THE DUKELET.
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“For my lalior's there among ‘em, and
kel clamor for hLl r?l.‘r’l "

My hatter wulghs two hu drad and his

t I hard, they may,
1 wtnhmyoul.' pa hnd sottled things belore
wo malle

RWAY, .
Fur llll.'ﬁll ali be jumpin’ on me (13
the landin®l

“w them have that hungry
.“h“on.;,'!.'l"e:mvmud the duke's Young

L |
ited long, they've walted
ong.'” the litle duke ropliod

Wthat makes that il min  shake hin
fat?” Implored the duke's young

1de; .

“He vﬁnu hin cash, he wants his cuh,

the little duke replled; e

vHe's the man from W om_1 purchase
the engagement ring u Wear,

For 1 widl IHI‘T thlur: your father was »

ultimiilonalre;

He's l“: strong, they say, as HSameon was
befory h‘c loat his 'ﬂnlr. :

And I'm dreadin' what'll hippen when

wo're landing!"

vwhat makes the erowd
lrnu.’“ implored Tﬁ-

e .
wiore croditors, more creditors,’” the
trembling duke replied, -
“Why 40 the r‘e-nm ao rude, 80 rude?
Jmp:m-rd’t e duke’'s sweel 'url:!lo.
“Hoonune, alas, they are canallie, this
trerpbilng dulee repiied)
WYour pa wan cruel hard to make the
dot he gave 80 srunil, R )
1t 1 anould settis with them we'd have

increans  wa
duke's sweet

pothin® left at Al
Addrean 'em from_ the nEWLY—iry to
stand ‘em off Ul fpll—

or ther'll do things that may shock

he tandin'!"
o Lt 'cmun.u Roecord-Herald,

P S W R S
e ————— A

AN INTERLUDE.

By R. RAMBAY.,
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Love for an bour or n day, sir,
Will do for a girl of Japan.

Blizabeth had been humming the
half-bitter song that never would
sult her voloe, (Only & gay thing like
Kitty Murshall could imitate the fAip.
pant way that was the right way to
ging It.) Breaking across Itn refraln
ihe beard a sudden clatter of horse's
Looln.

Bhe llstened a minute, while the
puges fluttered down from the plano
und the song died on her lips. A slight
color tinled her pale, handsame fuce
8 ahs walked to the window, and,
leaning her arms on the sill, looked

" down, emiling.

“Bobby," she ealled,

He¢ tried to smile, riding past in a
desperate hurry; but she siw the fury
in his face. In mpother minute he
bad burst Into the room as if shot
from a catapult—ius way, Tlere was
vo ringlng of bells with Bobby, He
and Miss Lancaster bhad known each

that? 1 know it's confounded cheok
but T will suy It—11 was Just g rldleu:
lous faney | kad fur Kitty. 1 know
now It was vou I loved all the time.*
Elieaboth grew Euddenly white I"l
:::t'!ré : Thle tining, old-mnidenly
riy alr for : '
undetnnied_ orsook her, and left her
“I'm Eure of 1p,”

e went on eage
“But just becnuss werly,

' It's lwen wiwayy ko
I didn't understand, Thut was why I
couldn’t agres with her. There waa

something wanting, tomethitg wrong
—always—nlways! And | was a blind
nu‘ and did not guess!™

Don't be g0 rash™ gha sald, with a
Httle snd smile of yearning; but, alas!
It wan hard to Le prudent while her
htearl} beat o fast. Her voles., tne
steady, pleading. tuok on u qulv
af triumph, RIS Bl

“Why, Ellsabeth—you—yai—it!
your eyes!" i e

He flung his arma Around her pas-
wlonntely, und she fely the clasp tight.
en until his heart bent wildly against
her cheek, Her eves weer shut under
Btrange hot kisss, and for a litle
while she was dumb,

“Bobby, are you mud?* she miir-
mired at inst, hroatllessly, Iylng up

|
on hls breast,

other all thelr lives, and lLe cnme to.

ber as he would 1o an elder sister in
all hls straits anu rages,

“What's the matter?” she asked,
beolding out her hands to be shaken.
“Another guarrelY”

He rushed at her snd squeezed them
tightly,

“It's all over!" he cried,

"Tell me about It," she sald compaa-
slonately, but hardly startled. It was
tot the first time Elizabeth had had
W patch up s quarrel between Bobby
and the girl on whom he had fixad
his fancy., After half-an-hour's com:
forting he would ride back to make it
p. . . At least, that was what had
always happened untll tonight,

“She's guch & baby,'" he cried, plung-
log Into the heart of things. "1 can’t
miks ber understand—I can't make
ber see—No, Ellzabeth, it's no good
smylng It's hall my fault"—

“All your faulf, Mobby," ehe inter-
rupted, mildly.

"That's your kind-heartedness, but
i you saw her—Iif you only heard her!
It's enough to drive a fellow mad
Ba 1 sald | wouldnt stand it. And so
she sald. as we couldn't agree, hadn't
we bettor part—and—and—" He was
Legianing to stammier.

"My poor boy," sald Elizabeth, “ghe
did not mean 8"

“Well, T told her It was the only
wise (hing she haa said since we had
been engaged. And then she lnughed.
Al 1 sald, ‘What are yon laughing
8% And she sala, *Atl you'"

He broke off, almost choking with
Roger, and there was n solemn pRuse,
A hunh had fallen over all the garden,
and the jnst bird was sloging painfully
in the treen. Elizabeth smiled half
#idiy, haif tenderly, there was nothing

In all the world os motherly as hor
face,

“Don't, Bobby, don't” she sald, lay-
iﬂl.t ber hund on his, He started,

‘Don’'t what? he asked, boarsely.
He hnd been staring at the floor, but
noweho lifted his eyes to hers, hot, ex-
Cite nd very oung (He was thres
Yuarjolder than she, but perbaps she
hud “learned hardor things—nnd he
Would be a boy to the very end, na she
knew). ‘Do you think | mind? It
;'u an awiil mistake, aud I'm & ¢on-
oundedly lucky fellow to have got out
o It In Ume. Becaure—"

He chught her nands sgain impul-
Wvely, and gazed right fnto her eyes.

Decause I'va found out that 1 was
8 fool, Blizabeth—you're tho dearost
mllnnllmvuu—ndmm't be
:’l;llrr. You've forgiven me 50 much;

my lfe you've hud to svold me and
forgive me things. - You'll forgive me

-

o

"Mad? ke erled, “I was mnd, my
darllng, When I winic bow dear snd
hind you've nlways boon, comforting,
helpitig: me all my lfe—my doarest,
my gunrdian nngel—! can't Imagine

| how I could ever dream—oh, you don't

koow what a heavenly rest it is to fnd
out that I'm {n love with you!™

“My LID)'—H})' boy!" she sald, wist-
fully, looking up in his face. Her
Eyen webe dim wilh tears nod fear und
wonder,

“I'll go fo your father at once,” he
sald, stammering, “Elmbeth, do you
hear? I'm goltg to—to—to tell him.
I want all the world to know that I'm
yours, and you are mine. . . I want
them all to sea”—

"No" she sald. “Don‘t go tonlght.
Perhapi—totmntrow,™

“Why" hesshked impatiantly; and she
tried to smile Lravely up nt his eager

face. He Lelieved that he loved Ler
then, ., , ., Al, yes, he belleved It
Dared she not—

"I want 1o keep Jt to mysell, to-

night,” she sald.  “Ah, my denrest, you
don't know—you ¢cun't guess what it
means to me. Flave patience, and lot
me have It to dream tonight with all
but myself shut ont,”

He laughed, vuwillingly giving in to
her whim; an. ahe puehed buck the
halr from his hot forehead. He was
hardly sble 10 undertake a solemn
palaver with Mr. Laucaster (who was
4 J. P, ond gruff) o the present whirl
of hls braln

“Well, I'll ride over lomorrow morn.
ing—with the—w/ith the garly bird,"” he
sald gayly, "Elizabeth, will you be
awake? I'I! be up with the lark to
tome and elnlm vou.”

They looked Into each other's eyes—
he with gallant lsughter, nnd she all
wistful,

“Good-by,” she sald.

“Good night, you mean. [t's never
to be good:by."

“Kiss me, then, Bobby, and ssiy good
night.”

She went with him to the door, and
watched hlm ride away under the
darkened trees. Her eves were dazed
with bappiness, but the wild fQush was
already dying in her chesk—fading In-
to its haughty pallor,

On the sialr she met her mother,
and paused 10 it her pass. Mre Lan-
cester lookéd her her curfously.

"Has anybody--Elizabeth, who has
Leen Dere?"

Elizabeth saw the sharp glance i
her transfigured face,

“Only Bolbby."

And then she retiched ker own room
and fell on her knees, hacdly praying—
what dared ohe ask?—her Heart filled
wiih the rush happlness that had voms
10 her. It was all bers for ome night.
at least, and she would go to  sleep
with his kiss burniug on her chesl,

Bobhy did not come in the moruing.

The day ufier there came a letier,
Impulgive, boyieh, and--like bhim.

Dear, dear Elisabeth—You  wers
right—you are slwaye right! [ find It
wai all my favlt and my poor Hitld
glrl was not to blame., [ can't think
how I could have been such a brute
But she has forgiven me, though [
don't deserve it—and it's to be In Sep-
tember, because when we're marriod
we ean't poselbly quarrel llke that, you
know. And, she says, will you be a
bridesmaid? [ was quite off my head
last night. How you must have
laughed st me! But 1'll never forget
your fkindness, my pguardiin angel
She says the Yridesmalds are 10 be
dressed In pink—

“His guardian aneel!” esld  Ellza-
beth. with & bitter smile. 1 wonder
he does not nsk me to be lls sister!”

Alaa and agaln alasi—New York
Evening Jourpal

Fretful Dad.

“This son of mine & always up lo
something.” =
“Boys will be boys.
«] wonldn't object to that. But he
wants to take & female part In 4 col

lege play. ' —Kausas City Journal

e e S —

“Halr cut, French or Engiigh atyle,
@ cents. Franco-British siyle, n great
ghccess, same pooe,” says & notlce ex-
hibited by & Sbepherd's Busk (Lon-
don) barber.

Caute For Tears.

A Itle girl pat on the dutb,

Her curly head low bowed,
And -lmbe:l an though her hesrt would

break,
In uccents long and loud.

“What Is it dear?’ 1 safd to ber,

e D gRYE lier curls n touch,

What maken you sad on this bright day?
Why do you weep 80 much

The cnlld looked wup thee' streaming
*ars
"Hecuuse, becaune,' she slghed,

“Fleass teoll me,” 1 repoated low,
Why you so loudly eried.

“Becuupe | want another foot,”
Jhe Hide muiden sobbed;
While in the April broeges al
Her golden ringlets bobbed.

UAnother foot! my darfing child,”
wal B0 0 much surprise;

Nobody has more thun two feet,
Or hands, or ears, or eyes'

"1 know, but | live in that fat,
And the It's nice and neat,
henaver 1 piay out of doors
Fmust play In the street,

“And wo 1 want anoiher foof,”

1 e el ngnin sobbed hand—

Todny 1 heard ms popa say

Three feet would make o yard."”
—Washington Star.

My Tears Are Hanging Out.

Obe day u little boy named Arthur
wis crying In the Kkitchen, It was
Just dinner time und Lis mother told
hini to go to the table, He started
i0 20 Inh the dining room and ran
back. saying: *Ob, how ean | go n
with my tears all haoging out'—
Dorothy B. Stan, in the Brooklyn
Eagle,

A Physician's Messengers,

Carrier-plgeony are doing the work
of telephones In one of the towns of
Muine, as between an enterprising
physlcian nnd his patients, Having
first trained forty birds so thot they
would always come home, the doctor
served them ot to his regular pa-
trohs; and now, when Willle Bmith
has oroup or Grandma Jones gets n
bad fall, or any ealamity threatans, a
note s tucked under a plgeon’s wing,
and the bLird makes straight for the
little opening over the doctor's door,
An interseting development attending
this experiment |8 the reform of all
the small boys who bad beén addiet-
ed to stonethrowing, Older people
roOn redlized that an mcourste shot
might kill or cripple one of the doo-
tor's mespengers.—Christian  Regls
ter,

How Dot and Jack Weon a Friend.

Up among the green leaves and
blossoms of n cherry-tree wias o tiny
home, and in it lved Father and
Mother Robln with thelr four bables.
It was n most beautiful place for &
home, but one thing troubled Mother
Rolin very much, Every morning,
while she was feeding her Dbables,
two little people, with bright blue
eyes, would stand at the foot of the
tree pud wotch the little family at
breakfast.

“1 bLelleve she la
whispered Jack to his
one day.

“Then we'll go away,” sald litle
Dot, “and walt until she knows us
better.”

Bo away the children scampered,
but they were still very much Inter-
¢ated In the old cherry-tree,

Soon alter the children were play-

afrald of us”
Httle sister

ing near the tree, when they saw
Mother Robin fAying round and
round,

“Let's see {f we ¢an heip her," sald
Lol.

The ohildren ran to the tree, and
there on the ground sy a bahy
robin. It had fallen from the nest
and could not Ay back. Jack cllmbed
up Into the tree, and brave Dot plek-
o the Hitle bird up and handed it to
Juvk, who lald It veéry tendeés!y In the
Hitle nest. From that dsy the robins
and the children were the beést of
friends—Jennle B, Smith, la  Kin-
dergarten Review,

And He Woke Up,

Once there was a little boy named
Neddle, snd he had three cata
Wwith these cats he plared all  day,
and even in his sleep he thought
about the good tlmes he had. I'm
sure one night they were thinking of

tim, for as soon ns he feli asleep
they came to him, with several of
thelr est friends, and begged for

more fun. Neddie was in for all the
good times that were coming to him.
80 he was ot of bed In = minute;
and they played that the onts were
tigers and he was a big hunter man
with a shotgun, “Mewof” etled one
of the cats' am it sprang onh Ned.
“pop-pop” went the gun, and away
rolled the makebelieve tger, shriek.
lug with {sughter un&i Its  sides
nched. Then the next™ent trled his
luek ot eating Ned, untll, gulte ex-
hausted with Isughter, they all lay
sprawling on the ground,

“Let's play horse car!™  exelaimed
Tabbie, and to Ned's “Oh, yes, lot's!”
they all sel to work, and in & twink-
Jing they put the chairs behind  his
pest hobby horses and made a very
plee car, Tuking A peep In the car
lere In what we saw: Oid Tm read
ing bis morning paper; with Blackie,
bs wife, by his side. Sbe was aing-
ing & lullaby to the Dbaby, Miss

Mouser and Miss Kitty were making
love to each other In the corner, and
Mr. Rateatcher sat on the middie
seat smoking n pipe,

In cameé the conductor, and, walk-
ing up to Mr. Ratcatcher, sald, “Ex-
cuse me, sir, can’t yer read?"”

Mr, Ratcatcher had seen the sign.
“No smoking,' but he wask a  burly
fellow and rather stubborn, “If yers
can't throw that 'er pilps away 'l
put her off this 'er car,” persisted the
conducior,

Then ensued n fight, and such a
goene!  Mr, Blypuss collected all the
farea and pocketed them  during
the confusion, and Mr. Sneakem un
hitched the horses and rode away with
them, Cat pollesman ran loto the
ear and tried to put he smoking
cat off. But lo! the car fell to pleces;
the passengers jumped into mowhere,
and Neddle, screaming, sat right up
in the middle of his bed and woke
up!—New Haven Reglster,

Bessie and the Flowers,

Bessle went inte the garden to
play. It was the blg fower garden,
and muny, many of the blossoms
were  Just coming Into  beautliful
bhloom. Bessie loved 10 Jook ut the
blossoms, but she dld not conslder
their rights, so0 she began pulling

thém off and throwing them on the
ground, After she had destroyed o
great number of the most beautiful
blossoms that bad been smillng so0
sweetly at her she hoard n volee say-
ing just at her elbow; "Now, little
girl, sines vou have killed so many
of my benutiful and Innocent com-
rades, how do  you feel? Are you
glad to look at thone dylng bloawoms
I¥ing sbout on the ground? Wera
they not much more plensing to your
eye when they yere livlug and nod
ding In the breeze and amiling townrd
biue heaven? And how sweetl wis
their fragrance; oo, for It fAoated
about In the alr making it deliclons
to the human nostrils, Ah, litle
girl, do you know how wicked It is to
wantonly destroy these dear flow-
ers?"”

“But how ean they L& dead when
they never breathe?" usked lgnorant
Besgle, "Flowers don't live—they
ean't walk"

“NYen, we do live, little
plained the volee which came from
a tall tiger My, "We all live #nd
grow, We eat from the soll and drink
of raln and dew, We come from
tiny esods and grow Into flowering
plants to make the world more heau-

girl,” ex-

tiful. DI not your moammn Want us
hiére? If she had not loved us she
wouldl not have hnd the gardener

plant us and tend us g0 Industriously,
And here within o fow minutes you
have destroyed the lives of flowers
that have been growing all through
the spring, putting forth their fresh,
poft leaves and blossoma 1o help
make this garden n place of benuty
and purity. See how those little blos-
soms on the ground are withering
under the sun's rays? Ah, within an-
other hall hour they will be entirely
dead, But had you not pulled them
from thelr parent stem they wonld
have lived many, many days, to add
beauty and love to this world. And
hefore thelr natural death other sis-
ter and brother blossoms would have
been oft the same stem with them to
take their place when their term of
Iife was explred, Now, lttle girl, do
you reslize the injury you bnve done
to the Dhelpless, though helpful
flowers?"

Bessle wtood gulte still for & min-
ufe, than she replied: "Yes, I've bean
4 naughty girl this morning; but I
shall fever, nover kil another flower
just for the fon of puling it off the
stem, Of course, If mamma says Lo
gather some flowers for the dinner
table or to carry to a sick friend that
wil be difterent. Then, with your
permission, good Mr. Tiger Lilly, T'lIl
gather a few of the full-blown blos-
| soms, for they wouldn’t live much
lotiger, anyway."

“Flowers love to be gathered to
adorn the dining table and 1o maka
the room of a slek person cheerful”
suld the volee. "They are then pul
into nice fresh water and do mot die
for ever #o long a time, and thelr
belog (n the water prevents (hem
from suffering, Indeed they enjoy
themeelves very much when dolug
good. It's only when being ruthless
Iy destroved—as you destroyed =0
many of them this morning—that
they Euffer.”

“Well, never aguin will a dear Hitle
lblnilum suffer at my hands” de

olurad. Bessle, “And If T conld put
{ these poor heads back on thelr necks
{again I'd do 80 And sn saving she

picked np the withering blog=ome
fromm the ground and held them ten-
|dvrl:r in her honds. I know what |
can do, though,” she added. [ ean
| put them ia a bowl o! frosh water
and set them In a cool, shady place
{In my room, where they may feel
happy In sdding their fragrance—
what lsn't already destroyed—to the
dellclous morning afe.”

And them Bessie ran to her room,
placing the balf-wilted flowers in a
dalnly howl of cold waler., And al
most lmmediately ther began to open
up and Jook refreshed and  happy.
“Oh, you dear things" exclaimed
Beasle. *1 shall love you nlways
after this morning's chat with old
Tiger Lily."—Washington Star,
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WILLIE'S BELI

P often talks abous a ma
mer, who lived long *

Pa soetns to think that 5
can’t somepow holie

The only things bo “"tﬂﬂ
"

Another man thinks ws
chan lo. You'c

To hear an talle a whils,
§a=t pit Hana “"u'll_

It seomn that he could sculy

: and do a jol of handy .

(8] L you, trhough, he wx
0 uhe-iwo-three wit
K.

Tha aten an that ever N
.tlil:l'lnkl.‘ l&“rt li‘:lukl;n;rauru.

colld alf
‘The Ink all rlgt. 1 guess, nnd | kne
lut nbout 'most l\mrylhlnf. ;
g el sz, vlhe
end of an r !
Ul bet you, thou e w--uxan"'.*
aood much & In the ring
Gunn,

=& E. Kisar, In Chicago Hecord-F

| tagaHs wimiy

“You usel to travel a4 grent f
Senator Brown" ‘“Yes"” oansw
the great tian regretfully; “tha
my pass-time."—Judge.

Stella—"Can you dress +
Incomie?”’ Bella—"Yes; bt
droasing within n berth L
Ing-onr.“—Harper's Dazar,

Blobbs—"How did you ge’

Paris? Do you speak Fronchi B

—"Only enough to make myself miss i

understond,"—Philadeiphla Record.

Passenger—"How do you feel, my

good man, when the

glant "5&' - :,.
came tumbling over the ship?™ Ohd= o

Salt—"Wet, ma'am—werry wat!"——

Judge,

"My boy,” advised the Poloniue
with chin whiskers, “stand by the
flag.” “I'l do It, dnd.! “And don't

lut the ofices go wholly unprotects
ed,"—Loulsville CourlerJouriinl

“He has no job.” “Father, { am
determined to niarry the man of my

cholce," "Very well, But don't fix
on my home ns the bosrding-house
ol your cholee, that's all"—Louls-

| ville Courler-Journal

Mre, Uptown—"1 trust that we shall
get nlong vary nicely, Nora. [ am
not ot all difeult to sult.” Nora swnw
new mald)—"No, ma'am; that's what
1 thought the blessed minute | set
eyes on  the  master"—Hurper's
Bazar.

Cholly—"1 overheard you remark,
Miss Pepprey, that Gus Sappy and I
wore gwont chums, but ‘1 assuah yom
you were mistaken—"" Miss Peop-
prey—"0Oh, no; It was you who wns
mistaken. | sald ‘great chumps.'*'—
Philadelphla Press.

Blmkins—"You say that little man
was formerly the lght-welght cham-

plon?" Timkins—"Yos" Slmkins
—"How did be lose the tltle?' Tim-
kins—"0h, e didn't lose [t He

merely sold his grocery und retired”
—Chicago Dally News. :

"Don't complain,” sald Uncle Eben,

“It you find dat somebody has an ax
to grind. You's lucky dese days if,
when you gltz through turnin' de
grindstone, he doesn’ han' you de ax
an' speck you lo do his choppin® for
'Im—Washington Star, %

“Logder! Louder!" sbrleked the
delegates "Gentlomen,"  protested
the presiding offcer;, “l ean wssure

you that the disappointment of those
who can't hemr len’t o marker to the
disappolntment of those who can'=
Philadeiphia Public Ledger.
Tourist—"Looks llke pretly good
soll around beére. What crops do the
tarmers grow in this section?' Na
tive—"That all depends, stranger.”
Tourlst—" Depends on what?" Natlve

—*0On what sort uv sead they puts

in an' the weather."—Chlcago Daily
News.

She—"1f a man loves his wife aa
much as she loves him, he will stop
wasting hin mouvey on clgars If she
asks him." He—"Yes, but If his wife
loves him as much as she oughl to
love a man who loves her enough to
stop It if she asks hWim, she won't
ask bhim."—Pueck.

Makeoup of Britlsh Army.

Among those offering to enlist In
the nrmy last year It was found that
27,021 unakilled men came forward,
againat 13,022 skiled tradeamen, In
addition to 15,223 men claesified sepe
arately, such ns Ashermen, bostmen,
stewards, barmgen nnil eletks, About
onefourth of efoh entopgory was re.
jected, tha unskilled haviog a alight
advantage In the numbers passing.
In the army Englishmen predomin-
ate; there are 175240, agninst 3.
588 Welshmen, 18,128 Scotsmen, 22~
836 Lashmen, #0014 Colonlals and 26
allene —Westminster Guarstie

The sexes having mude pledges to
keep out of debt, the women nopr
Maud, Okla, are dolng the farm work
w. the men are cuttlng raliroad
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