
TO THE OTHER ONE 
Man and Woman of World Go 

Back to Elemental for 
Mates. 

By DOROTHY OIX. 

It waa the eve of his wedding day, 
•nd Richard Alrlle sat alone in his 

luxurious rooms, thinking. The last 

detail of the arrangements had been 

completed. The night before he had 

^iven his farewell bachelor dinner to 

fits old companions. Somehow he felt! 
that It would be almost a sacrilege to 

4go from that mad. gay feast, with its 
wit and wine and song, to his pure, 
little puritan Priscilla, who had been 

kept as untouched by the world as a 

•enow drop in her prime New England 
home. 

“I will see nobody tonight,’ he 
bad said to the dusky buttons who 

guarded the outer door of the fash- 
ionable apartment house. He wanted 
to be alone. There was so much to 

do, so many letters to burn, so many 
pictures to destroy, so many links 
with the old life to break. Not that 
there was anything to cover up, or be 
ashamed of. Airlie had lived cleanly, 
but his friends had been the men and 
women of Bohemia, and—Priscilla 
would not understand. 

He glanced about the beautiful 

rooms, littered with artistic souvenirs 
and trifles, and sighed as his glance 
fell upon a photograph with “For Dear 
Dickie” scrawled across Its face. It 
showed a little dancing girl In short, 
spangled skirts, waiting her cue to go 
on the stage. No. Priscilla would not 
understand. 

"And yet,” mused Alrlle. “an hon- 
ester little creature never lived. By 
Deorge, I wonder how many of the 
good women who draw their garments 
away from her as they pass her, would 
have the courage to go cold and hun- 
gry, as she has done, when they 
might have champagne and terrapin, 
and soles for the taking?” 

On the mantel shelf. In a quaint, 
gold frame, was another picture—a 
bold. Impressionistic sketch of a 
woman leaning back In a long chair, 
the blue smoke of a cigarette curling 
about her red gold hair. The woman's 
lips were curved with laughter, her 
eyes shone out merry, mocking, ten-! 
«Ier. It was Madge Horton, the clev- 
erest newspaper woman of her day, 
Just as Boothhy had drawn her In 
that very room one night when a par- 
ty of friends—writers, artists, actors, 
musicians—had forgathered to cele- 

%rate%h« Sflfd fortun* of one of them. 
"Priscilla would not understand 

Madge either,” Alrlle repeated to him- 
eelf. "She would think that a woman 
who smoked cigarettes, and treated 
men with the familiarity of a com- 

panion. Instead of the awe of a demi- 
god. or the romantic adoration of a 
-hero, wasn’t ‘nice.’” 

He smiled at the inadequateness of 
“the world, for his mind had flown 
back to a dark page In his own life, 
when he had quarreled with the rich 
and tyranical old aunt who had reared 
him, and he had come to New York 
to make his living. It was then that 

'be had first known Madge, when they 
were both doing “cub work” on an 

evening paper. Fortune had not 
smiled on him at first, and there had 
'been an evil hour when, after six 
weeks In the hospital with typhoid, he 
had found himself facing the world 
without a dollar in his pocket. 

Weak, discouraged, dispirited, he 
lay on his cot, dreading to take up 
the struggle of life again, when a let- 
ter was brought to him. It was a 

iinere typewritten line, enclosing $100, 
and signed in a hand so crabbed as to 

8be undecipherable. "Dear Alrlle," It 
amid, *‘I return you the money you 
dent me once in Chicago when I was 

jdown on my luck.” In his prosperity 
Alrlie had lent many a man money 
'that had never been returned. The 
wonder of It was that It should come 

to him now, but In the surprise and 
delight of having It, for the two crisp 
jflfty-dollar bills meant hope, and cour- 

age and life to him, he almost forgot 
to speculate about the sender, and It 
■was not until years afterwards that 
&£ Anew that Madge out of her slen- 
der salary, for fame and money bad 
aos come to her then, either, had 

been the one to reach out a helping 
hand In a way that he could not re- 

'tfuss to take 
''The heart of a woman and the 

praln of a man, God bless her,” said 
Alrlie, "and yet. Priscilla will not 
think her ‘nice,1 

"A lady to see yon, sir, and eb© 
says U‘b important, air, and t was to 
give you this card, sir,” deprecatlngly 
interrupted a servant. Alrlle frowned 
as he reached out his hand for the 
card, and smiled as he read the name 
on It 

'Madge, iic $000 01 you, he ex- 

claimed as he pushed the long chair 
she affected up to the grate. 

”1 was Just on my way out to din- 
ner,” she replied, throwing back the 
long clock and showing a slight, tall 
figure clad in a thin, black dinner 
gown, “and am I was passing I remem- 

bered that this was your last night, 
and I thought I would drop In and say 
a final goodbye to you 

"You speak as If I was going to 

die,” objected Alrlie. 
‘‘So you are, as far as your old 

fr-jends are concerned,” she returned 
'patrimony Is that bourne from which 
-«» man n**«r comes back to those who 
loved a**" lost him. A wife’s first 
■duty, you know, is to snub all of he: 
tiusband’* former companions Yours, 
for instance,” with a saucy moua ai j 

him, "won't approve of my dropping 
in to smoke a cigarette with you, and 
talk things over when they lie heavy 
on ny mind, and—and—it came to 

me, as f was passing, that I should 
-miss it—Dick.” 
Alrlie murmured an indistinct some- 

thing about hoping that she and Pris- 
cilla would be good friends. 

Don t, interrupted the woman 

sharply, “between a man’s wife and 
his women friends there is a great 
gulf fixed, and they are wisest who 
do not attempt to cross it. I—I—t 
am glad you are going to marry, 
Dick, and I an} glad Its Priscilla. 
You are very masculine, Dick, and 
she is the kind of clinging, ignorant, 
appealing little creature that was 

bound to be your Ideal. I understand 
the fascination of that kind of woman 

—the sort of woman who has been 
kept safe and sheltered in her home, 
like a pearl In cotton wool, and who 
has never known anything of the 
hard and sordid struggle for bread, or 

the temptations and the fight of life." 

“They are like white lilies that the 
dust has never smirched,” said the 
man softly, “and we who are toiling 
in the grime lift worshiping eyes 
upon them.” 

“Yes," she replied, “it is the woman 

who does not know, and does not 
understand—who never understands— 
before whom a man pours out the in- 
cense of his soul. It is just because 
she is so ignorant of all that makes 
the life of man like you that such a 
woman fascinates him.” 

“When I first saw Priscilla,” Alrlle 
said, “she was coming down a daisy 
strewn path in the early morning, and 
the young day was not more fresh 
and fair, nor the flowers about her 
feet whiter, or more Innocent than 
she. I was sick of women with paint- 
ed faces, and the turmoil of the town, 
of women who talked in epigram, who 
could analyze to the last hair the 
psychic Interest of the latest prob- 
lem play, and she came like a vision 
of the heaven we worldlings have 
lost.” 

"Marrying an angel la a risky ex- 

periment for a mortal," returned the 
woman with a grim humor, "and, did 
you ever think. Dick, that what we 
call a ‘good woman' is the best thing 
on earth, and the narrowest and 
hardest? Oh," she held up her hand 
as he began to speak, ‘‘I know what 
you are going to say—that women 
like I am are brave and helpful and 
strong and companionable. That Is 
true, Dick, but men like you do not 
fall in lovo with uu. We know too 
much. We have rubbed shoulders 
with sin. and misery and we are no 
longer shocked at things. We are 

only sorry—or amused. We see 

things like men see them, and so, 
I understand, that when a man like 
you meets a woman who has never 
torched a cocktail, or smoked a cigar- 
ette. or seen a problem play, or read 
a novel that wasn't an expurgated 
edition, her very ignorance and in- 
nocence grips him with Its charm— 
its difference. 

"You haven't wanted to marry me. 

Dick, and I haven't wanted to marry 
you, for in a way we have both want- 
ed to go back to the elemental. Your 
ideal has been innocence and Igno- 
rance. Mine, the strength that one 
could cling to as to the rock of ages. 
You Siave found your pure, prim lit- 
tle Puritan Priscilla. I have found—" 
and she broke off to strip the long, 
long glove from her hand and show 
a gleaming diamond. 

"What, you are going to be mar- 
ried, too?” cried Alrlle. 

She nodded. "No one you know. 
A man I knew years ago, out west—■ 
a primitive creature, with aboriginal 
ideas of right and wrong and duty, 
and faithfulness, who has not learned 
to console himself for a broken heart 
by analyzing Its throbs for a maga- 
zine ♦tide, as we have, or to dissect 
his friends In the Interest of psycho- 
logical study. We have our virtues, 
you and I, Dick, and those of our 

kinship—we are merry and open hand- 
ed, and we laugh with those who 
laugh and Cry with those who weep, 
but one can’t live on omlette soufle 
always, you know, and one wants a 
grander strain to march through life 
than the music of cap and bells. 

"You and I—we shall be very hap- 
py, Dick, in our new lives, but don’t 
you think—don’t you fear that some- 

times we shall be very tired? Won’t 
there be times when our hearts shall 
be heavy for the old life? When the 
grand opera will get upon our.nerves, 
and make us long for opera eomiqus? 
When the Ignorance and Innocence of 
your Priscilla will be dust and ashes 
In your teeth, and the rock ribbed 
seriousness of my husband will be a 

burden on my soul? 
"Then—ah then, Dick—we will long 

for the old life, the old discussions, 
the old friends who were broken 
reeds on whom to lean, but who sang 
the merry roundelay of life In the 
same key chat we did, and under- 
stood our speech.- We shall have 
what w® want, but not all we want, 
for eomewhere in every heart Is the 
lurking shadow of that other one 

who could supply the missing note to 
make the perfect harmony. Oh, the 
pathos of H* Jh the helplessness 
of It!" 

She gov. yp abruptly auc began 
drawing on bei cloak, and as ahe 
stretched her hand out In farewell 
Alrlie stopped her. 

"Before you go," he said, "drink a 

stirrup cup with me." He filled two 
glasses from the wine Jug upon the 
table, and the man and woman looked 
solemnly into each other's eyes aa 
they touched glasses. 0 

“To the Other One,” he said 
"To the Other One,” she murmured, 

and then with a common Impulse 
they sent the crystal goblets ■hive* 
ing on the floor. 
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What’s In a name? One answer 

Shakespeare himself gives: 
“But he who filches from me my 

good name 

Robs me of that which not enriches 
him. 

And makes me poor, Indeed." 

Not altogether In the sense indicat- 
ed by this reply will my story deal. 
Surnames of negroes who were slaves 
were usually of their own selection, as 

they, like all mankind originally, were 
known by one appellation, a given 
name. 

When it became necessary our Jew- 
ish people selected surnames that 
meant something and are (generally 
euphonious, as Rosenbaum, Siiverstein, 
I.oeb, Rothschild, and so on. When 
Anglo-Saxon surnames were added or 

adopted in the eleventh and twelfth 
centuries some seem to have been 
taken haphazard, and are of no signifi- 
cance. Our colored people retained, 
in the main, after freedom, the sur- 
name of “Old Mastab.” Most of them 
felt proud of the family whom they 
served and spoke of them as “my 
white folks." "No croger blood in our 

family, and us cullored ones ain’t got 
no use for po' white trash, neither." 
I'erhaos it Is not gencraly known that 
♦he term “po’ white folks,” so often 
used by the negro servant, bad no spe- 
cial reference to financial conditions, 
meaning, rather, social status—“Man- 
nahs and customs,” as they sometimes 
expressed it. 

v/tio example of family fealty is the 
case of Nelson Crews. This really re- j 
markable negro waa born on the plan- i 
tation of Dr. Samuel Crews of How- j 
ard county, Missouri, who at that time 
owned over 500 negro servants. His 
parents wero far above the average in 
intelligence and integrity. Joanna, 
the fine old mother of Nelson Crews, 
lives now in Kansas City. She was. 
the weaver at the Crewa home, and I ] 
believe there are woolen counterpanes : 

yet In the possession of the family 
that bear evidence of her skill. 

With us yet is a stanch, dependable 
negro woman. Industrious and self- 
supporting, though long past three 
score years and ten, who, though 
she has led to the altar—yes, led Is the 
word—three husbands, hsa never 

changed her surname; she either made 
pre-nuptial arrangements with her va- 
rious suitors or brought them to taw 

afterward, for Busan Clark sho was. Is 
and ever will be “I was bo’n and 
bred on the plantation of Beverly R. 
Clark, the finest white folks In Kain- 
tucky or any whah upon the yearth, 
and twel I meets up with a bettah 
name 1 don’t see no 'casion to change 
mine.'* Insists Aunt Busan. 

The numerous Collinses, Bradleys. 
Simpsons, Stones. Smarts heareabouta 
bear out my assertion that negroes aft- 
er freedom selected for their own the 
surname of former ownera. 

Howard, Scott and Wallace Smith, 
negroes, good and creditable citizens 
of the vicinity of Kanaas City, Mo., 
were slaves in the family of a sister 
of Caasius Clay. Though they are 

proud of the fact that they are of the 
Clay clan of colored folks, they prefer 
Smith, the name of the member of the 
family to whom they were assigned. 
Among their proudest possessions Is 
a portrait of a handsome, dtstlnguish- 
edlooking what man, Inscribed cm the 
margin this testimony: 

“For my dear old Mammy 
From Green Clay Smith." 

The donor waa, you remember, nom- 
inated presidential candidate by the 
Liberal Republican party. 

When Marguerite Williams, two 

years old, slipped and fell into a creek 
near her home at Kansas City, Ed- 
ward Reed, a negro eleven years of 
age, pulled her out of the shallow wa- 

ter- The girl waa unconscious. Then 
the negro remembered the training he 
received in tho public schools and re- 

suscitated the child by applying first 
aid to the drowning. A physician said 
the negro boy's efforts probably had 
saved her life. 

George Washington Buckner, the 
cow American minister to Liberia, has 
been In consultation with Ambassador 
Page for one or two days this week, 
reports the London Times. He is a 

negro doctor, of Evansville, Jnd. 
Apparently hs Is approaching his 

task in the African republic with great 
zeal and ardor, in company with Lieu- 
tenant Martin, a graduate of Howard 
unlvemity, who will help organiz e the 
Liberian constabulary, * 

There are 7,000 monks on Ike Mount 
of Atbos. in southern Greece 

Moji, Japan, la in have a new rail- 
7/ay station to coat $100,000 

ja the battle which is constantly 
being waged by the natives of Africa 
and the denizens of the jungle 19,- 
104 snakes and 19,000 wild beasts 
were killed In one year, 1910. 

You can never telL Genius some- 

times wears clothes that St. 

gfome men fall in love and never 

get on their feet again 

Many a girl deludes heTself with 

the belief that she has completed her 

education before she marries. 

One of tho keenest observers of the 
proceedings in congress is Eugene 
Patten, the only negro who ever 
served as a page in the house or sen- 

ate. Sixty years have whitened bis 
hair, but his step is sprightly and his 
mind alert, while from mere force of 
habit the tread of legislation on the 
hill and the personnel of the two 
branches which shape the laws are the 
center of his interest. 

Patten is atill an employe of the 
government, but In tho humble ca- 

pacity of gathering rubbish from tho 
parks instead of responding to the 
hand-clap of lawmakers In the lower 
house. He haa a memory like a pho- 
nograph, wide In !U range and aston- 
ishingly accurate. The good old days, 
when tho giants of debate sat in con- 
gress during the Democratic regime 
immediately following the era of re 

construction, have become “the ocean 
to the river of his thoughts,” and he 
loves to linger over the memory of 
them. As he recalls the incidents and 
cites the characteristics of eminent 
men, an absorbing panorama of politi- 
cal history unfolds before you. 

Patten was born In Huntsville, Ala., 
and when he drifted to Washington ss 

a lad he waa one of the few Democrats 
of his race. He waa no ordinary lad, 
and his political views were a matter 
of real conviction. The promptness 
and intelligence with which ba dis- 
charged minor errands brought him 
to the attention of influential members 
of congress, who resolved to secure 
him an appointment. Never before in 
the history of congress had any but 
white boys been appointed pages, but 
the men behind young Patten decided 
to break all precedents. Such celebri- 
ties as John Randolph Tucker, Epps 
Hunton, Tom Ewing and Alexander II 
Stephens exerted themselves In bit 
behalf, and In uue course he was ap- 
pointed a page. 

One question was debated SO jean ; 
ago. and that was the question as to j 
our ability to support ourselves from 
a physical and personal point of view. 
There were not a few who 50 years 
ago predicted that this newly freed 
race would become a perpetual bur 
den upon the pocketbooks of the na- 
tion. It was freely predicted that we 

would neither feed, clothe nor shelter 
ourselves. Every year the American 
congress is asked to appropriate be- 
tween 110,000,000 and 312,000.000 to be 
used largely in providing food, clothes, 
and shelter for about 300.000 Ameri- 
can Indiana. While this Is true of the 
American Indian (and I have nothing 
but the highest respect for the In- 
dians) ever alnce the days of Ileron 
struction the American negro has not 
called upon congress to appropriate 
a single dollar to be used in providing 
either clothes, shelter or food for our 
race Absolutely in all these person- 
al matters we have supported our- 
selves and mean to do so In all the 
future, and very seldom In any part of 
the country doc* one find a black hand 
reached from a corner of a street ask- 
ing for any man's personal charity. 
Within 50 years, then, we have proven 
that we can survive from a physical 
point of view, and we have proven that 
we could not only support ourselven 
but contribute taxes from 3700,000,000 
worth of property toward the support 
of local, state, and national govern- 
ment.—Booker T Washington. 

Paraguay haa valuable forest re- 

sources, the moat Important of which 
Is quebracho, particularly rich iu tan- 
nin. 

The total acreage of Hungary » 
about 80,000,009, of which 28 per 
cent. Is In forest. Of this, 60 per cent. 
Is owned by individuals or corpora- 
tions, 20 per cent, by municipalities. 
15 per cent, by tbe government and 
16 per cent, by the church. 

An aviation school has just been 
founded in Lima under the auspices 
of the National Aero league (Llga 
Naciona Pro Aviaclon) under |27,000 
subsidy by the Peruvian government 
for acquiring aeroplanes and other 
euipment necessary for such a school. 

Thimbles have been known for I 
many centuries. Some specimens he- 

earthed by archaeologists are known j 
to be 2,500 years old. They are of i 

bronze, and their outer surfaces show 
tbe familiar Indentations tor engaging 
tho head of the needle 

—-- 

St. Paul’s 1914 school budget calls « 

for expenditure* aggregating $1,115,■ ' 

21C 
—— 

One hundred thousand miners in | 
Scotland have received an increase Id j 
wages of six cent* a day 

_,__ 
* I 

The re-establlshment of direct com | 
munlcatlon between San Francisco j 
and Bristol through the arrangements 
Mr Che 'Maple Leaf line of steamers 
to call »t Avonmouth, has rendered 
valuable aid to the development of the 
trade In canned fruits and salmon. 

In St. Petersburg no outdoor musi- 
cal performances are permitted. 

Five hundred and flfty-flve persons 
attended the evening classes In acad 
emic subjects at the University of 
Cincinnati last year, 
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HORSE SALE DISTEMPER 
V l>r. ■ v * you sell or bur through tie sale* has about 

■ In fifty to <» «[. SALK STABLE DWT' MlTft 
'IPOmCS" l» your true protection, your only safeguard, for 
i>* sure .<» jo-.i if .t all -ill soon 
tm rid of the tflMtas It acta e* a »ur.- j.r. -. <• no mat- 
ter how t ry at** "e«j.A. ! U' .ruts a* t 11 a la/ttle. M 
srd (10 down Ip ttlea, at n'l g*p»1 artHfipgts, horn* goofia 
: •• ) I % t? tl .* *. ,t* •« 
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Q. E. D. 
"Ten year* ago.” Mid the professor 

Of mathematic*. I killed a fly that had 
got Into my office if l hadn't killed 
that fly, she would certainly have 
laid 1.600 egga. From these egga 
would have come other flies, who 
would in turn have Increased and mul 
tlpiied so that by now we should have 
66o.637.Ml 296 more flies. Obviously 
they would have made life an Inferno. 
Therefore, It is certain that by the kill 
lug of that fly 1 did the world a great 
service ''- New York Kvcntng Post. 

SUFFERED FOR 2S YEARS. 

Mr. R. M. Flecnor. R. F D. 2».OU 
bain, Ind., writes: 'T bad been a sofl 
or from Kidney Trouble for about 26 
years. 1 finally got so bad that I bad 

to quit worn, ana 
doctor* failed to do 
me any good. I kept 
getting worse all the 
time, and It at last 
turned to Inflamma- 
tion of the Bladder, 
and 1 had given up 
all hope, when one 
day I received your 
little booklet adver- 

ol««»®r. tlaing your pills, sad 
resolved to try them I did. and took 
only two boxes, and I am now sound 
and well. 1 regard my cure as remark- 
able. I can recommend Dodd's Kidney 
Pills to any one who Is suffering from 
Kidney Trouble as I was." Write to Mr. 
Fleenor about this wonderful remedy. 

Dodd's Kidney PI ill, M>c. per box at 
your dealer or Dodd's Medicine Co- 
Buffalo, N. Y. Write for Household 
Hints, also music of National Anthem 
(English and German words) and retd- 
pea for dainty dishes. All 3 torn free. 
AdT. 

Looks Lika it. 
"Isn't thut girl stuck on btruli?* 
"Yon would think it to see how 

she's glued to the mirror." 

The village gossip never has time 
to take a vacation. 

trste* to the painful part— 
•oolites and quiets the nerves. 

No rubbing-merely lay it on. 

SLOANS 
LINIMENT 

Kills Pain 
"IvaSi Mt be wiltoet raw Ual- 

mat and praiee It to all who eaffer 

cyiayg&sf 
Fate AN Cam 

"I eo Sored wllb quit* aereere Boa 
ralrtc headache Urn 4 Bvoeihe without 
aar niff. I tned roar UelMni far 
two cr three nlahte and I haven't mt 
rered voth arT..-^ Mcr"-V ** 

Traatateatv foe Cold aad Cra-p 
'Mr HtfS ftrt. twalva nan eld. 

eaacht a eevrr* cold, and 1 p’( her 
three drop* uf Hioen • Uuioneis t on .u«*r 
OB |MB| to bad, and aha «ot an in the 
■Mrnlas with bo atrne of a cold. A tit 
tie bar Beit dote bad creep and I (are 
the aurtber the IJaiment. Sue (err h.ia 
three drop, on pare to bed, and he rot 

Ar efi Dalai f itve Ma, Mt mi IlM 
Slaaa'e Saafc aa Maw ■■ aaat tree. 

M. MLS. SUM. Ik, tatM,fc* 

WHENEVER YOU NEED 
A GENERAL TONIC TAKE GROVE’S 

The Old Standard Grove's Tasteless chill Tonic is Equally 
Valuable as a General Tonic because it Acts on the Liver, 

Drives Out Malaria, Enriches the Blood and Builds up 
the Whole System. For Grown People and Children. 

You know what you are taking whan you take Grove'* Tasteless chili Tonic 
as the formula is printed on every lube! showing that it contains the well known 
tonic properties of QUININE and IRON. It is ts strong as the strongest bitter 
tonic and is in Tasteless Form. It has no equal for Malaria, Chills and Fever, 
Weakness, general debility and loss of appetite. Gives life and vigor to Nursing 
Mothers and Pale, Sickly Children. Removes Biliousness without purging. 
Relieves nervous depression and low spirits. Arouses the liver to action and 

purifies the blond. A True Tonic and sure appetizer. A Complete Strengthened 
No family should be without it. Guaranteed by your Druggist. We mean it 50c. 

Pain In Back and Rheumatism 
are the daily torment of thousands. To ef- 
fectually cure these troubles you muag re- 

move the cause. Foley Kidney Pilla begin 
to work for you from the first dose, and es- 

ert so direct and beneficial an action in the 
kidneys and bladder that the pain and tor- 
ment of kidney trouble soon disappears. 

A toll** preparation of Jwrtl. 
Help* to *radloat* dandruff. 
For Rectorial Color ami 
untjr to Graf or laded Hair, 
Mc.aa4ttll>atl>radffl*ta 

166 ACRES •l.tio ̂ evh.^m'taiw^f'jrnere'Vs! 
rtve miles from mini. DUX la, VAI.IKK, MONT. 

AUKNTM ANMWEK— SOTM ( KNT1KV WON- 
■ IKK. Jinks Electric EsnUrn Nothin*j 
like It on llv me. k.\. Everybody wsnti 
one. G. W. Ml Kt*ilY rO„ llevnnii, Illinois' 

HEADERS m 
I lived In lis column* shoo'd Insist ui*in linvln* ir! 

lbs/ uk to:, wins In* All mhrUiuts* or tmiiaiu 


