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NOT IN A POSITION TO BUCK.
Donkey (to conservative advisers)

—
How can Ikick when he won't let me touch the ground?—

Chicago Daily News.

IT LOOKS MORE AND MORE LIKE TAFT EVERY DAY.
I>s HollMfl Kegister and Leader.

EQUAL TO THE OCCASION.
"~

Kitty
—

We're getting dull again. Do say something brilliant. Bobby.
Bobby—Radium! -~-v*.-. rv-.aj^A LITTLE TALE OF

PARLOR SOCIALISM

OPPORTUNITY KNOCKS AT

MISS IIOCHSTIItX'S DOOR.

But Ike Lady Shrinks Back Ap-

palled at the ]'ns.'<jhi]i!i(.s

"Can't you judge people any better than that?"

"You !if here, mit a fellow?"
Miss Hochstirn raised her eyebrows and looked

hard «t her new ai-riuaintanee. Seeing nothing
there hut simple, ,aerious curiosity, sh^ gave a
little tw;ste<l smile and said:

"Well, no. I'm working."
"What at?"
"Teaching."
"Den you're an educated girl. What sort of t'lng

you teach?"
"Just English."
"English! To who?"

"Oh
—

girls
—

of eighteen, nineteen
—

old as you."
"What? You teach readin' and writin' to th«m

great t>igr things?"
"Ueil—er— it's very fine writing,"said Miss Hoch-

stirn. lamely. "EJxtra line like t!ie newspapers,
you know." (She glanced around to make sure no
civilized person overheard.)
• "You're awful young to be teaching."

"How old do you think Iam?"
"Eighteen."

AN EASY WAY OUT OF IT.
By6tandei

—
Did you see 'ow it 'appened, lady?

Fair Motorist
—

Oh, dear no! Iwas asleep just then.
Bystandei

—
Ah, then you'll bo able to prova a lullaby! —

Puea>

"I'd rather go the same way you go."
When even a stray dog Indicates a desire to go

alone; with ue we are touched. Miss Hochstirn
smiled arid said: "Very well."

"Yoii come with me to change my ticket, hfln?"
sai<l Hei'-Head.

Miss Hochstirn perceived "that she was embarked
<-ri the tides of friendship. But she was so amused
al the I<i<-a of her. the formidable, chilly, chaste
precejitor, l^eine picked but as a chummy creature,
that she rose and fell in step beside the girl. The
ticket changed, they returned to the waiting-room,
and the floodgates" of conversation were opened.

"I came all the way this day from Portland.**
said the foreigner, with a sigh. "Won't 1 be glad
to nee my mudder, what?"

"She lives in New York?"
'"Su-u-ure. Dot's do ]>lace for hers. Maine ain't

no good for any peoples."
"Katli.T colt]?" 1

. '\u25a0'\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0•\u25a0 A. i:, colt! Mem hands— look nt mem
hands!" And she stripped off her glove to display
a red and workworn little fist, "Our store—dot isa
near de water, where all de boats come, and the
wind—the wind!"

The wharves of Portland— sailormen— such sailor-
men: Hardly a nice place, thought Miss Hochstirn.

'''\u25a0'\u25a0 must meet many foreigners," she said po-
litely.

"Sure. Every sort. Imast speak Polish. (>\u25a0.-
man. Ylddlsn. eferythmg. Dot's whymem
English Iss so bad. Once IBpeaic i-.'npi^h beauti-
ful—as good as you."

"You are a German?"
\u25a0 a German? Yes."
"From what part?"
"Wlen."
"But that's in Austria."
"Sure: How did you know?" said the linguist.
"Oh—er—lread the newspapers," said Miss Hoch-

stirn hastily, feeling that she had made a vulgar
<3is?jilay of knowledge. The red-haired one looked
at her more attentively.

"You lifIn Boston she inquired.
"Yes, Lut I'm from New York. My parents live

there still—like yours."
"You married?"
So."

'\u25a0 .• few moments she returned, and, passing.
10..k<-d Mi s Hochatlrti over. Then stio repassed,
nri'l dually .Tridr'-.svciJ her in some sort of strong
« rermanic \u25a0

••y.,i goin' to Now y.irk'.'" *
"Yea," said Misa Hochrtirn, after a momenror

aunnlse.
*'Wbal time?"
".AI\u25a0

"De man out dere, he sold me tk-kpt for 11:30.
Isf dai r.!l iigti<V"

N'-w. Mls-^ Hochstirn ]r\<U-d herself on knowing
all about tr.-,irip. It was <\u25a0!!<• of those little vanities.

'.Til show you." she said, drawing forth her time-
tabl •. ;.\u25a0 •: the Americanized peasant put down tha

.i!i<i naiik Into :i chair beside the col-
]>p, professor. After :ilesson i:i the .sui>ti.- distinc-
tions nf the li'iio table the red haired <>n«' said
plaintively;

'
6ft! waddled, for s!ir- was short and

stocky h ]u;-s.int type, Americanized by a stylish
-\u25a0;if.

Others waiting in the station included several
womec la various stages of dogged resignation
and a girlwith ted hair, laboriously writingletters
at the desk. Presently this girl slipped off her
chair, picked up a big "telescope"' valise and

\u25a0Ha? Alma Hnchstirn was one of
•

dm who bad
"got" socialism. Very recently, only a month ago,
she t-- been leading a Ufe of pelneh. useless ami,
what is worse than useless— old-fashioned

—
culture.

Ever since she had Become a member of the fac-
ulty of a college for women In New England she
had liven compelled to work s*> hard that she had
believed she was leading a highly useful lif*-. Her
fum-ticm in the educational, world consisted of
ram:i.:- £•\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0 unwilling throats of freshmen
Iha tyranni<«limrio:ioifs of English rhetoric, which
they promptly proceeded tv i^nor.- m their speech
and private correspondence, and <>f storing the
JrTvolous mil \u25a0;

\u25a0 Of BOphomorcs with the l><-auti(.s

•\u25a0f English literature, which they speedily forgot.
But lately li<t hitherto unruffled mentality'had re-
ceived a Jon. It had been forcibly borne in upon
her soul that the was <Jc:ul t<» the preat move-
ments of her ace. Professor Marks, in the same
college, who way mo much of \u25a0 socialist as he

could be without losing his chair of political econ-
omy. had made her aware of this. A f«L w words
of scorn about jx-oj>!e who thought, in the face of
eMU tabor. ruiuperimi and congested tonement?,
that literary <-ulture ni the chief J:n-k of the uni-
verse had Bad Miss Hoclistim wineei Since then
•he had done considerable i>-a<liiic about "The Sub-
rawped Tenth," "The Social Evil," \u25a0 :lie Soul of
the Keen and kindred u>i>ics, and had devided
that t-l.f would f=eize the first opportunity which
presented itself of upliftins one of the "downtrod."

She was turning these groat thoughts over m
t-.er mind one right as she sat in the ladies' room
\u25a0f Soutii Station, Boston, waiting for the mid-
light train to Now York. Ivn me explain here
that Miss Ho. in. thougb a Female •\u25a0; intel-
lect, was not inhuman lookinß. She had \u25a0 wist-
fully humorous face, with a direct and boyish
frankness in her jet unsixx-tacJed brown eyes. Am
you saw her in that dim station, with her thick
fnir hair ajid rifai figure, you would take her r«c
& pretty girl.

Presented.

WANTED: A MAN. WHITE PREFERRED.
''What kind of a man would you like for a husband?""Oh, either a bachelor or a widower. I'm not particular which.

_niustr»MiBl»

TWIN SOULS.
Miss Smartt

—
You don't seem, to think very

much of Mr. Jorkins, yet you am with him a
great deal.

Mr. Swelle
—

Oh! I know he's an awful idiot;
but what can one do? His political views are
the same as mine. —Illustrated Bit*.• —

_l
«aid Miss Hochstirn. scornfully, but yet secretly
pleased.

"Why, are you nineteen?"
"Twenty-seven !"
"Twenty-seven! And you ain't married yet? It

Iwas that old I'd go out after a man with a gun."

EDUCATION AND MATRIMONY.
Miss Hochstirn was silent and disdained explana-

tion. But after a moment's reflection the one from
Portland got to the root at the matter unassisted
In the remark:

"These educated girls don't set married much."
Another pause. And then Miss Hochstirn asked:
"And are you married?*'
"Well, not yet," said the uneducated "tip. lower-

ingher voice confidentially. "Next munt' Ishall be.
For two years now i lif mit dot fellow in Portlandt
—he one dot half the store/ Ifollow him all the
way from New York—all that way. My mudder
fay, "Sophia, dot Is no sense.' But do lcare? Ach.
no! Efer since I was fourteen I lof dot fellow-
tree, four years ago. Iwas In school then. But i
drop it. 'cause Igo and see him efery day—ya—
efery day. My modder says: 'You i.<?s too young to
get bo wild,' but Isays 'Mamma, Ican't help It.'
You see. Iwas just crazy for dot fellow. \V:i^s
you efer crazy over a fellow?"

Miss Hochstirn looked down the dim recesses of
the past, and then buck into the blue eyes under
the red pompadour, and answered "Yes."

"Well, then, you know. And so when he goes
off to Portlandt for to make dot store, 1 goes too.
and Ilives mit him, and he makes money— lots—
and now, next munt', Imarry that same fellow.
Oh, he's the grandest looker! Eig—curly hair—ail \u25a0

blonde
—

the women is just crazy after Maurice."
"Maurice ls that his name?" ;
"Sure Maurice." j
"It's a. pretty name Maurice." said Miss

'
Hochstirn. Thera diiftedito her mind the vision of
a certain slim, fastidious Oxford don. who once
Yes, Maurice was a pretty name.

"And now Igo to New York for to get meiq i

wedding tings. You can't get nothing elegant In!
Portlandt. It's ano good city. No shows— no noth-
ing. Say. haf you ever been to the Thalia Theaytra
In New York?"

Mlsa Hochstirn had been there, in a slumming
party, protected by two detectives. She was glad

'
now that she could show a bright-eyed look or
recollection and say "Yes!" enthusiastically,

"You live near there?" she added, remembering
'

the sinister looking streets.
"On Grand. street. Where do you."

"On Btverarida Drive/;
"Where's that?" I

"Why, by the river."
"Oh! East River?

'

"No. the Hudson."
"Oh. that's west. Idon't know nothing west."
After a moment's hesltat '>n Sophia asked:
"If you don't come here with a fellow, what for '

do you leaf your family in New York?"
"Lots of people ask me that. Mies Hochstirn j

Btniled. "It's Jujt because we all must tro out of I
the. home when we grow up. If we d-.. t marry

'
then we go alone, that's all

"Ah. but a Kir! gets Into awful troubles eorne- j
V.m*&,

"
said the world warn, darkly. "Ai> cousin

ADDING INSULT TO INJURY.
"No*-. dc«*t deny <*. Rose. You wore my 6hoes."
"Cr / onee

—
m/ feet run me so, and Iwanted something comfortable."

THE NASTY 001 /MM\ />.
George W. Rector, at a recent dinner in New

York, said during the terrapin course: "The
gourmet is a connoisseur of foods and wines.
The gourmand is a low glutton. It was. for in-
stance, a gourmand— n«ver a gourmet— who
reached his home at 3 o'clock one morning to
find himself locked out. He rang: and rang, and
at last his wife protruded her head from an up-
stairs window. 'You can just go away.' she said.
•I'm tired of this. You shan't get in to-night.'
'But. my dear.

"
hiccupped the husband, 'I hay«

Katerine"— and forthwith came a long, low, fluent
talk of very primitive stuff, ending with:

"But she sees the gun In my pocket, the one I
brought to phoot him with unless he marry her,

and she grabs it and shoots herself. Poor Kat«rlne.
she nefer had no sense."

Miss Hochstirn sat lookirg into space, with h«r
white jaw squared.

"That \\i!l never happen to me," she said grimly.

"Ican get along without men."

A STRANGE PREFERENCE.
The r^d hnirfd onp starrd.
"Yon spe. ] like women better," explained the

professor, smiling.
"You like women?" incredulously.
"Yes, don't you? Men are j?reat fun. of rourse,

hut they don't care for us. They like thpir bu-si-
ness, they like other men —so why should we care
such a lot for them? Idon't. I'd rather talk to
you than to most men. I'm not afraid of you, and
Idon't have to flatter you."

The East Side girllooked hard at her companion.
The words had not been very clear, but the look of
the eyes that answered h**rs carried in it some-
thing ii<mv and pleasant. She had never met a

woman liko this, who didn't brag about her oiothos
or of her "fellows," who listened without interrup-
tion to what you said, and swallowed all your little
lies, and told you that she liked you.

Miss Hochstirn, meanwhile, was very much per-
plexed. Here in this sadden manner had come the
very opportunity to do a bettor "uplifting'" that
she had been looking for. Sophja was a person

whom every Kind of social reformer was after.
She was a perfect gem of wickedness. But what
to do? To broach the subject of reform to a
cheerful human being "most remarkably like you"
is not easy.

Sophia was expanding rapidly. "I^ook here." Fhe
said with snilden warmth of feeling, "Ihaf some
oranges we l>etter eat," and she drew out the fruit
from a papor hag.

Miss Hochstirn hated orances as eaten from the
hand. Itis a moist and pungent fruit, the orange.
But remembering what Tolstoy and other luminous
onea said about brotherly love, she took an orange
and laboriously pulled off her long gloves, rolled
up her fur cuffs, put her muff out of the way and
waded in. Sophia, after swallowing hers In two
gulps, became thoughtful.

"Men iss most awful liars." she said, slowly.
"Kfen Maurice, he say: 'Sophia, you iss my only
on»>. Idon't lof none else.' But me, Idon't belief
him."

Miss Hochstirn made a desperate attempt to do
her duty.

INCULCATING REFORM.
"IfIwere you I'd learn to make my living with-

out Maurice." she said.
"How you mean?"
"I mean I'd learn a trade, so that Iwouldn't

have to get my money from htm. I'd be afraid
that If he knew Icouldn't get along without him
he would think little of me. I'd like to be able to
leave him, ifIwanted to, and have him miss me."

Sophia took her companion all in. and then said
with a sudden illumination:

"Some one Is missing you now, hem?"
The eagerness of the reformer suddenly drooped.

She took up her long ploveg and drew them slow-
ly on her clever-looking white hands.

1 "No," she said, a little bitterly. "No one Is miss-

J in* me. There are such lots of other kind and
1 comfortable like—you."

She let her hands fall in her lap a moment. Then
she rose 1*

"It's nearly midnight. Our train must be made
up."

Sophia, silent, laid hold of her "telescope," and
! the pair went out through the hollow-sounding,
I empty station, down the black line of cars until'

Miss Hocbstlrn's Pullman was reached.
Sophia, who had no money for a berth, and had' never seen one, wanted to have a look at Miss

;Hochstirn's. And though the amateur Social Re-
| former was rather weak at the Idea of being "seen

off" by such a companion, she again thought of
ITolstoy, Gorky, and the theory of brotherly love,
[ and had the porter help Sophia aboard.
| Sophia looked longingly at the glories of late

Pullman architecture-
"Say," Bhe said, "couldn't Isleep with you, heln?"
This was too much. Miss Hochstirn began to see

at last whither the doctrine •( brotherly love might
!->ad.

"Well -ct—no; I'm afraid not," she said coldly.
There was a sad silence. Sophia's lip trembled,

but she accepted the situation.
"You'll come and see me off in the morning?'

File said wistfully. "My mudder, maybe shu will
meet m»\ And yours, too. Ilike to see your mud-
der."

The vision of mutual introductions that flashed
Into Miss Hocbstirn'a mind quite blotted out any
recollection of Tolstoy.

"I'm afraid 1 won't be up when the train stops,"
i.• .-aid stiffly, us she led the girl to the Pullman
door.

Still Sophia lingered on the platform by the ordi-
nary coach, when she must pass the night.

"Good night," said the would-be lover of man-
kind.

"flood night," said Sophia, inarticulately.
Here was a Chance to take Sophia, mould her and

supplant Maurice. For .the little lough had felt
drawn toward the college professor, of this Mlsa
Hochstirn had a guiltyconviction. Hut convention-ality, the bitter rules ol the world nil.- had always
lived in. and, above all. sheer soda] cowardice, put
out any flickerinK warmth of frcllnjf. :

"Good night." she said again, with flrjnness and
retreated Into the steeper. opportunity hid knocked
at her door. got no welcome and pa sand ijn.

117/ 4 T fT SHOWED.
Lillian B..mil. a writer of humorous advertisements. told at a dinner in Chicago about agrocer who advertised for a boy and whose wifepresented him the next day with twins—bothboys. "This story was printed.- sai.l Miss Hill

the other day. "and afterward a famous Irish-
American woman dressmaker spoke to me aboutit. 'There was nu point to it.' the woman ob-

.4 V ART WIDELY CULTIVATED.
Booker T. Washington praised the other <!ay

in New York the "dry" condition of the South.
"Ho many of our Southern bevoragea are Im-
pure, too." he Mid ••[ once heard \u25a0 couplo of
Southern brewers talking over their cigars
'Well.' said the older man. 'It Is. of course, easy
enough to brew a good beer; but to brew a badbeer that people will drink all the same La anart.'

" ....

brought home a broiled lobster and two bottles
of champagne.' •«_>h.' said the lady, in a molli-
fled tone. And she came down and opened the
door. Til make a light,dear.' she said, leading
the way through the .kirk hall toward* the. din-
ing room. And then she turned on the electric
current, and. looking at her husband, frowned.
'But where," ehe demanded, 'is the lobster and
champagne?' 'Here,' said the man. striking him-
self on the stomach."

THEN HE'D MOVE.
Teacher- "If your father owed the butcher C**

th« baker JU ii. and the grocer $13 Of. ho-" auca
would he have to pay In all?"
/Tommy fUrlumm—"Notlun'. Hs d tsav«r-

Juu£« » Library.

AS NEAR AS HE DARED.
A couple .•' ctty men were playing •*** w

t.
they s:iw an old K«-ntUrnar» looking at tfe«n»

*'
fully. They u.k'.lhim to join the pune, bic*«
did with alacrity. He wa* :-.:'.I \u25a0 SP—«** •*

manner and |.I --,1 well. But once when
-• **•"

tnade a foozle he- ejaculated vehemently tb« wo*o-
"Assouan!" rfA few moments later, when h» had mad* »3Ot3«r

bail play, >.• repeated:

"Assouan!"
The fourth time he s.tM this on* of > » n9

*
mails friend.} s.ii.l

'"1 iii) not want to be inquisitive, but \u25a0 I
*°v

tell me why you say 'Assouan' so often?"
,\u25a0!!,\u25a0\u25a0 said the old gentleman. "Isn't that

•*
bijJKest dam in the world?"

He wai a Preabytt-rUin cler?> man. -Fiok M» C?-; J

Jected. 'Ko pointr said I. "Consider. T>.<» ss 55
*3

advertised for a boy. His wife presented \u25a0*•

with twins, both boys If that doesn't «••£
the value of advertising:, what do« it sii»>

"It shows.* the dressmaker replied, "that If
•••

had confided hi* business affairs to his «''••
"*

a man ought to do. he w0n.1.lhave \u25a0»-"
••*

the expense of that advertisement.*
"

• j

FIGHTING BOB'S FIRST SURRENDER.

2 _ —
:
—

• ; r....... \u25a0•••/\u25a0 / \u25a0»


