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O BE chosen congort of the great King Ak-8ar-Hen
and queen of all Quivera; to know the homage
of a vast multitude and to be robed In royal gar-
ments such a8 many women pever Rnow: to be

central figure—yes, the very central figure—of a spectao-

ular ceremony that {8 the climax of a brilliant carnival
season and the most speculated about and talked of
woman In the state for weeks before, photographed and
writien about In newspapers and magazines for weeks

after, Iz an honor that comes to few young women in a

litetime, but to those who have enjoyed that honor the

experience Is fraught with Incidents that serve to stimu-
late & sympathetie understanding of that uneasiness that

I8 ageribed to the head that wears the crown.

The first Inkling [ had of what was in store for me
came about two months bhefore the Ak-Sar-Ben ball. |
overheard my father and mother talking—Iit was a dis-
cussion of my abllity to endure the nervous strain, the
probable cost of equipment and the advisability of letting
mée know anything about it until the last possible mo-
ment. [ had caught thelr words by merest chance, but
what girl could be expected not to ligten, much lega
blamed for pricking up her ears, For fifteen stralght
minutes | stared at the magazine before me, straining
my ears to catch every word, and when it dawned upon
me what it was all about | just sneaked upstairs o my
room and locked the door. 1 tiptoed over 1o the window
and peeked out, and as a branch brushed against the
screen I Jumped baeck and screamed. Then that saying
nbout what a gullty consolénce ean do with a shadow
came to me and I sat down on my hed and laughed aloud
In another instant I found myself looking into my own
face in the glasa before me and wondering If | had hys-
terics.

Uneasy Lies the Crowned Head

For a whole week 1 walted for somebody to break
the news to me, but the whole affair was evidently belng
managed In true royal fashion., 1 found myself swelling
with an indignant sympathy for royal personages 1 had
read about who are married off or made queens by thelr
relatives without even belog consulted as to their own
feelings. 1 got so furious that I decided to even up with
them &1l by refusing to serve when they should fineilly
delgn to submit thelr plans to me, But that very evening
when my father called me lnto the library and told me
I was to be Ak-Sar-Ben queen, I astonished him by glving
him a mighty hug and saying:

“Oh, I know it; ain't it fine and dandy?’

Then a whole hour was spent Impressing upon me
the necessity of absolute secrecy and offering a few sug-
gestlons for throwlng people off the track should any sus-
pect—all this cautioning to me who for elght days and
nights had lived along as unsual with my family and
friends and not so much s given them a hint of the secret
that I carrfed. And this was just the beginning of the
preliminary to the actual event. Yes indeed, there la
something hesides honor and glory or soclal triumph in
being an Ak-Sar-Ben queen. [t entalls a lot that means
sacrifice, regret and even remorse, and [ have seen the

day since, and many of them, too, when I would have
traded the whole thing to reégaln the confidence of the
girls I had sacrificed by my lles for the suke of guarding
that abominable secret.

The detalls of choosing the coronation gown 1 do not
eare 1o recall, It Is enough to say that, had the respon-
sibllity fallen upon me alone, that gown would scarcely
hava cut the important figure at the coronation that It
did. In vain 1 racked my braln for an idea and finally a
local modiste arranged it all, but, ungrateful wretch that
I was, 1 offered no correction when the newspapers later
gave the credit to a Parls deslgner.

All Queens Are Liars

It Is bad enough to be deprived the satis{action of
sharing this great glory with one's best friend without
being actually compelled to prevaricate about ft. Talk
about tall and adrolt story-telllng—1 fairly lied away my
reputation. At first it wasn't 80 hard. The girls took it
for granted I was to be mald also. My pname had been
announced with the reat, but gradaoally people began to
question me, It had gotten out somehow—it always does
—and then, how I did fib. |1 felt as though I conld never
look the girls in the face agnin after it was over.

It was really a mighty awkward sltuation.
responsible for the keeping of that secret, but I had a
fealing that it was bad policy to let anybody know just
how good a story teller I could be and I knew that even-
tually everybody muast know, 1 planned gowns with the
girls and even had n new white danecing frock made up to

I was

ba passed off to help carry out the blufl. That seemed

moreé convincing than even my stoulest denlfal that I had
been chosen for a higher position than that of mald

For want of sometihing better I even began to growl
againat those adorable algrets that the girls alwayvs
wear in thelr hair. 1 likened them to those red and blue
brush concerns that band wagon horses wear strapped to
the sides of thelr heads. I vowed [ should never wear one
and that started something among the girls and, to my
conaternation, some of the others took It up and hard
feellugs actually grew out of the incident,

A Very Embarassing Situation

To make matters more comfortable I overheard ona
girl telling another that she knew 1 was to be queen
because her father had sald my father had the pull to get
my appointment, That was not a pleasant dose, but then,
there is something in having a father who has pull and
1 found consolation in the fact that I was still better off
than some girls of my set. Next day I recelved a note
from a young woman employed In one of the downtown
gtores Informing me that she understood 1 was to be
queen and requesting me to wear and then return to her
a palr of plok silk garters that she informed me she had
mailed to me under separate cover, This was too much
and 1 determined to make a success of my bluff if it cost
me a spell of nervous prostration.

A few evenings later I was staggered by an Invita-
tion from a friend to take me to the ball. I swallowed
hard for a minute and then accepted it, trusticg to Prov-

idence to find a way oul. But the more I thought of It
the plainer this very Invitation presented ftself as the
best possible solution of my trouble, I determined to go
with him to the ball; to wear my new white danclag
frock, aigret and all, and accompany him to the Den and
to make usé of the queen's dressing room after | got
there. It was a mean trick to serve him, but then, It
Isn’t every young man who {8 privileged to esport n queen
to her coronation and 1 figured that the risk was not too
Ereat,

Some Terrors of Anticipation

Belng listed as one of the malds afforded excuse for
an unusually early start and speculation as to who the
king and queen really were constituted the greater part
of our conversation en route. And sll of the time | re-
membered with humiliation that In the same royul fashion
in which I had been ““selected"” queen, the bull committee
had refused to enlighten me regarding the {dentity of him
with whom I was to share the throne. By dint of pouting
and teasing and finally by falling back upon my woman’s
dignity I had extracted from one of this supreme trio the
names of two men, one of whom was to be king. 1 had
personal acquaintance with nelther of them Soveral
years before 1 had once seen one of them and by chance
learned whe he was, but [ 'was by no menns confident 1
should recognize him should we meet agaln, The other
man I had never seen,. It had evidently not oceurred to
the committee that an introduction might relleve the
possible embarrasament of such a meeting, or If It had
they evidently preferred risking a hiteh la the smooth-
ness of the coronation to trusting the other half of the
Erent gecret to 8 womnan.

With the asslstance of my falthful dressmaker I got
into my coronation robes, red velvet mantle and all, and
I had been dressed fully a quarter of an hour before the
bugle blew the preliminary to the roval entree.

Facing the Fiery Ordeal

In another minute a tap at my door summoned me
to the Iittle passage way that lead out to the floor and
from where, trembling all over, 1 vatched the procession
pass by, walting 1o fall in, At a8t my turn came and 1
stepped out, adopting the measured tread as nearly as my
shaking knees would allow. I had gone but a few paces
when 1 was brought to a sudden stop and felt a queer
gensation 28 though the back of my gown was belng
pulled out. One of the little girls who served as page
und bearer of the coronation robe had stepped on my
train. Again | started forward consclous only of the glare
of lights, the blare of music and something dragging
behind me. 1 forgot all about the handsomest gown [
ever had in my life or ever expect to have except as it
was brought to my mind by belng stepped upon at regular
intervals crossing the floor,

At last the steps to the throne loomed np before me
and I began to climb with a prayer Iin my heart that my
shalking knees would serve me to the top. Midway of
the red velvel ascent a tack had given way allowing the
carpet to slip beneath my feet. For one awful, intermin-

Confessions of An Ak-Sar-Ben Queen---By One of Them

able moment 1 siruggled for my balance, A vislon of
mysolf sprawling out on that red velvet approsch flashad
hefore me and I could hear, or thought 1 could, the
whole multitude eatch Ita breath. In another second
my other foot had found tha step above and [ was safe
and a few more steps brought me to the top.

Won't Some One Introduce Us

As 1 looked into the smiling face of my king I
thought, “Who on earth are you, anyhow," for, if 1 had
ever seen the man before 1 had no recollection of It As
though from miles away his voice ¢ame to me saving,
“"How do vou do, Miss Queen,'” and 1 stammered out,
“How do you do, Mr. King." | was scared to death for
fear the people had heard me, though they were appiand-
ing wildly,

It has come to me since In my hours of more serene
reflection that a training school for kings is a much
needed Institution In connection with the coronation,
At least 1 should advige a rehearsal, and also that the
queen be admitted to It I recall now that, as [ dropped
upon my knees before the King for him to place the erown
upon my heuad. I notleed his hands were trembling. In
another minute 1 felt the weight of the crown upon my
head and then was conscious something was wrong. In-
stead of resting back on my halr it seomed to come down
over my forehead as though It might be much too Iarge
and 1 relt gomething &1 poke pgalnst the bridge of my
nose. 1 ventured to look up and it was well that 1 did,
for the crown was hastily snatched from my head amd
turned over. This time It rested quite comfortably and
I realized he had gotten it on upside down the first time.

Begets Sympathy for Real Royalty

Throughout the rest of the ceremony 1 guess T did
my part—at least no one hag ever been unkind enough
to tell me of anything wherein [ falled——but personally
I recall nothing but that gea of faces until it came time
for the congratulation, and then 1 eame to, As opportun-
Ity afforded 1 glanced at the king, and | think I realized
something of what real roval women must feel even
amid the brilllaney of thelr coronation as they look upon
the kings who have been chosen for them. AL any rate
1 am confident it Is a mistake, and here I am sure all
my predecessors and all who have come after me will
agree with me, that to choose & married man for king
deprives the experience of every possible bit of romance,
It spofla the whole thing, for the queen at least, When-
ever 1 screwed up my courage to appear friendly with
that man 1 had never seen bofore 1 was sure to remember
that he had a wife somewhere down In Lhat multitude
before us and the fear that she might be a jealous person
froze the smile on my face.

All in all, being crowned Ak-8ar-Ben queen [s not an
unalloyed pleasure. A church wedding 8 not to be com-
pared with it. I know, for I have gone through both. But
worse stlll than the actual ceremony is the squaring
things with one's friends after it is all over, and the
regaining of one's reputation for truthfulness.
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When we clean
your carpets and
rugs, we get ALL
the dust, kill all
the moth, ralse
the nap and
brighten the col-
or. We do not
crack the warp
nor injure them
in any way.
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The Most Complete Cleaning and Dyeing
Plant in the Kingdom of Quivera
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When we clean
your clothes, we
remove all dirt,
grease and germs
and put the
stamp of pewness
on them, We
press them back
to their original

shape and
beauty.
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Tel. 963

In bullding and equipping our new dys house we are simply meeting the demands of a diseriminating and appre-

clative public, whoe know good work when they sce it and have |

carped from experfence that when they have thelr cleaning

and dyeing done at The Pantorium they will get the best that skill and experience can produce,

We have always made It one of our strong polats to gt
reasopable as good work can be produced,

Refore installing our Carpet and Rug Cleaning plant we

ve our customers the best work possible nnd at prices as

visited several eastern clities and corresponded with varlous

manufacturers and fAnally decided on the one that bad given general satisfaction in every instance we Investigated.

We nlso clean or dye inoe curtalos, drapoties, portleres,
department we put new linings In coats, overconts, jackets and

stand and planc oovers, etc In our Alteration and Repalr
capea; put on velvet collars, new buttons, rebind skirts and,

in fact, do all ki 3s of altering and repairing in & fArst class maenner, When you want the bLest, try us

THE PAN

EXPERT CLEANERS AND DYERS.

TORIUM

407 SOUTH 15TH ST., OMAHA, NEB.

We pay special attention to oul-of-town oustomers and are always glad to answer inguiries

and furnish

estimaltes.

Not “ Raffles the Cracksman ”—
but Black the Hatsman

MEN! FELLOWSI!! CHAPSI

Spend $2.50 for a hat like this and you can look like me—PERHAPS!

BLACK THE HATTER

Talking shop about the Horse Show and Ak-Sar-Ben Ball.
Now, Father—You remember last year when mother—I don't mean your really mother— but the mother
of your children—wanted you to buy a Silk Hat, you replied that you wouldn't pvay $6.00 to $5.00 for n Silk

Hat to wear once and after that to use It for a foot ball for the baby.
problem by selling a genuine, new, up-to-date Bilk Hat for $2.50. Bome people say that boy takes foo

“Big Heurted Charles” has solved the

lish powders,

but never mind about that, get in on a Silk Hat for §2.50—while they last, and save enough Lo buy & bottle and

& bird after the show,

Full Dress Bhirts, Collars, Ties and Gloves—same old stand.

BLACK, 107 S. 16th St., Omah 1.
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