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BN thousand dollars a year!
Nell Kittrell left the office
of the Morning Telegraph In
a daseo. He was Intsenslble
of the raw February air,
heedless of sloppy pave-
ments; the gray day had
suddenly turned gold. He

could not realise it all at once; ten
thousand a year-for him and Edith!
His heart swelled with love of Edith;
she had sacrificed so much to become
the wife of a man who had tried to
make an artist of himself, and of
whom fate, or economic determinism.
or something, had made a cartoonist.
What a surprise for her! He must
hurry home.

In the swelling of his heart he felt
a love not only of Edith but of the
whole world. The people he met
seemed dear to him; he felt friendly
with every one, sand beamed on perfect
strangers with broad, cheerful smiles.
He stopped to buy some flowers for
Edith -dafodils, or tulips, which
promised spring. and he took the dafto-
dhls, bocaroase the irt said:

"I think yellow is such a spirituelle
color, don't you?" and Inclined her
head in a most artistic manner.

But daffodils, after all, which would
have been much the day before, seem-
e Inasufdlent In the light of new pros-
perity, and Kittrell bought a large
asalea, beautiful in Its graceful spread
e• pink blooms.

"Where shall I send it?" asked the'
girl, whose cheeks were as pink as
snleas themselves.

"I think I'll call a cab and take It to
her myself," said Kittrell.

And she sighed over the romance of
this rich young gentleman and the girl
of the asalea, who, no d bt, was as
beautiful as the young ltan who
was playing Lottie, the Poor Sales-
lady at the Lyceum that very week.

Klttrell and the asal• a bowled alon
Claybourne avenue: he leaned back on
the 'ushioms, and adopted the expres-
sloe of ennui appropriate to that thor-
oughfare. Would Edith now prefer
Claybourne Avenue? With ten thou
sand a year they could, perhaps-and
yet, at first it would be best not to
put on airs, but to go right on as they
were, In the at. The the t. Then the thought
case to him that now, as the cartoon-
iet On the Telegraph, his name.would
b9eose as well known In Claybourne
Avenue as it had been n the homes
ef the poor and humble during his
years on the Post. And his thoughts
Sew to those homes where tired men
at evening looked for his cartoons
ad children laughed at his funny pli-
fares. It gave him a pang; he had
ret a subtle bod between hlmself ad
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Mr. Clayton. Did you think of him?"
"Yes."
"You'll have to-to cartoon himt"
"I suppose so."
The fact he had not allowed blmself

to face was close to both of them, and
the subject was dropped until, just as
be was going downtown-this time to
break the news to Hardy-he went in-
to the room he sarcastically said he
might begin to call his studio, now that
he was gettin ten thousand a year, to
look for a sketch he had promised No.
lan for the sporting page. And there
on his drawing board was an unfin-
ished cartoon. He had begun it a few
days before to use on the occaslon of
Clayton's renomitnatioL. It had been
a labor of love, and Kittrell suddenly
realized how good it was. He had
put Into it all of his belief in Clayton,
all of his devotion to the cause for
which Clayton tolled and sacrificed.
and in the simple lines be experienced
the artist's ineffable felieity; he bad
shown how good, how noble, bow true
a man Clayton was. All at once he
realised the sensation the cartoon
would produce, how it would delight
and hearten Clayton's followers, bow
it would touch Clayton. It would be
a tribute to the man and the friend-
ship. but now a tribute broken, un-
finished. Kittrell gazed a moment
longer, and in that moment Edith
came.

"The dear, healthful soul!" she ex-
claimed softly. "Nell, It is wonderful.
It is not a cartoon; it is a portralt It
shows what you might do with a
brush."

Kittrell could not speak, and he
turned the drawing board to the wall.

Kittrell found the task of telling
Hardy just as dliicult as be expected
It to be, but by some mercy it did not
last long. Explanation had not been
necessary; he had only to make the
first hesitating approaches, and Hardy
understood. Hardy was. In a way,
hurt; Kittrell saw that, and rushed
to his own defense:

"I hate to go, old man. I don't like
it a little bit-but, you know, buslness
Is business, and we need the money."

He even tried to laugh as he ad.
vanced this last conclusive reason, and
Hardy, for all he showed In voice or
phrase, may have agreed with him.

"It's all right, Kit," he said. "'m
sorry; I wish we could pay you more,
but-well, good luck."

That was all. Kittrell gathered up
the few articles he had at the office.
gave Nolan his sketch, bade the boys
good-by-bade them good-by as if he
were going on a long Journey, never
to see them more-and then he went.

After he had mae the break it did
not seem so bad as he had anticipated.
At first things went on smoothly
enough. The campaign had not opened,
and he was free to -exercise is tal-
eats outside the political field. He
drew cartoons dealing with banal sub-
ects, touchineblag with the gentle entire

of his humorous pencil foibles which
all the world agreed about, and let
vital questioas alone. And he anad
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lag to do, Just lke Dies Jemalag, who
was a red-hot treetrader and used to
write fr-o4rade editorials for the
Times-he went over to the Telegraph
you remember, and writqs all those
protectlan arguments."
The mayor did not Mem to be Ia-

terested in Dick Jesntugs, or in the
ethlcs of his profession.
"Of course, you know I'm for you.

Mr. Clayton, just exactly as I've al-
ways been. I'm going to vote for
you."

This did not seem to interest the
mayor, either.

"And, maybe you know-I thought.
perhaps," he snatched at this bright
new idea that had come to him just in
the nick of time, "that I ml ht help
you by my cartoons In the Telegraph;
that is, I might keep them from being
as bad as they might-"

"But that wouldn't be dealing fairly
with your new employers, Nell." the
mayor said.

Kittrell was making more and more
a mess of this whole miserable bust-
ness, and he was basely glad when
they reached the corner.

"Well, good-by, my boy," said the
mayor, as they parted. "Remember
me to the little woman."

Kittrell watched him as he went on
down the avenue, swinging along in
his free way, the broad felt hat he
wore riding above oll the other hats
in the throng that filled the sidewalk;
and Kittrell sighed in deep depression.
When he turned in his cartoon,

Benson scanned it a moment, cocked
his head this side and that, puffed
his brer pipe, and finally said:

"I'm afraid this is hardly up to you.
This figure of Clayton, here-it hasn't
got the stuf in it. You want to show
him as he is. We want the people to
know what a four-flushing, hypnoticale
demagoglcal blatherskite he Is-with
all his rot about the people and their
damned rights!"

Benson was all unconscious of the
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lanonslstency of having concern for
a people he so despised, and Klttrll
did not observe It. either. He was on
the point of defe1ding Clayton, but he
restrained imself and lsteeM d to Ben-
son's suggestions. Hle remained at the
o*ce for two hours, trying to change
the cartoo• to Berso's satstatiLos,
with a growing hatred "t the work and
a disgust with himself that now sad
the alamut drove him to mad destroo-
tics. He felt like splashing the plee
with India Ink, or ripping it with his
knite. But he worked oe, and submit
ted It agan. He had fhed, of eemo;
failed to espress It that hatred o a
elsos which Desem uneemeclcesy disn
ted as a atred of Claytos,.a hatre
which Kittrell could ot express be
eGsse he did not feel It; ad he failed
bemnese ast deserts her devotees when
they ore his. to trath.

"Well, WI have t do," saud O-•
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"He used to come here," she went
on, "to rest a moment, to escape from
all this hateful confusion and strife.
He Is killing himself! And they aren't
worth it-those ignorant people--
they aren't worth such sacrifices."

He got up from the table and turned
away, and then, realizing quickly, she
flew to his side and put her arms
about his neck and said:

"Forgive me, dearest, I didn't mean
-- only--"

"Oh. Edith." he said, "this is killing
me. I feel like a dog."

"Don't, dear; he is big enough, and
good enough; he will understand."

"Yes; that only makes it harder.
only makes it hurt the more."
Poet, which, of course, supported
Clayton; and the final drop of bitter-
ness in Kittrell's cup of woe came one
evening when be realized that she was
following with sympathetic interest
the cartoons In that paper.

For the Post had a new cartoonist,
Banks, a boy whom Hardy had picked
up somewhere and was traninlg to
the work Kittrell had laid down. To
Klttrell there was a cruel fasclnation
in the progress Banks was making;
he watched it with a critical, profes-
sional eye, at first with amusement.
then with surprise, and now at last, in
the discovery of Edith's interest, with
a keen Jealousy of which he was
ashamed.

Meanwhile Clayton was gaining
ground. It was less than two weeks
before election. The campaign waxed
more and more bitter, and as the
forces opposed to him foresaw defeat,
they became ugly to spirit, and desper-
ate.

One morning at breakfast, as Edith
read the Telegraph. Kltrell saw the
tears well slowly In her brown eyes.

"Oh," she said, "it Is shameful!"
She clenched her little' fits. "Oh, if
I were only a man I'd-" She could
not in her impotent feminine rage say
what she would do; she could only
grind her teeth. Kittrell bent his

head over hib plate; his coffee choked
hum.

"Dearest." she said presently, in an-
other tone, "tell me, how is he? L)o
you-ever see him? Will be wtn?"

"No, I never see him. But he'll win;
I wouldn't worry."

That afternoon, n the car. he heard
no talk but of the election; and down-
town, In a cigar store where he
stopped for dcgarette, e heard some
mea talkng mysteulrously, n the hol-
low voice of rumor, of so me nesatlos,
some scandal. It alarmed him, and as
he went into the ofee he met Men-
atlag the Telegraph's politieal man.Tell am, Maanniag" Klttrell said,
"how does It look?"

"Dema bed for us."
"t' rt" '
"Wel, for our sob of burglars and

-sol workers e-th gang
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from the boz Kittrell was openig
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Kittrell." He pointed with the amber
stem of his pipe. "Not at all. Clayton
is a strong, smart, unscrupulous, dan-
gerous man! We've reached a crisis
in this campaign; if we can't turn
things in the next three days, we're
lost, that's all; we might as well face
it. Tomorrow we make an important
revelation concerning the character or
Clayton, and we want to follow It up
the morning after by a cartoon that
will be a stunner, a clincher. We have
discussed it here among ourselves,
and this is our idea."

Henson drew a crude, bald outline,
Indicating the cartoon they wished
Kittrell to draw. The I4ea was so
coarse, so brutal, so revolting, that
Kittrell stood aghast, sad, as he stood,
he was aware of lBalton's little eyes
fixed on him. Benson waited; they all
waited.

"Well," said Benason, what do you
think of it?"

Kittrell paused an Instant. and then
said:

"I won't draw it; that's what I think
of it."

Benson flushed angrily and looked
up at him.

"We are paying you a very large sal.
ary, Mr. Kittrell, and your work, if
you will pardon me, has not been up
to what we were led to expect."

"You are quite right. Mr. Benson,
but I can't draw that cartoon."

"Well. great God!" yelled Burns.
"what have ws got here-a gold
brick?" He rose with a vivid sneer
on his red face, plunged his hands in
his pockets and took two or three
nervous strides across the room. Kit-
trell looked at him, and slowly his
eyes blazed out of a face that had
gone white on the instant.

"What did you say, sir?" he de-
manded.

Burns thrust his red face, with its
prognathic jaw, menacingly toward
Kittrell.

"I said that in you we'd got a gold
brick."

"You?" said Kittrell. "What have
you to do with It? I don't work for
you."

"You don't? Well, I guess it's us
that puts up-"

"Gentlemen! Gentlemen!" said
Glenn, waving a white, pacificatory
hand.

"Yes. let me deal with this, if you
please," said Benson, looking hard at
lurns. The street car man sneered

again, then, In ostentatious contempt,
looked out the window. And In the
stillness Benson continued:

"Mr. Klttrell, think a minute. Is
your decision final?"

"It Is final, Mr. Benson." said Kit-
trell. "And as for you, Burns," he
glared angrily at the man, "I wouldn't
draw that cartoon for all the dirty
money that all the bribing street car
companies in the world .ould put into
Mr. Glenn's bank here. Good evening,
gentlemen."

It was not until he stood again in
his own home that Kittrell felt the
physical effects which the spiritual
squalor of such a scene was certain
to produce In a nature like his.

"Nell! What is the matter?" Edith
fluttered toward him in alarm.

He sank Into a chair, and for a mo-
ment he looked as if he would faint.
but he looked wanly up at her and
said:

"Nothing; I'm all right; Just a little
weak. I've gone through a sickening.
horrible scene-"

"Dearest!"
"And I'm of the Telegraph-and a

man once more!"
He beat over, with his elbows na his

knees, his head In his hands, and when
Idith put her calm, caressing hand
on his brow, she found that it was
moist tram nervouseass Presently be
was able to tell her the whole story.

"It was after all, dith, a IttUng
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Telegraph. I isppoee, thrlgh, that
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went, and after gaingl a moment Ia
silence Hardy said:

"It's the greatest thing you ever did.
Kit, and it comes at the psychological
moment. It'll elect him."

"Oh, he was elected, anyhow."
Hardy shook his head, and in the

movement Klttrell saw how the strain
of the campaign had told on him. "No.
he wasn't; the way they've been ham-
mering him is something tierce; and
the Telegraph-well, your cartoons
and all, you know."

'Htut my cartoons in the Telegraph
were rotten. Any work that is not
sincere, not intellectuelly honest-"

Hardy Interrupted him:
"Yes; bIut, Kit. you're so good that

your rotten is better than 'most any-
body's best." lie smilled, and Kittrell
blushed and looked away.

Hardy was right. The "Kit" car-
toon, back in the l'ost. created its sen-
sation, and iafter it appeared the po-
Iltlcal reporters said it had started a
landslide to ('layton; that the betting
was 3 to I and no takers, and that it
was all over but the shouting.

That night, as they were at dinner,
the telephone ranttg, and in a minute
Nell knew by Edith's excited and de-
lighted reiteration of "es." "'yes.'
who had carll d up And then he
heard her say:

"Indeed I will; I'll caome every night
and sit In the front seat."

When Kittrell displaced Edith at
the telephone, he heard the voice ot
John Clayton, lower in register and
somewhat husky after lour weeks
speaking, but more musical than ever
in Kilttrell's ears when it said:

"I just told the little woman, Nell,
that I didn't know how to say It. so I
wanted her to thank you for me. It
was beautiful in you, and I wish I
were worthy of it; It was simply your
own good soul expressing Itself."

And it was the last delight to Kit-
trell to hear that voice and to know
that all was well.

But one question remained unset-
tied. Klttrell had been on the Tele-
graph a month, and his contract dif-
fered from that ordinarily made by the
members of a newspaper staff in that
he was paid by the year, though in
monthly Installments. Kittrell knew
that he had broken his contract on
grounds which the sordid law would
not see or recognlze and the average
court think absurd, and that the Tele-
graph might legally refuse to pay him
at all. He hoped the T'elegraph
would do this! But it did not; on the
contrary, he received the next day a
check for his month's work. He held
it up for Edith's inspection.

"Of course, I'll have to send It
back." he said.

"Certainly."
"Do you think me quixotic?"
"Well, we're poor enough as it is--

let's have some luxuries; let's be quil.
otic until after election, at least."

"Sure," said Neil; "just what I was
thinking. I'm going to do a cartoon
every day for the Post until election
day, and I'm not going to take a cent.
I don't want to crowd Banks out, you
know, and I want to do my part for
Clayton and the cause, and do it, just
once, for the pure love of the thing."

Those last days of the campaign
were. Indeed, luxuries to Kittrell and
to Edith, days of work and fun and ex-
citement. All day Klttrell worked on
his cartoons, and on the evening they
went to Clayton's meetings. The ex-
phritoce was a revelation to them
both-the crowds, the waiting for the
stainging of the automobile's siren, the
wild cheers that greeted Clayton, and
then his speech, his appeals to the best
there was in men. He had never made
such speeche', and long afterward
Edith could hear those cheers and see
the faces of those workingmen aglew
with the hope, the passon, the ferv-
eat religion of democracy. Aad those
days reme to their gla ellma that
alght iwhs they met at the oeoe e@
the Poet to reoetire the returas, In as
atmosphere quvertagt withU eat-

at, with messmger boys at repu
tes owinganduiu andato the
stret outesde - tinies. orwd,
swa•rylg sad roekag betwem the

houts sad mad humss, ad the wild
happy •ose -- a Amerta eleetio

alht erowd ean make,
Late t the evening Clayt ad

made his way, someloew anetleed,
thr•s•h the erowd, ad eatead the of.

oe He was happy t the west t
emph h weoud adt seeept as irsaU

etlalmng It always tr the ase; uat
as he dropped lato the shalt Mady
p•sahed toward him, they at sarw hew
weary he was.

Just at that imomat the req the
stret below swenltd t amghty ea
weade, amd Hsau erled:

They ran to the window, The boys
petair who w•e -wsere ul m et

n nmermas petr r Claytas, tMe
portraIlt Klttrul had drwa or ah
earisee.

"*W you sary -e there i't the
persOeel note ia it?" With askad.

Clayto giaseed at the wladew,
roes the dark, srglg street, at the

"Oh. It's not me thew're aeertg
for," he sad; "It's foe Kilt, hero

"Well, perhapo seom, it's hr
lim." aith admitted, oally,
Thek as , sesed arsistay

by the emetsic that inmasred te
might eowd o ath dark strets e
low. dith was stralt moved.
Prasesetl she ould *0M:

"I s there antha sweer te lie
ha to kUne that yeu sve deam a
- thing-en dese it wel-"
405" asd Clayto "ust so: to

a•e a few trWsnds he uderstan.
"You are right," said Udlth "It to

so with art, and it must. boem wMt
lIfe; it makes a art of Ui"

It was dt oegh there y the
wiadow ter her to sap her hean ote
thaut of NiU, who had been masn

ently ea the crowd,
"I en ever sy apsis," she ale

srtlt, "that etime s are ao _
worth saertfee They are woert a;
they are everpthf; the are th
hope of the awer;I and thei lempags
and their needs, and the peahilty of
brgingl thmU to pnes, are al- rst
give elgatl aeei ts Ie-'

"That's wmat Amelsa aw- e cs
Ctssm- We wut -as _ h

a, a ks .a .a - a-

W.wd . s ;,pfu ,-.....--..•

TO PRESERVE FAMOUS HOP•E
Old Morris-Littell Structure of GOQ

mantown, Pa., Rich In Histori-
cal Association.

Germantown. Pa.-- The Germantown
Site and Relic society and the Ger-
mantown Hforticultural society have
appealed to the board of education to
preserve the old Morris-Iittell house.
situated on a part of the BIutler prop
erty.'at (;ermantown avenue and High
street, which the boardl has chllosen as
a site for the proposed (;ermantown
High School for (;irls

The two o~Kanizations havew made
their request in written 'onlmmunica-
lions, which will be submtitted to the
board. iteide-s urging the pr'~,e.rva-
tlon of the old maniaewi. the ioe,,al or
ganizations r*equest also that the new
high school biuilding be designed along
colonial liues of architecture. ~o as
to be In harmony with the ge-neral
character of the' locality.

The old stone house that the two

Old Morris-Littell House.

societies wish to preserve was the
home of Dr. Christopher Witt, a Ger-
mantown pioneer, who settled in that
locality in 1704, and who was for many
years well known it the Germantown
district as a physician, an astrologer.
a botanist and a painter. He was
associated with the celebrated Jobs
iirtram, founder of the lJartram Gar-

dens, and laid out a botanical garden.
which is said to have been the first
in America. Christopher Witt was al-
so associated with the band of Pietist.
that established a community on the
banks of the Wissahickon creek, sad
he painted a portrait of their leader.
Johannes Kelpius. This portrant 1 .
now nla the possession of the Penasyl
vania Historical society and is sap
posed to be the oldest oil paiting
made in America. Witt died in 17681

For many years the house was it
the possession of deseendants at
Charles Willing, mayor of Phitadel
phis in 1748 and 1754 and founder of
the celebrated Willing family. Prom
1812 until 1832 the house was the
home of Mrs. Ann Willing Merris,
Mayor Willing's granddaughter and e
friend of Dolly Madison. Mrs. Morris
sheltered in this house one night La
1812 a company of Montgomery ee,
ty volunteer soldiers, who were m
their way to the frost is the seem
war with England. Her .daugk,
Margaret H. Morris, was the Art
woman elected a member of the A4@&
emy of Natural Scienes . was a
noted aaturallst, and is aseredlte
with having discovered the &bats at
the seentoea-year locusts whereb
she was ase to predit their reap

DUEL SCARS WITHOUT A DUEL

Gerumus Plrm Oilers in aSpplV 3.tt
Weie 3o Nighly PMsed by

L,0des.-A German b eliem Ira
has piatd u am advenrtlsmst la whldak
tt oes. to imitate the serars ebtm
is siversity duels, Drery me haew
these IMIS disagerememts wohis a-
so prised by the Testes, ht it in tB.
emt to ey whitk is the more strL

ils, the strprine at the ermas ra
whsk edur, to deserte mes's bees
wtr hittais "weouds o omss' er
the vaity of the me who ses•t the

Is Owras these ersss m hed a
mimse mainly heauty, sad they see.
tr a spesIsari sket em the dslsusud
e But kitherstome have hes the
rsmt at sbre wease s seu t a a
pIoes "withoet pas ai trernpue

STEALS CHILD FROU POSSE

KM ps tMit#el OIy Yeusrg

AUthLe City, N. J.-45m s *

the poreb at his hem at 18 aeis
avreas while s other was at new
het, a wldmed ma boad m,
remaid the rsewr lain Paslie awe a
serlug the se et his e•tmasacreams f ether ehires breeg
their parsai ism the sret. The m
me wer• mo tiles aedh arry se

wro seat i evry Ipatrea in wst
Nr the m sad ey, but spito a t

her meta. had bim herd I re
either at he1.

Mm,. Cllaha) aee nl the rsnr.e
whesn in 'lt the htdasspp . ALe-
ward she said she coml think at
eme who might have tim the od.,

Oldest Ms Is the wYeI
New erk-. Chro Chop, who so

ries here.f•o Coa em hs wayha s
to Chbia, declared that he is 148 yrrs
e.He was Mghly sadigast whe

Chey slzsis eat alad hbald. le
take so saerishmest ezeept *a is
tabelde at seeestrated boed wao
hi arrie with m.

- Treveiag - Oypse.
- a t the Duke 51 Waetusseer as
amblnag a earavs trip as a u rv


