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Miss BHenhsm Jooked impatiently at the lln her direction; although she showed an

elock. Her fast and most fayvored admir-
€r was twently minvtes late; and being i
belle, and somewhat spolit, she was botn
irritated and astonished. It was ber fi=st

winter I New York, and aliliough she
had foond  thest Northern men did not
take fire as spontancouxly ok thoase of the
st ohival s and romantle South, out
of which she had cmorzed for the first
time four months since, still they had
acknowledged hér ¢idims upon the ad-
miration of thelr sox In general, and she
had bieen the bells of the winter T«
women Hioed her, bat eriticlsed her ad
cent; asented unavimousiy that she was
provincial, “in a way,'”" desplte the co-
Joss H hor family tree: and con-
fessed themedlves gquite unnhle to under-
stand her charm for men. “She s neither
beautife]l nor amusing. nor has she any
styie to speak of,”" they asserted, with

l.l"‘!"r.
would never be taken for a

some
but she
Yorker—never!
net even larky !
The men made no
her charm; they

Noew
And then—why, she is
attempt to analyze
merély succumbed,
slowly and steadily. When cross-examio-
ed they answered somewhot pettishiy
that of course she was beautiful. Pid she
not have eyes, and did she pot dance like
an angel? And was she not the most—
well, remarkably Interesting to talk te?
And her manners—could anything be more
perfect than a Southern girl's manners?
What If she wans thin? Was she not the
more gracefyl and falry-like to dance
with on that accouni? What more could
a man ask? And what if her complexion
wits rather dark snd eolorless, and there
was a foigt black line the upper fip
of a mouth none ton small? Men didn’t
notice those thinegs when a womin was
a5 churming as Cora Benham, and were
not particulurly grateful for having them
pointed out

Jf Mixs Benham had heard these tart
conversations she would have smiled
She was thoroughly acqualnted wilb the

nn

secrel of her fascination: 1 Was the de-
termination to please. Her father, who
had 1ost only two-thirds of his fortune

diring the civil war, had gone on kecp-
ing epern house, and she had seon some-
thing of the world from the time she wWas

old enough to toddle mbout the blg par-
lors. Before she wns out of pinafores ner
mother had sald to her mo times than

she could count: “Farget yoursell the mo-
ment you are with our goests, and think
only of what will please them. And when
you tulking to forget all abont
the others. Be impersoned, my dear;
impersonsl.” This 1s common  enough
a’vice In the South, whore haspitaiity i=
»garded as one of the arts and it ae-
counts for much of the charm of its
women: but Miss Benham was successful
to the point of local fame: not only had
she tha: sort of magnetism which ems-
nates from an Intense and vivid spirit,
but she was nt painst to accentuate the
racial characteristics. She managed to
discover something about every man she
expected to mert, and gritified him o
the verge of tears during the first teén
minutes of their acquaintance. Her eyes
when talked into had an expression of
rapt concentration that no man had ever
seen equaled. Bhe rarely spolke of her-
self: when pressed she succumbed, but in
a manner both reserved and econfidential.
She had lcarned to divine what a man
most wished to tilk about, and she led
him straight into those pletsant pas-
tures with & gentle Insi=tence which nev-
er dsgenerated inlo engerness. Her mood
was ever tesponsive, which, the foriy-
nate man wos made to understand, was
the resull of hls overwhélming personali-
ty. She threw back her head and lsugh-
ed with mellow delight at the feehlest
of witticiems and the most flagrant of
puns She flattered  deliberately and
broadly, but with a ssparateness that
amounted to gendus: each donee felt that
the man did not llve for whom his por-
tlon could he duplicated., And vet, so0
natorally did her gifte and acqguirements
sit upon her, she wag oot too insincere;
she was, indeed, capable of strong emo-
tion, and nf swift indignation at the more
contemptihie manifestatlone of human na-
ture; which was, perhaps. no small part
of her charm. And gs she honestly lov-
ed socicty, and had been born with the
desire for the respectful and companion-
abls homnage of men, she saw no reason
why ehould pot make a succoess of
her life.

Bhe had met Maynard Bridges toward
the end of the winter: he was a very
busy man, and went Hitle into soclety.
Ig spite of strong family connections he
was, Indesd, more or less of nn outsid-
er; he was the editor of a dally
newspaper, and had made hix own Incomse
since the year he Ieft ooliege. His rise,
pfter 1he usual apprenticeship In the eity
room, had been rapldl, and for the
tén vears he had ocrupded Smporta
torinl positions. He was n ¢lub m atidl
repartal to be somoewhnt fast, but he was
one of the hardest working and maost en-
thusiastic journalistn lo New York, nev-
erthieloss. He used o say frankly that
he was ashamed of the sengationnl news-
paper which pald him the lurgest salary
received by any editor In the metropolls,
bt he had made a stupendous sSUCCTHS
of thut newzpaper on its own lines. and

nre one

Liee

s "I‘.'

far

past
eddd-

would dauldless have thourht yiane
mnad who suggested that he pidress a
protest to s proprictor: he was philo-

sophical, and, moreover, he was usol to
8. n Intimate friend, who wounld not
have the “Eye" In Wiz house. told him
once that if be were induced 10 accept
the oditorship of & highly respectable
PewEpa peer hie would Ltake to drink through
sheer ennul In lens than a month: and
he replied with u laugh that doubtices he
should.

e had mel Cora Benham nt the honse
of & womnn who was not oply fufthrul to
ber old friends whether they poured riclies
at the feet of New York sociely or not,
bul was grateful for the opportunity of
talking, in a while, to n man of
brains. EBince the night he had taken the
fouthern belle in to  dinner he had
called on hor aud although she had
too much tact to show, in the presence
of her other pdorers, bher dectded prefer-
enee for hiz society, she managed to be
atone when he cabled. Tonlght she had
given un o bull for his sake, and she aat
opposite the emply doorwsy with an ex-
of baughty engulry

But when DBridges entered he made no
apology. His handsome pallld face was
Lrilliant with eagoerness, and even his big

O

datly.

pren=ton

grace and comfort o her
low eltadr by the fire, her sarlet shawl j-
luminating her dark eager face.

pnbundanes of

What §s (17 1 wish 1 could evon guess
Have o had pight good news nbout
something? Are you gaulng o b seut
b us Ambassador? You ought 1o

Oh, dear, dear, it g2 nothing =0 per-
sona! ng thats Lut it = magniticent all the

| same, That Is, If it is Lroe; smd our men
re piretty relinbl A report has come
vier the wire that the BElue Star Linet
| Superbus has gone 1o pleces just off the

“She dresses well enough, |

|

| = "
fashionable

frame, made for mpose, was manifestly
under the control of his nerves, He was |
often  pestless, byt tonlght soamething
sewemmod on the point of bursting through
him. Miss Henham was interested and
aelf -1 1l ar wpce

i was afr2id something hind happened

2o you,” she marmured In her sympathetle
voloe, which Bridges had told her would
soothe o man who had been trring to de-
elde two guestions nt onee all day long.

“Take that chule—it $=5 30 comfortable. 1
sew that somethineg extraordinary has
Bhappenind. Do 141 me about It—that is,
of course, If you cnre to, and if | could
underatand n—-

“What couidn't a2 man ialk to you
about? and what couidn’t you understand?
By the way, there Is a telephone in this
house lsn't there?”

“Aunt has one in the upper hall*

“1 was sure of |, or I shouldn't have
yentured to come, even to you."

He had thrown himself into the deep
chair, but risen again rimost immedinte-
1y, and was rapldly walking up and down
the room. His eyes, which usualiy kin-
dled whenever they met hers, were now
Bired from within, and barely wandered

| snowstorm

Irish coast in o thick snowstorm, and (hot
the fow g spved—mustiy women—are
cilmbing hand over hand op a perpendicu-
Inr cliff in thelr night ol

Miss Beunham hod = iz to her feor,

“How xwful” spedd,  “"How aw-
ful! Is thers any one on board you know?
No woniler you are excited. Oh, 1 wish
1 could 40 something IDelleates women
climbing a perpendicular ¢iiff in a storm
amd @&l this very moment! How strunge
and terrible to Know of things going on
at such o long way off! Do you supposs
some one has gone to thelr assistance—
is heiping them now ™

He sgtrode over to the door, lifted aside
the portiere, and listened Intently

1 thought 1 heurd the telephone,”™
snid.

Her brow, which had been puckered
with distress, olearad suddenly.

“You sidd there was just a hope that it
might not be true!” sho exclaimed.

thes—

she g

he

“Don’t suggest such a thing!™ eried
Bridges. *“"We haven't had a story like
that for months. IUs magnificent. What
n _seene! Canoot yon picture t? The

wild Irigh coast, boats fighting their way

through the roaring breakers, those wo-
men in their night clothes In a driving

clinging 1o that steep Dbrist-
cliff-—-why, there were he a dozen
New York women on board,

Hing

and one woman of the English peerage |

that I know of.
It Is one of the mast striking things we
hand for months and months—""'
He caught her ¢ amd paused., Her
face wis white. whas staring at him,
i the customury generous measure of
ympathy and approval had fled from her
¢Xpan
"D yau
breath was Ia
that you exult in
in th
men ™

“Of egurse not, of course not! T would
noei step on & worm; but 80 long ns it has
to be—ixk actunlly happening—eant you
I s all maghificently dramstie. It
leaps straight to my news sense and ETips
. I am an old warhorse, you know, The
seent of blg nows makes my very nos-
trils quiver.,” He i..—u.—.;!:r}l. 1 belleve you
#re really shockead, exquisite 1litle
Southern girl. You've boen brought up on
dajly editions of weekly papers, Just try
to look at it from my prdnt of view.*

"I am shocked,” she sail. She turned
her back upon him, and walked over 1o
the fire. “IL have neither the abinty nor
the desire to put myscif at your point of
view. You seem to have lmuginat! do
you redlize that those women are In tor-
rible apony of mind and body thot they
are freczing in a snowstorm, and EX IO~
ing every moment to be thelr lust?
heartlesg brute!™

She brought out her last words with
such vehemsence that he was at her gide
In an instant, and the excitement having
quite left his face, It loeked apprehensive
and carewarn,

“I am not a brute” he gaid. “T swear
that T am net. If T could hasten those
women Intoe safety, I would: snd mnke
them forget what they'd gone through, In
the but newspaper men have a
gixth sense, which for the time being—""

“You would hurry them to the end of
the scene but would simply hate
to hear that the whaole story was a hoax,
and that the ship wos safely out at sea.
I= not that true?’

“Well, yes.," He laughed, *1 believe it
it. T nm afrald | am quite demoralized:
exciting eptsodes, which menan blg news,
are the very breath of life to me HRee
member, we are all the result of our con-
ditlons. Fale drove me Into journalism,
and ths mere faot that T am the most
successful journallst in New York proves
that-1 have developed my news sense g
degree higher than any of my rivals. It
I were not on fire over thiz episode T
should be second-rate. This Is the only
defence T cun make. 1 did not antielpate
making any. You are o sympathetic—
ryou onderstand a man by Intultion 1
hnve never, In all my forty years of my
e, seen anything ke 8. Bui of courss
Lhis is a new world 1o you, this world of

My God!—forgive me, but

aed eyes
her
g lnd,

medan to s€ny,"” the sald
bored—"that »ou are
that terrihle

agony of those poor delicals

necident,

Wir-

seae T

you

You

are a

barening

you

journalism in Its extreme modern plinse,
and you will have to & P it oot o Hitie
When you have 1 am st eXON-

1 You 1
ve R: h

It mys«lf

ns much ns |

nuge It f5 antaponls L every
1 instincet, and love It. becaom

¥

has e

ome second natwre,  And reémem-
bér st there is one thing hetter than he-
fne that Is to be

1 8 1) -4 A
not approach

supremely notural, 1 3
tha ideal you have cherisbed In vour old-
bigh-toned South, but at Jeust
I am mysclf. 1 agke no pretensions. Let
that plead for mi temember, also, Lhat
the true philosophy of lfe = 1o tnke peo-
gule iy thim, ool to insist
LI Leing ke somebody A
He had touched her In a vulnerable
Fpot and she jooked a2t him with less of
nl. But she shook her hea o
asympathles may be qgalek,™
I think they and T have had
My admiration for you heretof ire; hut,

fa=hioned

you and

thedr

vlse,

re=eenter
M

naid

sha

Awre

das you =ny, ] must study this out. Andg
I tannot begln my course until 1 know
that the poor creatures hanging to that
CUTT are safe.*

“I'N return to the office nat on ¢, and
telephone you us  the news comes In.
There is no use for mo Lo say any more
now, apnd—| shail not come here aguln
untll you send for me 1 simply it
face that change In your oyes, hiéy
inok ke flint, and usually = * * Well

you bave sucecedsd o blunting my news
senge for onee; | have practically forgot-
ten the office for the last ten minutes. I
must go now, Good-night.'"
“Good-night.” Dut she did ook turn her
heud wgain, nor hold out her bhand.

1L person 4 lesson. At the moment his mag- | otes iater she went through the various
The messages wheh traveled between | netism did pot appeal ta her (o the Jeast stoges of terror, resignation, and exalts
the sditoriul rooms of the “"New VYork| ™ ..-1-‘1_; i r--n';lv:. lavk In )iuu!n:rdlli\-- Lhor, 'I‘illra hi“u'liw";.ﬂs g?}-mmi chimbing
Saial i - : =t i | PIELDIA Uil nEtct whienln shouis Lo er eachh odner in thaelr oaforts Lo cnenlf
?_"' < “': II IMI’JIT-‘-!, I“'_! 1“""__ might wer there js repluced hy n horrid  faoculty | the Lont. AU times §t stroaggled Dot wesen
very wunsatisfoctary, and the stortliog | which you eull ‘news sense,” ami which | the crushing wall of (he great cunons of
headlines of the greal dully merely | certainly dwnrfs all others. 1 could never | the son, oniy to cltmb up to tha dizzy
sorted next morning that the ladics wepe | unds rstand i,\'u-s]. n|h-l I should “I.‘j\ r-l.’ want | eminence of .II “'!‘Fi‘i‘ Wl h»-llx!:l I]l'- that
atl “limblne . 111 FW e 2 1o, Sympathy hetween u_:1 WO o¢ 'm- | aring mooniit darkness recalied the ter-
i‘l e 'I'i"’”" "'“" However, ':" 19 | poasinle. 1 should stife,’ ..J ritde tuinl waves that have done such
oclock, Mr. Drhdges' deputy was abie to | “Rut you love me.” ! 1 xervice in letteors: then shat down
assure Xs# Benbham that il who bhad ex- 1 do not know." she roplied meditatives | once mare Into 1the vold. More than onoe
caped from the ship had reached Joyve) I¥. “You attract mi ors :-.'!1.~|f'. _t in illl'l ! li.!‘n- |--|.'!1.‘1t||"|_~" l\\'n—lr;llnln.ult :;-‘ lf!iii Ih.ui
rround i ores be . CHATIV T ¢, clusive wWay, semething In ome (1 it 3 *_'---Ii n st nawh r:i....‘ = it 2|'|g¢-g
& \',”' s “",i WE! ‘".l“'_" Properly cargd {or. | oo temporary. As soon as Lam at home | righted it and gulded §t on with no ap-
When Cora secovered fromm the shock this experience will seem guite Jike a | parent effort,
und the suspense, she uniocked her top | dream.™ Suddenly he leaned forward and shout-
drawer, and took out o miniature Lonk- *It will Inom pp and haunt you as the | od to her:
wan tontalning sume twonty tiny wvol. | el experience of your e, §  promise | Do yoa know why 1 hrought you hepe?
4 T WORLY Hny vols | oo that.” He flung away his clgar, and | Yesterday 1 should have sabd that T was
vmes,  Each volume was Inscribed with | hefore she  could gurss hix  intention, | tao modern for this sort of thing: but |
the name of an orndament to the sex | cought ber in a close embrace and kissed | am a savage in the willerness at the
which did her homage., and the leaves |her repeatedly. He bad dismissad his cool | present moment. Will you marry me?'!
“-‘r » covered with w It,‘ S k; ' P deitberation of manner with his cigar, ani “What shall you o if 1 say na?’
Pre COVEerod 1 written charac ers. Bhe | gy searcely less agituted than herself P you over. And lenve you, foean
removed the one leseribed  Maynard | ay she struggled out of his arms and | swim back. "™
Bridges, and wrote in It as [ollows: sprang to her feel. He did not mean a word of it. A man
o o A “ake me home this Instant,” she gasp- | had said of him onee that he owadl st
= Jn'u:”l“_!ls_m I,m.n “'Ir‘_'_'"‘"‘:‘ .in sixth ed. “How dared you! Haove you no re= | least half of his success to his supreme
semse (yclept news sensel which 158 un- | gho0t for women up here? 1 hate you. | skit-in the great natfonal game of hiuff,
dermining  clvillzation while apparently | Yoo are a disgrace to vour mother’s ood, | And he Hd not feel (n the least like a
developing it for s volarles when off | If ¥you had been brought up in  the | savage, of the historic type at least. He |
uard are nelthe a " “ g South— o hud seon bis opportunity and grasped it
‘. - Qn - '.r il;nh..-relmnur e lh.m “Hang the South!" cried Bridges, who | with his usual nerve gnd nhmbleness of
SAVaEcH. uery: ou a  Journal- | wae on his feet, with blaging eves. 1 am | thought., If he had not he wounld have
ist be consldered as a serious sub- going to marry you—do you understand? | thought himself a fool,
Ject Tor matrimony, or merely as|lm n‘;n the sort of man Lo be |,m':14-¢l round But in the cold moonlight, sgainst thoso
a npecimen a novelty. Interest- | P¥ the nose, and when 1| make np my | black hissing ‘walls, his voles torn by the
ing e I; Lanise? 1“ mun': ereat mind to a thing I do It. I haven't half a | wind, his eves hard ns jron in his white
L P dis- | dozen fallures to my account In all the | face, he defled analyeis, und she accapted
pose of this polnt before I can make up | forty ycars of my life—and those are oo | his words as final, She swayed from side

my mind whether I shall =ee Maoynard
Bridges again. He both attracied ood
first, but until last

repelled me from the 6
night all my ¢Morts to anxlyze his pe-
cullur personality were futile. Now, how-
over, 1 understand; bhe 5 simply
normnl development, a helpless victim of
this modern monsteor, Neorthern journsl-
ism, s0 unlike all men I have known that
I felt his pecullar individuality ot
alithough outwordly he resemblos
men-of-the-world

*If I had pot
revelntion,
rivd hKim? Aflter
eniries I have come
1 should; desplte
1 wis mscingted by his brains, his mag-
netism, and his  delightful  manners—
which he owes 1o his Seuthern blood; his
mother wns a Muynard, Am | safe now?
That i5 the gquestion. I not, T must go
straight hoeme, instead of golng to Bar
Hurbor—for we are to visit alt the sume
houses there! The more 1 think of It
the more 1 feel sure that 1 could not
marry a muan who is dominated by an ar-
tificial and revolting Instinet; I should feel
as if 1T were living with a sort of modern
Frankensteln, Tulk nboot the danger of
the loterpational marriage! 1 feel far
more In tune with the many Englishmen
1 have met than with this specimen of
perverted Amerlcanism. There are cen-
suries between the South and the North in
Its extreme development; instead of the
few generationgs wheh sepacate ‘the Old
World from the New.”

A fow doyes later she wrole again:

*I have decided to let matters take
their course, As we are leaving tewn at
once I should not see him here agasia in
any case, We xhall meet at Bar Harbor,
but I ama now quite positive that bore-
after he will merely Interest me 4% a cu-
riosity."”

an ab-

OHCe,

other

hideous

andl

had this truly
I hnve loved
referring 1o
to the conciusion thut
the repwellent (eroe,

shouid

prrevious

for,

111,

They met at Bar Harber in July; and,
as both were people of the world, there
was nothing In thelr manner, even when
ulone, to suggest thot o few weeks be-
fore they had been on the brink of mut-
rimony. They mnde no allusion to thelr
former acguaintuncs, beyond the vague
generalities of people possessing common
friends; and, although the bay with its
bristling porcupines glistened below the
terrace, and the roar of the Atlantiec rose
high on windy nights, the subjects of
shipwrecks was avoided by mutoal con-
Nevertheless, for Miss Benham to
resint flirting with an ioteresting man
wouldd have Deen ae easy as 1o pinch to
death the jole de vivre, and Maynard
Bridges was as Interesting as ever In
fact he was dxtinctly the most Interesting
man at Bar Harbor, particulariv—she
mada this discovery suddenily. a week
gfter hiz arrival—as he seemed to have
forgotten the existence pf Journalism;
she never even cavght him reading a
newspaper. He talked mlong with her §n
that happy land of liberty, took her in his
smart traps for drives along the foot of
the mountain and out into the country,
and punted her for hours about the bay
in a canoe. Fle smoked on the veranda
during dancing hours, but he invariably
took her in to sapper. He sent to New
York for the new books and magazines,
beriblonest baskets of bonbons, and the
choleest flowers of exorbitant holhouses;
all of which were offered at the shrine
of the Southern belle in the ponchalant
manner of the Ameriean swaln, wheknows
his duty and has no desire to shirk it
But he never gave her %o much as a
of sentiment,

"I cannot make him out.”” she annogne-
ed to the little book inscribed Mayngrd
Bridges. “When I knew him before, he
let me see almost ot onve that he loved
me. Now his air is simply: ‘You are the
most churming girl hoere, and, moreover,

sent.,

lance

a belle who ecommands  the tems-
porary devotion of any discrimina«
ting man' Or s he playing a

deep game? Trying to plque me? Doubt-
iess, os he s gliving his ‘news sense' a
rest, he can concentrate on certain other
faculties the more effectually, If he
would tear it up by the roots I would
marry him tomorrow—at least | think 1
would; T'm pot right positive bow I do
foeel to him, But he sald It was second
nature, and | am =sure he was correct. He
i= merely taking a much-nesded rest, and
when he goex back to hls work that mon-
ster will be fairly gluttonovs, He stated
the truth. e must tuke people ns we find
them--and feave them at the right mo-
ment.™"

One morning they ran thelr eanpe nto
the cove of a small island and wandered
about In the shade. They were quite
alone. Mount Desert, which had bustled
with gay mroning life when they left It
showed only at this distance the staccsto
movement of an occasjonal trap. Sulll-
van, on thelr right, with ity long solitary
mtrect and rugged background, might have
bern an abandoned village awalling s
poet,

*“Just think!” exclalmed Cora, ns they
sat down in the heavy shads of o Ltree,
“Sullivan is two hundred years old, and
has never had a church—a New Er
villnge it that!"

and

“1 am golng to marry you,' sald
Bridges, by way of reply. He was smok-
Ing, hlf tones were unfmpassicued, uand

he was looking at her with eves I which
thess was no trace of timid tentativencas

But Iif he had wished to take her by
surprise he sUccesded. She startad,
changsl her position abruptly, and color-

he

L | Iut she nnswered vehemently:
“Jadeod you are not! Do not fancy 1
am a chit of a glrl Lo be enptored off-

hand by & "masterful” man. | am twenty-
four, and 1 long since learned to use my
reason, snd to balance it against my
—wish
I never married.”

conlly., You brlong Lo
the old-fashloned type
would go through Ufe cherishing an un-
fortunate attuchment rather than seek
| distraction and compensidtion In a  bril-
lHant match. Of course ¥you could go on
being a belle=but 1 doubl if you'd care
I about it. Do you like the prospect of the
nliernative "

“Anything would he better than marry-
be huapis

“For you love me.
Southern

| ing a man I could not possibly
with.™

Biu
men in
was quile

“You jump Very
sfon that you could
me."”"

“I have glven woeks to thinking It all
ont: of course, T knew vou would projpuoss
soaner or Inter: they always do.'  She
gave a Hutle sigh of resignation. It was
tinie, she thoaght, to drop her subtle fut-
toeries and give this too assertive Northern

wits 5o necustorned to dealing with
thelr proposing mooda that she
herself again

nimbly ta the conciu-
not be happy with

| ness in

2. 1 would not murry you—nog if |

“Then you will never marry,” he repifed |

thasg |

Insiguificant to rr-m'.'gl.!‘r What is more,
1 qever wanted anyt -

could give me ns mobh as I want vou—
and that Is saving more than you can ap-
pPreciate now.
llkr a concert of Eoope; a comnbination of
sirerfichidl regomblanods o thovght and

| metives apd of watehful lutred. Come.
It us go back.” L
iv.
ithe kept her room fs_-f two dovs, Her

firs. Instinet haid Ieen for precipitate
flight, for she wus terrificd, Hor only resa-
ron for dismissing therldea was the assur-
ance that Bridgz s wpuld follow her. There
wis no getting the bost of & man ke that
exeept by standing up to him. Her uncle
had told her that he was the prentest
tyrant in American jJournallsm, that the
“Eye reporters baia him in terror, al-
theugh they appreciated the advantonge of

working for o master mind that saved |

them much thinking. He loved her, of
courds, but she was no queecn to him; he
was too hard and practical; too self-cen-
tred and ambitious, 1o spond his life on
the steps of a throne. She resinted this
attitude with ail the accumulated arro-
guuce of long vears of easy conguests.
Then she refleoted that, by all the Liws of
romance, she sheuld be madiy in love with
thiz masterful belng, whom she could not
dominate, who had not even taken the
trouble to propose to her, and who loomed
before her six feet One and as siure as
fate. But she was 8 woman of high and
rather romantie ldenls. Not only did the
distorted modernism of Bridzes horrify
her Judgment, but he Was ho romantic,
gioomy, stalking hero of n German novel;
he wins a splek-and-span New York jour-
nalist, a9 unpicturesque as he was bril-
Hant. He did not appenl to her imagi-
nation in the {feast. She knew by this time
exactly In what his fascination consisted;
his virile brain and his physical magnet-
ism. Did she marry him she must deteri-
ornte, for before the ceremony she would
huve ecast out her (deals for ever: and in
time she would accustom hersell imper-
ceptibly to a revised, depleted, and cold-
blooded editlon of human nature. Doubt-
lesa she would also develop a “nows
serse,’” and rejolce in the tragedies that
arranged themselves for the benefit of the
in=atiible press; no woman could live with
a man like that and not come to ressmble
him, Sull, lUfe with him would indubl-
ably be Interesting, She hag far more
brain than she had over permitted her
adorers to discover. and to experiment
1‘:1"{'1 life possesscd its charms, despite her
£is,

She kept her room becapse she wighed to
consider the question in ull (s aspects,
and arrive st & definite conclusion before
she met him ngoin; and if she did make
up her mind to let him go he would find
that her will was as strong as his,

During these two days she recelved no
mussage from him, neither did she see
Lim on the adfolning termce of the houss
where he was now @ guest. At the close
of the second day her eyes had ceased to
long for a sight of him, and she fervently
hoped that he had been eanllad to New
York. She wrote as follows in the little
vaolume which bore his name:

"1 am sure now that it I8 & pure ques-
tion of personal magnetism, Hia Inluence
on my mind invariably recedes with the
vecumulation of hours betwesn us  That
means that | have no’ sentimont for him,.
for if 1 had 1 should™Tove him more when
wa were parted.  JTotellecetoal attraction
and passion do not ﬂlﬁup the whole of
lave. 1 have now deo once for all. 1
will not marry him. TI'Have « premonition
that the wrenoh willl rder than [ an-
ticipate at pn-sﬂuﬂ: briin feels worn
out just now—and -1 shall be on the
point of sending for him again and again;
i 1 don’t love him Il 8m closer to love
than I've been bel ~because he has
awakened fully twe-thipds of me. But 1
should be wore than & fool If [ delib-
erately put out the fight that has steadlly
grown In my braingg which 1 have so
carefully tended, Il’,I-‘
shall Aud evervthing;.
ter a thousand times
une's Idenls” e
" When she closed thes
er than she had for ha, She wus sad
nnd discolvaged, “longed to ba at
n"i?:z: but at lw her mind Was at rest.

Chere was o Ltk and she was
engaged for ey ,4.&'*'5—’ “would be
cowardly o excouss Borself her, al-
though she would haveé been gind to go to
hedd; she woas worn out with the nervons
tamult of the Enst two days, and she had
vaten ittle and been dn the open alr not
at ull. She would have slipped out Inte
In the afternoon for a walk, but the wind
was blowing a gale und the skies threat-
ened raln every moment. The houss
where the ball was to be was on s cliff
=ome distance from her aunt’s house, and
during the drive there she managed to as-
cortain that Maynard Bridges was still in
Bar Harbor,

Bhe was surrounded as soon ns she en-
tered the room, but she saw al once that
Eridges was not present, nor Jid he ap-
pear luter. The ballrsom overlonked the
water, and aithough the widows wers
closed to keep out the wind and rain, she
could hear the rour of the ocean high
whove the music. It suggvsted the fatnl
shipwreck to her mind, and at the same
time sho wished she were in a ship out
there in the vast darkness and close to
the tremendous music of the waters. Her
partners found her far less fasclnating
than usual, and wondered If she were go-
Ing t¢ be Q1L It would not have occurred
to them to take any one of her flirtations
seriousiy,

Toward midnight the room becams in-
sufferably hot and her head was dizzy
with futigue, Shie commanded her pasrt nar
of the moment to take her to the dressing-
room;: then siipped out fo the beleony.
The rain had ceased, the moon was out;
the bay was convulsed, and the Atluntic
seemed hurling itself bHver the bar. She
turned her hack on the whirling Nggures
behind the windows, and dstermined to
remiln there until It was time to o home,
or untll Maynard RBridges found her.

As she stood under a lnntern and wore
a while gown and shawl and n number of
diamonds, she sprang out from the dark-
fine relief, and she faced 2 man
who lay in a fong chair just beyond the
next piliar, FHe rose in & moment and
caume forwnrd

“You are very pale,” he suid.

; ave been thinking for two davs, and
cided once for all. I shall not
o'

Her volee, her manner, her profils, wers
COnYINCIngg

“Viery well,' he said

She swift giance, through her
ryciashes: He had his hands In his pock-
etg and was gnzing out upon the tossing
bay. He looked as {f he, too, had been
thinking ard was tired of 1t

“1 wisk you'd take me out in a boat,”
ghe mnid, abruptly.

“Are you quite madT™

"I am not afraldd I 4o not know why
vou should be, You are as strong 45 a
lin, and you ecan manage anything on
the water., | heard that you took off all
the ili--lu-r-_--' for that sort of thing at Har-
vard.”

1 dia

live alone with
ook she felt calm-

politely.

e
siole o

not take o course In midaight
gtirms." he began: then added abruptly,
Nery welll Come along.*’

She foilowed him down the steéps of the

| CIHT Lo the bowthomse
I “WIH you punt?” he asked, dryiy. “Or
do vou think s sall would be safer?”

“1 want the raowhoat, of course” she
#abd, thriiling with the wildest sense of

freodom she had ever known, for the great
wind wis In her hatr and funegs

He launched the boat without diMculty
it the sheltered Hittle cove and rowed with
awiftl, long strokes oul Lo sea

'O course 1 did not mean to lvave the

Phow,” she eried

he repllivd shortly,
Ten min-

“1 nm golng o,
Bhe shrugged her shoulders,

that journalism |

JourfiilEm in New York by |

| to siile with a hard =ob, and he, thinking

she had yiclded, glanced about for a
chance to turn the boat. But In another
; moment =he wns sitting erect with her

arms held rigidly before her,
| Do your worst,” she sald. ““That is
i as gomd a solutlon as any.”
| "’rh--r_; you do not deny any longer that

you love mae?

“I hate you."

“Tuke care. You are a rellgious wom-
!.'m. You do nol wish (0 die with a Me
on_your lipa."™

“Very well, then,' she sald. “I love
teare!” he eried agaln, but in a
y #hrill volce. But she had overturned the

boat with a wild lureh, He strugsled to-

| ward her. She thrust oul her hands ns
| H to warn him away from her, but canght
him about the neck instesd,
o Let go!” he gasped, as they weore
| flung upon the back of snother wave, and
| snother came roaring toward them out
of the battalions behind. “‘Let go, If——"
But although he struggled to free him-
2elf he knew that no swiminer could live
In that sea, and before the wave stnick
and engulfed them he_put his arms close-
Iy about her.

When the thousand-and-one econjec-
tures had run thelr course people grad-
ually settled down to the beljef that
Bridges, for reasons best known to him-
aelf, had persuaded Cora Benbam to elope
with him, and had taken her straight to
some out-ol-the-way place in Europe, But
as the weeks grew Into months, and the
months rounded out the year, and no
word camie from the fugitives, not even
| to Bridges' bankers, people reverted to
| the first ptartling theory, Induced by the
drifting overturned boat: and today the
people of Mount Desert point to various
spots In the bay and assure you that be-
neath lie the Southern belle in her white
frock and her diamonds, and the man
whose dominant will had mustered fate so
often that other men had brought them-
selves reluctantly to believe in his death
—Gertrmde Atherton In the Pall 3Mall «n0
Lalmm

THE THEATRICAL SUPER.

FreETan e
He Often Haus a Specinlty and Is &
Man of Imporiance.

New York claims to have the only
“supers’ " agency {n this country—-the
only theatrical agency that books the
“extras” of the stage and makes engage-
ments for them. In other clties the “su-
per’ i n hanger-on of the theatre who
has an hour's rehearsal of his role on the
day the play arrives in town; here he is a
member of the “‘professton,” who ree
hearses at Jeast a week with the com-
pany, kftows how to handle his grease
paint end discusses affairs of the theatre

like n member of the Pluyers’ Club.

This difference has been wrought by a
theatrienl agent who confesses that twen-
ty vears ago he was a “super”’ with an
ambitlon to become a star in tragedy.
When he finnily declded that hs would
never shine as an actor he hegan in his
present Hne of business, and developed It
g0 successfully that now he practically
| supplica all the New York theatres with
supernumeraries whom he and his agents
train, superintend and pay. He draws
them from all classes, but chiefly from
the ranks of the unemployed, and he
reaches thise by advertisements io the
want eolumns of the daily papers

“All supers,” he says, “may be divided
intp four classes. First, there's the
voung man or the young girl whe's stage-
struck. If he has a couple of “undred
dollars to spend e pays it over to a dra-
matic school. If he hasn't he comes
“us. Maybe he's been looking at himself
in the glass, and wants to get out on
the bonrds dand pose; or maybe he thinks
he's another Booth. Anyway, Re's orazy
to get on the stage, and we s:art him at

1.5 or 34 a week, and he tries to work
his way up. Sometimes he does it—gets
high enough to make a comfortable liv-
ing, anyway—but I don't belleve there's
any profesdion where he'd have to serve
a longer apprenticeship than he does in
this, Sometimes he leaves the ranks to
be u stage hnnd, but more often he gets
cured of the stage fever and goes to work
at something else.

“Then there's the young fellow who
comen 1o town looking for work and sees
one of the advertissments we put in the
papers when we have a call for a lot of
extras for a blg production. He puts in
his evenings with us behind the lights and
hunts about for work all day. You'd be
surprised to Enow how many boys go o
the stage for a few weeks thal way, The
pay isn't much, but it helps to meet their
boerd bills, und they're the sort of men
we want—sober, quiet, decent looking fel-
lows—and we do the best we can for
them. And sometimes they get a chance
to go on the road, and just nailurally
drift into theatrical work and get along

m"ttt(‘o don't ask any questions, but
you can tell college men when  you
see them, and when we're rehearsing in
September we get o flood of them that va
been up against It here all summer, It's
a 1eofession that opens up to brains all
rig‘l t, and 1 guess there’s a lot of tho=e
boys stick in it

“amd when these unemployed get
work they still stay with us—some of
them. They lose an afterncons~pay on
Weodnesday to go on for the matinees,
but they add $4 & week to their saiaries,
and it's just mones found for them. Be-
sides it keeps them off the streeis at
nlght, and If they're aloae fn town it
makes them acquainted with a lot of

poys, and its fun for them, after a
day’'s work in ap office, to put un thelr
war paint and get in front of the cal-

rhf?:‘--‘.-!. the Iast sort Js  the old-time
stiper—the street loafer, the clty trammp.
W have to have him for plays where
the manager wants 8 husky lot for the
mob, You see the aetor can make up
for his part, but the super can't He has
to be born to fit it. Take the war plays

now, We¢ have to have fifty men, suy,
that can go on and leok ne 0 they’d jusg
been through a hard campalgn. We just
pick up fLfLg roush ones and tell them not
to clean up, nor shave at o, and then
we put muskets in thelr hands, and they

ke a reghment

troop across the sluge "
that's just been thropgh the Wildeérness
caumpalgn nnd hasn't seen soap or shoe

polish =ince the war broke out. )

“There's where our work comes in. We
have about a thousamd men on our books,
and sometimes we have &s many as that
at work in different theatres io the clty.
We hitve to know all these men, and the
sort of work they ecan do, beeause the
super who shoukders the musket isot the
wime one who goes into a dress suit.  You
have o have a man for that who will
lonk Hke 8 gentleman, and we have scores
of them all the time. We have a couple
of dozen men, oo, that went through the
Cuban war and Koow the manual, and
we need them all the time. U8 quite a
trick kKeepirg trace of all our men, but
we manage to do It, and we believe that
the New Yeork stage has o better line of
supers now thun any other city in the
world.”

The
branches in

Intterly  established
and other efties and
i« muaking an attempt to fmprove the
serviee of the “extras” who avt with the
| road compaades.  These have glways iy
a enuse of complaint with the audlences
of sueh towns= It s Impossible toh say,
ns vel, whiether the attempt will be suc
cessful.—New York Commercial-Adver-
Liser

agency has
Bo<ton

THE WORLD'S OLDEST BOOEK.

Expositions of Eanrly Neligious
Thought in Egypt.

A new trunsiation of wyarious archale
. Hgyptinn writings, incinding those eun-
'tnined in the cetebrated “Prisse Papyrus”
called the most ancient book in the
world—hns lately been made by on Ameri-
can scholar, lsane Myor, suthor of “The
Taultmlal’ snd “Searmbs.” This new an-
thology thtows much light on the early
standandy of religlous thought in Egypt,
ns well as upon the ethical and soclal
characteristios of the old Egyptinns. Mr.
Myer is o bellever in the theory, ndvaneed
many times before, that a Inrge part of
Christinn syvstem of ethics and symbolism
wis derived from the Egyptian rellgion,
and Lthat Jesus, In the interval bétween
his twelfth and and thirdeth years, of
which little {s known, spent some time in
y Egypt.  His theory thus differs from that
af the Rev. Roherlt Taylor, author of
those extraonlinary books, ““The Devil's
Fulpit” and “*The Dingesie” who held that
the Old and New
were bused wholly upon & combinstion of
carly Bgyptinn religion and later theoso-
phy, and were written by  Alexandrine
Grnoetics, of the fourth century afler
Christ, to embody, under a pseudo-his-

torienl form, certaln astrological myths
relating to the Bun God (Christ), the
twelve slgns of the zodine (the welve

Testnmoent writings |

— =

—

Apostles), and the four seasons (the four
vvangelisis)  Mr. Myer, however, accepts
the historic basis of the New Testament,
but regards fts ethies as based upon those
of the books contained in the Prisse Papy-
s Of these books he #uvs:

“They inculeats the s'udy of wisdom,
the duty to parents anfd superfors, respoct
for property, the advantages of charita-
hicness, peacenhlencas, and content; of
fiherality, humility, chinstity, and sobri.
oLy of truthfulness and justice; they
show the wickedness muﬁoﬂy of disobe-
dience, strife, arrogance, and pride, BT
slothfulness, Intemperanca, unchastity,
and other vices. A reading of such teach-
ings scoms to go far to ow that & Ane
ethicnl, If not a Christlan, morality might

baxed upon fis teachings, as, for in-
siance, the following from the “Book of
HKagronna, a treative on good manners,

| masiwe B

Y'Am a man without good breeding. to
whom ull that one can say I8 witho:t
any effect, mokes w surly faee to the al-
Vandes of him of a graclous henrt, he iz
an affliction to his mother and his rein-

tives "

“In the book of Ptah-Hot
fll'tlhf'l tha following: w, ik e
«!“;H-' n;:t tmugl:lty sz l_..t';;sl;:or thy knpowl-

'y converse thou with the lgno
with the mihumr. for the hamnsgn “n'r“a‘r:
are never closed; no artist' ever possessing
that perfection to which he should aspire.

If thou hast to do with a dlsputant
when he is hot, act as one who cannot be
moved. Thou hast the advantage over
him, if only in keeping silent whew he is
using evil speech.

““If thou humbiest thyself in obeying &
supertor, thy comduct s wholly good be-
fare God. Knowing who ought to obéy
and who ought to command, lft not thy
heart against the latter.

“*If thou art a wise man, train op a
son who will be pleasing to God. If
adjuste his discipline to thy way. and oc-
cuples himself with thy affairs as he
Btll’?uld. do him nil the good that thou art
abie,

* *If thou hast the position of a leader,
making plang go forth at thy will, do per-
fect things which posterity will remember,
not letting prevall words which multiply
flatterers, raise pride and produce vanity.

“If thou desirest thy conduct to be
good and preserved from evil, lteugnthr-
Belf from attacks of bad temper. not
of an irritable temper as to what is hap-
pening around thee; scold only as to thine
own affairs; * * * of better valus Is a
compliment for what displeases thee than
rudeness. It is wrong to fly inlo a pas-
sion with one’s neighbor to the point of
not knowing how to manage one’s words,

““If thou aimest at bhaving polished
manners, do not question him whom thoun
dost accost. Converse with him in private
In such a way as not to embarrass him,
Do not argue with him, exocept after let-
ting him have time to imtgregnate his
mind with the subject of the converss-
tion. If he shows his lgnorance, and if
he giveth thee an opportuniiy of making
him ashamed, * * * treat him with re-
spect, * * * do not reply in a crushing
mannar.' **

“The Psychostasia, or Judgment of the
Soul of the Dead,” g a sectlon of “The
Books of the Dead,” and is of e 1 in-
terest to us because of the light it throws
upon early Egyptian escnatology. Mr. My-
ers suys of L It shows the existence
with them of a belief In 2 judement after
death of the goul or conscience, for man's
actions while in life upon this earth; that
hiz pood and evll deeds were thought to
criginate and reside ™ his heart, that
man had while on esrch free will In his
actions; that his heart, smblom of his
eonselence, was after death, mystically
welghed by Thoth, symbol of the intel-
lectual part of his iritunl nature;
* ¢ ¢ that the prinecip cesire of the
ancient Egyptinn was for his spiritoal
resurection fom the dead and an eternal
tlan heaven.''—The Literary Digest.

OLD NEW YORK NEWSPAPERS.

How an Editor Escaped a Drubbing
From Ethan Allen.

I have before me as I write 2 number
of the “New York Weekly Journzal” for
Monday, Jaanuary 25, 1734, It bas wrilten
on Its margin the name of “John Henry
Lydius, Albany, N. Y.,” to whom, as a
subscriber, thls particuiar copy was sent.
This Lydius, by the way, was the one af-
ter whom Fort Lydiu= was named after
Sir William Johnson's victory over Baron
Dieskau in I6—its name was changed
just before the Revolution to Fart Ed-
ward, by which it is still known, This
paper was editsd and published by John
Poter Zenger, a veteran editor of that
day, and his place of business was at the
corner of Wall and Pesrl Streets, Neow
York. Among its various ftems i5 a let-
ter from Bosten, dated December 23, 1723,
indicating that it took at least a month
and thres days for a letier to reach New
York from Boston.

But that which gives chief interest to
this number of the “New York Weekly
Journal” is the comparison which it en-
ables us to institute between the com-
merce of the port of New York at that
time and our own dny. For example—
the Collector of the Port of New York
being Archibald Kennedy, and the sur-
vevor and naval officer (which offices, or
functions, were at that period combined),
James Alexander—the record in this jour-
nai for the week ending January 26, 1731,
I as follows:

CUBTOM HOUSE, NEW YOREK.
INWARD ENTRIES.

OUTWARD ENTRIES,

Sloop Swallow, Jacob Bufferie (master),

for North Carolina.
CLEARED FOR DEPARTURE.

Brig Hope, John Beédford (master), to
Jamalea. Sloop James and Henry, Thom-
as Thachs (mastery, to Madeirn., Ship
Anne, Jacob Savly (master), to Bareelona,

Now, by way of comparisan, Frederick
Cooke, present department survey of the
port, has found for me the record for
January 26, thix year., It i= as follows:

Outward entries, fordign and domestie,
102,

Clearance, forcign and domestic, 129,

And on April 28 this year, we have of
outward and inward entries the Immense
number of 307, an increasze of 2N,

Again, while on the subject of old rews-
papers, I have another one, viz, “Riving-
ton's New York Gunzette and Unlversal
Advortiser,” the editor and publisher of
which wa# the celebrated James Riving-
ton, the Macchlavelll of the newspaper
press of that &ny, before and during the
Amerivan Revolution, amd who Is thought
to have been employed as a spy by Washe-
ington while seemingly espousing the
British cause.

in this paper ha' tells Sn amusing story

None,

of an Imerview he had had a week be-
fore with Xthun Allen, tl here of Ti-

who had patd him a visit for
the purpose of administering—as Allen
termed 11— zood CHeking.” Rivington, in
his editorial thus writes:

I was sitting alone, after a good dinner,
with a boitie of Madeirn before me, when
1 heard an upusual nolse in the street
(Manover) and a hurrah trom the boys I
was in the second story, and, stepping to
the window, saw n tall Agure in tarnished
regimentuls, with an  enormous long
sword, followed by a crowd of boys who
oconsionially cheersd him w#2h hurrahs, of
whicli he seemed insensibhic, He cime up
to my houss and stopped. I could sec no
more. My heart toid me it was Ethan
Allen. I shut my window and retired be-

conderogn,

hind my table and my bottle. 1 was cer-
tain the hour of reckoning had come.
There wns no retreal. Mr. Staples, my
cltrk, came in, paler than ever, and,

clusping his hands, said:

“Muster, he hias come! He entered the
#tore and asRed if James Rivington lived
here 1 answered, “Yes, sir” “Is he at
home?” 1 will go und see, wir” I said; and
pow, master, whiat 1s to be done? There
he is In the store. aaad the hoys ure peep-
Ing at him from the street”

1 had made up my mind, [ looked al the
Mudelra—possibly took 0 gliss

“Show him up,” guld I; “and if such
Madelrn ennnot mollifly kim, he most be
hapder than adamant

There was a fearfyl moment of sus-
pense. I heiard him oo the statrs, his fong
sword clanking at every step. In he
staiked.

“Ix yvour name James Rivington?*

“It i8, sir; and po man coukd bhe more
hnppy to see Colonel Ethan Allen.”

“Sir! 1 have come =

“Not another word, my dear sir, untll
vou have taken o sent and o glass of old
Madelral”

‘But, sir, T don't think it proper—"

“Not another word, colonel; taste this
wing; 1 have had it in cazk ten years;
old wine, you Know, unless it Is originally
sound, never improves by age”

e took the gliass, swallowed the wine,
smacked his lips, and shonk his hend ap-
provingly

“gir. I come—""

“Not anosther word until you have tak-
en o another gliss: and then, my Jdear cola-
nel, we will tnlk of the old affairs; and 1
hayve some quesr events to detall™

In short. we finizhed two bottle of Ma-
delra, and purted a2 gowd friends as if
we hud never cause to e otherwise. —WiIl-
liam L. Stone, in New York Evenlug Post.

by ohfecting this proposed banguet
prodigal " And a vokee §n 3 far cornes snawered:
“The cull”™
Our Langunge,
(From the Fitishury Chronicte Telegraph.)

“What Jdid you ey the sinking fund was for ™"
asked the new director of the trvasurer.

“To meet the Sosting aebl.™ replicd the llter.

In So-lety,

o (From the Detroit Jowmmal)
tertained
!.:an a bex party at the
%:u a charaing affuir,

:
:
:
&

The ludnn Way.
(From the Philadelphia Prem.)
“Mr., Fitz-Jeffries,"” said the . “"a cable
—apion hemvy-

"oy
L

.
Ak, but mamma, how conld 1 efirust my
whole future to & man so teckles and improvi-
dent as to want to marry!™*

What She Said.

(From the Clevelasnd Piain Dealer.)
“I'm afrald [ can't interest my Bve-vear-old
Elnic in fairy tales an longer.'”
“And why not?™
“I wax telling ber about the Forly Thicves®
and wivm I got to the forty ofl fars with s thicl
in each jar, what do you think she said?™*

“f give it up.”
*She mid: “‘Wounlda't thet jar you? **
Quaiified. ]

(From the Indiznapolis Sun.)

“But mamma,** sid the beautiful Setith Ameri.
van heiress, “do you believe | will have trouble
in Leitig teceived in socioty in the United Statesy™

“I dom't see why," anewered her mother. “‘You
have plenty of money, and rou can make the best
of them [ook |ike small

du.zz'hmnmu
being & daughter of the revolution '

Stambled on It

(From the Chicago News'

“What did Colombus discover?" ssked thg
tracher of the juvesile class

“The Atlantic Ocean,” answered th- emall boy
at the foot of the class.

“How do you know that?* edied ih: : ¢hr.

“Beconse,”" replied the youthful ctudent, *“my
book sayw he came scross Y

Hope.

(From the Fhiladelphis Record.)
Stutterton—iave 1 gus-gug-got tut-lime fo
cuc-ouc-cateh the n-n-next train for N-N-New—-
Hailroad Purter—Noo York? Yia: ye have, pro-
vidin® you walk faster than ve taik, b dom't
lave fur an howr.

The Trouble.
(From Toen Toples)

Junior Partner—I] received a3 nmole from our
Loskkesper this moming saying that e wouldn't
be abi= to coma to wock for several days

Setfor Pariner—What's the nmtter with the
man?
h.!uniot Partner—His wife has been cutling his

ir,

The June Bride,
(From the Philndelphia Bulietin)
“"Poor Matie, her marriage was a disappoiat-
ment.**
“Was it
“0, yes; she cjit!n'l get Bal! the nice presents

she counted on.”

Wisdom.

(From the Chicigoe News)

The dove of petce ascends! and desended in
resdlesn circles,

“Alight, © pacific messenger,” pleaded woman,
“*Thou may trust me, for #t is the gentler sex
who would ever obliterate carnage from the face
i the planet.””

“Nar, nay; woman may he oppousl ta strife
far more than mun, buot woman wears feathers,
and 1 am & bird. I would sconer negotiate with a
small boy.™

More Than the Honr.

(From the Baltimore American.)
“Your wife,” we smid to the hushand of the
grrat authoress, “In the wonan of the hows."
Sindesd, she B he responded, with a timge of
sadnews in ki voice, “whe i the*woman of the
hour and a halt when she is dresing for tas
theatre.”"

The Remedy.
(From the Chicago Trilione.)

“I there is such a thing us a towe! Prust™
mared the shagey -imured boarder, it ouzht Lo
be crashed*

“Wouldn't it be betier,” suzpested b dve
peptic bearder, “'to wipe it aut!™

Another Mouth to Feed.
(From the Detrolt Free Pree )
“T'se fust got ter have o' wiges, minc.”
“Hat Matilds, we are paving you $12 3 month
now.""
“1'sc sware ob dat, missy, but F'se gwine tae
be married.™

Georgin Melody.
(From the Atlnmts Coanstj L)

“T wev,"" said the old mam, “tmt Jim's gone
an® printed 3 poem in the papers, an' it's jest
as teird] as 8 cToesen? == n g pine log, an’
goes "long s sosooth 2% a bay boss a-gallopin’s**

Agninst Her Rule.
{From the Detroit Free Presa)

“Chally Dinsmore proposed to me last night,”™
confided Miss Bunting to Miss Kilduff. i

“Nid you ask him if he could s:pport you in
the style $0 which you have been accustamed ™

“0), dear, no. 1 never ask mea who propess fo
me that question.*

A Warning.
(From the New York Maziw Journal)

Neptune approached the sl lect with evident
relovtance.

Placing his hund om his lips, he hlushed and
coughed slightly, 3« indicating that he spoke of it
at all only because he feit it to be kis duty.

“Girls.”" he inally said, “'I see that a ship load-
rd with pitch has shifted Ser cargo and gune to
the buttom of Atlantle ity

“What's that to uws? chorused the mermaids,
glapciog up sharply from a game of bridge whist.

“Well, replicd the sea god, as he coughed
again, “T would respectfully mizzest that you be
very careful where yvou sit down.'

But the click-click of the coral ¢hips was the
only respouse he heard

No Hurry.

(From the Chicago Tribune.)

Mist Pertie Goodwin—I like you very murh,
My, Spapp. bt you should bhave spolen soomer.
All the girls of our set are married in June

Mr. Hoeza Smapp (with a gasp)—But what’s the
mwatter with our being married pext June,

A ood Memory.
From Tit-Dls)
Affable Stranger—I can’t heip thinkine 1 hava
scen your picture somes’ e b fue NEWsSpapers
Hlon. Mr. Greatman—Oh, no deabt, ne duubt.

%% otten boen publishal -
Stranger—Then | wus not misfakeon. Whit were

you cured off

A Non-Suait.
(From the Detroit Free Press)
“Papa,’” asked Dicky Tredway, ‘“shat i= 2 non-
wuit T
“1 think' replied Me. Tredway, it was the
kind tiat Adam and Eve wore the summer before
the fIl"™

Not Strange.

(Fram the Philadelphis Prees.)
He—It's strange oo membyrs of the Vassar
alvmnae don’t boid class Tuelons
She—Nut at all. You may as well ask 3 wo-
man her age ux to sk Her what year she grad
nated in.




