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Hecond Gousin Harah

BY THE AUTNOR OF

“ANNE JUDGE, SPINSTER,"

“LITTLE NATE KIRBY.,™

CHAPTER X1
Barah Eastbell did not go to Worcester
the next day—did not remember her

promise to accompany her cousin Heuben |
s the man with the |

~—did not know eves
big benrd who leaned over the bedside
and called her by her name.

The crisis had come, and Sarnh East-
bell had a battle to fight with brain fever,
or with a strange delirium which was
nkin to it. When she came back to ber-
pelf, she lny as powerless aa Grandmother
Eusthell at 8St. Oswald's, of whom she
first thought, along with the fleeting fan-
ey that she was In one of the wings of
the almshouses, and that the old woman
was not far away. A fortnight had pass-
ed then, and the face of the nurse had |
almost died out of her memory.

“How—is—grandmother?’ she asked
with dificulty, and pausing at each word.

“8he s well"

“Wil — you —tell—her—that—I"m—
better, please?’

“You'

Barah Eastbell remained satisfied with
the promise, and was silent for awhile.
She slept a great deal that day and the |
next, and ate but little, and it was doubt- |
ful whether the complete prostration
which followed would not terminate the
odd life of Becond-cousin Sarah.

The woman who attended upon ber,

and who she began to recollect was the
fireworkers-maker's sister, was kinier
than she had ever been, and watched
her with great gravity of Interest as she
hovered on the border-land of life and
death,

Luoey talked to her also with a strange
earncstness of those divine truths which
are not to be dwelt upon in the pages of
a story book, and Sarah Eastbell listen-
ed with reverence.

Reuben Culwick advanced on tiptoe
fnto the room, and walked to the bedside
of hin cousin, whose face brightined at
the sight of him. She was very -veak,
and could not reach her hand toward
him, but there was a faint smile of wel-
come on her wan face.

“Well, Sarnh—better, T hope?" he
enid, ln the cheeriest volee he could as- |

sume. “Oh, yes, you are,” said Reuben,
confidently; “you have got your wits |
back. I was at Worcester yesterday of-

ternoon.”

“And saw graodmother?"

“I told her that you were staying at
Hope Lodge with me and the Jenningses,
for change of air; that you had not been
wery well, but that I should bring you
down to Worcester shortly. 1 haven't
quite done with my news yet, Barah, do
you remember that bad sovereign Tom
nsked you to change at the grocer's for
bim?*
| “Ah, yea!"

“Well, I have been to the grocer's; 1
have stated the matter with lueidity and
mloquence; | have appealed to the gro-
cer's feelings; 1 have made him shed
tears over his own sugar; and he says
that rather than prosecute, after my gon-
tlemanly explanation, he’ll see the au-
thorities beaten."

“l am very grateful for the trouble
that you have taken,” said Sarab, “and
K feel very happy now."

“Then I'll leave you with those sensa-
tiona to get strong upon.”

He went down stairs, where waa John

Jennings up to his eyes In powder, and
colored fire, and “lengths,” the picture of
a busy man,

| “Where's Tota?" he asked,

“8Bhe doesn’t go Into the back room for
fear of disturbing your cousin. ot
she plays in your apartments, and Lucy
looks in and makes sure that she Is not
up to mischief.”

“She in not in my room,

“Perhaps she s in mine."

“Go and wsee,” said Reuben, peromp-
toriiy.

He took a turn round the back gardon,
then walked to the front of the house,
and stood looking up and down the street
with grave earnestness.  Presently John
and his sister came out together, white
and seared, and joined him on the pave-
ment,

“She's gone!
exclaimed

"

said Reuben.

You have lost her!" he

“It's—it's very strange,” said John; |
“hut we can't find her anywhere.” |
Reuben did not walt to hear any more,
but ran at his utmost spead to the end of
the street, in the hope of overtaking 'Ihn!
little feet that he thought might have |
strayed in the direetion of the markot |
gardens where he had been accustomed
to take her. But there was no sign of
his adopted girl, and we may say at once
that Reuben never saw her in Hope street
again,  As suddenly as she had crossed
his life. bettering and brightening it as
by a strangé influence for gowl, so sud-
denly did she pass away, leaving not a

teace behind by which to follow her,

When he came back to Flope Lodge,
baffled and heart-sick, when to all the in-
quiries which he made there was ouly
one answer returnad, that no one had
seen poor Tots, the stern consclousness
eame to him that he had lost her—that
the littl» daughier, friend, companion,
would never agnin be as sunshine to his
home.

In three weeka' time Reaben Culwick
had learned to despale. 1o did not know |
bow much he had loved the child till the
honse was destitute of her presence, nnd |
the Uttle chair stood vmpty in the corner,
and he could only look at it through his |
toars. Sometimes he wished that she
had died, and that he had seen her haried
rather than have lost her thus, and he
beft to wonder where she was, and in |
whose hands. e became a grave man,
who did not eare for Intrusion om ‘.:.:
thoughts, and who resented it with bit- |
fermers.

Three weeks had passed, we re
and they were like three yeoars to
ben Culwick. His second-cousin was get
ting well then, slthongh coming back t.v‘

strength by slow degrees, and he was
gind of that, if he showed but little
slgn of rejoicing In those dull days. The
three weeks had turned, and the fourth
week had commenced with work on .‘
Trumpet that there was no setting aside
==which was all the better for Reaben at |
that time, and took him out of hi
—when Rarnh Eastbell found str
to walk dowustairs, sapported hy
Jennings on one side and by Heaben on
the other.

Mins

The next day Barah was well envugh to I thne in Wor

! parlor
| had never seen was still working busily

be of use a little, and she volunteered

her services to John Jennings, who was
| still at work for the Saxe

sotha. Barah
found that she conld manage “the
lengths' better than Jobn Jennings, snd
the long pipe-like strips which were filled

| with a thin vein of gunpowder, and were

twisted futo a wvariety of
under her hands rapidly.

afterward
shapes, grow

| John Jennings was strock with this ra-

pidity, and pondered over it

“You are handy, Sarah,” John said,
dreamily regarding her; “it is astonishing
how quickly you have tuken to the busi-
ness,"

“If 1 am of assistanee, I am glad.”

“What a comfort you would be to a
man a week or two before November,
when he doesn't know which way to
turn."

“Oh!" said Sarah, “I shall be a long
way from here before November.™

“You are not obliged to go away with-
out you like,"” he said.

“Oh, yes, I am.”

“You are vory handy,” he sald agaln,
“and 1I'm not so old as you would fancy
by & good many years, and you are quite
a young woman. When you are well nnd
strong, we might make s match of it,
Barah. Why not?"
“Good graclous!” said Sarah Eastbell,

It was her first offer, and she took it
with a fair nmount of philosophy, despite
despite her weakness. She was more as-
tonished than confused, although there
was a fickering of color for an mstant
on her cheeks,

“l don't want you to hurry over it,"”
he continued, confidentially, “or to tell
Luey euything about it yet, or even to
drop a hint to your cousin Reuben.”

“But I have quite made up my mind
never to marry, thank yon"

“I haven't jumped at this in a hurry.

Ever sinece yon have been here, [ lLave
been thinking how forlorn you'll be when
the old lady dies at Worcester—how lone-

Iy I shall be when Lucy marries and govs
awny."

“ls she likely to marry soon?"

“l sometimes fanecy that your ecousin
Reuben and she understand each other.™

“That must be wrong,” said Sarah, de-
cisively; “I don't think she likes Reuben
much."

“You are a bad judge, Sarah.
didn’t think I liked you much."

“0Oh, you are not coming around again

You

to that foolish subject!” eried Sarah.
“Shop!"
“A customer!” eried John Jennings,

very much astonished.
so there is!"

John Jennings peered over the lirtle
wire blind that screened the back parlor
from vulgar gase, and when he had re-
garded the customer sufficiently he went
into the ‘shop. ana faced him belhind the
grimy counter.

“What ean 1 have the pleasure of
showing you, sir? he said, politely.

“Ido you know any one in the street of
the name of Culwick?”

“He lives here, sir.”

“Then why didn't you tell me ao, in-
stead of blinking your eyelids at me?”
shouted the man, so fiercely that John
Jennings backed against a gross of rock-
et-sticks, and brought them rattling to
the floor,

“o you know who I am? the new-
comer said pompously; “have you any
idea whom you are addressing? 1 am
Reuben Culwick's father.”

“Oh, sir,” said John; “will you plesse
do us the honor of stepping rgde "

He opened the door, and Simon Cul-
wick of Bedge Hill followed him Into the
where his grandniece whom he

“Bless my woul,

ot the “lengths.”

“I'll send my sister down to youn, sir,
at once. You'll find that she ean talk
to you better than [ ean,” said John,

Sarah Eastbell, ignorant of the visitor's
name and position, glanced furtively at
her great-unele when she was sure that
he was not looking at her, and thought
what an overgrown and ugly man he
wns, Suoddenly his deep voice bayed
forth at her and startled her,

“What do you want for it?" he sald,
and she looked at him now, and discov-
ered that he was staring at the pictore
above the looking glans,

“For that, sir?" she answered; “I don't
think that it's for sale.”™

“What's the good of it ap there?

“1 don't know, sir.”

“Nor any one else,” ha sald scornfully;
“the gas, and smoke, and Hies have mnade
a mass of dirt of it."

“It's not dirt—Miss Jennings scrubbed
it last Satarday,” replied Sarah, in de-
fense of the family eleanliness.

“Serubbed It!™ eried Mr, Bimon Cul-
wick, betraying extraordinary animation
now,

“Yes—with soap and water.”

“Mercy on us!™ ejaculated Me. Cul-
wick. *I might make a bid for it before
1 went away If your brother would not
mind taking it down presently,” he con-
tinued; “it's lImpossible to make out what
it is like up there"

“It's a girl's bead, T think.”

“It might as well be a sheep’s,” growl-
ed Mr. Culwick. “Can't you get it down
now before your brother comea 7"

“He is not my brother—~only one of
those who have been kind to me in this
house.™

“Ohl==they are kind people here,
then ¥ he inguired, still looking at the
pletare,

“And poor. That makes their kindness
and their goodness all the more grateful
to me” she said thoughtfully, “and all
the more precious to God.”

“Ebh—what? said the big man, taken
aback by the sadden ecarnestness with
which his companion spoke.

“And if you have come to do them a
bad turn, I—I-—bope yoa'll think about
it twice, alr,” eried Sarah, leaning for
ward, with the tears swimming in ber
eyes, “for they are hobest, hard-working
people, and deserving of your charity.
They only wish to be left alone, to have
time given them to turn round.™

Oh, do they? Does Mr. Reuben Cul
wick want time to turn round, too?

“He, sir?™ exclaimed Sarah, with a
musieal little lnngh, “why, no. Mr. Ren
k Calwick s a2  pgentleman.™ eoried
Sarah, full of elogquence now, "a real
born gentleman: the son of the richest
man o Worceater, | have lived for some

. Where lleuben's fath-

erls well kmown. Fle is not & gentleman
like the son ls—mot a bit of a gentleman
—but a proud, hard man, without a wes-
sel of love for his own boy."

“You must have had all this stulf from
Reuben. He talks against his father all
day here, I see™

“He never mentions his name. Ouce
when [ spoke of his father he was very
angry with me.”

“And who are you? he rejoined,

“A poor girl whom he tried to rescae
from the streets—Ihis second-cousin—vyerg
much below him in the world, who was
first afraid of him and doubtful of hiw,
but who has learned to love him wver
much for all his kindness. If 1 am ever
saved,” she cried enthusinstically-—"and
Luey thinks 1 shall be-
in Heuben who led me
there was nothing hut darkness about

it will be Cous-

to the light, when

awful life. He want time to
round!”™ she eried seornfully, “why, Le's
above all help from mortal man, sir.”

you are his secor
“What's your name?"

“He saved you, and y
eousin,
sharply.

“Sarah Easthell”

“The girl who tried to pass bad mon
down in Worecester ¥

“Abh—yea! That's true, sir, most of
"

“But not all of it,” said the thin hard
voice of Luey Jennings, who had come
downstairs noiselessly. *“There was no
gullty knowledge. The money was given
her to pass by a scoundrel.”

“It is the usual story—every
trumps up that excuse,"

“Her story will be believed: it has been
already believed,” sald Luey.

“I don't eare whether it is or not.
is no business of mine,"
Culwick.

His head began to move agaln amid the
creases of his thick black stock in its old
mechanienl fashion, snd the eyes were
upturned to the pieture once more,

“Do you want to sell that thing?' he
sald to Luey. *“That old painting over
the looking glass ™

“Is it worth anything?' asked Lucy
curioualy.

“A couple of pounds, perhaps, if it
were tovched up. 1 would not mind giv-
ing n couple of pounds for It, as a specoe
lation."

“It's worth consldering,” sald Lucy.

The love of the man for plotures s
ed affecting his mind; he woke up 1t

he said

une

replied Bimon

Wi

much interest and anxiety concerning
John Jennings' one specimen. He had
met with a surprise here, and it had

taken the thoughts of his son out of his
hend, till Luey recalled him to himself.

“If you will go upstairs to your sou's
room and wait for him, I will bring the
pieture to you."

Mr. Culwick rose at once and tolled
with dificulty up the stairs, like a man
nnxious to be rid of objectionable com-
pany. He went into his son's
where the appointments surprised him by
contrast with the room which he had
quitted; where there was evidence of
comfort, if not of luxury, and where thero
were many shelves of books, He walked
to the table and looked down at the e
ters and papers; he walked to the window
and looked out into Hope street; he walk-
ed to the mantelpiece and peered in a
short-sighted way at a photograph, from
which he suddenly bobbed his head back
an though he had been stung. It was
the portrait of his wife, reverently en-
shrined in a gold frume. There was n
huge armchair in the room, Into which Le
cautiously lowered himself, and set his
hat by his side; but he rose with the
alacrity of youth again as Luey camne
in with the picture in her hand.

“1 hope it will nmuse you till your son
returns,” sald Luey, “and 1 give him the
goind news that you are walting for him.
It will be good news, surely, for yon have
come to this house in a contrite spirit, to
forgive him, and to ask forgiveness in
return for your own hardness of heart—
to forget the past, and be friends.™
Pool! Nothing of the sort.”

To ve continoedy

ML,

High Time She Came Home

The old saying that “praise to tha
face I8 open disgrace” Is still firmly be-
lleved by some people, A young woman
who was brought up by her New Eng-
land grandmother, a notable house-
keeper and example of thrift, says that
the adage was a household gulde in her
family.

One day her grandmother went off to
pay a vislt, and the ambltious girl of
sixteen scrubbed and polished, swept
and dusted until it seemed as If there
were nothing left to do. Her henrt beat
high with the hope of a word of com-
mendation as she sat in the kitchen
doorwny, walting for her grandmoth-
er's return.

When the old lady arrived she looked
about her with keen eyes, but there
seemed no chance for criticlsm, until,
stooping down under the kitehen table,
which stood near the open dodr, she saw
that the south wind had wafted In a bit
of flafll from the hen-yard,

With eyes that would twinkle In spite
of herself, she polnted an accusing
finger at thils evidence of earelessnoss,
and sald soberly:

“Janet, my dear, I see there's a feath-
er in the kitchen. It's high time I came
home!™

Immune.

Towne—-It's a shame the way these
blg corporations put the screws on the
people.

Browne—Never mind—they'll have a
hot time In the next workl

Towne—If 1 could belleve that
there'd be some consolation In that
thoyght, but corporations, yom know,
have no souls.—Philadeiphla Press.

Sacrifice Sale,

The handsome young man halted at
the beauty tent {n the chu falr

“So you are selling Klsses at &1 for
the bemefit of the church?” tie asked

“Yeun." sald the pretty girl, blushing

“Any reduction?

“Well, If the right man came along 1
might sell one for 90 cents™

Probably True.
Wabash—1 wonder what makes oll
Gotrox dress so shabhily?
Monroe—His pride, my boy.
Wabash—Why, how's that?
Monroe—e's afmid his cnstomers
will mistake him for one of his clerks.

|

HOMESICK
[t stands afar midst happy, suniit felds

A little farm house, brown and
With ancient, Ivy-covered, buttesssed
walls,

And straw-thatched roof of gold:

And 1 & wanderer from the dusty town,
tirown weary of its beavy ways,

Wistful, from off the bhot white road, look

down

And long for the old daym.

For there the nights were blessed with
quiet sleep,
The days were filled with happy cares,
And there the skies seemed ever blue,
and there
Was time for peace and prayers;
While youth and laughter, joy and hope,
and love
in my heart a happy song.
a song that's hushed for ever

The crowded streets among.
Apd now [ stand and gase, with heavy
heart,

s dear f:lds in longing sore,
To whers another woman, happier far,

Looks from the low, half-door.

Oh, little farm house, old, and brown,
and sweet,

| wake when all the world's at rest
And think of you, and long for the old

peace

Anid the nntroubled breast!

—Pall Mall Gazette.
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Roses and Potatoss. i

e e s o S S S e

depositing a huoge load of Amer-

lean Beauties on the table and
laying her muff and stole on a plle of
grocery boxes. “The carnations and
smilax and evergreens are coming
down In the earriage with the Japa-
nese lanterns and the funny little tis-
SUS PADEr caps.

We were getting ready for the char-
ity dipner at the misalon chapel, and,
of course, Polly was doing the trim-
mings. Polly always does the trim-
mings.

T HERE are the rosea,” sald Polly,

“But where,” sald 1, gazing on the |

great asses of green and pink, “will
they find room for—the potatoes, for
instanece.”

“TPotatoes!™ sald Polly, scornfully, as
she took a mass of blue forget-me-nots,
which she calls & “hat,” off her pompa-
dour, and Inid it on another grocery
box. *“Those, Mr. Heavyfeather, will
be comsidered—afterward, of course.”

“Llke matrimony, after courtship, 1
suppose,” 1 sighed, plcking up a long-
stemmed rose and holding it gingerly
by the tip end.

“Yes,"” said Polly, “or housekeeping
after the honeymoon.”

“Or the blll after the dinner.”

“There won't be any blll after this
dinner,” sald Polly, “because the dea-
con donated the potatoes and—things,
and a kind lady donated the roses and
lent us ber teacups.”

“How thoughtful of her,"” I remark-
el. “I nm sure those starving lttle
slum youngsters are just yearnlng for
—roses served In china teacups. Who
was the lady, Polly? A Delsarte pu-
pll with duffy hair and a plnk tea man-
ner?™

“On the countrary,” sald Polly, pull-
Ing the thorns off a long green stem
with the dexterity of an expert, “she
wis A nlee, commonsense lttle thing
with a turned-up nose, and a violent in-
terest In ber meals. [ distinetly saw
her take three helpings of chicken sal-
ad at the ladies' ald meeting.”

“The kind,” I suggested, “who would
spend ten minutes before breakfast
curling her halr and two minutes mak-
ing sloppy coffee.’”

“Yea,"” sald Polly, “and who would
spend the whole afternoon planning an
evening bonnet for herself instead of
planning an evening lecture for her
husband; and the whole evening say-
ing pretty things and firting with yon
instead of going over the grocery books,
and her whole life making things Inter-
esting and pleasant instead of cutting
down the expenses.”

“And her declinlng yeam,” 1 added,
“in the divoree court instead of—*

“Darning sock!” broke In Polly
“Not half so many divorces,” she went
on, “are cansed by cold coffes as by
cold dispositions. Whoever heard of a
wan seeking a separation because his
wife let the biscuits burn while she
kissed him In the morning? Nobody!®
But there are dozens of good '
sighing for the husbands they forgot
to kiss while they were busy muking
batter cakes. It Is never the woman
who makea good blacults who lures a
man away from his fireside and his

bachelor comforts, but the one who
wears 4 rose In her halr. Potatoes™
and Polly Jammed a rose down Into

the epergne with a scornful shove. You
keep potatoes in your kitchen, don't
rou—on the shelf? Potatoes are cb “Ap
You can get them and hire Mary Ange
to cook them for 84 a week. But yoq
don't want them banglog around yo

drmawing room, nor your dressing room.
nor your den. Now, roses are Accept.
able anywhere; you Hke them at the
breakfast table In the morning, at your

desk at noon, and In  your button.
hole-

“1 didn't know." sald I,
modern woman llked to r
around In a man's buttonhole—|k
adjunct™

“She doesn't.” mald Polly, “care o
be done brown and digested or lof
a plate—to be forgotten the
she ceases to be useful ™

“And." 1 went on, lgnoring Polly's
outburst, “if she does want to be o
mental as well as useful—even
tato bas a blossom, you know

“A sprout” Interrapted Po

“Which,” 1 ~
thought lovely en

mMOnent

inued, ‘a

ugh to

king ance

wWear In his

He who belleves in nobody knows  buttonhole ™

that he himsell s pot to be trusted.—

Auerbach.

Polly picked up & full-blown rose
with a jerk that sent & hundred leaves

covks |

‘the fallen leaves and putting them and

Emperor Mutsuhito, of Japan, bears the anclent title of mikado, mean
ing “the honomble gate,” but In all diplomatiec documents he Is ad
as Kotel. He was born at Kyoto, Nov, 3, 1852, and ascended the throne o
the 13th of February, 1867, upon the death of his father, Komel Tenno. Th
mikado was married Feb. 9, 1830, to Princess Haruko, and five children,
son and four daughters, have blessed the unlon. In 1871 the feudal syster
was abollshed In Japan, but the system of government remalned an ab
lute monarchy until 1889, upon the 11th of February of which year a con
stitution was promulgated. The emperor now combines In himself the righ
of soverelgnty, and exercises executive powers, with the advice and assl
ance of cabinet ministers and a privy council, whom he appointa. Durin
the emperor's wise and beneficent reign Japan has forged to the front as og
of the important nations of the world to-day.

fluttering about us like a pink snow-
storm.

“Roses,” said I, looking at the empty
stalks Insignificantly, “are so apt to
fade and wither."

“And potatoes,” replled Polly, “get
hard and old and knotty and develop
‘eyea’ "

“That's #0,” sald I, “and it 1sn't well
for a woman to have too many eyes.”

“Besides,” sald Polly, gathering up

chin accentuntes the graceful cury
little dimple In her cheek makes
observe Its roses. And you never
appreciate the sweetness of her sm
untll you have seen her pouting.

“I think,”" I sald as Polly began ple
Ing up the scraps and poking them iof
a little paper box, “that I'd like a pl
tato with a rose growing on It."

“Of course,” sald Polly, extracting
rose from the Jjar and pinning it In
bunch of curls over one ear, “Tha
the stalks in a little pile, “a rose has a | what every man wants. They are
heart." ke the baby who erled because

“80 has a potato,” I remarked. couldn’t see both sides of the moon

‘But you have to dig through 80 |once”
much exterior to find It,” declared Pol- | *] wish." sald I plaintively, “th
ly. “And the average man s 100 lazy | you wonldn't put a rose in your ha
to dig. He wants the good things in | while we are discussing a serlous pro
life's repast set out on his plate, not | Jom.”
hidden under it" | “Why?" sald Polly, Innocently.

“And yet,” sald I, “discovering the “Because,” sald I, “It somehow
heart In a woman who doesn’'t wear | minds me of the lady who sent t
hers on the surface, and who seems | pink teacups—and, besides, It's d
cold and unfathomable, Is llke discov- tracting."
ering a birthday gift under your plate Polly leaned over a box and the ro
in the morning. The surprise is very | pagtied down against her cheek.
sweet.” |  “And dangerous,” 1 added.

“Perbaps,” sald Polly, meditatively, | polly pulled a potato out of the be

holding a rose agninst her cheek, o0 | gnd held it up for my Inspection.
that you couldn’t tell which was which, “Shall 1 change It for this?"

“but how many men are golng to hunt asked sweetly.

for the surprise? Nine times out of ten “Don’t you dare!™ I erled.

the poor little potato's virtues remain Polly II;’M the potato up agalnst m
hidden to the end of her days, when | ooyt Ia;;ll-l and stood off to admire It
ahe Is left on the matrimonial kitchen | “Take It away,” 1 pleaded.

shelf along with the onlons and the Polly dropped the potato
cabbages, A woman,” and Polly put box.

the last rose In the epergne and stood “And now," she eald, shaking
off to admire the effect, “like a rose. | finger at me, “will you ever aga

is meant to be ornamental. If she can malign the Indy who sent the roses a
be useful, too, 8o much the better, but | ¢he l”‘”"li.’s""

it 1sn’t absolutely necessary. There “Never™ [ declared.

are so many potatoes in the world—| «Op snub her if she should ever ma
twenty to every rose. Why, look at the you sloppy coffes ™

woman's clubs; they are full of pota- | “I don't understand.” sald 1

toes, nice, solld, substantial, usefyl |a- “Or cry for meat an’d pol’!llfll-'s wh

dies, who make the world good and In- | ghe glves you kisses and roses?™
llectunl and—stupld and uninterest- “But, Polly * 1 began

look at the reform organizations “Miss Lee" sald the mald, com
and: the woman's rights assoclations, | {n with a l]"l‘.lj'ftl'l of dishes “here

and the working girls' assoclations, | 130 teacups you told me to .l';riﬂk do
and the working girls' unions: pota. and your n;-.)tht‘r snys please to S

into {

-n

;---.\.' ;-"-tnhn!. nothing but potatoes, out to the carriages and bring In ©
jut when A& man wants a wife he
. rest of the s you
doesn't apply to the lutelligence office, dered.” the roses and things 3
nor to the secretary of the reform “Potly *
ib. He doesn’t go about searching I..,.,lir::{' M 3 I e e

for a nice, hard potato in short ekirts,
eyeglusses and boots. He doesn't ask
4 woman If she can make good ple
crusts and darn socks so that they
wou't be knotty —not nowadays, at any
rate. Iis just goes blindfold into a
balircom or a pink tea, or a fancy dress
nd walks out idiotically happy
rose in his mental buttonhole

I'olly smiled forgivingly and tuck
a white rose In my buttonhola

“There is something," sajd I,
you mentioned In connection with ro

something that generally goes
them."”

And then somehow that rose in 0
buttonhole got horribly  erushed
Helen Rowiand, in Washington P

I< irse his theories are different = A,

. Followed The Same Craft.
[ cried suddenly In the days when Sir Charles Ga
d tarned with startied tnqge in | Duffy was a leading figure in Vict

polities there sat In the Melbou
parilament a wealthy but not

1 thorn.” 1 =ald

nursing

my

ovr 1 12 at Polly with side.  informed butcher. The chief secretll
TE significance. “Roses seem to have of the day was deprecating the
thorna, don’t they ¥ tude of the leader of the opposit

Of courss sald Polly, “and pud.  whose conduct was, he declared,

& has sples They are as necessary | than Nero’s. “Who was Nero?

the the meat. . terjected the knight of the clew

: \ twinge Wwith equal scorn and sincerity

Iw ) ! : *a man good, and re. | was Nero? replied” the dell

.1.~“1 1 w s of things. A lttle secretary. “The honmomble gentle

' makes her perfection | ought to know, Neto was a celeb

ere prominent. A little dent ig ber Howan butcher.”



