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A LONESOME WHITE CHIP 
NO. 18'S LUCK WITH A CHUBBY- 

FACED MAN AT FARO. 

An Oversight That Inflar nced Two Carers 

and Nearly Broke a Gambling-House 

Keeper—Strange Effects of Thirst and 

Gaming in Combination . 

‘The gambling bug,’ remarked No 18 of 

the Harlem Club of Former Alcoholic 
Degenerates,, ‘is a buzzler proposition 
than either rum or dope. It develops 
wheels within wheels under the hat. It's a 
bard bug to shake off. It belongs to the 
clinchicus variety, and its a stayer from No 
Man's Land. It generates the fever and 

then the cold sweat. Pretty often it raps 
s man’s nerve and breaks his heart. Take 

the horse bug, for exemple. A man who 
lets the horse bug get into his lid isn't fit 

for work. Hh eats drinks and dreams 
horse. I had such a big horse bug once 
that I dreamed every night of some 
skate or other that wrs inevitably 

beaten a lap for third money. The 
way | worked in my dreams to 

get those plugs I was riding over the plate 
among the first three is a bother to think 

of now. I was going to say, in mentioning 

work, that a man with the rum bug alone 
can make a bluff at bolding down his job. 

It comes hard work, after a swiit night; 
yet the practised rummerino goes at it and 

gets through with it somehow. But the 
man with a mature, healthy horse bug 

can’t work at all. He wants to know how 
they sre running, it his picks are going 

through. He hankers to see em chafing to 

get away from the pump and the ‘They're 
off I" shout is the sweetest music he knows. 

There are plenty of pinbeads in this town 

to day who, long ago smashed and put out 
of business through the instrumentality of 

the horse bug, hung around the poolrooms 

just to hear the races called off by the 
operators. When their picks go through 
they snap their fingers and root as if they 

stood to win it all back, although they 

haven't even got a bet down in a ten cent 

handbook. The horse bug is alulu asa 
long distance goer, all right. None of the 
gambling bugs, in fact, is a mere sprinter. 
They all last a route. 

‘Well, when you get the gambling bug 
in combination with the rum bug, you're in 

trouble and pleanty of it. They play one 
against the other, and they've got possess- 
jon. You're never it. You make a win- 
ping and rum bug hauls down the pot. 

You decide to eradicate the gambling bug 

and let the rum bug play solitaire. When 

the rum bug gets you going you immediate - 

ly set out to cultivate another gambling 

bug. And you're never one, two, three. 

‘Of the different species of the gamb'ing 

bug the faro clincher’ll take you about as 

far as any oi’em. It got me out to Spok- 
ane about twelve years ago. I landed 

there with the last suit and a straw 
hat, and it pretty chilly at that, 

I'd been trying to create a booze 

famine in Denver aad put all the Denver 
banks out of business, and when I fell 

down on both jobs I turned my face to- 

ward the land of the setting sun on a tour- 

ist sleeper and pulled up in Spokane, be- 
cause that was as far as my ticket read. 

I put the temporary squinch on the rum 
bug when I got there and picked along at 
a ten-cent table with the last $2 bad. I 
ran it up to about $75 policed myself up 

and fell into a good job as boss desler for 

one of the biggest limit banks in the burg, 
I worked along there for about three 

months, s'oughing off, as usual, the $10 a 
night that i earned dealing, by tryi'g 

to whop other benks during the atterncon 
when the shoestringer cesme along who 

nailed me for more than balf the bank's 

roll and got me fired. 

‘He was a seedy, chubby-faced duck 

trom somewhere back this way, as I judg d 

from his spiel. I bad noticed him stand 

ing behind the chairs of players for about 

a week of nights before be got into the 
game. The way he got in was by plunk- 

ing a white chip—the whites were $1—on 

the king to win. He stood vp waiting for 
the turn without much ot a show of 

interest. The king won and he let it 

stand. It wen four straight times and he 

let it stand esch time. Then he pulled 
down the bunch and called the turn 1ight. 

My lookout nodded bim to take the seat o' 

a busted player who got up when the box 

rin out, and the chubby-faced, cthabby 
chap sat down, pulled cu: an inch of pencil 

to keep cases and started into play faro 
with the pick up he had made cff one 
white. He knew the game and his luck 

was along with kim. Ineide of au hour he 
bad traded bis five or six tall stacks of 
whites for $5 blues out ¢f my rack 

and he still went on and won. 
He cashed in when he was about 

$400 to the goad snd went out for a wie. 
When he returned and he bad three other 

fellows alor.g with bim, all of tbem just 
about as seedy aud down-at heel looking ss 

himself. He bought a twenty stack of blues 
for himseif and staked eich of bis three 

friends to a bunch of the same height,’ 
which took all of his $400. They all got 
seats, and from the moment they sat down 

they began to wallop me. They were sci. 
entific men at bank and all four of them 
won from the jump. They never coppered 
each other, so that the bank did not bene- 
fit any from their differences of opinion on 
the turns. When they got about 83,000 of 
the bank's money inside of two hours play 
I looked around for the old man intending 

to ask him to put in another degler to break 
the bank's hoodoo. The old man wasn’t 
aroundjhowever, and so I went on dealing. 

When they bad taken $8 000 out of the 
safe— it was then along toward 2 o'clock 

in the morning—I had a chin with a lock- 
out and we decided to turn the box on 

them for the night not knowing how the 
old man would feel over the melting of 
half his roll. 

¢ “It’s all off for the night,’ said I tothe 
chubby face chap, addressing him as the 

stoke r of the four. ‘Come sround to-mor- 

row night, and pass it in again.’ 

‘ ‘Want to give each of us a $1,000 

turn on separate cards in a fresh box for 
a wind up ?’ he asked me. A dealer never 
turns down a couping chance like tbat, and 
I nodded I riffled the boxful, and they put 
merkers down to indicate their respective 
$1,000 bete. All four of them won, which 

4 the bank a bit over £12,000 to the 
ad. 

‘Then they cashed in. The chubby faced 

chap gave each of his three pairs $2,000, 
and they passed out, as shabby a looking 
lot of geezare to have broken the spine of 
one of the good banks of the boom town 
as ever | saw. : 

‘The old man didn’t turn up that night, 

but when I and the lookout told him the 
next morning of the coal mauling we bad 
got the night before he looked black. 

‘You're both all right,” said he, ‘but 
you're fired. 1 don’t ask men working for 
me to deal brace or pbony, but Ican't 

stand for the worst pair of Jonahs this side 
of the Big Divide. I pass you both up. 

Get what's a coming to you from the 

money devil, and consider yourselves 

dished. 

‘The way the ¢ld man took it made me 

rather hot. I told him so. 

‘You're a game report,” said I to him, 
with the copper on. I don’t mind being 
ficed particularly, but to get an unressor- 

able roast from a man who talks like a sure 
thinger inflates my chest. 

‘There was only 850 or $60 coming to 

me, and when I got hold of it the rum bug 
came to life and sung me an aria of woe. I 
pulled out of Spokane that same night with 
two rear pocket bottles and a ticket for 
Tacoma, and when I got there I found 
there was nothing doing. I cbubbed off 
what I bad left of my Spokane earnings at 
a 93-per cent. bank, and then 1 went to 

work in a barness shop as bookkeeper for 
£12 a week. This wore me out in less than 
three weeks, and I lent a listening ear 
agen to the sonatas of the rum insect. 

This landed me at Seattle, and I made a 
couple of trips from Seattle to Alaska as 

purser of a boat. I bad $100 when I got 
back from the last trip and went over to 

Portland. I took a few there to keep out 
the Oregon wet, and when I emerged from 
the two weeks of it I was still being rained 
upon, and no place to get out of it. 

‘One night I was walking by one of the 

garnish ginmills of Portland, wondering it 

1 couldn’t work the reliever game and get 

a bum suit, with about 2 change, for the 
one I had on, when a tellow walked out ot 
the rum emporium and happened to get his 

lamps on me. He was more than the 
limit in toggery and general grooming, and 

the shiny ones in his necktie and on his 

finger hurt my eyes. I knew him as soon 
as | saw him, and he knew me. 

‘Hello, there, ‘Spokane,’ said he, walk- 
iogup to me and holding out his mitt, 

‘You look kind o' beaten out. When did 

you quit dishing ’em out in Spokane, and 
why ?’ 

‘He was the chubby-taced chap, no 

longer seedy, who had been the occasion 

of my losing my job as a dealer in Spok- 

ane. 
‘The old man couldn’t staad for your 

win that time,’ I told him, ‘and he ditched 

me next morning.’ 

‘He did, hey ?" said the chubby-cheeked 
duck. ‘Well, I'll tell you something. 

That was like squealing. tor he didn’t know 
that he had any cause for dumping you. 

But he did. Do you remember how I 
started that night ?’ 

‘With a lonesome white chip,’ said 1, 

I've got blooming good cause to remember 
it.’ 
‘How ro you suppose I got that chip P’ 

he asked me. 

‘Bummed it off some piker, I suspose.’ 
I said to him. 

‘Not any,” said he. ‘I didn't know a 
man in Spokane, for [ didu’t have any 
front there until after I pinned you to the 

stick. I was just watching the game that 
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nighy, like I had been doing for a week or 

so, when I notic>d that you forgot to pick 

off a white chip that had been lost on the 
four. The lookout .aid something to you 

when the four came out, and you didn’t 

take the chip down. I asked one ot the 
fellows at the tabl: to pass me that chin 

on the four. and he did. That's the way I 
got started on the kiog play, and the chip 

that put me in business was the house's. 
I’m now engaged in the business, exclas- 

ively, of cracking banks with the too- 

price chips, and I'm making it stick, at 
that.’ 

‘I told bim that he looked the part. 
¢ And as long as you lost your job on 

my account’ he went on. It’s up to me to 
make good. Let up first repair within 
and become exceedingly drunk, and to- 
morrow L'il stake you’ 

‘That lasted two weeks, but the chubby- 
faced chap was unbreakable. He was 
too much to the good. At the end of the 
two weeks in Portland can be made as 
warm as a similiar period in any old place 
on the slope—he emerged with an idea. 

‘It would be poetic retributicn,’ te esid, 
‘if he could run down to Spokane and bat 
the bank of the man who fired you for 
losing to me. Wantto try it?’ 
‘We went down to Spokane that same 

night end the next night we both turned 
up in the bank where I bad done the deal- 
ing The old man knew me instantly, and 
smiled saturninely when [ passed him my 
$100 for twenty blues. He didn’t know tbe 
chubby-faced cbap, though, for he hadn’c 
been around when the latter had socked it 
to his bank tbrough me. The best [I could 
do in three nights’ play was to cash in for 
$1,600, but my friend with the bundle 
roped the old man’s new desler for four 
times that much betore the box was turned 
on him bv order of the old maa, who had 
got cold feet 

‘Then I went down to San Francisco and 
came around to New York by way of the 
Panama steamers. [ was so derned grate- 
ful to land back here, not otly with a whole 
skin, but with a front trimmed with cow 
bells all over, that I extracted the gamblirg 
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j and rum bugs from then on, and bottled 
them up in alcohol, and I wasn't the alco- 
hel bottle either.’ 

HIS $1,000 WOULD RUY NOTHING. 

So the Hobo Hunted up the True Owner and 

Was Celebrated. 

‘I've slept under a shed with the ther 

mometer ‘way below zero,’ said the tramp, 
‘and I've gone two long days with nothing 

to eat, but I'm telling you straight that 

when I once bad $1,000 in my packet I 

was worse off then at any other timé I can 
remember. I had just been let out of the 

Bridewell in Chicago, and was begging on 

the streets and being turned down on every 
hand, when I picked up a $1,000 bill on 

the sidewalk. I thought it was a dollar, 

and you bet I made a hustle to get down a 
side street. When 1 dodged into a door- 

way and made out that I was a thousand 
dollars ahead of the game the sweat started 

from every pore and my knees knocked to- 

gether. I was regularly seasick for ten 
minutes, and my heart thumped away until 

I thought it would break out. 

*That $1,000 meant a heap for me, you 

understand, but I was so excited that it 
was two hours before I could do any plan- 
ning. The first thing was to buy a new 

suit of clothes and I entered a store and 
picked them out. When I exhibited that 
1,000 bill the clothier ran to the door to 

call a policeman. I got away by a close 
squeeze, and then I realized the situation. 
Tramp that I was, I couldn't get it 
changed at a bank nor use it to make me 
mo. e comfortable. If it had been a ten I 

could have had lodgings and a bed, but 
[’m telling you that I walked the streets as 
bungry as a shark. and slept at police 
stations and in lumber yards. 

‘Under the circumstances the bill might 

as well have been a piece of brown paper. 
I tried all sorts of dodges to get it busthd, 

but it was no go. Every time I showed it 
I ran the risk of an arrest. I offered a 

butcher $1000 to get it changed, but he 
refused to bave anythtng to do with it. 

I'd have sold it for balf price and been 
glad to, but there was no such 

thing as making a; deal. Finally in de- 
spair, I went to one of the newspaper 

offices and looked up the advertisments 
for tee week past. The loser bad adver- 
tised, {and I went to his office in a big 
buildibg and gave up the bill. The re. 
ward was $560, but he connted out $10 on 
top of that and said : 

‘I wouldr’i have believed there was 
such honesty in the world. You could 
have kept the bill as well as not.” 
He took down my name and all that and 

gave the affair away to the reporters. 
They wrote me up as the ‘Honest Tramp’ 
end bad my picture in the papers, but you 
may guess | didn’t enjoy it over much. I 
bad $60 in place of $1,000 and as for my 
honesty, it was all bosh. I returned the 
bill because I had to, and though I’m hun- 
gry and dead broke and don’t know where 
to turn in for the night I’m not looking tor 
any more big fines. Something with a 
figure “2” on the corner will just fit my 
vest pocket.’ 
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R ES | DENC E at Rothesay forsale or to rent 
for the Summer months. That 

Pleasantly situated house known as the Titus prop- 
¢rty aboutone and a half wiles from Rothesay Sta- 
tion and within two minutes walk of the Kennebece 
casis Rent reasonable. Apply to H. ¢. Fenety, 
Barrister-at-Law, Pugsley Building. 24 6-1 

No 
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St. John’s delicious summer wether. and ou: 
superior ventilating facilities, make summer stud y 
just as pleasant as at any other time. In fact, there 
1s no better time for entering than just now. 
THE ISAAC PITMAN SHORTHAND aud tha 

New Busin¢ss Practice (for use of which we hold 
«xclusive right) are great attendance promoters. 
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X= 5, KEER & SON. 

Lamb, 

~ Cauliflower 
and Carrots, 

. THOS. DEAN, City Narket 


