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i Her Birthday
~ Present.

Ry JANE LUDLUM LEE

[ | Prage
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Rolw 0, the jnll breaker, handealt
an, was in town. Bl

e v cverywl nonncing

1} 1 1t ek Vandeville then
or. e g of th erful feats he
would perform ng before one

[ these postors was n pale fased, tired

girl on her way home from the office

It was Increddible to think that a man
swvld  do the things advertised  to
see A man break out of Jall, to un

lock the dreaded handeuffs hefore your
Oh, no; It was too wonder
ful to belleve! She had often watehed
a crowd of urching following a man
who had been arrested and once had
seen him taken to the lockup, but that
A& man conld get out of hizx own free
will- this seemed incredibie

very eyes!

Khe gave a final look at the picture
of the man on the poster, tucked her
novel tightly
toward home

under her arm and mov

ed slowly It was her

““I WANT TO GO HOME. PLEASE TAKE ME."
pirthday, and her mother had given
her a dollar to buy herself a present.
She still had the dollar, and the thought
»ecurred to her that she could take a
girl friend to the vaudeville tonight
and see this wonderful man. Then she
recalled that her mother objected to
girls going to the theater alone. After
eating her dinner she decided that she
was too tired She would stay at
home

The ringing of the doorbell after din
ner aroused her from her letha
She went to the door and opened it.

“Hello, Janet!"

“Why, Billy, won't you come in, or
shall we sit on the stoop? It's pretty
warm inside."”

“1 came around to see if you would
go with me to Peck's Vaudeville to-
night. The handcuff king is there, you
know, and today is your birthday.”

“Oh, Billy, will you really take me?
I've been longing to go ever since 1
read about him. You sit here on the
stoop, and I'll be ready In a jiffy.” |

Billy sat down to wait, and Janet |
was soon in the midst of her toilet.
8he donned her best brown frock and
flower trimmed hat because she no-
ticed that Billy had put on his best |
gray suit and had his cane with hlm.“
They found the theater packed and |
were fortunate in securing two bal-
cony seats. The noisy songs and tire-
some dialogues which eame before the
handeuff king's appearance on the bill
seemed interminable. No, 7 finally ap-

peared- his number. He came out
not the strong, big man she had ple
tured, but a lithe, muscular foreigner,

and vined him hand and foot,
locked and relocked the leg frons and
handeuffs on and left him there (e get
ant ag hest he conld

Janet hung over the balcony rali, ana
Billy's eyes feasted on the bright and
happy face beside him. The little fel-
low on the stage began his act. Slow-
iy twisting. turning and writhing,
seemingly In great pailn, for several
moments he made no headway.

“Billy, he is being hurt! Why don't
some one help him ?” Janet implored.

“Of course 1t hurts him, but no one
<an help him. Hé must get out alone.”

“Yes, but that's cruél. Just see the
velns in his arms! O, Bllly, I can't
stand it to see 4 poor man suffer so!
Took, Billy! Is face Is getting red-
der and reddér every minute!” she
cried as she hid her face In her hands

There was a deathlike silence in the
house.  You could hear a pin drop in
the awful stillness in which the man
held the audience. Janet peeked out
between her fingers, but dared not
really look. Billy leaned a little closer |
and gave her arm a reassuring pat. It |
encouraged her to speak. Leaning|
cl to him, she whispered:

Jilly, I'm ashamed to tell you, but
I want to go home. Please take me.
I'm so frightened.”

“Why. of course. little girl, but 1
thought you wanted to see him get
loose.”

“I—I didn’t know it would hurt him,"
she whispered.

Out in the street, with a tight hold on
his arm, her fear left her, and when
Bllly suggested (ireen's for a plate of
ice cream she readlly agreed. Away
from the atmosph of the th

and the picture of that writhing, suf-
fering man she was once more herself.

Suddenly Janet stopped eating, her
eyes stared straight ahead, and In-
stinctively Billy turned to see who
had attracted her attention. It was
the handcuff king, not a king after all;
just a nortal man thirsting for a dish
of ice cream.

“Oh, Bllly, I'm so glad he got out. I
never could have slept with the picture
of that poor man in chains.”

“Of course he got out, you silly child.
He always does. Janet, you women
are a funny lot. You never know what
you want. I came home tlis
and pashed you as you Were

there gasina at ¢hae Wit ey =

ey ¢

.- GRS, I et R W e
ook 'om Citwess yon don't ke my
present to you do yon

Slent Moso NI T AN my e 1 have

boon planning to do things, and when

the time comes 1o do them my ambi
thon 1= gone 1 long for something Aif
forent perhaps something | onght not
o have Then when | get 1 1 don't
want it s just ax IF 1 renched put
and tonched n passing babbile, and, at
my touch, It burst Yet there s ol
wn hut longing in my heart for an
unknown something, and it lnrks there
sl

“Junet, Hitle girl, my present to yon

was not mach of o success. 1 wanted

to make you happy, and 1 only sueceed
ed In frightening you. Suppose we
tarn the ta ind you give me n

present ¥

“Why, | never heard of a girvl giving
n present to some one else on her own
birthday. What under the sun do you
mean?"

“1 mean this, dear. 1 want a present
that only you can give me. It's a big,
precious present. You say you don't
know what you long for, but 1 know
what I am reaching for, and that some
thing 18 you, Janet. WII you give
yourself to me, a present to keep al
ways and to love forever?"

“Billy, that waitress heard every
word yon said. It's not fulr to propose
to a girl in an ice eream parlor. |

wonldn't dare say ‘No' if 1 wanted to."”

“Do you want to say ‘No, Janet?"
almost whispered Billy.

“Well, to be perfectly honest, 1 don't
think 1 do.  Billy, maybe, after all, it's
you I'm longing for, maybe it's you
I've been reaching out for all the time.
1 guess it must be, Billy, dear, because
I have been happler in these past few
minutes than I've ever been in all my
life before. If you'll take me, Billy,
I'm yours.”

SQUARED ACCOUNTS.

Also Won a Reputation and Saved
Himself Further Trouble.

like other individuals,

have their troubles, but there is one in

Philadelphia who has fewer gf them

Press ag

mits

than the ordinary man., Asked®ne day
how he managed so well to get along
with everybody, he explained

“Well, T won a reputation. You see,

when a press agent is able to give a

man heart disease from which he ac-
tually dies his troubles

have a proper regard for their lives. I

ase if persons

was the press agent for a German
singing fest. I naturally used the Ger-
man papers.,

“There was one editor who had the
idea that he wasn't getting all that
was due. Nevertheless he published
column after column of type ard pie-
tures,

“Afterward the managers of the
show received a bill for $820 ‘for ad-
vertising.” They were in a rage. ‘What
shall we do?’ they demanded. ‘Don’t
get excited,” I cautioned 'em. ‘I'll fix
that all right.’

“1 went to the office of a friend, and,
going to the type cases, I stuck the
finest billhead you ever laid eyes on. I
printed it in two inks, It read, ‘The
Two Continents Engraving Company;
John Smith, man Next [ wrote
this account, ‘To Peter Jacob Schmid-
Dr., to cuts for German festi-

theiser,

“When Schmidtheiser received the
bill he fainted. He revived and Sent
for me.

“‘Fer vot is it you scharge me fer
der cuts vot I could puy fer 40 cents
abiece, yet? he demanded.

“*That’s all right, old man,’ 1 as-
sured him, ‘You might buy those cuts
from anybody else for 40 cents aplece,
but not of me.'

“He refused to pay the bill, but not
long afterward he was stricken with
heart disease and died. His executors
found the bill, with its balance of $70
in my favor. They asked me what I'd
take to settle, and I told them $50.
They paid it cheerfully, and since then
I haven't had any trouble.”—San Fran
cisco Chronicle,

CAISSON

WORK.

Foundations of Great
Structures Are Built.
The foundations for the great steel

How Steel

| structures are built by w.ieans of cais-

€ous in which the men can work under
A great pressure of air. It is a very
interesting sight to watch them, and
the best of it is that any one may see
them at close range from an adjoining
ridewalk. The caisson is a hollow steel
eylinder open at the bottom and just
large enough to permit a man to work.
The workman climbs down a ladder in
this tube and digs away the earth at
the bottom. As the earth is taken
away the steel tube is gradually low-
ered. The earth is taken out by a
bucket. which Is lowered and raised by
a tall derrick at one side. As the
caisson sinks, air is pumped into the
compartment containing the man, This
s to force back any water or dirt that
might fill the hole from the outside as
fast as the workman removes it from
within, The pressure of this air {s of-
ten so great that a man can work but
an hour or so at a time. At the top
of the caisson is a steel cylinder with
an air tight door at either end, which
serves as a kind of vestibule to the
tube below,

When one of the caisson workers
starts to go to work he opens the door
or lid at the top and eclimbs in, when
the opening is once m @ tightly clos-
ed. This door or lid is air tight. Aft-
er the opening to the outer air has
been closed the workman opens the
door at the bottom of this steel com-
partment and lets in compressed air
from the caisson below. It takes a
few minutes to become accustomed to
breathing this atmosphere, for the
heavy air makes the head ring. As
soon as the workman can do so he
climbs down into the funnel below,
closing the lower door of the steel
anteroom as he does so. All this must
be done In the dark. If the workman |
wishes to signal the outer world he |
may do so by striking the steel sides |
of his narrow prison with his shovel.
He usually signals in this way when
the bucket is to be ralsed or lowered.—
Frances Arnold Collins in St. Nicholas,

The modern ‘“coon” or plantation
songs and the popular form of synco-
pation called ragtime are all easily to
be traced to their source in the older
negro songs, which are probably to be
regarded as European in melodic ori-
gin, translated into rhythms that have
been handed down from the genera-
tions of slaves who actually came from

7% = ~Grove’'s Dictionary of Musie

Alucky Hit.

By Martha Cobh Sanford.

Copyrighted, 107, by Homer Spragne

A man sat on the hrow of a hill and

Kicked himself.  Incldentally he was
simoking # clgarette and watehing the
tinset

Why, oh, why, had he ever thought

that he needed absolute rest and quiet

that he didn't want ever to hear ap
plause again or to look into people’s
faces! A solld week of this coveted
solitude had made him “a sadder and
n wiser man” What wouldn't he give
this very moment for something to
hapypen?

He Jjumped up suddenly. Something
had happengl, something very agera
vating. A he stooped down to pick up
the little green apple that had hit him
square on the shoulder a boyish laugh
rang out on the other side of a nearby
fence

He threw the apple back over the
fence again and reversed his opinion
on the value of absolute quiet

The next night the same thing hap
pened, only this time when the apple
roused him from his reverie the sun
had been some time set and darkness
and silence weae stealing over the hill,

“I'll eateh that Kid this time,” he
sald, jumping up,

With a run and a bound he made the
fence and landed lightly on the other
gide face to face with a young fellow
almost as tall as himself

“Well, he exclaimed.
“1 expected to find a kid. 1
i

bless my soul!™
was com
r over to lick you."

t it,” returned the youth, lead
ing the way to a seat under a luxuri-

“MY BROTHER WAS DETAINED IN TOWN."

“I've been watching
you every night; thought perhaps you'd
like company, so threw you an invita-
tion.”

“You struck it,
right, young man,
What's your name?

“NIx"

“That's easy to remember.”

“Short for Nixon. What's yours?”

“Vin”

“What?”

“Vin—short for Vincent.”

“Oh, I see.” And the boy laughed
merrily and slapped his knee.

‘Boarding down at the farm?"

“Yes, and Dbeastly tired of it.
live here all the year around?"

“Good graclous, no! Just staying a
few weeks with my grandparents.
Dead slow! You're the only civilized
man I've seen since I got here.”

A Dbrief silence followed, in which
Vincent struck a match and lighted a
cigarette,

“llave one, Nix7"
vo, thanks."”

“Too young. 1 s'pose. 1 contracted
the habit long before 1 was your age,
though.”

“Oh,

ous grape arbor,

or rather me, just
1 do like company.

You

‘tisn’t that,” answered Nix

carelessly, crossing one well shaped
leg over the other. *“But the grandpar-
ents, you know--they think it's a

crime.”

“They won't be out here, will they *’

“Oh, no. But I have to kiss 'em
good night. ['m thelr son's only son,
you see—the baby of the family.”

Vincent laughed heartily at the boy's
tone of disgust.

“Any pretty girls in the neighbor-
hood?’ he asked after a puff or two.

“You seen any?" returned Nix.

Not one—more’s the pity.”

“You like 'em, then?”

“Bet your life! Don't you?"

“Oh, so-so. 1 get on better with fel-
lows, though.”

“You'll get over that,” laughed Vin-
cent. “But I must be going. It's near-
ly pitech dark, and I'll lose my way
down to the farm.”

“Coming up tomorrow nignt?’

“Sure thing! You won't have to
waste any more-green apples on me.
Good night!”

One night a week or so later, In
which time Vincent and his young
friend had become great chums, the
rormer proposed a fishing trip over the
mountains, but Nixon shook his head
lstlessly.

“No hit, Vin,” he replied.
could stand filshing. Gets your hands |/
80 messed up taking the flapping
things off the hook.” |

Vincent looked at the boy's fastidieus

“Never

QUL Lnu W MUED) C WUWIAG L det aue |
g0 out in the evening. So I used tc |
pretend to go to bed early, and then 1/
put on those clothes and climbed down
over the shed and—oh, you know the
rest!” '

“But what.made you throw the ap
ples at me?” persisted Vincent, holding
her little hands captive.

“Boys always throw apples at peo
ple,” was her unexpected reply, “and
you were the only man—I mean person
~—in sight.”

“It was a lucky hit for me, dear
est,” commented her lover, drawing
heér close and kissing her boyish mouth
again and again.

white hande aod conld hardls Wame
him

AN take om off Tor vom” wrged Vin.
cont Come on "

“No, thanks Besides, 've gt to g0
0P to tewn tomerrow afternoon with
grandmother

T've a gonl
il Vineent
ting on my
yon going on?
Itoup answered the boy re
“randmother changes her

five minntes, Rut you'll
find conntey Hfe all right after to
night, ol man. U'm going to hring my
wlster back with me”

“idn't  know  yon had  one,
That's jolly, What's she like?

“The freshest ever”
wl! e she pretty 7

“People tell her w0, Bhe pretends
not to like it, tut 1 bet she does ™

“Introduce me the very first thing?”

“Ag soon ns you like™

Then the boy sighed

“What's the matter with you, Nix?

“Oh, just thinking how it will be all
over with me after she comes, [ ean
see you falling in love with her now
What does it feel like, Vin, to be iIn

love?"

mind s go myself”
his conntry life's get.
What train are

nerves

v
wignedly
mind every

Nix

child, when I've been

I you, my

there

“Oh, fudge!
dozen times" '

“Honor, 1 haven't; thought 1 was
sometimes, of course, just as you will
Nix, when all the girls begin to run
after you"

“They never will,” sighed Nix,

“Don’t you believe it.  Girls adore
eyves like yours Are your sister's eyes
that same wonderful bine, and has she
curly brown hair like yours?”

“Oh, quit it!" Nix replied petulant
Iy and walked off toward the house In
the darkness

The next night, in arder not to seem
too eager, Vincent let the sun disappeatr

Youn've been there a

and waited for the young moon to
hang up her erescent bhefore he took
his usual way up the hill. He discard
ed the short cut over the fence and
made a very proper entrance through
the ¢

the grape arbor he
iite folds of a woman's

fluttered with an

1 the young girl
it 1t the other end
My other was detain
ed in toy He asked me to”

“Nix, you witch, come here!” laugh
ed Vincent, erushing the girl to him in
all her freshness and kissing away her
little gasps of expostulation.

“When did you find it out?’ she
managed to get breath enough to say

standir

of the a

| atlast.

“l1 Knew it all the time,” answered
Vincent softly.

“Oh, oh!"” exclaimed the girl and hid
her hot cheeks in her hands. “How did
you know it?"*
“I had seen you in those charming
boy's togs before, little actress, and
izedd you the moment I jumped
* the fence, though I could scarcely

o8,

believe my ¢

at  those theatricals?
gasped the girl. “Goodness gracious!
You aren’t John Vinton, the actor, are
you, the one we girls rave over?”
“The very sa—I mean I'm John Vin
cent, the actor. But, honor bright, 1
didn’t expect to find my own particu
lar star”
The girl
look
“I wonder why I
you 7" she asked.
“Probably,” he answered laughingly
“because I'm not a lady on the stage
Jut tell me, dear, what made you play
such a prank ?”
“Well. you see, grandma” (bere they

SAVED BY QUICK WIT.
The Escape of Sir Archibald Douglas
at Poitiers.

In the battle of Poitiers (1356) a num-
ber of Scottish soldiers fought on the
side of the French, and several of
them were taken prisoners by the Eng-
lish. Among them was Sir Archibald
Douglas, half brother of Lord Wil-
liam Douglas. Being dressed in a suit
of splendid armor, the victors thought

gave him a reproachful

didn't recognize

they had captured—as indeed they
had—some great nobleman. Several
of the 1T ish were about to strip off
his arme hen Sir William Ramsay

of CoHuthie, who was also a prisoner,
happening to catch Sir Archibald’s eye
gave him a meaning look. Pretending
to be very angry, he cried out: “You
rascal, how is it that you are wearing
your master's armor? Come here and
pull off my hoots!” Douglas, seeming-
ly thoroughly cowed, went humbly for-
ward and' drew off a boot, with which
Sir William began to beat him. The
English onlookers at once interfered
on Douglas’ behalf, saying that he was
a person of great rank and a lord.
“What!" shonted Ramsay, shaking
with laughter. “He a lord? Why, he
is a base knave and, T suppose, has
slain his master. Go, you villain, and
search the field for the body of my
cousin, your master, and when you
have found it let me know, that I may
give it decent burial.” All this was
acted so naturally that the English
allowed Ruamsay to ransom the pre-
tended manservant for 40 shillings.
The money having been paid, Sir Wil
liam gave Douglas another thrashing
and then bade him begone. Sir Archi-
bald lost no time in effecting his es
cape, which he owed solely to the in-
genuity of his friend.
The Gallant New Yorker.

Two men and a woman waited for a
Broadway car at the Twenty-seventh
street corner. Presently one of them
said, “Let's walk down to Twenty-
sixth street and take a car there.”

“What is your idea for that?’ asked
the other as they started on. |

“So we won't have to give that wo-
man a seat,” was the reply. “When a

|

| car comes along it is likely to be pret- |

ty well filled. However, there may be
one or two vacant seats. If we get in
before the woman does we stand a
chance of getting thém, but if we get
in with her we will have to let her sit
down. I always keep that in mind, and
for that very reason I avoid boarding
a car with a woman whenever I possi-
bly can."—New York Globe.

In certain towns in Germany house-
holders are compelled by law to sort

out their house dust. have to
es and one for cooking ref-
use ai

and paper. The
wﬁiﬁ.mm—

rubbis!
thorities.
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The Little
Red Dousc.

Ry IFROME SPRAGUE.

Cops tighted, 197 by Jessle Margan

[ i

Neady. whizzing along Riverside In
his big antomoblle, was & lonely man

Mefore he hnd made his money he
bad Nyed on A farm, and In HSZrips
back and forth from town there had
been the greetings of good neighbors
and the welcome of the farm hands
and at home the soclability of the
meals at the great table, where malds
and men gathered with the family.

There was no soclabllity in New
York. For days he had wandered into
the theaters and through the hotels,
avolding instinetively the men who
would have eultivated him merely for
what they could get out of him, but
finding no friends

At last, in desperation, he %ad learn-
ed to drive an automobile ahd spent
his days In making long trips into the
country, hobnobbing with the farmers
who leaned over the fence ralls to
talk to him and leaving them wistfully
when they returned to thelr tofl,

Today as he sped down the drive,
with Its rows of clifflike buildings, he
yearned for some cheery spot where
he might eat and drink with a friend.
And it was at this moment that his eye
was caught by a sign in the window
of the little red house.

The little red house was set at the
edge of a vacant lot, and it geemed a
very shabby neighbor to the stately
white apartment house that flanked it
on the left. It had a sloping roof, a
few vines clung to'the porch, and just
above the door was the sign that had
attracted Brady's notice, and the sign
read, “I'resh Cherry I'ies.”

Brady swept up to the curb and
clim!ed out of his machine. His great
form filled the low doorway and shut

“I DON'T WONDER JHAT PEOPLE CAME,’
COMMENTED BRADY.

out the sunlight, so that at first he

could not see clearly the figure behind

the counter.

“I came in to ask about the cherry
pies,” he said. “Can I eat one here or
must I carry it away with me?”

There was a ripple of laughter, and
Brady moved to one side and saw that
the person in charge was a girl, fresh
faced, pretty and trim.

“You can eat It here,” she said, tak-
ing a pie out of the case. *“People usu-
ally take them away, but there is a
little table and a chair, and I could
make you a cup of coffee.”

“Could you?' Brady's tone was
eager. “I'm awfully hungry, and it is
s0 pleasant here.”

She was cutting the pie. but she
looked up as he said that. “Oh, do you
like it?" she asked. *'1 hope every one
will. 1 am just beginning business,
and 1 want to make a fortune.”

Brady, who had made his fortune in
oil, was much interested in this more
picturesque method.

“Do you sell many 7" he asked.

“Twenty yesterday.” she confided. *I
worked at night to get them ready, but
it seemed as if every one wanted cher-
ry ples. The people in the apartment
house came, and | have sold out every-
thing today except this one ple.”

It was a beautiful ple. with a deli-
cate brown crust overlaid with pow-
dered sugar and all rosy and julcy and
delicious within.

“l don't wonder that people came,”
commented Brady as he sat down at
the little table, which she had spread

“'e e gnotlese elath
She was like a child in her delight at

his compliment.

“It was the only thing in the world
that [ knew how to do.” she said, “and
when I was left alone and lost the lit-
tle income that my father had left me
1 declded to bake for a living.”

She was sitting opposite him, and he
liked the unconsciousness with which
she gave him ler confidence.

“T lived !n the country when 1 was a
little girl, and my mother taught me to
cook."”

“I'm from the country, too.,” Brady
said.

“I thought so,” she said, with a wise

| nod. *“I think that is why 1 could tell

you things. One can’t always be sure
of city men."”

“Don‘t you hate the city?”
asked.

She shook her head. *“No,” she sald.

“It would be beautiful if one had
friends or any one to care.”

“Well, that's what | mean,” Brady
sald. “It's so dead lonesome.”

He had finished his ple, and he got
up reluctantly, “I'm sorry,” he said,
“but T guess I'd better go.”

She went to the door with him.

“What a beautiful automobile!” she
sald when she saw 1it.

“Yes, 1t's pretty nice,” Brady agreed.
“But it isn’'t much fun driving around
by myselt.”

‘u';Nc. T suppose not,” sympathetic-

Brady

fl“m'unmqnnt'lm Then
Bridy spoke his thoughts haldly

—— oy

Bhe hesttated 1 Aon't bellews 1
ought, ahe waid
Prady looked down 8t her  “Cant

Fon truet et he asked

Her eyen met his steads bine ones
“Yeon," e #atd simply and went te pat
oh Fer hat

“Yon see " she told )
nlong between
1 sell twenty ples

n s they swept

flelds, it

A day at 25 conts

that =il 0 a dny 1 onght 1o

clear £100 & month”  And she leaned

ek, with a sigh of content

Beady, whose Income was $100 or
more na day, asked with Interest,
“Whnt are yon golng to do with all
that money 7

“Save It and buy a cottage In the
country, with a firepiace and a eat and
n dog and a cow.”

Rrady's soul was stirred by this ple
ture of domesticity, and he nsked en
viously

“SWHI you bake cherry ples?”

“Yes,”" she planned. “1 am going to
have a cherry tree and an apple tree,
You have never tasted such apple tarts
as 1 ean make”

Brady turned In his seat and looked
at her. “I am going to taste them,”
he informed her. “1 am going to come
and see you In your cottage.”

She laughed. “Such alr castles!”
was her way of setiling the question.

But Brads's chin was set with
squareness, and there was determina-
tion in his tones. I don't see how 1
can walt for you to build that cottage.
1 shinll do it myself, and there shall be
a fireplace—such a fireplace—with two
big chairs on the bearth”—he paused
expressively—"and a cat, n comfortable
tabby cat, and a nice, confiding dog,
and a mild eyed cow, and 1 am going
to Invite you to my cottage to make
my apple tarts.”

She smiled at himm without self con-
“What dreamers we are!”

“Well, maybe you think it's a dream"”
—Brady's tone was dogged—‘“but some
day 1 shall ask you to come.”

There was no mistaking what he
meant.,

“Please don't,” she begged.

Brady gave her a whimsical glance.

“Well, I suppose it is too soon to talk
about it,” he agreed. “But that cot-
tage will need something besides a cow
and a dog and a cat for me to be hap-
py. It will need a wife and a woman
worth loving—and until today 1 hadn't
seen such a woman.”

“You have known

| hours.”

! “Three hours or three years! What's
the difference when I know I have
found the one I want?”

They were back again on the city

| drive, and the little red house was in
sight.

| “We don't have to settle anything
now,” Brady told her quietly. *“Of
course I couldn’t expect you to feel the
way I do. But what I want to know
is this—may I come again?"

She hesitated; then, as he lifted her
out of the car with his strong arms,
she smiled up at him

Y she said, “if you like you may
come acain™

PINEAPPLES.

A Time When They Sold For $10 Each
In San Francisco.

In 1851 pineapples were rare in San
Francisco. One day in that year one
of the passengers who had cr d the
{sthmus of Darien before leaving Pan
ama purchased from one of the na-
tives of that place a dozen pineapples

| for a quarter of a dollar, and when he
! landed in
left. He was carrying these from the
, landing place at the foot of Vallejo
| street, where there were boat steps at
the end of a twenty foot wharf, which
| new arrivals approached by Whitehall
! boats from the steamers that in those
days anchored in the stream 300 yards
from shore. The man was accosted
suddenly by a stranger who asked
| him what he wanted “for that lot of
pineapples.”

“They are not for sale.”

“But I want them,” said the Cali-
fornian.

“I'll sell you three,” said the new ar-
rival, who on the voyage had heard
that San Francisco people were liberal

| buyers, and he added, “but they'll cost
you $5 each.”

“Take 'em,” was the curt reply, and
the fruit changed owners, the resident
passing over a Spanish coin known
then as a gold “ounce,” worth $16 in
trade.

Before the new purchaser had mov
ed across Battery street, where the
transaction had taken place, he was

| accosted by an acquaintance, who ask-

ed him to let him have the fruit. A
| dicker followed for two of them, the

acquaintance paying $10 aplece for

them.
chaser was boasting of the rapid man-
ner by which he had cleared $5 and
still had a fine pineapple for supper.—
San Frangisco Call.
An Ideal Sitter.

A Washington artist while sketching
in North Carolina was one day in
| search of a suitable background of
dark pines for a picture he had plan-
ned. At last he found the precise situ-
| ation he was seeking, and, best of all,
there chanced to be a pretty detail in
the figure of an old colored woman in
the foreground.

The artist asked the old woman to
remain seated until he had sketched
her. She assented with the greatest
good nature, but in a few minutes
asked how long the artist would be.

“Oh, only about a quarter of an
hour,” he answered.

Three minutes or so later the old
| darky again inquired—this time with
| manifest anxiety—how long the opera-
tion of sketching would take.
| “Not long,” was the reassuring reply.
| “But why do you ask so anxiously 7"
| “Oh, nuthin’, sah.” the old woman
hastened to respoinl. “only I's sittin’ on
an ant hill, sah.”- Harper's Weekly.

the green

sclonsness.

me but three

The Wisdom of Dorothy.

Dorothy does not relish being left
alone to go to sleep. One night after

e I8 tucked In bed by her mother,
who then Ieaves her, she calls to her
father and asks if he {sn’t coming to
bed after he finishes his dinner.

“Yes; I'll go to bed as soon as my
dinner digests.”

“All right; come upstairs now. Your
dinner will digest upstairs just as well
as down,” argues the young hopeful—
Judge's Library.

The strongest things are in danger
from the weakest.—Disraell.

San Francisco he had six

Later in the day the first pur-'

HOW THE MOON LOOKS.

Quesr Varianes In Impressions ss ¥
e Same Objeet

I asked my men o compare the ales
of the full moon 1o that of some ob
Joet el In the hand st A 's length
1 explained the gquestion earefully and
Smid that thes to deseribe an
ohject just Inrge enongh s hen seen ot
fArm's tlength o cover the whole o
My et of answers boegins as follows
Quarter of a dollar, falr sized canta
loupe: at the horizon o dinner
pinte; overhead, dessert ate my
wateh, six Inches In diameter, & ver
doliar, hundred times a8 large as my
wateh, man's head, Afty cont plece
nine inches In dinmeter, grape fralt
earringe wheel, bntter plate, orange
ten feel, two Inches, one cont plece,
schoolroom clock, a pea, soup plats,
fountain pen, lemon ple, palm of the
hand, three feet in dinmeter ensugh
to show again the overwhelming man
foidness of the impressions recelved

To the surprise of my readers per
haps 1t may be added at once that the
only man who was right was the one
who compared It to a pea It Is most
probable that the results would not
have been different If 1 had asked the
question on a moonlight night with the
full moon overhead. The substitution
of the memory Image for the lmmed!

were

ate perception ean hardly have im
paired the correctness of the judg
ments, If in any court the size of a
distant _ohject were to be given by

witnesses, and one man declared it as
large as a pea and the second as large
as a lemon ple and the third ten feet
in dlameter it would hardly be fair to
form an Judgment till the
psychologisg had found out what kind
of a mind producing that
mate Professor Hugo Munsterberg
in MeClure's

objective

was est]

Clean Chopsticks Sure.

“Seeing these quill toothpicks done
up in paper envelopes in the hotels
here,” said the man from the far east,
“reminds me of the ese eat
places. In the bigger hotels or restaun
rants they hand you t chopsticks
done up in a sealed enve This is
with the idea of cor g you that
they never have b used before
which is not always so. In the cheaj

er resiaurants they have a much bet-
ter plan for setting your mind at rest
There you get a of wood as
Lroad as two chopsticks split to with
in an inch of one end. When you take
this piece of wood you split it the rest
of the way, and there you have the
two sticks. You can be sure then that
no other person has used them."--New
York Sun.

piece

The City of Glorious Sunshine.

Of all the living works of man which
I have visited | think none is the equal
of Moscow in interest and beauty. It
is a city of glorious sunshine, of gold-
en domes and silver and of
multicolored cupolas, of palaces und
temples. 1In it found all the re
finements of the west and all the cu-
rious fascinations of the east. Even
the incidents of ordinary "nln'!mll[!lum‘
i ed life are touched by a flavor of
romance.—Wide World Magazine,

Crosses

are

Compensation.
“But suppose you awake from your
dream to find that feet of your
idol are but clay?”
“That will be all right if 1 find the
rest of him turned into dust.”—Ilous-
ton Post

the

——————

Luther said that If a man were not
strong at twenty, handsome at thirty,
learned at forty and rich at fifty he
never would be strong. handsoms
learned or rich.

Curious Westmcerland Custom.

A strange custom is observed yearly

in the small hamlet of Week, in West
morland, in commemoration of an in-
cident that happened in the year 1841,
That year there was a plague of wasps
and many persons throughout the
country succumbed to the poisonous.
sting. The little hamlet holds the rec
ord for its number of victims, and in
memory of the occurrence a memorial
tablet was erected on the moor there,
Now each year there Is a procession.
Most of the inhabitants turn out, car
rying insect powder and other devices
for killing wasps, and march to the
memorianl stone, where a short service_
is held by the minister of the parish,
When the service is over a general cru-
sade is made in search of wasps' nests,
which are immediately destroyed,
Some carry guns, some rags saturated
in turpentine. while others carry par-
affin, which is poured into the nest and
a match applied. The anniversary s
considered the most important event of
the year—English Country Gentleman.
“Are you superstitious?"”
Not a bit,” answered the man who
is rather ashamed of his little weak-
nesses.  “l have nothing to do with
superstition. In fact, I have observed
that whenever 1 begin to take notice of
signs I always have bad luck.”—Wash-
ington Star.

Sturgeons are the weakest of all fish
in proportion to their size. A huge
sturgeon is perfectly helpless if attack-
ed by a small swordfish,
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