T —

18

e

—— ————

IN THE HOT LIGHT OF STARS

Clara Morria' Thrilling Experioncs with
Thres Notables of the Etage.

|
CHARACTERISTICS OF DRAMATIC IDOLS |

Playing “Hueen Mother” 1o Hooth's
and Handmeann's “Homlel e Ples
turesgue Temper anit Phrase-

ology of toanldock,
= |
Thero wak one slar who came 10 Ul every
sennon with the regularity and the aer-
taltty of the equinoctinl storm, and when

they arrived together, as they frequenily
did, we all felt the vonjunction to  bo |
peculiarly appropriste, He wus  nelthes
young nor good looking, yel no one ceng 1
truthfully assert that hiv engagements were
Incking in interegt-—<indecd, somoe actors
found them Hyely In the extreme Charies
W. Cou'dock was an Englishman by Birth
and had come to this country with the
warm-henrted, but bolng of & onturslly
guick and irritable temper, lostead of try

ing to control 11, he yielded himeelf up to
every jmpul-r of vexatlon orf annoyance
while with cver-growing violence he made
mouniains out of molehills, and when he
had just cause for anger he burst Into
paroxysms of rage—even of ferocity, that
bad they not heen half uwneonsclods acting,
must have landed him in a mad houwe, out
of consideration for the sofety of others

while, worst of all, ke too many of his
great nation, he was profane almost bey nd
bellef;, and, profaplty, wiways guiet pain-
fully repellant and shocking, is doulily =o,
when It comes from the lps of ane whaose |
siivering halr shows his days have wlready

been long in the land of God whom hie 1
defying. And yer when Mr. Couldock coased
to uxe platn, everyday ouths, and brought

forth soms haud-made ones, oy
onths of Kich Intricate eonstruction, such |
grotesgque [ermipation that they wrung
stariled lnugh from the wost unwilling Hp

In personal appestance he swips the Lo
ideal, wealthy farmer He was squarely,
wolidly bullt, of medium helght—rnever ot
His square, deeply linoed, furrawed
face, was clean shaven, [HHis head, & 1itile
bald on top, had a thin covering of curly
gray haelr, which e wore o trifle long; |
while his suit of black cloth—nlways n
size or two large for him-—and his never
chunging hig hut of black felt, was ex-
cuse onough for any man's askisg him
about the state of the cropa—which they
often did, and were generally urgeutiy in-
vited to go to hottest Hades for their
paine.

On his brow there was a deep anid permn-
pent &cowl that seemed cut there to the
very bone. Two deep, heavy lines ran from
the sides of his nose to the corners of his
Hps, whers they suddenly became dedper
before continuing down toward his chip
while a strong cagt In one of his stecly blue
oves gave i touch of malevolence to the se-
verity of his foace

The strong polnt of his acting was in
the expression of Intense emotion—particu-
Inrly grief or frenzied rage. He was ui-

woere

even

terly lacking in dignity, courtliness or
sublety, He was best as w4 rustic, and he
was the only creature 1 ever saw ‘who

conld “snuffls”
offensive,

Generally, If anything went wrong, Mr,
Couldock's rage broke forth on the in-
stant, but he had been known (o keep & rod
in plekle for a day or more, as in the cuse,
of a friend of mive—at least it was the
husband of iy friend, Mollle. He had
played Salanio in “The Merchant of Venlee,"
and In some way had offended the star—
who cursed him sotto vore at the moment
of the offense, and then seemed to forget
all about the matter. Next morning at re-
hoearsal nothing was sald till Its close, when
Mr. Couldock quietly asked my friend to
look In at his dressing room that evenlng
before the play began,

Poor John was uneasy all the afternoon—
still he drew some comfort from the calm-
ness of Mr. Couldock’'s mauner., Evenlng
came-—John wis before the bur. The star
seemed particularly gentle—he removed hiy
ecoat lelsurely and anld-

“You played Salanlo fast night?

“Yes, sir."

“And your name lg—er?"”

“Ogden, wir,'” replied John

“Ah, yes—Ogden. Well, how
you been at it, Ogden?”

“About three years,"” answered the now
confident and  composed prisoper at the
bar,

“Three years? Hum! Well, will you let
me give you a bit of ndvice, Ogden?”

“Why, ves, slr—I shall be elad to listen
to any advice from you,' earnestly pro-
tested ithe infatunted one.

“Well'" snupped the star, rather sharply,
“1 want you to follow it, as well as to
Histen to it. Now, vou tuke some money-—
you have some money saved, I suppose?’

“Oh, yes, sir,"”" answered John,

“Well, then,” he turned his quoer eye
on him-he took a full breath, “well, then,
you just get some of that money and you
go to a hardware store,” his rage was ris-
ing visibly, “and you buy a mood, sharp
hatchet and then I want you to take i
home and chop your d—d fool head off!"
and, ripplng off his vost, he made a furious
charge upon the almost paralyzed Ogden,
elouting him from the room, while roaring
1fke a bull,

He had plaved one sel of plays so loug
he had lost the power to study quickly,
and he was so lll-advised once as Lo at.
tempt & new part on rather short notlee.
The play was u miserable jumble of Impossi-
ble sttuations and strained, high-flown lan-
guage—and of all absurd things Mr, Coul-
dock attempted to play a young Irish hero,
with a love scene—Iin fact, ho was sup-
posed to represent the  young Emmed
Dear heaven! what o slght he was, in those
buckskin riding breoches.  His legs were
not beyvond suspleion as to thelr stralght-
ness—that cutaway green coat, and thoe
dinky Hitle comical hat, looking so ma-
Metously “larky,” perched over his fAercest
oye. He forgot all his loes—bul he never
forgot his profanity, and that night Yt took
en A wild originiality that was slmply
great Cushman, He was o man of ungues-
tlonable integrity—honorable, trutheul,
forgot the speech, and, belng reminded of
it by the prompter. he roared al the tup
of his volee 1 don't care! whnt the
devil's Ireland to me! D—n Ireland! |
wish It and the man that wrote this plsy
were both at the bottom of the sea, with
coock-eyed sharks eatin' ‘em!"”

Weoe were always plensed when Mr. Coul-
dock was accompanied by his daughter.
Ellaa Couldock, bearing an absurdly marked
resemblance to her father, of ¢ourse could
not be pretty., The thin, curly halr—{he
fixed frown—the deep loes of nose and
mouth—the square, flat fgure, ail made of
her a slightly softened replica of the old
gentleman. Her teeth were pretty, though,
and her hazel eyes were very brillian,
Bhe was well read, clever and witty, and
her affectionate devotlon to her father
knew no bounds; yet, as she bhad a Keen
sepse of the ridiculous, no ecceutricity, bo
grotesquerie of his, escaped her laughing.
hawk-like eye, and sometlmes, when talk-
ing to old friends, lke Mr. and Mrs.
Ellsler, she would tell tales of “poor Pa”
that were exceedingly funny.

The old gentleman was always very kind
to me and had the oddest pet name for me
1 ever heard. He used to hail me with,
"Whera's my crummie girl® Well, Crum-
mle, how are you?"

o answer (0 my amazed look he ex-
plained one day that It was a Yorkshire
term, and meant “plump or round faced ™
The only time ho over cursed me was when

without being absuprd or

long have

| enme to him Iin Sew York In
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openly admitiod—and | went on too soon In
consequence Aside, he awore so the alr
weemed blue—~my legs shook under me i
did not know wheiber (0 speak or not, e
rowe, and putting his arm about me. he led
me off he stiake (1 wan  plaviag lis
daughter) and as wa cronsed the stage this
Ie what he sald—the words In parenthesls
being asides to me—the other words Leing
wlowl far the nudience

(What In K=l My Hitle one!
double d—d fool'y My bird, what brings
you here? (Yen, wha! the blankety, blank-
nation does brine you here, crummie girl™)
Get itk to your nest, denries! (And stay
there, d—n you'!) us he gently pushed me
off the etage, Next day, when the prompter

(You

ghowed hlm bis error, he admitted it at
onre
He knew much sorrow and 1rouble, and

bofore that last long streak of good foriune |

Hazel Kirk
time of bhitter poverty—EHza
wwent und WOmnn-~nnd
the loss was terrible to him. 1 was Just
winning sccess in the eant, when 1 was

he knew n

had died—a nahie

me!" e was furicus—ne
feet—he tiurned Lo the manager
wll this  Infernul nonsenne? I want i
waofman for thisa pmrt! What kind of «
witehes' broth are you serving me. with
an old waman for my Ophslin and an
apple-checked giel for my mother! She

stamped  hia
Whiat's

eatt’t speak  thes fines! She—dumpling
e ) Fad

Mr. Ellsler uald gquivtld “There s nick
neds In my compuany The heavy wonan
caunot act—thin young girl will not look
the part, of course, but yen need have no
feanr about the lioes, she never loscs a
word,’

Curse Lthe words! It Is that that Lt

girl shall not read with the
line —no, not one lne of the Shakespeoare!
s English was fast goiog In his rage

I Mr. Ellsler answered “She will read
the part am well a8 you ever heard it
your hife, Mr. Bandmann und Mr., Band

Aonse, ol

[on the stage. At last It

manu gave a joering laugh and snupped hie |

fingers loudly
It wan most ionsulting and 1 felt
whelmed with humiliation

LR
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sleep. only to dream of Mr. Hooth, holding
cut m hidoeous mask anpd pressing me Lo
nave the decency to put 1t on before going
on the stage for Gerirude.”

When the dreaded Monday came-—lo! &
bllzgard eame with 11. The trains were all
late—or stalled entirely We rohearseid
but there was no Mr. Booth pressnt,  He
wad held in oo deifr somewhere on the line,
and nt night, therefore. we all went surly
to the theater, so that If he camo we wounld
have time (o go over the linportont scenes—
of If he dld not come that we might pre-
pare for another play

He cnme, on, how my heart sang! This
would be worde for him even than It had
been for Mr.  Bandmann, for the latter
knew of his disappointing queen 1o the
morning and had  time to get over the
shock--but poor Mr. Booth was to receive
Kin Blow otily a few minutea before going
came—the call,

“Mr. Booth wourld ke 1o se¢ you for a
few moments In his room.” | went—| was
vold all over. He was so tired—be would

Me, Ellsler | be so angry, | tapped, | went in. He was

dumbfounded one day ot seelpg Mr, Coul-
dock, slanding bowed and broken before
me, asking me for help.

A star—dear God! could such things hap-
pen to a star? 1 was so hurt for him for his
broken pride. When 1 could speak 1 simply
told him my salary, and that two (my
mother and myself) were trylug to live on
it. “Ob," he cried, “crummie glrl—why
don’t you demnnd your rights—your name
Is on every one's lipa—yet you are hungry!
Shall 1 speak for you?"

Poor old geptleman! 1 could not let him
go empty away, 1 took one-half of my rent
money and handed it to him. 1 dared not
nek my lundlady to favor me further than
convulsing. In one soence he had to proms
fs¢ to save his beloved Ireland. He quite
that. His face lighted up radiantly—it

'might have been hundreds from his look.

“Dearie!"™ he said, “I'll pay this back to
the peany. You can i1l spare t—I1 see
that, crummie girl—but, oh, my lasa! it's
worse to see another hungry than it is to
bunger yourself—I1'11 pay it buck!" His
eyes filed—he paused long, then he sald,
pathetically: “Some time, crummie girl—
some time!"

My landlady granted me grace. Months
passed away—many of them—waves went
ovor me someilmes, but they receded be-
fore my breath wae guite gone—things were
bettering a lttle, and then, one duy, when
1 came home from work—a man had called,
in my absence—an old man, who had left
this little packet—and, oh! he had been so
anxious for its safety!

I opened |It, to find $256, all In bills of ones
and twos—such n panthetle story these small
bills told—they were for the “crummie girl,
with the thanks of the obliged, Charles W.
Couldock."

He had kept his word—he was the only
man in this profession who ever repald me
ope dollar of borrowed money, Mr. Coul-
dock was like some late ripening frult, that
requires a touch of frost for its swestening.
In his old age he mellowed—he became
chaste of sperech—his neting of sirong, lov.
able old men way wdmirable, He was hon-
ored by his prolession In Life, and hon-
ently mourned in death—he woulidl not have
asked more.

Some Hamlet Experlencos,

Oecuslonally, one person unlted two “llnes
of business,” as o case of Mrs, Bradshaw,
who played “old women' and “heavy busi-
ness,'” hath, and when anything happens
to disgualify such a person for work the
inconvenience s, of course, very great. Mrs
Bradshaw, as | have sald before, was very
stout, but her frame was delicate In the
extreme, and her slender ankles were un-
able to bear the great welght, and one of
them broke, Of course, that meaont n long
Iylng up In drydock for her, and any
nmount ﬂf worry for sver so many "lh"l‘
people. Right In the middle of her im-
prisonment oame the engugement of the
German actor, Herr Daniel Bandmann. He
was to open with “lHamlet,"”” and, graclious
heaven! | was cast for the gqueen mother
It took & great deal In the way of belng
asked to do Btrange parts to startle me
but ths gueen mothor-—did it. 1 was just
nicely past sixteen, but even 1 dared not
yet lay claim to seventeen, und 1 was to go
on the stage for the serlous Shakespeareun
mother of a star,

“On, 1 couldn't!” “Can't be helped—uo
one elwe," growled Mr. Ellsler. “'Just atudy
your lines—right away—and do the best
you can,’'

1 hud been brought up to obey—and 1
obeyed, We had beard much of Mr, Band-
mann—of his originality—hls impetuosity,
and [ had been very anxious to see him
After that cast, however, | would gladly
have deferred the plensure. The dreaded
morning cawme, Mr, Bandmuann, s very big
man, to my frightened eyes, looked gigautic,
He was dark skinned, he had kriokly, flow-
ing hulr, his eyea were of the curious red-
brown color, of & ripe chesnut He was
of large volce—large of gesture. There
was o greetiog, a few introductions, and
rehearsal was on, and soon, oh! 50 Eoon,
there vame the call for the “Queen.' 1
came forward. He glancod down at me-
hHalfl smiled—waved his arm, and sald;: “"Nov
you—not the player-queen, but Gertrude™

I falntly answered: “1'm sorry, sir, but
1 have to play Gurirude”

“Oh, vo, you won't!" he erled, “"not with

Be gave me the cue ln the wrong place, as he

.

sakd, aogrily: *“"Very well, as 1 Have no
ane else to offer you, we will cloge the
theater for the night."

But Mr. Bandmann did not want to close
—not he. 5o, wfler swearing in German
for a time, resumed rehearsal and when
my tlme came to speak I could scarcely |
it my drooping head or conquer the lump!
In my throet,

Trinl and Triumph,

Then came the night—a big house, too, 1
remember. | wore long and loose gar-
ments, to make me look more matronly, but,
nlns! the drapery Queen Gertrude wears
pissed under her jows from eatr Lo car, wns
particularly becoming to me, and brought
me uncommonly near to prettiness, Mr
Ellsener groaned, but sald nothing, while
Mr. Bandmann sneered out an “ach Him-
mel!” shrugged his shoulders and made me
feel real mice and happy, and when one
conslders that without me the theater must
have closed or changed 16 hill—even while
one pltles him for the infliction, one feels
he was uwnpecessarily unkind.

Well, all went quletly until the closet
seeno—between Hamlet, the quedn and the
ghost, It is u great scene and had some
very effective business 1 forgot Baund-
mann in “Hamlet," 1 irled to show shume,
pride and terror. The applause was rap=-
turons. The curtain fell—and-—why
“What In the name of heaven was bhappen-
Ing to me?"

1 was cnught by the arms and Hfted high
In gir—when I came down I was crushed to
Hamlet's bosom with a cracking sound of
breaking Roman  pearl beads, and in &
whirlwind of “Himmeis!" “Gotts!" and
things! I was kissed with frenzied wet
kisses on either cheek—on my brow-—my
eyes! Then disjointed English came forth:
“Oh, you so great—yon kleine applechecked
girl! you maker of the fraud—you so great
nobody! ach! you are fire—=you have pride—
you are a Gertrude, who have shame!"'
more kleses, then suddenly he realized the
audience was still applauding <loudly, and
hoeartily, He grasped my hamdl—he dragged
me before the curtanlp—he bowed—he waved
his hands-—he threw one arm aboul my
shoulders!

“Good Lord!"™ T  thought—he lén't @a

going to do It all over agnin—out here, is
he? and I began boacking out of sight as
quickly ns pussible

It was a very comforting plaster to apply
to my wounds—was such u suceess as that,
bul It wouldl have bees so much pleasanter
net to have received the wound in the first
j-!..h .

i plauding Hamlet only

snint Kdwin,

purture of the lmpetwous  German, who
should be punounced, but Mr. Edwin Hooth.
I telt my oyes growlng wider as 1 read
Somwe one bebind me sad: "Would you 1k
me to d=—n old Brad's hones for you, Clarn?
1 swear Gertrude is hard lines on you, and
thet's n fact)™

Oh!" | thought, “why don't her Lleszed
old bones mend themselves! 2he §s8  not
lagy—hut they sre! Oh, dear! ob, dear!"
and miserable tears slid down my cheeks all
the way home and moistened saltily my sup-
per of crackers after 1 got there, 1 had
guccessed hofore—oh, but 1 could not
help recalling Just how hot the plowshares
were over which 1 had walked to reach that
success. Then, too, all girls have their
golds—some have miny of them. Some girls
change them often, too, My gols were fow

wometimes 1 cast one down, but | pever
chenged them—and oa the highest, whitest
pedestal of all—grave and gentle—stood the
gaod of my professionnl idolntry—Edwin
Booth!

I wiped off my cracker crumbs with one
hand and tears with the other. L was %o
humiltating to be foreed upon anyone, s l
should be forced upon Mr, Booth. siuce
there wns sti)l no one, but my apple-
chegkod solf, fo go on for the gueen; and
though 1 dreaded (pdignant complaint or
digparaging remarks from him, 1 was hon-
estl more unbappy over the annoyance

yeu!

this blemish un the vast would cause him.,
Well, 1t could not be helped—I1 should have
to bear the second cruel mortifcation, thit
wis all, 1 put my four remainiog crackers
back in thelr box, brushed up the erumbs
wiped my eyes, repeated my foolish litile
old-time “"Now | luy me,” apd wedt to

dressed for Hamlet, but he was adding &
touch to his brows and snipping = little
at his nalls—hurrledly. He looked up, sald
“Good evening!'' rather absently—then
stopped—looked again, smiled, and waving
his hand slightly, sald, just in Bandmann's
very words: "No, not vou—not the plaver-
quesn—but Gertrude.”’

Tears rushed to my eyes—my whole
heart wa# In my volce, as 1 gasped: *"'I'm
0 sorry, sir—but I have to do Queen Ger-
trude—you see,” 1 rushed on, “our heavy
woman has n broken leg and can't ael”

A whimsical look, half smile, half frown,
came over his face: “That's bad for the
hoavy woman,” he remarked.

“Yeu," 1 acqulesced, “but If you please,
I had to do this part with Mr. Bandmann,
too, and-—and-—I"11 only worry you wlith
my looks, sir, noyr about the words or busi-
ness."”

He rested his dark, unspeakably melan-
choly eyes on my fuce—his brows ralsed
and then knlt themselves in #such troubled,
wise, as made me long to put an arm about
his sboulders, and assuré him 1 woulda't
be xo awfully bad.

Then he slghed and sald: “Well—it was
the cloaet scene 1 wanted to speak to
vou about. When the ghost appears you
are to be”" he stopped—a faint smlle
touched his lipsa—even reached his eyes, he
latd  down his scissors, and remarked:
“There's no denying it, my girl, 1 look a
great deal more Hke vour father than you
look like mother—but,” and he went on
with his directions, and considerate gentle-
man that he was, spoke no slngle, unkind
word to me, though my playing of that part
must huve been n great anpoyvance 1o him,
when added to hunger and fatigue.

When the cloget scene was over—the cur-
taln down—I caught up my petticoats and
made a rapld fAight roomward. The ap-
plavss was filling the theater. Mr, Booth
turning—called after me: “You—er—Ger-
trude—er—Quecn! Oh, somebody call that
vhild back here,” and some one roared:
“Clarn, Mr. Booth is calling you!"

1 turned—but stood still., Ho beckoned-—
then came to me--took my hand, and say-

Ing, “My dear, we must not keep them
wilting too Jong.,"” led me before the cur-
tiin with him. 1 very slightly bent my

head to the audience, whom I felt wore ap-
but turned and bowed
myself to the ground, to him whose courtesy
had brought me there

When we came off he emiled amusedly—
lupped me on the shoulder apd sald

“My Gertrude, sou are very young, but
you know how to pay a pretty compliment
«thank you, childa!*

Al Just one Httke month afier the de i Bo, whenever you see pletures of nymphs
0y

* goddesses flonting on plok clouds und
looking \diotically happy-—you can say 10
vourself: “That's Just how Clars Morrls
felt when Edwin Booth sald she had pald
him a compliment.””

Yes, 1 foated, and 'l take a solemn oath,
It necossary, that the whole thewter was
flled with piok clouds the rest of that night

for the girle are made that wuay, and
they cun’'t help it

In after years | knew him better and 1
treasure still the little note he sent mo io
answer to my congratulution on his escape
from the bullet fired at him from the gal-
lery of the theater n Chlengo., A note that
expressed as much genile surprise at my
“iind thought of him,"” as though 1 only,
and not the whaole couptry, was rejolcing
ut his safety.

He had a wonderful
from other men—yes, 1 use the word ad-
visodly. It was not mere good fellowship
or even affection, but there was something
a0 fine and true—so strong and sweetl In
his pature, that [t won the love of those
who knew him beat,

It would eeem like presumption for me
to try to add one Mitle leaf to the tight

power to win love

woven Jaurel crown be wore, Fvery one
knows the ngony of his “Fool's Hevenge."
the demnable mallee of his “lago,” the

bouuty and fire of “Antony,” and the pure
perfection of s "Hamlet"—but how maay
kuew the slow, crdel martyrdom of his
private life, which he bore with guch mute
pationce—that in my heart there ls an altar
rinlaed to the wemory of that Saint Edwinp
of many sorrows, who was Kknown and on
vied by the world at lurge a® the great
uetor, Edwio Booth. CLARA MORRIS.
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Count the Dots -

IF YOU CAN'T COUNT ’EM, GUESS "EM.

Over $1,000 in Prizes for

Guessing Correct Number

£ %22%2%%22%% 2% %7

$2.00 for three months by mail.

of dots with each 15c¢ paid on their
count.

Qrecescsscsssssssssssccsses

THE OMAHA BEE’S GREAT
TEN DAYS' PRIZE OFFER

Every one paying his subscription in accordance
with the conditions is entitled to a FREE GUESS on
the number of dots. Subscription price of The Daily
and Sunday Bee is 15 cents per week by carrier, or

New or old sub=-

scribers will be entitled to one guess on the number

subscription ac-

Conditions

Every subscriber—
new or old—will be en~
titled to one guess for
every fifteen cents
paid on his subscrip-
tion account.

5

L3

L]

i
L] All payments and guesses must be
: made direct to The Bee OfMce, per-
sonnlly or by mall, UNLESS you are
taking The Bee from an authorized
agent, in which case you will pay the
agent and he will send your guess
and remittance to us [Immediately,
after deducting his usual commission,
No guess will he recorded une

lean accompanied by payment on
subseription.
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prepared especially for subscribers of The Bee, and the valuable

and old will find it an interesting diversion.
matter of counting the dots correctly.

£ 23222220 2424 47

ing prizes—

0222322522224 27

TOTAL...... et ettt et it atrsesaessaa e $1,106.00 AN
Every One Who Guesses the Correct Number Gets a Prize.

The first prize goes to the first one bringing in the correct or nearest correct guess;
the second prize to the next one bringing in the correct or nearest correct guess, ete.

Try Your Skill at Counting.

The Bee offers its readers an opportunity to figure on a new edition of one of the most
interesting puzzles which has ever been presented to newspaper readers.

The puzzle has been
prizes we offer for the nearest

correct guesses will make it well worth your time to try your skill in counting the dots. Young
There is no trick about the puzzle; it is simply a

This Contest Closes at 5 p. m., Tuesday, April 9, 190l

All subscriptions sent by mail must reach The Bee by that time.

THE PRIZES:

To those guessing the correct or NEAREST COR-
RECT number of dots The Bee will give the follow=

1st prize—$50.00 cash—value.........% 50.00 || 11th prize—Two tons Soft Coal—value 10.00

2nd prize—Davis Ball-bearing drop-head 12th prize—Two tons Soft Coal—value.. 10.00
Sewing Machine—value ............. 60,00 13th prize—A PIG. ... oovviieiniiiennns

8d prize—High Grade Bicycle (choice of 2 14th prize—Standard Dictionary—value 12,00
make) “'[,m' RS TN RS MR S o 15th prize—Standard Dicticonry—valne 12,00

4th prize—High Grade Bicycle (cholce of 16th prize—Standard Dictionary—value 12,00
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To Contestants..The Bee, upon receipt of 10 cents, will send at the close cf the
contest a diagram of the above puzzle go constructed as to prove the correct answer to the

N. B.—No one connected with The Bee directly or indireetly will be allowed to euter




