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; ; HER CHOICE : :

By Bello Trimble Mattson
Vg,

(Coyrlht, liy

Her oyes brightened ns sho fat
nluno In tho flickering firelight. Tlio
cool greens and grays of tlio room
took on n little llutli, nnd hor face
Hhnrcd It.

Tlio noxt hour would (lochia her
life; tilio wuh gambling with Fnto, nnd
thcro was u pleasurable excitement
about It.

It mntterad little to her which
came first; tho colonel could give hor
devotion, not to spank of IiIh wealth
und position.

Tho doctor could give her nn oqunl
dovotlon, nnd tho companionship of n
keen and vigorous Intellect.'

Jack did not count. Kim hml given
him tho rendezvous only that sho
might complete her revenge. Ho wns
not renlly In tho running.

Why Hhould she marry ngnln at
all? Hut then, why not? Hhe wan

The Next Hour Would Decide Her
Life.

young, nnd widowhood hnd begun to
pall. It wns n llfc-hab- with her to
rid herself of things when they palled.

A servant brought u enrd. So! It
was to bo the colonel.

Picking from n tall vaso ono of tho
lilies tho colonel had

sent thnt morning, sho went slowly
down, her soft whlto gown floating
about her nnd deepening tho dtuky
shadows In her hair.

A great tundcrncBa filled tho heart
of tho old man ng sho entered the
bright room, with his Illy in her hand.
He cumo toward hor eagerly; with

courtesy ho took her
hnnd nnd led her to n chnlr.

Ho spoko of tho weather nnd other
trivial things. Sho wntched him and
listened. His step hnd not elasticity,
his figure was no longer vigorous, tho
ring was gone from his voice, nud his
lips

"It plenROs mo to seo you with my
Illy. Thoy reminded me of your fair
sweetness when I saw them this morn-
ing. May I hope?"

Ho stopped nbniptly, and sho
turned her fnce to hU. She noted tho
llabby lids of his oyos. Still

Sho opened her lips to say "yes,"
nnd In a moment was surprised to
11ml sho had said "no.1

When ho had gone, sho wont to her
own room again. The lilies oppressed
her; tholr porfumo seemed heavy nnd
weak. Sho burled her fuco gratefully
In a hugo bowl of vivid rod roses,
with cool soft petals nnd a spicy
breath. Tho doctor hnd thought them
ho llko hor marked personality and
nbuniln.it vitality when ho solectod
thorn.

She rang.
"Send Mary with those lllios to old

Mrs. Harnnrd, and take this bowl of
rosus to tho llbrury,"

So, It was to bo tho doctor. Would
he come noxt, or should sho ylve
Jack Karnham his conge llrst?

A norums ring was followed by tho
doctor's enrd on tho tray of tho

muld. Sho was rnthor glad
he had come llrst. It would ndd n
sharp llttlo point to hor remarks to
Jack Karnhnm, If she hnd already
promised herself to another man.

Sho ran lightly down tho stnlrs. He
wait islanding by a table turning tho
lonvos of a magazine

"Pino nrtlclo that, on tho chemistry
of foods," ho romaikcd, when tho
Rrootings ware over.

She fait chilled. Tho chomistry of
foods! Probably thnt was his dally
dlot. How professional ho was!
ThoiO kon oyes behind tho apoctaclos
wore llkoly at this moment taking her
In as n "subject." Sho know this was
nn Injustice, but tho thought cnnio to
liur nil tho same.

Wns ho considering capillary nctlon,
whan hor cheeks Hushed nnd her
oyos brlghtoned? Sho moved, Impa-tlon- t

of her own thoughts.
Sho felt llko an Insect under n

microscope His prosonco hnd never
lmpresbed her llko this before As-

suring horsolf of hor own absurdity,
bhe smiled back nt him. and he,
pleased that ho had gracefully d

tho formation of Ico In tho at-

mosphere, wont on deoponlng her

Oh, it would fnovor do. Sho could
not sit opposite thoso professional
eyes threo times n day for tho rest
of her life Sho would Just bo n
widow.

Sho broke on him almost abruptly,

Jotx'tili II. Ilowlos.)

not answering tho sontenco ho had
barely finished.

"Dear doctor, I am sorry to pain

you. You camo for nn answer to-da-

nml 1 must say 'no.' "
"Thoro Is nothing I enn say? Noth-

ing could change your decision? It
will bo n deep sorrow to mo else" Ho
spoko In a measured tone, keeping a
firm hold on himself.

"No," sho said. "No. Hut, bollcvo
mo, 1 nm sorry."

Ho stood up, very gravo ami white
"You will pardon me. If I go at once?"

Mowing over hor hnnd, but not ven-
turing to look In hor fnce, ho wont
out of her life.

Sho felt ashamed nt tho rollef that
enmo to her, when sho knew sho wns
not, nftcr all, to bo tho doctor's wife.
She wit, thinking still of him, whon
"Mr. John Kublnn Fnrnhain's" enrd
wns brought her.

"Show him Into tho back pnrlor,
and say thnt I will seo him presently."

When tho servant hnd gone to do
this bidding, sho rose and stood be-

fore n tall glnss. Was her hair right?
This man must be mado to feel her
desirability. It must bo crowded on
him, and ho must then bo mado to
feel, what ho had seemed a llttlo
blind to heretofore, that this desirabil-
ity was beyond his reach.

Should sho wear some of his vio-
lets? How nlco Jack always was
about remembering what flowers ono
loved, and nil thoso llttlo things that
flatter women.

No, she would wear none of his
flowers. They wore filling with per-
fume at this mlnuto that bnck jftirlor,
where this masterful person was like-
ly tramping about.

Ho was not tramping about; ho was
standing very still as sho camo Into
tho room.

Tall, very dark, with a thin, keen
face, his ono beauty was his eyes. Ho
had several years the advantage of
her HO, and ho boro heavier traces of
thoso thnt had passed over him.

He did not seat himself, and his al-

titude seemed to forbid hor doing so.
Mreuklng resentfully through this Im-
pression, bIio sat down, forcing her-
self to say, as sho tucked a cushion
Into Just the right spot: "Sit down,
won't you? It seems more friendly.
And don't glower nt me, I beg. It In-

timidates me."
Laughing n little nt the Idea of In-

timidation, ho hesitated n moment,
then camo quickly to her.

"Thank you, job. I will sit down
but I can't, I really enn't, rlso to
frivolities In conversntlon. It takes a
woman," ho went on, a llttlo bitterly,
"to absolutely disguise every feeling."

Ho sat down beforo her, ho took her
hands, he almost crushed thorn, in-

deed. "Nell, you will como to mo?
You do love mo? Is tho lovo of n II fo
not worth tho taking? 1 have loved
you nlwnys, dear I think from tho
foundation of the world. Can you got
along without a lovo that needs you
so?"

Alas! for Jack. There It wns tho
oKl masterfulness, she would nono
of It. Could sho "get nlong," Indeed!

Sho drow bnck from him. "Thnnk
you; yes, I am getting along very
well."

Ho only stared at her, still leaning
towurd hor.

"Tho lovo of n good man Is an
honor to nny woman "

"Ilosh!"
"Hut 1 ennnot nccopt yours, nnd

glvo nono In return," she went on,
unheeding his scornful Interruption.
"My henrt Is in tho grnvo with Her-bort.- "

"Renlly, nnd truly?" ho spoko slow-
ly, ns If trying to grnsp It. "Do you
mean thnt7 You will not marry
mo?"

"No."
"I will say good-night.- " Ho spoko

briskly, ns ho nroso. His shouldors
lookod vory square; his brown oyos
had lost all tho softness of a moment
ago.

Mowing stiffly, ho loft her. Sho
llstonod. Tho Fervnnt had left tho
hall, and sho hoard hint pnuso. Sho
know ho was gutting hlmsolf into his
overcoat.

Now he was going to tho door.
She leaped from hor cushions. Sho

ran. Oh, suppose ho should got out
before sho reached him!

"Oh, wait," sho gasped. Ho stopped.
"Jack, Jnck," sho panted. "Coma

back. My heart Isn't in tho grave
with Horbort nt all. It is going out ol
tho door with you this minute, and
I'vo Just found It out."

Why Glasses Are Clicked.
In answor to n correspondent whe

asks, "Will you finally settle tho qucs
tlon why glasses nro clicked when
people drink a toaBt In wine?" a Mer-

lin paper sayBt "Your question
should hnvo included beer. The ancient
form is observed with that boverag
ns woll as with wine. Thoro aro many
versions, but the most logical Is the
ono which Is based on tho supposition
thnt a good drink Is so worthy of re-

spect that In taking it all one's senses
should bo employed. Ono sees the
liquid, tastes it, smells Its fragrance,
feels Its effect, and tho glasses are
clicked so that the sense of benrlnc

I may also have a share in the nlco
ure."

"LORDS AND LADIE8."

A Pretty Flower That It Common In
trm Fields of England.

I wonder how ninny times my llttlo
friends have rend these words: "Con-
sider tho lilies," nnd then hnvo done
ns tho grent Tenchor doBlred1 thoy
should do. Over 1,800 years have
passed since Ho bndo His HstenerB to
consider the lowly thlngH mndo by
I 11k Father, nnd nil through tbnt long
fpmo cf time how few hnvo been they
whu have really studied nnd loved
the wnysldo flowers.

Look nt thoso broad spenr-shnpe- d

lon'.-6- of deop glossy green, from
which queer-shape- d hoods of

stand up. Within
these hoodn lies hidden one of
tho most marvelous of our wild
(lowers', tho Cuckoo-Pint- , or "lairds
4iii(l Lndlea" of tho village boys nnd
girls of England. Tho botanist speaks
of it ns tho Arum.

In the confer of the hood atnnds n
tall, purple linger which beckons to a
small fly, a llttlo croaturo whose tiny
wings aro thickly covered with hairs.
It may not see tho beckoning linger,
nnd thercforo In addition tho flower
sends out n smell llko thnt of bad
meat, by which tho fly Is attracted as
fast ns wings can bout to the open
hood. Entering, ho passes down a
narrow passage, soon coming to n
barrier of sharp bristles, tho points of
which bond downwnrdB. Through
these ho goes, nnd tlnds himself at
once In n spacious room along the
floor of which Is spread a fine feast
of honey. Ho has an excellent meal,
nnd thinking he will pay n visit to
his lndylovo living a short way down
the lane, he climbs tho wnllg of tho
room, nnd enters the narrow passage,
but lo! he ennnot linss out, for tho
wny Is bnrrcd by tho sharp ends of
the bristles ho passed so easily when
he came In.

Ho tries ngnln und ngnln to mnko
his way out, but without success, nnd
nt Inst goes down ngnln Into tho room
below, whero ha Indulges In nnother
feast. Night comes on, nnd, snug nnd
warm, ho dreams perhaps of tho glori-
ous Hiinchlne. Soon ho lu awakened
by feeling something llko dry rain
falling on him; after a llttlo tlmo It
censes, nnd then to sleep ngnln ho
goes. Once mora he Is nwnkened,

MnYrlii
"Lords and Ladles."

this tlmo by tho sun shining through
tho green windows of his room. He
climbs ngnln to the narrow passage,
nnd, strange to sny, tho shnrp briBtlcs
nre no longer there, tho wny Is clear,
nnd out into tho bright fresh Mny
morning ho files.

Hestlng on a grnss blade overhang-
ing n little pool ho catches bight of his
reflection In tho water, and nearly
tumbles In, so changed Is ho. Prom
wlng-tl- to wing-ti- ho Is covered
with yollow dust. Soon ho becomes
hungry ngnln, nnd romomberlng
whence ho obtnlned his last meal ho
flloB straight to tho beckoning flngor
of nnother plnnt. PnBslng Into the
wnrm room, he brushes oft tho yellow
dust ngnlnst tho hairs which cover n
lot of little boxes thnt will ono day
become first green, then red, nnd In
which will llo tho bright yollow seeds,

In the picture Is shown how the
flowers look as thoy grow nt tho bot-
tom of the hedge. 1 have tnken ono
of tho llowors und removed a portion
of it to Bhow you tho llttlo pnssago
nnd tho room In which our tiny friend
dined, oxplnlns tho writer in tho
Quiver. Molow tho sharp bristles arc
urrnuged n number of small boxes
with closo-tlttln- g lids. Thoso nro filled
with tho golden dust. Molow these
boxos there is a ring of hairs which
protect nnother and lnrgor ring of
lioxos lowor down, containing what
will somo day be tho seed. Tho llttlo
plnnt doslres that tho yellow dust
from nnother Cuckoo-Pin- t shall fnll
upon the tiny hnlrs thnt cover their
lids.

Tho flowor provides a room soveral
dogrees warmer than tho air outside,
also a good meal, nnd It keeps tho llt-

tlo fly n prisoner until tho yollow
boxos hnvo emptied themselves of
their golden dust, then opens tho
door by causing tho bristles to shrivel
up, and all this troublo nnd contriv-
ance In ordor to obtnln the golden
dust from tho boxos of nnother plnnt.

Does not tho losson of tho dear Mas-

ter come homo with grenter force?
"They toll not, nelthor do they spin,"
bui think of tho wonderful manner in
which tfcey to provide that their seeds
shall bi strcug and good.

AN ARTISTIC TOP.

Easily Made and Will Furnish Much
Entertainment.

This Is such a simple nnd yet Inter-
esting llttlo plaything thnt It deserves
to bo much more widely known than
It Is.

You know the little tops or "tecto-turns- "

thnt you make by putting match
sticks In button molds, and spin with
your finger nnd thumb. This Is pretty
much tho snmo thing, only it is mode
of lead. Ono of the little leaden disks
that dressmakers put In tho edges of
Indies' Jackets to keep them down Is
very suitable for your purpose Mnko
n hole In tho center of It nnd put in
n pointed stick for It to spin on.
Then mnko two holes near tho edge,
opposite each other. The holes can bo
drilled easily with tho point of a pair
of scissors. Through ono of theso
holes put n stiff bristle from n paint
brush, or a lint brush, nnd wedge It
tight with a bit of match stick.

Tho object of the other hole Is sim-
ply to balance the top, for In boring' a
holo you scrape nwny some of tho
lend, nud if you did this on oan slds
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Showlnn Construction of Top and Its
Use.

nnd not on the other ono sldo would
bo llg.ier than tho other and tho top
would not spin well.

The brlstlo should be a little longer
than tho peg, so that It will press hard
on tho pinto on which tho top Is to
spin. This pinto Is smoked over n
cnndlo flame until It Is black, and tho
top is spun on It. If the top stood In
one spot tho brlstlo would trnco a per-
fect clrclo on tho blnckened plnte nnd
would go on tracing tho snmo circle
over nnd over. Hut it Is not tho habit
of tops to stay lu tho same plnce, and
by tilting tho plato you enn mnko tho
little top travel In nny direction, fast
or slow, ns you please As It moves,
the peg on which It spins marks out
its path as n whlto lino and at the
sumo time the brlstlo traces n beauti-
ful series of scrolls crossing and

this path.
Tho general result, explains Good

Literature, Is like tho cor"- - 'cated
scroll work on bank notes, Ii, In-

deed, Is mado in a somewhat mllar
wny, though, of course, by machines
that can be guided more nccurntely
thnn our self-wille- d Ilttfo top. You can
obtain a great variety of beautiful pat-
terns by tilting tho plate this way
and that. If you keep tho top moving
along nt a moderate rate so that the
scrolls do not blend together you can
tell how many times the top has
turned round by counting the scrolls,
for each scroll corresponds to one ro-

tation.
If you nro of an Inquiring turn of

mind you have often wondered, no
doubt, how fast a top of this or any
other sort really spins. Of course,
thcro are great variations. At tho be-

ginning It spins ns fast ns you enn
mnke It go, and It topples ovor when
It Is spinning too slowly to stand up.

AN JNTERE8TING EXPERIMENT.

It Will Demonstrate How the Earth
Was Formed from Molten Mass.

lero Is nn Interesting llttlo experi-
ment showing how tho enrth, onco n
great molten mass, uttnlned its pres-
ent shape.

Pour water Into a glass until it Is
one-thir- d full.

Upon this pour Blowly some thick
oil, to the depth of not qulto one-hal- f

Inch.
Lastly, pour In, very gently, c

small quantity of water.
You now have a layer of oil between
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The Ball of Oil.

two blankets of water.
Insert a rod in tho glass, and stir

rapidly In small circles.
Soon you will find that tho oil hns

gathered around tho rod In tho form
of n ball, and If you stir fast enough
the ball will flatten at the top and
bottom and bulge at tho sides, taking
the shnpo of our globe

Fact, Not Fancy.
"If you please, ma'am," said the

servant from Finland, "tho cat's had
chickens."

"Nonsenso, Gertrude!" returned tho
mistress of the house. "You mean
kittens'. Cats don't havo chickens."

"WnB them chickens or kittens thnt
mnstor brought homo Inst night?"

"Chlckons, of course."
"Well, ma'am, that's what tho

J cat has had." Youth's Companion.

VIRGINIA'S LESSON

By Hilda

(Copyright, by

"It isn't that Herbert Is a bad boy,"
Mrs. Castle was saying, with a wor-

ried look on her motherly face, "or
that Virginia is disobedient. They aro
Blmply too silly for anything. 'Mushy,'
tho boyB call them, and the word fits
vory well, instead of having a good
tlmo with the crowd as they always
did, they prefer to sit around by
thomsclves at parties and Virginia Is
getting so dreamy that you have to
speak two or three times beforo sho
realizes Bho Is on earth."

"Oh, well," said her alstei, consol-
ingly, "all girls have thoso spells. I

remember how Mob Lane and 1 used
to think our folks cruel and unsympa-
thetic becauso they ruthlessly spoiled
our chorlshed plans by sending us
away to school. Virginia will got over
her foolishness In good time and bo
able to laugh at herself. Don't take
It to hoart so."

"it's all very well for you to take
that view, for your girls are too small
to glvo you any troublo yet; but Just
wait a few yoars. Virginia's health
and lessons suffer while she Is moping
around, and I really have to forco her
to out when sho and Herbert have had
a little tiff. 1 wlch they would fall out
and scratch each other's facos as they
did years ago. Then maybo this non-

senso would como to an end. I always
think of Edltha when I seo hor, for
sho moped Just llko that whon sho
was Virginia's ago."

"Edltha! Tho very person! Send
for her to come and spend a month
with you, and If that doesn't bring
Virginia to her senses nothing will.
It will mean a lot of hard work, but
you will bo repaid for that, I am
sure"

In less than a week Mrs. Castle was
ablo to announce carelessly at the
dinner tabic that Cousin Edltha and
her family would visit them next
weok. Mrs. Randolph narrowly
watched Virginia without seeming to
do so, and saw Just what she expected
In tho pretty face of her niece

"Cousin Edltha!" said Virginia, with
a pleased look. "I haven't Eeen her
since tho day I was flower girl at her
wedding. Sho was Just 17 then as
old as I am now and I was ten. Do
you remember, mamma, how perfect-
ly beautiful she looked?"

"Yes, she was a lovely bride," said
Mrs. Castle "Unless you eat more
supper, Virginia 1 cannot allow you
to go to tho lecture this evening."

"How many children has' she?" ask-
ed Mr. Castle. "Three or four?"

"Three," answered his wife "Two
boys and a baby girl."

The wholo family had been Instruct-
ed as to behavior and theso plotters
against Virginia determined to do or
die during the weeks to follow. Even
Rob promised to tear himself from the
delights of baseball, If by so doing
"Virginia could bo made to act with a
little common senso," as ho expressed
It.

A few days later Cousin Edltha and
her family mado their appearance.

"Glvo mo tho baby, Ede," said a
young man who had conducted two
small boys In dirty linen suits down
tho car steps. "Tho brakeman will
carry your luggage"

"Ede!" Virginia looked In disgust
nt tho Innocent young man, but her
disgust changed to nstonlshment a
minute later when hor mother kissed
the pale young woman with her hat
on ono sldo of her head and told her
how delighted they wero to seo them
all. Was It posslblo that this was tho
beautiful brhlo of seven years ago?
Tho long train, exqulslto veil and
whlto flowers with which Cousin
Edltha had always been invested In
Virginia's memory faded away beforo
this tired, thin woman and her llttlo
family.

"And this Is Virginia?" said Cousin
Editha, as soon as tho boys had been
packed In tho surrey and tho baby on
Mrs. Castlo's lap. "You'ro qulto a
young lady, Virginia, and a protty one,
too. No, Carlos, mustn't whip tho
horsle! Jack, atop pulling at tho lines!
Thoso chlldron wore cloan whon wo
stnrtcd, auntie, but only for a few
minutes. I supposo I'll have to take
tho baby. She's cutting tooth and foar-full-y

cross. Yes, mamma Is well as
usual, hut sho always scorns tired.
Sho helps mo n llttlo with tho chil-
dren and Jnck! I havo spoken to you
for tho last time! If you touch thoso
linos again I'll spank you ns soon as
wo get to auntlo's."

Virginia sat silent during tho short
ride Cousin Editha's husband had
walked with Rob, leaving tho surrey
for tho ladles and children, so Mrs.
Race had the whole care of the lively
Infants. Mrs. Castlo sat with her In
tho back seat and Virginia had tho
two boys with her in front, so thero
was llttlo chanco for her joining In
the conversation If she had wished to.
Her cousin's sharp, tlrod volco grated
unpleasant on her ears aa she remenV
bored tho soft, low tones that had re-

sponded so musically to tho momen-
tous questions tho day she had been
the flowor girl.

"Ede hasn't been very well lately,
but I think tho rost will do her good,"
Mr. Raco wns saying to Mrs. Randolph
when they drove up to the porch.
"I've got to hurry back to tho city to
attend to some business, but I'm glad
to leave tho babies In such good
hands."

Virginia hastened to her room to
oxamlno tho extent of the damage
two pairs of dusty shoes bad done to
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her dainty whlto dress, but her moth-

er soon called her down to wheel tho
baby "while Cousin Edltha rests a few
minutes." The few minutes proved to
be two hours, for tho tired mothor
was not woll, nnd the long car rldo
hnd made her worse than usual. Sho
came down to dinner In a whlto wrap-

per that mado hor paler than over, so
Virginia devoted heraclf to the noisy
boys till bedtime

"A picnic for me? It's very nlco of
you, dear, but I couldn't go," said
Cousin Edltha when Virginia spoko
of the plan sho nnd her mother had
mndo. "I couldn't bo easy a mlnuto
away from Maby, and taking her along
Is out or the question. You go and
havo a good tlmo Virginia, and don't
worry about me If I can wear a pair
of sllppors and an old wrappor, that Is
all I care for theso days. When tho
children grow up I'll go to rlcnlcs
again, but, I'm afraid, not boforo."

"Hut wo want to do something
pleasant for you," said Virginia. "How
about a party? That wouldn't bo tak-

ing you far from tho baby."
"Edo always says parties begin too

late for hor," laughed Mr. Race. "Sho
has acquired the habit of going to bed
at eight every evening."

"it always shocks Virginia to havo
you say 'Edo', but I tell her wo
haven't tlmo for long names," said
Mrs. Race, "if she had threo children
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Wheeled the Daby.

crying at onco sho would soon learn
to save time every way sho could.
Yes, I do go to bed at eight when I'm
home, for I'm always tired out. You'll
find out what good times you'ro hav-
ing now, my child, when they are all
past. I feel old enough to bo a grand-
mother sometimes, and I'm only 24."

"That's true," said Mr. Race, with
a little laugh. "Whenever I seo Vir-
ginia and Herbert reading Tennyson
together I think how I used to sit by
tho hammock and recite 'Lucille' by
tho hour for you, Edltha. I'll try to re-

member tho old name for Virginia's
benefit. I don't believe I could call to.
mind threo lines now to save my life."

"I heard you quoting this tho other
dny when wo had to wait so long at
tho hotel for dinner," said Mrs. Race.
"Hut that was only two lines:

" 'Ho may llvo without love what Is pas-
sion but pinlnK?

But where Is tho man that cen llvo.
without dliilnK?"

"Wo never paid attention to thoso-line- s

In the old days, did wo?" asked
Mr. Raco, who had reached tho per-
fect good comradeship with his young
wife which few early mnrrlages ever
show, but which Virginia thought hor-
rible "I remember wo used to weep
copiously that Is, you did over cer-
tain fictitious heroines, and tho samo
passages now would only causo you
to smile."

Virginia had slipped away from tho
young couple sitting In tho midst of
playthings, llttlo garments and
crumbs, for a good hnrd think In her
own room. Cousin Editha's visit camo
to an end boforo tho lively children
wore every ono out, and when nt last
thoy wont homo Virginia gnvo an im-
promptu llttlo party to colebrato tho-oven-

Tho young people who had shunned
tho Castles since tho houso had to bo
perfectly quiet after soven o'clock
every evening, camo trooping back,
nnd onco moio tho big houso ranp
with laughtor and fun. Virginia waa
the gayest or tho gay, and onco when
Horbert pressed her hand under cover
of tho portiero, she only laughed Joy-

ously and said, "Don't bo a goose,
Dert."

Where Periods Are Dropped.
"Tho one thing in American print

thnt puzzled mo most when I first
began to read Now York papers waa
tho punctuation," said a man from
Hull. "I was especially confused by
the multitude of periods used In ab-
breviating titles. In our papers at
homo most of thoso dots aro omitted
in that connection. Hero auch abbre-
viations as Dr., Mr., Mrs. and Rev., for
example, nro finished off with a dot;
ovor thero wo simply writo Dr Smith,
Mr Jones, Mrs Mrown and Rev Mr
Green. Naturally, tho difference in
the appearanco of a wholo page of
printed matter In which theso words
frequently recur is strlklnc."


