: The
Life of Love, and
LDhat It Depends On

Fy Eeatrice Fairfax

FEAP0449 ¢ OVE I8 the one thing In which every buman being 1 Inter

e ested. Belentista are Interested in science, Artists in art,
moneymakers n money, but to greater or lesa degree jhey
one uwud all are Interasted In love,

I ) You may be u disgruntled, sour 014 man or woman, but
at somie time In your life your heart has beaten quicker at

-_—_———_—-§ the thought of some one person. ;

PO Or, you may be a dreaming schoolgirl, or a rough and

tuntle bay with o boy's hearty contempt for sentiment; but
your turg will come. Some day you will Jove,

Love In the one thing that makes the whole world kin,

Throuigh alt the millions of years, men snd women have loved;
through all the millions of years to come, they will go on loving.

The strange thing about it Is thit the most wonderful thing fn &ll the
world should be regarded as such & commanplace thing,

Hundreds of wise men and women nave written eolemn discourses and
sentimental poetry oo love, and yet todny love s just ns gosssmier and Intan-
gible a thing as It was at the beginning.

I Ix &t ones the longest lived and the shortest lived thing in the world.

It s decp and {t s whallow,

It 1% klod and it fa erael

It thrives under negleet, snd. again, It witbers under Kindness.

It In a garden rose, nnd nn ofebid,

It |s ennobling, and It is degrading.

Tt I8 u thlng apart from all other emotions, and it holds the whole world
in the bollow of Its hand,

Poople continually nsk me: "Miss Fairfax, what s love?”

That Is a hard question to answer, because no one person ean explain to
another just what love Is.

All people love differently, My way of loving might not be yours, mor

\ yours mine! and yet io ber own way, each might love well,

But I have seen much of love. [ have seen it thrive, and 1 bave seen it

and about that | can tell you, t
I have seon men und women kill love, inch by inch. Some have cloyed
it to death with aweets, others have killad It with bitterness.

Bometimen It has dled bard; sometimes it has drooped and died at the
first blow,

There are many different waye of killing love.
love. Porhups woms one hans killed it for you.

Bometimes love goes limping slong in & halfbearted way that is sadder
than demth.

All those who would hold love must make up their minds lo one thing,
and that Is: That love must be all paramount; It must be the blggest, moul
important thing In their lives,

It does not abut out nll other Interests, but it must come first.

14 the artleles to follow this you may recognize your own method of
killlng love, or of keeping it nlive.~From the New York Evening Journal

die;

Perhaps you bave killed
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Some day the inven-
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HE newspaper cartoon Is g democrat,

the arelight Is to the tallow dip. Give it muoch of the |
oredlt for thie growing fallire of the bosses to hoodwink the
voters, It s ke the Greek fire that saved civilization from
the Turka. Lie? Of course the machine, tod, oan launch
Its eartoons, bul o fulse cartoon is llke a wet rocket. It
does not go off,

Some, 1 know, will pooh-poots my showing, “You are beliind the times,”
I lear them say. “Actuslly the trend 18 all the other way. How about the
rule of Big Business in Amerfcan elties and states?! Have not apeclal inter
ests, working throngh party machines, mads self-government s fiction? And
i democrney has become 8 sham in the honse of Ity guardiahe, what hope 1s
there for It slaowhere?”

No. What has been lost |s not democracy, but certaln frults of decoc
racy. The interests have their way only hecause they wark in the dark—
alwnys In the dark, They contrive to fool encugh of the pecple emough of
the timé, There Is robbery by the malled fist, and robbery by the lithe
hand. The feudal clasies spolled the people llke a Front de Boouf, the car-
poratioss today fileh from us like Fagin, The plaln people here are not weak,
ns they are in Ruesia, but they have not been taking notice—that i all
They bhave been 100 sure, too careless, too trusting, But It will not take gen-
eratlons of slow upbullding to put the people agaln at the helm, Ripg the
tocain & few years, and we shall see who s master.—~From Everybody’s,
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“WDomen’s Revolution”

S ST

By "'Dubious"’

NE result of the "Women's Revolution" women 1hemselves
may well coneider: If it becomes general, It means the per-
tehipg with startiing suddenness of most of the progressive
races of the world—the French, German, Engileh, Beandina.
vian, Spanish, Scottish, Italing, Auvstrallan, English:-Amerd-
cnan, Hungarian and Slavie stock, “These must all  pass
away, as the New Engiander of native descent i passing
now,

It weans the actunl conquest of the sarth, within the
Viifetlme of women now living, by Negroes and lower-class Chiness, East In-
dlans and Mulays, Ouly the rapldly decreaning number of those who bear
cbfldren from remsons of rellgicn, and the Japanese, who reverence thelr
pational Idenl above personal ambitfon or indulgence, will survive to onit &
little glenm of light upon a world slippiag back o the mental and moral
level of the cave-men, .

Can & movement be wholly good whose consequences, already visible in
thefr swift beginnings. are so stipendous?

’ A Mans Way.

of | Greon—Smith saked me to forget
my troubles (hin morning.
- Brown—

Insect Johmnles.
“Hm!" bawied the jm
the troupe of performing |
“Yessir,” sald his assl
“Chase them water B

tor of It will rank with Gutenberg, for in enlightentug the | place to form a barrier agalnst storme
people on public afalrs it is to red ink and capitals what | end unwelcome guests,

THE MILLS OF HOME,

The
Lirake,
I lieir them wall and scream,

Wiikis wortly s o dream,
The browen Less come and go.
And the ahips of cloud sall part,
What Iy thelr haven who muy know?
Bul they all reach port at last

Ot:‘!; yuur towerlng emgs
¢ mirongest find Ho way,
But a child on the littds kil of heme
hull wander safe all duy,
or his dellght stull be
fich tapestries of bloom,
The sound and the ehine of the distant

Ui
And the haralwood's perfume.

Your mountalns climb w tha aky,
Ther are crowned MNke kings with

row,
But, ah, for the little hills of homse,

The friendly hills | know!
Craen to each grasey crest,
Ower-stalt purple and white,

Witn -u:;m' wopes Whete the tired may

ros
And walt for the coming night!
=J, W, Linn, In Youll's Companion.

Ey Martha Atma Prouly,
LR S Y SR P

The man and the dog had taken the
long b1l an Pond street wearily, dog-
gedly. They passed Sunsst Rock with-
out & glance in its direction, ploughed
through the ruts wiihout lifting their
benda, and when they reached the
ey walking slong the marshes, pot
even the flickering of multiple wings
ner queer dodging bits of light und
dark fur awakened thelr interest. Thoe
dog had kept nt his master's heo),
content to follpw him, and the mas
ter hid trisdged on stoadily because
he wamted to be at home, When they
saw the pond, perhaps a light akin to
the fadnt glow of the dying sunset had
lHghted sllke the c¢yes of the man and
ths dog, and yot had not been the re-
fection of the sunsat light, bLut only
the reflection of a pasiing thought.
| They had skirted the pond warily
| becanse nll along the edge the water
seoped inward and often they sank
ankle deep. An artlst might huve
willingly gone hungry and worked his
stifensd fNogers gladly because of the
prospect spread before these two, o
Intidsoape of silver tinta like new wil-
yer such as one sees In windows and
wondera about berause It seoms as if
nobody possibly could have money
‘ enough o buy 11} like oxldized sliver,

L
-
L
-
L
o
L
)

‘- -1.--vv'r—‘

blackened inte shadows; ke old fam-
lly sllver, treasured stuff worn thin
and softened ke nothing elee of e
kind; nnd In tho very centre of the
pond, where the light concentrated, Iny
4 greal sllver piute. Bul the man and
the dog saw the paullsade of tough
young trees, hewn in the far depths
of the forest, twisted and backoed Into

Entering the narrow gatewny in the
prilisade, at last each of his own ge-
cord bad thrown up his head They
had ecome home without game, but
home was good after the long iramp
even if they don't deserve much and
wera a lttle ashamed of themasives,
And supper had been good, for the
man knew Bow to cook and they had

winds are wid In your mouniain

But the breegs an the (ittle hills of homa

jgown of the color of crushel rose
leaves, When she wns back lo her
cbhair again, you would never have
known that the lady wis merely a
guest, ehe seemed (o belong  right
thero by all the laws that make folks
heppy. .

Bhe always Insisted on puiting more
wood in the fAreplace hersell, ahe
wanted to crack her own walnuls, and
pour her own cormes. Thore Was a very
special chinn cup and saucer for her,
ind she knew fust where lo find them,

It wae too bad, of course, and they
both knew It, but Just as sooh a® they
had placed thelr cups where™ they
wouldn't knock them on the floor, and
when they were nt last uiterly with
out anything to do, they commenced
an argument that went llke this, she
on her parl getting a deeper color
and leaning forward untll her curly
almost touched his face, sarnestly
fighting for her slde, while ho just
eroyched deeper and deeper Into hia
chalr and looked back at her fercely
and pounded hin flst on the arms of
the chalr while he fought for his side.

“Are you golng to let me come here
and winy always?" she would begin,
never varying  her argument, *'I shail
pot bhe lonescme and I shall not be

afrald when you have to leave me here
| alone, and I shall not miss the comforts
I glve up, snd | shall bhave no re-
Ereta.”

“You cannot come bere to stay al
ways,” he would anawer, "It Is not o
fit place for a lady. 1 love you too
mucly to ask you to share such a life
You are my lady of luxury and lght,
the lady of white Hiy land.”

Sometimos she would just look sad,
and again she would ery ever so littie
ond just bwg the ¢og’s head, and then,
of course, she went away, always let.
ting her hand drift scross his shoulder
| with that frieadly Mttle tap that meant
| poaco esitablished once more,

But (t was differant tonight, The
| lsaves rustied . with a heavier mmstle,
| there were hasty steps, and  some
| samping, too, and the door wns flung

opén until it gave s bang. She never
had made any noise before, When ghe
had stepped inside her lips parted and
she made # Uiile sound between a
‘Iaulh and a sob, and a sound thet
Your conld really hear, and she weem-
ed to expoot the master to shake
hands, When ke only stared, she sat
down abruptly In bhar own particalar
chalr and opened hor usual argument
without warning.

Somehow he got his breath back,
and somehow ho answered that argu-
ment much as usunl, although he did
not seem so sure, He got to the part
“yon are my lady of luxury and Hght”
—when she lesnod so far forward that
ber eurls actually touched his lps, und
she whispered;

“Aud love wery softly, but very
forclbly withal. The master looked
ut ‘his dog and =aw him with both
paws on the Iady's knees, his nose In
her hand, It was evident that nhe
wanted her to come for geod and sl
ways. Thus the master learned ota
thing about a ludy that Le had never
thought of bLefore, that & lady will
soauer or later get her owhl WAaY.—
Bosten Sunday Post,

WORST-SPELLED WORDS.

shared It together untl] both were mt-’
l=fed.

The hut itself was roomy and plan-
ned with a view to comfort, partition-
¢d Into two rooma, the rough timbers
overhead Lelng partinlly covered wilh
skiny and with the clutter of annw-|
ahbes, canoe paddles, fishing nets, and 1
the Nke. In one end of the living
rootn, & buge stone fAreplace gave oat |
warmth and suffielent Nght for their
noeds, because the dog had no vanlly
of any kind and the master didn't care
whethier his necktle was tled or up-
tled, whether his halr was pl.ﬂaﬂi
straight or not parted at all. They
wars very happy together thess twn ]
The dog was as uspal a4t his master's
fest, and the master smoked his pipe.

The master sut In an armchalr he
had made himself. It was blg ugh
and stroog enough, and iis kman-
ehip did not trouble him, The char
was placed 8 little to the left of the
fireplace and the dog lay towards the
centre. To the right another chair
had been placed, not made by the mas-
ter, but rather of flnely polished ma-
hogany, of perfect llne snd proportion,
and huviog rockers. It had a green-
oushioned ssat, and another cushlon
reated aguinst s baok. It looked very
inviting, so it was no wonder that the
Tudy nlways chose !t when she came
in. PFimt there was s lttle patter-
patier of steps ouiside and a slight-
rustling of dried loaves as her dress
brushed agsinst them; then you knew
that she kad slipped softly In, and the
slow, sweel smile on her face meant
Jusi that she was glad to be there
and knew that the nmaster ahd hits dog
ware glad oo. Sheé never shook hands
an she came forward, she just Jet her
right had drift across the masters
shoulder with & friendly little tup, and
then sottle on the dog's head with an:
oltier. it {ap. | Thea she Bited Into |

‘chipalng gome for your hisband?™

Professor Believes English Would Be
Universal with Reformed Rules.

Ao interested audience llstened
Inst evenlog to Profeisor Willlam B,
Owen of Lafayette Callege on “A Hia-
tory of English Spelling” befors the
Academy of Bclence and Art at Carna-
gle Institute. He told of existing ab-
surditfes In spelling of someo words,
sind of the confuslon that followed,
and {llastrated his {ded by reference
to many words that bave ffom time
and usage grown o enormous length
with no chunge In meaning. He sald
that the Engllsh word rhyme was
probably the worst spelled word in
the English Iangusge.

The speaker meationed the use of
the word wish and wished, the Iatter
belug n longer way of spelling “wisht.”
The seme would sffect the kiss and
kint, Instead of kissed. He esald be
favored shortoming the word but not
themet. He deglared the future of tha
Rugliah : depended upou an
Improvement (n Its spelllng The unl.
versal language could and should bs
English. He declared Beaperanto wan
merely & lingulstle playibing—Pltts
burg Dijspateh. -

Wanted Something Habsrdushery.

“Would you mind letting me jook
ovar some gentlemen's  collars ™
asked the lady in tho babderdashery
department. L

“Certainly, madam," hastened thé |
“rhinking about pur-

“Oh. nov 1 just wast to look over |
the prefty names." 1 1o
The pames” s
“Yes; you soe wo are
the baby we want
biaarre. !

i

ACCORDING TO THE MELODRAMAS,
h ‘h.: Bawing 0“—*!.’, we oan't

nmt"u}' villaing try to hurl undernenth 3
Ethelwya "“"gh- Kitchen Maid, cannot go 1
Gnn'g? - she's afraid, fn D3
Mt te, the Pretty Cook, must desort
For u ber trall a "dook® and his mis.
slink, :
After Housemaid Geraldine visious rascsly
P
That in why, zr #0 I ween, housewive
can't get help,
Lovisville Courfer-Journal,

NOT EXACTLY FICKL®E.
“She's very fckle, lsn’t ahe?"
YOh, I wouldn't say that. She'y
baen divorced only twice."—Detrojs
Free Press,

———

RATHER DUBIOUS,
“Yes, ma'am, this In genuine apring
lamb,” declared the buteher.
"Which spring?” asked the carefy)
bousew(fe.—Judge,

NOT YET, BUT SOON.
Nan—"Hng Harry proposed yet?"
Fan—"Partly, He brought up the

subject of divorce when he called the
other evenlng.''—Chicago Tribune.

TESTIMONIAL.
Knjeker — “What books
helped you most?"
Bocker—*""Cook books; they saved
my lfe when I was first married.”
New York Sun. '

have

DIVISION OF ARTISTIC LABOR,
Stella — "How do they plan to

spend the summer?"

Belln—~"8he expects to draw the

countryside while her husbaud palnts

the town."—New York Sun.

ADMIRES THE JOB.

: “Prinkly s & self-made man, isa't
e

“Yes, and he s Slways, giving 'hime

1! testimonials as to the excell:nrs

of the workmauship.,"—Chlcago Tri-

bune, >

GOOD SHOOTING.
Offcer (to recrult who has misied
overy shot) — “Good heavens, man,
where are your shots golng?"
Recrult (tearfully) — I don't
know, sir; they left hore all right."'—
Puneh.

THE POINT,
Elderly Aunt — I sappose You
wondared, dear llitle Hans, why I
left you sbruptly in the Jane. T saw
a man, and, oh, how I ran!”
Hans—"DId you get him?"—Fllo-
gendeo Binsttor.

FUTURE DIVIDENDS,

“I observe that you do a great
many favors for that {nfluencial cltl-
pen’t

“Thosa aren't favops,’ ‘answered
Benstor SBorghum; “thoss ard invest-
ments.'-~Washington Star.

————

IT WORKED.
Dil—"Has your wife a recipe o
removing spots from clothing?"
Plekls — 1 shonld say ahe had!
She removed two five-spols from my
trousers pockets with quietness and
dispatch last night."—Judge.

QUERY,
The child eaw Mr. Smith, wearing
a slik hat and smoking’s clgar, go
t the house. “'Mamma,’” sald she,
doesn’t Mr. Smith fix the
dravght so's the smoke'll go up his
nhluur!"—-—hp snd Country,

A MAN OF DEPTH.

"Do you rd Biggins as & man
of grest Qupth Y
“No,” answersd Miss Cayenne!
“his conversation s hard to follow.
But his Is ono of the natures that
avoll wseeming L by belng
opaque.”—Washington on 5
] T
poetical young mam with eoul-
Tol oyes was wa with his mat-
ter-o-fact brother by the rlnuid“:
, way lest Baturday
S O mon. ¥ M
“"How the streaz Lossos In its slum-




