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OPIUM EATERS DREAMS. 
THE THE HABIT, THE VICTIM, 

RELIEF, AND DESPAIR. 

The Pipe and its Handling and the Hab!- 

{ues Defence—What Constitutes a H bit 

—A Man With a Yen-yen—Oplun Smok- 

ers do not Rave—Some Gorgeous Dens, 

Opium smoking in this country is be- 

lieved to be more particulerly a p-stims 

of the Chinese, but in truth the greater 

number of the smokers ara white men and 

white women. China-town furnich°s the 

pipe, lamp, and yen-hock, but let a man 

once pcstess a layout, and a common 

American drug s'ore furnishes him with 

the opium, and China is discernible only 

in tke traditions that cling to the habit. 

There gre 25,000 opium smokers in the 

city of New York alone. At one time 

{here were two great colonies, one in the 

“T'enderloine one of course, in Chinatown. 

This wes before tte hammer of reform 

struck them. Now the two colonies are 

splintered into something less than 52,000 

fragments. The smokers ar2 disorganized, 

but they still exist. 

#& The Tenderloin district of New York fell 

an easy victim to opium. That peri of the 

population which is known as the “‘sport- 

ing" classadopted the habit quickly. Chesp | 
actors, r.ce track tou's, gamblers, ard the 
ro erent kinds of confidence men took to it 
generally. Op’um raised ts yellow banner 

over the Tenderloin, attaining the dignity 

of a common vice. 

Splendid joints were not uncommon then 
in New York. There was ote on Forty- 

second street which would have been pal- 
atial if it were not for the bad taste of tte 
decorations. An occasional main from 
Fitth avenue c¢r Madison avenue would 
have there his priva‘'e layout, an elegant 
equipment of silver. ivory. and gold. The 
bunks which lined all sides of the two 
rooms were nightly crowded, and scme of 
the people owned names which are not al- 
together unknown to the public. This 
placa was raided because of sensational 
stories in the newspapers, and the little 
wicket no longer opens to allow the fiend 

to enter. 

Upon the appearanc® of reform, opium 
retired to private flits. Here it now reigns, 
and 1t will be undoubtedly an extremely 

long century before the police can root it 
trom these strongholds. Once Billie 
Rostetter got drunk on whiskey and 
emptied three scuttles of coal down the 

dumb-waiter thaft, Ttis made a noise, and, 

Billie, naturally, was arrested. But opium 

is silent. The smokers do not rave. They 

dream or talk in low tozes. 
Peopls who declare themselves able to 

pick out opium smokers on the street 

usually are deluded. An opium. smoker 

may look like a deacon cr a deacon may 
look like an opium smoker. The fiends 
easily corczal their vice. They gef up from 
the layout, adjust their cravate, straighten 

their coat tails, and march off like ordinary 
people, and the best kind of an expert 
would not be willing to bet 1hat they were 
or were not addicted to the babit. 

It would be very bard to say just ex- 

actly what constitu‘es e habit. With the 

fiends it is an elastic word. Ask a smoker 

if he has a babit ard be will denyit. Ask 

him if some one who smokes the same 

amount las a habit and he will admit it. 

Perbaps the ordinary smoker consumes 25 
cents’ worth of opium each day. There 

are others who smoke $1 worth. This is 

rather extraordinary, and in this case at 

least it is sefe to say thatit is a habit 

The £1 smokers usually indulge in high 

hats, which is the term for a large pill. 

The ordinary smoker is satisfied with pin- 

heads. Pinheads are of about the size of 

a French pea. 
It is said to take one year of devotion 

to the pipe before one can contract a habit ; 

bMprobably it dces not take any such long 

time: Sometimes an dividual who bas 

smoked only a few months will speak of 

nothing but pipe, and when a man talks 
pips persistertly it is a pretty sure 

sign that the drug has fastened its grip 

go that Leis not able to stop its use 

easily. When a man arises from his first 

trial of the pipe, the nausea that clutches 

him is something that can give cards and 
spades a» big cassino to seasickness. If 
he bad swallowed a live chimney sweep he 

could not feel more like dying. The room 

and everything in it whirls like the inside 

of an electric light plant. There comes 

a thirst, a great thirst, and this thirst is so 

sinister and so misleading that if the novice 

drank spirits to satisfy it he would present- 

ly be much worse. The one thing that will 

make him feel again that life may be a joy 

is a cup of strong black coffee. 

It there is a sentiment in the pipe for 

him, he returns to it after this first un- 

pleasant trial. Gradually the power of the 

drug sinks into his heart. It absorbs his 

thought. He begins to lie with more and 

more grace to cover the shortcomings and 

little failures of his life. And then, finally, 

he may become a full-fledged pipe fiend, a 

man with a yen-yen. 

A yen-yen, be it known, is the hunger, 

the craving. It comes to a fiend when he 

separates himself from his pipe and it takes 
him by the heart strings. If, indeed, he 

will not buck through a brick wall to get 
to the pipe, he at least will become the 
most disagreeable, scur-tempered person 
on earth until he finds a way to satisfy his 
craving. 

When the viclim arrives at the point 
where his soul calls for the drug, Le usu- 
ally lesras to cock. The operation of roll- 
ing the pill and cooking it over ths little 
lamp 18 a delicate task, and it takes time 
to learn it. Wtlen a man can cook for 
himself and buys h's own layout, he is 

gone, probably. He has placed upon his 
shoulders an elephant which he may carry 
to the edge of forever. The Chinese have 
a preparation which they call a cure, but 
the first difficulty is to get the fiend to take 
the preparation, and the seccni difficulty is 
to cure anything with this cure. 
The fiend will detend opium with elo- 

quence and energy. He very seldom 
drinks spirits, and so he gains an oppor- 
tunity to make the most ferocious parallels 
tetween the effects of rum and the effects 
of opium. Ask him to fiee his mind and 
be will probably say: 
“Opium does not deprive you of your 

senses. It does not make 2 madman of 
you. But drink does, Who ever 
heard ot a man committing murder when 

full ot hop. Get him full of whiskey and 
he might kill his father. I don’t see why 
peoplé kick so about opium smoking. It 
they knew anything about it, they wouldn't 
talk that way. Let anybody drink rum 
who cares te, but as lor me, I would rather 
be wha: I am.” 
When prepared [or smoking purposes, 

opium is a h:avy liquid much like molasses. 
Ordinarily it is sold in hollow li-shi nuts or 
in little round tins resemktling tke cld per- 
cussicn cap bexes. The pipe is a curious 
affair, particularly co'able for the way in 
which it do. s not resemble tlie drawings 
of it that appear in print. The stem is of 
thick bamboo, the mouthpiece usually of 
wory. Toe bowl crops out suddenly about 
tour inches from the end of the stem. Itis 
a heavy affair of clay or stone. The cavity 
is a mere hole, of the diameter of a lead 
pencil, drilled through th2 centre. The 
yen-hock is a sort of sharpened darning 
needle. With it the ccok takes the opium 
from tke box. He twirls it dexterously 
w.th his thumb and forefinger until eno ugh 
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of the gummy substance adheres to 
the sharp pot. Then he holds it over 
the tiny flame of the lamp which 

burns only peanut oil or sweet oil. The 
pill now exactly resembles boiling molasses 
The clever fing:rs of the cook twirl it above 
the flame. Lying on his side comfortably, 
he takes the pipe in his left hand and trans- 
fers the cooked pill from the yen-hock to 
the bowl ot the pipe, where he again 
mculds it with the yen-hock until it is a 

little buttor-like thing with a hole in the 

centre fi%ing squarely over the hole in the 
bowl. Dropping ths yen-hock, the cook 
now uses two hands for the pipe. He ex- 

ends ths mouthpiece toward the one whose 
turn itis to smoke, and as the smoker 

leans forward in readiness, the ccok draws 

tte bowl toward the flame un'il the hzat 

sets the pill to boiling. Whereupon the 

smoker takes along deep draw at the pipe, 
the pill sputters and fries, and a moment 
later the smoker sinks back tranquilly. 
An odor, heavy, aromatic, agreeable, and 
yet disagreeable, hangs in the air and 
makes its way with peculiar powers of 
penetration. The group about the layout 
talk in low voices, and watch the cook deftly 
moulding another pill. Tre little flime 
casts a strong yellow Light on their faces 
as they cuddle atout the layout. As the 
pipe passes and pastes around the circle, 
the voices drop to a mere indolent cooing, 
and (he eyes that so lazily watch the cook 
at his work, glisten and glisten from the 

iflu:nce of the drug until they resemble 
flashing bits of silver. 

There is but one pipe,one lamp, and one 
cook to each smcking layout. Pictures of 

nine or ten persons sitting in armchairs 

and smoking various kinds of curiously 
carved tobacco pipes probably serve well 
enough, but when they are named *‘In- 
terior of an Opium Den” and that sort of 
thing, it is absurd. Opium could not be 
smoked like tobacco. A pill is good for 
one long draw. After that the cook moulds 
another. A smoker would jast as soon 
choose a gallows as an armchair for smok- 
ing purposes. He likes to curl down on a 
mattress placed on the floor in the quietest 
corner of a Teaderlcin flat and smoke 
there with no light but the tiny yellow 
spear from the layout lamp. 

It is & curious fact that itis rather the 
custom to purchase for a layout tray one of 
‘those innocent black tin affairs which are 

supposed to be placed before a baby as he 
takes his high chair for dinner. , 

If a beginner expects to have dreams of 
an earth dotted with white porcelain towers 
and a sky of green silk, he will be much 

mistaken. ‘The Opium Smoker's Dream” 
seems to be mostly a mistake. The in- 
fluence of hope is evidently a fine languor, 
a complete mental rest. The problems of 
life no longer appear. Existence is peace. 
The virtures of a man's friends, for in- 
stance, loom beautifu ly against his own 
sudden perfection. The universe is rcad- 
justed. Wrorg departs, injustice vanishes ; 
there is nothing but a quiet harmony of all 
things—until the next morning. 

PEGGY'S ENGAGEMENT. 

In the olden days and golden, folk bLeld 
the rose a flower of silence, wisely dis- 
creat as to all which came within its kin. 
Times change—manners with them—why 
not flowers as well? Possibly it is nature's 
kinl provision. Otkerwise—but a story 
thould begin always at the proper begin- 

ning. 
Somehow, in spite of the mufll:d drums, 

the arms reversed, the line of scarred and 
grizzldd veterans, now grown pi ifully 
short and thin, there was distinctly a holi 
day air about the crowd which streamed 
into the ragged cemetery. Indeed, there 
could not he/p but be— for the lilacs, snow 

bal's, bridal wreath and flowering almond 

were all riotously in blossom; the :yringa 
clumps green miracles of swelling white 
buds. Within the week a late spring bad 
grown suldenly forward; the winds were 
warm and scented like the breath of June, 

and tte birds sang in full high summer 
chorus warmed and melted by the golden 

heat of May. 
In tke face of that, youth could not ke 

sorrowful, even though it came out to 
mark the land's old desolation. It was 
mainly those too young to remember that 

{ime, save as a vast vague cloud of storm 

and distress, who came in lice behind the 

veterans, to deck their comrades’ graves. 

Nota man in the fire knew Graysville 
Cadets, marching as escort to the old 

soldiers, wes over 30. And though for 
long, men and matrons of sober years had 
counted it their privilege to bring hiker 
flowers and greers, upon this day the work 
had fa'len wholly to the girls and younger 

women. 
Their light frocks and fluttering ribbons, 

massed or singly, teemed to repeat and 
accentuate tha tints of tke flowers in bloom 

there in the cemetery, and tke knots and 
wrea'hs and loose handfuls they bore in 
their baskets or heaped in the ho'low of 
the arm. But nobody was quite so much 
the days embodiment ¢s feggy larley— 
who had on a white gown, fire and cling- 
ing, abroad blue sash and a sheafof red red 

ross made fast to her belt. Ske was 
easily the prettiest girl in Graysville — 

the test liked, too, for all she 
bad cerfain little wilful proud ways. 
Over against them were to bz tes 

tha kindest heart, the readistt band, lips 
wholly free from guile. Everybody had 
rejoiced over her engagement to young 
Grabame, the fine, tall captain of the 
Cadets. He had women friends in legion 
vet not one had hinted that he was a *‘sac- 

rifice.” Likewise Peggy’s adorers, mascu- 
line from 7 to seventy, agrecd that while 
he was not quite good enough for her, he 

to be fourd. 
So when the engagement was broken 

with no word said mn explanation on either 
side, gossip ran riot—nor were there lack- 
ing shrawd folk to rote that the break 
came just a week later than Miss Barbara 

Grahame’s return to the old home. She 
bad been five years away, seeking vainly 

to escape her arch enemy, rheumatism. 
Naturally her temper had not improved-- 

besides it had been known always that she 
had really loved but two things—her 
brother John's memory and Ler own way, 
though it had pleased her to inagine her- 

self devoted to her nephew. 
Captain John Grahame, the elder, had 

not died in battle, albeit he slept well to 
the head of the cemetery’s soldiery. He 
had come home from the long fighting 
with a bullet in his chest, but had grown 

within a year of peace so much his old self, 
handsome, hearty, sunny-tempered, that 
he had married rejoicingly the sweetheart 
he had left behind him. When young 
John was born it seemed there was notk- 
ing left to wish for—but almost in the first 

joy of fatherhood, the emd came. The 

bullet had touched a vital spot—with a 
smothered, gasping cry, a red torrent 
gushing from his mouth, the gallant gent- 

tleman tendered up his soul. 
His widow sobbed piteously, (but in a 

year was consoled—a twelve month later 

came as near it as mortal man was likely | with elaborare if tremulous indifference. 

THROWING THE ROSE. 
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MAHOGANY, Cob- 

bler Seat, 6.75. MAHOGANY! 8550. 

ROCKERS . Upholstered Seat. 

Polished Wood Seat, 
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Mahoganized, Curly Birch Natural 

Fin'sh, Birds Eye Maple, 

Cobbler Seat, 
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Marnchésterdobersson Clin. sin 
married again. Then Miss Barbara ad- 
opted little John, saying grimly as she | 
took him upon her knee: ‘John you are | 
never to forget it is through the 
ncss of those rebe’s you are fatkerles:, and | 

worse than motherless.” 
She wis not of the tirong todsy ; her 

old enemy bad her tard and fast in Lis | 

clutches. It she walked at all, it was by the 
kelp of cratch and cane, and she was mar- 

ve'ously sensitive about appea ing thus in 

public. Neither would she take the carriage 
nor be wheeled in her bath chair. But she 
had stripped garden and green house for 
the flower bearer. Three, whose baskets 

she bad filled, were talking eegerly to ether 
as they stood I's'ening to the minute guns 
that marked the close of set ceremonize. 

“I asked if these were not especially for 
her brother, en1 oh, the look she gave me!” 
one pretty creature said. 

wicked- | 

“It was petrifying,” said her mate, ‘‘and 
only fancy her saying : ‘I wish you children 

of teday would understand it is the cause, 
not the individuals, that one honors. G.ve 
my brother his share—but no more. My 
hero, my martyr, is no worthier of remem- 
branee itaa the million like him who died 
for the right.” 

‘Do you know, I am as certain as can be 
she is at the bottom of that,’ tke third said, 
nodding faintly toward the place where | 
Peggy and Captain Grahame, in unlooked | 
fcr enccunter, were seluting each other | 

‘Oh! that couldnt be! Why! Barbara 
could not harg a rag of objecticn anywhere | 
about Peggy. She has grown up here— | 

| 

we know all that is to be known of her— 

her mother is the loveliest, sweet lady, and | 

ter grandfather slmoet the richest and | 
quite the best man in the village.’ | 

‘But her father—may be you have never 

heard ttat he tought through tke wer on | 
tke other sice—and all the time engaged 
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to her mother, whom he had met while at 

college—Harvard I think—’ 
‘Oh !” and *Oh !" cried tke others in con- 

cert. ‘Wherever did you find that out? 
We knew Mrs. Farley was married in 

' brought sorrow to one who is—but listen! | 

| saw a vision, something white, with the 

London and that her husband died five 
years after in Italy. But this story—why, 

it’s like aplay! Do tell us every scrap 

you know 
“Hush! There comes Peggy with her 

grandfather and thrce beaux. That must 
be interesting for Captain Grahame. 
Peggy, dearest, aren't you glad it is all 
over and that everything went so superbly, 
just as you had planned ?” 
Peggy nodded with her most dazzling 

smile. All day the had been very gay 
and high with those about her. The cadets 
had wheeled for the countermarch. Now 
they came trooping past the group in the 
shade at the wayside. Again fate set the 
eaptain of them where his sweetheart’s 

| anything come between us—" 

eye-beams must stream straight into his | 

heart. The poor lad was no stoic. He fe't 
| 

himself color, and for a minute saw all 

things blurred and dim, because, forsooth, 

AT "IS FATHER'S GRAVE. 

a young creature who did not come up to 

his stoulder bad waved ber hand at him 

and flung him a rose from the cluster on 

her breast. 

The soldiers were out of sight, the town 

folk for the wost part well homeward when 

Peggy who had lingered uracccuntable and 

was just outside the cemetery gate, said 

hurriedly: “Oh, I bave forgotten some- | 

thing ; don’c wait for me,” and ran back 

before anybody could say a word. She | 

ran so deviously that though ttey looked | 

after her her companions could not keep 

track of her. ‘She is the deaet cdd 

creature ” they said: “No doubt she will 

go home by the other gate. It is ever so | 

much nearer. It is not worth while to | 

wait.’ 
When young Captain Grabam got home 

to his delayed dinner he found his aunt in | 

wait for h'm wi h a most unusval look in 

her eyes. She trembled all over, toe, and 

there was an odd break in her voice gs she 

bade him git beside her so the might take 

his hard. Wondering, he oteyed acd the 

wonder grew to amaze as he heard her say. 

«John, I am a wicked woman; I have 

[ did go to the cemetery to day; after all 

the crowd bad gore I wanted to tcuch 

ycur father’s sheft and read his name on it, 

and tze names of all the battles he fought 

in. I was just coming to it, st ff, hobbling, 

a bent and withered cld woman—when I 

motion of the wind. It ran and knelt by 

my dear grave, softly kissed some royal 

roses, toucked the blossoms to your father’s 

name, and hid them in the greenery about 

the shaft. Then it said: ‘Ob! Fathers up 

in heaven ! surely you two understand and 
forgive and are happy. Please help Jobn 

to be happy—1 can bear everytbing but 

that.” 
“It was not wholly you,” John said 

wretchedly. “‘I had too li(tle patience. I 
raved when I should have soothed her ;told 

her she did not care for me, if she would 
let scruples of her father’s memory, or 

“You Lave no time to waste recalling 
folly,” Miss Barbara said severely. “I 
shall never torgive you if you do not go 
to her at once, and fetch her bere, that I 
may ask her pardon.” 
Peggy came stately urder her mother’s 

wing and peace was made upon the in- 
stant. But the why and wheretore is still 
a secret in Graysville. Everybody knows 
though that there will be a brilliant wed- 
ding very early in the fall. 

Genuine Applause, 

Blighter We had a fine bit of realism 
at the theater last night. 

Blitherer—Really, I didn’t notice it. 

WOMENSDRESS IN ICELAND. 

The Kiss is the Universal Form of Saluta- 

Jion in That Country. 

Tke common working dress «f the Ice- 

landiz women, without distinction as to 

social cquality or wealth, consists of an 
undergarment ot wadmel, in one piece, 

extending from the shoulder to the heel, 
fastened at the neck with a bu'ton or 

clasp, with petticoat of white or blue 
wadmel, ard a blue cap, thehtop of which 

bangs down on one sideand terminales in 

a tassel. On Sundays and festivals oc- 
casions their dress is singular. Then they 

wear, in addition a bodice and two or 
three blue petticoats, called ‘‘tat’ and in 
front an apron, berdered with a material 
resembling black velvet, which is a do- 
mestic manufacture. Tae pelticoats are 
fastened immediately beneath the bodice 
by a girdle of this black velvet, embroid- 
ered and studded with such silver or gilt 

ornaments as they may possess. 
The bodice is also ornamental and 

fastened in front with large clasps, general- 
ly gilt, and rendered more conspicuous by 
being fixed upon a broad border of black 
velvet, bound with red. Over the bodice is 
a jacket, called “‘treja,” fitting close to the 
shape, and made of black wa’mel or velvet. 
The stockings are of dark blue or red 
worsted, and tle shoes which are of seal, 
shark or sheep skins, are made tight to the 
foct and fastened about the ankles and in- 
steps with leatter laces On their fingers 
the women generally shave meny rings of 
gold, silver or brass, according to their 
means : and be it known, n> present 
is so acceptable to an Icelandic 
girl as a ring. The most singular 
and at the same time the most 
beautifu! part of the female costume is the 
head-dress, called ‘‘faldur,” which is 
mace of white linen, stifily starched, kept 
in she pe with an immense rumber of pins, 
and from 15 to 20 inches in height. This 
is the holiday end Sunday head covering. 
When you visit a family in Iceland you 

must kiss each member according to their 
age or rank, beginning with the highest 
and descending to the lowest, not even ex- 
cepting the servants. On taking leave the 
orcer 18 reversed ; you must kiss the ser- 
vants, then the children, and lastly the 
master and mistress. Doth at meeting and 
parting and &ffectionate kiss on the mouth, 
without distinction of rank, sge or sex, is 
the only mode of saluation known in Icz- 
land.—New York Times. 

Artificial Diamonds, 

The ntw French Minister of Foreign 
Affairs, M. Berthelot, first among French 

savants, experimented in the chemical 
manufacture of diamonds and other 
precious stones. His work in this field 
cccupied him some years, and was aban- 
dened only when he was out-distanced by 
M. Moissan, tke actual inventor of a pro- 
cess by which diamonds can be artiticially 
produced. 

There is 
But One..... 

Way, and that is the right 

way, for doing all things. 

We have the correct me- 

thod for Cleaning and 

Dyeing, and the proof is 

shown in the work. Try 

UNGAR in this line and 

be convinced. 

UNGAR'S LAUNDRY and DYE WORKS, 
_ Blighter—Why, the applause was genu- 
me. 

38 to 22 
Waterloo Street. 

‘We pay expressage 
one Way. 
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