime its most obtuse Lestrades, who discovered the
necklaces twined around the chandelier and proved, by
the sight and touch method, that Raffles came in a motor
car, and when he went ripped the lodge gate almost to
flinders.. After that the Lestrades walked around looking
intedigent, while the lord chamberlain put the lump of
coal in the plate closet as a clue.

He was writing a telegram to 8ir Arthur Conan
Doyle for help, when the duke and duchess of Westmin-
ster, Guy Brooke, Sir Edward and Lady Stewart-Rich-
ardson; Colonel and Lady Muriel Grenfell, the Hon. Ivor
and Mrs. Guest and Mrs. Wynham arrived in one of the
duke’s motors. They learned of the “burglary’” with
horror, and they overwhelmed the earl with commisera-
tions. He showed them.the coal

A BRILLIANT JOKE

“Oh, Cholmondeley,” remarked ‘Westminster, ‘‘would
you exchange it for your Southdown Cup and the other
things this Raffiles mafde off with?”

“Would 1?" exclaimed the earl: “Oh, would 17"

«Well, here’s the cup, and the other trash amd your
wines. We've smoked the cigars, but I can offer you a
cigarette.” ; .

Hrigland 1aughed over it for nearly a month. It wasa
‘most brilliant joke. It stayed brilllant until & real Raf-
fles turned up at Melton Hall, where Mr. and Mrs. Mon-
tagu were entertaining a ‘very exclusive house party.

Mrs. Montagu owns a diamond tiara which cost $10,000;
but she does.not possess it. It left her possession while
the house party was in progress. Scotland Yard turned
up, as usual, and the guests discovered the robbery
solely from the appearance of the detectives, who, by no
extremes of disguise, codlld impersonate gentlemen.

The Melton Hall robbery, after a long time passed
with no arrést of professional burglars and’'a concerted
endeavor to keep its details from publicity, has been
universally attributed to some genuine Raffles, main-
talning his or her pesition in society and taking advan-

.varieties in different parts of the wortd,

tage of the fashion inaugurated by the Westminsters to]
essay a joke. Its faclle success developed into a reality |

costing Mrs. Montagu her $10,000 tiara.
So American soclety awaits the opening of the favore
able Newport season with interest, to put it mildly.

Scarcity of Wood for
~  Lead Pencils

MAKING lead pencils is one of the leading indus-

tries of this country, and the wood of the red,
cedar tree is necessary to the penecil industry. |

Red oedar is a tree of comparatively moderats reé=;
quirements as to #oil and moisture, and, while it grows
better under favorable conditions, it is a hardy tree and
is found naturally, and can be planted, on the Muffs and
among the sand hills of the semi-arid piains.

Like most trees of simple requirements, red cedam
grows slowly, and, ad is usual with slow-growing cone-
bearing trees, its wood i@ fine-grained and vatoable. Dne
deed, no other American n wood has the aistino-
tion of being regularly sold by the pound, and very few:
are so well-nigh indispensable.for any purpose:as is ol
cedar for pencil wood.

Red cedar originally grew in-quentitiss suficient fow|
lumbering throughout the eastern portion of the Unfted!:
States south of the Ohio river, but very much of it hae
now been cut and marketed. It is no wonder, then, that
pencil manufacturers are deeply comcemned as to theds;
future supply of pencil wood, as they observe the - rapid!
removal of the red cedar forests. i

Enough cedar to fill dally ten rooms of'the-Ghmensions |
10 by 10 by 20 feet each is required for the £16,000,000 pen~
clls manufactured each year in the Unmnited States. Al-
though the pencil trade, by paying higher prices, se«
cures the best product of the larger trees, it is by no
means the only market. A red cedar post is emeception:
ally durable and so much in demand
owners sell their red cedar at
hold it twenty years longer,
years, an ordinary stand o
yield eight times as much for

In other words, it does not
growing 200 cedars to the acre 1
the age of forty years for posts,
sum equal to 87 cents for every
period if the same trees are allowed
and then sold for pencil wood.

300 trees per acre cut at sixty for peneil
would be 51 cents, and that from:400 tress pet-acse-woull)

be 61 cents. ;],

Fish That Banish Malaria
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that feeds on the larvas ef
reduces the prospects of malaria, is an
of sclence that deserves notioe.

This particular fish belongs to the fxmily-af
nides, & small kind of carntverous fish, and is
found in the ocean and in rivers of the tempesate
tropic zones.

There are fourteen principal kind and atutp@ve E ‘
=
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the family of Mugllides, and are
lowT;lvat%xi.

e blue eye is a v small fixh,
inches long. The name is due to m
of the iris; the male has yellow black s
Gale, and &also BStead, in their wo! on
fishes, describe the blue eye 00!
glns, which acquire great ancy d
me.

UptoDateArtinLove LetterWriling

OU are in love! The divine passion is rip-
ping around in your heart and raging
through your veins. You must tell her
about it. You snatch your pen, and dash

off a letter in which you voice all your burning
ardor, all your undying affection, all your throes
of longing, all your intensity of craving.

Far ge it, ehf The best you can do is light
another cigar and kick the varnish off the feet of
the desk, and chew the end of the fountain pen
untfl there’s a half dollar gons for a new rubber

cap, and it’s half-past 12, with the old man chort-

_ling about your being late every morning for a

week, and you are muttering, bitterly:

«Sure! Same old thing. Born speechless with
tongue, pen or typewriter in the presence and the
absence of the whole eighty-seven girls I've been
in love with—and this is the eighty-eighth. The
good old ‘Ready Letter Writer’ for mine once
more.”

Well, don’t. There are better things.

4

O TO the divorce courts, the murder trials and
the breach of promise suits. There you shall
learn the wisdom of the serpent; there you
shall acquire the caressing touch of the dove.

Files of the dally newspapers for the last year
contain hundreds of models for love letters, intro-
duced in evidence in all sorts of legal cases, that
would make the peans of the impassioned poets look
like Moses when the light went out.

And as for ‘‘Ninety-nine Ways to Propose,’’ that
famous work of Professor J. Amorelll Puck, Ph. D,
D. D. 8., which you paid $1.25 for two years ago, and
have relied on ever since with varying degrees of
success, it would compare with those outpourings
of reality as a perfect lady from Boston would com-
pare, in capacity for feeling and expression, with an
Olga Nethersole “Carmen.”

It's all there, and it's all true. You could sit up
nights trying to dig out something to fit your case
from “Love Letters Made BEasy,” or from Moore's love
poems, or the warm relics of burning Sapho or caloric
Swinburne, and, next morning, while you had one eye
on the boss and the other on your morning paper,
you'd find, under some attractive headline, such as
“Marguerite Stabbed Him With the Soup Tureen,”
samples of love letters that would relegate your
favorite authors to the cold storage trade.

And as for “Love Letters of Famous Lovers,”
which you turn to after all others fall, listen:

“Déar Madam: Twenty times have I taken up my
pen to write to you, and as often has my trembling
hand refused to obey the dictates of my heart—a heart

which, though calm and serene amidst the clashing of
arms and all the din and horrors of war, trembles
with difidence and the fear of glving offense when
it attempts to address you on a subject so important
to its happiness. Dear madam, your charms have
lighted up a flame in my bosom which can never be
extinguished—your heavenly image is too deeply Im-
pressed ever to be effaced.” .

That was the style aof the late Benedict Arnold,
with which he won the obstinate heart of pretty Peg-
gy Bhippen. It'ls the style of every “How to Pro-
pose’” book ever compiled, calculated to betray the
hopes of the fondest lover as heartlessly as the orig-
inal author betrayed the trust of his native land.

Abandon all of them, and take to the real thing,
supplied under oath and served up, sizzling, beside
the country sausage and the griddle cakes of your
lonely boarding house. And never fear that Laura
will recognize them. They come. too often, and in a
flery variety that is- too infinite.

“I cannot leave this letter without telling what
I think—that I love you more than all the world—am
sick without you. I am loving you today, and all day
yesterday felt the thrill of your love. I hope you
feel mine. I am worrying about you today, but lov-
ing you intensely. I love you all the time.”

Remember that? Well, it was printed in big type
in the papers of last November, while a Washington
jury was agreeing that Mrs. Bradley had a perfect
right to perforate Senator Brown.

“One moment, when I reflect on the bitterness in
my life, I am filled to overflowing with anger and re-

sentment. Then when I think of you in the winter of
my discontent made glorious summer, my heart leaps
to go forth to you in words and kisses. My desriingl
There is no woman’'s heart stronger or truer or big-!
ger than mine is to love you and admive you and |
worship.”

Don't you recognize it? Why, thet's some of the |
lightning-freighted atmosphere which Mrs. Bradey '
wafted toward the senator prior to shooting him. ‘

Could you, could any one—Ovid, Byron, Alfred &
Musset, even the encyclopedia—beat this? i

“Is it a sin to confess to you that I adore yow. '
Julfette, that you are the star of my ideals? If the |
force of a true love is acting in a direction thet '
it should act, am I to blame? If you, the dearest, the '
sweetest little girl, have all that I sedls, lot me ad-
mire you, let me say that you are mine,thet I am’
yours.” i

Or this? : h

“Is there any resson for you to-eompistn-whes I’
see in you the angel of a veritable heaven, mow thek
your love seems to have been deltvered to me with:
its purity that ‘was glven by Ged?” )

How do you like this? vt

“Our lips, 11k® our souls, shall cling togethes
through all eternity.” i

Or, oh! say, this?

*“Destiny will bring to us an eternal happiness.
You will be the most beautiful and brilliant star held
in the firmament, and a veritable love will be our
heaven. You are now my sublime ideal. You come
like Venus from the country of the historical Helena,
You are like the Venus Citera in beauty and like a
goddess in the sublimity of your constancy.” )

ZELAYA’S BLAZING TORCHES

the nephew of the president of |
Nicaragua, shovedy these blazing torches at M_lg‘( !
Juliette Hero, a pretty Greek model of New Yofi
city, while he was learning his lessons at Columbia
College.

She sued him for breach of promise while folks
were arranging for Mrs. Bradley's acquittal down in
Washington. She thought they ought to get her a
verdict of about $100,000.

Now, just suppose you could cook up letters that
your girl would value at $100,000! .

Here are some pulsating passages from letters which
a New York woman alleges were written to her by an
admirer who claimed her as his ‘‘soul mate’:

“Now, dear little, lovable, loving woman, go down into
your sweetness of hearts and take ‘Cosmos’'’ face be-
tween your tender hands, look at the tears of loyal love
in his eyes; believe his honest, whole-souled love.and loy-
alty and kiss his lips. They, with all of his soul, body,
mind and spirit, are yours.”

“Ah, sweet, sweet thing that you are, how miserable
you can make me! But like a faithful dog—a position I
never dreamed it possible for me to accept—much léss
willingly assume—like a faithful dog, I lick the hand that
{nflicts the pain. * * * BSoul of my soul, do you think
it will ever be otherwise?”

“Thig soul craving for you tears me to pieces. Think
of me kindly. For, however you may feel; however you,
sweet, dear thing that you are, may think, I will always
be for you and with you!”

Don’t you think a new “Handy Letter Writer for
Tovers” might be compiled from the burning missives
that are being read continually in our courts?

Anibal Zelaya,




