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burned the midmight ofl, he delved
§ Deep in forgoliem lore; -

_$The world knew nothing of his tofl,

§ Or the hardships that he bore.

4 0ne dreary, solitary night

3 The longed-for “inspiration” camel
‘§He wrote, and people marvelled at
S His sudden leap to fame!

he many fatlures of the past,

The yesrs of toil behind.

Al

these were undivined!

:." 'hy'— - .

| Back of the flowsr that blows to-day

i And sheds its fragrance on the alr,
g4re planting, sprouting, nurturing,

4 And hope and patient care!

~—S. B. Kiser, in Cleveland Leader,

A 600D ADVCCATE.

.J One morning McElway Robson
jopened his newspaper to the column
§ “Male Help Wanted” and studied it
3 with a seifish interest. At thirty-three
4 he was about to do his work. Not that
fhe cared to work or knew how to do
§ any useful kind of work, but he had a
2vague apprehension that unless he
worked he would starve to death,

d For the first time In his life he was in
4 actual need of money. Except as to
money he was well equipped. Against
the wall in his room at the hotel were
jtwo trunks filled with clothing. The
man himself was in robust health.

He had graduated at an eastern uni-
versity, dawdled in Boston soclety.
traveled {n Europe and led the lazy life
of a clubman. When his father died
the estate dwindled away under a set-
% tlement, and McElway came into a few
thousands which he spent generously,
but in no haste.

2 When the thousands had been reduc-
# od to hundreds, McElway Rqbson began
to dread the prospect of showing his
@ poverty to his Boston friends, so he
§ folded his numerous trousers into
trunks and with two hat boxes and a
g bundle of stocks and umbrellas he hur-
§ried away to Chicago. He had been
told that Chicago was the place for a
2 young man without capital.

§ After a week in town and a promen-
g ade along Michigan avenueeverysunny
! afternoon, he counted his money and
3 found that his capital had not increas-
¥ ed, in spite of the fact that Chicago had
& been -recommended to him. That Is
§ Why one morning he had to look at the
§ column “*Male Help Wanted.”

§ He shivered as he glanced at the list
§ —bakers, cutters, feeders, horseshoers,
4 tallors and so on. He turned to the
§ Bub - department, “Miscellaneous.”
§ Clearly, he was one of the '‘miscellane-~
Jous’® He noted that “agents” were
g wanted. He shivered again. Then his
¢ ¢ye fell on the following.

§ WANTED—Soclety young man to un-
§ dertake light employment; liberal pay;
jmust have complete wardrobe,  speak
¥ the modern languages and be a good
§ conversationalist. No one well known
% in Chicago need apply. Address XXX
i 21. X

d ‘‘That's my description,”
way Robson, reading It aloud;
4 what in the world does it mean?”
4 He wrote a note to XXX21, using hig
3 own stationery, with the gt crest, and
% carried it to the newspaper office. Then
% he went to his room and had a reflec-
tive smoke, and that afternoon took
g his usual turn in Michigan avenue.
§ When he came back to his hotel he
found a communication summoning
4 bim to room 718 Cloud building, Déar-
¥ born street. As he opened the door
§ into 718 he saw a snort and ruddy man
at a rather bare desk making signs of
§ dismissal to a slender youth in a crum-
¥ pled sack suit.

& "“Have I the honor of addressing Mr.
§ Robson ?"" asked the little man.

f “Yes, sir; my name is Robson.”

I “Wont' you be seated? Yes, it was
J very good of you to call. —” and the
Y little man stopped and beamed in ad-
miration.
g ‘“Will you be kind enough to tell me
what kind of employment you have to
§ offer 7 asked McElway, careleasly pat-
% ting his knee with a glove and looking
g at the little man with a cold politeness,
3 ‘‘Beautiful!” exclaimed the other,
% still regarding him with a pleased
g smile.

& “Pray explain yourself—and permfit
8 me to tell you that I do not know card
R tricke and my comiec songs are very
¥ bad.”

¥ “I'm not leoking for anything of that
¥ kind. Let me ask you a few questions
3 first. This is confidential, of course.”
# Mr. Robson saw no harm in telling
® about himself. The little man at the
% desk beamed with increasing satisfac-
& tion. '
€ “Mr. Robson, you're just the man [
¥ want.”

{ ‘“‘Quite so—and what am I to do?”

# ‘“You are to attend an occasional din-
£ ner party and say pleasant things about
§ your host or hostess, as the case may
# be. That's not hard to do, is {t?”

® “No; but why should I do it?”

E  “In the first place, because I will pay
¥ you liberally. In the second place, be-
3 cause your host or hostess needs—well,
¥ a good advocate. Let me explain. Sup-
% pose a family with money comes here
¥ to Chicago, takes a house or fine suite
§ of rooms and wants to get into some
2 kind of society—not the best, perhaps,
¥ but good. What that family needs is a
3 dittle outside influence. It is vulgar for
% any family to sound its own praises.
4 somebody elze must do that. Supposa
%] have a client living at a swell hotel—"
5§ “A client?’

said McEl-
“but

4 “That's what I call him. Suppose he
% and his wife want to get scqueinted
3 with the Dbest people in that hotel.
¥ They can’t give a dinner and invite al}
3 these people. Somebody else must do
g that.”
“Then you want me—"
2 “No; that isn't your part. 1 dnow
'} plenty of bright and trustworthy wo-
men who are wliling to give dinners it
¥ gomebody else will faot the bills-—un.
X derstand? What I want you to do is
"4 to be there %¥all help along the couple
‘R that wante to break into that set, if I
& must put it plainly. ‘
3 I understand perfectly well, and )
$ must say I dow't funcy the Job.
3. “Perhaps not, Wt you need the 358
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know your real ition except the one
aver bound in secrecy. Now: a Ay
who travels in pretentious socisty hm
10 e or less anyway—"

*"More,” sald MsElway,
“Then what's the difference between

!ﬂ;tngtmootchtr;amd iying for mon:
ey

“None at all” McElway.
greatly refreshed by the original view
of the situstion. “I am in your hands.’

“Good! I need you to-morrow night
Wrs. Skemer, f the St. Augustine ho-
{ ¢al, 18 to give = dinner in honor of Mr.

and Mrs. Bloxom, who have just ar
rived from a place called Delafieid. 1
promised Bloxom that I'd provide him
with & man who would see him through
1n good shape™

Next evening, according to instruc
tions, he went to the St. Augustine ho-
tel, and there he met Mr. and Mrs
Bloxom, who were mliddle-aged and
dressed up and clearly im more or less
trepidation. Robson greeted them cor-
dially and sald “I heard you were
here,” and that was all the explanation
necessary. He asked, most casually,
about Delafleld, and then went into
Mrs. Skemer's apartments and was pre-
sented to eight very gorgeous Dersons,

one of whom, Mrs. Skemer told him

in advance, was a power in “soclety.”
Mrs. Skemer was dglighted to meest
him. Robson wonddred if she knew
his secret as well as he knew hers.

They went in to dinner, and Robson
surprised himself. He gave himaself to
the novel task with all his powers ot
invention and his skill as a talker. He
told of his delight at being so fortunate
as to meet Mr. and Mrs. Bloxom again,
He repeate® to the whole table Mrs.
Bloxom’s frightened whispers to him,
and gave them such an elaboration as
to make them appear witty and scintil-
lating.

Late that evening he told Mr. Bloxom
that he would accept the invitation to
dinuer if all the others would come
agaln. Mrs. Skemer joined his appeal.
“The power” gracefully consented, and
the first triumph of the couple from
Delaficld was complets.

The morning after that he received
a note of congratulation erom Mr. Holly
and a summons to come to the office,

He found that litile man greaily
pleased.

“Well, sir, Bloxom is tickled to
death,” said Mr. Holly. *“He said all
the women were cragy about you.
They want to mest you again.”

“That’s kind of them,”” said Robson,
not visibly flattered. “Have you some
more work for me?”’

“Yes: something particular. A wid-
ow, Mrs. Hawley, just from Cedar Falls
with a barrel of money—Iliving at the
Grand Bellevue apartments. She's
been here a few weeks and is trying to
geot a start. Devilish handsome woman,
with plenty of style and apparently all
vight, but people seem a little touchy
because they don't know much of her
history. She married an old fellow at
Cedar Falls and he dled. and now she
has his money—that's about all we
know. Wae have a couple of good wo-
men pulling for her, but after your suc-
cess with the Bloxom case | think you
can go to that dance out there to-night
and tell those people how she stood in
Cedar Falls, and that she left there be-
cause the soclety wasn't gooed enoug‘h,
or something like that—understand ?”

#1 will construct a past of which she
will be proud,” said Robson.

Robson was at the Grand Bellevue
apartments at 8 o'clock. A mald ad-
mitted him to a pretty parlor. He sat
and philosophised on his occupation.

Presently he looked up and 8aw a tall
and beautiful woman in evening gown.
It was Lizzie—the L.izzie who had kept
the flower stand in the Rotunda of the

eacon Hill hotel in Boston.

BShe saw him and took a backward
step. The color leaped to her face.

“Mr. Robson!” she taltered.

“Is it actually you, Lizzie?”

“Why—yes,~ she sald, gazing at him
aa it frightened. (

«“What are you doing here?” )

“T }ive here. Didn’t you know? I'm
Mrs. Hawley. How did you find me?
Are you the—" and she stopped, emDar-

sed.
mﬁYou've guessed 1t, Lizzie. I'm ‘the.’
The guv'nor dled and left me next to
pothing. 1 found myself here in Chi-
cargo, and—well, I hatl to do some-
thing. But you! This {8 the surp_x:i:o
of my life. What does it all mean?

“Well,, it means this: _ You knm;r,
three years ago my brother—I don't
think you knew him: he's in politica—
he got me a ticket to Ceder Falls, whers
my sister Ella lived. She’s married and
eut there. [ wentouton a visit and the
tunniest thing happened. Mr. Hawley
fell in love with me. I met him at a
big picnic and he didn't give me a mo-
ment’'s peace until [ married him.
Rich? Why Mr. Robson, my lawyers
tell me I'm worth two hundred thou-
gand. After he died and I walted'a de-
cent time—just said to myself: I'll get
out of this place. lt's too quiet fm: me,
after Boston.'" If course 1 couldn’t go
back to Boston and make any splurge.
Rvery fellow in town knew me when
1 was at the Beacon Hill there. So 1
came to Chicago, and here I am. a.xzd.
you've lost your momney, Mr. Robson?

“You might know I have, Lizzle, or 1
wouldn’t De out here to help you—

«g-h-h-h! Don’'t Between nZg:h a::g

r. Robson, 1 don't care
:noeclg%y. What I want is 8 go'od man,
and I don’t care if he hasn't—

“Waell, Lizzie, when you were at the
Beacon HTI I told you every day that ]
foved you.” .

+1 didn’t believe it then.

“Well, possibly I aido’'t mean 1t eith,
er; butit strikes aove there 18 something
providential in this meeting. You have
the money and want to see lite with a
good on. You know me. Don't
you think, that under the circumstances
could come to an agreement. You
kxnow my story and I know yours. You
nesd my experience to guide you, and
to bs candid, I need money.”

«)My. Robson, when you used to buy
a bunch of violets and talk that ?ay, |
Xnew better. But I bdelieve youre in
exrnest now. And don't I wish there
wasn’t to be any dance. We eould g0

a show.”
wWhen it came time for the Bloxom
dinner the star attraction was missing
and Mr. Holly eonld not produce him
¥ had married the widow from Cedar
Falls.—Chicago Record.
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‘A woman who has given up musle fo
tarature, keeps her hands in exesllent
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CUBAN WAR,
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Swrial Uwier Fire Wiilc Mausar Bulist']
Facked e Rarth-Cured of Oaciesity §:
—~Hereis anlk Sait Saczifiging Death of §°
Oae M-lm

High op the ridge where the ma-
rines pitched their tents on the shore of
Guantanamo Bay, the first Cuban aoil
taken dy Amsrican troops, are the
graves of the man who were killed in
the it land fighting of our war- with-
Spein. They were buried under fire
by fnen who overlooked no tithe of the
solemn ceremony, although the sing-
ing of Spanish bullets ross clear ahove
the voice of the chaplain. The burial
sguad was composed of marines from
the Texas, Wrapped in flags, the hon-
orable winding sheet of soldiers killed
in battle, the hodies were horne from &
tent in which they had laln to a trench
dug by men who made it deep be-
cause their fear that the drenching Cu.
ban raing would give their comrades to
the buzzards was greater than thelr
fear of the death they risked as they
plied -plck and shovel. Chaplain
Jones, of the Texss, the firing squad, a
few officers and some correspondenta
stood barcheaded about the grave.
From the thick cover beyond there
came the irregdilar “putt, putt, putt”
of skirmish fire and the regular sputter
of the machine guns, There marines
and Spanish guerillaswere figliting from
thicket to thicket. Soop there would
be more dead to bury, we thought.
Gently the men of the Texas lowersd
the flag wound “jollies’—*“Soldier and
sallor, too,” as Kipling bhse it—into
the earth. The chaplain atood with his
back to the cover from which came
the rattle of musketry, and began the
polemn service. Slow and deliberate
tel]l the words, and seldom hag their
dmport been realized more fully than
ft was there at the edge of the bullet
Cthreshed jungle.

“Man that is born of woman—"

A bullet packed the earth at his feot
and sent it fiying. Others sang over-
head. Some leaves and twigs fell from
the nearest trees. A man or two drop-
ved behind the earth thrown out of the
grave. The Spanish were firing on the
burial party. The marines of the Tex-
as ralsed thelr heads for a second ang

1)
Liv,

Burial Under Fire,

bowed them again. They made no oth-
er motion. The officer in command,
pale ordinarily, flusned red as if an-
gered by the enemy’s sacrilege. The
chaplain moved a pace from where he
was etanding and turned his face fo-
ward the Thicket from which the bul-
lets were coming. Then his words fell
!slowly and gravely, "Man that is born
of woman,’ and so to the end. As he
taced the fire those who had sought
‘shelter stood up lpstantly and bowed
their heads reverently. The firs slack-
ened, ceased. The earth fell on the
flags and covered them and the herces
wrapped within. A man or two drop-
ped a tear and & tender, parting word
to his comrades, and the burial party,
{ts duty fittingly done, moved seaward
over the crest of the ridge out of range,
Half way down the crooked path
which led tor the landing two of the
men who had steod steadily at the
grave were marked by a Spanisa sharp-
shooter, and a Mauser bullet “pingsd”
above them. They ran for cover liko
startled game, for the funeral was
over and they had no desire to make
another. But the men who were at the
grave that day will remember long and
with a solemn sense of thelir great les-
son the words, “Man that is born of
woman.” ) |
k]

At times it is the war correspond-
ent's duty to walt, wait, wait, just as
it is at other times his duty to act
promptly and with force. I knew this,
but the time came when further inac-
tivity was impossible. Down the coast
to the westward, about eight miles, &
Cuban outpost held a position in a
growth of secrub pine, so close to the
water that the surf often drove the
men from their beds upon the sand.
Signals wers exchanged with the Cu-
bans, and after a deal of wig-wagging I
went ashore and joined them. Just be-
fore daybreak we made our start up the
mountain, and before the sun shot its
first ray above the horizon with two
guides I had nearly reached the cov-
eoted position. At this time we were
s0 close to the Spenish lines that we
oould hear the challenges of the pic-
kets. Befors us the pine growth part-
ed, leaving a cleared space of 200 yarde
that must bs creesd before the ereat
could be rencled. The Cubmns hesl-
tated, ome of them, in broken Enylish,
{informing me that Spanish guns at all
times coverad th's spot aud in erossing ;
1t we would offer beautiful targets. It
never had boen my ambitios to nger-
rupt & Mawer bullet in its flight, but [
had seen Spanfh weldiers at target

ton of thefr marksmanship. Than, too,

b} §
condition for the piano by her eonstani
~work on the tysewriter. R
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1 doubted the etory told by my guides,
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oot high, dut i was 100 clowe,.
tailed into its song wars that of
ond, and then a thind. A
“to me appesred to be toll of]
tulleta. One ploughed the gravel

Lost All Interest in Santlago,

‘set, and another raised the dust a Iite
de to the right. It required little time

for the fact to

that I was under fire. So far a3 ] knew
the entire Spanish army was arrayed
egainst me, with svery prubability of
the battle going in its fawvor.

diately I loat all interest in Santiago| he dqes not report the dead cats on hi
city or the Spanish squadron. My mind| upegtr hzt s g?sﬁnmﬁtd‘ i i%t e
was centered on the problem of how to| quarters & DAY....
get under cover in the least pomible] when he g

time, and I belleve I solved it. Juat
bow my guides acted 1 never Xknew,|
They had led the way up the mountain,
it wes Tair and proper that I shouid
have the advance in making the des

scent. I had it.

That afternoon I was content to be
sboard the Mindora. My work was
with the American fleet. and there [
remained. How Smtla§o appearsd
during the #lege I know on
Veterans tell me that nervousness
leaves a man after he has been under
I hopse 1t 18 =0.

say.

fire.

Well, Lewls,

you fire to~day?" We were lying at eage
in that “thin line of blue”
just behind the crest of the SBan Jurn
Hosts of stara were coming out,
and their unfamiliar
southern sky was dividing our interest

ridge.

with the high

lenge of Mauser buliets, fired in chae.
grin at desultory intervals, but harm-
lessly ¢lipping frounds high up on
royal palms above us. .
“I weed up one hundred and twenty
rounds,” answered Lewis, & grizsled
veteran of Indian fighte, dispatch hemr.

ing adventures,
paigna.

“Where did you get the twenty,” I
asked, preferring talking to thilnking

that evening.

bine to & better rest on a little kaoll,
turned from scanning the sky ling

Santiago-ward,

silence answered slowly:
“One of ths ‘nigs' of tha Tenth guve

me his belt.”

Gave away his belt in action? Iun-

derstood what

there was an approiach to sadness in
the old fighter's quiet volce.

“Tell me about {17’ I asked. And
he did.
“It was after the troop got separated,

when we began
in that jungle,

the Dago volleys, and their cromse fire
keeping me guessing.
you féllows were somewhers on tae

right and left,
noise bshind.

through that everlasting tangle when
the ‘nig’ came smashing up beside me,
“ “Where’s the Tenta?" he asked,
“Lost in the brush looking for a.
“Where's the Third? |
kin’ for the Tenth, I Eledd, |

hole,’ 1 said.

LR 4

boss.

“Then we came on. When we got to

those Hardb wire

gether. I'd etretch up a wire and nmake

a hole for him.

from the other side. We were making

fast time along

tae range of those fences down fine.
Pretty soon we got where we could see
the top of the ridge, and could drop
when we saw those straw hats rise up
out of the ground up there. They were
keeping the lead fiying. We struck the

laat fence just

ditcn. We came up on the rus. He
was ahead. He Jumped up on the baxlk;
yanked up a wire sud I made a dive t&
go through. One of the barbs Yin'
through the back of my belt and held:

. o exdd goodby, and-—1 had to conié on,
1 was up at the fence when T heard him
trying to spmak. I Jumped back aad.?
bent over kim, .
“Heo gald, ‘Better take niong my hatt:
there’s aixty roumds Jeft.' He dled try.
ing to unfasten the belt hooks.”
- Liwis turned slowly back tv hig ear.
‘bigs, A mement later he added, i
took the bell”

Towe=| cipat ..
“Thvn -the sir Ll
et :
mrl thetr  doorsteps, .
runks™ to the statl

» murder; he's on tand §€
her mistress, he's:
the mansion. If the mis

eman: ahe hour {n & Aiplo-;

block heifn the tyrant, sending - th

1 pasheart ‘men scarrying from the bloway

of hils night stick: in the next hedeihs

| Solon, Isauing wise orders to proserva

, }hﬁ'%u = }E&wmmunlm]
s the Bherlook Ho
trailing the crtﬂm’% o' hls

: a bidden but un

socdaty -

EY

He 18
impress Itself upon me he has to:dp things at which the aver-
age olitisex’ would blush. Every dny

sbout whieh the averags sitiwn, 1

Immne- | g14 them, Would boast for & month,

form,

things ha:did one day recently, Mlun-
trating the: courage. qulck wit, physl-:
€al powers and_qualities of herg
that make the Bolioe: Departrwm
New York:hy.finest i th
As 1t Rippeww, the dry on whick:
thexo instatbin AWere noted Wassnd.of
thoxe tiogel rken-the fire Xing:
his power.: Fiom imidnight to
night the & )

without the cladier of ootk
clang of gong: ;. ok

Five alarms had he
deatructive-fire in Bixth ayenne Iste:
ttla: nl:‘l‘xt beto{:. It drew the h; N
gines from 8 Iargh saction, and ‘whi
smaller fireficame' IateF the fAiréms
were much longer than tsusl in s
ing. At the sceme of the big:lre. w
::u ollee revarves from meveral #
‘Honw, ‘

y from hear.

how many rounds 4id
» pl‘.
deployed R

aspect in tho

B

pitched, singing chal-

the

and “Bad Lands” cam-.
_onl} fof TeRerves. - There Wers ehjer,:
firemen's way, threatening wally to
watch, reporiers® gnestions to
heapsd wp: guads from the ' {
building to protect, & hundrad other.
things to do, and scores of tired poe
lcemen, dragged from their slymbers,
a1 al) thewe duties uncomolainingly
until the mornlag hroke. ., -

But all the hisroes of the Lores were
uot! at the fire. One lone policems
was riding on the rear plstZorm of

Lewis shifted his car-

and after a moment’s

»

that meant, Besldes,

ment. It was only a second’s work to:
dash to the hemrest firs alarm box and

to advance dowa there ¢tall the engines, thereby bringing the

Nothing to go hy but,

ants whom the ffames had cut off
the fire escapes and stairways,

Not many blocks awsy
men, & few hours before, hud heen ¥l
olating that much transgresssd rile
about talkipg on post by having a}
triendly chat, On 'the vpposite ¢ors!
near was & firs alarm hox. An excited:
citizen ran up and opened the door of
the little red box. Ha thought.he had:

I only koew

becsuss thers was no
1 was tearing my way

Iy & second to'discover that he ind rot}

fences we worked i to-| apyyted the hook” according to diree
Then he'd do the same

there. The Dagos had to many in & tenement.-

Ing with fire, igntted a sofa, The houxe,
was in a panie. Tenants scurried hith=

where 1t ran wlong a| 0 07D 10 88 slarm, but before tito

young poHceminn. The sofa was bilaz-
ing merrily, but nothing elss tad

the sofa out into the atrest sud went
‘back to hix post. He bad -seved a

n $here's 3 runaway he lg much |
in svidehse. . When there ix sn actl-§
dent e appears Inforce. i

Yow hel

L thingy o, all wien“a&T ]
hundred <{hinge In one. Kviry dayi’

he doos things as a matter of conrse] ™

More oft#tihe gets only & spolled unl 1 R

Here's-just a glimsize at the poliowd
man’s life: s chronicle of & faw of they Ho

 dent I8 for &)’

Almost With the e Ninrmy oapie el
pushing erdwdi to°keep out of - thad

answer, | DM
ferning |

east sidé car “Hiv ‘watchful-sye savwe] T
smoke {ssuing from n stors on the}:
| ground flcor of a Norfolk strest tehtes]’

firemen in time to rescus shrieking tons]
from}

two potice-} 5198

called the engines to a nearby fire, but}

he had not, It took the policemen on-},

tions, and they quickly remedted the] '
delay that might have brought death} ¥

Over on ths west sme;‘ in ;"We!t.;.,‘
Fourth street it was a Httle girl, play-{ ©

er and thither, - helploss from fright.] '
Some one had presence of mind enrough}

ckught. He flung up a window, tossed}f >

me. Just then he sald, ‘Get hack; : ot mis,. bt what’
they’re going to fire a volley !d :ﬁ ;?:::&5&%0 ﬁ“{”‘“ ut *‘%‘u
“I coulda't move, and fie saw 1t T} Furihersup o8 the west side 5 i
could just feel that volley coming. He | gtarted g the third Hoor:ofthy hovi
grabbed me by the belt and awung msd Up on the fourtfoo? wis & PooE-
back behind bim into the WteH, 6| man—aHomammiption Victm-cwith hes
as the volley did come. He felt beside | pabyy, stk i & $he Resrit th
me, ut he dldn"t get up when I 4id to | shrieks of. {he other tenants o
make another rush. All he eaid was{ i from tNébuliding Noud thooe
‘They've got.me, white friend.’ X knew| o nop Pl m?ﬁ
by the look ia his eyes it was alt up. | gought to: | '
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