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“It's no usge talking any longer, mother,”
suid Kitty Mason;
mind to go, and go 1 will.”

“Oh." moaned Mrs. Mason, “what have

T done to be the mother of such a child? |

Where is vour gratitude for the comfortable
Bome provided for you by your father and
myself? Have we not done everything in

our power to please you and make you |
No girl couvid have had more done |

happy?
for her than you, and yet you are not sat-
fatied, and for the last year you have made
my Mfe a misery by your continual en-
treaties to be allowed to live in London to
study art, so that you may earn your living
out of it—as Iif you could ever do such a
thing."”

“Mother, dear, 1 know that no one could
fave been kinder than you and father,”
Kitty said contritely, sorry to hurt her
mother, but In no whit moved to give up her
project, which had iong been the desire of
bher heart. “"But I must go: I am wasting
my life in this dull place and 1 feel it In
me that I can do something if I only get
the chance.”

Mrs. Mason and her daughter were geal-
ed In the large comfortable drawing room
of their house in Skipten. The mother in
her normal state was a stoul, amlable lady,
quite content with herself, her husband and
daughter and her surroundings. And she
could not understand how it was that her
only child should have these unnatural—for
unnatural they appeared to her—cravings
for London and making a career for herseif.

She, Mrs. Mason and her worthy husband
had never had the slightest desire to move
away from the place where they had been
born and brought up; and where Kitty had
eacquired her roving propensities was a mys-
tery to both of them. As for the talent for
art which Kitty declared she possessed,
they looked upoa It as entirely a freak of

her imagination, and were disposed to think 1

that if it actually existed, It ought to be
looked upon as a disease, and cured at once.

For themselves they thought nothing of
her little figure sketches and letters and
headings entwined around with flowers in
Kitty's own quaint and original style, upon
which she spent 80 much time. “In fact,"”
sald Mrs. Mason to her husband, “'I prefer
Jotters myself printed plain, so that I can
see what they are without having to put
my glasses on to make them out.”

She was exceedingly fond of her daughter,
and was very much worried by Kitty's de-
terminatiom to leave her home and risk the
unknown perils of a wicked city like
London.

Mra. Mason had never been to town, but
phe always vowed that it was a terrible
place, and that all respectable people fought
shy of it; but she did not know how to
prevent Kitty from going if her mind was
fully made up. Kitty was a most deter-
mined girl, she was twenty-one, and, worst
of all, she had a small income of her own—
only £60 a year, It was true; but it enabled
her to pleagse herself in the matter, seeing
that she was of age.

“Why,"” asked Mrs. Mason, after a long
pause, “won't you make up your mind to
masry John Forrest? He has run after you
ever since you vame home from school, and,
although you have never sald anything to
me about it, I know he has proposed to you
more than once."

A slight color rose to Kitty's face at her
mother’'s words. She cotld not deny the
“fruth of them. John Forrest had proposed
tc her several times—she devoutiy hoped
her mother did not know how many—but
although she esteemed him very highly, she
bad not any wish to marry him and had
told him so.

*“But, mother,” answered Kitty, “I do not
care for John in that way. And I am sure
I could never settle down with any one,
however much I liked him,
dead-alive place, where nothing ever hap-
pens and where the talk never gets beyond
one's neighbors and the latest in curates.
Bah! I loathe it."”

“Kitty!” exclaimed her mother, horrified,
“how can you talk so? Loathe the place
where you were born and brought up and
where the friends of a lifetime live! If this
is the resuit of a boarding school educa-
tion, for my part I think it should be put a
stop to."”

Kitty sighed. It was hopeless to talk with
her mother on the subject, for she could
not be brought to see that what had sufficed
for her during her married life—a good hus-
band and a comfortable income—could not
be all sufficient for a girl of Kitty's nature
and disposition,

The height of Mrs. Mason's ambition for
her daughter was that she shouid marry
John Forrest. He was the son of a gentle-
man farmer living a few miles out of the
little town, good looking and with excellent
prospects and abjectly In love with Kitty.

He, like Mrs. Mason, could not under-
stand Kitty's yearnings and ambition; but
he had no misgivings as to the result of
his love making. He feit certain that in
time such persistence as his must win the
day. .

While Mrs. Mason and Kitty were sitting
in their cozy drawing room before a blaz-
fng fire, with a large gray cat blinking
happily on the hearth rug and a wicked-
looking parrot, swinging in his brass
cage in the window, talking to him-
®eif in a low voice,
gister Mary were walking briskly along the
rcad which led to Mr. Mason's house. Johnr
bhad driven his sister over to the town to
make a few purchases and before returning
they, as usual, stopped to call on Mrs. Ma-
B¢n.

Upon entering the drawing room John
quiskly drew up a chair to Kitty's side
aud fixed on her the adoring gaze with
which she had become so familiar and of
which she was =0 tired. “Waell, Kitty,” he
sald, “"how are you getting on?”’

“She's not getting on at all well" ex-
elaimed Mrs. Mason before Kitty had time
to reply, addrsssing Miss Forrest, who had
joined the circle around the fire. “‘She's
& very tiresome giri, Mary. What do you
think she's done now?”

“Oh, nothing very dreadful, 1 am sure,”
answered Miss Forrest, looking affection-
ately across at the charming little figure
in the great armchalr, Mary was very fond
of Kitty and the only cone of her friends
who sympathized with her in her longing to
get away from the monotony and narrow-
mindadness of the little country town.
“What 15 it that has vexed Mrs. Mason,
Kitty?' she asked.

Once more the mother interrupted before
Kitty had time to reply. "“"Why, Mary,” ghe
sald, “she has arranged with that school-
girl friend of hers in London to share a
studio with her and she says she is going
pext week, and I am sure I don't know
what will become of her.”

Here Mra Mason dissolved into tears,
while John jumped up from his chalr and
paced angrily about the room. Jf possible he
@istrusted London more compietely than
Mrs. Mason. .

*Is this true, Kitty?" he asked, stopping
suddenly hefore her chair,

“Yee," answered Kilty, quletly, “I am
peoally golng."”

“Yes," commented the sobbing mother,
“sba’'s really going. She doesn't care about
her poor mother or any of the friends who
huve been so good to her. She will cast us
ali off for this girl in Leondon I'm sure
there len't such a wretched woman in the
world as I am.”

“Mother,” sald poor Kilty sadly at this

“l have made up my]

in this dull,s

John Forrest and his

outburst, “why will you say so?"

Anad she |
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“Good morning, Miss Mason,”™ said he,
raising his hat and holding out his hand,
“whither away In such haste, and why so
early 7"

He was a fine, good-looking man, with a
fund of spirits which hardly ever seemed
to desert him. He had a flourishing future
before him. too, which made him a very
desirable object to a great many of his
voung lady friends. Besides being editor
of the Herald, he was rapldly making his
way in the field of literature. He was ambi-
tious and enthusiastic, and this had had a

got out of her chalr and crossed over to her | great deal to do with the friendship which
weeping parent, put her arm round her |, o sprung up between himself and Kitty.

nedk and tried to wipe away the tears which |

coursed so freely down her cheeks. ““Don’t
cry, mother,” she continued, *“*here’'s the tea
coming."’

Mrs. Mason listened. The rattle of tea
things could be plainly heard, and she
hastily dried her eyes, put her handkerchief
in her pocket and preparcd herself for the
coming meal, Five o'clock tea was a great
golace to Mrs. Mason. There were not
many of her grievances which held out be-
fore that enticing cup and those hot but-
tered tea cakes which cook knew so well
how to send up to suit her palate. And the
present grievance was no exception to the
rule. It gave way under the consoling in-
fluence of her refreshment, and she began
to discuss various items of news with Mary,
who was able to enlighten her on one or two
important points which Mrs. Mason had not
been able tharoughly to grasp.

Meanwhlile Kitty was not so fortunate.
She tried topic after topic with John, but it
was of no avail, He refused, almost rudely,
the tea she offered him, and sat and glowed
at her until ghe really became quite uncoms-
fortable. But, being a girl of spirit, she de-
termined not to succumb to his ill-temper,
and accordingly joined her mother and Mary
in their conversation, leaving John to chew
his mustache and the cud of his reflections
in peace. And so he did, looking like a
thunder cloud the while.

Four days later Kitty, with boxes and
bags of all sizes and descriptions, was
steaming away to London, feeling very
lonely and insignificant. But long before
she had reached the great city she had
thrown off these unwelcome feelings and
was reflecting on the brilliant future which
ghe believed lay before her. It was a very
bright and cheery girl who was met in St.
Pancras by the artist-friend with whom
she was prepared to throw in her lot. When
all was said and done Kitty found great
solace in the thought that if the worst came
to the worst and she falled, there was al-
ways her home to go to and her £30 a year
to fall back ugpon.

11.

Three years have gone by and Kitty is
still in London. She has not tired of her
scheme, as her mother prophesied—and de-
voutly hoped—she would in a month; but is
more determined than ever to go on and
prosper.

She and Myra Sinclair are not living in
the rooms where they made their adventur-
ous start, for they have found that they can
take better and larger apartments, as well
as a studio, which is the delight of the two
girls’ hearts,

It is in thig studio that we find them one
bright, ecold December afternoon, both sit-
ting close to the fire, Myra on the hearth-
rug, with a book in her hand, and Kitty on
a low chair, with her drawing board on her
lap buslly drawing a heading for a story.
Kitty is a born black and white artist. It
Is a delight to her to see the ornamental
letters—which are her chief work, as the de-
mand for them is so large—grow under her
fingers, and so deft is she that she can still
go on with them even when the room is
filled with callers and there is a c.ntinuous
buzz of conversation In which she is expect-
ed to join.

Myra had let her book drop into her lap,
and was earnestly regarding her friend as
she drew. Suddenly she said: “I wonder,
Kitty, if you are aware how very pretty
you have grown lately. Not that you were
not always that, but there is something al-
most bewitching about you in these days. If
I did not know better, I should say that
there was a lover in the casa.”

Kitty gave such a start that she dropped
her board, which fell with a crash into the
fender. She quickly stooped to pick it up,
but not before her friend had seen the flush
which had dyed her usually pale face. “How
can you talk such nonsense, Myra?’ she
said, rather guiltily, it must be confessed.

“Humph!” answered Myra, “I'm not so
certain about its being nonsense. I don't
sea why you should have given a start like
that and turned the color of a boiled lobster
If there was nothing In my little suggestion.
Who is it, Kitty, my girl?"”

Myra received a shock when the usually
good-tempered Kitty jumped up from her
chair and saying sharply “I wish you would
learn to mind your own business, Myra,"”
left the room, shutting the door with a de-
clged slam, leaVving Myra literally gasping
with astonishment.

“Well,” she ejaculated to herself when she
had somewhat recovered from her amaze-
ment, “there Is a man in it. Now, whoever
can it be?"”

After a few minutes’ reflection an idea
seemed to strike her. *“‘Can it be that good-
looking man she met when she first went
to the Herald officec. Now I come to think
of it she has never mentioned him since,
although I am quite certain she sees him
whenever she goea, It 1s a bad sign, a
very bad sign, when a girl leaves off talk-
ing about a man,"” and Myra looked solemn-
ly into the fire and shook her head sagely.

Meanwhile Kitty, in the privacy of her
own room, was taking herself angrily to
task for letting herself be so disturbed
at Myra's jesting remarks.

“*Can it be possible that I have thought
so much about Mr. Howard that it has
made a difference in my looks? Idiot that
I am, when I know that he means nothing
by his attentions. I ocught to be grateful
to Myra for opening my eyes, but somehow
I'm not. All the same I will put an end to
my idiocy, whatever happens.”™

Accordingly the next morning Kitty was
on her way to the Herald office with a
parcei of sketches which had been ordered
by the editor. The editor of the Herald
was her best customer; he thought very
highly of her work and was willing to take
as much as she could do and pay well for
it, too. In spite of this, however, Kitty
determined that she would glive up entirely
supplying the Herald with sketches, and
20 tear herself away from the fascinations
of the editor, for that was the post which
Mr. Howard held.

It came as an unwelcome shock to her to
discover that she had nearly given away
her heart to one who had never suggested
that she should do o, and she was deter-
mined that, however hard, she would cure
herself of her folly—for folly she termed it
—before it became too late. She had always
considered herself proof against love and
lovers, holding up to herself and others the
maxim that girls should carve out a line
for themselves and be independent. And her
horror was great and her pride humbled
as she reflected that she had done herself
what she had so despised In others,

She most sincerely hoped that she would
not meet Mr. Howard this morning. She
was much earlier than usual and trusted
she would get her business over with the
art editor before Charlle Howard made his
appearance.

But she was disappointed. The art editor,
upon hearing her announcement that she
would not be able to undertake any more
work for them. tried =0 hard to turn her
from her resolution that she was with him
for quite an hour before she could make
him belleve that her decision was final, and
as she was hurrying ou’ of the vestibule,
congratulating herself upon having man-
aged so nicely, who should come lelsurely
walking In but the one man above all oth-
ers she did not desire to meet.

He had been very much taken with her
from his first acquaintance with her, but

| no serious thoughts of marriage had pos-
'ses:-:s:d him, although once or twice of late
| it had flashed through him that if ever
' he did commit the Indiscretion of marrying,

what a nice companionable little wife Kitty
would make. He turned and walked along
the street with her as he asked again where
she was going and why she was s0 un-
usually early, and was much surprised thar
80 innocent a question should cause the
generally seif-possessed Kitty so much un-
easiness.

“J—er—thought I would like an early walk,
Mr. Howard,” she replied at last, stammer-
ingly. "And—er—I am not going anywhere.
But, pray,® hastily, “do not let me detain
you.” ;

He stared at her for a moment and then
burst into a hearty iaugh. "“"Why, Miss Ma-
son,” he sald, “what is the matter with you
and why are you not going anywhere, and
what have I done to be dismissed so ab-
ruptly? And when 1 haven't seen you for
three days, either. Come, let us take a
stroll in the park this nice, bright morning
and see if we cannot spirit away the cob-
webs which are evidently clouding your
mind."”

He spoke banteringly and never doubting
that she would do as he suggested, but to
his unmitizated amazement Kitty hastily
exclaimed, *'I cannot possibly, Mr. Howard.
I have an appeointment at 12 and I must
keep it. Here is my bus, good morning, and
before Howard had grasped the sltuation
she was gone, leaving him standing stock-
still on the pavement, staring after the re-
treating vehicle

“Jove, that's a choke-off,"" he muttered,
when h2 had recovered himself. ‘“\Whatever
can have come to my pretty little Kitty?
Wait until I see you again, miss,"” he con-
tinued, addressing an imaginary Kitty be-
fore him, “and I'll have it out with you."

But the weeks went by and his opportun-
fty never came to have it out with Kitty.
She took care never to come into his way,
and, as he did not know her address—Kitty
never having invited him to the little "at
homes” she and Myra often held—he was
1ot abla to find her out or communicate
with her. He was surprised to learn how
much ha missed her and how often she wua
in his thoughts; and at last he never went
out without scanning each bus and car and
hansom 2s they passed him in the hope that
he could discover her.

Life went on as usual with the two girls.
Myra discreetly refrained from making any
remark when Kitty announced that she had
given up her work for the Herald and was
going to look for better markets; but she
surmised that her guess had been correct
and that Kitty had lost her heart to Mr,
Howard, and often speculated to herself
a8 to how the matter would end.

11I1.

Kitty and Myra had just settled down
again to their work after a month's holiday
at Kitty’s northern home. Myra had been
persuaded by her friend to spend the month
of August at Skipton, and to Myra at least
the time had sped ounly too quickly.

Kitty's mother had become rcconciled to
her daughter’'s absence from nome, nay,
more, had even been heard to boast of her
achievements in London to admiring and
envious friends. She had found a treasure
in the shape of a bright young girl whom
she had engaged as companion to herself
and who was in almost every way much
more congenial to her than her own daugh-
ter. She possessed no tiresome cravings
after fame; she took a sympathetic inter-
est in the latest plece of scandal or gossip,
and, best of all, could listen for any length
of time to Mrs. Mason's decidedly garrulous
conversation without appearing In the least
bored. The acquisition of this treasure con-
duced greatly to the enjoyment of Kitty
and Myra during their month's stay with
Mrs. Mason, although it must be confessed
that Kitly was yearning to return to Lon-
don long before their time was up.

She had never once seen Charles Howard
since that memorable morning in December
when, as she expressed it herself, “she had
made such a fool of herself.”” And she was
intensely mortified to find that she could not
forget him. “It i® a mercy,” she more than
once soliloquized, “‘that 1 had the courage
to break with him before he could have any
idea of how I felt about him.” But she still
smarted under the humiliating knowledge
that she cared for a man who only thought
of her as a pleasant and congenial com-
panion who had passed out of his life and
who was easily replaced.

She had not felt any ill effects by giving
up her Herald work. Very soon after she
had become known to the proprietors of the
Star publications, and s0 numeérous were
they and so well did she please the owners
that she was kept quite busy by them alone.

“Myra,” she said one morning, two days
after their return from Skipton, “I really
must go and see Mr. Morton about these
new sketches he wants. His letter is so de-
lightfully vague that I cannot exactly un-
derstand what he wants."

Mr. Morton was the editor of the Star,
ard it was with him that Kitty transactel
all the business connected with her sketches
for the numerous periodicals which were is-
sued from the Star office.

“Well, dear,” answered Myra, "“why not
go now? It is a lovely morning, and it will
do you good to go out. Besides you seem
so restless that 1 shall be quite glad to get
rid of you for a while so that I can get on
with my owr. work without so many inter-
ruptions.”

“Oh, indeed,” laughed Kitty, “so you want
to get rid of me? I've a good mind to stay
in all the morning and annoy you. But on
second thoughts 1 will go out. I simply must
see Mr. Morton, and 1 may as well go now
as any other time.”

Accordingly half an hour later Kitty'swell-
dressed little figure passed into the street,
She always dressed well, but this morning
she looked particularly dainty, and many
admiring glances were sent after her as
ghe slowly passed down the road ruminat-
ing as to whether she should take a hansom
or patronize the humble 'bus in order to
get 1o her destination.

“It seems= horribly extravagant to take a
hansom,”” she mused. “"but really the buses
look so hot and dusty, and in this get-up
I feel so ‘fetching’ that 1 should like to
keep so, at least till I get to the office. So,
extravagant or not, I think I will allow
myself the luxury of the hansom."”

S0 saying, and without giving herself time
to repent, she hailed a passing hansom, and
very soon found herself outside the offices
of the Star.

“Is Mr. Morton at liberty?"" she asked one
of the clerks who happened to be passing
out as she went in.

“Mr. Morton left a fortnight age,” an-
swered he, looking at her in surprise. “But,
of course,” he added hastily, “you wouldn't
know, Miss Mason: for you've been out of
town, haven't you?"

“Yes," Kitty replied. “But | am sorry to
hear about Mr. Morton. Wheére has he
gone?"’

“On to the Moon,” answered the clerk.
“But we've got a smart up-to-date man in
his place, Miss Mason, and I think you will
like him as well as Mr. Morton. Shall 1
tell him you would like to see him?"

“Yes, please,” said Kitty, feeling very

much annoyed at this new arrangement,
“And just when 1 had got so used to Mr.
Morton and he to me. However, I shan't
put up with any nonsense from this new
man,” she added to herself as she followed
the clerk up stairs.

“Miss Mason,"”' announced he, throwing
open a door, and Kitty, her head held well
up In the air and In her most dignified
manrer, marched into the room.

A well-groomed head looked up from a
desk and Kitty, allowing her gaze to de-
scend on it, dropped both her sunshade and
her dignity and gasped “Mr. Howard!" He
gprang from his chair with hand out-
atretched and, taking hers, exclaimed “Why,
it's Kitty! What have you been doing all
these months? I've looked for you every-
where.”

Kitty sank into the chair he placed for
her, and so astounded did she feel at her
sudden and unexpected meeting with the
man she had evaded so leng that she en-
tirely forgot to rebuke him for his unneces-
sary familiarity in addressing her by her
Christian name and even found herself mak-
ing same labored explanation as to her
whereaboute for the last six months with a
meekness which would have caused Myra a
shock had she been there to see.

The tables were completely turned. The
paturally reliant and self-possessed Kitty
was renlaced by a shy and self-conscious
girl, who looked as if she would have given
£10 to be outside the door; while Charlie
Howard sat opposite her, his languid man-
ner entirely disappeared and a smile of in-
tence satisfaction on his face as he reflected
that he had found his fascinating little
Kitty again, and that he would know the
reason why if he allowed her to leave this
time without him as an escert.

Kitty found his joyful scrutiny rather em-
barrassing, and made a noble effort to pul
herself together and regain her lost dignity.

“I had no idea,"” she sald at last, ‘‘that
you had replaced Mr. Morton.”

“No' sald Charlie, laughing,
you hadn't,
would you?"

Kitty felt herself turning a brilliant red
at this thrust, and Charlie went on:

“Why did vyou give up the Herald, and
why did you give me my conge in such a
hurry the last time I met you? I wonder
if you have any idea hew much 1 have
missed you and of how I have tramped the
streets with the hope of seeing you.”

Kitty leoked so disturbed at these leading
questions that he graciously allowed her to
recover, and wonfined himself for a time to
discussing the sketches she had in hand and
which kad been the means of throwing her
cnce more into his way.

When this matter had been settled and
Kitty resolutely rose from her chair to de-
part Charlie rose, too, and, taking up his
hat and gloves, accompanied her into the
street.

“For the sake of old times and in celebra-
tion of our meeting to-day,”” he said when
they were outside, “‘come with me and have
some lunch. I'm sure you're not in a hurry
this morning." he added, persuasively.

Kitty, inwardly despising herself for let-
ting him get her into his clutches again,
assented and together they went to a
restaurant where months before they had
often gone for tea.

Charlie made use of his opportunity, and
the subdued Kitty beside him promised all
sorts of unutterable things before he would
let her leave him.

To Myra there appeared late that after-
noon a gulity and consclous looking girl,
who told her story with much confusion
and hesitation, which was not greatly al-
layed when at the end Myra triumphantly
exclaimed, ““There! 1 told you so!"

Mrs. Mason also had the satisfaction of
triumphing over Kitty at the downfall of
her career, for Charlie most emphatically
insisted tha®™his wife should not work for
money, that heé hop:d he was able to keep
her, and so on. Therefore after Kitty be-
came Mrs. Howard she only got out her
board for her own amusement.

“I'm sure
or you wouldn't have come,

OUT OF THE ORDINARY,

Bremen took 1,709,000 of the 11,500,000 bales
of cotton raised in the United States last
Year.

In 1843 England conquered and annexed
the Orange Free Btate, and evacuated It six
years later.

Australia's gold production in the last
half century has amounted to considerably
more than £400,000,000.

Windmiils, though only now becoming
Eopular for pumping water, were known in
urope as far back as 1105.

The Methodist Church Extension Soclety
has furnished aid to build churches at the
rate of two a day for several years.

In Chinese cities streets are never built
straight, from superstitious fear that pro-
cessions of evil spirits might otherwise en-
ter and remain.

It has been decided by the Municipa] Club,
of New York, to offer prizes for the culti«
vation and improvement of uninviting sec-
tions of the city.

Temperance has been promoted in the
French army by controlling the canteen and
substituting coffee, tea and cocoa for in-
toxicating drinks.

There have been more than 5%0 suicides
in this country during the last twelve
months, which breaks the record for this or
any other country.

The southern part of Africa is of voleanie
origin and the land in the neighborhood of
Kimberley is so sulphurous that even ants
cannot exist In it.

In Bolivia salt is sold in cubes about the
size of building bricks used in the United
States, being pressed into shape when
damp and allowed to harden.

There can be very litite doubt that the
potter's wheel, or potter’'s lathe, as it is
also termed, represents to—da{ the most an-
cient form of machine tool known.

On April 4, 1055, a star shower, durin
which several aerolites fell, was witness
in England. This was considered a sign of
God's anger with William II's mode of life.

America sells nearly three times as much
as she buys; Germany buys over £50,000.000
worth more year than she sells; while Great
Britain, last year, actually bought twice as
much as she sold.

Statistics show that there are 93,000 wom-
en in the United States employed In cotton
miils, 10,700 in the carpet industry, 20,50 in
hosilery and knitting mills 36,10 in the
woolen mills, 2200 in the manufacture of
tobacco and cigars.

The average Boer farmhouse is 2 low
stone building, with corrugated iron roof,
with a “stoop" along the front that takes
the place of our porch. It, too, is built of
stones and covered with clay packed and
worn hard and smooth.

The heaviest rainfalls so far observed
with scientific accuracy occur in India. At
Cherrapunjl, in the Khasi hills, In Assam,
the mean annual precipitation is 39 feet 6
inches; at Dubundla. ¥ feet 10 inches, and
at Bibundi, 34 feet 4 inches.

It will require 50,0 enumerators to take
the census of the United States in June
next, for it must be completed by the first
week of July. That means that about 75.-
0.0¥% people must be recorded in thirty
days, or at the rate of 2,500,000 a day.

A few days ago a Kansas City man who
had proclaimed himself an infidel for twen-
ty-five yvears died and left a curfous will. In
it, his fortune of $159.000, with the exception
of $4,00, was given to religious and chari-
tuhéo organizations. No explanation was
made,

Under the Belgian law unmarried men
over twenty-five have one vote, married
men and widowers with families have two
votes and priests and other persons of po-
sition and education have three votes. Se-

vere penaltles are Imposed on those who
fail to vote.

One of the most curious dresses ever made
was probably that worn by a lady at a ball
at Paltimore, it being nearly covered with
postage stamps. The stamps, thirty thou-
sand in number, were pasted on a thin
foundation and represented the postage of
every civilized country.

The London or suffer terribly from
overcrowding. ccording to the anitary
Record, 15,150 persons lived in 4,057 tene-
ments with one room in the parish of St.
Mary's, Newington: #.184 persons in 7.670
two-roomed tenements, and 13,742 persons in
1,752 three-roomed tenements,

Moths fly against the candle flame be-
cause their eyes can bear only a small
amount of light. Wheg, therefore, they
come within the light of a candle their
sight is overpowered and the!r vislon con-
fused, and as they cannot d!stlnfulsh ob-
jects they pursue the light itself and fly
against the flame.

A s=haft which has just been completed
for the Boston Elevated Rallway is feet
10 inches long, and the diameter of the fly-
wheel fit is 37 inches; the dlameter of jour-
nals, 34 inches; the dlameter of the crank

OUR - LEADING,- MEN
ARE ENTITLED TO THE
BEST THE MARKET AF-

FORDS.

of our

The Prince Albert Cigars
satisfy the desire of some

smokers. They have tried
the various brands that
have been brought to the
public notice from time to
time, but, as a rule, they
turn to the old reliable

PRINCE ALBERT Cigar.

We have kept same in our stock for a great
Jgumber of years and we have yet to find a
dissatisfied smoker.

most fastidious

—

—

Louis . Deschler, Cigarist

disk fit, 22 inches. The shaft Is hollow, the
axis hole being 17% inches in diameter., The
weight is 65,410 pounds.

The most coveted distinction open to a
British subject i{s the Victoria Cross. On
the roll of the Victoria Cress men alive at
the end of 1838 there were but 171 names.

The Navy Department has issued an order
to place metal furniture on the cruiser At-
lanta. It was found that the presence of
the wooden furniture aboard the warship
during the late war was a most serious
menace to the men. More injury was done
by the flying splinters than was done di-
rectly by the shells of the enemy.

To a Magaszine Cover Girl.

I'll not gainsay your beauty, for indeed you're
wondrous fair,

But tell me, oh, I pray you, how you ever fix
your hair?

It sweeps in wavy billows up and down and
‘round the page,

It winds you and it binds you in an inky, silken
cage.

And, while you are about it, lovely type of per-
fect grace,

Explain the way you manage to gecurs your
gown in place;

It's made of airy unothings, and it hardly seems
to touch,

And if you'll send a pattern I will thank you very
much.

I hopl:n you won't be angry, but another thing I'd
OW—

A quemdlon that perplexes me as seasons come
an

go—
What .do you call the flowers you invariably

WwWear—
Those little things like cabbages that nestle in
your hair?

—~Wallace Dunbar Vincent, in Brooklyn Life,

HUMOR OF THE DAY.

Fair Dealing.
Brooklyn Life.

““The minister claims he has been paid the
same salary for five years.”

‘““Well, he has been preaching the same
sermons, hasn't he?”

Western Reserve,

Ohio Writer in Atlantic Monthly.
"“West,”" sald an Ohioan, “it’'s everybody.”
“Yes," replied the newcomer, “‘and yet they

are all talking about the Western Reserve.
Darned if I see any!"” .

A Fraction.
Melbourne Times.

“What is a fraction?”

““A part of anything, sir.”
“Give an example.”

‘“The sivinteenth of June.”

A Clever Foll.
Automoblle Magazine.

“That automobile driver cf yours smelled
dreadfully of peppermint.”’

“That was my ldea. You couldn’t notics
the gasoline, could you?”

New Version.
Harlem Life.

Sunday-school Teacher—You may repeat
the gol text.

Johnny—Them wot's got, gits; an’ them
wot'd got nothin’, gits left!

Cheap.
Cleveland Plain Dealer,
y “The War Department is buying bal-
oons.
“What do they cost?”’
“I think they get 'em for ascent.”

Always.
Chicago Times-Herald

“Pa, what are extenuating -circum-
stances?”

“The ones that make it impossible for a
man to catch the mlidnight car for home.”

Reflection on Her Looks.
Chicago Post.

“Bhe i= a regular walking encyclopedia,”
he said, speaking of the bright girl.

“Oh, I think you are going a little too
far,” returned her dearest friend reprov-
ingly. *“I should hardly consider her so
ungainly as that.”

Force of Hablit.

Detroit Free Press.

“Don’'t you think our neighbor a little
eccentric?”

“Hadn't noticed it. ‘Vhy?”

“The other night when it turned cold so
suddenly I saw him go out to the barn and
blanket his automobile.”

Outgrows It.
Chicago Tribune.

“Paw,” asked Tommy, “what becomes of
a cowboy when he grows up?”

“I presume he becomes a horseman, my
son,” replied Mr. Tucker. *“‘Dont bother me
with foolish questions.”

A Sign.

Brooklyn Life.

Frank—I knew Penn would be a poet
when he was a baby.

lda—What were the symptoms?

Frank—He was found in a hasket on the
doorstep.

Ida—I don’t see anything in that.

Frank—Yes, but it was a waste basket.

Hard on the Leg.
Chicago Tribune.

“It'e more painful to get well of a broken
lag than to ve it broken, isn't it?"”
“That's my experience. The doctor
mine painfully stretched for five or six
(\;eﬁks and then pulled It for a hundred
oliars.”’

Somewhat Twinted.
Now York Press.

The Old Frilend—I hear your daughter's
wedding to Count Wipemoff i3 to be the
richest of the season. Still, I suppose in &
case of this sort, it isn't the cost -that
counts.

The Gratified Father—No, it's the count
that costs,

e ——

Insure with Cerman Fire Insurance of In-
diana. General offices, South Dwlaware
street. Fire, tornado and explosion.

OSTRACISED BY PEANUTS.

Queer Propensity of a New Jersey
Baker.

Trenton Special in Philadelphia Record.
An uncontrollable, ever-present passion
for shelling peanuts has robbed Edwin Le-
vine Hollis of a bride, drove him from sev-
eral swell clubs and ostracised him from
soclety., He is only permitted to enter the
theaters conditionally, is invited to leave
the trolley cars, is told that he is not again
wanted at a church, and is ordered out
of the Salvation Army barracks. At sev-
eral places of amusement he is flatly re-
fused admission under any circumstances,
and the park guards have orders to Keep
him away from the monkey cages at the
zoo, and his queer penchant i{s compelling
him to close his cracker factory. But the
urchins love him for his peanuts, “ready
shelled,” and the newsboys follow him for
squares when they see the left-hand pocket
of his overcoat bulging out, for they know
that a peanut feast Is in store for them.-

What makes his friends marvel still the
more at his strange passion is the fact that

Mr. Hollis declares that he has never eat-
€n a peanut in his life and could not teil
what they taste like. Mr. Hollis frankly
admits that he has tried innumerable
schemes and contrivances suggested by his
friends in a vain endeavor to find a less
conspicuous substitute for his unexplain-
able passion. But he loves the music pro-
duced by the crunching, cracking and the
dull thud of the peanut shell between his

thumb and fingers, and confesses that he
can find nothing to take its place. Mr.
Hollis estimates that he shells and gives
;.'wa ta full peck of peanuts every day of
is life, f
Mr. Hollis s forty-two years of age and
considerable weait.h Consequently
is not, In a measure, disturbed by the
criticisms heaped upon him because of his
passion. Stranger than the passion is the
strange manner of acquiring it. Some years
ago Mr. Hollis conducted a cracker bakery
in Philadelphia. His factory produced theé
littie hard, brown crackers so frequently
found on the table of the first-class oyster
houses and cafes. A Yankee economnist from
down East happened along one day and sug-
gested that the crackers of the bateh that
was so badly burmmed that it became mers
waste because its sale was impossible, might
be turned into t by nding it into
cracker dust, cked In prettily labeled
boxes, it will sell readily, said the shrewd
Yankee. And se from this suggestion
cracker dust became a household staple. Mr.
qulia stood by and watched the Yankee de-
velop his suggestion to utilize the waste,
and all d long the crunch of the stone-
hard crac would ring in ears,. Go
where he would and try as he would at
right, he says, the sound of the crunching
of the little brown cracker followed him.
Money poured In upon him from the sale
of ¢ er dust, and soon improved ma-
chinery took the place of the wooden hand
roller. But not & sound would it produce.
He had found difficulty in content g him-
self when away from the music of the wood-
en roller at nlﬁhth but now that even this
wiss ‘glo?:ﬂglr. ollis crm{led the sound.
Someone at the club, ene nigh
auggested“that the party attend the oger&
from the “peanut gallery,” and the eracker
baker joined the party. They took seats
amid a group of urchins who were cerunch-
ing peanuts between yells. Mr. Hollis at
first started, and when his friend inguaired
the cause, the nervous cracker baker ex-
plained that the noise of the crunching of
the peanuts was music to his ears, because
it reminded him of the sound of the crunch-
ing of the little brown cracker by the old
wooden roller. For several successive nights
following Mr. Hollis was found in the “pea-
nut gallery" and distributin anuts to the
urchins, simply that he might hear them
crushed. His actions became aoticeable and
BNy SaaToke e nndes the ‘peanut

z el e to the anuts hi 1

And this he did with a verl:;eance. mselt
Have some peanuts,"” was his query to
every one he met, whether at the club, in
the church, on the street, at the hotel or In
the cracker bakert'. At first the club mem-
bers did not decline the offer because Mr.
Hellis was exceedingly popular, the church
folks took the peanuts because they liked
to e¢at them and the friends and acquain-
tan(:es met on the street and elsewhere
took the proffered peanuts because they
were ready shelled and and toothsome. But
it finally reached the point that to meet
Mr. Hollis was equivalent to eating a pint
or =0 of peanuts, and as a steady diet some
folks object to peanuts. While the crunch-
ing and cracking and dull thud was as mu-
giec to the ears of Mr. Hollis, the incessant
crunching oi the peanut shell became a
great annoyance to the members of the
club. Mr. Hollis was a regular nightly vis-
itor at the club. 8o were his peanuts. At
each visit he found his way into the whist
room, but not since the first visit to the
peanut gallery at the opera had he taken a
hand at cards. Instead he would place him-
sclf behind the player's chair and there
would be a constant crunching and cracking
of the peanut much to the annoyance of
the members., The steward would also be
obliged to keep by his side, broom in hand.
to gather the shells. Mr. Hollie and his
eanut-shelling became a nuisgnce, At
ength the Capital City Club adopted reso-
lutions fixing a fine of twenty-five cents
upon anyone who crunched peanuts in the
club. Mr. Hollis pald it eagerly and crunched
cn. The offense was then made punishable
by dismissal. Mr. Hollis fell under the ban
and was dismissed by the club. Other or-
ganizations followed suit.

Upon his social calls Mr. Hollis was al-
ways accompanied by his pocket of peanuts,
and while In the parlor his fingers would
nervously erunch them. His friends would
remonstrate, saying the lady of the house
objected to the shells on the carpet, and he
wouald :;mmin not to offend again, only te
break his promise at the next call. Conse-
quently his invitations grew fewer and few-
er, and not even hls bachelor friends re-
turned his calis, Invitations were out for
his marriage last Christmas, but the wed-
ding did not take R‘llace because Mr. Hollis
was unable to shake off his desire for
crunching peanut shells, which was made a
condition.

Every other rson refusing the peanuts
he would shell in the course of the day, Mr.
Hollis ultimately got In the habit of
tributing them among the lads at the

er bakery. The result of this habit sent
several boys to the hospital from overeat-
ing of peanuts, and when they explained
to their parents where they got the psanuts
the boys were kept from the cracker bak-
ery. This resulted in the closing of the
bakery on more than one occaslon for want
of boys and its ultimate sale to Harper
Worthington, the Yankee, who originated
the cracker dust scheme in the Hollis
cracker bakery.

Mr. Hollis was a regular attendant at the
Yardley Episcopal Church, but the crackin
of his peanuts =poiled many a sermon, nnx
he was finally asked to leave. He tried the
Salvation Army and was requested to stop
shelling peanuts or get out of the barracks
on East Hanover street, which he did.

Mr. Hollis says he has honutg.en-
deavored to discard the peanut and t In
the hope of being able to do so he has worn
woolen gloves tled at the wrist, but when
the nervous passion seized him he would
rip the gloves from his hands and take up
the peanuts. He has, he says, locked him-
self in his room three or four miles from
any peanut stand and been unable to rest
a minute until he could secure a few pea~
nut shells.

A BACHELOR'S MISTAKE.

He Rented His Fifth-Avenue Studio
on Dewey Day.
New York Evening Sun.

There's a warning for bachelors in
tale. Some months ago a certain
known magazine writer hired a studio at
the junction of Broadway and Fifth avenue,
It was a fairly large reom with two win-
dows In it, faced directly on the square
where the Dewey arch stands. Now this
writer is a famous diner-out, and there are
at least a dozen hostesses In town who,
when they heard that bhe had taken this
studio, took, in imagination, a long-distance
view of themselves comfortably installed
in the windows of the studio en the day of
the Dewey parade. Last week while dining
at the hous=e of a married woman something
was said of the Dewey “Oh! speak-
ing of the parade, 1 forgot to tell of
my good luck.” sald the visitor as ran
his hand exul 1y thro-?h his “I've
leased that re “f mine for §20 for ey
day.” The h s drepped her fork in as-
tonishment. . e Was a moment's pause
and then in furk.us tones the hostess o

re, '

“Jim Flord!" she cried, “do you mean to
tell me that you had the face to rent that
room of yours?"

“Why, yes. Of course, I have. You didn't
expect that I'd let §200 slip through my fin-
gers, did you?™

“I can’t belleve it.,” continued the little
woman. “I dida't ink there was a
80 mean alive. For myself I don't care.
have other friends with windows. But when
I think of the chances you've lost. Wh&
Jim, there are at jJeast twenty women
town who have dined and wined you
consecutively for the last twenty years,
every one of them is expecting an invitation
from you, It was your one chance to re-
turn aonl;o of your social oh}l‘lu;m witl:;
out costing you & penny. I'm downrigh
ashamed of you. First th‘:c you know ﬁou
will be the victim of a dinner boycott. ot
one of us will ever ask you to anything
but our pink teas'

But the woman did not let the matter rest
there. The next day she wrote to three or
four men she knew well, and begred them to
do her a favor. Each of these med in turn
jourpeyed to the writing room in the Wal-
dorf-Astoria, and there on the hotel letter
paper they each penned a letter to Mr,
James Flord. The first man had heard that
Mr. James Flord had a room to rent for
Dewey day, and he would gladly give him
$40v for the room. The next man was even
more liberal. 11« would pay $® for the usa
of the room and would guaratee to bring
his own lunch. Then followed b& the nex:
mail offers of 5500, 3550, $700. nally the
little woman's busband capped the
of Flerd’'s sgony of mind by writing over the
name of & Western millionaire that he
would be willing to give 3800 for the room.
The result has exceeded the woman's wild-
est expectations. Not only has Flord worn
out the soles of his boots In kicking him-
#elf for his haste, but he has now placed
bimself under the strictest regimen of
economy, and has sworn never to “blow"
his male friends to a single “"high ball” un-
iil he saved up the six hundred extra deles
lars which he thinks would have been his
if he hadn't been in such a hurry. As for
his dinners this winter, well, he's too stout
anyway, 80 he's going to fast. Which is
just as well for his women friends that he
can starve himself into a reconcentrado be-
fore they will ask him agsin.

MIXED RELATIONS,

Queer Happenings in This Land eof
Mingled Races.

Youth's Companion.

The intimate relation between the many
and divers races in this country has its hu-
morous as well as its tragic side. Colonel
Fanchere, of loulsiana, tells the following
true story as an lllustration of the mingling
of the races:

Mrs. Blank, returning to Natchez after
some years' absence, was welcomed by one
of her old slaves.

“Well, Cynthla,” she sald, “what are yold
doing now? You look well and happy." :

“Laws, Miss Lizzy, I'se peart,” Cynthia
responded, dropping courtesies with
smiles widening her round, black face *
done got married, Miss Lizzy.”

“Again?”

“Oh, dis time it's foh keeps. I got mare
ried onto a Chinaman."

“You married a Chinaman? How could you
fall in love with him?'

“Laws sakes, Miss Lizzy, "twa'nt no love
affalr. 'Twas business. Yoh know I'm
a good washer. None bettah in dls town,
Ah Yan he's a good lroner, so we goas into
a laundry. Vehy comfohtable, got two chile
lun.”

“But how about ur religion?

“Well, I'm a good, stirrin, Methodiss, and
goes to meetin’, and Ah Yan's got his joss
behin' de kitchen doh, and stays at
So it suits so well it seems kind ob provie
dential.”

“Oh, T see. But the ehildren?™"

“De chillun? We fxed dat. We compro=
mised on dem,” sald Cynthia, triumphantly,
“We's goin’ to make dem Jows.”

A pleasahter Hllustration of this mixture of
races occurred lately In another Southern
town. A stranger was thrown from a trole
ley car and fatally injured. A Jew beld hia
head in his arms, a heathen Chinaman pug
water to his lips, a poor ncrro chafed his
hands, while an old man, also a stranger,
knecled beslde him and spoke cheering
words 10 Lim as he lay dying.

= élon‘lmknow." the mv ':tald afterwu?.
“4f dat old man was or ' -
fan or some other kind. He just told
of God—God. 1 reckon dat covered & -




