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SHORT STORIES.
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A MUTILATED POET,

When a western editor wus sitting In
&is office one day a man whose brow
was clothed with thunder entered,
Fercely melzing a chair, he slammed
ks umbrella on the floor, and sat down.

“Are you the editor?" he asked.

“Yen,”

“Can you read writing?"

"Of course.”

“Read that, then," he sald, thrusting
Mt the colonel an envelope, with an In-
seription upon It.

“B—,"" sald the Colonel, trylng to
well it

“That’'s not & B, It's amn 8" sald the
man.
“8; oh, yes; I see! Well, It looka Mke
‘Balt for dinner,’ or ‘S8ouls of sinners,” "
said the colonel.

*“No, Eir,” replied the man; “nothing
of the kind! That's my name—Bamuel
H Brunner. I knew you couldn’'t read,
[ called to mee about that poem of mine
you printed the other day, on the ‘Bur-
sease of SBorrow! ™

“l don't remember 11, sald the col-
anel.

“Of course you don't, because It went
lato the paper under the Infamous title
of 'Bmenrcase Tomorrow.'"

“A blunder of the oomposlitor's, 1
uppose.”

*Yen, wir; and that's what I want o
see you about. The way in which that
poem was mutllated was simply scan-
falous. 1 haven't slept a night since. It
wixposed me to derislon. People think
that | am an ass. Lot me show you,
The first line when I wrote it read in
this way:

Lying by a weeping willlow, under-
neath a pentle slope,

**That is beautiful, poetic, affecting.
Now, how did your vile sheet present
it to the public?

Lylng to a weeping widow to Induce
her to elope,

*“Weeplng widow, mind you! A wid-
sw! O, thunder and lightning; thla I
oo much!

*Hut look a-here at the fourth verse.
That's worse yet:

Cast thy pearls before the swine and
lose them in the dirt.

He sets it up in this fashion:

Cart thy pills before the sunrise and
love them If they hurt

“Now, lsn't that a cold-blooded out-
rage on o man's feelingn? ['ll leave It
to you If it Isn't"”

“It's hard, that's & fact,”
DJolonel.

“And then take the fifth verse, In the
arlginal manuscript it sald, pialn  as
Aaylight:

Takeé away the Jingling money; It I»

only glittéring dross

“In its printed form you made me
Ly .

Take away the Ungling honey;
some flles In for the boss.

“Hy George, 1 felt llke braining you
with a fireshovel! [ was never s  cut
up In my life. There, for Instance, wis
the sixth verse, 1 wrote:

[ am weary of the tossing of the ooean
as It heivea

It |s a lovely line, too. But imagine
my horror and the angulsh of my fam
lly when 1 opened your paper and saw
the line transformed Into:

[ um wearing out my trousers till they
open at the knees.

“That s a little too much. That
seems to me like carrying the thing an
loch or two too far. 1 think 1 have u
ponstitutional right to murder that
pompasitor; don’t youI™

“1 think you have.”

“Lot me read you one more verse. |
wrote:

1 swell the flying echoos as they roam
among the hills,

And I feel my soul awakening to the
,ecatasy that thrille

“Now, what do you s'pose your mis
arnble outcast turned tbat Into? Wby,
Into this:

1 smell the frying shoes as they oconst
along the bulls,

And 1 peel my soul mistaken In the
erctary that whirls

“1 must glay that man, where is he?”

“He i out just now,” sald the col-
onel. "Come In tomorrow."”

ST will,” snld the poet, "and 1 will
come armed.'"—FEx.
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BIG DOG FELT THE HEAT.

The big dog lay on the pavement in
front of the custom house In New York
He was a yellowlsh, brindly sort of
dog, enveloped in & coat of heavy fur
that seemed very much out of place
with the thermometer at 93, Bo the
blg dog thought, at any rale, for his
tace expressed extreme weiriness, and
from his open panting mouth great
drops of water dripped on the hot flag-
stones. A sympathetic crowd of mes-
penger boys and Joungers gathersd
around him and volunteered counsel
after the manner of the angels min-
Istering to Elljah,

"Hully gee! But ha's & whale” sald
one.

“Newfoundland,” suggested another,

“Naw, he ain't nelther,” sald the shoe
string man. “Bt. Bunnard, you can al-
always tell 'em by the color.”

“Italiana dog; verra good; siT' chat-
tered the pusheart man, showing all
his white teeth in the delight the mug-
gestion afforded him.

“That dog don’t act right, 1 tell you,”
eald a seedy looking man, Impressive.
ly. “Look st them eyes. 1 shouldn’t
wonder If he was going mad. He
wouldn’t be the first one this hot
wenther, either”

The big dog turned his head slight-
ty and looked up as if In appreciation
of the speakers acumen. Beveral of
the crowd drew back.

“That's the idea,” sald the peedy
jooking man. “dlve him ailr. Most

he's run all the way from Har-
down hers In the first slages of
hyderfoby. Wthemd-.i'-urum

@omething to cool his blood,

suggested & small newshoy, who wes
quickly suppressed.

“That kid's all right,” sald the seedy
looking man, who was gaining confi-
dence, ""We got to do something. One of
you fellows g0 for a pollceman and an-
other of you get a chunk of lce some.
where. Maybe we can save him yel.”

Two of the messenger boys hurried
away with the spirit of noble charity
in their pace. The crowd by this time
had Increased to a small multitude,

“Now,'” sald the seedy-looking man,
turning to a fakir, “gimme one of
them fans and I'll keep down his tem-
perature till they git back.”

He eelzed the broad palm leaf, and
stepping in lront of the canine suffer-
er, described an arc through the alr
which caused the fan to pass within
three Inches of the patient's nose.

“Ounce!” pald the big dog, Indlg-
nantly, starting to his feet. "“Ounce!
Ounce! Ounce!” he continued loudly.

But by that time there were only a
few whose physical Incapacity left
them still within hearing; these only
nceelerated thelr speed. The big dog
opened his eyes In melancholy wonder
and settled himself upon the pavement.

Thn a cool-appearing man in a blue
sult came out of the custom houss,
gays the New York Sun, and said
“Here, Rex,"” and the big dog rose and
followed him down the strest toward
Broadwsy.

Plve minutes later three pollcemen
rounded the corner ot double quick
time, an mmbulance dJdashed up, and
the gong of an approaching fire engine
was heard up the block. But they found
only an overturned pushcart, whose
owner was gathering up his wares with
soft Itallan curses, & man pleking up o
scattered stock of palm leaf fans, and
a crowd of people watching from the
second-story windows.

HE ENEW THE ROPES.

It's the canny old bird that cannot
be caught with the bird lime of litign-
tion.

You've probably heard of Lawyer
Huckeélt of Somerset. A little while
ago he purchased some land over
which there had been a lawsuit for
years, until the parties had spent half
a dozen times what the land was worth
Hackett knew all about it. Bome of
the people wondered why he wanted Lo
get hold of property with such an inou-
bus of uncertalnty on It. Others
thought that perhaps he wanted soms
jegnl knitting work and would piteh In
redhot to fight that line fence guestion
on his own heook,

That'® what the owner of the adjoin.
ing land thought, says the Baltimors
Herald, 8o he bruce dhimgelf for trou-
ble when he saw Hackett coming saroes
thie flelds one day.

Sald Hackett: “Where's your clalm
here, anyway, s to this fence?”

~] insist,” replied the nelghbor, “that
your fence Is over on my land two feet
at one end and one foot st leaxt at the
other end.”

“Well,” replled Hackett, "you g
ahend just a8 quick wa you can nnd get
your fence over. AL the end where you
say that I encroach on you Lwo feel
wed the fence onto my land four feet
At the other ¢nd push it onto my land
two feel”

“But,” persisted the nelghbor, “that’s
twice what 1 cladm.™

“] don't cure about that,” sald Hack.
etl  “There’'s bevn fight enough over
thig land. 1 want you to take enough
»0o you are perfectly satisfled you huve
got your right, nnd then we can gl

wong all pleasantly, Go ahead and
help yourself."
The man paussd, ubashed, He bad

boen ready to commence the old gtrug-
gle, tooth and nall. HBut this move of
the new nelghbor stunned him. Yot
he wasn't to be outdone In generoslty
He looked at Hackett

"Squlre,” sald he, “that fence adn't
going to be moved aun inch. 1 don't
want the blamed old land There
warn't nothing to the fight but the
principle of the thing.”

A MATRIMONIAL MIX-TP.

A few more such matrimonial prob-
lema na thiat of which the Rlchmond,
England, justices have patiently but
vainly sought a rolutfon would proba-
bly render an appointment on the Com.
mission of the Pewce i lems coveted hon-
oF than It I8 wt present  Mrn Gobson
a fow weeks ogo sumanoned her hus-
band for arrears of nudntenance under
an urder, and the defaulting Gibson
pleaded that a former husband of his
reputed wife—one Joe Boxall—-was silll
living, At & subsequent hearing Sam-
weirl Boxall, & brother of Joe, appeared
and deposed that he had met him last
spring.

At the next hearing, a day or two
agv, & man claiming to be Joe Hoxall
himself entered the witness box and
swore that he separated from his wife
about twenty years ago, and had near-
1y ever since been llving In  France.
Confronted with this witness, Mrs, Hox-
all stoutly aMrmed that he was not
Joe Boxall, but Joe's bruther, Tom,
who, she sald, had gone to Australia
about the same time that ber own hus-
band went to France,

Other wilnesses, however, swore pos-
itively to their recognition of him as
the veritable Joseph which they had
known eighteen or twenly Years ago,
und Hamuel Boxsll, on being further
interrogated, declared that Tim did
nol go to Australin untll several yearn
after Joe disappeared; that he was llv-
ing elghteen months ago In Western
Australia, when he had written to his
brother Ramuel, and added, by way of
putting & final touch to the confusion,
that Tom “had a wife of his own now
lving in Battersea.'

On the other hand, there are un-
doubtedly weak points In the alleged
Joseph's nocount of himself, for where-
as Bamuel had described him as able

to wrile Jetters, and Mrs. Gibson's

marriage certificate purported to bear
his signature, he admitted In cross
examination that the poble art of pen-
manship was not Included among his
secomplishments. There was & cob-
slderable gap, too, in his French rec-
ord which he at last endeadvorsd to fill
up by stating that he had been “In the
ginger beer department”’—a  ministry
which 18 certalnly not known in Paris
by that name, though In the present
state of effervescence over the “Affalre
Dreyfus” it would be no unapt descrip-
tion of more than one official bureau,

In the result the hench declined to
make the order applied for by Mra:
Gibson againet her sscond husband;
but “they dld not otherwise express
any opinlon on the case” This de-
clsion seems to mean that though they
cannot for the moment precigely Indi-
cate the persons lable for Mrs, Gib-
son’s mulntenance, they [feel reasgon-
ably certain thut he will ultimately be
disenvered somewhere or other among
the crowd of Boxalls. No accounts are
yet to hand of the condition of the
magletrates gince the lust hearing of
the casé; but we should think 1t not
improbable that some of them are suf-
fering from acute headache,

HIDDEN IN PETTICOATSH.

Quite a4 sensation was recently caus—
e at Jassy, In Roumanii, by the death
of & Mme. Balsch, who has, by her ec-
centricities, for years past, attracted
much attention In thet town,

Some years ago she was the wife of
& Herr Veldimann, by whom she had a
daughter, After a year or two of mar-
ried life ghe divorced him and A mar-
rled n Herr Balech, by whom ghe had &
gon. Boon after the latter’s birth she
left her second hushand,

She then went to Parls, where she
ealled herself Countess von Balsch.
Toward her children she never seemed
to feel mnything but the greatest ha-
tred, and when her son  died she sent
the body to hig father for burial. Ehe
turned her daughter out of her house,
and the unfortunate girl wus only kept
from starvition by the kindness of rei-
atives, After the death of her second
hustiand ehe returned to Roumanle,
where she Nved In complete retire-
ment.

In epite of the fact that she was ex-
tremely wealthy she lved in the most
wretched manner, and was generadly
reputed to be a miger. A few dnys ngo
ghe dled. When her daughter ocame
to examine her belongings no trace of
money could be found. In golng
through her mother's clothing, how-
ever, she noticed thiut one of the pettl-
conte sremed stiff, as if heavily lined.
She ripped 1L open and found over 200,
Wi notes sewed under the lining.

This put her on the track, and all
her mother's petiteoats, of which she
had an enormous number, were exim.
ini<l. In nearly every one large sums
of money were found, amounting all
together to between 2,000,000 and 3,000,-
o) fruncs,—Fremdenblatt.

1J HUNG CHANG'S MISTAKB.

One Aay, eome years ago, Ld Hung
(thang wne making a journey from
Ton-Tein to Bhanghul, on the stewner
of the Chinese Mutual company, of
which he {8 the principal owner, says
the Philadelphia Baturday Post. Belng
of an Inquiring dsposition he ~anked
many tuestioms about  the machinary
and the furniehings of the ship. What
Interestisl him most was the baromster,
and Captaln Baker expiulned [t with
great care wod deseribed the minutest
detalla

Severn] montha after, when Captaln
Hiker arrived at Tien-Tein at the end
of o voyage, he was Informed at the
steamahlp office that Earl LI wanted
v see him at the Vieeroy's yamen.
The captain, Jjudging from the expe-
rleness  of other men, expected to re-
cefve i rewnrd for falthful service, and
dresplng himeell  with  care took &
fekshaw  for the realdence of the
greatest man in China. Upon arrival
he was shown inte the peception roeom,
and pretty soon L4 Hung Chang made
hiR appearines, followed by & pervant
carrying & handsomely mounted ma-

hogany btox.  He put It on the table,
opened i1, BAd took out A heautiful
barometer, which had just arrived

from Parie. After Captaln Tker hud
ndmired the mechanism of the instra-
ment, Earl Ld turned to him and sald:
“Now, 1 want you to show me how
you foretell events with this thing."”
“You cannot foretell events with a

baromaeter,” sald Captaln Baker, in
gurprine.”

“You told me you could” retorted
Earl L

“] never 411 anything of the kind"
exolnimed the astonished epeaman. *I
told you that by comparing the changea
in the temperature and the direction of
the wind with the movements of this
instrument we could anticipate o storm,
but 1 did not say anything about fore-
telling events, becnuse that Is impossl-
ble

The viceroy stared at the sallor with
astonishment, and exclnimed:

“You fre an lgnorant, Iscompetent
fellow. Don't you know that the
weather is the most upcertain thing in
the world? Other evenls are governed
by laws and arbitrary conditions, from
which the weather Is entirely free, and
anybody who can find out what the
weather Is golng to be ought to be
able to foretell ordinary events.

Then with & sontemptuous motion he
Alsmissed Captain Baker from hin pres-
ence, and never spoks to him again

-— -

“Why doee Misa Leftover say she s
twenty-four when everybody knows she
is forty."

“Perhapa she Is trr!nT to take advan.
tage of the speculative instinot in
men."”

“How can that beT’

“ghe may think that some would be
willing to take her at twenty-four

would consider her toe high at Ly
—Detroit Free Presa
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?!l.r," as she ployfully styled Mr. Ver-
=

THE BABY.

=fghe I8 a lttle hindeAing thing
The mother said,

1 Go not have wn hour of peace,
T she's In bed.

“Bhe clings unto my hand or gown,
And follows me

About the house from room 1o reom—
Talks constantly

“She 18 n bundle full of nerves
And wilful wayer

Bhe does nol sieep full sourd at nights
Bcarce any duys

“She does not like to hear the wind,
The durk she fenrs;

And piteously ehe calls Lo me
To wipe her Lears,

“She 1# a little hindering thing,”
The mother gald

“HBul still she Is my wine of life,
”}' l‘llil}‘ bread."

The children—whut a load of care
Thelr coming brings;

But, oh! the grief when God doth stoop
To give them wings.

—_— - - - -

A FAREWEL
PERFORMANCE

L B R N R R

Jucfl Hallldny and Dorls Verrall were
what the poclety papers—especially the
penny ones—call “smart people.”” They
Hved in g Adear Httle world of thelr own,
whoee ‘Inhabitants had nothing what-
ever to do but ent, drink and be merry;
& charming sphere where everybody
tried their very hardest to be amusing
and wamlable, and where nothing was
ever taken serlously—that is, In public.
The greatest enemy of these Utoplans
witg horedom, snd this they avolded by
being euperfcial—merely sipping at
things instead of imbibing the huge
Araughts that ordinary mortals are apt
to indulge In. When they did a good
deed they did It by stealth and threw
mud at It afterwurds; when they epoke
of things humand and divine they hid
thelr true selves and real meaning un-
der an impenetrable cloak of flppant
slung and cheap witticilems. Each one
of them was 8 hero or heroine of an
external comady with a single part.
Thue, the net result of thelr acqualint-
anceship was that Dorls Verrall had
never got A word of sober sénse out of
Juck Halliday, while Jack Halllday had
never hesrd n syllable of wisdom issue
from the delicate lps of Dorle Yerrall,

Doris was an only child and mother-
legs. She and her father had kept
houres toetgher and mutually spollt one
another these laft fifteen years They
had n minlature Mayfalr palace all to
themeelves, an Arcadla that would
have surprigsed most of the Utoplana
wmong whom Dorle tok her pleasures,
by reason of Ita restful simplieity and
quiet affections. Father and daughter
were very fond of each other, each in
thelr own way—Mr. Verrnll In a dignl-
fied, sld world manner that reminded
one of Haleac's elderly aristocrats,
while Dorls showed her affection by be-
ing dlsrespectful, She treated "Dad-
all, lke a big spolled child, and ho
was 28 clay under her fingers,

It was a Funday evening In June.
The sky war clearing fost after & day's
rain, and London looked as if it had
just coms home from the laundry.

Dwrig and Mr. Verrall, who had gone
down to the park for & miid constitu-
tlonal, ran up agsinst Jack Halllday,
bent on & similar errand, and bore him
home to dimner. He had never dined
en famille with the Verralls and won-
dered what It would be Hke. The Idea
rpeemed strange at firet glght because it
wis new. London men are above all
thinga creatures of habit, three-quar-
ters of whose llves are carefully plan-
ned and mapped out for them by that
huge muaching, eoclety. This saves them
the trouble of thinking, and other dis-
comforte. 8o Halllduy thought for a
moment and came 1o the conclusion
that Dorls wusg o nlee girl and would
keep him In & god temper half the even-
ing If he kept her amueed the other
half. Mr. Verrull he hardly knew,

The dinner was a success. All thres
enjoyed It—Jiack Hallldny most of all
It was différent from the shallow glit-
ter of his everyday life. It reminded
him of “Home Bweet Home” and the
domestle Dorls carefully looking after
her white-halred old father wis an un-
expected revelution. It seemed strange
to think that thix pattern of fillal af-
feotlon was the eynical, witty and filp-
pant Doris Verrall he hud hitherto
know.n For a minute or Lwo the very
thought made him uncomfartably self-
consclous. He was an Intruder, he had
no place in the domestlc economy of
that household, mo right to pry Into
their attachment and intimacy. This
feeling gave way after the first few
moments. No one, save himself, notlced
the Incongruity of his presence; he Wus
svidently a welcome guest and helong-
od to the pleture. Doris hed never meen
him so quiet before, To him she seemed
a new belng, more llke one of the peo-
ple In the books he read In his lonely
chambers than the Miss Verrull of
yesterday, When she talked to the old
man the theater with the msolitary actor
seamed to have closed its doors; but
whenever she addresscd o remark to
Jack the portals reopened, the fool-
lights glured brightly as ever. Perhapn
it was hin fault. Habit was stronger

than nature. He could mot speak as|

he felt, and she took the cue, In spite
of themselves they could not shake off
the heartless jargon that velled their

true selves In a most of precocioun

cooksureness, cynical affectation and
superficial worldiiness.

The old gentleman lstened amusedly.
He rather onjoyed their curious meth-
ods of evading senne and xincerity.
There was a csrtain misapplied clever-
ness In It &ll that was new to him and
saemed full of the pretty vanity and
overflowing vitality of youth—simply

& mood, a mood that had Its faults, no
doubt, but waas interesting all the aume.

_. ? “gww .

| He a1 not know that Jack and Doris]
spent the greater part of their lves
amid wimlinr drivel, and that both, in
that instant, were tired to death of It

donthed, To them It sounded out
of place, bad taste, even vulgar. Yet
it was thelr language; they could not
shitke it off; they could not talk to each
uther but In that profane tongue.
Each could see the reflection of thelr
thoughts in the other's eyes, but nelth-
er wae #trong enough or bold enough
to be real, to rebel

They grew silent after a time while
Mr. Verrall talked Jovingly about
books and pletures and men and wo-
men who had written and painted them.
The old gentleman had a simple, home-
ly wny about him that was restful,
Dorls and Jack listened conlentedly,
and egain Halliday thought of the peo-
ple In the books, while the girl looked
encouragingly at her father—even
tenderly, Jack thought. She stayed In
the dining room while the men smoked
n olgar, and then Mr. Verrall, with
many apologles, settied In a blg arm
chulr for his usual after-dinner nap.
1t was nearly duek, and Jack asked
ter to play for him In the twilight, so
they went up stairs to the drawing
room, Doris seated herself at a plano
while he went over to the fireplace and
sank deep Into B big chair plled with
cushions. Doris played divinely and
the musle went deep Into his soul. 1t
wove subtle spells as it filtered through
the shadowy room and made him
sink deeper into the chair and guard
the sllence of death lest he ghould lose
& slngle note of the harmony that spoke
to him out of the dimness, out of the
fleecy haze that wrapt all things. A
whole world of epirite whispered in his
ears: they told him of Jack Halllday—
much about Jack Halllday. The little
devils that pop in and out of ever;
man's past were murmuring fitfully
around him, exercised maybe by the
dim light, maybe by the music and
shadowy figure at the plano, maybe by
all three together, It was too dark for
Dioris to se his face, Bo he left his
feelings have full play. Every note
raked up some long forgotten dust
heap In his heart, recalled thought
after thought of past homes, ambitions
and love—chiefly love. Shadowy faces
of nameless men and women, faces
jong forgottéen and all too well remem-
bered, that had left thelr mark on boy-
hood, youth or manhood, rose from out
the gloom. Now the notes wove them-
pelves into words—eoft words that had
made his heart beat madly In other
days, or humbled him through their
wealth of spotless purity. It was quite
Aurk now, save for the moonlight, but
he st 8till In the chalr listening to the
volees that surged In his ears. He had
ghut his eyes and preseed both hands
to them go that he should be still blind-
¢d to the present—hlind to all save the
sweet paln of the hour, the gadness and
longing for better things that filled his
niked soul,

Suddenly the music ceased. Dorls
closed the plano with a bang and, turn-
ing & tap In the wall above her head,
filled the room with a great blage of
Itght. Halllday sprang hastlly from
his chalr, then, regalning eome of hig
old ocomposure, “By Jove, you might
give a fellow some waming!" he sald.
Bhe smiled, dlvining the cause of his
nervous face and the softness in hia
sves with & woman's ready Intultion,
Then they both rubbed thelr eyes be-
caumse of the sudden glare of the elec-
tric  lUght, till she laughingly said’
“Cunght you napping. Mr. Halllday! I
rexlly didn’t know that you ever took
anything serfously.,” and a pleture of
the Invariably Aippant and supercillous
Jack Halliday rose up before her. She
wilw a half reproschful, half pained
look in hie eyes, #o she added, *1
must't be personal or you'll hate me;"
then, tuking & chalr to the other slde
of the freplicce, she went on tentative-
Iy, "Let's talk sober sense for an hour
or two and keep up the Muslon.”

“Intoxloated nonsense (8 nicer, ian‘t
1 e angwend wenkly.

vMr., Halllduy, do you want me 0
frown?™

YN0, hut—" the smile that was on his
face dled awey as the paln In his eyes
deepened. Do you know what you are
reking? Are you In earnest? Shall
we really take eich other geriously for
u change?' He puusged here, wonder-
ing whether single men and women
eyver Ald tuke each other seriously—in
hig world, at least. In the other world,
where people had to work for a Uving,
it was different. They had to he peri-
nus or go under. Then he looked at
her for an anfwer, marvellng at the
kindnees and gpood will in her face,

“Why not?" ghe eald slowly. “Does-
n't the smal talk sometimes hore you
more than the big worda? Weren't you
serious when 1 turned the light on?
Tvll me what you were thinking about,
iIf I'm not too curious,”

Doris was silent now. She was walt-
ing for him to speak. Her heart weas
too full for words, filled by that strange
new sensatitn that made her wish to
help him, to comfort him and give
| happiness even atl the risk of her life,
u feeling unecifish, self-sacrifice, and
purely womanly that Increascd with
every word that he uttered.

Juck began nérvously, gainin gforce
| A8 he went mplong. “The music rather
| stirred me up and set me thinking of
the nothing, the empty nothing that
represents my past—a thing 1 thought
wis gone and done with—quite gone,
It's diferent with you,” he went on,
"You've gol some one at home you can
Itulk wense to, 1 haven't. [ st alone
in my rooms sometimes and think of
another life than the feeble Imitation
of o one 1 lead—sometimer real, some-
thing like the people who say, "Time
in money’' lead. We say, 'Time In made
to be killed." 1T suppore It's  because
we've got the money. It's not the work
1 want, but 11’8 something different to

[to him. He thanked her with his sym
and comtinued: “This may be seatl.
ment, even sickly sentiment, but yow
know that when & man begins that way
he Is ten times worse than & woman
It's & long time since 1 saw anything
real—anything lasting. Perhaps If 1 had
I would not have belleved in i, would
have pooh-poohed it. May I be person-
al? I envied your father tonight and
I envied you I alwaye thought your
life as empty and as hollow as mine,
or else I should never have complained.
It was ell new to me; it ought not to
have been—only one forgets every-
thing In time. I suppose the real world
is full of men and women who live for
men and women, but I've been playing
my part alone all these years without
help and without helping.” He spoke
disjolntedly, with & volece changing
from husky to Lroken and back agsin,
rolling out every word painfully, sad-
1y, as though he were alone in the room
and speaking to himself. He kept his
eyes away from Doris, save every now
and agaln when he looked at her wist-
fully, pleadingly. When he caught her
eye he say pity in it and even fancled
there was love as well. Her face waa
that of & woman—a real woman, tems
der and sympathetle,

He continued his monologue. “Then
the twilight and the music, and may I
g4y you, too, got hold of me and set
me thinking of my people that are gone
and the slster miles away in India, and
a thousand other selfish thoughts of
self-pity. But it's not too late to joln
the other people, to get out of the nar-
row world, the pack-of-cards thing I've
bulit—that’s now toppling over.” He
stopped and looked at her Inquiringly
for words, He knew she would coms-
fort him, ocould eomfort him, that he
could find peace, even happiness, with
her. It was all part of the new senpa-
tion that had made him pour his heart
out to her and look to her for help to
face hs new life. She spoke to him. It
was difficult for her to restraln her
volce lest it should be too tender, but
there was an occasional tear In it In
spite of her self-command; and he lov-
ed her the betetr for it, She even
thanked him for the conmfidence he had
shown her; and then she spoke to him
of his family and himsecif and other
things they had only dared to vaguely
hint at In the past.

They sat long together, talking as
0ld friends dofl openly, Intimately, with.
out restraint. There was & NEW BeNSS
of rest In both thelr hearts now;, =
vague thing that people recognize and
call happlnese when it has become &
memory,

The house was very quiet; there was
a Etiliness over all things that was al-
must new to them, They had avolded
it In the other days. The play with the
one part wes over now, and the theater
razed to the ground.

Mr. Verrall came in later on and
joined them, till Jack reluctantly said
good-night.

Doris saw him as far as the hall.
They shook hands he pressing her five
little fingers to his lips and thanking
her earnestly, saying he had never
gpent & happler evening and asking if
he might come egaln and talk to her.

Bhe sald: "Of course.”

The door olosed on Halllday, on all
the vain trumpery of his past, and he
went home planning a new world bullt
on the ruins of the old. Yet the old
was not utterly worthless, for it had
given him Dorls Verrall

Owl Courtships.

Very funny, it I8, from the human
point of view, to witness the love-mak-
Ing of & couple of owls on a moonlight
night, &8 they =it together on the cop-
ing of an old wall, or on the horizontal
1imb of some glant of the forest. Perch-
ed on the same bough, or the same wall
of ruln, the lady owl, though usually
much blgger and stronger than her
mate looke the pleture of demure coy-
neen, If a little exclted Inwardly, like
a girl at her first ball

But the male owl, says the Pall Mall
Magazine, is very much in earnest; for
a moment or two he remalns quite
stil, then he puffs out all his fethers,
hown, and utters a softensd scream,
followed by a modified hiss that 1s full
of tender meaning, and then he nudges
her with his wing: she opene her big
&yes vors wide, and gives him a slde-
long glance that may be a hint, for,
horrible to relate, from the depths of
his {nterlor he Instantly brings up a
half-digested mouee; and, although she
fa full of similar rodents, and stag
beetlee am she can comfortably hold,
ehe opens her mouth and accepts the
fragrant gift with & murmur of matls-
fectlon that mpeaks volumes of Jove
and thanks. Then, when the dainty
morsl has been disposed of, they ca-
ress each other tenderly for & moment
or two, and then sit closely pressed to
each other's side while the procesa of
assimilation 18 perfected, after which
they simultaneously flit away Into the
moonlight on noiseless wing In search
of further prey.

Not only do the owls guard each
other with a devotion that Is rarely met
with among more favored oreatures,
they positively idolize thelr {ll-favored
offspring, for whose sake they willing-
iy risk not only liberty, but life. A
young owl |a not an attractive looking
object from our point of view, bul In
its father’s and mother's eyen It s par-
fection, and the way they wult on It,
cuddle and caress It feed It and keep
it clean, must be seen to be belleved,

ORTTING EVEN.

“Oh, yoe,"" sald the stocky man with
the aquare jaw, "“my married lifa 1a
quite a happy one."”

“Gind to hear 1t,” sald the thin man

[ the aimieas vanity of our Hfe."
She looked at him—kindly, it seemed

into & tantrum I go out and find the
tellow who introduced us and give him




