s Magnum
Opus.

By JOUNSON

] by M. A nighiam
iees o
Poindexter pulled the sheet of paper

Prom the typowriter car ge and ad

el It to the plle in the wire hasket be

] 1" the Inst few
pages and reread them with a glow of
pride, for he knew that at last be had
written o story of fash and blood in

stead of the mildly lnnocnous romances
that had added to Lis bhank aceount,
but not to his fame

Ever since that night six months be
fore, when he had buck to his
darkened home to find the note on the
dresser of his room notifying him that
Agnes had gone away with the man
e bad considered his best friend, be

come

AT LAST ONLY THE BLACKENED SHEETS

REMAINED.
bad worked with feverish energy upon
the novel.

He had little Elsie and had
crossed the continent with her that she
should be far removed from all who
might allude to her mother.

As they sat in the car, the child lost
in wonder at the constantly shifting
scene, he had planned the story, and
once he had made his new home he
had set to work.

All the bitterness of his heart he had
written into the book. It was the
plain tale of his own experience, told
with the simple directness of one who
feels deeply, except that into the last
chapter he bad written an ending such

taken

as he wished that she might suffer.
Almost gloatingly he drew the picture
of rer nd shame that followed
the de on, and now reading it over
he sin red the evil picture his

own fier in
For years he
that

eomplis!

had conjured up.

had a theme
lend him to his great
ent, Agnes, too, had sought
to help hi but their lines had fallen
in the ple. nt places, and he wrote
things that were salable, but not great,

I

should

ac-

Then sbe had left him for Tredgar, a |

man who had done things, and his in-
spiration had come. He knew that he
had done well, that this book would
bri him fame and opportunity, and

be smiled as he gathered the sheets to-
gether and prepared them for mailing. |
He had kept in touch with his east-

ern connections, and Blauvelt, the pub-
lisher, had asked for the first reading.

He was bent over the desk writing
the address when there came the pat-
ter of bare feet across the uncarpeted
floor, and he looked up from his work.

“What is it, ' he asked a
he took the little nightgowned figure
in his lap

b ¢ lonesome,” explained Elsie.
“You didn’t came to kiss me good night
like you said yon would, daddy. 1
waited and waited and waited. hen
1 just had to come, Is you most done,
daddy "

“All done, dear,” he said, with an af-
fectionate pat on the package at his
elbow. I was so interested that I
even forgot my little Elsie.”

“And It's geing to make you a great
big man?" she demanded. “It's going
to make you famouns and happy, dad-
dy?”

“Famous and happ)
“It's my great work, d X

“I'm so glad,” she whispered con-
tentedly, patting the pale cheek, wast-
ed to thinness by his sorrow and ab-
sorpiion in his work., “Some day when
I get a big girl, a great big girl, I'll
waggd it and 01 all the other eirls that
my wiaay wrote tnat g 1t DOOK, and
they'll all be mad be their papas
can't write books like n ;

Poindexter shivered

was

he repeated.

¥ papa can.’
il drew the

little form closer to him. Not once in
all these months had he thought of
that result. He had worked steadily

with one purpose—of holding this wo-

man who had been his wife up to
shame. e had given no thought to
the child. Not once had he realized
that there would come a day when
she would read with understanding
the story of her mother's disgrace.

Ie had let her think that Agnes was
dead.
childish mind, but the day would come
when perhaps the curtain might be
drawn aside. Some old friend from
the east might seek him out and unwit-
tingly betray his secret to the girl, and
she would read with horror the story

of her mother's fall painted in words
of bitterness su i as only wounded
pride and dead love can conjure. She
would see her niother's soul in all its
nakednes=, and his would be the hand
that had throvn aside the garments
of time and charity. ,

“Are you sleepy, daddy 7" Poindexter
roused himself.

“Not a bit,” he declared, “What
makes you think that, daughter?”

“You are so still,” she explai

| kind,

|

Simple statement sufliced the |

- e
e bed a ferthie fancy, nod these
good wight stortes were glorions mo
ments In the ehikl's Hife. There were
times when she o oeoltly abont the
house lest she Interrapt his writing
bt when bedtie e pod she oy
enrled ' 1o his rich
volee rectio] veird t of glants and
falries 1 v she had him for
her very own fmd was with
the «ncr

As they neared the climas his volce
grow soft, and when at Inst the end

came he walted for the uennl applause
of “That was lovely, dadds " Instend
woft lips broshed his choek and the
tired ¢hild sank off to sleon

Tenderly he bore her to her bed and
teked her in as o8 A wWoman
might have done. Reverently he press.
ed his Hps ngainst the rosy mouth and
tiptoed from the room

The library seemed cold and cheer
less when he retarned.  The child's
vigit had but emphasized his lonell
ness, and he sat blankly at the table
on which lay the package with its ad-
dress but half completed.

He swung his chair about that he
might not see it; but, though he had
turned his back upon it, the seript
«till danced before his mental vision.
He could still the uncompleted
tail of the “¥" he had bheen writing
when lsie had come in and the ink
bloteh in the corner where the pen had

gontls

see

rolled against it A dozen times he
half turned to complete the address,

and as often there came to his mem-

the words of his daughter,

the book

a clear vision, and perhaps she
understand There is slways

» to disillusion with awkward

or

Some day she would read
witl
wonll

fome o1

spoeect rhaps she might never know

1 ory was. Then

gn ark might bear

ina

A had forfeited

1 rigl nee, but there

wa 1 rd his child. It

secemed y des this
n y

¢ incident of his

life She had mar

1 ons for his future,

be, u v cor had been hap

in his mod te success save for

) n ts when her u o8 spur

red h Y ior Oue purpose in writ

this very book was to show her,

when it was too late, that he could ac
plish sses for which she
had long:d; that he could write as bril-
liantly as the man for whom she had
left him

The east glowed with the first blush
of the dawn when at last he rose from
the chair and threw aside the curtains
to let in the morning light and the
fresh air,

Slowly he crossed the room to the
empty fireplace and laid the package
in the grate. A tiny tongue of flame
erept along the wrapper, biting deeper
as it E only the blackened
sheets rem ind he turned away.

“For E whispered and

+
the

sued

added, with a ind for Agnes’
too. God pity IIis magnum
opus was found not in accomplish-

ment, but in rer ciation.

THE WEASEL.

His Ferocity Unbounded and His
Courage Invincible.

The weasel is the most bloodthirsty

His feroc-
invinei-
ish wild
has to fear

Il our native
is unbounded,
He is one of the few I
ils from whom

carnivors,

his coury

man

You meet a group of we s you
well mot to interfere with
1or those who have done so have
nally suffered for their temer
ity.. irfish size rather accentu
utes than diminishes the detestation in
which he is held, for there is some-
thing uncanny in the idea of so much
relentlessne: and cruelty being com-
pressed inio so small a frame.

The rabbit, who will fight a fierce
and bitter battle with one of his own
paralyzed with fear at the
were sight of this puny foe, whom he
could probably pulverize could be
brace his heart to the attempt. Squeal
ing with fear, he hops stupidly about
until the little vampire springs upon
his neck and buries his fangs in an

will do

theny,

is

artery

Then the vicetim either sinks to the
ground and submits to his fate or, sud-
denly acquiring the use of his muscles,
he speeds aimlessly along, the weasel
clinging to his neck till his work is
done.  There are few more pitiful
sounds in nature than the panie strick-
en cry of a rabbit when he finds that
he is being stalked by a weasel.—Lon-
don Answers

Avicry cn an Oc:tan Licci.

To have aviary In the home is
the lates: fad the leaders of fash
fon, says the New York 1 Those
women who are especially fond of
canaries mny be pleased to know that
3,000 of these pretty birds Iately
been shipped to the United States from
S A special apartment  has
been huilt for themn close to the engine
room on oue of the hig liners, and they
are under the eare of an experienced
attendant ' and the end

ol

USS

jetw

f the year no fes an 25,000 birds
will Le bro y York Many
women in ngion have introduced
m 1wir homes since that of

rolmuller became popu-

¢ capture
ving birds and make
in diplomatie cireles

some of those
“at howme™

them

hite House.

(o) or of burg, PPa., who
has celebrated  paragon  chestnut
grove near Shamokin, Pa., recently
sent o co limen e of chestnuts

to P'resident
adelphia ™
young trec
eral y
thou
nuts this year, and he expects to gath-
er a crop of 2,000 bushels.

Roosevelt, says the Ihil-

Sober planted a lot of
mg a mountain side sev-
» as an experiment. Many

One Comfort.

They were weeping for the head of
the house, whose automobile had gone
over the bank.

“Anyway,” said the widow, drying
her tears for the moment, “his death
was in the height of fashion.”—St.
Louls Post-Dispatch.

Her Little Pleasures.

“and you don't talk.”

“Daddv’s gglittle tired,” he explain-
ed.

- ou & good night story?’

b ded her head contentad.

Husband—I wish you would stop this
everlasting pirking flaws in your neigh-
bors, Wife—"yhat's just like you! You
never want ms to have the least pleas-
ure!—Liverpool Mercury.

uls ol trees are bearing chest- |

-

‘l“

Ohe Miracle of
the Pelargonium.

By INA WRIGHT HA

Copy tight, 105, by M. M, Canningham,

WL LT

We were at the Big Troe grove, little
enstern bred Muriel, with pelargond
wme at her slender walst, and 1, a
western  writer We hind wandered
throngh the inner grove, where the
most mighty monarchs are the Giant,
Genernl Sherman, Jumbo, the Sisters
and others.  We had reveled at the
contrasts between trees 300 feet high
and the cream cups and other sweet
spring flowers nestling at their feet
Then we had gone through the gates

into the outer forest and were sitting
at the river's edge at

the end of the

‘“THE MIKACLE OF THE PELARGONIUM!'"
ng bridge.
red away.

The rest of the par-
We were to have this

feet in circum

“The is G5
ference, ¢t high and is esti-
mated to be 35 rears old,” chanted
Muriel in the words gnide. *“Or
was it W Ihree t r 55,0007
Oh, de Must 1 refer to my
noteho Can 1 tell notl with-
out i s referring to my notebook 7"
she d fed wildly
I too » notebook from her
s ere not ¢ for facts

They were made for”

ed to sn

Jor Iy had;
look at
curved, so wondrously
and 1
No man could have helped it.

Of course she was very angry. 1
suppose 1 would not have had her oth-
erwise, but she did not spring to her
feet and run from me.

“1 will not apologize, for youn know I
want you so, Muriel,” I pleaded

She regarded me scornfully.

“As I have told you before, I will not
mate with a dreamer. Why do you not
£0 into the world and do some mighty
work? Everybody"™

‘Everybody works but
ieterrupted politely,

Even with my heart sore I could nev-
er help laughing at Muriel and her fine
talk of workers—little dainty wisp of
a creature, born to be worshiped and
cared for, but taking so serious a view
of life!

“Would you have me a hodcarrier?”
1 asked. *“As it is, 1 dream, and my

so red, so daintily
1 said
assertion.

those lips,
alluring,
“kisses,”

proved my

father

makes a book, and the book
some dollars, and the dollars
make several things possible. If 1

were 1 hodearrier it wonld mean sim-
ply dollars, though perhaps fewer of
them. So the result is approximately
the saine, and you have no idea how
much ple: nter it is to dream than
to carry bricks.”

“Yon are a trifler,” she declared.
“You ought to write a hook which will
make the world better.

“1 am quite sure my b

(s never hurt

anybody’s morals or manners,” 1 in
sisted gently

“Only negative virtue,” she re-
sponded,

‘he man I marry must be

positive. e must look
She hesitated, gazing down at her
Ladv Washingstig flowen: which she

nada raken 1rom ner belt,

“IMTow 7" I asked, with some interest.
“1 don’t d that I should be will
ing that he should look like yon,” she
admitted. a fine color coming into her
cheeks.  “If only wm would do some
thing to make the world better!™
My mood 1 changed. |
plead no longer with this child. My
mind went to the packet of letters I
counted as among my treasures. They
had come from different parts of the
country after my first book had been
launched. According to these, my mis-
ston was not a failure—my book,
though a simple one, had made better
at least a part of the world, but 1
would not tell Muriel this, I would not
try to inflnence her in the least. 1
arose and held out my hand. TIn the

distance the train was whistling.

1V

would

“One thing remember, dear child,” T,

sald gravely, “and that is that love
blazes its own paths and cuts its own
channels, If it be written that you are
for me you will marry me in good
time. Love brooks no interference in
his realm.”

Her cheeks stormed into color as I
helped her to her feet.

“Do you see this Lady Washington?”’
she demanded, holding the pelargoni-
um before me. “See, 1 lay it in the
hollow of this little big tree. There is
dirt in the hollow, and the pelargoni-
am may grow. Coming again, I may
find that It has taken root. So may I

s

| didn't come seeking yon

“Ihle ne the other ™
Eo Murtel went ek 1o the cast with
hor schetes of phllanthropy, and |
stayed In my west o dreenm and then
o wrlte, hat 1 found that drenming
had grown to oA weary task when
the most of them all
was 8 forbidden for 1 had dost
falth tnomy own beave avonal of love's
omnipoience
Nearly n
visited the
went alone

- e

-

P tteons  nne

had

I'ree

Iwiore |
grove sgnin. |
wolitary way
o the river wiw I hadd said gossdhy
to my dream of dreams A Turions
storm had wronght some havoe there
Two or three of the lesser trees hadd
fallen. and the swinging bridge had
been twisted and hroken and throw
npon the bank, while the swollen river
raged angrily by It

At last 1T turned away from my =ad
retrospection My eyes  eaught a
glimpee of blue In the distance, and
somehow 1 thought of Muriel's dress
ns 1t looked on that other day when
she had not been kind. But just then 1
was Jjolned by the guide, who was
quite a friend of mine.  He had discov
ered o new plant and was naturally
quite enthusiastie over it, so 1 went
into the inner grove to view the dis
covery After 1 had left him 1 still
had a half hour before train time, so
I went back to the broken bridge

Again weee my eyes caught by the
glimpse of blue, and 1 saw that a wo
man kneeling before one of the
little hig trees

“sBach to her oak the hashful dryads
shrink,'” I murmured. “If oaks could
have dryads, why not redwoods?’ 1
asked myself But when turned
her head and looked at me 1 started to-
ward her

“Muriel!”

Heving that i

yenr
"

ml took

Lo

iy

was

ried still half
wautiful vision,
her feet, her white

ind her tear wet eyes

yet [

Iut she

face I
holdir winess 1 had never seen
there ¢ She pointed toward the
At the miracle of the
it little ifting of dirt,
Lady Washington, not very
1 1 it had ed and

$ i ord e back to
me

we v this flower here and,
i R had taken
root So r 1 me your wife,
T'he one is sible as the other? *

I held out arms.  She hesitated,
and her color de

“Don't think

my

nedl
bold, Armand. I
My mother

is not well, and I came with her. 1
came”

“You came because the love god sent
vou, sweetheart,” 1 finished for her
“Now, come the rest of the way to the
arms which may never let yon go
again.”

Shy in her love, pulsing with life,
glowing with viness, she came to

me. My dream came true
“The east amd the west are met to
gether,” 1 said. “Now I think I can
write the 1 which will make the
ott
bogin it just y ' she whis
W soft cheek gainst
1 1 world wait till you
ed me awhile”
TYRU E
TYSBURN TREE.
Lord Ferrers’ Tragic Journey to the
Famous Old Gallows.
Par) wius Tyburn lane, and it
seems as i the gallows—described ip

an old document movable—at one

time stood at its east corner. It was
there the ferocions Lord Ferrers was
hung in 1760 f« urdering his serv
ant Horace N s words paint

the picture well: “kHe shamed heroes.
ITe bore the solemnity of a pompous
and tedious procession of ahove twe
hours from the Tower to Tyburn with
as much tranquillity as if he were only
zoing to his own burial, not to his owr
ution.” And when one of the
agoons of the procession v thrown
from his hor Lord Ferrers expressed
much concern and said, “I hope there

m, with a mol

lent to make its
all

progress

wonder that

1t with Thack-
eray's help, set up Its seaffolds within
four high walls, for drink,
Lord Ferrers was refused, for, said the
sheriff, la regulations enjoined him

not to let prisoners drink while pass-
ing from the place of imprisonment teo
that of ex great indecencies
havi been committed by the drunk
enness of the eriminals in the hour ot
(2 ution. “And though.” said he, “my
lord. 1 1 ht think myself excusable
in overlooking this order out of regard
to your lordship’ 1k, yet there is an
other r n. which, I am sure, will
welgh with you-—yonr lordship is sen-
sible of the greatness of the crowd:
we must draw up at some tavern; the
confluence would be so great that it
would delay the expedition
your lordship seems so much
sire.” But decency
by those who outr it—ended with
the murderer’s death. “The execution-
ers fought for the rope, and the one
who lost it cried—the g st tragedy,
to his thinking, of the da -London
Sketch.

fon

to de-
so often paraded

“Here,”

taking down a
ealf bound the will from
which originated the famons phrase,
‘Cut off with a shilling.”

“It is the will of Stephen Godfrey.
e died in Lambeth in 1756, Now, I'll
read you the parageaph in Godfrey's
will that gave the world the phrase.
A nasty paragraph it is too:

“ “Whe <, It was my misfortune to
be made very uneasy by Elizabeth God-
frey, my wife, for many years, from
our marriage, by her turbulent beha-
vior, for she was not content with de-
spising my admonitions, but she con-

lawyer,

book,

| trived every method to make me un-

happy; she was so perverse in her na-

ture that she would not be reclaimed,
| but seemed only to be born to be a |

plague to me. The strength of Samson,
the knowledge of Homer, the prudence
of Augustus, the cunning of Pyrrhus,
the patience of Job, the subtlety of
Hannibal and the watchfulness of
Homogenes could not have been suffi-
cient to subdue her, for no skill or
force in the world could make her
good, and as we have lived separate
and apart from each other eight years,
and she having perverted her son to
leave and totally abandon me—there-
fore T give her one shilling only.’”

which -

Locating
Mrs. Porter.

coo By CARL WILLIAMS,

Cops Hihted, 1967, Ly Josste Morgan

sl Portor, with the
Air of n person who makes o groat dis
overy I think 1 onght to mnr
rled

Vor
stopped heating
n his onsy

“Yon
fisedd now
about

wet

Fada Kirhy's heart
bt Porter continned
placid tones
am pretty comfortably
nind it s high time T looked
1 ihink 1 shall take a vaea
tion and o to the mountains, 1 onght
to find sote one up there who should
st me well enongh 1o be Mrs. PPorter,
And so 1 won't be around again 1
leave tomorrow night.”
avily to his feet, and Eda
sprang to g his hat, forcing to her
lips the smile that masked but poorly
the gquivering of her mouth. For three
years she haa oved John Porte For

1y that length of time had
ght also that he loved her
wihy ol Tnek,” she said as
he passed throngh the door. “Yon will
let me know when your quest has sue
ceaded, won't yon?"

“To be sure,” he a
of yourself and don't get sick.”

ITe patted the slender hand that still

menent

woo, 1

she

1. "“Take care

Iny within his own and turned to'the
sta Eda watched him past the next
landing and then stepped into the
apartine that had been her Lome
ever since she had been forced to be
mgh place, four
off a hall the si

it was

loved

neat

to sper

——N

CAM !
his eve there wl other
tions « t wa

certain

in Eda h

of g B
regularviy in good humor

v at what cost she reeruite

might
sty S tor
» cheery place seemed dark
and lonesome, and, with a sobl
she threw herself upon the
gave vent to the grief within he

John Porter had never been a demon
strative ma
that his calls
liked to spend a restf

but she had n

dreamed

wer ause he

ening in her

homelike ap: ment
Now he had gone in search
and should lead her
Long the time for 1
friends had passed.
Somehow durin
she to keep up her
while always the dull ache was in her

she

managed

heart and e soft color faded from
her eheeks and the slender hands be
came & slender oy had t
written, e never was m of a
hand at Jetter writing, 1 sl id not

even know
came  the
wring her |
“Have dis
be home this

where he had gone.
telegram  that
art afresh
vered he
ening
tell yonu about it."

S0 his had  been
Eda sigeed the book and stood st
after the departing messenger, wonder-
ing what impulse had led her to tip
the 1ad a quarter for bringing her bad
news.  Womanlike, she seldom tipped,
but some impulse had led her to give
the hoy the and even in
first aecess of her grief she had
wondered at her liberality

Late in the afternoon Eda roused
herself to make the litle flat presenta

Then
seemed  to

tit ran, “Will
oy and will eal! to

quest S

money, the

new

ble. It would probably be the last
time that Porter would ever come. She
conld not » ealls, from nn eneae.
ed man, She wanted him to rememner

the place at its best,

It was very ioviti rooy
Porter entered that eveni The
ris chair was drawn close to the win-
dow, and his ash tray was beside it on

the taboret. The shaded lamp sent
out a soft glow that did not suggest
heat, as (Jid the gas, and Eda in her
daintiest mown sat by the other win
dow. Torter looked about him with
pleasure

“This seems like home.” he sighed,

“only I want a bigger place, this is so
tiny. ItU's different from a hotel room |
even at a hotel where you are sup-|
posed to get the best. They can't make
the rooms seem homelike."” |
“Where did you go?" she asked. l
“All over,” he replied, with a laugh.
“Surely you did not expect to find

your ideal on the porch of the firsi
place you registered,” she suggested.
“What is worth having is worth look-
ing for.”

“Don’t 1 know?" he admitted. “The
trouble is that you don'ighave to look
hard enough sometimes. Then you are
apt not to see it. I went to Glenville
first. They have the athletic girl there.
There was a golf tournament on, and
every girl was walking about with a
lot of sticks. Some of them were for
hitting the ball, and the rest they
called men, though they were mostly

pretty poor apologies.”
“The better chance for you,” he re-
(R o isos B vy dlieredie Gt

IO he said slowly, “that
conld entnlogue every variety of sum

wer gt there s and there are lots of
Them oot e many =orts of summer
Rirls as there are givis
And which Kind a1 yon select 1"
whe asked o
I went foom the o Ridee Park”
he went on,  ign W her guestion
1 here no f there It wae
mostly horselwek riding e women
were  rather  wmore attractive, bt |
didn’t ke them, and 1T Wit ont for the

seashore

"/\lll' there
Her but she gripped
the nervonsiy,  She
wanted to hear the worst at once. 8he
wanted to get with. Then she
could congratulate him, and he wonld
goaway amd leave her alone

“Rhe's not a mermail,” he m swered
“Somehow 1 never did o mer
maids. They are rather 1 « compan
lons, and, being part fish, they are apt
10 be cold blooded ereatures. 1 did not
find her on the shore. 1 found her up
In my own room one night *

“In your room? Not a
mald? eried Eda in horror

Porter lnughed. There was a boyish
ring 1o the laugh that she had never
heard before

“She
sured

you toumd

Haht

mermaid

olee wy

ris of

her chalr

It over

'y

chamber

I not a chambermaid,” he as

“I was all alone. It
was one of those hot nights that come
Inte in the season. 1 conld not sleep,
so I lighted a cigar and sat by the win-
dow watching the sea.”

“Moonlight

gravely

and solitnde are danger-

ous,” she reminded
“Not always,” he demurred. I got
to thinking over all girvls 1 had
seen Ihere were girls all the way
from sixteen to sixty—girls to suit
every taste but mine, Then 1 got to
thinking of cool and pleasant it
1 be in S¢ rooins  of  yours,
cho oun always manage to keep
m cool and shad Fhen 1 looked
about the room [ was sitting in and
I got ] Kk for this”
Or a he « war own like it,” she
“That's § he explained. *“A home
of my own lil tead of my bach
elor apart: Then all of a sudden
I realized a at truth I found
out what I v
30 1wery, but Eda

W looking ‘n of the
back yards, glean with a touch of
silver in the mooni She did not

turn her head as he rose and eame to-
ward her chair

“l realized that it was you I had
wanted ali along,” le said. “None of
them was like 1, and so none suit-

ed. We had been friends for so long

that 1 did not realize how loved you

until I got away from you and missed
you.
“1'm only

da

astupid, blundering man,
I am more stupid even than most
I have no right to ex that
after all these years you will forgive
my deunseness, but don't you think that
you can
“
that

learn to love me, dear?
Knew t i to
1rmured.

but she

give
m

er cheek
nd

SELECTING A HUSBAND,

Capture Him While He s St

Young,
Dogile and Pias
Beenuse it is the d « wo

¥ no
prived of
wute diserim-
fulfill
s possible

test care in

the

ssion as completely

hiop
wer m

should exercise the gre

ting a mate, Time was when she
vid no say in the matt mnd in some
ountries she has little or none today,
but in this happily civilized land she
still possesses and  will undoubtedly
hold for all time the right first to
*hoose ¢ then ensnare. It is a no-
ble pr ive—one, in our judgment,
) should be reciated s cher
ishied above all others, And , 48 we
lave observed, it should be exercised
with cantion. Let nothing be left to
chance, as Plato would have had it
when he decreed that pairing should
be done by lot.  While not overnice, be
at least particular in order that °
one chosen may fecel honored by the

distinetion cont
be the more re
his undying

ad upon him and so
dily induced to show
itefulness

Much that v thought and written
y ago on how to choose a wife was
good enongh for the time. but the re
cent reversal of the relative attitudes

of seel nd sought renders it value

Nevertheless, despite the fact
in considering tlie points to be
led and the precautions to be ob-
d by womankind we tind our-
selves in a fallow field, certain gen-
eral principles may be regarded as es-
tablished. It is best, for example, to
capture a husband while he is still
young, docile and plastic. P'referably
also he should be in love, Ile may
then be trained after the manner best
caleulated to serve the convenience ot
her for whom thenceforth he must
and should toil.—( Harvey in
North American Review,

less,

o

How She Chose Him.

“Lad, said a Scoteh maid to her
mistre [ maun tell ye I am to leave
your service and be marritt.,”

*1s not this very sudden, Mary?” in-
quired the lady. *“Who is the person
you expect to marry?”

“It is John Scott, mistress.”

“But you have known him for ashort
time. Iow can you trust a stranger?*
persisted the woman, raluctant to part
with a good-maid.

“Yes, 'tis true, but he's ken himsel’
mony years, and he says he's all
right, and I believe he is, for I asked
him, ‘Did he Ken the Ten Command-
ments? and he gave them, ivery one.
I asked him did he say the Shorter
Cathechism, and Le had it,iv-.  word.
Then I told him to grip his hands
quick and hard, and then, lady, 1 saw
he was a strong man, and I'm goin' to

gie him my hand.” — Dundee Adver-

tiser.

No More Deadlocks.

0ld Lawyer—Yes, sir; I'm in favor
of women jurors. If we had women to
fix up the verdicts there would be no
more disagreements or deadlocks.

Young Attorney—How do you figure
that out?

0ld Lawyer—All that would be neec-
essary to get a quick verdict would be
to send a newspaper to the jury room
containing a bargain advertisement
good for that day only.—Chicago News.

“PAGEANT."

Profestor Skeat on the Proper Prenufe
ciation of the Werd
Thste

d of trasting y ' nnl oleery.
o 0 s far better to anderstand the
principies that ern onr pronuancia
tion here s principle In par
tienlar whivh ! wmvidered, gives
R a good deal of help in the iInstance
nider consideration
In my “Primer of Euglish Etymol
oy’ 1 glve some mple rules of ae
contuntion.  Rule 1 I as follows

“When the
mented

length of a word is sug
long I« apt
1o e shortened by the aceentual stress
falllng wpon 1" Such sugmentation
& due to the formation of a derivative,

An easy example is seen in the case
of cone, pronounced with a long “o*
for If we form a derivative by adding
the suflix “ic” the result I8 conie, with
a short “o™

There Is a general principle that af
fects the wik language and sets up
a standard habit. By way of illustra.
tlon, compare bile with bilious, erime
with eriminal, brake and bracken, dine
and dinner, mine and mineral, coal and

an origin vowel

collier and perhaps at least seventy
more A\ remarkable instance is seen
in collie, which ix merely a new pro
nunciation  of conly Certain - dogs
were once led conly dogs because
of their coal black marking An ex
tonsion of the same principle may be

made in comparing the dissyllable
forms agent and cogent with the allied
trysyllables itate aud cogitate
When once such a principle has be
come ' it is obvious t a word
like p t will be influenced hy the
very large number of d ibles that
have the fe ‘ and this
is why t raly nor pronunciation
the v %
I do not « nly
that nam I ( 3
the a « 1 which the
“a* 1s shorten < er of course
e ¥y I t" has

our
est attent

rmal way

» it as If ft

primmer We do not

11 it with uble “m,” be.

it oonr We write

in order to
with tone and
nd we trust that the
reader, after he has thus
explained to him,
unciation for him-
< pageant may be
with magic and
London Academy.

STAGE FRIGHT.

amd mimi

tonic and co

show their
cone and niime,
unfortunate
had the etyme
will provide the j
self. Such a we

connection

1
v compared

d agitate

b¢ctors Have Been Known to Die From
Malady.
Perhur t ible malady
whicl n or in the.
! for 1 the pe-
i disease kn s stage fright
Thr 1 ng et
wo
hire il
thit nd
hire h
S0

iven him,

shaky being he .
appeared tly better, Lu’ no soonep
had he set his it on t) . stag
lie clapped his hand to his he
1 lo I and fell down dead. The
sensation  induced by
his heart,

ended thus

wias the case of the
strangely
never experienced stage |
playing with her fellow
1t who was seized with the
s first professional
through the
pter, her eyes
and when the
proved her exit from life's
the mimie boards, for
wred to her dressing room and
» state, from which

Foung mrutienr actress who,

1gh, had

by the
1

pr

sri

came it

stage as we
she stage
fell into
she never 1
Perhaps, however, the most peculiay
instance of nll was that of the veteran
v o had gone throuch thirty
K withont experieno
One night, however,
player that a
had_
1 of him and that he
wild ever act again,

he contide

ow
quite table
suddeniy taken b
did not think he

is comn
amd urged T
his astonishment
ed when the poor old player

nnnee Nervousness

as usnal, bu
well be concejv

vent
yent on

may

the stage and, after making severapy
vain efforts to s k, fell back and ex
pired. The doctor who made the post:

it death
action,

moriem examination stated t
was due to failure of the he

evidently induced by the presence of
an attack of stage fright.—Pearson’y
Weckly.
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lanshed at the notion.



