et

Kills

. Why a Woman Usually
When She

Uses Man as a Target

T last!"

The woman stands
Bhe looks at her hand,
I8 A& new revolver—she
never fired one hefore,

back
In it
has

And at her feet lles n
small, erumpledap heap of
humanity—the dead always |

#eem (o grow smaller—the thing be
fore her was once a man. And she
has killed him with one sure, siraight
shot!

“Me as you deserve!”

she screams

and then she looks at the thing of
steel In her hand

For a moment she & all nerve
Then she realizes. Thiz thing in her
hand 18 a pistol, something she las
never used before, Yet at her flrst
shot she has hit the bull'seye-—she

hae killed & man, Onee she wmll-li
have beon afrakld to take up & plstol, |
now she has used It with deadly ef- |
fect, Ouce she couldn't have hit the
turget Now she has shot dead the
Jian she lhiates. 8he has killed bhim
«<ith one shot! Her alm has been uh
solutely true to the mark she meant
it to reach—a man’s heart!

The pollce records of New York for
the past two years seveal a dozen
cased In which women who had never
handled firearms have shot amd kilied
men with unerring alm In  mout
cages  only one shot wans  fired, =
further evidence of thelr deadly ulnl.|
In the cases In which more than one
shot was fired the other bullets went
wild, showing conclusively that a
woman's ability to shoot stralght lies
in her Ingtinet to point stralght uml‘
pull the trigger without taking alm,
savs a writer in the New York World

Their First Shot Fatal.

One of the best known cases
flustrates this {8 the case of Sara
Koten, a New York hospltal nuorse,
who shot and killed Dr. Martin Aus
pitz last June. She s pecused of hav-
ing for days before the shooting
nerved herself for the dewl, She had
never handled a revolver in her life, |
but when she finally made up her |
mind to kill him, mwmeccording to the
charge agalnst her, she finished him
with one shot,

With one shot Anisia Loulse De
Mudsy, a young French woman, who
had never used a revolver, killed Gus-
tav Simon, a wealthy manufacturer atl
No, 640 Broadway, In November of
the preceding yvear, She had an argu-
ment with him over money matters
and without warning shot him through
the heart.

The case of Muadeline Wassar lL.ang-
lotz, who shot and killed her father
in August of the same year, Is still
fresh In the memory of many., Her
father had killed her mother and was
about to attack her little siater. She
pleked up a revolver; she had never
fired one before. Bul she killed him

that

Instantly
coroner's jury
the erlime

The case of Bertha Clache, the so
“white who shot and
Emil Gerdron, s well remem:
pored, Feeling that she had been |
abused bevomd endoraned, she pur
chased a revolver and Killed t:--r-huul
with the first  und only  bhullst
fired [rom it

Seem Never to Miss Thelr Aim,

There are many more, all of tham
proving conalusively that the woman
with a pistol glmost never misses her
man

And why

She was wcoultted by Ihp|

within n few bours of |

called slave,’

Killed

shie

I 7 b

| woere no mateh for the sturdy

| teanmary

| siralght

e e T

Why does the woman with the pis
to #0 seldom migs her aim? It Is ab
golutely one chanee in a thousand that
she falls to shoot true. Policemen the
country over will tell yvou this.
frail, hysterical ereature with the new
pstol whieh she never dared touch
before—go she will tell youw—isx  far
more dangerous than the best target
#hol or the most dangerous thug or
highwayman that ever held up o a
paEser-hy

Cowboys and bad men of the west,
brought up to use Colts and Heming-

tons as playthings, men who can
shoot off the hemds of rattlesnakes
from their ponies, miss thelr men

time and again
ut n woman seems never {o miss

[ hers, afraid of the revolver as she Is

Ever see a row In a cowboy saloon?
The room Is crowded with six-shooter
oxperts.  Somebody shoota and then
evervbody shools,. When Afty or sixty
shots have been firedd the guns are
empty, the smoke cleors away, the
lnmps are relighted—and probably no
body has been killewl. Nearly all the
shooters could hit a dime at 25 yards

Yot one angry, overwrought woman
who hag never fired a pistol in her
lite, brings down the man she
to ki every time,

Men Rarely Hit Mark,

The avernge Amorican man
gsomething nbout a revolver; bul he
can rarely hit anvihing with it. No-
bady ever saw a policeman who eould
ghool straight further than at a three
foot range. Thugs and hold-up men
know that—tlme and again they get
away In a fusillade of hullets which

knows

\
are Just as apt 1o kill somebody across

the street or in the next block as to
bring down the Intended targets, The
legse Jumes men with thelr plstols

with thelr shotguns You must be an

expert to shoot stealght with a revol
yeor

It takes long practice and steady
neryves You must know the entlre

theory of the gui.

Why
ig nll nerves, trembling with exelte
ment and resentment, hits her mark
every (ime? Alone and ealm, were
she practising with a plstol, she would
be na apt to shoot herself as hit the
target. Yet when she is nerved to It
she shoots straight every time

There are frequent outbreaks in the
forelgn colonles of the country’s large
eities in which the hot-tempered bring
some long-standing feud to a climax
at the pistol polut. The scene |s

usually a crowded dance hall or a dim |

alley and the men are massed <close,

But when the police come they usual-
Ilv find the dead and wounded surprls-
ingly few, consldering the ghort range
number of shots fired from
WeaApons,

and the

O mMAany The men who en-

Sapaw Korew Wie
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gage In those rows have handled wen
pons almost from Infaney
from nalghlbiorhoods

They come
where It Is cus
for all the males 1o hear arms
and them promptly when a per
sonal question arises
Shoot Straight by Instinet.

Thelr women are unarmed amd un
familiar with the steel that Is the
badge of manhood In thelr social 1ife,
But right In New York there are al
ways pending two or three cases In
whieh a4 womnan of this type has tuken
# piatol In her hand for the Arst time
to nvenge her wrongs amd fired it
amil true

UH

Thore 18 o curlous psyehology of 1,15.1 almost

|
fg it then, that a woman, who

| true pofut, o

The |

|

whnts

5

farmers |

| hand,

|

| wenpon, s

the
to n high ney

tol shooting, Into which

tlon of & woman, strung

vous tenslon, and her unfamilinrity
with the weapon B perfectly. In an
Inptant, sl by nstinet, sho e on o
par with the groatest marksmen ol
the nge Were uhe to try to repent
hor porformanen agalnst the higgest
of targels ot ton paces I8 wonld bhe
safe to give any oddds that she conld
not hit it at wll

The theory of pistol shooting Is n

ctondy hand and the s
charge of the woapon ot the instant
of point when the hand is atendy. The
pistol expert never rung his eve along
the sight antll the bright steel tip
at the barrel’'s end covers the mark
he wighor to puncture. The bost shots
nmong the cowhoys will fire from the
Ky slmost as well ae
When they fire

from the shoul

der from any

f
condl

posl- ! rock at

ord, the bullet acting as the sword
tip

Now, the explanation for the In-
credible markamanahln duaplayed by
mm agitated woman les In the Instinet

to point siralght. She has never fired

n pistol before, and she nover thinks
of almdng 11 She does pat think of
the Jump or the report HShe s ton
agltated, too exeited, too hysterica). to
Feonsider any of thede things. She doea
not even think abowt tha point. She
Ppolnte Instinetively, as you will with
your tmdex finger Her mind is con
eontrated with terrible  Intensity on

the one (den of vengeance, of putting

a bullet Into the hated face or heart
before her. This intonsifies the point
Ingtine: Anil her nervous tension Is
such that her hand, thrusting out a
pletol, In as slendy as the proverbial

the Instant of shooting, The

B\ 3
| Wi 7
VLML CLRORN o)

tlon thelr steady eyves are on the tar
gel, not on the gun barrel.
Unerring Index Finger.

If vou—a woman, for example—will
select anything in the room, & door
knob, the head in a pleture, a [gure
in the wall paper. and suddenly point
vour Index finger at It vou will find
by running vour eve along the finger
that you have drawn n perfect line on
the mark. If you will take a paper
cutter In vour hand, or a pocket kolfe,
or n stick, and try the same experl
ment. holding the oblect along your in
dex finger, vou will find your alm is
wlmost, if not aulte ag good

If you are nol nre
volver and will take an empty one in
to try the same trick, you will
discover to your surprise that you
have the barrel end covering your tar
get, The trick {8 ta point fArst amd
slght afterward to see how accurately
vou have pointed. If
tend this practice to target shooting
with a revolver fire when you point
and do vour sighting after you have
fired, If you do any sighting at all
The sights on n revalver joke
required by some tradition

When you come to try shooting on
the point you will not be as successful
ns when vou almed the empty
because your mind s Jdivided between
the effort to point stralght and the
spoculation g8 to what will happen
when you puall the trigger. You will
be thinking about the jump of the
“Rick,” and wondering
whether fiving powder will hit you In
the eye, or how the report will affect
your ear antiel
pation of apt to

nervous aboul

vou want to ex

nre: n

pistol,

drims,  The nervoad
the report awlone |

destroy the guccess of your instinctive |

Your hoand

| hag

point trembleos, oo, sl |
you Jdo not shoot at the instant of
point, but delay long enough to let
yvour exclted nerves wabble the muz

wle

But If vou eould only forget that
the revolver would make n nolse, or
klek, or that It had a boullet in it it
the weapon had o triggor with a lghi
pull that would not Jdrag your point
from the warget vou eonld do some
vary remnarkable shooting by doge
ing solely on the Instnet whil
rectsa vour Index fngel S
thrust it at anvy abject

How Saldiers Are Trug

In the UTnited States ar
are tralned o shoot with
on the point ‘sl The & er |
instruetswd 0 crook | W |
raise his woeapon to a | n howi
hig hend with the muz tralehit Lo
ward the sky. This is i
taken by the pistol duell 147 {
I8 walting the word to i AL th
word the soldder and the daelst ar
both taught o tiharast o shove thel
woeapons towiard the (o pulling th
trigger as they do go,  Thly thrust o
ghove ol the weapon forward is an
effort to redach the el eonditlon of
the instinetive point, which mean

| good shooting in proportion as It ks &y
| proximuated

The cowhoy who fires from the i
shoots on the same shove of the wen
pon forward The motlon s oxactls
as Il vou were Lrylng to poke the tur
got with the revolver muzzie,
plek out with
wish to poke

nond you
vour eye the polnt
Thir ig tha same trick
as thrusting with a stralght

yvau

same nervous tonsion glves her fin-
gers strength to pull the stiffest trig-
ger ot the Instant ahe points the re-
virl vl

Expert Shot for the Moment,

In short, for the fraction of & sec-
ond this woman who has never fired
a pistol approaches the ldenl condition
of the expert pistol shot—na sure point,
n stendy hand, indiference to the
jump or the report and the sure trig-
ger pull,  Usually the report instantly
reduces this awful, ronnerved figure
of vengeance to a llmp, sobbing, loar-
ful heup. Sometimes the bralnstorm
lnste long enongh Tor the firing of sev-
eral ghots,  If any miss It will usually
be the last one or two fired.

In any event, this same woman who
execuled =ach awiftly accurate
satisinction
hit any wort of a murk with her plstol
under anything ke normal  condls
tlong, The chances are that she would
geream amd drop the weapon when it
was Heeharged, snd her bullet would
I likely to plerce the sky or bury
itgell o the ground. In any event,
the result would he an accldent

For the hold-up
mun Is a8 dangerous as a mad dog,
He is usually the chenpest, most con-
temptible type of man (o be found in
nll the eriniingl class, He I8 apt to
b feadl, almost o wenkling, his nerves
shattered with drugs and drink. He
is nervous and afrald when he stands
some stout eltizon up at the polut of
his revolver, If the citlzen resists, (f
he starts for 1the  holdup man, or
sirikes nt him, the thug is apt to shoot

Wanie refgson 11

in gheer fear, and fear of that sort,
completely dominating n ereature of
seh & type, I8 very apt (o make him

| point on  Instinet and shoot deadly
Mirskphn

Mt the pvernge, normal man who

tvies to ghoot with a revolver has

| prabably fired o few times and Is

afntully econgelous of the faet that

ean’t it a barn doon
nlm, he

He tries to
delnys too long with his point

s muzzle wabbles, the bullet may
rike anywhers Even when s~
watil with wrath thes  average
culthy, novmial man has o gervous
vstom  strong eunough to reslst the
iplele control of himsell by the
slon whileh controls his actlons,
i thiuk s he shoots, what he
iolng.  He bhas his nitention purtly
vertenl to the worpm And the tar

I hos o faly ohnes

it the overwrought woman  who
thinke she pperntely wrongod

1 i 1l
A Half Shell Story.

I'he o ovster hasn't flsen o fraction
Fan inch In the socind seale slnes the
Iuleogle age No, Indesd; but in un
ther way Mr. Mum Ovster has bheen
triiveling In even-lenpie hiopote. A
woolly-headed, sunsworshipping, skin-
clothed, barefooted savage of  early
Tritiin: wns the lirst  oyster sater,
honglne hiw; pletare Wi on the
ench, on the gands, say, within sight
of the ehalk cliffa of Dover, Probably
[{rut Hit'ﬁ it on the o Dog, of
course, survived, thrived; then dog's
muster tagiod, opensd his eyes wide
and smneked bis Hpg. Uimoom! Noth-
ing tastler than o headless molluek,
Frudt Chesar ay  an  eplours, Best

thing he found In Britaln was the oys-
und forthwith took hlm o Rome.

for* her injurles eould not'

A FAIR FEE

BY BERNICE C. CAUGHEY

Wopyright, by J. B Lippincatt Ce)

The fint had gone forth, James Al
len must ride possessively around a
thousand ewes before there should be
added unto him the fairest mald in all
the Pecos valley, Mercreda Torres. Bo
ruled old Pedro, Mercreda's father,
and Allen kunew the Medes' and Per-
slans’ laws were weak, wind-shaken
reeds heside the solid rock of Pedro's
grim  determination,

Poor Jim! He did not even own the
mustang on which to do the riding,
Ag for the ewes— Jim roshed from
Pedro's presence in a sudden passion,
and the tiny village of adobe hounes
#et in the middle of New Mexieo
dropped Into dim perspective as Jim's
long, angry strides bore him towards
the range which rimmed the valley

The full blage of noon held the bar
ren land In thrall. A dry wind whis
pered through the withered grass and
shook the ghostly sugebrush, Above
the valley a treeless plaln stretched
out to meet a turquolse wky, The
white wool of a dogon flocka relleved
the dullness of the landscape.

When the young man had walked
his passion off, he faced the situation
bravely and made his palns,

Old Pedro had a double purpose in
the promulgation of this edict, Jim
wis & lawyer. He had gone to school
in Denver, had raked and seraped and
pinched to get his education, and had
planned to remain there to practice,
but when the time eame to leave the
valley his widowed mother had fallen
Ml with a tedions malady, and Jim, of
course, stayed with her that she might
be among her people, Jim's mother
wis a Mexilean, as was Mercreda's
father, though the other side of each
house came from good New England
stock, and Pedro, fearful of the Yan-
kee blood In each, sought to bind Jim
to the valley.

The young man opened up a modest
office In the village and flung a shin-

Mercreda Squeszed is Mand,

ing shingle to the lazy breeze that
egrept down from the range. But fees
were senrce as molars on a hen-farm.
Might ruled In the valley. The Moxi:
cons and greasers settled thely diffor
ences with fists and knlves, and Jim
eked out uls scanly Income by work-
ing at the dipping-station just outslde
the vilinge,

In & year's time Jim had gathered
a hundred ewes Into his tiny corral.
Fita of alternate hope and despalr had
bridged the Interval. When & eww
gave hirth to twing, Mercroda stralght.
woy predicted that an epldemic had
8ol in, and rosy-fingerod Hope pled
the ecaleulating penctl on & double ba-
sis. But when a gay rauchere rode
Into town, or a blithe young cowboy
from the foothills swung thraugh the
villuge streoth, despalr held Jim in its
paralyzing eluteh,

But o great day dawned for Jim snd
for Mercreda. It found the former,
clad In buckskin pants and jumper,
busy at the dipping-station. The
flocks of Tony Gomez fillod the corrals
and were stroggling through the annu-
il dipping procesg to prevent discase,
Jlm, the erndite, held the post of hop-
or on a ralsed platform above the
steaming vat.  From the vards below a
narrow chute led towards hhm, up
which a steady stream of sheep was
forced by the wily eollles Jim
dropped the frightened creatures one

by one into the hot sulphur dip with!

the nonchalance of a housewlla ghell-
ing peas, and shouted orders ta the
Mexicans nrmed with throat hooks
who gulded the floundering sheop
through the long, narrow val towards
the dripplng pens

From his elevation Jim suw & vast
fock of lamba draw near outside the
dipplngstation, surrounded by snap
ping collles and dark-skinned herders.
A dusty horaeman plunged into view,
a burly weaterner, whose name was
known to every sheepman on the
range, and asked for the owner of the
gtutlon, The owper was absent from
the valley and there was no one to
represent him, Jim called old Gomes,
who came forth with gloweriug face
and angry mien. The stranger demand-
add lmmediate possesslon. He made the
startling statement that he had con-
iraeled for the siation for the entire
week, and drew forth & writlen docu
ment to substantinte hig claim, He
explained his haste, and insisted that
Lis Mexican should give way to his
Hocks. He was under contract with
» scorg of ranchmen In Colorado. A

special traln was to mest him at the
nearest statlon, and the law required
that the lambs should be dipped be
fore crossing the stale line.

With melliffuent flow, of Spanish
vowels, In striking contrast to his vol-
eanie manner, old GQomez called upon
the residents of heaven to witness his
intention, and the fArea of hell to
stornally consume him if bhe budged
an Inch for a luridly modified Yankee
The stockman conxed, threatened, ana
finally turned his pony's head towards
the village for legal assistance,

Jim burried howe to change his
clothes, and was quietly seated In his
ofMee when the stranger sputtered in,
Jim explained the futility of the usual
legal process when the ugly Mexloans
were aroused und suggestied n com
promise, to which the stockman glad-
ly consented. All day Jim eamped on
Gomer's trall, His native Instinet, 1l
jumined by his Yankee wit, won the
day. With smooth words and $20 the
corrals were cleared, The delighted
stockman slapped Jim on the bace
and told him to come to the hota
that evening for his feo.

Jim hurried home to consult with
his mother, and stopped on the way
to tell Mercreda. "1 ought to have
$60." he insisted, “for [t was worth
that to him."

Mercreda sgueczed his hand, and
his mother gaged proudly upon the
man wha could earn $60 in a dlngle
day,

Arrayed In his bravest apparel, Jim
sallled forth, walking on alr, but be-
fore he reached the little "dobe hotel
he gradually neared the earth again.
He was obliged to stop and recall
Mercreda's proud look and his moth
er's wonderment to keep his courage
at the proper piteh, "“What If the
stockman should offer me $577 Jim
asked himwelf, A cold chill plerced
his aploe at the thought,

The stockman met him with a cheer-
ful greeting. “Well, sir,” he began,
when they were comforiahly seated,
“what do | owe you? LeUs get the
matter pettled.”

Jim hesitated and cleared his throat.
“It saved you considerable, sir” he
ventured,

“1 know [t did, and 1 am willing to
pay for 11, was the reply.

But Jim was loath to cast the die.

“I'Il tell you what I'll do,” sald the
stockman; "'l just spread out here
on my knee what [ think the job is
worth, and you can tel! me If it in
satisfactory.”

All nope of $60 vanigshed, and Jim
was mustering up his courage to face
Mercreda.

The stockman drew a hugé wallet
from nn inside pocket and carvefully
untied it. Jim watched bim moodily,
and saw him draw out a bill and
amootR 1t carefully upon hias knee;
another one was added and another,
until five one-hundred.dollar bills lay
clinging together. “How's that?”
asked the stockman laconfeally.

Jim could not reply at once, By m
sudden metamorphosis  the timid
sheep dipper was transformed Into the
succesaful young attorney, His head
was held erect, a bLright spol burned
in elther cheek, a blage of triumph
shone (b his eyes. His palms pressed
hard against his rigld knees in o des-
perate offort to appesr calin and un-

neerned.  Presently his power of
speech returned. “Beotter make It an-
other fifty,” he sald, and there was a
ving In his volee am If New Mexico
were his,

‘'l do It just for luek,” replled the
alockman.

Next moring when Jim went out to
feed his flock he found it had been
pugmentad by 900 ewes, each bearing
on ita left eur old Pedro’s brund, A
trim muetang was tetoered near the
gate, A scrap of papor clung to the
Lridle, on which was serawlad In
Pedro's writing, "1 mek pregent to my
gon Jeem."

Jim swung himgelf Into the saddle
Twice round the Hitle flock he raced
and disappeared down the road In &
cloud of dust, Tho mustang seemed
to know its rider's mind, for when
they reached the hedge In front of
Pedro's cottage he leaped it ke n
rabbit, A moment more and Jim
stood on the tiny porch with his arms
ahout Mercreda

Polygot Waiter Was American.

AL & rostaurant In the Wall street
digtrict In New York whore the walters
all speak French and meany of them
German there is a populer walter who
{8 known to varlous reguint customers
ag Franz, Frank and Franeols H
gpeaks German and French with equal
fluency, and on that necount wae the
gublect of a bel which he had to declie

yesterday. One man who had known
the walter for venrs sald that Franz
wae a German, and another wag just

us cortain that be was Frencl, and n
third enid that both men wers wrong
and that the lnguist walter undoubi
edly cume from Alsatia, or from that
part of Bwitzerland where gvery eclild
speaks three languages, each with a
forelgn ncocent., They weére all sur
prised to hear that Frank, as he pre-

fers to be culled, wuz born in the
Elghth ward, and las never been
further from New York than Wash-

Ington.

The landed gentry of Great Britafn
spand on fox and stag hunts four and
a half milllon sterling o vear—3$60,000
u day



