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THE BRIEF DEBUT 
OF TILDY. 

How an Apology Ended a Res
taurant Romance. 

Two Innocents 
By DOROTHEA HALE 
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If you do not know Bogie's chop-

bouse ami family restaurant it Is 
your loss, for it you are one of the 
foitunate ones who diue expensively 
you bhould be interested to kuow 
how the other half consumes provi
sions And it you belong to the half 
to whom waiters' ihecks are things 
of moment you should know Bogle's, 
for there \ou get your money's worth 
—in quantity at least. 

Bogle's is situated in that highway 
of bourgeoisie, that boulevard of 
Broun Joncsv-and Uobuisou. Eighthave-
uue. There are two rows ot tables 
in the room, six in each row On each 
table is a castei stand containing 
cruets ot condiments and seasous. 
From the peppei truet you may shake 
a cloud ot something tasteless and 
melancholy, like \olcanic dust. From 
the salt cruet you may expect nothing. 

At the cashier's desk sits Bogle, cold, 
sordid, slow, smoldering, and takes 
your money. Behind a mountain ot 
toothpicks he makes your change, 
tiles your check and ejects at you. 
like a toad, a word about the weather. 
Be.\oud a corroboration of his meteor
ological statement you would better 

ASKED HEB TO GO TO "PARSIFAIi" WITH 
HIM 

not venture. You are not Bogle's 
friend; you are a fed transient cus
tomer, and you and he may not meet 
again until the blowing of Gabriel's 
dinuer horu. So take your change and 
go—to the devil if you like. There 
you have Bogle's sentiments. 

The needs of Bogle's customers were 
supplied by two waitresses and a 
voice. One of the waitresses was 
named Aileen. She was tall, beauti
ful, lively, gracious and learned in per
siflage. - tier other name? There was 
no more necessity for another name 
at Bogle's than there was for finger 
bowls. 

The name of the other waitress was 
Tildy. Why do you suggest Matilda? 
Please listen this time—Tildy, Tildy! 
Tildy was dumpy, plain faced and too 
anxious to please to please Repeat 
the last clause to yourself once or 
twice and make the acquaintance of 
the duplicate infinite. 

The voice at Bogle's was invisible 
It came from the kitchen and did not 
shine in the way of originality. It 
was a heathen voice and contented it
self with vain repetitions of exclama
tions emitted by the waitress concern
ing food. 

Will it tire you to be told again that 
Aileen was beautiful? Had she don
ned a few hundred dollars' worth of 
clothes and joined the Easter parade 
and had you seen her you would have 
hastened to sa.v so yourself. 

The customers at Bogle's were her 
slaves. Six tables full she could wait 
upon at once They who were in a 
hurry restrained their impatience for 
the joy ot merely gazing upon her 
swiftly moving, graceful figure. They 
who had finished eating ate more that 
they might continue in the light of her 
smiles. Every man there—and they 
were mostly men- tried to make his 
impression upon her 

Aileen could successfully exchange 
repartee against a dozen at once. And 
every smile that she ^ent forth lodged, 
like pellets from a s< atter gun. m as 
many hearts, and all this while she 
would be performing astounding feats 
with orders ot pork and beans, pot 
roasts, ham and sausage and the 
wheats and any quantity of things on 
the irou and in the pan and straight 
up and on the side With all this 
feasting and flirting and merry ex
change ot wit Bogle's came mighty 
near being a salon, with Aileen for 
its Mine. Reeamier 

If the transients were entranced by 
the fascinating Aileen the regulars 
were her adorers There was much 
rivalry among man,\ of the steady 
customers Aileen could have had an 
engagement every evening At least 
twice a week some one took her to a 
theater or to a dance One stout 
gentleman whom she and Tildy had 
©rivately christened "the hog" pre
sented her with a turquoise ring An 
other onp known as "'vc^nv ' who 

KISSED HER LOUDIiY AND IMPUDENTLY 

up. put his arm around Tildy's waist, 
kissed her loudly aud impudently, 
walked out npou the street, snapped 
his fingers in the direction ot the laun
dry and hied himself to play pennies 
in the slot machines at the amusement 
arcade 

For a few moments Tildy stood petri
fied. Then she was aware ot Aileen 
shaking at her an arch forefinger and 
saying: 

"Why, Til, you naughty girl! Ain't 
you getting to be awful. Miss Sly
boots: First thing I know you'll be 
stealiug some of my fellows l must 
keep an eye on you. my lady." 

Another Mi ing dawned upon T i l dy ' s 
recover ing w i t s In a moment she had 
advanced f r o m a hopeless, lowly ad 
mi rer to be an Eve sister of the potent 
Ai leen She herself was now a man 
charmer, a mark fo r Cupid , a Sabine 
who must be cn\ «hen the Unman* 
were at then banquet hoards Mai 
had fomift hei ^- i i<t a<-hieval>" and 

"DON'T YOC FRET. T I L , " S A I D AILEEN. 

she had acquaintance she said to each 
of them modestly, as one whose merit 
needed no bolstering: 

"A gentleman insulted me today in 
the restauraut He put his arm around 
my waist and kissed me." 

The diners accepted the revelation 
in various ways, some incredulously, 
some with congratulations. Others 
turned upon her the stream of badi
nage that had hitherto been directed 
at Aileen alone. And Tildy's heart 
swelled in hei bosom, for she saw at 
last the towers of romance rise above 
the horizon of the gray plain in which 
she had tor so long traveled. 

For two days Mr Seeders came not 
again. During that time Tildy estab
lished herself firmly as a woman to 
be wooed. She bought ribbons and ar
ranged her hair like Aileen's aud tight
ened her waist two inches She had 
a thrilling but delightful fear that 
Mr. Seeders would rush in suddenly 
and shoot her with a pistol. He must 
have loved her desperately, and im
pulsive lovers are always blindly jeal
ous. 

Even Aileen had not been shot at 
with a pistol. And then Tildy rather 
hoped that he would not shoot at her. 
for she was always loyal to Aileen. 
and she did not want to overshadow 
her friend. 

At 4 o'clock on the afternoon^of the 
third day Mr. Seeders came in.' There 
were no customers at the tables. At 
the back end ot the restaurant Tildy 
was refilling the mustard pots and 
Aileen was quartering pies. Mr. Seed
ers walked back to where they stood 

Tildy looked up and saw him. gasp
ed and pressed the mustard spoon 
against her heart. A red hair bow was 
in her hair. She wore Venus' Eighth 
avenue badge, the blue bead necklace 
with the swinging silver symbolic 
heart. 

Mr Seeders was Bushed and embar
rassed. He plunged one haud into his 
hip pocket and the other into a fresh 
pumpkin pie 

"Miss Tildy." said he. "1 want to 
apologize for what I done the other 
evenin'. Tell you the truth. I was 
pretty well tanked up or 1 wouldn't 
ot done it. I wouldn't do no lady 
that a-way when 1 was sober. So 1 
hope. Miss Tildy. you'll accept my 
'pology and believe that I wouldn't 
of done it it I'd known what 1 was 
doin' and hadn't of been drunk" 

With this handsome plea Mr Seed
ers backed away and departed feel
ing that reparation had been made. 

But behind the convenient screen 
Tildy had thrown herself Hat upon a 
table among the butter chips and the 
coffeeeups and was sobbing her heart 
out—out and back again to the gray 
plain wherein travel they with blunt 
noses and bay colored hair. From her 
knot she had torn the red hair bow 
and cast it upon the floor. Seeders 
she despised utterly. She had but tak
en his kiss as that of a pioneer and 
prophetic prince who might have sel 
the clocks going and the pages tc 
running in fairyland. But the kiss 
had been maudlin and unmeant; the 
court had not stirred at the false 
alarm: she must forevermore remain 
the "sleeping beauty." 

Yet not all was lost. Aileen's arm 
was around her. and Tildy's red hand 
groped among the butter chips till it 
found the warm clasp of her friend's. 

"Don't you fret. Til." said Aileen 
who did not understand entirely 
"That turnip faced little clothespin 
of a Sepders ain't worth it. He ain't 
anything of a gentleman or he wouldn't 
ever of apologized" 

FEEDING MILCH COWS. 

Minnesota Department of Agriculture 
Works Out System. 

The dairy division of the Minne
sota Department of Agriculture has 
worked out a standard for the feeding 
of dairy cows that has given its chief, 
Professor T. L. Haecker, an interna
tional reputation as an authority on 
dairying. It has been of inestimable 
value to the dairying interests of Min
nesota. Under Professor Haecker's 
standard any farmer can adjust his 
ration to fit his own case without buy

ing mill feeds, except in those cases 
where the only roughage at hand is 
hay. This information, costly to the 
state, saves annually hundreds of 
thousands of dollars to the creamery 
patrons of Minnesota and should ben
efit thousands of others who help pay 
for it and by their own negligence re
ceive nothing in return. 

Margaret and her little playmate 
were exchanging confidences. 

"What's your favorite color?" asked 
Elizabeth. 

Margaret looked thoughtful for a 
moment and then said brightly, 
"Plaid!"—TV.Hn»ntnr 

T H E H A P P I E S T . 
In happiness there are far more 

regions unknown than there are in 
misfortune. The voice of mis
fortune is ever the same J happi
ness becomes more silent as il pene
trates deeper. H e is happiest who 
best understands his happiness, for 
he is of all men most fully aware 
that it is only the lofty idea, the 
untiring, courageous human idea, 
that separates gladness from sorrow. 
—Maeterlinck. 

"Pa." said Mrs. Hathaway. "I think 
Eoward Crook and Effle would make 
a good match." 

"If you wish them to mate don't let 
them know it. Nothing keeps young 
people apart like trying to bring them 
together." 

"I've no hope of their getting to
gether. They're both so bashful they 
don't dare look at each other." 

"Let 'em alone, and if they have a 
natural attraction for each other they 
will make it up in time. Better still, 
tell them that not on any account 
shall they fall in love, that there is a 
special reason why they must not 
marry." 

"Nonsense! They're too bashful to 
get together anyway. I don't care to 
put anything else between 'em to keep 
'em apart." 

But Mrs. Hathaway noticed that the 
young people needed some spice to 
move them toward each other, and she 
concluded to try her husband's plan. 
She called her daughter to her one day 
and told her that she was not to take 
any interest in Howard, since on no 
account could she marry him. She 
would have said the same to Howard, 
but it is not a very pleasant thing to 
tell a young man that be must not 
think of marrying one's daughter, es
pecially when that young man has 
shown no predilection for her. When 
Mrs. Hathaway had given Effle this 
bit of information she told her hus
band what she had done. At the time 
he was shaving. 

"Pa," she said. "I've warned Effle." 
"About what?" 
"Not to fall In love with Howard." 
"How did she take it?" 
"She acted kind of funny " 
"What do you mean by that?" 
"She caught her breath." 
"That would indicate that she has 

already cast covetous eyes upon him." 
"You mean that the poor child is so 

young and innocent that the very men
tion of her falling in love puts her in 
a flutter. You must remember that 
Effie's only sixteen, and Howard is but 
nineteen—two children. We ought to 
be ashamed of ourselves to talk about 
marrying to either of them." 

"You mean you ought to be ashamed 
of yourself. I've had nothing to do 
with it." 

"You know just as well as I "that 
when Howard comes of age he'll have 
$100,000." 

"Well, my dear, I hope you'll get him 
for her. I'm going downtown." 

A few days later conversation on the 
same subject was reopened by Mrs. 
Hathaway. Mr. Hathaway was read
ing his evening paper. 

"Pa." she said, "those two children 
make me tired." 

"What's the matter now?" 
"Oh. yesterday I told them they 

might take Bob and the box wagon 
and go for a drive together. Effle said 
she didn't like driving, and Howard 
said be had a baseball match on hand. 
You needn't tell me that two young 
things like them would decline an of
fer to be together for a whole after
noon if they weren't indifferent to each 
other." 

"I thought you said it was bashful-
ness." 

"Well, I don't know but it is. When 
I told them they might go Effle turned 
red and Howard looked kind of queer. 
I mean they looked as if they wanted 
to, but didn't dare." 

"Well, my dear, if you can't manage 
them I can't." 

And Mr. Hathaway went upstairs to 
bed. 

Their bashfulness or whatever it 
was seemed to increase instead of 
diminish. The "children" didn't seem 
to get together at all. If Mrs. Hath
away went into the room where they 
were she would find Howard reading 
a book at one end of the room, while 
Effie would be cutting out pictures at 
the other end. Then she would wonder 
if the child would ever grow to be a 
woman. If Howard was ever at the 
house to a meal he and Effie would sit 
mum on either side of the table, never 
venturing a remark except to one of 
the older people. On one occasion 
Howard said something and Effie cor
rected him. Howard averred that he 
was right about it. Effie offered to 
bet him. She was thinking what to bet 
him when her father, winking at her 
mother, said: 

"Bet him a kiss. Eff." 
Effie colored to the roots of her hair 

and Howard looked as if he were 
going to bolt. 

"There." said Mrs. Hathaway to her 
husband, "you've spoiled everything. 
Those two children will never be easy 
in each other's company again." 

The next time Mrs. Hathaway had 
anything to say to her husband on 
this subject—it was but three days 
later—her tone was changed. 

"Pa." she said. "I must have some 
money." 

"How much do you want, my dear." 
"1 think about $500 will do, though 

really I ought to have more." 
"What is it to go for?" 
"Why. you see. Effie hasn't had any

thing new for a long while and she 
hasn't a respectable costume to her 
name." 

"It isn't for a trousseau, is it?" 
"Yes, it is." 
"You don't mean those two children 

are engaged?" 
"No. I don't." 
"Well, what do you mean?" 
"I mean they've been married ever 

since I first spoke So you about them." 
Phew! 

Repelling Fire With a Drum. 
A fire of a strange nature appeared 

in Wales in 1693. According to the 
most intelligible account concerning it 
now in existence, it came up from the 
sea near Harlech. At several places 
near that place and all over Merioneth
shire it did much damage, burning 
hay, houses, barns, etc. A person 
writing of it said: "The grass over 
which it moves kills all manner of 
cattle that feed upon it. But what is 
most remarkable is that any great 
noise, such as the beating of a drum 
or sounding a horn, effectually repels 
it from any house." 

Carlyle and His Home. 
When the great writer Carlyle was 

engaged to Miss Welsh the latter in
duced her mother to consent that Car
lyle should live with both of them and 
share the advantage of an established 
house and income. But Carlyle an
swered Miss Welsh's proposal by say
ing that two households could not live 
as if they were one and that be would 
never have any right enjoyment of his 
wife's company till she was "all his 
own." adding that the moment he was 
master of a bouse the first use he 
would make of it would be to slam 
the door against nauseous intruders. 

MIND YOUR OWN 
BUSINESS 

By CARL SARGENT CHACE 

Copyright, 1910, by American Press 
Association. 

If there's one thing I'd ruther do 
than all other things it's mindin' my 
own business. If there's one thing my 
Mandy 'd ruther do it's to mind some
body else's business. I alius tole her 
that the principal troubles we git into 
in this world is pokin' our noses into 
other people's affairs. 

When Rogers and his wife come to 
occupy the form adjoining ourn I tole 
Mandy to let 'em alone. Mebbe she 
could *a' done it if it hadn't bin thet 
we could hear 'em quarrelin' clean 
across the fields a quarter of a mile 
away. That started Mandy. She was 
continually a-listenin' and a-watchin' 
and a-spyin' to see if she couldn't find 
out somep'n. 

It was about the middle of summer 
when Mandy's mother that lived in 
the adjinin' county tuk sick. She kep' 
a-sendin' for Mandy. but Mandy 
wouldn't go without me. I got in the 
airly crops and was gittin' ready fur 
the later ones. Tfyen one day a letter 
come sayin' Mandy's mother was 
a-dyin*. That settled it; Mandy hed 
to go, and 1 hed to go with her. 

One mornin' airly I put the gray 
mare in the, buggy to drive Mandy 
over to say goodby to her mother. 
We hadn't slep' more'n half the night 
from hearin' the quarrelin' goin' on 
between the Rogerses. Jist as we got 
on to the road, Mandy. who couldn't 
keep her eyes off our neighbor's house, 
saw Rogers go outen his house carryin' 
the limp figure of a woman in his 
arms. 

"Law sakes!" says Mandy. "He's 
killed her." 

"Supposin' he has," says I. " 'Tain't 
none of our business." And, whippin' 
up the gray mare, I druv along in a 
hurry so's Mandy couldn't see any more 
of it. 

Waal. Mandy's mother was a con-
sarned long time dyin'. Mandy 
wouldn't stay there without me, she 
wouldn't come home with me and she 
wouldn't let me come home without 
her. Consequence was we was gone a 
long while. After Mandy's mother 
died, knowin' the crops was sufferin', I 
got home as soon as possible. As we 
was a drivin' along Mandy says, says 
she, "Wonder ef they've discovered the 
murder," and I says, says I, "Jest you 
keep your mouth shet." 

I was mighty busy after that and 
didn't think about nothin' but gittin' 
in my corn, but Mandy she went 
snoopin' round to find out what was 
known about the murder. All she 
could find out was that Mrs. Rogers 
hed gone away. She asked where Mrs. 
Rogers hed gone, but no one knowed 
anything 'bout it. 

Fearin* she'd git us into trouble, I 
tried to stop her questionin', but it 
wasn't no use. She jest talked and 
talked till the wimmen suspicioned 
sometbin', then they turned in and did 
a lot of questionin' on their side. 

I stopped her jest in time to prevent 
her tellin' the whole story: but. consid-
erin' she'd talked so much and nobody 
knowed where Mrs. Rogers hed gone, 
people began to suspect thar was 
soinethin' in it. 

First thing I knowed Rogers was ar
rested for murderin' his wife. He 
couldn't tell where she was. 'cos he 
said he didn't know. They waren't 
livin' happy together, and after a bigger 
quarrel 'n any they'd had before she'd 
left him. But everybody knowed that, 
and Mandy 'n me knowed a good deal 
more. Somehow the idee hed got 
abroad that he'd murdered her after 
one o' their fights, and the authorities 
was determined to find out about it. 

When the case was ready for trial 
sure enough a constable left a paper 
at the house, summonin' me and Man
dy as witnesses. 

"There you be," I says to her. "If 
you'd 'a' kep'yer tongue in yer head you 
wouldn't 'a' been pestered to tell about 
somep'n as don't consarn you." 

"I'm perfectly willin'," she answered, 
"to tell what I know—it's my duty. 
That's what you want to shirk. Elisba; 
you don't appear to reckon you've got 
any responsibility in the gov'ment o' 
yer country." 

"A man," says I, "as can't govern 
his wife's tongue isn't fit to bother his 
head about his share of governin' mil
lions of men. women and children." 

This shet her up fur a few minutes. 
The day of the trial come on. Thar 

wasn't no real evidence agin Rogers -
only circumstances pintin' to somep'n. 
I was put on the stand and questioned, 
but I didn't hev to say nothin' about 
seein* Rogers carryin* out a body jist 
about dawn. I'd tole Mandy, too, not 
to tell it if she wasn't asked. But, 
bein' sworn to tell the hull truth and 
nothin' but the truth, she out with it. 

The hull court, spectators and all, was 
electerfled. Rogers started up to say 
somep'n, but he was ordered to keep 
quiet. Funny, isn't it. they won't let 
the person most interested' say what 
he knows. Waal, the prosecutin' at
torney was a-thunderin' agin the mur
der when the court was electerfled 
ag'in. 

The murdered woman walked in. 
"Jedge." she says, "I seen in a paper 

that my husband was a-goin' to be 
tried fur killin' me. I jist come back 
to say that if there had 'a' been any 
killin' I'd 'a* done it myself." 

The court adjourned and the prisoner 
was set free. 

"I'd like to know," says Mandy to 
Rogers, "whose body you carried out 

•that mornin'." 
"The crows was eatin' the corn and I 

wanted to stop 'em. That body you 
seen was a scarecrow." 

On the Edne of 
a Precipice 

\ A Woman Is Saved From 
a False Step. £ 

B y M A R G A R E T B A R R . 5 
I Copyright. 1910. by American Press 9 
i Association. M 

No one could understand why It was 
that Helen Ayer. the wife of an ex
cellent man and the mother of a lovely 
boy six years old. fell under the In 
fluence of Schuyler Quigley. with noth
ing except swagger and cheek to rec
ommend him. WThen Quigley first be
gan to pay attention to Mrs. Ayer her 
husband did not appear to notice it. 
The truth is he saw that bis wife 
was drifting away from him and he 
dared not oppose her. fearing that by 
bis very opposition he /night bring 
about a catastrophe. If he permitted 
the matter to work itself out perhaps 
the wife and mother would In time 
tire of her new fancy and realize the 
danger to herself, her husband and her 
son. 

But Quigley was so aggressive, so 
persistent, that Helen never got away 
from a certain dominating force there 
was about him long enough to recover 
herself. Finally Ayer decided to take 
action. Since they all belonged to the 
same set he had frequent opportunity 
to meet the man who was undermin
ing bis home. Their first meeting was 
at the house of a mutual friend, where 
a number of men were accustomed to 
play poker. Ayer's object was to be
gin a series of attempts to force a 
quarrel upon Quigley, concealing the 
true cause. The better to cover his 
motive at the poker party he met 
Quigley cordially. But during the 
game he suddenly arose from the table, 
declaring that he would not play with 
a cheat, making it plain that Quig
ley was the man referred to. 

Quigley. who was perfectly innocent 
of the charge, retorted. High words 
followed, and Ayer struck hkn. Quig
ley was prevented from returning the 
blow by the others, who protested 
against the men fighting under the 
host's roof about a matter of cheat
ing at cards, thereby bringing a scan
dal upon the bouse and the party. 

This left Quigley not only under a 
disgraceful charge, but as having re
ceived a blow from Ayer that he had 
not returned. Under the regime of 
half a century or more ago, he would 
have been obliged to challenge Ayer 
or be cut by his friends. Living in 
the twentieth century, he was not 
obliged to do anything. He let the 
matter drop. He did not call at Ayer's 
house any more, but he met Mrs. Ayer 
when she went out on the. street and 
at the bouses of mutual friends. All 
he said to her about his trouble with 
her husband was that Ayer had ac
cused him of cheating at cards and 
that every member of the party pres
ent bad exonorated him of the charge. 

And so it was that Russell Ayer by 
trying to get rid of the man who was 
really his wife's worst enemy, aud at 
the same time protect her good name, 
only made himself appear to her a 
very unjust and ignoble person. She 
thought that she was taking care of 
her reputation by never being with 
Quigley. except when others were 
present. But she found it difficult to 
live with one man as his wife and 
have a love affair—though devoid of 
criminality with another. 

Ayer followed ûp his first attack 
on Quigley by telling a number of 
Quigley's friends that he (Ayen had 
struck him aud Quigley had not had 
the manliness to resent the blow. 

The situation was not pleasing to 
any one of the three persons involved. 
Quigley represented to Mrs. Ayer that 
he was refraining from resenting her 
husband's insults on her account and 
begged her to vindicate him by secur
ing a divorce and marrying him. She 
was distressed, feeling that this was 
due Quigley. but dreading to take a 
step that would seperate her from her 
husband and ber child. 

One day Ayer met Quigley on the 
street. Each was walking with a 
friend. As they passed Ayer said 
loud enough for Quigley and his com
panion to bear: 

"There goes a coward I am trying to 
make fight." 

This was too much for Quigley, who 
turned and said. "Well, we'll have it 
out now." 

"Very well." replied Ayer. "draw." 
Taking a revolver, from his pocket he 

raised it, cocking it at the same time. 
But since Quigley was unarmed there 
was no fight. 

"You can't escape me with a bloody 
nose," said Ayer. "It's life or death 
between us . ' 

And be walked on. 
Quigley began to feel that he could 

no longer brook these insults. Some of 
his friends were telling htm that Ayer 
was determined in the' matter and it 
might better be settled sooner than 
later. They advised him to challenge 
Ayer and have it over with All sup
posed that the origin of the matter 
was at the card table. Indeed, few if 
any knew that Ayer was trying to 
force bis enemy to withdraw bis in
fluence from Mrs. Ayer. Quigley blus
tered for awhile, but took no action. 
But finally noticing a diflereuce in the 
cordiality with which his friends greet
ed him be gave in and sent Ayer a 
challenge. 

Ayer accepted, naming revolvers at 
ten paces, every chamber to be emptied 
before the firing ceased. 

This staggered Quigley, for it meant 
death urobably to both of the parties 
He sent a message to Ayer asking 

rode on the traction company's re
pair wagou. was going to give her a 
poodle as soon as his brother got the 
hauling contract in the Ninth. And 
the man who always ate sparer!bs and 
spinach and said be was a stock
broker asked her to go to "Parsifal" 
with him. 

"I don't know where this place U," 
said Aileen while talking it over with 
Tildy. "but the weddiug ring's got to 
be ou before I put a stitch Into a 
traveling dress. Ain't that right? Well, 
1 guess!" 

But. Tildy! 
hi steaming, chattering, cabbage 

scented Bogle's there was almost a 
heart tragedy. Tildy, with the bluut 
nose, the hay colored hair, the frec
kled skin, the bag o' meal figure, had 
never had an admirer. Not a man 
followed her with his eyes when she 
weut to aud fro in the restaurant 
save now and then when men glared 
with the beast hunger for food. None 
of them bautered her gayly to coquet
tish interchanges of wit. None ot 
them loudly jollied her of morn
ings as they did Aileen, accusing her, 
when the eggs were slow in coming, 
of late hours in the company of en
vied swains. No one had ever given 
her a turquoise ring or invited her 
upon a vojage to mysterious, distant 
"Parsifal." 

Tildy was a good waitress, aud the 
men toleiated her. They who sat at 
her tables spoke to her briefly with 
quotations from the bill, of fare and 
then raised their voices in honeyed 
and otherwise flavored accents elo
quently addressed to the fair Aileen. 
They writhed in their chairs to gaze 
around and over the impeding form ot 
Tildy, that Aileen's pulchritude might 
season and make ambrosia of their 
bacon and eggs. 

And Tildy was content to be the un-
wooed drudne if Aileen could receive 
the flattery and the homage. The 
blunt noM« was loyal to the short Gre
cian. She was Aileen's friend, and 
she was glad to see her rule hearts 
and wean the attention of men from 
suiokinu potpie and lemon meringue. 
But dot;, below our freckles aud hay 
colored hair the unhandsomest of us 
dream ot a prince or a princess, not 
vicarious, but coming to us alone. 

There was a moruiug when Aileen 
tripped in to work with a slightly 
bruised eje. and Tildy's solicitude was 
almost enough to heal any optic. 

"Fresh guy." explained Aileen. "last 
night as 1 was going home at Twenty-
third and Sixth, sabhayed up. so he 
did. and made a break. 1 turned him 
down cold, and he made a sneak, but 
followed me down to Eighteenth and 
tried his hot air again. Gee. but ' 
slapped him a good one side of the 
face! Then he give me that eye. 
Does it look real awful. Til? 1 should 
hate that Mr. Nicholson should see it 
when he comes in for his tea and 
toast at 10 " 

Tildy listened to the adventure with 
breathless admiration. No man had 
e\er tried to follow her. She was 
safe abroad at any hour of the twen 
ty-four What bliss it must have been 
to have had a man follow one and 
black one's eye for love! 

Anions; the customers at Bogle's was 
a young man named Seeders, who 
worked in a laundry office. Mr. Seed
ers was thin aud bad light hair and 
appeared to have been recently rough 
dried and starched. He was too diffi
dent to aspire to Aileen's notice, so 
he usually sat at one of Tildy's tables, 
where he devoted himself to silence 
and boiled weaktish. 

One day when Mr. Seeders came in 
to dinner he had been drinking beer. 
There were only two or three custom
ers in the restaurant. When Mr. Seed
ers had finished his weaktish he got 

her lips desirable. The sudden and 
amatory Seeders had. as It were, per
formed for her a miraculous piece of 
one day laundry work. He had taken 
the sackcloth of her uncomellness, bad 
washed, dried, si a re hed and iroued it 
aud returned it to her sheer embroid
ered lawn—the robe of Venus herself. 

The freckles ou Tildy's cheeks merg
ed into a rosy flush Now both Circe 
and Psyche peeped from her bright
ened eyes. Not even Aileen herself 
had been publicly embraced aud kissed 
in the restaurant 

Tildy could not keep the delightful 
secret. Wheti trade was slack she 
went and stood at Bogle's desk. Her 
eyes were tmining She tried not to 
le*t her words sound proud and boast
ful. 

"A gentleman insulted me today," 
she said "He hugged me around the 
waist and kissed me" 

"That so?" said Bogle, cracking open 
his business armor. "After this week 
you get a dollar a week more." 

At the nest regular meal when THdy 
set food before customers with whom 

wbat he could do to avert fhe Issue. 
Ayer replied in a sealed note telling 
him that he must neither speak nor 
write to Mrs. Ayer again Quigley re
plied that Mrs. Ayer had applied for a 
divorce and bad consented to marry 
him as soon as it was obtained. To 
this Ayer replied that on his part the 
affair would be dropped But he did 
not do this till be had looked into the 
court records and found that his wife 
had the day before applied for a sep
aration 

When Ayer went home that evening 
he found his wife gone. His little boy 
asked him what was the matter with 
mamma. She bad cried and kissed 
hira all the morning, then bad gone out 
and hadn't come back. Wouldn't papa 
go and bring her back? 

But day'after (lay. week after week, 
month after month, passed and mamma 
did not return. She was residing In a 
city where divorce is made easy. The 
child was obliged to content himself 
with his nurse during the day, but 
whenever his father was not at his 
office he supplied so far as possible the 
place of the mother. Quigley still 
lived in the city, but there was not as 
much swagger in him as formerly. 
Somehow no one seemed to think he 
had come out of his affair with Ayer 
with credit, and his friends were drop
ping off. 

While it was known to the Ayers' 
Intimate friends that Helen was suing 
for a divorce, it was not known that 
she was doing so in order to marry 
Quigley Divorces usually make it ap
pear that great wrongs are committed 
by one or both parties. We are horri
fied at tales of cruelty, desertion, all 
kinds of inhumanities. While reading 
of them we would suppose that after 
such suffering neither party will ever 
again consent to wear the chains of 
wedlock. But once the bond is broken 
up pops a man or a woman hitherto 
unknown in the proceedings, and the 
decree is scarcely granted before the 
wedding bells are ringing. 

Helen Ayer had secured her divorce, 
had returned, and it was supposed by 
her friends, except an intimate few. 
that she would remain—after the 
charges against Ayer her lawyer had 
drawn up for her—an unmarried worn 
an. While this was the supposition, a 
marriage license was being taken out 
permitting Helen Ayer aud Schuyler 
Quigley to wed. They were to be pri
vately married at 5 o'clock in the even
ing and take a 7 o'clock train for their 
wedding trip 

During the afternoon the bride to be 
was seized with an irresistible desire 
to see her boy once more before taking 
the irretrievable step. She knew that 
her husband was usually at his office 
at the time and she would not meet 
him. Throwing caution to the winds, 
she called a carriage, alighted near 
her former home, entered and ran up
stairs tp find her son. 

She came upon a melancholy sight. 
Her boy was lying on a bed. pale and 
wan. while his father was bending 
over him. 

"Oh. why didn't you tell me? Why 
didn't you send for me?" she wailed 
And without waiting for a reply she 
bent down, passionately encircled the 
child with her arms and hugged him 
to her breast. Then, flinging her hat 
and coat aside, she knelt beside the 
bed. 

"Oh. mamma!" cried the child. 
"Sow glad I am that you have come 
back!" Then, raising his arms, he 
placed them about her shoulders 
"And you're never, never going away 
again, are you?" 

And the woman for whom a groom 
was waiting said: 

"Never, so help me heaven!" 
Russell Ayer was walking away 

when his wife seized his hand and 
held him. She attempted to speak to 
him. but not finding words turned 
again to the boy. ' Then Russell knelt 
beside her and. resting his hand on 
her waist, the two turned the ebbing 
life back into their child by their unit
ed presence. 

An hour later Schuyler Quigley. as 
he was about to enter a carriage to 
take him to a church where be was to 
meet his bride, was startled by a mes
sage. Tearing off the cover with mis
givings and impatience, he read-

I cannot go 1 will never see you again 
One of those singular and unac 

countable infatuations under which a 
woman will leave home, husband and 
children, wrecking them, and most of 
all herself, had come to a sudden end. 
as it were, on the brink of the preci 
pice over which she was about to 
plunge. Her husband could manage 
the man who was enticing her. but he 
could not manage her. Wbat neither 
of these men could do was accom 
plished by a sick child. 

After the boy came out of danger 
Russell Ayer told his wife of his at 
tempts to save her He gave the rea
son for hi* accusing Quigley of cheat 
ing at cards, the blow, the subsequent 
insults, the forcing his enemy into an 
unwilling challenge Then when he 
had finished by telling her that he had 
dropppd the matter on learning of her 
intended separation she shuddered 

"My God! How could I have done 
it?" * 

Chance For a Third. 
The editor had been unusually pa

tient, but it was the third visit he had 
received within a week from the long 
haired young man. 

"You might at least give me some 
suggestions about the tv.o principal 
poems. 'Dying Love' and "Autumn 
Fires.' if you cannot accept them in 
their present form," persisted the vis
itor. 

"The only suggestion that occurs to 
me," said the editor wearily, "is that 
you might throw the flrst one into the 
second and let me know what hap
pens."—Youth'* Companion. 

Enemies of Bad Health. 
Bad health hates a man who is 

friendly with its enemies—hard work, 
plain food and pure air. More men die 
from worry than from overwork; more 
men stuff themselves to death thau die 
of starvation; more break their necks 
falling down the cellar stairs than 
climbing mountains. If the human 
animal reposed less confidence in his 
stomach and more In his legs the 
streets would be full of healthy men 
walking down to business. Remember 
that a man always rides to his grave; 
he never walks there.—Old Gorgon 
Graham. 
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"Elijah." said Mrs. Dunkers. "thurs 
an evangelist goin' to preach for us 
nex' Sunday. I wisht you'd go 'n hear 
him. You don* know how mis'able it 
makes me to be in the fold and have 
my husban' out of i t " 

"What's an evangelist?" 
"An evangelist is one of them minis

ter's the Lord sends onct in a while 
to stir up the feelin's o' them as can't 
be teched by ordinary means." 

"One of whom I am which " 
"Yes, you be, Elijah. I'm sorry to 

say i t I hope you'll go and hear this 
hoiy man and mebbe he'll tech your 
heart" 

Mahulda Dunkers sighed and walked 
away. Her efforts to bring her hus
band under the influences that guided 
her always proved abortive. He was a 
matter of fact man, while she was 
emotional. By some he .was called a 
scoffer, though no one ever heard him 
speak disrespectfully of religion. He 
Jisliked cant and those disposed to 
cant called him a scoffer because he 
was not of their ilk. The couple lived 
in tne far w^st where extremes were 
in vogue. This had made the wife an 
extremist in matters of religion. If 
the husband was an extremist it was 
in the manifest presence of the devil 
who seemed to guide both the good 
and the bad in Nuggetville. 

Sunday morning came and a few 
minutes before service time a man in 
clerical garb was seen descending the 
trail He walked with a firm step and 
carried a prayer book in his hand. The 
Reverend Mr Saintly was unknown 
to a single person in Nuggetville. He 
had sent word that he would preach 
there on that Sunday morning and 
hoped that he would mo\e every un
christian man. woman and child in the 
camp to repentance. 

Elijah Dunkers saw the evangelist 
coming and watched him descend the 
canyon. 

"What makes ye scowl so. Elijah?" 
asked his wife. "It seems that every
thing holy has a contrary effect on ye. 
Can't you look at a man of God with
out showin" the impiety there is in ye? 
It isn't you that's scowlin' at this 
Bervaut of the Lord; it's the devil 
that's got a holt on yer heact." 

"Jes" you go to meetin". Mahulda. 
What ye got to put in the hat?" 

"I got four ounces o' dirt." 
"Ye goin' to give four ounces o' dirt 

to that"-
"Forbear. Elijah! Forbear! Don't 

speak impiously of the Lord's anoint
ed." 

Elijah turned away. His wife made 
one more effort to induce him to ac
company her to the grove that was 
one of "God's first temples." but he 
paid no attention to her. 

The evangelist found the people of 
Nuggetville assembling and taking 
seats on the boards ranged in front of 
a stump to which a piece of scantling 
supporting an inclined bit of timber 
for a book rest was fastened. Mount
ing the stump he said: 

"My friends. I wish before beginning 
the service to ask if any one of you 
have brought to this place consecrated 
to the Lord's service any of those 
hellish machines used to kill your fel
low men. If so please go and deposit 
them at the foot of that tree over 
yonder." 

He waited while several of the men 
present, awed by his impressive tone, 
deposited their revolvers and knives as 
he directed. When they were again 
seated the evangelist asked if any 
other person was desecrating the 
place and called down the wrath of 
heaven upon them if they were. This 
resulted in the deposit of two more 
weapons, after which the service pro
ceeded. 

Mr. Saintly proved to be one of 
those men who have the faculty of 
pouring forth a torrent of words, work
ing on their hearers more by their 
personal intensity than by what they 
say. Excitable himself, he excited oth
ers. His word pictures of the terrible 
damnation in store for those who did 
not do what he told them to do were 
lurid as an approaching tornado. Mrs. 
Dunkers. the most emotional woman 
in the congregation, became hysterical. 
The evangelist finished his exhortation 
with the following words: 

"And now. my hearers. I wish you 
to plant on this holy ground a church. 
I desire that one of your number pass 
around the hat to receive your contri
butions, and remember that as you 
give so shall you be received at the 
last day into heaven." 

A white headed man arose, passed 
around a hat. and when he had finish
ed set it down, overflowing with gold 
dust and coins, at a point indicated by 
the evangelist Then the good man 
dismounted from the pulpit stump, 
walked up to the hat, faced the con
gregation, drew a 42 caliber revolver. 
covered those present, picked up the 
hat and said: 

"You're the easiest plucked lot o' ga
loots I ever relieved o' their dust" 

He was turning to walk away with 
the plunder when a shot knocked his 
revolver out of his band, and before 
he could recover Elijah Dunkers had 
downed him. 

"I knowed ye," said Elijah, "as soon 
as I saw ye cotnin' down the canyon. Ye 
won't play evangelist uo more." 

That evening after a rope ceremony 
at Nuggetville, Mrs. Dunkers was very 
sad. 

"I'm thinkin*. Elijah." she said, "that 
practicin' religion and makin" fools of 
ourselves is two different things." 

The Idealistic. 
Never believe that your life is going 

to be better and stronger if you cut 
out all the dreams and aspirations. 
The people who never get beyond their 
immediate vocations do not do the best 
work in life. There are two paths in 
life, the materialistic and the ideal
istic, and it is for us to choose which 
we will walk in. A strong life, a true 
life, a noble life can never be lived by 
any man or woman without the pres
ence of what fools have always called 
and always will call—the unreal.— 
Henry Van Dyke. 
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