
THE STARKVILLE NEWS.
VOLUME 111.

A DAUGHTER’S
SACRIFICE A A

t 1

By MARCEL PREVOST
~

'

WE WERE talking one evening
over our cigars and coffee in

Armand G ’s beautiful library,
after a dinner that was perfectly
planned to stimulate the minds of men
who live by their brain and pen. We
spoke of wolban’s invasion in the field
of contemporary literature. ,

The name of “authoress” is legion in
the English language. Out of every
three novels from across the Channel
or the wider ocean two are signed by
a feminine name. And the custom is
spreading in France.
V , a surly protectionist in all

matters of art, detested the feminine
party.

“Not a single one of them has shown
talent superior to the least of us,” he
growled, “and they exceed the biggest
of us in envy and vanity. I keep away
from petticoats as I would a raging
fire.”

“Upon ray word, 1 must have been
more lucky than you in my meeting of
the fair writers,” exclaimed our host.
“I have the most cordial relations with
certain literary petticoats. And just
recently 1 was forced to make a com-
parison between one of my brother au-
thors and his opponent which was en-
tirely to the advantage of Miss Petti-
coats.”

We immediately demanded the
story:

“Willingly,” he replied. “It is in-
structive and interesting. A‘ scholar
would even say that it was a good con-
tribution to the chronicle of literary
feminism. I will begin at once.

“Like all the rest of you, I received
a good many letters from strangers.
Many are mere waste paper, some abu-
sive, and by far the greater number
ask for help in influence or money.

Tnese last 1 never read without a
twitch at my heartstrings. In the face
of the paper dated from some country

town or eccentric corner of Paris I im-
agine I can read such anxiety and dis-
tress as I once felt, a struggling writer
without genius or fortune.

“Why should I have succeeded where
so many fail? I know well that cer-
tain professional beggars write in turn
to every author. Ido not care. I an-
swer each letter as it comes, if only to
say that I am powerless to help.

“Toward the end of last year I re-
ceived a letter signed by a name I did
not know: Jean Seguin. He had writ-
ten a novel; he wished to submit it
to me, and, if I was pleased with it,
would I help him to find a paper and
an editor?

“I answered: ‘Send me your manu-
script.’ For if the reading of strange
manuscripts is one of our most tire-
some duties, I hold that it is one of
the most imperious.

“I did not have long to wait. It was
a large manuscript, finely written, in
a feminine hand which did not seem
to me that of a professional copyist.

“I opened it without enthusiasm—It
is so rare a surprise to discover any-
thing beyond an eager ignorance, or
at the most a certain clever imitation.
I read the first pages wearily; they
were heavy and embarrassed.

“Later, a situation was sketched in
a curiously handled environment. Evi-
dently it was a woman’s own history,
with real letters and incidents that
had happened.

“I became so interested that I fin-
ished the entire manuscript at a sin-
gle sitting. It was at night, I remem-
ber, and the clock pointed to ten min-
utes past tw'o when at last I looked
up.

“In the joy of my discovery, I sat
down and wrote Immediately to the
author, congratulating him and beg-
ging him to come to see me. I told
liim he might hope for much.

“Two days later, in the morning, my
faithful Constant handed me a card:
"Jean Seguin, -9 rue Renouard.”

“ “The lady says that she has an en-
gagement with you, sir.'

“I had guessed aright; Jean Seguin
was a woman.

“She was introduced. I saw a lady
uf about 25, dressed in black, with ir-
regular features, butv of a charming
freshness, her face surrounded by
bands of chestnut hair that waved nat-
urally. The mouth, rather large, was
smiling* the nose was characterless,
but the brown eyes, which looked
straight into mine, were deep and in-
telligent.

“ *You are the author of “The Mor-
tal Test,” mademoiselle?’ 1 asked.

“ ‘Tee* air/

•• 'Good. I do not ll!ce the title you
have chosen, but the work is full of
merit. I am surprised that so young
a woman should have written so tfell
at the start.’

“ ‘I have worked for a long time,
monsieur,’ she replied simply.

“Fearlessly, and even with a cer-
tain pride, she told me that she had
been a schoolmistress, but had always
loved literature, and from the time
she was a little girl had amused her-
self writing stories.

“ ‘My uncle,. • a professor in a pro-
vincial school, has written many books
on education,’ she went on, “and my
father, too, has written—’

“ ‘Ah. your father?’
“ ‘lt was some time ago. He does

not write any more now.’
“She changed the subject quickly

and naturally. I did not insist. ,

“Presently she seemed more at
and talked readily of her plans for
the future. She was not ignorant of
the difficulties of literary life; rather,
she exaggerated them.

“She pleased me. She was capable
of the greatest enthusiasm, but was
without the slightest trace of envy or
bitterness.

“We parted warm friends. She took
her manuscript with her, for she
wished to make a few changes. The
very next day I set about finding an
editor for her work.

“It was easier than I had hoped. The
first review to which I wrote needed
a shorter novel to bring in between
two long ones. The editor, happy over
his coming promotion in the Legion of
Honor, interrupted me at once;

“ T accept anything on your recom-
mendation, old man. Bring on your
George Sand.’

“I hastened to send the good news
to Jean Seguin, begging her to send
me the novel at once, as the review
wr as waiting for it To my keen sur-
prise, the young girl did not come to
my office, nor did she send me any re-
ply. The days passed. I wrote again.
Then I received the following tele-
gram:

“Pardon me, monsieur, but pray for-
get about my book. My father is very
sick just now and I cannot leave him
for a moment.’

“More than a moment passed. The
editor of the review found another
novel, and I must confess I had almost
forgotten jean Seguin, when one morn-
ing Constant brought me her card.

“The young girl entered, shook
hands and sat down. There before me
was still the same face, kind and in-
telligent, but worn, almost lined, with
weariness and sorrow. She smiled
sadly.

“ ‘My father has heart trouble,’ she
explained, ‘and thcso attacks are al-
ways terrible. But, for the present,
he is out of danger.’

“ ‘And “The Mortal Test?” Have
you brought me nothing?’
, “She looked me straight into my
eyes, bit her lips with amusing hesi-
tation and then, .as I repeated my
question, she suddenly burst into a
flood of tears. She sobbed, gasping
out the words:

“ ‘lt is finished —I—I—I can—never
publish it!’

“At last, when she grew calmer, she
wiped her eyes and said:

“ ‘Forgive me, monsieur—l have
been foolish to give way so—but you
have been so kind —I owe you an ex-
planation. I should not like you to
think me a fool. Only I ask silence on
your part. My real parae is Georgette
L .’

“She told me a name that you would
all recognize, the name of a man fa-
mous in our fathers’ time. Bitterly
jealous, he had quarreled with the
other members of his sect and since
then he had lived, solitary and lonely,
with his daughter, or rather she had
supported him.

“The thin, yellow face, the rasping
voice of this wretched man rose be-
fore me as I listened to the voice of
his daughter. She explained why I
had not received ‘The Mortal Test’ and
why her no /el wonl J never be pub-
lished.

“Her father, spiteful In his home, as
among his confreres, had always
mocked the idea of his daughter ever
writing. But, overcome with joy at
the good news I sent her. Georgette
had rashly told the story of her success
to her father.

“ T thought he would suffocate on
the spot,’ she said, simply. ‘He fell
back in his chair, tearing the collar
of his shirt. For several moments he
could not speak.

“ ‘When at length he found his voice
he buried me beneath the horror of his
wrath, accusing me of bribing the edi-
tor and yourself, monsieur! Then came
fresh suffocation and for a week his
life was in the greatest danger.

** 'Then I arranged with the doctor.
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who ! one of his old friends and
knows him well, a story of how my
hopes had been dashed and the editor
of the Review no longer wanted my
manuscript. Papa saw that I was
heartbroken; it did him good. He grew
slowly better.

“ ‘Now he is all right, only ho sus-
pects me. He has locked up my manu-
scripts of “The Mortal Test,” and he
watches me closely whenever ho sees
a pen in my hand.’

“ ‘But what will you do?’ I asked
her.

“ ‘What is there left for me? I shall
remain a schoolmistress.’

“And two big tears rolled slowly

down her cheeks. At he- very start
she had met the bitterest enemy of
woman writers in all Paris—her
father!”—From the French, in N. Y.
Sun. w
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COLLEGIAN TO DUST CHINA
Vanderbilt Family Employ Univer-

sity Graduate at Big Salary to
Keep Specks Off Bric-a-Brac.

There is no doubt that there are good
positions for those who want them. One
of the women of the Vanderbilt family
employs a young woman to dust her
bric-a-brac. The young woman re-
ceives a big salary for her work, and
her hours are short, and her time is
practically her own. In the Vander-
bilt mansion she occupies her own suite
of rooms, and when she goes out to
drive she has her own hansom. A
saddle horse is at her disposal. The
object of employing a high-salaried
young woman is this. In ihe drawing-
room there are rare pieces o( bric-a-brac
that cost hundreds of dollars. In a tiny

cabinet in the dining-room there re.sts
a tiny cup and saucer that cost SI,OOO.
It is a rare bit imported fr >m England.
It once belonged to Quec i Elizabeth.
“If I were to employ a 4 -een gir: to
dust my bric-a-brac,” reave is Mrs. Van-
derbilt, “it would soon h-i all broken.
She would break more in alninute than
I pay her in a year. I mfit get a re-
fined. cultivated young wojJan who will
realize its importance, and its neauty,
and its value.” And so she pays $5.0 )0

a year to a college graduate to
the numerous pieces of bric-a-brac dust-
ed. The young woman rises early :o
complete her task, and. again, in tha
afternoon she dusts. Indeed, she is
busy all over the house all during the
day.

WHY.

Snuggle down and listen.
Listen, Locks-o’-gold;

Snuggle down and listen.
Listen, Three-year-old;

Know what makes your eyelids weigh
Down this way at close of day.
Makes you tired out with play?

Were you never told?

Dearie, don’t you know it.
Know it. Locks-o’-gold?

Dearie, don’t you know it.
Know it, Three-year-old?

Know why slumber seals your eyes.
Know' why darkness veils the skies.
Why the wild birds hush their cries?

Were you never told?

Dearie, now you’re sleepy,
I believe I know;

Dearie, now you’re sleepy,
I believe it’s so

You will snuggle down and lie
In my heart and arms, that’s why;
Still and happy, bye-o-bye,

Bye-o-baby-10.

Daytimes you are running.
Running, Three-year-old;

Daytimes you are running.
Oh. my Locks-o’-gold,

Like a sunbeam here and there,
I can’t catch you anywhere.
Till—you’re sleeping, I declare!

Bless you! Locks-o’-gold.
—J. M. Lewis, in Houston Post,

HORN BLOWING LATEST FAD

British “Beauty” Doctors Prescribe It
for Development of Wom-

an’s Chest.

The latest British fad in beauty cul-
ture is the blowing of the French horn.

A London medical man seen by a
representative could not deny that the
French horn might have an im-
proving effect on the feminine form.
The blowing of musical instruments,
he said, was a wonderful developer to
the chest. It was not that the chest
itself was really enlarged; it only had

capacity of inflation. What
really happened was that the muscles
around the chest were developed and
the bust was thus Improved.

The doctors instanced one after an-
other notable singers whose figures
were exceptionally fine through con-
tinual inflation of the lungs.

He gave one word of warning” to
stout ladies; this was that they must
commence horn blowing very grad-
ually, or syncope might result. He
also said that it would be better If
ladles could not be seen while prac-
ticing, for the effect of playing on th
facial expression is not good.

ST. PATRICK AT ARMAGH.

Legend of the First Church Site Re-
lated in the Ancient

Volume.

A pretty legend is told in the Book
of Armagh (800 A. D.) regarding the
site of the church first built there by
St. Patrick—the site of the present
Protestant cathedral of St. Patrick,
writes Nora Tynan O’Mahony in Don-
ahoe’s.

“Get the northward.” said God’s
angel to the saint, “to the height of
Macha (Ard-Macha—Armagh): there
sbalt thou build to God the fortress
temple and great house of Christ.” St.
Patrick seemingly found the rulers of
that time as grudging of a site as
those of late days; but at length the
saint’s force of character and the re-
nown worked by his miracles succeed-
ed in obtaining from King Daire.
great-grandson of Niale of the Nine
Hostages, the necessary plot of land.
“Give him,” said the grim old pagan
king, “the ridge of willows, that he
may build a church unto his God.”

On the solemn foundation-day, as
St. Patrick made a circuit of the
ground, with bell, book and aspersory,
marking out the sacred precincts, a
frightened doe, with a fawn by her
side, fled from out the willows, and
alter running a few paces stood bewil-
dered at the great throng of people.
St. Patrick took this as a good oppor-
tunity of inculcating to his flock the
virtue of kindness.

“Here,” he said, pointing to the
spot where the deer had lain, “shall
God’s altar stand;” and taking up the
fawn in his arms he carried it across
the valley to an eminence on the
northern side, and laid it gently down
beside its dam. To-day, the spot where
the deer had lain, and where St. Pat-
rick built his first church, is the site of
the Protestant cathedral, while on the
“northern eminence” stands the new-
’y-finished and beautiful Catholic ca-
thedral dedicated to Ireland’s patron
saint.

Cutting the Salary to Fit.
The Employer—l believe, sir, that

you pride yourself upon your excessive
modesty, do you not?

The employed—Well, yes; I may say
that I do.

The Employer—ln that case, it occurs
to me that your salary may not be suf-
ficiently modest to suit you. I beg to
assure you, however, that this matter
will be attended to at once, and that
henceforth you will have no reason to
blush on pay days. That is all.—Tit*
Bits.

Fostive Information.
“There goes a man with a very in-

teresting history,” said the clerk in the
bcok store.

“You don’t say? How do you
know?”

“I just sold it to him.”—Philadelphia
Press.

Pride.
“Why don’t you sell that yellow dog?”
“Mistuh,” said Erastus Pinkley, “dat

proposition is er insult to my friends.
If I knew anybody foolish enough to
buy dat dog I wouldn’t associate wlf
him.”—Washington Star.

NUMBER 39.

THE NEW MESSENGER BOY —HE MEANT WELL BUT THEY
RUBBED IT IN.
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JAPANESE WAR TOWELING.
Bears Artistic Sketches and Carica-

tures or Cartoons of Bat-
tle Scenes.

As might have been expected, military
and naval subjects occupy a large place
among the year’s designs for toweling.
The towel designs celebrating naval vic-
tories have been particularly successful;
they are mostly in white, on a blue
ground; or in black, on a white ground.

Besides towels decorated with artistic
sketches of this sort, says Lafcadio
Hearn, in Atlantic, there have been
placed upon the market many kinds of
towels bearing comic war pictures.—
caricatures or cartoons which are amus-
ing without being malignant. It will be
remembered that at the time of the first
attack made upon the Port Arthur
squadron, several of the Russian offi-
cers were in the Dalny theater,—never
dreaming that the Japanese would dare
to strike the first blowr . This incident
has been made the subject of a towel
design. At one end of the towel is a
comic study of the faces of the Rus-
sians. delightedly watching the gyra-
tions of a ballet dancer. At the other
end of the towel is a study of the faces
of the same commanders when they
find, on returning to the port, only the
masts of their battleships above water.
Another towel shows a procession of
fish in front of a surgeon’s office.—wait-
ing their turns to be relieved of sundry
bayonets, swords, revolvers, and repeat-
ing rifles, which have stuck in their
throats. A third towel picture repre-
sents a Russian diver examining, with a
prodigious magnifying glass, the holes
made by torpedoes in the hull of a sunk-
en cruiser. Comic verses or legends, in
cursive text, are printed beside these
pictures.

*

The Leaning Tower.
Barney Oldfield, the crack automobil-

ist, is fond of pictures, particularly of
etchings. He said the other day:

“The best etching I have is one of the
leaning tower of Pisa. This etching
hangs over my writing desk.

“Looking up one morning I noticed
that the picture hung crooked. I
straightened it and resumed my work.

“The next day the picture was again
crooked, and the next day, and the next.
Finally, happening to be in the room
while the maid was cleaning, I saw her
deliberately take hold of the straight-
hung picture and tip it to one side.

“ ‘Maria,’ I said, ‘that picture of the
tower—look how crooked you have hung
it.’

“ ‘I have to hang the picture crooked.’
said Maria, ‘to make the tower hang
straight.’ ”—Cincinnati Enquirer.

Holding Trade.
Clerk—I lady in the front of the store

wants some elephant tusk jelly. What
on earth shall I do?

Fashionable Grocer—Tell her we just
sold the last lot to a boarding house
keeper, but we’ll get another hogshead
in soon. She’ll change her mind then.—
N. Y. Weekly.

Inherited.
“It’s all well enough for Van Asterbllt

to talk about ‘the stepping-stones to
success,’ but he had ’em to begin with.”

“Had what?”
“Rocks.”—Philadelphia Press.


