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FIGHTING BOB'S FIRST SURRENDER. i
NOT IN A POSITION TO BUCK.
Donkey (to conservative advisers)—How can | kick when he won’t let me touch the ground?
-—Chicago Daily News.
PR N 7 O Syl L, Sl - L e

“You lif here mit a fellow?" Katerine”— and forthwith came a long, low, fluent
Miss Hochstirn raised her evebrows and looked | talk of very primitive stuff, ending with:

hard at her new acquaintance. Seeing nothing “But she sees the gun in my pocket, the one I

there but simple, ,serious curiosity, sha gave a | brought to shoot him with unless he marry her,

little twisted smile and s=aid: and she grabs it and shoots herself. Poor Katerine,
“Well, no. I'm working.” she nefer had no sense.”
“What at?" Miss Hochstirn sat looking into space, with her
“Teaching.™ white jaw squared.
“Den you're an educated girl. What sort of t'Ing “That will never happen to me,"” she said grimly.

you teach?” “I can get alang without men.”
“Just English.”

IT LOOKS MORE AND MORE LIKE TAFT EVERY DAY. Engiant. o whot A STRANGE PREFERENCE.
Des: Moines Register and Leader. “Oh—girls—of eighteen, nineteen—old as you." The red haired one stared. o S
S ot e e “What? You teach readin’ and writin' to them “You see, 1 like women better,” explainad the 4 EQUAL TO THE OCCASION. -
SN great big things?” professor, smiling. Kitty—We're getting dull again. Do say something brilliant, Bobby. Tl
London Oninfem

saddlen Cae. addled, for she o2 short and < oo -
] wa wem “Well—er—it's very fine writing,” said Miss Hoch- “You like women?" incredulously. Bebby—Radium!

3 '3 “ bl v lled f 1died, § 2
A L[TTIL T’\l 1 ()] stocky—a peasant type, Americanized by a stylish i 5 - Bk -
X4 i 414 S stirn, lamely. “Extra fine—like the newspapers, “Yeg, don't you? Men are great fun, of course,

you know.” (She glanced around to make sure no | , . they don’t eare for us. They like their busi-

e returned, and, pas

P‘§R IJOI:: ‘\‘0(‘1 \ l;“\' :\] i I't rey “i) £ 1 pe rs:n:x u.\'r-r‘murd_; i ness, they like other men—so why should we care
. o i sor of strong | * “You're awful young to be teaching. such a lot for them? I don’'t. I'd rather talk to
i . aceen “How old do you think I am?"” you than to most men. I'm not afraid of you, and
* to New York?" ’ “Eighteen.” , s I don’'t have to filatter you.”
Miss Hoechsti ifter a moment of 1't you judge people any better than that? The Side girl looked hard at her companion.

— ST R SIS *| The words had not been very clear, but the look of

the eyes that answered hers carried in it some-
thing new and pleasant. She had never met a
woman like this, who didn't brag about her ciothes
or of her *“fellows,”” who listened without interrup-

OPPORTUNITY KNOCKS AT
MISS HOCHSTIRN'S DOOR. | “atusinans .

sold me ticket for 11:30.

rided herseif on knowing tion to what you said, and swallowed all your little
2 = , ae Hitl ranttie k
as one of those little vanities. lles, and told you that she liked you.

SRR
her time Miss Hochstirn, meanwhile, was very much per-

But the Lady Shrinks Back Ap- vy roegmi e o

_ , 8 s bios L ' k """““” "'l‘: plexed. Here in this sudden manner had come the
/’lfl[[( (]' at ih l ossihirics : ! '\‘; = -‘.iA'vl‘m'- very opportunity to do a better ‘“‘uplifting’”’ that
= f th haired .,,),‘,. g‘,‘m she had been looking for. Sophja was a perscn
1;,,!‘.\1,”’”/. 2 + : . . o whom every kind of social reformer was after.
i " She was a perfect gem of wickedness. But what
Y € : you go. to do? To breoach the subject of reform to a
S e of =6 1 When evs g i 1 desire to go cheerful human being “‘most remarkably like you"
- a W € W T toue ',...A Miss Hochstirn is not easy.

seless s Very i n.- . - Sophia was expanding rapidly. “lLook here,” she
: \"')’ come with me to change my ticket, hein? said with sndden warmth of feeling, “I haf some
s : said '“. Head. X oranges we better eat,”” and she drew out the fruit

X N = ! Miss Hochstirn perceived that she was embarked from a paper bag.
; |« ‘ s of ist Jut st wius so amused Miss Hochstirn hated oranges as eaten from the
5 = { E « € the forr 1bl hand. It is a moist and pungent fruit, the orange.

But remembering what Tolstoy and other luminous
ones said about brotherly love, she took an orange
: : = AN EASY WAY OUT OF IT.

creature,
le the girl. Tha

hummy

you efer crazy over a lead.

i t cha e walting-room, and laborlously pulled off her long gloves, rolled .
S | ar fl m were opened up her fur cuffs, put her muff out of the way and Byptander—_Dld you see 'OV:I it "appened, lady?
g e \.i ""_"'”} |"""f"ﬁ"v1~" waded in. Sophia, after swallowing hers in two g’"'t Mg“’"‘;’;ot:- dear 'rlilob I ):;ast asleep ,-us; ‘;Ihet:'l.x »
« { ¢ “Waon't T be glad gulps, became thoughtful. NS e = SN N R A S—— ¥
: . p " i T 1 “Men iss most awful liars’ she said, slowly.
: i : i S AN . \_ w York?"” ) “Efen Maurice, he say: ‘Sophla, you iss my only
i S ! Su-u-ure. Dot’s de place for hers. Maine ain’t one. I don't lof none else.” But me, I don't belief
Mo I o= : = p 1 peop him."”
p | = Miss Hochstirn made a desperate attempt to do
2 - ) | ( A « nds—look at mein her duty.
3 A s S ove to display
. A Bowr meonds sl agiledpacn INCULCATING REFORM.
S { . where boats come, and the > “If T were you 1'd learn to make my living with-
v : | » Bhiae out Maurice,”” she said.
¢ = ;X wli of I TWIN SOULS. “How you mean?"’
o < { n! Ha Miss Smartt—You don’'t seem_to think very “I mean I'd learn a trade, so that I wouldn't
e | You 1 t meet many forei s, much of Mr. Jorkins, yet you are with him a | have to get my money from him. I'd be afrald
) R litely great deal. that if he knew I couldn't get along without him
- ' n| “Sure. iy rt. 1 must speak Polish, Ge:- b":"r- hsvze“e—OH! dl L(noq! he'sl_f_n allw"ul idiot; | he woula think little of me. I'd like to be able to
presented itself of uplifting v s j sy ed efery g. Dot’'s why mein tl:e ::":5 ;:nmoi:: o SR 'I'fa\‘ .v‘nieﬂw,smare leave hira, if [ wanted to, and have him miss me."
She was ' thote '3 b o X - . Once 1 English beauti- | | s ; e e g z 8ophia took her companion all in, and then sald
ker mir .A ‘ ;;'K o > - fu £ as AT e il MU : I with a sudden illumination:
n. Bost - ¢ ) Jl' "("‘,’ oghstin, ‘scornfully, ‘but yet secretly | “Some one Is missing you now, hein?"
New York 1. T ex here p._i\.] : — n , { The eagerness of the reformer suddenly drooped.
= ’ 5 : b _‘\:."“ FPUS RO CER & | She took up her long gloves and drew thern slow-
. 3 n.&\'xu,\'-m-\'m:. ly on her eclever-looking white hands.
A ‘ King - a “Twenty-seven! And you ain't married yet? 1! ‘No,”” she said, a little bitterly “No one is miss-
s . " ( sh know id the linguist, I was that old I'd go out after a man with a gun.” . ing 1ne There are such lots of other kind and
you - 0 . with her thick hoer I read the newspapers,” said Miss Hoch- EDUCATION AND MATRIMONY comfortable girls—like—you.”
fair ol e e gl istily ee B she had made a vulgar g 4 i N | She let her hands fall in her lap @ moment. Then
= Bty . - s % o : » red-haired one looked | Miss Ho -'1rn was siient and disdained explana- | gha rose
rett: me y | tlon. But after a momer flection the one from | It's nearly midnight. Our train must be made
Others walting in the stat ed severa You lif in Boston?"' she inquired Portland got to the root of the matter unassisted | up.”
women In various stages of dogge resi i “Ye 1 f York My parents live | In the remark I \ wphia, silent 1 hold of Ler “telescope,” and |
and a girl with red 1 la W e rs | there ke yours."™ | “These educated girls don’t get married m the pa went l~--.1 through the hollnv\'-%u:;ndm
at the drsﬁi Present this pped off her “You married” | Another pause. And then Miss Hochstirn 2 d: .u;;v'vv.- stati : down | Hk-fm‘l.c line of r:ars \xnlgli
chair, picked up a big valise and [ | *And are you married?" Miss Hochst Pullman was reached
3 sigs ALt S ) 10t eaid the uneducated one, lower- i1, who had no money for a berth, and had
fidentially. *“Next munt’ 1 never seen one, wanted to have a look at Miss
irs now i lif mit dot fellow Huo 1's.  And though the amateur Social Re-
| ) d ~l. half the store: [ follow former was rather weak at the idea of being “seen
:“"7" from New York—all that wa) off” by such a companion, she again thought of
sgay, ‘Sophia, dot is no sense." But do 1 | Tolstoy, Gorky, and the theory of brotherly love,
no! Efer since | was fourteen I lof dot | and 1 the porter help Sophla aboard y (
vears ago. I was in school then. But 1' g sphia  looked longingly at the glories of 1.119'
‘cause 1 go and see him efery day—ya— iiliman architecture
efery day. My modd *You iss too yo ,'" she said, “couldn’t 1 sleep with you, hein?"’ i
get so wild," but T says 1a, 1 can’t he This was too much. Miss Hochstirn began to see |
You see, I was just c¢ dot fellow W at last whither the doctrine ef brotherly love mlgh(i
[
i

Miss Hochstirn looked down the dim recesses of “Well—er—no; I'm afraid not,”” she said coldly.
the past, and then back into the blue es under |  There was a s=ad silence. Sophia’s lip trembled,
the red pompadour, d answered *“Yes but she accepted the situation. WANTED: A MAN, WHITE PREFERRED.

“Well, then, you know. A s0 when he goes “You'll come and see me off in the morning? “What kind of a man would you like for a husband?” )
off to Portlandt for to make dot store, 1 goes too, | she said wistfully. “My mudder, maybe she will “Oh, either a bachelor or a widower. I'm not particular which™
and T lives mit him, and he akes money—lots meet me. And yours, too. 1 like to see your mud- —IMustrated Bit%
and now, next munt’, I mar fellow der.”

Oh, he's the grandest looker Big—c v ha all The vision of mutual introductions that flashed S
Llj,vzx-la ffho women ls.jn<1 4:.::?:.' after Maurice.” into Miss Hoc l;fl:rn'x mind quite blotted out any brought home a f"r"l{"‘i jmlm:or and two bottles | jected. ‘No point? =al@ 1. ‘Consider. The ma3
:x‘d:l\lul\l “(.:.v,'.'x Lis name? !.-;l:“'!u‘ 1‘:'1:‘1:;)‘.”_ e el l ; i ;;:‘;1::"‘;:;1‘36;9;1 r' ’.h.“ s.m'-l lh»' I:‘n.l_\'. in a .:::wn:- m“.~:~xxm1 for a boy. His wife ;\rﬁs“”f"" i
Sur | ] - : 1e train stops, J * nd she came down and opened the | with twins, both bovs If that doesn't show

“It's a pretty name that—Mauric sald Miss | she =ald stifly, us she led the girl to the Pullman | door. ‘Il make a light. dear,’ she said, ieading | the value of advertising what does it show?”

Hochstirn. There di:ifted to her the vislon ot { the way through the dark hall toward the din- : ,A ) ‘Q,L " VIR ¥ m. 2 f'.‘JI it ke
| & certain slim, fastidious Oxford don, who cnce 51ill Sopl:da lingered on the platform by the ordi- ; ing room. And then she turned on the electric .‘l S Sy dENEERlar SRR it A8
“ Yes, Maurice was a pretty name. nary coach, where she must pass the night. | current, and, looking at her husband "r““‘ A-l | had confided his business affairs to his W
| “And now 1 4 to New York for to get mein od night,” sald the would-be lover of man- | ‘But where,” she demanded, ‘is the "! . reny | 5. R cught to do. he wy RV T
| wedding t'ings. You can’t get nothing elegant in | éhas A Gy T 0 JovSter and | g expense of that advertisement.” "

Portlandt. It's a no good city. No shows—ng noth- | vod night,”" said Sophia, inarticulately. R Here,’ said the man, striking him- | S— e — !
ing. Say, haf you ever been to the Thalla Theaytre | Here was a chance to take Sophia, mould her and g self on the stomach.” ‘

in New York?" ;Eumdnnl Maurice. For the little tough had felt | T ey AS NEAR AS HE DARED.

Miss Hochstirn had been there, In a silumming | drawn toward the college professor. Of this Miss | ANV ART WIDELY CULTIVATED A couple of elty men wers playing golf whet
party, protected by two detectives. She was glad { Hochstirn had a gullty conviction. But convention- | = y : they i lfeman king at them r
now that she could show a bright-eyed look of | #lty, the bitter rules of the world she had always | . H‘f“kkr.l Washington praised the other Say ! fully ! *d him to join the game. 'bm;:

t recollection and say “Yes!” enthusiastically, lived in, and, atove all, sheer soclal cowardice, put 'l" New York the “dry” condition of the South. | did with alacrity. He was mild in speech

“You live near there?' she added, rem: mbering f out any flickering warmth of feeling. - S0 many of our Southern beverages are im- | ner and played well once 'fhen ne n
the sinister looking streets | "Good night,” she said again, with firnness, ang | Pure, t0o,” he said. “I once heard a couple of | a foozle he ejaculated bemenity the

“On Grand s t. Where do you?” | retreated dnto the sleeper.. Opportunity had knocked | Southern brewers talking over their cigars .‘ waptll another

“On Riverside Drive.* | at her Jdoor, got no weicome and passed vn | ‘Well,” said the older man, ‘it fs, of Dt ,.\.. I yments later when he had made

“\\:l.vl'e's that?" ; ! .—-‘ ; w——— . | enough to brew a g00d beer; but to brew ‘ Ex;..‘l ' 7l|\||\‘x‘\ e

::“ “.-\' .h.\i”]‘; r‘“' IHE NASTY GOl RMAND. ‘ beer that people will drink all the same is an | ,“‘ 14 1 time he sa!d this one of hi® ne®

‘\’: ”l;ﬁl{”d:,:_l. George 'W. Rector, at a recent dinner in New | *°" | made fri sald 1 you

“Oh, that's west. I don't know nothing west.” York, “”_‘l during t_h-- terrapin course: “The ! ) *"-——7 - . : 7'1 @ 4 a Wi ‘ tive rn—:'w 3

After 2 moment’'s hesitat on Sophia asked: gourmet is & connolsseurof fToods 'and wines. | WRA2 I .\."““'H“' ! 'I\\“jlil “‘ : v' : :0 -“-; t that the

“If you don’t come here with a fellow, what for |- 1 D€ gourmand is a low glutton. It was, for in- | Lillian B. Hill, a writer of humorous adver ? bigge ‘:‘.Il'\x.\hll cotad? o s
do you leaf your family in New York?" Stance, a gourmand—n'ver a  gourmet-—who | tisements, told at a dinuner in Chicago i.‘,.,“r “ 1 e w .‘-‘; ;'-H:-;r.-; y clergyman. —Pick Me UB. ¥

| “Lots of people ask me that,” Miss Hn:hsnm‘ reached hls home at 8 o'clock one morning to ! grocer who advertised for a boy and w h.‘-c.p \A ".‘ 1 ST WO L, -
| emiled. “It's just because we all must 2o out of | find himself locked out. He rang and rang, and | presented him the next day >\~Hh ,“..n;' h"m THEN HE'D MOVE.

ADDING INSULT TO INJURY, the home when we grow up. If we d-i't marry | at last his wife protruded her head from an up- | boys. “This story was printed” . 1 iy Teachar— ¢ y her owed the butcher 87
“Now, don't deny it, Rose. You wore my shoes.” then we go alone, that's all." , stailrs window. ‘You can just go away,’ she said. | the other day d afiée : »:“. ST, thee::s.u'“n} "‘M{ ;i: A.r 2‘: ' ;NM how
“Only once—my feet nurt me so, and | wanted something comfortable.” Sl { “Ah, but a girl Bets Into awful troubles some- | ‘I'm tired of this. You shan't get in to-nilh': American “n."-mp“;hd e a‘ e Ay would »,,rn,.\,:’.‘.,d;"‘ .’?, :{ . :

Meggendorter- Blitter, | times,” said the world worn, darkly. My cousin ‘But, my dear,” hiccupped the husband, ‘I have i it. ‘There was no ;m:;‘:(u rl:.rm.«s- ‘o me about | Tommy Harlumm—-Nothin'. Hed movel™

the woman ob- Judge's Library.




