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Biily Patterson, author, was down—
down to 37 cents. When he reached his
voomx, which was back, third fiat, east
Blde, thst sanctum was in gloom. With
a precislson boxrn of much practice he
tossed upon his table the mail he had
fetchkxed from his pigeonhole in the hall
Then be it his lamp. The illumination
showed him that his aim had fallen
short. Une package lay upon the tloor.
The envelope was a large one, and he
read at a glance the print at the left
hand top cornexr, The Stellar Magaszine.

“Same old story! said Billy grimly
and with double meaning. He address-
ed a framed photograph that hung up-
on the dingy wall over his table, the
pictiere of a girl with a pair of splendid
earngst eyes, that folliowed himn wher
ever he moved within the contines of
his little room. He returnmed the look
for some muoments, the gravity of his
unshaiven countepapce melting into a
grim sumile. Then he hlew a kiss to

et

ihe floor. As he torned again bis eyes
met those of the giri in the picture up-
on the wall, The blood flowed inio his
pale face, and ke trembled as he leaned
with clinched bands upon the table's
edge. Suddeniy he turned and flung
himself, face down, upon his bed, wedp-
ing witli the bitterness of regret and
shame. .

When at last’ Billy Patterson sprang
gp. he kicked over his chair and paced
the little room like an inpocent man
in a prison’cell.

“My God."” he sald, staring upward,
“will the tide never turn?® But he;
looked Leyoud the iren hook this time
straight into the eyes of the girl.

He flung up the windosw and took a
deep draft of the cold night air. Iu
the deep blue of the velvet void over
the greut city of New York the goblen
stars were shining.

In a frenzy of mingled courage and
hope he hurriedly opened the half doz-
en packages. One by one he removed
his rejected manuscripts, and one by
one with increasing violence he flung
the torn covers upon the floor. When,
his hopes driven from cover to cover,
as it were. he had flung down the last
with an oath, he stood moodily staring,
Lhis gaze unconsciously upon the one
unopened packuage that some time be-
fore he had kicked aside. Suddenly
aware that its fortune, good or {il, was
still an unknown if not unguessed
quantity. he picked it up.

*Small need,”” he remarked bitterly.
ripping up the package. He laughed
harshly as he drew out what he rec
ognized at a glance as his manuscript
of the story of the woman and the
snake. Theu he started and stared
Instead of the customary editorial
printed slip of courteous rejection there
was -a letter. FHIis fingers tremwbled as
he opened it. His eyes glistened as he
read it

Dear 8ir—We have pleasure in inclosing

“Princess Adele’’ and shall be pleased to
consider other stories of the same nature
from vou We return herewith the story
“The Woman and the Snake” which we
regret is not available. Itis too grewsome
in character for our use. We have per-
siatently cut out of the service everything

‘you our check for $30 for your story

HE LAID THE ¢ UINS UPUN THE TABLE.

the plotography and drew from lis !
pocket the rermnant of his rm'enuv.i

There were cight coins- a quarter, a
dime, foar nickels and two cents.  He
laid them uponr the table, abstractedly
plicing themw in elliptical form, with
the quarter for a head and the dime for
a tall plece.

“"Looks like a comet, looks like a
snnke,” he soliloquized, breaking from
his reflections tapon the latent possibili-

ties of 37 cents. He became suddenly °

conscious of a «dlouble analogy between
the form of the row of colns and the
package that still lay upon the floor.
A comnet wasa sort of star, the return-
od manuseript from The Stellar Maga-
zine, gnd the story of the manuscript
wis thestory of a woman and a snake.
He reflected with some pride that it
wis the most grewsome thing he had
ever done. e swept up the coins and
stood with puckered brows gazing at
the stendfast e-yes of the photograph.

A knock at his door broke his reverie. |

A stout youngz woman, of a business-
like countenanrce, promptly accepted I
his maonosy Habic invitation to enter.

“I'd lilke some money, please,’ she
sald, with equal promptness, regarding
with apparent disfavor the young man,
who still had hais eyes upon the photo-
graph.

“So would I," replied the indigent
Mr. Patterson. He wheeled and con-
front=i the blond collector of his flat.

“You're a week behind,” she sald se-
verely.

“1 can glve you 57 cents on account,”
responded youmg Mr. Patterson, and
the colis reappeared., *“TlHat's every
cent 1 have in the world,” he added pa-
thetically. The eyes of the young wo-
man not being sympathetic, he turned
his upon those of the picture girl. This
actiom spparently still further nettled
the collector.

“Thers were two gentlemen,” she
sald, emphasizing the last word, “look-
ing for a room today. They are ready
topay $4 for this. I shall rent to them
4rom tomorrow. Of course you under-
stan@ if you can't pay up”— She
glanced sMignificantly at Billy’s shabby
trunk.

“You're right,”’ said Billy, “And that's
it. There’s nothing in it. I've hung up
everything except myself. Perhaps in
the moming”’— He glanced at a large
hook inthe ceiling, but when he turned
his gaze to the door again the material
pictuxre that had been framed there
had @eparted i wrath,

BUky ciosed the door and sat wearlly
upon his bed. He was only twenty-
three. It seemed to him that be had |
failed. His was a bright, wholesome,
optimistic nature, with an acute sense
of hamor, yet khis stories were almost
{nvariably of a murdid and depressing
charaeter and met with little if any
SUCCESS.

After o time he sat up and stared at
tip Fadud peitern of the carpet, men-
tally comparing it to the flowery de-
sign of his ambitions and his hopes
whend tiey, too, were new and upon
which, it seenedd te dim, the worid had
trampled untll all the color was quite
gone. fuddenky he tossed back his
herd, hughing oddly, and fixed a
straipned gaze apon the large hook in
the plaster just <ver his head

“After all,” Be said bharshly, “what
mitters?. Nothing matters?

He stiod upoen the bed and reached
a hand to the irom hook. It seemed
firm, He placed a middle finger through
it andl pat ‘his ‘whole weight upon the
hook. It held He stepped to the floor

 Sebster.” ")

-1 discovered your fondness for beets.

that does not lend more or less cheer and

! give satisfaction to the reader. Yours
! yvery truly,

EDITORS STELLAR MAGAZINE

|
t
! To Billy Patterson the lamp seemed

to suddenly shine with n gew light, the
dingy little room grew radlant and the
eyes of the picture seeuged to smile.
Leaning acrouss the table, he took the
frame in his hands and kissed the pie.
tured face of the girl.
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How Metalas Are Used by Nature,

Nature uses largely four gases -oAy-
gen, nitrogen, bydrogen, chlorine. She
uses also largely two inorganic nonme-
tallic bodies, carbon and sulphur. She
uses metals, calelum and iron. Bhe
uses one metalloid, phosphorus. Man
in his work uses all these elemeuts,
with some others. Nature uses iron
sparingly. Man uses it largely.

Nature uses the metal caleiam large-
ly. letting it enter into the construction
of the bone of every skeleton of animal.
Man uses caleium in a rough way in
the formation of buildings in the com-
pound form of lime, together with oth-
er metals in the grand storebouse—tin,
copper and aluminium, substances
which nature sbows no preference for
in any of ler artistic and mechanical
works., Man also uses zine, lead and
mercury, for which nature has no spe-
clal employ ment that is obvious to us.

A Penalty of Gemius.

It secing to be the frequent penalty

of genius that it is denled the privilege
of perpetuatiug its name and kind be-

_yond a few generations at most. Thus
‘4t is sald that there is not now living a

single descendant in the male line of
Chaucer, Shakespeare, Spenser, Mil-
ton. Cowley. Bautler, Dryden, Pope,
Cowper, (Goldsmith, Byron or Mcore;
not one of Rir Rhilip Sidney or of Sir
Walter Raleigh; not one of Drake,
Cromwell, Hampden, Monk, Marlbor-
ough, Petersborough or Nelson; not one
of Bolingbroke, Walpole, Chatham,
Pitt, Fox, Burke, Graham or Chan.
ning: not one of Bacon, Locke, Newton
or Davy; not one of Hume, Gibbon or
Macaulay; not one of Hogarth, Sir
Joshua Reynolds or Sir Thomas Law-
rence; not one of David Garrick, John
Kemble or Edward Kean,

Warned In = Dream.

On the occasion of a fatal accident to
a lift in Paris—I think at the Grand ho-
tel—a number of years ago a lady who
was just going up in it started back,
saying, “Oh, there is that dreadful man
again!” and tried to induce her hus-
band to come off of it too, but he re-
fused and was among the killed.

The “dreadfu! man’ to whom she re-
ferred she had seen in a dream, which
the niece of the friend who told me the

two before the accident. It was of a
funers] drawn up at her &s6t, 80 pom-
pous as to produce & great impression
on her, presided over by a , dark:
man in a strange sombrero hat. This
man she saw, or belleved she saw, i
the: lift; snd the coincidence terrified
her frém golng up Im it.—Notes and
Queries.

Influence of Foeod.

“What do you think of the theory
that food has a potent ihfluence in de-
termining character?’ asked Mr. 8mith-
fleld as.he put three lumps of sugar In
hix coffee.

“I guess it's all right” replied Mr.
Wood as he severed a portion of his
beefsteak. *It always seems a little
eannibalistic to me when you order

“Well,” retorted Mr. Smithfleld good
humoredly, “I ought to have kidown it
Waik dangerous to lend you money after

But, seriously, if there were anything
in the theory, wouldn’t it make s man
shecpish to eat mutton?’
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BITTER-SWEET. rambling old_ferm houss, watching &}
R s tall, slender ¥oung man as he hurried
A vouple onoe, that lived in quiet, down the country road.
Quarrelled and split about their diet, She watched him out.of sight, think-- m——— :
Be said: *“Tis lmnb." **Tiz mution!” she griede | Ing: ook back; not, 0] va STVL £S
e food mtton oo, and sanei bewide | | oo o MAght Took Ngﬁ*geggﬁ nob S4IVARIETY IN THE STVLES
for he left the viilage and weat West] - FANGY COATS.
When soven long years had passed away ;:;ia;! lon:w;th:hh‘d mﬁm mh‘llm{ - '
] ut of the w whic . '
They ohanced, iw gowd humor, to mett cue day. had block \Qd bar way, and hrought him Some Odi 8@“@

And Saaily, as thin, w WOrm,
They appsaled to l&ﬁd got & divoree. !

m——

And thon they the hatchet to bary. to her, . © agd Daintier Thin »
o e oo s condy ox vom noe v | T M NN TS
Wit hopea of happiness fuki and briatit, :;:‘3.0 by the low-spoken ward, *Nel- ‘_;“ of Rosses. " ' T
But as hreskfast she sald with surs of jeor: A i 7 :
i - quick flush suffused her face as} ) &
Taxt W& mutvon, you know, niy deares, qear she said: “You kpow me, then™ Ewryboc’" 14 this seasan Qf the ym ALLe
o - “When I first saw you,” he replied. | I8 wearing wome kind of » fasey €oat
WARMED OVER. They talked and luwghed over the |and the styles in which these gar-{
— 1 ey spoke 3E riafs whiohhad ome | variety a5 24 the Apuces whieh | thoy
. efs W 8 | varia  4he ]
torN:x é:;l:haf:; “}m&?::kw;r?ﬁd OV?; to each of them in the long years of csv.nrty - ob  they
s ou,” sald |separation; a softened light came into ; . -
Mrs. Nellle Hunt with decision, to her {their faces and the misunderstanding th?wt:?ggﬂtﬁ;i:fmﬁ;grﬁe&m .bm%é?
nlece, Edith Duy, of the past faded out maturally with- |, for ar ‘wearinw | £
They were gathering chrysanthe- |out need of explanation. y no excuse for any woman wearing}
mums at Mapleton, Mrs. Hunt's pleas- | Toward night, just before the train, ahn unb;acommg garment, ‘Whatever
ant homestemd, where her njece from |reinforced with amother engine, pulied | boX siyle and her taste she may onsily
the West was visiting her. out, he held out his hand 1 gratify tham and yet remain & Ia
W and &t parting, 4
hy, auntie, I thought yqythtv.l ro- {eaying, with a smile: mode, However, there is one thiag {Hoes which hrosd
mances were the best Kind," said the | “But that Hne in Virgll—who was |&he musi have and this {v a fancy jlLottom. Usique:
young girl, shyly. (She had one on |right, Nellle?™ , 4tx)m.: that {s, it she desites to bo [Rre somewhat 4
hﬁfl\?esher:;ill}i)e s they are at L]Slm laiushed. and then sighed & Jit~ | étrictly modigh. * Do it
 es, : ¥ are at your |tle, saying: If she is & wse bit inclined to stout-jof tiny tucks which ‘exis
z:ge, llaly!ng a bright blessom against | “We were both wrong." ness, then her model will be a seml~ | few gehu. At 1
h; xlgx; qu::;hed gw& HY.ou remem- "g';:n we are both right now, are we 'tighe fitting one in a three-gusrter | DRITOW stitohed strap
“Wll, suntle, 1 don't ses any ob- no;..‘;’r Egs:se:"egﬁe put her hand in ha. |length.  Tho slender woman—that for- jon: the luside of fhe.are
jection to having it warmed over if it | ~Exchange, ) t‘;’on:;; ;:&l“g::i gl;;ml;gvargml‘l “sg section of the ‘:‘?‘Q s
. .

were all it should have been at first,” -
Edith urged. “I'm sure mamma Actsd on the Citizxen's Advioce.
thinks as | do—that Major Townley is Policeman Moore, of the Charles
3 1ﬁngx man and :vou!d make you & Street Station, found John MoeDanald,
splen d husband. of = .ludson street, lying on the atreet .

Yes, dear, that is undoubted—she jlmost unconscious the othdr night.
told me so herself. 1 think it is & coR- The policeman began to rub the man's
spiracy among my friends,” said the pars, a favorite method of resuscita-
elc}.er lady, playftully. tion in use with the pelice, While eo

I don't want to be inquisitive, pccupied, he was interrupted by C. 8.
auntie, but O, I would like to know Lawson, a Good Government Club
what separated you sc long ago.” sald maf, living at 40 West Tenth street.
sh&, sudgenly. *“My good man,” said the oitizen,
m_u”:i unt started a little, then “you have no right to maltreat a man
: “l‘em‘ afraid it would only spoil the because he is drunk” | | t:

“1 am not hur im,” ) e\ : o
romance for you.” she replied, “the policeman. urting him,” sald  the - - islmple and yei 30 smert.. Ove
lcﬁtrcumstgpges‘ were 80 pr@lc. ) Yot ‘tt “1 know better—you are,” returnel . g ‘ " W : Al . haaly. -
'1s the little things of life thal go 10 the citizen. “"What you should do In i ’ By ; }

'make up the important whole. But I g cage of this i
. will tell you what you wish to know. emzexex to hlé‘p ;gx\:n 8 to call on some

! “Major Townley and I were school- 4] " .
mates when we were young, and I can you.nl right,” sald Moora 1 call on
not rdmember the time when we were ' My, Lawson was in evening dress,

, bot attached to each other. We gradu-

ated at the same time at the town flgriﬁdsiﬁg ma:gm‘;ht?t kt,l: gilgzg:‘
xt\cadel?yl.‘ V\;here we got a little tine- gpa could nok stop. ’ i
ure o atin. 4 "

“It 1s wid that a little learning 18 man: or Jaow. b Fald Sho police- |
a dangerous thing. Certainly it was fuseé to help an' oficer when called
In our case. After we left school we upon can be arrested, so come along.'”
kept up our studies together. One “7he drunken man. bad been lyln.g
evening we got into a discussion abont |y ¢he street for a long time, and was
o certain line of Virgil. We could not ,,yered with dirt and mud '
agree about the translatlon and were M Lawson took hold 61' one coat
unwise enough to argue the matter too gleev'e gingerly. For some reason, the

long and too warmly. Neither would ¢ . o
admlt Of bolng i the WrONE, policeman did not have a very firm knows they are dexignsd espect

“The result was that unkind words
were were spoken and our engage-
ment was broken off. You must re-
member that we were both young—I]
only eighteen and he not yet twenty-

Iround In tae-same Wi
wnd culfs, and theee, ‘{0

hold on the prisoner, and he promptly &er type—may indulge. hiey fangy for-'W

toppled over ca the citfzen. Mr, Law- ane of thoss iiny taffots affairs whic

again begged to be allowed to go. look more like an abbreviated Klnic
“Nixie,” sald the policemian. “I need than anything else I Xnow, -

your help. I can never get this MAR  Thers are pretty Chantill °‘?“§‘ .

in alone."” . .
one.” those of velling made upoh s
” " 8¢ Mr. Lawson had to take up his . the i
Edighxch was In the right?” asked part of the burden, and trudgs along :?:nu:u::, while the tn;h dol
. with the reeling man. Thres times COt Ones nppear amarter |

“I dou't know, dear. I mnever even ha {ptoxicated man fell down . One of ﬁlQ 10.76““@"‘00‘“'?
looked the matter up. I think we were pqp th:.wlon had to he!pethe :ouc'au:a,: aeason is the Bechofl-David miode
both sorry, but we would not acknowl- iy him up. At the door of the sta- Drinted mousssline over . ik
edge It, 80 We took separate roads, and fion house Mr. Lawson made another, disphanous fabilc iv axquliliel

now we are both middle-aged and pro- ,ttempt to get away. ed with pink flowerw-and \grewn
iagciogntg b least, am & little BT8Y.  “See here, officer,” he said, ‘T'll bo upon & delicate erund‘}‘a! cream
o ymmﬁ jor, 1 have not seen him |p1q 71’9r dinner. Can't you let me go white, The cokt shmoxt renches: the-
. now bottom of the skirt and is 1o
comrs.  Hunt 1;‘(‘1‘3 (oen 8 J‘d"w for “=Very sorry, sir,” said Moare, “but svaning wear. ltl;t ¥ rgad
o my h“-d “l‘ t me ﬁen eman 10y ogyidn't possibly get this fellow into the same stamped deslin in
que °l')1 ¢ ad los th" wile a l°°t“pl" of he station house without your help.  ong and are bordered with a
years before, so that mutual friends, ~ g5 Mr. Lawson went inside with the 000 of ribbdn knots, - The

knowing of thelr former romance, had -
been, perhaps, a little too officious In g;:::: e{&:n&emgeg'w&?:rdt‘he T?l?n the ocoat is finished to mate

their efforts to effect a reconciliation. [owson was allowed to go. He went 2 Capughin. hood miskes,
! MR away calling somebody a "darned 'Dent somewhat plotur
Three months later, one dreary De- |giot” Policeman Moore says he Quaint. = About the should
cember day, there was 0 StOrI VOrY wag talking gently but firmly to him- D& this round, colisr-like -ai
nearly akin to a blizzard raging. The ,a|¢ -, overlald with radisiing “bas
air was laden with sleet that seemed 1 the Jefforson Market Court Moore bhonm on & foundation of 16
armed with needles, and carried bY 413 the story with great glee
the gale with a force and rapidity that ~«1¢ 1 had been left alone,* '“m} he,

threatened to impade locomotion. Tra- «1 would have had the man able to to8 4]
: WO roset - the . ¢
vel was suspended and telegraph wires woix inside of five minutes”—New .:vh!cl{ depend "lmauagt

were down. . - oy
On a spow-bound train in Indiana York Times, &': &pﬁ&gs

we find our {friend, Mrs. Hunt, who i
" the thromt the -cos

had heen summoned by teiegram to

the bedside of her sick sister, and had nggn:l&e'pgkfr?ig: "K“J:":hcxrdh:g high turn over ¢ol

rua right into the teeth of the ap- y s’y nurele as ever. Though the SIAPS of biackivelvel

proaching storm. customs suthorities have mow four APPlitations of ikc
Six hours ago the huge iron horse yoars' records, there im absolutely no ! A slen

bad halted in sheer discouragement, . 1. "i "} deduced therofrom. The Tul and

and the snow banks might have been ,(yey outside the spit are regular Very
walls of adamant separaing the be- iough, but those {mide elude the wit s partcular
e eLelon - wras tolloed b an'xiep- of man to sccount for, mud the level of thix tlime of the year.
D eht settlod down on the nxiot¥ the water outsids is positively ssld to icourse, s & perishable. .
o tte acone il » be often several fest above that in- !nothing as yet designed fi
A ‘35 a 3‘& laborers, brought into Hoe: There 1s & tidal creek neatr the ' guotive for cerisin DHirook
strong re a » broug consul’s house, over which he can rare- |1 noining could be
g rellef against the white back- Iy welk during the day in summer usd o
' ground by the headlight of the engine 'y " had walked over it everg du: a;:c smart ﬁqﬂ@&“;::‘l i
| worked vigorously in the biting blast. ., two at 6 P. M. during the past. two e-quartes model
{ The blockade had occurred near a vii- months—closs of Iast year and begin- roveu,tlc&d” hilele
lage, and through the storm the glim- 1y 0 ot thig— fact which of itself |SDOWINE pombsco
! mering of friendly lights told of rural renders the imner tide question inex-  fitting gamotent 18 4
pg?eo and plenty, cheering if unattain- plicable {and is bordered-all
able. . ! WP i .
i Perhaps the best explanation is that | & widths of b
ot e e Do ALtk the agnt Of 8 Chines naval commander, who | bom. Thewe bands. follow
ose dlsappejrec 8 oy says that, owing to the conformation |of the comt” sy
a prey to snok and cold and sleet and 4"y g gpit, it 1s impomsible for the |iop s
howling winds. Within the cars there .. " " at tnto the mouth of the |
was s growing sense of cold physical- croek when the nd!thu\it wind wila
Iy and forsboding thought mentaily. hmd' tide is rising. Tha ?fmld apeer |
The niglht wore away, 88 nights Wﬂl. to iastn why, ‘ﬁﬂh‘ the WY, the :
however uncom ble, snd &8 old fwin‘fg gd' d'o" almost "w‘!'w P
Sol copdescended to favor the travel- .. iqq ihy spit, while during the night, |-
lers it b, emily fpcvoring omiion | wiee the "ikd weutlly drovs, che |
‘ o = | bave an aversge height. Perhaps aleo
ﬁiﬂ“ﬂ”““m"ml‘ m. mew m - u!.i‘
Dlow, fa vaciuus directions ‘mpadse | L0 MOTRE 2 ORI S, 40 |
were piled with vigor, sod anox there g the typheons of the ond of Sep-
urived on the traln aa sroms of 3oL tembar and thie begtuntny. of Detobur, |
Co! y VeRY pling 1 ] ] . ' 1
inge many uilw{mm ths bowme dining z‘?m'ﬁ:‘ﬂm under waist, !

roors. .

A man of sbout fifty years of uge,
iy bt s .
[ \{ Mg imile, low-

Quesr Tides of Rolthow.

ed by & 5 ,
pall and loaded basket, dispens)
coftes and ssudWiches.
. As the gentfemsn sprposched the |
 fittle womait 1% widow’s weeds he give
8 little start, whieli, lowever, was an-
sbserved by RNer.

As she toek the proffersd refresh-~ pet
ment she safd, impulsively:

“Tlis restorées my faith in Western
ioag(l.tinty." N .r i ,
¢ you los madame?” e oo
asked, and withsut. rtunﬂ}%m 8 po- REORELY
passed on, :ms : ? nt's | o
ARAL  voice;

T R R s Diremis | %,
. g b 0 "-exl vyr»e-\'_,« 3 .77 3 ke
mimly’ (0K et Bk % o508

"¢ would, snd prizefighters ought to|
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