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When Bahy Died.

*If from your own the (lumrhd hoanda had
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A would nestle In vour palm
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Iif the white feot Into the grave had
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How brlef the stay, as beautiful ns feet-
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tme that baby eame with us to | thought her desirable. Then he could
dwell; o ‘1 y =
Just long énough to give a happy greet- | 80 with his freedom—and she would
I, marry any one of the others. IL made
Just long cnovgh to bid us all fare- | ng difference—she would take the one
Death travels dawn the thilckly-=ettled | who next asked her, She was eighteen
highway, at y z W
AL ahining marks they say he loves to ind Infinitely young. The middle-aged

nim,
How did he find,
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far down this lonely by-

Our little girl who dicd without o
nime?
She poemed so {lke a tender Lird whose
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Our little gir]l who digd without a name

We do not know the fond endearment
spoken
To which she listened when she fell
asleep,
And =0, bealde a column that was broken
We lald her to her slumber calm and
decp
We traced upon the stone with loving
fingers,
The=¢ simple words, affection’s tear Lo
claim;
“In dreams, beyond all earthly sorrow
lingers
Our Iittle girl who daied without n
name."”
Bhe sleeps serene where fragrant mossy
willows
In sweiet and woridless tunes forever
wnyvi

And summer seas In long and grassy bil
lows
Break iInto
Rrave
In memory's hall how many heroes slum
ber,
g1l thelr decds upon the
fame,
I lt'z"a-1'.?--‘
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bloom around her lonely

We scroll of

far above this mighty num-

Our little girl who died without a name
—Alonzo Licora Rice
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a Man’s Soul

Lol el

It was afti - the play and they were
walting In the quiet little cafe to be
served. She leaned over to draw in
the fragrance of the red roses and to
avoid his eyes, which were persist
ent. He was thinking of how young
and lovely she was. How could he ex-
pect her to love him? The mirror op-
poslte reminded him of his years.

Yes, he would tell her—save her a!l
painful explanations. A young fellow
would make her happler. Once, in
a burst of girlish corfidence, she had
told him how she hated young men
and new houses It was childish ol
him, ke told himself, to expect her to
know her own mind.

“What ecan I eat?”’ she beamed at
him with shining eyes., “Anything
from a nice young man to an oyster!
Here was the opening, sconer than ke
expected.

“"Judith,” he began gravely, “it is
of the young man [ wish to speak now
Did—did—they say It is young Tra-
vers? Shall I release you?" The lasi,
to the ear of the girl, seemed an anx
lous, frenzied appt :al for freedom. So
this was what made him =o gloomy
so unlike himself. He was tired ot
her: he wanted io be free. She was
pulling a rose to pieces and fitting the
petals over her finger .ips.? “Shall we
ring the curtain down on our little
comedy?" he asked in an “it's-all-for
the-best” tone. She podded slowly
8he was beginning to see more clearly
every minute, just as one's eyes grow
accustomed to darkness after the firs:
bewilderment. He wanted to be freo

*Judith,” be sald, “I shall ask only
one favor of you—"

“It is granted,” she returned, eoldly
“Perhaps | bave the honor of coun-
gratulating you—also"—the also wnas
added as an afterthought.

“Tt is that you will tell it all to me
He hesltated, throus)

a rense of =)

|1
he hesitated, i

lcnor. “If yon mlnd dear,”
gontly, “then don't.”

Did #he mind, she asked herself. No,
, | Bhe gloried in the opportunity. If he
slglmrl for his freedom he should
bave it,  She would make no effort to
hold him, but he ghould understand
Lilore she let him go that other men

he added

man opposite felt that he would bar-
ter his immortal soul to be twenty-
four—to be young with her.”

“Shall 1 begin at the beginning?”
<he asked in weary tones. He wineced.

“No,” he replied, “that would include
me.  Spare me that.,” There was a
iong sllence, “It is of young Travers;
vour engagement—"

“Until tonight,” she reminded him
in a dull voice, "l was engaged to you.
But—" her volce stuck. He was wait-
ing for her to begln,

“Mrs. Carr from New Orleans, was
at the Springs,” she began; “she is
one of my mother's oldest friends.
Mr. Travers {s her nephew. It was at
oue of her receptions that I met him
first. Shall 1 tell you everything?"
Her voice had a new ring. He thought
it was from speaking of her lover.

“Your roses came just as [ was
starting,” she continued, “1 wore the
blue dress, the one you used to like
me in—"

“Child,” he interrupted, “you do not
understand—"

“Yes, but I do,” gayly. [ remember
it, every bit, you told me that first
nizht I wore it—do you remember it?
—what you whispered out there on
the gallery about my milk white arms
and shadowy hair?' It Is a pretty
dress, | wore your roses to the re
ception—they were glorilous ones.’
She was leaning on her elbows on the
table, her big eyes full of mystery.

“When Mrs. Carr presented Mr.
Travers,” she proceeded, "he told me
that he had been knowing me for a
long, long time and waiting for me to
come, because his hands were tied, as
it were, and he couldn't come after
me. Then I laughed, because it was
such a good joke—really, Bob, he said
it very much nicer than I can remem:

ber. Then he went on to tell me that
it was bhefore the war he had kuown
me. He just graduated two years ago.

[ am afraid I rather encouraged him
in the nonsense. It was such a relief
from talking to the women, and [ can't
help being silly, you know, Bob.” His

heart felt old and musty and faded,

After the play.

'and her every word was giving it a
fresh blow. She had made a little
psramid of the rose petals and was
rervously tearing it to pleces to re-
construct it.

“He was very apice,” she continued.
Ve went back to sit on the stairs fo
listen to the music. That war the be-
gizning; bhe came next day for me
to drive wllh bim and told me that he

that It was of her lover hc was speak-
ing.

“He said he couldn't help it," she
apologized for him in a world-weary
accents. “But they all say that.”
There was no trace of vanity in the re-
mark. The red of the roses found
brilliant rivals in her cheeks. “1I'hen—
then one night,” she hesitated, “it was
moonlight—down on the beach—bhe
kissed me—"

“He kissed yon?" the man exclaim-
ed. How dare he—how dare you!"

“Don't be too hard on him,' she
pleaded; “he said something about
men not despising a thief if he steal
to satisfy his soul when he is hungry.”
Bob had risen angrily; a determined
little hand pulled him baeck.

“Remember,” a cold voice remindeaq,
“you desired me to tell you."

“Judith!” he reproved sharply.

“And that wasn't all” she fashed
deflant eyes at him. She remembered
how jealous he had heen. Once che
Jaughed and asked him if he thought
the enamored air went sighing after
her, too. But that was when he had
really cared for her. Now he was
trying to get rid of her. “I had numer-
ous other lovers at the springs, Bob.
It may be,” she tapped a pay little
tune with her fan, “that you might
find them diverting. There was Dave
Cary,” she assigned her little finger
to him, “and Fred Langles,” the next
finger to him, “both of whom proposed
to me at the picnie on the fourth day
of July. Then there was Mr. Greyner,
who proposed to me at the dance at
Judge Birrow’s son's birthday—the son
also proposed, for that matter, Dr.

halrs tenderly. Francols had dlscreet-
ly withdrawn, fully remunerated. “He
sald that before I told him about—
about how I loved you—I—I—I told
him all about us, Bob—" DBut she did
not finish, He understood. Boh al-
ways understood,

“Child,” he whispered, with eyes in
which youth had come homo to live,

“He kissed me—""

“you must be the oldest person on

Spalding et my wrist when 1 sorain-
ed it and when he dismissed me he
asked me to be his wife.
the proposals I had at the springs
There were five more when [ stopped
to visit Lucy Kildare on my
home.” The man made a gesture of
entreaty. Truly, he had not dreamed
of it being this bad. His heart felt
like a church on a weskday. How
could he have ever been fool enough
to expect Judith to love him against
all these young men.

“If you marry Travers—" it was a

That's a!l |

way |

cowardly subterfuge to get her away
from the others. His volce stuck. She |
sat alert, with brilliant eyes,

“If T marry Travers, what?” she
asked.

“1 don’t know,” miserably. |

“I haven't exactly decided which |
one 1 shall marry.’” She leaned back
languidly.

She remembered the first time she
ever saw him. She was doing a skirt
dance before ithe long gllt mirror in
the back parlor. S8he turned Lo get a
sldewise view of herself, and there in
the door he was calmly watching
her. The others were at the table,
The occasion was a dinner party and
he had committed the unpardonable
offense of being late. That was the
beginning. He very much preferred
staylug with her, he declared, if she
didn't mind. That was the night she
started loving him. Hadn't he spent
weary hours over the intricacies of
toe dancing to coach her? Didn't Bob |
always understand? The thought tuat |
he was just across the table and not
engaged to her any more almost sut-
focated her. She couldn’t stand it.
“Rob,"” she sald with all that peril-
ous youth shiring In her eyes, “have
you forgotten that teoe dance you
taught me years ago?' No, with
weary resignation, he had not forgot |
ten it, _
“Bob,' with cruel persistence, “when |
you told me that night that you liad
rather stay with me than to go with
the old ladies, did you mean it truly !
Yes, he was sure he meant it, truls
The cafe was deserted. Only Frau-
cois, the waliter, lurked in the back
ground, and he couldn't speak Eng
lish.

“Bob,” moving nearer and laylug a
confiding hand on his arm. “Bob, does
yvour love lle too de¢p for words?
There was a pleading quality (o her
tones not to be resisted.

“Child,” he was holding her chin
in bhis most comforting hand and ex
amining her eyves

loved me.”

Toe impudent young—" he forg

“Jack Travers c*sdnt kiss me truls

LYa op _,.-‘f -ipy t rattine 1« Ve

'new brand.
| after eritically examining half a doz-

earth! You are straight from the Gar-
den of Eden—with youth that is fresh
and genuine and eternal! Yes, you
are, child!"”"—San Francisco Chronicle

CIGARS WERE ON HIM.

Pelitician’s Entirely Unintentional
Deed of Generosity.

Edward M. Gout, the comptroller
of New York, is a lover of big, strong,
black cigars.

Just after the conventions he went
to his club in Blooklyn, sat down in
the reading room, and ordered a cigar.
The waliter brought in a full box of a
Mr. Grout selected one,

en, lighted it, and sat back to read
the newspapers, ’

The eigar suited him. He rang for
the waiter again and said:

“1 like this elgar. It suits my taste.
I wish you would send a box of them
around to my house."

Half an hour later, when Mr. Grout
was in the middle of an editorial ar-
tiele that likened him to Benedict
Ainold, the waiter eame back with a
cigar box in his hand.

“There's two left,
aaid,

“Two what left?" asked Grout.

“Two cigars, sir. I saw that every-
body got one, and there's two left.”

“Passed them to every body?" ex-
claimed Mr. Grout. “What in thunder
are yon talking about?”

“Why, sir, you told me to send a box
around the honse, and I took it around
myself and gave cigars to evervbody
with yowr compliments. I knew you
were a eandidate, and T thought you
meant everyvbody in the elub to smoke

Mr. Grout,” he

with you. Hope it's nothing wrong,
=ir."
“No,” said Grout, slowly. *I guess

it's nothing wrong, but I told you to

st a box arcund to my house, not
around  this house. What is the
check?"”

The check amounted to $12.50.—

Saturday Evening Post.

German Soldier in Disgrace,

A German military court of honor
ras depirived Col. Gadke, the military
eritie of the Berliner Tageblatt. of the
right to wear uniform and to use nis
military title on account of an article
palliating vegir'is on the gecasior of

the assassinatlon of King Alexarder
o Forvia.  Col. Gadke, who is now in
the

' lar east, has been out of favor In
niiitary clreles for a long time, owing

P b
fo Mz free ev'ticlsme of German army
methods




