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By VIRGINIA TERHUNE VAN DEWATER,

Whan the plans for Jean's motor trip

to Pleasanton had been fully disoussed,
4t was decided that the lttle girl was to
be taken to Mrs. Robbing’ home and left
thera in charge of the Robblng mald untll
her brother should arrive,
- "Well, sald Dr. Haynes, an he aross to
his feet, “that's settled, and as I do not
peem to be of any further service here, ]
think I will be golng."

“But won't you stay to plek-up lunch-
eon with us?" asked Beatrice, with some
ombarrassment. Bhe was never at her
with this man, and she was awaro
of It. Bhe felt that hs understood
foo well and this fact confused her.
a8 & oldss, think that they
enlgmas to the opposite sex, and
But Dr. Haynes had
agninst the feminine
Beatrice had used effectively
men and he plgusd her, and
pometimes, disconcerted her by his evi-
comprehenalon of many of her de.
Impuires. He deéclined her In-
to remain to luncheon, pleading
excuse, His hostess
littie hall where
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Dr. Haynes!" she exolalmed,
ridiculovs of yot to think It werth
kindness! 1 am so
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.| and pawed the ground restiessly. Then,

she mourned her volce and manner when
she answered:

“l fear not” she sald more kindly,
“I'm just In the throes of packing pre-
paratory to going to Pleasantton to-
morrow, and I'm 35 tired that I really
think you would not enjoy my company,
oven if I had time to stop to entertain
you.”

“All right," responded the man. “Then
I won't bother you.!' But there wns &
note of disappointment or of displeasure
In his tone '

“l1 am really sorry,” sald the widow,
tomper subsiding and spirits rising as
she apprecinted that she was to be
spared & call from her aged suitor. “‘But
you must be sure to coma to sse me
soon as we're settled In Ploasanton, you
know," . y

“Thank you," sald the man. “Good-
bye!”

Beatrice returned the receiver to its
hook and went back to her roodm and
couch.

“1 stppose I've made him angry now,”
she muttered, ruefully. 'But I can't
help it and I don't mean to worry about
ft." Three minutes later she was elum-
bering peacefully.

Ar is usual with summer moving
Monday was hot. Aftir Peatrics
Been her ecstatically nappy daughige
borne off by the doctor mnd her truphs
and boxes carried away by the express.
man, she, Jack and Mary, laden wifh
bags and sult cases, took the subway
dowh to the Terminal bullding, Whate
théy boarded the tube train for the Jer-
tey Clty station, 3

T™he journey to Pleasanton ‘was watm,
dusty and uneventful. As Beatrice de-
scended from the car &t the  smart
suburban station her eyes lighted with
pleasure at seelng Helen, In a stylish
depot wagon, awalting her. The widow
bad been consclous of that depressed
feeling common o 80 Many persons
when they arrive, jaded and weary, at
the place in which they have declded to
spend the summer.

“Oh" she exclaimed, as she grasped
Helen's hand. “I'm glad to see you. I've
been 0 homesick and forlorm all the
m Mu &

Mre, Robbins lsughed merrily. “Icame
for you mysell," u‘ho sald, “and you
munst mit here by me on the front seat.
Jack and Mary can sit behind.™

The train Had not yet left the station,
and the nervour horse turned his head

-

ab the tralp, with. & sudden hissing of
steam, started, the animal reared upon
his hind legs.  Before he could do any
harm & man sprang at his head, caught
the-bridie, and, with a jerk, pulled him
down upon his four fest, and still holding
him, stroked his neck, talking to him
soothingly.

Realrice looked at the man curloualy.
He was tall, lean and dark and wore
tennis flarnels. His face seemed vaguely
famillar. when he smiled and lifted hin
hat in recognition of Helen's exclama-

tion 'gf gratitude as, the train: having
drawn out of the station, he 16t the' ner-
vous horse EO. %

"Who Is that?" asked Beatrice, when

connpcted conversation was once mors

i Maynard—Robert's

“That's Paul

brother,” “Holen answered. - “He's rich—
' | & mine operstor, I belleve. By the way,"
she added, after
& bachelor, too.”

a moment's pause, ''he’s

‘A menggerio Is & beastly affair at best.
The letter “a” Is one thing that makes

to date. but it's fool-
advance.
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HEN HAawKiNG ™M ;
ARY WAS uowmcm.!{.ﬁao’

HIMSELF INTO A STEW THE
CANNIBALS HAD PUT HEN
A

LIKE ATURKISH
DANCER SUDDENLY PULLING
A BOOR OU T OF HIS COPT

HE TURNED T0 THEM AND
iN A HISH TENOR VOICE READ,

"W THE MAHOGANY DESK
SHOULD CRY WouLD
THE OAK ROCKER?

WILLIE RINSE qu
CANIHERE CoMEs
FATHER.

A BOOB IS AN AWFUL THING

X

DONT CRY MY BoY' SAID
THE KIND %ﬂm&b'umm
IT MUST COME TO ALLOF US
LOOK AT THE TIME | WRoTE
TO BoSToCK FORA TIGER
ANDHE DROPPED ME A LION'
GET WATSON QuiICk!
THIS JOKE LEFT ALUMINUM
WITH SURPRISE

ON WITH THE
EARMUFFES. Boys !/

HERE COMES THE
WATER MELON

TRAMBO- MISTAR JORNSON DO|
YOU KNOW DAT DE BESIWAY
TOKILL f¢IAN 15TO TELL HIM
A LOT OF JOKES ABOUT BuLL-

DOESNT SEEM POSSIBLE

IN DE PRAPERS HOW DE PRISON

GET THE STRAPS

SER PR

GENTLEMEN BE SEATED
TA-RA-RA -RA

ETS .
MR JOHNSON- WRY THAT

TELL ™ME HOWYOU CANDOIT
TAMBO~WELL DONT YOU READ

ER WAS RIDDLED WITH
BULLETS.
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P, BERVISS,

Here is « photograph, made a few
weeks agu, of the Emperor Wiillam 11 of
Cermany and President Ferrer of the
Bwisa ropublic standing side by side In a
, |street In Zurich, Bwitserland. The em-
peror, who s a “good fellow” when he

chooses to unbend from his Imperiu! dig-

visits to

A

Emperor and President

R

=

minute incidents of the visit

Thers appears to be considerable heart-
burning in France over this visit of the
representative of medieval ideas about
government to the traditional home of
suspicion is
pre-

i
g

{ France—which almost every Frenchman

belleven I sure to come, and that soon. J:
But at present I have nothing to do with
that aspect of the subject I am ecoh-
cerned with the striking contrast whieh
this pleture presents in the outward as-
pect of repubilcanism and monarchy as
showa by their representatives., And |t
suggests to & thoughtful observer much
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By WINIFRED BLACK.

He has pald you marked attention for
two years you say, You have given up
all other friends to ba free to devote
yourself to him. Everone thinks you are
engaged. You love
him and you think
he loves you, but
he npever says a
word about mar-
rlage.

You have &
chance to go south
and take a very
good position In &
fine wchicol. He
hates to have you
go, but still says
nothing about mar-
riage. You bhate
to Jeave him—
what shall you do?

Go south, young
woman—go  south
or go west or east or north—or go any-
where, anywhere on earth, to get away
from a selfish man llke this one you say
you love,

If he should ask you to marry him to-
morrow—just as you have your trunk
packed and your ticket Dbought—say
“no,” and mean it, and be thankful to
be out of & dlag;rmhla predicament B0
easlly.

Just think, you might marry him and
then where would you be? Tied for life
to a selfish, self-centered nobody, who
hasn't blood enough in his velns to know
how to piay the part of & man,

He's just the .sort of fellow who'd
leave you alone all summer while he
went fishing with the boys

Exactly the type of man who would
have his relatives erowding your houss
from cellar to Earret, not leaving ¥you
even a cubby haole to keep for a real
friend of your own.

The kind of man who'd expect you to
§0 to bed only when he was sleepy, and
sit up late no matter how. tired you
were when he happened to be wakeful.

He'd want you to lay out his clothep,
and find his collars, and pack his, valise,
and run his exrands, and nurse his: dys-
pepsia, and enfgrtain his friends, and he
wouldn't let you speak above a whisper
it he happened to have ‘s headnche.

And he'd take violent dislike to every-
one you liked.

He'd want & diet something special, ali
the time, and he'd talk symptoms and
expect you to be ebsorbed with Interest.
And he’d live In his own lttle, narrow,
self-centered world all alone, and all
you'd get would be just a peep In through
gome very narrow littie window when he
happenied to feeci really pleasant over
the way he got the best of someone at a
bargain.

And he wouldn't see how you could eat
this, or why you would want to do that,
and he'd lumber up the house with all
kinds of fussy old bachelor notions and
whims, and musts, and can'ts, and shall
nots, till you'd feel as If you were living
In a gluss retort—the kind the vivisection.
Iste ae so fond of putting a poor, harm-
less lttle rabbit under, just to see how
long it can live without breathing.

Run away, little woman, run away!
Run far and run fast, you've had an as-
cape. That man you wonder about I8 no
mystery st all; there’s no welrd, strangs
reason why he can't marry, in all prob-
ability. He's just the eort of man who
wants all the fun of a bright woman's
company without having to support her,
That's all. That's what Is the matter
with him, in plain English. He may not
know. it,; but that's all

Don't grieve over your lost admirer,
little woman, he's just an imitation.

Go down south, you'll find plenty of

real men down there. They may be &
little high flown in the way they talk
and you may think they are laughing si
you at first when they begin the old
fashioned compliments that went out of
fashion In the north before the war, bui
they are men, all right.

They know when they are in lave gnd
whom they are In love with, and they'll
let.you know {t, too, without a minute's
hesitation.

Or go west. They ralse u breed of ren!
men out there on the plalns and up in
the mountains; men who aren't afraid
they’ll have to glve up an extra ecigar
or 5o a day just because they have a
woman to support. Men who want to do
the supporting, too, and who'll insist upon
it, no matter how many schools you ecan
find.

Forget the imitation, little woman, for.
get the Imitation. The world Is full of
real men. Take one of thein for yours for
life, or eise live alone. You'll be happler.

The Manicure Lady

“Wilfred bought a dog the other day, ’
sald the Manioure Lady. *“It was one of
them Boston bulls. The poor boy didn't
have no sugar to glve his bride except
that gift, so he thought he might as weil
make her a present of that as long as he
got It for nothing from a gent that he
knew when he was a kid.

“I don't like the jdea of dogs In the
city, George. They ain't no good for
nothing. What's the use of having them
for wateh dogs when you ain't got any-
thing in the fiat to watch? The only
place for a dog Is the country, anyway,
and tha more 1 see of & clty, George, the
more it seems to me that the country is
as good a place for human beings as It Is
for doge. and maybe better.

“This dog that Wilfred bought was a
kind of funny looking, sad little ocur, like
one of Wilfred's poems. It looked kind
of hopeless, I mean. The poor boy
thought that his bride would ke it, but
I-know better. Three days' acquainiance
with her taught me, George, that she
wasn't in the mood to llke anything, and
never would be In the mood. 3

“That's why 1 felt kind of sorry for
poor brother when he asked me to go
over to his flat with him while he made
the presentation spesch. He had 8 poem
all wrote oul to say when he gave the
mutt to the girl that he had took for his
wife, and between you and me, George,
the poem was as bad as the dog. This is
how it want"'— ;

“Don't start It, please,” said the Head
Barber.
writes gives a man the creeps. Lay off
on It and let's talk about the weather,

Let's talk about anything—but no poems

wrote by your brother.”

““But I must tell you this one, George.”
sajd the Manlourse Lady. ‘'The pame of
it alone struck me kind of funny—'A
FPoem to a8 Pup.' Fancy that, George!
I have heard a lot about poems to ladlez
and pooms to thelr hats and thelr fans,
and poems to dark eyes and to blpe eves,
but that was the first tme I ever heard
& poem to a pup. Listen, George:

Poor litle pup that shiverest,

“Poorlittle pup, with nerves that gquive-

Pool;“;l'uh pup that needs my strong
arm’s protection,

I hope thou wiit live till after election.”
“That is the cheeslest poem that 1 ever

heard.” deciared the Head Barber. “What

did the bride do when she heard It
“She crled,” sald the Manicure Lady.
“Well, it won't ba the only time she

ever cried or ever will ory,” sald the Head

Barber. '

Note the emperor, with his Imperial
star blasing on his breast, his fanciful
decorations, his war-cap and his gword,
and then turn to the Swiss t in
his simple dress of an ordinary i
Which one would you prefer to have as
the head of your government and the
chosen manager of the affalra of your
country? Which exhibita the most real
di;nily\? Which stands for the best and
most modern Ideas? Here you have, at
a glance, the two master forces in the
political world of todey crystallised 'k;w-
fore your eyes—on the ome side imper-
lalisam, the notion of a great natlon gov-
erned by a family sprung from maraud-
ing barons of a dark age, glittering with
the (nsignia of inherited power, which
goes with the blood: and on the other
side the republican idea, the right of the
people to choose thelr ruler according to

his qualities and abilities, Tepresonted by igtar

democratie simplicity and common elti-
zenship.

“There s a kind of American, so-called,
who, when he goes to Europe, finds
gamething admirable and impressive In
the fantastical displays and dress and
armor, golden stars, glittering escorts and
imposing social functions, of which
monarchy is so fond, and through which
it - impreases  Its - legend . ypon simple

minds ‘There are sven citizens of our
country who are dissatisfled becauss we
have nothing resembling & court at
Washington. They dislike Jeffersonian

ditizen. | simplicity. They would willingly see our

ropresentatives abroad fagged out with
@ecorstions, kowtowing befors monarchs,
and tangling thelr heels with ridiculous
swords, Fortunately such persoms are
few in number. They have no intellectual
force, and no influence among us.

Fortunately, too, these thing are losing
their power In Europs. The knell of
monarchy has sounded. A paralysis s
coming over it Even In Russia monarchy
is not what it was, and never can be
again. But much of the outer dazzie re-
malins. The monarchs all wear a peculiar
star, which proclaims that they are of
superior birth to ordinary meortals, and
when the average European sees that
| he, symbolically at least,
falls on his If he has a soul fet-
tered and blinded by tradition he ac-
knowledges, in his heart, hip essential
inferiority to its wearer, He may be
consclous that he possesses greater In-
tallectual power, and possibly a better
moral chamaeter, than the mag with the
atar—but that makes no difference. The
star shows royal descent.
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*The poems that your brother,
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