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lit Led Her to Make Trouble, but 
, She Rectified It. 
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ciation.] 
Is there any one who has no hobby? 

[Well, if there is it is questionable if 
such person is happy. We live lives— 
a t least most of us do—that lie in beat
en tracks. 

The merchant that has built up a 
large business goes to his store every 
day to do pretty much the same thing. 
'His wife stays at home, looks after 
the servants and makes calls. The 
doctor visits the sick and listens to 
an eternal round of aches and pains. 

The clergyman preaches every Sun
day and makes parochial visits. With 
all of us our occupation sooner or later 
becomes humdrum. 

What, then, is our relief, our safety 
Talve? 

A hobby. 
Hobbies are sometimes mere whims, 

or they may be a fancy that a certain 
line of action under certain circum
stances is essential. Of such kind 
was Neil Lambert's. 

Her hobby was self control. She 
"was accustomed to say that it was the 
only cultured substitute for content
ment and that the result of its perfect 
attainment was perpetual youth. The 
quick growth of a frown habit and the 
iwrinkles that follow in its wake were 
among her strongest arguments. 

Neil was wooed and won by John 
Brent. She was very happy, and ap
parently John was happy too. The 
world seemed suddenly transformed 
from a very humdrum affair to a para
dise. She managed to retain her self 
control, so far as telling any of her 
friends of her engagement was con
cerned. Then there was a lapse. Her 
friend Pattie Roane called, and Neil 
let out the secret. 

Not long after Miss Roane's depar
ture Pattie was standing at the parlor 
"window which overlooked the street 
admiring some flowers that were kept 
In the window. She was thinking of 

VWK MEANT ONLY TO TEASE YOU A LITTLE. 

her lover, and it seemed that the flow
ers looked up at her with a happy 
smile. Happening to glance up. her 
heart seemed to cease to beat. 

There, duvmg down the street on his 
dogcart, with Miss Roane beside him, 
was John Brent. Nevertheless her hab
it of self control was strong enough to 
enable her to give the couple a gra
cious nod and a smile. 

What did it mean? Had she not been 
In that tremulous condition, love, when 
every shadow is a demon? She would 
probably ha\ e thought that there was 
no meaning to it whatever. As it was, 
she consideied it in the light of an in
sult from both John and Pattie. 

That evening John called. She re
ceived him graciously and chatted with 
him as if nothing had happened, but 
before he left told him that their en
gagement w as a thing of the past. All 
this required great self control, but 
that self control she possessed. 

The three weeks that followed found 
her still living up to the hobby. If she 
was a bit whiter and thinner the spn> 
ituelle effect was becoming, therefore 
welcome. There could be a tonic and a 
change of air should the scrawny 
stage threaten Pending that time her 
maid one morning announced, "Miss 
Roane." 

"Lower the shades a trifle, Lisette," 
said Neil and glanced into her mirror. 
"Draw that stand of lilacs nearer, so. 
Miss Roane may come up." 

"How sensible you always are!" said 
Pattie, making at once for an easy 
chair. "Here have I for three weeks 
been afflicted with a conscience, and 
you—you look as if you never had 
one." 

"Three weeks?" smiling. "It is a 
long time to carry anything heavy." 

"Well," with a look half meek, hall 
mischievous, "I have brought the bur
den to you." 

"To me? I thought a conscience was 
like a railroad pass—always labeled 
'not transferable.'" 

"I only want it doctored." 
"But that is a very trite idea, is it 

not?" 
"What I mean is not trite," said Pat

tie. She took a cluster of white lilacs 
from the stand and gently brushed her 
face with them. Keen eye shots could 
piece such a hedge undetected. "Trite 
exploits are either easy or necessary." 
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"If you mean it is hard to do any 
thing original"— 
* "But 1 do not. I mean this is origi
nal because too hard to be often un
dertaken." 

"Yet it is only a little conscience to 
be doctored." 

"There are things to tell you," 
gravely, "because we are friends." 

"Present tense?" 
"Yes," lowering the hedge to give a 

steady look. 
"Very well," with a smile that held 

some sarcasm lurking beneath It; "tell 
on." 

"That day after you told me of your 
engagement to John Brent I saw his 
dogcart before Ransom's, and I hap
pened in, don't you know, and said 
something about such a royal day for 
driving and smiled up at him my very 
best smile. I t was a bit of mischief. 
I knew you would be cool over the 
matter and wake his resentment." 

"'Behold how great a fire a little 
spark kindleth,'" said unruffled Neil. 

"I asked him to drive this way, and 
he laughed. We meant only to tease 
you a little—nothing serious." 

"No?" 
"Not then," bending her face into 

the lilacs. 
"Well," coldly, "he is now free." 
An eye shot passed over the hedge. 
"Knowing how that drive came 

about, you are still too proud to recall 
him?" 

Neil settled herself more cozily 
among the cushions of her divan and 
gave her prettiest low laugh. " 'Is thy 
servant a dog?'" she said. 

"But he would come," said Pattie 
gently. 

"There is a better way to come." 
"And if he does not choose it?" 
"I am content," sang Neil sweetly. 
"Then if he's free," said Pattie, well 

behind the flower hedge, "I ought to 
let you understand," hesitatingly, 
"that—that"— 

"Oh, certainly," said Neil mockingly, 
"each one for herself." 

"I should not have put it in just that 
way," Pattie went on, with a half 
nervous little laugh, "but I shall not 
avoid him or be at my worst with 
him." 

"It is a woman's business," dryly, 
"to charm, especially to charm one 
man." 

"If he is the right one," faltered Pat
tie Roane. 

"True. Yet the wrong one is often 
entertaining and easier." 

"And you do not care?" asked Pattie 
as she took up and put the flowers 
back in the vase. "But you'll believe, 
won't you, that I meant no wrong, that 
I did not know what would come?" 

"You have not finished your story," 
said Neil, with sudden sharpness. 
"What has come to him—what has 
come?" 

"If you would be sorry, I think," 
very low, "that he would be happy." 

"Otherwise—in time?" breathlessly. 
"Perhaps he may think of me," said 

Pattie and turned away her face. 
She was going silently to the door 

when Neil, white as her lilacs, came to 
the lintel. 

"You have been honest," she said 
chokingly, "so I will tell you. I cannot 
bear it," with a sob, "I cannot!" 

Pattie flushed. "Do you want me to 
go away out of his reach?" she asked 
with voice that trembled and with 
lowered eyes. 

"No, but I will write and ask him"— 
alas for the hobby, tears came—"ask 
him to forgive me." 

"I will wait and post the letter," 
Pattie slowly and went back to her 
chair. 

"He may be angry still, you know," 
Neil said wistfully when the note was 
written and her guest on the stair, 
but there was no answer. 

Pattie hurried out to the corner mail 
box and, having dropped the note in
side, came around the turn of the 
street face to face with John Brent. 

"I have been attending to some of 
your business," she said, with a happy 
laugh. 

"Thank you. It could not be m bet
ter hands, I am sure," said John. 

"I think so myself," radiantly. 
"Could you pick a lock or a corner 
post box?" 

"Well, not without some training, 1 
think." 

"Then the best thing for you to do is 
to go on to Neil's. Say the proper 
thing, you know," rapidly. "Say that 
you are a wreck from misery and can
not bear it any longer." 

"But"— 
"That handsome Englishman has 

been sending more flowers, exquisite 
white lilacs. If I were you they should 
go out of a back window." 

"Bu t " -
"She will be delighted that you came 

before the note reached you, but do 
not hint that you know about it." 

"About what?" 
"The note, the note, the note!" 
"Pick a corner post box," said John 

dazedly, but with a slight dawning in 
his eye. "Neil has written me a 
note?" 

"Oh, the slowness of a man's mind!" 
cried Pattie. "Are you going to stand 
here after all my brilliant plot while 
that girl sobs herself ill—ill waiting to 
know if you forgive her?" 

John's answer was in the rapidity 
of his stride around the corner, and 
Pattie, the plotter, her face dimpling 
with smiles and ease of conscience, 
went far enough to peep and see him 
run up Neil's steps three a t a time. 

"Good!" she murmured, with a little 
Chuckle. But it must be admitted that 
she deserved one. 

That was Neil's last effort a t con
trolling her feelings when she felt ag
grieved. She had learned that stand
ing out as if the right was all hers 
without giving the other side a hearing 
was not self control, but injustice. 
'And Pattie Roane, whose mischievous 
disposition was always getting her into 
scrapes which her genial disposition 
usually got her out of, learned that 
her propensity for such larks should 
be curbed by a OTotK*r self control. 

<9": HELPED BY HUMIDITY. 

M«ny^ Materials and Products Which 
» -Require Moist Air. f^ 

There are many materials, operations 
and products which require special 
atmospheric conditions for advanta
geous or profitable maintenance. Prin
cipal among such operations is the 
manufacture of textiles, perhaps the 
largest single industry carried on in 
factories. In the favored climate of 
the Lancashire district of England the 
natural climate affords working con
ditions equaled in America only on oc
casional days in certain localities. 
Even in England, however, there are 
many days in which the atmosphere is 
too dry for the best work. 

Since textile fibers are increased in 
strength and elasticity by high humid
ity and moderately high temperature, 
breakages are less frequent under 
proper conditions, and the output is in
creased. But even before the fiber 
reaches the manufacturing plant at
mospheric humidity plays an important 
pa r t Cotton loses weight as it dries 
out, but, more than that, the fibers 
bristle and appear shorter and of lower 
grade than when slightly moistened. 
Leather, feathers and many other por
ous substances lose a considerable per
centage of weight in drying out, so that 
the maintenance of average and uni
form humidity in the storage rooms 
has a direct advantage to the owner 
in maintaining the value of his goods 
as they lie in the warehouse. Cigars 
and tobacco lose flavor in dry air and 
regain it to some extent, after loss, 
by storage in proper humidified rooms. 
Wooden furniture and musical instru
ments are sometimes cracked or the 
finish injured by the dry air of steam 
heated rooms. All these and other 
similar goods are advantageously 
worked or stored in rooms in which the 
atmospheric humidity is artificially 
controlled and kept at the most desira
ble point.—Engineering. 

A PIG'S SQUEAL 

It Played a Momentous Part In Ameri
can History. 

The war between this country and 
England in 1812 was caused by one 
vote, and, stranger still, the small mar
gin came from a pig getting its head 
stuck in a rail fence. It was a Rhode 
Island fence at that, but built much 
like a Virginia worm fence. 

They were having an election of 
members of the legislature in Rhode 
Island. One Federalist put off going 
to the election and left himself just 
time enough to get there before the 
polls closed. Just as he got on his 
horse and started for town he beard a 
pig squeal. He looked around and 
saw that the pig bad its head jammed 
into that old rail fence, and anybody 
who knows anything about hogs 
knows that the hogs would have eaten 
that pig up if it hadn't been rescued. 
The farmer stopped long enough to 
liberate the pig. and when be'got to 
the polls they were closed. He was 
too late. 

The result was that a Democratic 
member of the legislature was elected 
from that district by one vote, and he 
would not have been elected if that 
Federal had got there on time. In 
the legislature a Democratic United 
States senator was elected by one vote, 
and that Democratic legislator who 
had been elected by one vote voted 
for him. 

in the United States senate they 
voted for the war of 1812 by one vote, 
and that Rhode Island Democratic 
senator who had been elected because 
that pig was caught in the fence voted 
for the war of 1812.-Popular Maga
zine. 

Not a Waxwork. 
The opening of the courts in an as

size town in England is always a great 
day for the residents. The procession 
to the church, where the judge says 
his prayers and listens to a homily, 
the march to the court, with the at
tendant javelin men and the braying 
of trumpets—the men in wigs and 
gowns—fill the rustic mind with the 
sense of awe and the majesty of jus
tice. It is related in Mr. Thomas Ed
ward Crispe's book, "Reminiscences 
of a K. C." that a farmer once took 
his son into the crown court. 

On the bench was the Baron Cleasby. 
gorgeous in scarlet and ermine, statu
esque and motionless. The yokel gazed 
with open mouth at the resplendent 
figure on the raised dais. Suddenly 
the baron moved his hand from right 
to left and left to right. 

"Why, feyther," said the boy, "it's 
aloive!" 

A Friend In Need. 
Algie — I s>ay, Fred, you're—aw—a 

fwiend of mine, aren't you? ( 
Fred—Sure. 
Algie—Then be a good fellow and— 

aw—help me out. I'd like to have that 
pwetty cousin of youahs learn all 
about my—aw—good points, doncher 
know. 

Fred—I am helping you, old chap. I 
argued with her for two hours yester
day trying to convince her that you 
weren't as big a fool as you look.— 
Chicago News. 

Laughter. 
Without laughter the human race 

would have wept Itself to death or ex
terminated itself long ago. Pathos is 
beautiful; tragedy is absorbing. But 
both pathos and tragedy are instantly 
routed by the laugh. 

A Memorable Date. 
"What member of the class can men

tion one memorable date in Roman 
history?" the teacher asked. 

"Antony's with Cleopatra," ventured 
one of the boys.—Everybody's. 

What is civilization? 1 answer, the 
power of good women.—Emerson. 

The People of Guatemala Like to Take 
Things Easy. 

Just as Spain is the land of "mana-
na," Guatemala has been called the 
land of "no hay." These words mean 
"there is none." and one hears them 
wherever one goes. If the people do 
not want to bother, declares N. O. 
Winter in "Guatemala and Her People 
of Today," that will be their invaria
ble answer. 

You might go up to a house where 
the yard was full of chickens, the wo
man engaged in making tortillas and 
fruit trees loaded with fruit in the 
yard and yet have a conversation 
about like the following: 

"Have you any meat?" 
"No hay" (pronounced eye). 
"Have you any eggs?" 
"No hay." 
"Have you a house?" 
"No hay" 
In such a case the best way to do is 

to enter the house and hunt round for 
yourself and blandly order the woman 
to prepare whatever you chance to 
find. Then, if you leave a small sum 
of money with her on departing, she 
will not take any offense, but will po
litely thank you. 

Time is the only thing with which 
they seem to be well supplied. It Is 
equally hard to get anything done, for 
unless the party is willing to do the 
work requested he will find some plau
sible excuse. An American traveling 
across the country a few years ago 
found It necessary to have his horse 
shod at one of the small towns. There 
were three blacksmiths in the town. 
Of these one was sick, but had sup
plies, a second had no nails and the 
third no charcoal As there was no 
lending among the craft the horse 
could not be shod. 

A MEXICAN FIRE BRIGADE. 

Leisurely Way They Fight the Flames 
at Matamoras. 

It mignt be thought that such an ex
citing thing as a fire would startle the 
Mexicans out of their habitual indo
lence, but such is not the case. 

The alarm of a fire at Matamoras, 
Coahuila, Mexico, was given by the 
discharge of numerous pistols and 
guns, says a writer in the Wide World 
Magazine, and I hastened to the scene, 
thinking at first that a battle was 
raging 

After a long interval, during which 
the people watched the fire with in
terest, chattering among themselves 
meanwhile, there appeared placidly 
trundling along the road the Matamo-
rasan equivalent of a fire engine, a 
barrell rolling along the ground, drawn 
by a reluctant burro. 

A swivel pin in each end of the keg 
permitted it to roll freely, and ropes 
attached it to the animal. Behind 
walked the fire brigade, a solitary 
peon, bearing a bucket. Arrived at the 
scene of the conflagration, the water 
in the barrel was poured into buckets 
and hauled to the roof of an adjacent 
house, whence it was flung on to the 
flames 

Everybody was greatly excited. The 
calmest thing of all was the fire, which 
burned steadily on till there was noth
ing left to consume. Then as the spec
tacle was over the people dispersed. 
Every one was satisfied except per
haps the unfortunate owner of the 
house that had been destroyed. 

Insect Sits on Its Eggs. 
Family matters in the case of insects 

usually mean only the depositing of 
eggs in suitable situations for the in
dependent development of the off
spring, the parent insects often dying 
before the young appear. The earwig, 
however, provides a remarkable excep
tion to the general rule, for it sits upon 
its fifty or more eggs until they are 
hatched, just as a bird would do. and, 
moreover, if the eggs get scattered it 
carefully collects them together again. 
In the early months of the year, when 
digging the soil, female earwigs may 
frequently be found together with 
their batch of eggs. At the slightest 
sign of danger the young ones huddle 
close to their mother, hiding beneath 
her body so far as it will cover so 
large a family.—Strand Magazine. 

Social Distinctions. 
Are we born snobs, do we achieve 

snobbishness, or do we have snobbish
ness thrust upon us? If we achieve 
it we sometimes do it early. The 
other day i beard Beatrice, a little 
nine-year-old. expounding to a visitor 
of about her own age. 

"No," said Beatrice impressively, 
"we don't play with Sarah any more. 
We found out that her father has only 
a first name job Our papa, you know, 
holds a mister position."—Woman's 
Home Companion 

An Effective Threat. 
A certain Missouri editor is ready to 

take a flier in high finance. He got 
his schooling by threatening to publish 
the name of the young man seen with 
his sweetheart's bead on his shoulder 
if he didn't come across with a dollar 
on subscription. Fifty-seven young 
fellows slipped in and paid a dollar. 
The editor says he has letters from 
several others informing him they will 
hand him a dollar the next time they 
are in town —Kansas City Star. 

Losing Their Charm. 
Vicar's Daughter—1 suppose the rain 

kept you from the funeral last Tues
day, Mrs BloggV Mrs Blogg—Well, 
partly, miss. but. to speak true, wot 
with the rheumatiz and doin' away 
with the 'am and the cake afterwards, 
funerals ain't the jaunts they used to 
be for me!—London Opinion. 

The change of fashions is the tax 
that the industry of the poor levies on 
the vanity of the ricn.-Cbamfort. 

I THANK the public for their liberal patronage 
of the past 20 years, and hope for a continu

ance of the same for the brief time that it takes to 
close out my stock. Reductions are being made in 
all lines. Below are some of the prices on groceries: 

Spices, per pound Oflc 
Celluloid Starch, per pkg 7C 

Red Cross Starch, per pkg 7C 

Stock Salmon, large can J3C 

White Drip Syrup, per gal 3QC 

Bengal Sorghum, per gal gQc 

Wild Rice, 2 lbs. for 25c 
Olives, 20 oz. jar for 25c 

R. D. BYERS 
Princeton, Minnesota 
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Summer Footwear 
The feet demand lighter covering during the hot 

weather like the rest of the body. 

Summer foot comfort is essentially a matter of proper 
shoes. Winter shoes in summer are no more suitable than 
are overcoats. 

Oxfords Are Ideal 
We have a complete range of all the shades that are 

right for the season. Many of them are distinctive in de
sign—modish—giving opportunity for individuality. 

We have them for Men, Women and children. 

Men's $ 2 . 5 0 t o $ 5 . 0 0 

Women's $ 1 . 5 0 t o $ 3 . 5 0 

Children's $ 1 . 0 0 t o $ 2 . 0 0 

^ ° A pleasure to show you. °fgj 

Solomon Long 
The Princeton Boot and Shoe Man 
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Job Printing and Job Printing 

THERE are two kinds of Job Printing—chat which is neat and 
artistic and that which possesses neither of these qualities. The 
Princeton Union makes it a point to turn out none but the former 

kind/and the Union finds this easy because it has. the type, machinery 
and skilled labor with which to accomplish it. 

Nothing Looks Worse Than 
Botched Job Printing. 

I t is a drawback to the business of a merchant or anyone else who uses 
it. Botched Job Printing suggests loose methods. Then why not use 
the kind printed by the Union? I t costs you no more and gives the 
public a good impression of your business. The Princeton Union is 
prepared to execute every description of 

Commercial and Fancy Printing 
at short notice and nominal prices. If you are in need of letterheads, 
noteheads, billheads, statements, cards, posters, programs, wedding 
invitations or any other work in the printing line, an order for the 
same placed with the Union will insure its being produced in an at
tractive and up-to-date style. 

#*. 

Sfce PRINCETON UNION 
P r i n c e t o n , M i n n e s o t a . 

Dreams of Genius. 
An interesting book might be written 

on the subject of the dreams of genius. 
Stevenson maintained that much of his 
work was only partially original. His 
collaborators were the brownies who 
ran riot through his brain during the 
hours of sleep. He instances the case 
of "Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde." "I had 
long been trying to write a story on 
this subject." he writes, "to find a 
body, a vehicle for that strong sense 
of man's double being which must at 
times come in upon and overwhelm the 
mind of every thinking creature. For 
two days I went about racking my 
brains for a plot of any sort, and on 
the second night I dreamed the scene 
at the window and a scene afterward 
split in two, in which Hyde, pursued 
for some crime, took the powder and 
underwent the change in the presence 
of bis pursuers. All the rest was 
made awake and consciously, although 
I think I can trace in much of it the 
manner of my brownies."—London 
Chronicle. 

Photographing a Panther. 
A panther is not easily killed and 

will often revive with very unpleasant 
results, as on a certain occasion in the 
Deccan. He appeared to be quite 
dead, and one of the spectators rushed 
up with a camera on a stand to obtain 
a picture of the supreme moment. He 
got his 'photograph, and. strange to 
say, i t survived what followed, but no 
sooner had he taken it than the pan
ther revived, tore himself loose and 
went for the photographer. Somehow 
the man escaped, but the camera was 
sent flying, and. disconcerted by his 
encounter with it, the panther turned 
and made for the nearest tree, up 
which he went as quickly as a mon
key. Now, the tree was crowded with 
interested spectators, and for three or 
four strenuous seconds (until the pan
ther was shot) w e enjoyed a spectacle 
of natives dropping to earth with loud 
thuds like ripe plums from a jungle 
plum tree as the panther approached 
them.—Wide World Magazine. 
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