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A SOCIAL EVENT,

OPEN THY DOOR.

Open thy doors, O my soul,
To ocean and sky and plain,

'To shelving shore, and breakers' roar,
And the mountains that shout again.

Open thy doors, O my soul,
To the scent of the climbing rose,
To the meadow’s sweep, and the drow-
sy sheep,
And the woodland's deep repose.

Wider, wider, my soul,

The winds through the pine tree
blow;
'"Tis the Word of God that moveth

abroad,
And deep to deep will go.

Open thy doors, O my soul,
And the fret and pain of care,

And the futile stress and the pettiness,
Will vanish into alr.

—Sunset Magazine.
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A BIG BILLJ

I was just finishing breakfast when
the misunderstanding began.

“The fact is, my dear,” I sald, “I've
& long bill to meet.”

“I shall never see another like {t,"
ehe sald, mournfully, “It's only two
guineas.”

I groaned. )

“Two guineas! For a hat?"

“Ye-es. It Isn't dear, really, Fred;
not for what it is.”

“l really can't imagine. I don't
want to grumble, Kit, but you've had
£3 over your dress allowance already.”

‘“You need not throw it in my face,
if you have. Uncle John never did.”

Uncle John is a crusty old bachelor.
He brought Kitty up.

“Uncle John is rich.
She turned her back on me and
shrugged her shoulders. When I had
finished my boots I took hold of her
shoulders and turned her
“You shouldn't have been so silly as
to marry a poor man."” She held me
by the lapels of my coat and smiled.

I am not.”

“Perhaps 1 like vou as well as
hats,” she said. “I'm dreadfully ex-
travagant!” She sighed. "It is such

a lovel!”

“Perhaps next
shoolk lher head.

“It will be gone then.”

There are as good hats in the shops
as ever came out of them.

“No doubt it is a joke to you. You
would not eare if I wore a last year's
hat to Paddington to meet Bill to-
morrow."

Bill was her brother.

“If it weren't for that bill,” I sald
doubtfully. *“I don't know that they'd
press me. Perhaps I might—"

“No, no! 1 won't. You'll lose your
train, Fred.”

“I'd like you to have it, of course,”
T told her, She looked at me with her
head on one side and a finger on her
Tip.

I could see that she was thinking of
fresh arguments. So 1 kissed her
quickly and fled.

When I arrived at the office I found
a telegram saying that her brother
William's ship had reached Plymouth
a day before time, and that he would
get to Paddington about 1:50 p. m.
Also, 1T found & request from one of
pur best customers that I would call on
him at 1:45 o'clock. So I sent a wire
to Kitty: “Cannot meet Bill. Pue to-
day 1:50. Ask Uncle John—Fied.”

When I had finished my urgent busi-
ness 1 rushed off home. Kitty et me
at the door. She was naturaly ex-
attad,

“I"ag he come?" 1 inquired.

“Yesg, s iu the drawing room!”

1 entered hastily, but her brotler
was not there. Her uncle was. He

month—7" She

r

around.

denly., I noticed that she had been
crying.

“However,"” he continued, “I expect-
ed something of the sort sooner or
later.”

“T'm gure it's not Fred's fault,” Kitty
protested. I was too bewildered for
speech,

“A man,” said he, “has no business
to marry unless he can keep his wife
properly.”

“Kitty has told you!”

“What else did you expect?”

I shook my arm free from her and
paced the room savagely.

“I never thought you'd round on
me, Kit,"” I remonstrated, a trifle un-
steadily.

“Who said she was?”
uncle,

“She had no business to speak to
you about it

“*You told me to!" she eried.

I raised my eyebrows.

“Nothing was further from my
thoughts.”

“But—" she bhegan. Uncle John
stopped her with a wave of his hand.

“Anyhow, Kitty has told me. Of
course, I cannot let her want. I have
written a chegue for the amount,
but—" y

“She shall not touch it!" I vowed
ferociously.

“You are an
roared her uncle.

“Idiot or mot,” I thundered, “I will
stand no interference between my
wife and me. If Kitty is not satis-
fied with what T can do for her, she

' Kitty gave such a violent sob

gnapped her

insolent—idiot!"”

can—
that I had to put my arm around her.

“As for the hat,” T told her husk-
ily, “I made up my mind this morn-
ing that you should have {it."

“Oh!" she walled, "“As if that mat-
tered!”

“If it doesn't matter, why did you
speak about it to your uncle?”

“I7 ISN'T DEAR, EBALLY.”

he picked up a telegram from the
octagonal table.

* “Read this, Willlam,” he com-
manded. This was my telegram, as
delivered.

“Cannot meet bill due to-day one
hundred and fifty. Ask Uncle John—
Fred.”

“What!” T eried. “You thought I
wanted to borrow the money!”

Unecle John took a pinch of snuff
very deliberately.

“It seems,” he confessed, “that I
misjudged you." .

“I misjudged you, too, sir,” I said
slowly. “Only I think you might
have asked particulars before—"

“Before he wrote us a check,” sug-
gested Kitty, pulling it out of her
pocket and squeezing my arm appeal-
ingly.

“It was very good of you, sir,” I
confessed gratefully. He blew his nose
furiously. Then he held out his hand
and I shook it.

“We shall understand one another
better in future, my boy."”

Kitty laughed in her quick way,
and patted her brother's arm.

“Thanks—to our big Bill."—Cassell's
Saturday Journal.

MERE MAN OUTBID BY WOMARN

Los Angeles Widow Wins Farm
from Wyoming Man at Augtian. 1
Outbid by a woman. This was the

experience of Edward B. Milner from

the plains of Wyoming, in the cogx,test .

for Yuma farm unit G 33, which was

auctioned at the United States land
office, says the Los Angeles Exjress.

Mrs. Mary E. Delo, widow, residing
in this city, was the woman whb re
fused to be outdone by a mere mun.

The price paid was $201. |

The land for which Mrs. Delo ana
Mr. Milner were bidding was a farm
unit which went by default, thd suc-
cegsful applicant in the drawing| hav-
ing failed to make the first pagy‘iuent
within the ten-day period.

When Receiver Robinsen offered this
strip of land at auction a contes for
the farm was begun.

It did not require the percepticn of
a sage to see that the land was %ant-
ed by both Mr. Milner and Mrs. Delo.

As quickly as one bid, the price
was raised by the other contestant for
the farm. Rapidly the price was| bid

thought they called
dervishes.

a rush? Second Boy (on the run)—
|Fire alarm!
lond Boy—Boss said he'd fire me if I
wasn't back from his errand in ten
| minutes.—Boston Transcript.

ents)—Well, my dears, you ought to

be very happy.
amongst 'em as a pawnbroker would-

Barbe—Do you shave yourself?
Knicker-Yes, and talk to myself, too.
—New vk Sun.

First hild—We've got a new baby
at our ouse.: Second Child (con-
temptwsly )—We've got a new pa at
ours.—-esbyterian Standard.

He— asked your father's consent
by teletone. She—What did he say?
He—H said, “I don't know who you
are. bi'lt’s all right”—Home Life.

“Wh qre you so sad?’ “My wile
hasg ben|ordered to the country for
three 10{ths.” *“I understand.” = “No
you (dn't] she won't go."—Fliegende
Blatte,

Teahe:
this rornng.
No, pa'ai.
mornng | herself—Woman's

Jimmy, you look very pale

Are you ill? Jimmy—
Ma washed my face this
Home

, ¥Young man, do you think
you ran make my little girl happy?
Suitr—Jo 1I? Say, 1 wish you could
'a sen [er when I proposed!—Cleve-
land Legler.

“Fe pems tp be cheerful” “He
is. Hefound a dollar in an old suit
of cotlps yesterday morning, and now
he 'thiks his luck has turned.”—
Detroiil'ree Press,

“So [our wife wants to vote?” “Not
exactl]” replied Mr. Meekton. “She
wantsjhe opportunity of voting if she
wishef Then she will do as she likes
aboutfit."—Washington Star.

“Wiat did you do in the army?”
Mostiaf the time I was in charge of
a sqpd of men.” “On special duty?”
“No-they were taking me fo the
guarfhouse.,”—Cleveland Leader.
Edjior—Have you got that poem on
the plitical situation ready yet? Dis-
trackd Tame Poet—Not quite, yet.
But/I've got the rhymes fixed, and
I'vgd only go to fill in the lines—

sSenps

ha; makes the trust magnate
ioat so worried?’ “‘He has just read
thg the American farmer is very

perous, and he feels that he must

ctor—I have been in your company
for two years, and I think it's
I had an increase in salary. Man
—All mright, you can have the
pafts in which there Iis eating.—
Flegende Blatter,

—When | was in the East I met
with many begging dervishes. B—I
them Thowling
A—That's what they be:
rome when you don't give them any-
hing.—Meggendorfer Blatter.

Firs: Boy—Where yer goin' in such

First' Boy—Where? See-

0ld Nurse (to newly married cou-
ple, after viewing the wedding pres

There aint a thing

n't be pleased to 'andle—Punch.

“] am a poor man.” “When we are
married 1 ean learn to cook.” “Hadn't
you—er—better begin practicing,” sug:
gested the thrifty suitor, “while your
father is yet supplying the raw ma
terial, so to speak?’—Stray Stories.
Mother—Do you think that young
man has matrimonial intentions, my
dear? Daughter—I certainly do, ma.
ma, He tried to convince me last

up to $100, and then increased stzad- |

ding, and no person seemed willif® ke
raise the price of $201 bid hy{‘d”‘i,
L

right to file an entry on farm pnit
G 33 of 4" 'uma land project|for

She looked up at me with her ejyeg
swimming. :

“0Of course I didn't!”

I stared at {“em both.

“Then,” I 1, &nired, “whati, e=
you ialking aljy At?”

At that mom®dt there was a bang at
the front door, and we heard 3rothel
Bill's big voice.

Then her brother rushed ia like a
breath of fresh air. He j3 & huge,
good-natured, breezy fellow. =

“Hulloa, little Kit. Frettier than
ever!” He hugged her.

“Why, uncle, you gef younger every
day!” Unecle John granted a mollified
grunt,

“¥Fred, you old pounder, why didn't
vou meet me? J/suppose you got my

ﬂf o

stood wupon the heartrug with hit
back to the fire and his arms under
his coattails.

"Pleased to see you,” he remarked,
and frowned at me over his spec-

tacles.
“Well,” I said, with some annoy-
ance. “I don't quite—er—"

“A  pretty mess you've made of
things!”

“I don't know what right—" I be-
#an; but Kitty pressed my arm sud-

wire saying I ‘was due at 1:50
0t ek ?”

“Yes, ol man., I couldn't get off,
so I wired Kit. 7 thought she'd get
her uncle to bring her; but—" I
locked at her. She looked at Uncle
John. Uncle John looked at me.
Brother Bill looked at all of us in won-
der. 2

After we had stared at one an-
other for a few minutes Uncle John
burst into an extraordinary roar of
Liughter. I had never heard him
lauzh before. Kitty always said he
did 30 biennially.

She began laughing and crying to-
gether, “ill Bill and I shook her to
stave off 1ysterics.

“T  think' 'I ifided to him,
“they've both 'aﬁ leave of their
senses this afterrbop”

Uncle John gave anotier vell, Then

-

44,567,000 pounds, a large increase over

$200%. 7 In altcon to this amount) it
will be necessar/ for Mrs. Delo toll_::ay
the regular gofernment price of (365
an acre, | l

Defeated in t}s guarter, but defer-
wmined to hew~a Yuma farm, Mr. Mil-
aer studied the blue print showing ithe
lgcation of the various units, and se-
Jected a section which had been al-
lowed to go by default by the original
applicant, and filed an entry on it
without paying any money except the
regulation price of $65 an acre.

It was farm unit C 33, and Mrs.
Delo and Mr. Milner will be near
neighbors.

One Left.

“Santa Claus brought me a llttle
baby sister for Christmas,” confides
the small girl from next door.

“He did? That was fine!” answers
the neighbor.

“Yes, an' it's the only present me
an’ Freddie got that papa hasn't bro-
ken already windin® it up an' showin®
us how it runs."—Judge's Library.

Copyright Ountlawed Then.

Manager (to composer)—Your piece
is a fine one, but it can't be produced
for at least threc vears,

Composer—Why not?

Manager—Because Wagner won't
have been dead for thirty years till
then.—Lustige Blaetter.

In 1909 Great Britain imported 78.-
406,000 pounds of rubber and exported
1908 in both.

Only a linguist can bore you im
more languages tha

fly until it had soared to. $200. %l two-guinea hat than in the three
this figure, a friend of Milner guinea one.—Serdps.
suaded him to withdraw from the g7 i aepa is to be u divorce,” said

trees ~qan who discusses everybody.

5

Delo. B ﬁ,o‘-Qe %4 for her hand” “Yes,” replied
Receiver Robinson declzvéd lnk ".\% ude man, “He got the hand all
Mrs. Delo had purcbased the first| .2 But it turned out to be a mis

merely tired of talking to me.

night that I looked prettier in that

& Jems but a Mttle while since he

deal.”’—Washington Star.

“So your wife is a suffragette?”
“Yes,” answered Mr. Meekton, ““Why
does she want to vote?” "I don't think
Henrietta really desires to vote. She's
She
wants a larger and more intelligent
audience.”—Washingion Star.

Murphy—Poor O'Reilly is dead. And
a good old soul he was. Casey—Yis,
and a thoughtful wan, too. Sure, Ye
fore he died he called all his creditors
to him and told thim where they
could borrow enough to cover what he
owed thim."—Washington Star.

Suitor—I suppose your father is ai-
together taken up with business? Her
Little Brother—Yes, dad thinks of
nothing else. That must have been
why ma said to sister last night that
if you meant business it was about
time you talked to papa.—Brooklyn
Life.

Gunner—You: can't get the pest of
those railway porters who bang yoor
things about. 1 labeled my trunks
“China,"" and thought they would
handle them with unusual care, Guy-
er—And did they? Gunner—No; but
blamed if they didn’t ship 'em all the
way to Shanghai, and I haven't seen
'em since.—TIit-Bits.

Casual Acquaintance—Sc¢ you were
always opposed to cigars? But one
never knows what these husbands do
once they are out of your sight. 1
wouldn’t be surprised if your husband
was smoking now. Young Woman (in
horrified tones)—Oh, don’t suggest
such a thing! Casual Acquaintance—
Why not? Young Woman—Because—
becanse—my—my—husband’'s dead!—

WOMEN IN QUEER PROFESSIONS.

New Fields Opened for the Enters
prise of the Fuir Sex,

The mere fact that women "do
things™ signifies that they have lost
their old occupation, a fact which can
not be concealed by the problems of
bridge or the problems of Bridget,
the Delineator says.

The inventive facully, commonly and
properly supposed to be masculine, is
most naturally directed to domestic
advantage when possessed by a wo-
man. A new mechanical device for a
woman's work baslket, invented by a
woman, is less surprising to-day thaa
was the fact that Mrs. Naney M. John-
son of Washington was the first person
to take out a patent for an ice cream
freezer, in 1843, selling the rights for
$41,500; yet both of these inventions
pertain to woman's traditional occupa-
tions. The broom has been an accepi-
ed symbol of woman's sovereignty in
all ages, but Mrs. Bissell has found a
successful business career, not by
sweeping cobwebs from the sky, but
with the purely mundane carpet
SwWeeper.

The Business Men's League of New
Orleans ha¥ given to Miss Kate M.
Gordon a gold medal in recognition of
her services to the city as president of
the women's Drainage and Sewer
League. It was largely through the
efforts of Miss Gordon that the women
of New Orleans got tax suffrage, and,
as president of the Drainage and Sew-
erage League, she is said to have cast
more votes than any other citizen of
the United States. The women, if they
so prefer, may vote by proxy. Miss
Gordon, it is declared, cast more than
100 of these proxy votes.

_The latest developments mark the
new day by completely ignoring the
economic traditions of woman. Women
are serving as guides in Maine; there
is a woman wireless operator, Mrs. R.
H. Tucker, on a steamship on Puget
Sound; Captain Mary B. Green is a
pilot on the Ohio and Mississippl riv-
ers; the granddaughter of Elizabeth
Cady Stanton and the daughter of Mrs.
Harriot Stanton Blatch is a ecivil and
hydraulic engineer, a member of the
American Society of Civil Engineers.

UNCLE HIRAM ON CITY LIFE s

T

Yes, it's lively in the city, where
they've got their 'lectrie lights,

And the people soon have wrinkles
from their stayin’ out o' nights;

They've got shows and things to keep
'em from a-gettin’ lonesome
there,

And they look all-fired stylish in the
costly clo’s they wear;

But I guess they have their troubles
just the same as me and you,

And 1 reckon that they're often ruther
worse'n ours, too.

We've got wood piled in the woodshed
that'll last a year or so,

And there's more out where that come
from, and more saplin's still to
ETrow;

We ain't worried over coal strikes, let
the cold winds blow away,

We can carry in the billets and notf
have a cent to pay;

While they're shiverin’ up yonder where
they're got so much to see,

We can heat up fer the babies, that
the Lord sent you and me.

There is always somethin’' doin' to
make city people sad;

If it ain't a sausage famine, why, you'll

A new biography of Harrison Ains-
worth is coming from the press. It
is supposed that some of Ainswdérth's
forty-one novels are still read—though
they can hardly be called literature.

“Types from City Streets” is the ti-
tle of the forthcoming book in which
Hutchins Hapgood has undertaken to
describe the underworld of New York,
especially what he finds to be its
charm. g

Jane Austin is the newest literary
discovery of French crities. One of
them declares that she forms the one

striking exception to the insanity of -

genius. He calls her the first of the
realists, a writer absolutely normal
anud sane.

In the writing of 'the authoritative
life of Karl Marx, which is among
spring publications, the author, J
Spargo, has had the assistance
Mme. Lafargue, Marx's daughte
Marx's friends have also assisted th
author in gathering reliable material
for his volume.

A vivid pietire of the state of
France at the accession of Louis XVI.
is to be found in the Marquis de Se-
gur's new book, “The Setting Sun of
the Monarchy."
ly believes that Turgot might have
saved the monarchy had not Marie
Antoinette’s prejudice against h[n;.
sent him into retirement. *

A good example of the spel-llngj’ -
three hundred years ago as well as /
interesting presentation of the ¢
toms and manners of the period .
given in F. W. Moorman’s biographi
cal and critical study of the poet Rol
ert Herrick, to be published soon. D
Moorman quotes a letter written b
John Eyrick, as the poet's grandfatl.
er spelled his name, to his son Nlchc
las on the occasion of the latter’s mar
riage, which reads as follows:
“Sonne Nicholas Eyrick, your mother
and 1 have us commended unto your
bedfellowe and you; for I trust now
that ye be a married man; for I hard
by your brother Stenford that youe
weir appointed to marry on Monday
the tenth of December; and if you be
maryed we pray God to send youe
bothe mueche joye and comfort togeth-
er, and to all hir friends and yours.”

“Some Musical Recollections of Fifty
Years,” by Richard Hoffman, is a late
publication. The delightful reminis-
cences of Mr. Hoffman are prefaced
by a memoir by Mrs, Hoffman which
gives briefly and very pleasantly the
main facts of her husband's long ca-
reer, and supplements most satisfa
torily the reminiscences themselves.
Mr. Hoffman begins his story with thg
account of how as a boy of 14 he ma
the journey from Manchester,
gland, his native city, to Birmingh:
to hear Felix Mendelssohn condu
the “Elijah.” When 16 years old‘h
eame to America, and from that tim
on he gives most entertaining and i
teresting accounts of all the musica
celebrities who came to America an
gave concerts and toure” . . antr
His account of his 7™M

. 3
{lastle Garden ---tﬁgi"‘; Y
tour of th sl o1

““e West and Bast

hear the water's bad;

When the strikers stop the street carfy,
then the mischief is to pay,

And the people have to foet It, g’l.tz[n'
clubbed along the way;

And the fever epldemics and the sjmall-
pox every vear

Keep the city people stewin', and I'm
glad to live out here, /

Oh, it's quiet in the country, and there's
few uncommon sights,

And God's moon and stars up Sonder
have to do fer 'lectric ligiits;

But with ‘taters in the cellar agd with
wood piled in the shed,

Yrhen ther's hay stacked in
mows for the stock tha
fed;

They can have their noisy &Y.
the sights up there to pe,

And the kind old guiet coun
good enough for me.

—Chicago Record-Herald.

e hay-
ust he

Brains and Lobst

“1 dined with a man 1
who has absolutely no
she—"absolutely. He was

“*Why do you dine
man?” asked he. _

“A man with no brjs is offen
quicker at ordering lobsj 2 la New-
burg,” she explained,
with."—New York Pres

evening
ns,” said
possible.”
h such a

the race?

Why He
Bill Elephant—Who
Jack Ape—Zebra.
Bill Elephant—I il

was going to be first)
Jack Ape—He was

didn't break the ta
he was running wit

—Detroit Free Pres

ality, but he
st. You see,
mouth open.

A Literary
“Hear about Perk
“No. What?” | o
“The poor fellovlopped into thel

vernacular, ]
word and split hig'hltive.’-’—*mfe.

Gaze, for Instyj % This One,
The Ostr]ch—l:;i,l’oll find it hard
work to pick uf ?VIDK when the
weather is like t e R
The Ka.ngaro-‘gf _ keeps me on
the jump.—Chi/ fribune,

Dovwn | E‘I System.

have one waspiet for bills and

one for du
Blatter,

Wl

Baltimore American.

L

Each stinging‘slap of all the twenit_.

s like a hundred lashes unto me |

His roars he stayed, and to the damp-
The tears that he'd been sheﬁding ra 'r
“Is that true, father, dear?” he cried
JAR @ man | pyg squirmings ceasing quite percep-
“I grieve to say it is, my lad," I crled,'
As lustily the hair brush I applied.
"Each whack of this small hair brush |
t Crocodile| The like of which I hope that ne'er

I'll have to suffer.”

"ua) with Joseph Burk
flipenses and receipts; and t
tlon they met with, of Jenn
arrival and singing in New Y
of her tour with him under
Barnum’s management, of Th
and Gottschallk, von Bulow, and w
tours, make this a most valuable

charming review of the musical ﬂ\
My Son and 1,

tory of America.
“My naughty little son,” quoth T as he
Lay flat across my stiff paternal kne—
Face downward, and for some small —
of sin [
Was tasting diseipline,
“Pray bear in mind that every g
whack

WIth T herewith lay athwart your acl

back

will be | Hurts me ten times as much as it ¢

You. \

two

And pains me grievously.”

ened floor
no more.
with glee,

tibly.

glves me pain

again

Whereupon the
child

Right sweetly smiled,

And then he thus apostrophized me:

“Pop,

If that's the case I beg you will not

stop, 1

OW—
ther like it now."

But IE it on as hard as you know

I

bum/Against a harg | —John Kendrick Bangs in Success.

Courtroom Etiquetite.

“Now, your conduet during the trial
may have considerable effect on the
jw_-”, 1

“Ah, quite so,” responded the ultra
swell defendant,
pear interested or just mildly bored?”
—Kansas City Journal

_ | One difficulty encountered by the
“I'm very o}} at my office. I|man who goes home to forget the
. cares and worries of the business day,
etters,—Fliegende | is a dong list of home made woes which
f make him anxious to go back to
peaceful work in the morning.

A ic i8 always a lar.

I«

“And should I ap-

=

The author apparent- |
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