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I went Into the dining room with a 
quickly beating heart, and soon told It 
all to tha dear, kind uncle who had 
been both father and mother to me 
alnce my parent!' death when I was 
but a wee brown-haired lau.

He did not scold, as I had supposed 
and rather hoped that he would do 
but kindly asked. "Do you really love 
the gentleman, Kitty?"

"Yes, uncle.”
"And you are sure that he loves 

you?”
"Yes, I am aura,” I answered, think­

ing of how he had said to me so often 
"Kathleen Mavourneen.”

“Very well,” he answered, “but I 
am very sorry for John Weston. He's 
so good and true, but your happiness 
must be considered first,"

That was Just what John had said. 
Why did they not scold me? I could 
bear that so much better than thla un­
merited kindness.

So It was all settled, and I was at 
liberty to be supremely happy.

I wandered aimlessly around the 
house and grounds, thoroughly miser­
able, for 1 had made my uncle and 
John unhappy, and persons can never 
be happy, when bringing sorrow to 
those who love them best.

In the afternoon I put on my hat 
and strolled down the hawthorn-lined 
lane to a rustic seat where 1 had often 
encountered Mr Thorne. 1 sat down 
on the bench, and tried to think solely 
of him for whom l had given up my 
best of old friends But thoughts of 
John would Intrude, and I was unable 
to keep them back. How very sympa­
thetic I was! The gay dancing of the 
sunbeams o'er the waving green mead­
ows. and the singing of the birds In 
the hawthorn branches overhead, 
brought to me such a sense of calm 
and quiet, that I fell asleep. I was 
awakened from my slumber by the 
sound of voices on the other side of 
the hedge, and, listening a moment, I 
recognized one of them as the voice of 
Mr. Thorne.

"How In the name of all that Is won­
derful did you happen to come to this 
little village, Fred?”

"I came to see you, Jack, old boy. 
Are you not flattered?"

“Well, yes, rather: but 1 never knew
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•rythlng. i want to ate you. meet me 
by the hawthorne hedge at •  o’clock."

The letter was sent, and I waited Im­
patiently for the appointed hour.

At length I stood by John again in 
the hawthorge-ltned lane, but this time 
* Ta* humility personified.

“Can you forgive me. John?“ I 
asked.

He answered "Yes," and then, when
I had told him all, we made our plans. 
M hen, later on, Mr. Thorne came to 
bis Kathleen Mavourneen, I told him 
that I had been seriously thinking 
about what I had decided upon the 
previous evening, and that I feared it 
was an unwise decision.

Never was such complete surprise 
depicted on any countenance. He de­
manded the cause of my disloyalty, vs 
he termed It, and when I told him that 
I had never really loved him, but had 
been merely trifling with him. he left 
me vowing that I was the most heart­
less of creatures.

He went away from tha village next 
day, and we soon after heard of his 
marriage to Miss Wade and her thou­
sands.

He never knew that I had overheard
his conversation with his friend, and 
firmly believed that it was an Instance 
of the biter bitten.

That evening we stood together 
again In the moonlight, dear, patient 
John and I. Again he took my hands 
In his, and again he asked me, "which 
shall it bs, Kitty, which shall It be?”

"You, John, you!” I answered, and 
the sorrow seemed all rolled away 
from my heart. Again that night a 
tear fell on the plain gold band which 
was In Its old place on my finger. But 
this time It was a tear of Joy, for now 
John was happy, I told myself. How 
careless I was of my own happiness.

Well, well, that happened years 
ago, and to-night as I am writing, 
John looks up from his paper and 
asks, "What are you writing, Kitty V

"The story of how I loved you,” I 
answer.

He smiles and says, “Well write for 
the benefit of your masculine readers 
that they must never tell a woman 
'she must,’ when asking her to decide 
the question, ‘which shall it h e r ”—> 
Chicago Ledger.

TRAPS FOR TH E  TONGUE.

HASTENED TO THL H0L8K AND WROTE.

before that you cared so much for 
me.”

"Well, the fuel Is, we've been hoar 
lng strange reports about you, lately, 
and I came here to Investigate Of 
course they are not true?"

"H'm! Can tell you more definitely 
when I hear what they are.”

“In the first place, they say that 
you’ve been flirting. But you would 
not do that."

"Certainly not.”
Both men laughed, and the one call­

ed Ned, continued:
"You see, we heard that you were 

more reckless In regard to your flirta­
tions this summer than ever before. 
So I, as a true friend, ven'-re to ad­
vise you to return to Miss Lillian 
Wade She has heard It all, and so 
often, that she cannot help but belleie 
It, and consequently, flirts desperately. 
I had an Idea that you ought to return 
and effect a reconciliation as soon as 
possible. You could not afford to loso 
her thousands.”

"By Jove! Is It really as bad as
that?" , ,  . ,

"It realy Is, or I should not be to­
day In this poky little village giving 
you such good advice. But tell me 
about your Innocent amusement. Is
she a beauty?” , , .

"Indeed she Is. Oh, Its been de­
lightful. Do you know, N'ed, that were 
I not wholly heartless I should have 
fallen In love with Kathleen Mavour 
een, as I call her. She love, me, toa 
Had a lover before I came, and las 
night, when he asked her which it 
should be, she told him that she liked 
him, but that she adored your humb *
servant.” ^

"Well, Jack, you have not been la y 
I see. Will she make^you any trou­
ble when you go away?"

••Oh, no; I've been too cautious for 
that To-night I'll tell her about It. 
ShV may cry awhile, but she'll «oon

^The^two walked off down the creek 
and their voices soon died sway In th*

dT " » Cros. from the bench w.th 
clenched hands udJfum ing ch^k 
Oh It was terrible, that I. Kitty Ross.

1 - ■  " u‘
^W lt h"mt"heaif'bowed on my ¡.and»,

L W f » S r s sa bright idea cams to »

/ . “knew t i t  he would not fall me 
‘ D0t .  I hastened to th. hous*

WI“D ear John—I *° •orry "

S y l l a b le «  W h o « «  S im i l a r  S oun d  

M a k e «  TheYn H a r d  to E n u n c ia te .

Few of us resent those tongue-trip­
ping personages, Peter Piper picking 
peppers. Oliver Opdyke opening oys­
ters, or the twister who twlsteth un­
twisting the twine; they have filled 
too many awkward moments and 
bridged too many social chasms In our 
youth. Very different are the feelings 
of a public speaker who la caught In a 
lingual trap of his own setting.

It Is told of a distinguished professor 
of history that In an address before a 
woman's club on "Obscure Heroes of 
the French Revolution" he had reached 
the point where one of them, nobly re­
solved to essay the rescue of a friend 
doomed to the guillotine, sought a part­
ing Interview with his sweetheart be­
fore making the almost hopeless at­
tempt. The professor had a moving 
voice, and was eloquent: the assembly 
of women, many of them already near 
tears, hung breathless upon his words.

“Rtddv dtddy.” said he, pathetically; 
then coughed slightly and went back:
“Hiddy biddy----" Something was
evlently amiss. He tried again: 

"Biddy htddy diddy oo.”
By this time the ladles looked pux 

zled and the orator desperate. Draw- 
lnga long breath and speaking with 
painful deliberation, he at length con­
quered the elusive syllables, and said: 

“Did he bid adieu?"
A speaker In the Interest of foreign 

missions had. not long ago, a similar 
experience. He had related the conver­
sion of two natives In a savage Island, 
and after narrating the acts by which 
they signalized their abandonment of 
their old religion, he tried to conclude 
a sentence with the words, “thus total­
ly repudiating their two tutelary del 
ties."-

It was a simple enough phrase to the 
understanding: It proved otherwise to 
the tongue Two, tutelary and totally 
together were quite too much for him. 

"Thus tutelly repudiating their toe
toe----- " he began, confidently, when
a titter In the audience checked him, 
and threw him Into such confusion 
that his second effort only made mat­
ters worse.

"Thus tutelary perudtatlng their tee- 
totallary deities.” he blundered; and 
the laughter Increased With the per­
spiration starting on his forehead, he 
dashed once more wildly at the obsta 
cle, but failed to clear It:

"Thus teetelly teruplatlng their too- 
too-too-toot----- ”

“Toot! toot! toot!" cried a voice In 
the gallery. "Three warning whistles 
and now she comes!”

"She came” Indeed, as the burst of 
hilarity, under cover of which the 
speaker had time to collect himself, 
subsided; and he was enabled Intel 
llgtbly to repudiate those two tutelary 
deities at last.

Papers b y
THE PEOPLE

PIONEERING STILL COMPARATIVELY HARD.
B y  Jo h n  A . H o w la n d . 

Forty years ago the United States aaw the 
great movement to the w est Everywhere In 
the Mississippi valley country the resident 
saw the white prairie schooner drifting, as If 
with some vast tide wind, westward. "Kan­
sas, or Bust"—any other place westward, “or 
bust”—was the motto painted upon the 
weather beaten white canvas of the wagons. 

Within the last year or more history has 
been repeating itself In a great measure. With the price 
of the round trip ticket and money for meals in his pock­
ets, the young man to-day may cover in hours a territory 
which required weeks and months In the early '70s. 
Many of these young men have been doing this; more 
of them will follow.

The old westerner of to-day decries the degenerating 
of the west as he found It. It is lacking in most of 
those old hardships and privations which required all 
his manhood to withstand when he was pathfinder in 
the wilderness. Sharp as present day comparisons may 
be between the city and the new west, the old westerner 
looks upon it as child's play—dilettante, effeminate.

He has forgotten thta his hardships are half a cen­
tury behind him now. He overlooks the fact that the 
desert upon which he settled has been blossoming for 
these many years. But blossoming as it may have been, 
civilized as the newer west to-day Is, that young man 
from the centers of city life will find crude flowering 
of the wilderness compared with the diversions and 
ease of the city which he has left so far behind him. 
He will need all his fortitude and spirit of his fathers.

FARMER OWNS NATION.
B y  Isaac P. M arcosson .

The farmer, not the money king of Wall 
street. Is the real owner of the United States. 
The glean of hls fields Is another Aladdin 
story, only Instead of rubbing a lamp he has 
simply scraped the ground.

Our cereal crops last year were worth $3,- 
000,000,000, which Is sufficient to pay for all 
the tools, Implements and machinery of the 
whole of American industry. While this sum 

seems huge as It stands alone, you have only to go 
back a few years in the story of our agriculture to see 
the miracle of steady increase that has been achieved. 
Eleven years ago the value of all our farm products for 
a single year was reckoned at $4,417,000,000. You have 
already seen how that figure was doubled by 1909. Dur­
ing these years the sum total that the soil has yielded 
the farmers is $70,000,000,000. The advance Is so steady 
and sure that you can almost calculate upon It year by 
year.

Compare this rec&rd with the ebb and flow of earnings 
In steel or any other industry, and you will realize as 
never before how agriculture keeps the even tenor of

Its prosperous way, unmindful of panic or depression. 
Why? Simply because land Is stable, and, given proper 
methods of farming, the more you take out of It th* 
more valuable It becomes. It cannot be moved away; 
It Is, In truth, the very foundation of the nation's ma­
terial welfare. It would take $24,000,000,000 to buy our 
farm lands, and their value Is real and not watered, 
save by Irrigation.—Munsey’s.

UNPROGRESSIVE AMERICA.
B y  C lif fo rd  H o w a rd .

We p t  this big republic complacently af­
firm the glory of our national achievements, 
and are not without temptation to acclaim 
them as proof of superior craft and Judgment 
But herein do we forget that we are on rec­
ord as having cast our vote against every 
move that has contributed to the present cen­
tury’s development. We raised our voices In 
contemptuous protest against the first pro­

jected railways. Had the locomotive awaited its sig­
nal from the people. It would not yet have started. 
When the electric telegraph was shown to us we 
brushed It aside as a toy, and laughed It» Inventor to 
acorn when he offered to sell us his rights for a few 
thousand dollars. We put Into jail as an Impostor the 
first man that brought anthracite coal to market. We 
broke to pieces Howe's sewing machine as an Invention 
calculated to ruin the working classes; and we did the 
same thing to the harvester and the binder. We scorned 
the typewriter as a plaything. We gathered together In 
mass meetings of Indignation at the first proposal to 
Install electric trolley lines, and when Dr. Bell told ua 
he had Invented an instrument by means of which we 
might talk to one another across the town we responded 
with accustomed ridicule, and only the reckless among 
us contributed to its being.—The Atlantic.

EXCUSES FOR ADVERSITY.
B y  W il la r d  r i l lm a n .

By exercising sufficient good will, it la 
possible to believe that every adversity has 
Its appointed use. The reviving breath of 
spring has no meaning In a land where win­
ter is a myth. Health, which In its abun­
dance is hardly held at a pin’s fee, when It 
has once been lost will be diligently sought 
after at earth’s furthest ends. Bread and 
meat, common to the point of being despised, 

to the starving become prizes of rarest luster. What is 
bo precious to the aged man as those golden hours 
which in hls youth he flung away like grass? The joy 
that Is vouchsafed to-day may be magnified in retro­
spect by future adversity, and should be the more eager­
ly enjoyed on that account. In like manner present 
disasters will be the better borne by considering that 
they may serve to heighten the pleasure of comforts 
that are' on the way.

TOOK T H E  GUARD'S PLACE.

O r .  D r i e s  S h o u ld e r e d  a G u n  a n d  
K e p t  l l l n m e l f  f r o m  E s c a p i n g .

One of the most famous of the old 
Puritan divines was Dr. Mather Byle3, 
who was born in Boston in 1706 and 
who was the first pastor of the Hollis 
Street Congregational church, to 
which he ministered for more than 40 
years.

Dr. Byles was famous as a humorist 
sod wit, and Innumerable anecdotes 
are related of his clever quips and re­
torts. He was a zealous Tory and
warmly advocated the cause of “the 
mother country" against the colonies. 
In November, 1777, he was arrested as 
a Tory, tried, convicted and sentenced 
to be confined on board a guard ship 
and sent to England with hls family 
within 40 days. The sentence was 
afterward commuted by the board of 
war to confinement in his own house, 
a guard being placed over him with 
Instructions not to permit him to leave 
hls residence for a moment under anv 
circumstances.

On Thanksgiving morning, observ­
ing that the sentinel, who, like many 
of the colonial soldiers, was a simple 
rustic, had disappeared and that Dr. 
Byles himself was pacing up and 
down before hls own door with a mus­
ket on bis shoulder, the neighbors 
crossed the street to Inquire the cause 
of this singular spectacle.

"You see,” said Dr. Byles, “I begged 
my guard to let me go out to procure 
some cider with which myself and 
family might celebrate Thanksgiving 
day, but he would not permit me to 
stir. I argued the point with him, and 
he has now gone to get the cider for 
me on condition that I keep guard 
over myself during hls absence.”

- O n e  t o  M a k e  B e a d r . * »

Buckskin clothing was. in the  early 
days of the Western country, alm ost 
universal, among the frontiersmen at 
least When the railroad first went 
through Idaho, an old trapper came 
down out of the mountains, and was 
standing on the platform of a little 
it&tlnn.

Hls buckskin trouser«, aoaaed and 
stretched by the rain and the melting 
gnow of the winter, and then dried and 
shrunk by the Auguet son, bagged 
moit wonderfully at the knees A 
• tenderfoot,” who stood near by. ob- 
Mrved him with lntereat for several 
minute« Then he walked over to Dim 
and Inquired.

••Well, if you're going to Jump, wny 
don't you Junf

T h e  L a n i r i ia u e «  o f  I * a r a d l « e .

Every language has its admirers; 
In “Lucile" the author, "Owen Mere­
dith,” maintained that when he heard 
French spoken as he approved he 
“found himself quietly falling In love.” 
Edward Hutton is another Instance of 
this lingual fascination. In stating 
his preference in his enchanting 
"Cities of Spain,” he recalls an Inter­
esting medieval legend. He says:

And as I listened to the splendid 
syllables of the Castilian tongue thai 
rang eloquently through the twilight, 
I remembered the saying of that old 
Spanish doctor of w om James How­
ell tells us in his "Instructions for 
Forralne Travell," to wit, that Span­
ish, Italian and French, these three 
laughters of the I-atin language, were 
spoken in Paradise: that God Al­
mighty created the world in Spanish, 
the Tempter persuaded Eve In Italian, 
and Adam begged pardon In French.

YESTERDAYS.
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THE OLD-TIME REVIVAL.
“You young folks back there, weth your hearts so light, youi 

feet so gay— ”
—Minneapolis Journal.

FR E N C H  M AID OF ALL W ORK.

A  H r i e f  L o r e  S to ry .

The Syrian patrol halted before the 
3pen window of the khan's captive, 
a girl from the hills.

"A message from my lor*, the 
khan,” said be. saluting, and laid 
upon the edge of the lattice a spray 
>f almond.

The girl ripped off the delicate blos­
soms and handed back the barren 
twigs

“ The answer," she said.

M n l l i r o r l o n .  D a l l n  o f  B o n n ,  o n  •  
S a l a r y  o f  g l U  a  M o n t h .

In Paris the post of servant is not an 
easy one; this Is, of course, judging 
the household to be one of ordinary 
means, with one maid or two at the 
very most. An average French fam­
ily having an income between 12,000 
and 15,000 francs a year (which is 
considered comfortable here) will em­
ploy one maid. She is known as a 
bonne a tout faire, maid of all work, 
and the care of the entire household 
falls to her. Blanche Alder Van Bu- 
ren, writing In the Woman Beautiful, 
says she rises at about 6 o’clock, 
cleans the boots, brushes skirts and 
coats and prepares the traditional 
French breakfast of coffee and rolls. 
She then takes the little ones to 
school, as no children of good family 
go out alone. Upon her return mad- 
ame perhaps has straightened the bed­
rooms and is ready to go out to mar­
ket with the maid. Sometimes the 
bonne does the buying alone, espe­
cially when she has been with the 
family some time or has gained the 
confidence of her mistress. When 
luncheon Is safely on Its way the mis­
tress keeps an eye on Its progress while 
the bonne goes for the children. 
Luncheon Is the first important meal 
In the French home and consists of 
an egg or meat dish, a salad, a vege­
table and dessert of cheese or fruit, 
always ending wth coffee If the 
children are not allowed to drink this 
they are given a canard (duck), which 
Is a lump of sugar (lipped In coffee.

In the afternoon, when all Is qniet, 
the bonne dresses neatly and settles 
down to do the mending for the en­
tire family and to be ready to answer 
the doorbell. Soon it Is time to bring 
the little ones home from school, 
after which she must prepare the 
evening meal.

Many families give the maid her 
leisure after dinner, but this la u lu ­

cent innovation. In certain families 
the maid Is still required to remain 
In the evening to light chance guests 
down the stairs, for the house lights * 
usually are extinguished at 10:30, and 
the invisible janitress pulls a cord 
near her bed to let the people In or 
out after that hour. This Is tradition 
—and when a mistress allows her 
maid entire freedom after dark she 
Is departing from an old custom.

The maid In France works hard and 
Is allowed very limited leisure; she 
Is supposed to have every other Sun­
day afternoon and that Is all. For 
her services she receives the extra­
ordinary sum of 45 or 50 francs ($9 
or $10) a month, besides her home, of 
course.

W h y  S h e  C o u l d n ’t  A e r f p t ,

Telephone operators who plug wrong 
numbers or get the wires crossed some­
times are responsible for very embar­
rassing situations, as was exemplified 
by a broker in this city the other 
morning. The broker caled up hls 
home number and said to the person 
on the other end of the wire:

"Hello, dear. Is that you?"
"Yes,” replied a sweet toned voice.
"Well, I've been thinking about you 

all morning. I want you to come 
downtown and meet me for lunch, and 
we'll go to a show this afternoon."

“Well, that would be very nice,” re­
plied the person on the other end, "and 
I should dearly love to do so, but my 
husband Is home, and I'm afraid he'd 
object. Don't you think you've got 
the wrong number?”—Philadelphia 
Time*.

A a  f * o o d  m  R p r o n c d .

“And »he refused you?”
"Practically She said she would 

marry me aa soon as I settled down 
and went to work at something worth 
while ”—Chicago Record-Herald.

The most disgusting liar Is the loaf­
er who claims to be aa good as aa la« 
duatrious map


