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When monarchs seek the simple lfe
their subjects can well afford to folk
low thelr exampla.

Alsence only makes Henry James
fonder of America. That {8 why he
stays In England all the time,

The hours we spend In wishing
snd craving for the impossible could
be better spent in working for the at-
talnable.

A man of Intelligence, wealth and
power who treats his subordinates
with rudeness and Insult Is-a natural
coward.

People who show no kindness or
mercy in wealth and power will cer-
tainly recelve none when poverty
comes to be their lot,

The man who doubts and the man
who scoffs have this difference be
tween them: The one uses™iis reason
and the other his passion.

melbh uleephu,t.nr ;mrtors may
become so wealthy that they will
turn the tables and tip passengeras who
have made the jaunt unkickingly.

Prof. Ross says the ldle rich are
more dangerous than the hoboes. It
must be admitted, however, that they
nre less apt to hit you with a plece
of gasplipe.

*“Only people with a miilion or more
ean afford to have 'stuporous melan-
cholla,’ ™ enys the Washington Her-
ald. Well, it isn't exactly a disease
that many of us crave.

If the learned professor of Harvard
should speak politely to the laboring
man would not the laboring man give
the learned professor a nenl" Let the
learned professor try It.

They nre {alking of sending wireless
messages around the world. For what
purpose? So that & man can telegraph
to himeelf Instead of tying a siring
aroind his thumb when he wants to
remember something?

King Menelik of Abyssinla claims to
be the descendant of Solomon and the
queen of Sheba, and certainly it is no
violent wrench of ‘facts to say he Is a
much better behaved old fellow than
gome of our distingulshed senators.

We do not knn“ “that It will make

e muy PRCCTOCUTAE QIMreErencs 16 the world's

history whether Gladys {s happy or
not, Would some of her patriotic ad-
visers guarantee happiness for her
with an Ameriean husband whom they
might plek out?

The Sheridan statue commission has
epproved and accepted the model of
the slatue of Gen. Phillp Sherldan,
which Is to ornament Sheridan Circle,
Twenty-second street and Massachu-
setts avenue, in Washington, The
mode]l i the design of Gutzon Borg-
lum of New York.

The battleship Mississippi has been
accepted by the government, Tt I8 In
order now for somebody to discover
that she was constructed along antl
auated lines and that it would be pre-
posterous to expect her to last more
than one round In a battle with any-
thing blgger than & rowhoat.

Farmers in many parts of the coun-
try have been able, owing to the mild
winter, to do & good deal of work, ac-
cording to reports, but have found It
difficult to gel help In splite of the
fumber of nnemployed men in cities,
Getting up at 4 o'clock a, m, and go-
fng out to feed the stock does not ap-
peal even lo the hungry men,

Orsa, In SBweden, has, in the course
of a generation, sold $6,660,000 worth
of trees, and by means of judliclous
replanting has provided for a similar
income every 30 or 40 years. In con-
sequence ol the development of this

commercial wealth there are no taxes, [

Rallways and telephones are free, and
80 are the schoolhouses, teaching, and
many other things.

Now a movement has been started
to compel women to take off their hats
in church. The movement might as
well be dropped al once belore its ad-
vocates lose unnecessary sleep and
grow thin through worry. 1 a wom-
an {8 to take off her hat In chureh,
“what, she will naturally argue, is the
good of her Easter mlillinery? The
logienl eoncluslon of this argument ls
too self-evident for formal statement

Helen Keller's latest intimate and
detalled account of her experlénces
and emotions In an existénce wher~
she {8 deprived of slght and hearing
and resiricted to the three othe?
penses, {5 a remarkable paper In many
respects. But {s not more remarkabld
declares the Boston Herald, than hé
declaration that if a fairy bade her t»
choose between the sense of alght ann
touch she would not part with thn
warni and endearing coutact of humny
bands. Thoas who possess both gifts
of gight and hearing would perhaph
ponder long before choosing

He cumo awinging out of the TMat:
fron bullding Into & plerelng hurly-
burly of sound’Aud tolor and moves
ment, He' paused a' moment to
breathe the whipping brisknes# of:the
alr, then started at'a lefsuraly gall.

Suddenly he clapped his hand, as it
in tardy remembrance, o an inner
pocket and drew out a letter. He had
just Inserted a vandal finger under the
flap when his glance, playing casually
ahead, caught on that, in the crowd,
which impelled him to put the nate
back unopened into his pocket.

She was strolling uptown. There
was the same appearance of uncer-
talnty (n her graceful, unhurrying galt
that marked his own. She was dressed
all in gray—gray broadcloth shult,
gray shoes, a chinchilla turban with
a saucy gray plume, a chinchlila
soarf, cropsed on her shoulders and
falling to- her walst, a huge heact-
shaped wad of chinchillas that wak &
muft, suspended from her neck by a
sllver chain.

A curlous impulse caught him. It
ran riot In his brain for a white-hot
fnstant. It erystalized into a definile
{ntention. He stopped at her slde.

"1 beg your pardon” His tone was
pleasant and filled with an easy defer-
ence. “I'm sure that I've met you
somewhere, haven't 1?7 WHI you let
me walk up the avenue with you?"

The girl stared at him aghast.

He was a tall fellow, his clean-
shaven, fair skin browned and red-
dened by an unseasonsble burn.

Her stare lasted an inetant. Then n
haughty color flared Inlo her face. It
wiped out the look of aloofness In s
expression and brought out the pride

In it. “Certalnly mnot!" she flung
freezingly to him.
He resumed his hat equably. Her

shocked profile darted past him., It
paused halfway,

“Yes," phe guddenly conceded, turn.
Ing impetuously to him, “you may
walk a little way with me, I would
llke to have a few minuteg' conversa-
tion with you."

He placed himself at her slde. She
walked l rcw momeuln in u!lenca He
warced.

“Now," sho began lmperlnusly. turn
ing on him with a suggestion of men-
ace in her alr, “will you kindly tell
me why, out of all the women on
Broadway, you selected me to ap-
proach in that Insufferable way?”

He looked embarrassed.

“Well—Il—the fact is—I—I1"

“The fact Is," she took It up heat-
edly, "that after looking me all over,
you concluded that 1 was the kind of
girl who would respond to such an
overture,”

Her face flashed indignantly up in

“You Dropped This Handkerchief."

his direction and then away, He saw
that the. lght glinted through the
transparent bridge of ‘her disdainful
little nose,

“I thought nothing of the kind,"” he
asserted with equal gpirit,

“I'll tell you exactly why 1 spoke to
you," bhe sald slmply., “1 did not tell
you when you first asked me because
what happened to be the truth, in my
case, 18 what men always say under
thege elrcumstances, I was afrald vou
would not belleve I. You caught my
eye at once, because you seeined such
& mouso of a creature—that gray s so
soft. Then—I have always liked
women (o part thelr halr in the mid-
die, As you camp nearer | had—! hon-|
estly had—a sgudden conviction _that
I'd met you somewhere, though 1

ccouldy’t, of course, think where, 1T
epoke to you on impulse, It was a
queer bunlnana 1 danl. ung
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“Oh, I'm #ad. I <aliduld hhﬂ
felt unicomfortdble all this evaning If
you hadn't sald that. You see, my
friend is'the best-dressed girl 1 know."

They walked on In silence for a mo-
ment. “T think you had better leave
me now.” Bhe winiléd In spité of har
gell;. but she stopped.. “Good-hy," she |
sald Inflexibly.

Ha lifted his, bat' resignedly. Bhﬂ
nodded and walked on.

In an Instant quick foolsteps over-
took her. “I'm very sorry to trouble
you again,” he began, a statement that
hia dancing eyes made no effort to re-
entorce. “'You dropped this handker-
chief out of your muff."

She was shocked. “Did 1?7 What
a googe!"” She flamed, “Of course
you know T didn't do it on, purpose,’”

“Of course, Do vou mind {1 follow
you a little way, just for prutection?
You might lose your mufl—or--or-—"

“l might cast & shoe,” she fiashed.

She looked ahead with a little mad-
dening judiclal alr, “Well, all right, but
you'll have to leave me soon for I'm
almost there. It's somewhere in the
Sixties, T think. You're not golng to
Insist on going to dinner with me,
are you?! ' :

“I'm not sure yet.!'

She had been fnmbling |n her muft.
She brought out a note; a crumpled
creamy sheet,

He watched her curfously at first
then with a start,

“By overy slgn ind token of long:
distance signaling — that's Bettina
Thorpe's handwriting,” he commented
casually,

She stared. \

“Oh, I've got my credentlals with
me, too. There's no reason why thls
peace conference shouldn’t get bugy.”
He drew an unopened lelter from his
pocket and thrust it under her be-
wildered eyes. >

"Hy Jove! 1 guess I'd better read
that he exclaimed. .

“How "perfectly” " ridioulous!™
brenth came In gasps, “Why, I can’t
beliéve It—it's too silly!"

“Bettina ought (o serve a canopener
with her stationery,” he complained,
tearing at the flap, “or a little dyna-
mite., Ah!" He ran hungrily through
the note and then burst into a roar
“lI know who you are’ he Informed
his companlon, his face brightening
with mischief. “You're Patricia Otis.
Listen to this:

“Dear Duke: I've been ‘phoning you
you like all possessed ever since 1 heard
of your arrival, yesterday morning. Bul
nobody knew where you were, Come
to K9 Blxty-third streel to dinner to-
night with Hob and me, If it's a possible
thing, to meet Painy Otls, who's being
muid-of-honor next week, at the chlef
soclal event of the peason, T've always
told you you'd go' grazy over her, and
here's your chance, Hurrledly,

“BETTY."”

He jammed the letter back into the
envelope. “You see, I've simply got
to go to dinner with yon,"

“Are you Duke Grayson?"

“T am."

“Beity never told me you were
coming to-night, But then, of course,
ghe knew 1 wouldn't be there. I have
always refused to meet you.

“Same here!" he agreed brazenly.
“She’'s determined (b marry us, you
know. That's why you looked so
famillar. It's the plctures she showed
me. [ would never have suspected
that you were good-looking from those
things."

“Thank youn. I'm nm.' It's these
clothes I'ni wearing. When you come
to that—Betty had any number of plo-
tures of you In ber room at -Bertrani
hall. See here—I don't want to meet
you. Oh, Betty's a schemer. You
walt until 1 get alone with her! If [
don't—I simply decline to meet you.
She'll throw me at you in the most dis-
gusting way—leaving us to tetea-
tetes, snd everything lke ;that. 8he
hates my settlement work, you know,
Her heart ls set on marrylng me off.
Bhe says that If 1 married a man lke
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you I'd be a different woman. Isn't it
disgusting 1"
“Nauseating," he ul'eed
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!‘mmwdolt Tl tell Bsttina.
that I've met you by sococldent, that
we understand each other and her,
and that we ske right through all her
plans. !
poking us into corners to fail 'In
love with each. other, she can just'

give It up, becauss we absolutely re. \

fuge to do IL”

“That's the stufl.” He ruud .n

alert finger to the hansom that had |-
tralled them 'up the | Women

agsiducusly
avenue. - Sy

. But six months later, when Bettina
Bosworth recelved a certaln Inevi .
table mnouncament, she only smiled
placidly. k:

“Ta’ glve u,sood deal’ 0™ know
whether' she dropped ‘that hmr.or-
chlef on purpono." she sald to Bob.

NOVEL CONTEST IN Houlzwoﬂlk

—y,

Servant Girl and Sor.lety Woman at |

Boone, la, to Compete.

Boone, Ia.—Hanna Olson, a prefty
servant girl, who declare# that domes-
tics cannot afford to ‘work for less
than oue dofllar a day, said the other
day she would accopt tho challenge
of Mrs.
for n week's contest in housework,
Mry, Foster alleges that one dollar a
day |8 too much for -servants, that
most of them are incompetent and that

\ghe will prove It by rolling up her own

sleeves and golng to work.
[ certainly expect to beat her at her
own game;" sald Miss Olson.
Plang for the remarkable contest
“EOINE rorwardand’ i

and Mrs. Foster can get together on

terms there Is no reason to doubt it |

will take place. Mrs, Foster won't
back out. ;

The majority favor setting the two
women at'work In a home of the same
number of rooms and about the same
conditions, A committee will be
named, of which the Y. M. C. A, will
furnish one member, the Boone news-
papers another end the third will be
chosen by these two. One judge wil
stay In each house the entire week,
while the third will alternate. Credits
will be given for time consumed and
for condition gf kitchen, bedroom and
llving rooms af noon.

The Volce,
A sound rose out of the south
(Bwegter was never henrd!)
Like the rain song after drouth
From the mouth of & bird,
Over the bille it cama
With all the haste of hope,
And the glint of an amber flame
Touched every slope,

“I am the vernal volce,”
These wire the words it sald,
And I ery to the world: Reh!m
O'er the winter deadl’*

Then the anclent mother of all,
The fond earth molher, she -
Throw off the lron thrall
And stepped forth free,
Oh, the colestinl glow
Again ln her velns uur!-
Come, II!I' heart, let us
And be glad with harl

~Clinton Seollard,

For the Workingman,
Germany has made great strides in
satisfying ‘the workingmen by atten-

tion to old-age , by inslstence
upon mafe mechinery m factorfes, by |
humane provisfons for oning the

victims of industrial sccidents and the
like, QGreat Britaln, llke thé Unlted

ﬂum huthohnllnnh;u!thhmﬂ

We are acoused of so
that sometimes Wo fear some of
may bc sulltr. %

God be thanked lm' books. ’I?m
are the voloos of the distant and the |
dead, and muke s heirs of the spir,;
| ftunl Jife of past ages. HBooks are llm4
true laevelery, They glve to all, 'who
will falthfully use them, the soclety, |
the spiritual presence of I-I, M“‘
greatest of our race. .

FRIENDSHIF OF

And if she bas any idea of |

M. J. Foster, soclety woman,.|.
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