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'THOSE HOBRID MBN

“Why these doleful dumps?’ asked
the girl in the new brown coat. She
had found Isobel curle-t up on nber .
couch and showing a meclancholy vis-
age. s

**Oh, nothing,” re:urned Isobel,
essumed Indifference. "Only my
brother——" she added, aad stopped.

‘l“-ell ?oo

“Well, Brother Bob came home
from college and my ideals toppled
over. He slams about the house sing-
ing an awful bass ‘way off the key
«nd he elutters his room with punch-
fng bags and smelly pipes, and—and
Ieoks horribly upromantic in his shirt
slgeves

“A girl,” continued Isobel, “expects
her father to love his oldest slippers
and prefer the stock reports to a con-
cert. But it's a terrible shock to
wake up to the fact that young men
are mere humans—not at all like the
Jovely creatures who feed us ices and
compliments at a cotillon and tender-
ly help us in and out of automobiles.
8til], | could stand the asillusionment
of my own brother if it weren’t for
the fact that he's torn the halos off all
other men.”’

“It is a case of the other girl’'s
brother, after all,” declared the caller,
triumphantly.

“Well, yes. That is, of course, nQ
particular girl's brother—just broth-

AN

ers in general. They've horrid. 1
used to be vain enocugh to think a
few men liked me. But now, when 1
see a young man in the hall I'm more

than likely to hear him ask: ‘Is Bob
at home? It used to be: ‘Is Miss
Lamson at home? And if they don't
ask for Bob alone they say: ‘Is Miss

Lamson at home—and Bob?Y And {f
one does ask merely for me he hasn't
been seated ten minutes before he
gays: ‘Is Bob upstalrs? TI'll just run
up for a minute to surprise him." And
up he goes, and Bob gives him a rag-
ged old smolping jacket end a pipe.
And when he does come downstalrs
Bob tags along and—well you know
how f{t is.”

“Then instead of calling me up
over the ‘phone for good, long chats,
or writing me nice notes, these men
send me word by Bob and he calls out
in the middle of dinner, without tak-
ing his eyes off his beef and potatoes:
‘Oh, by the way, sis, Jimmy Howes
said he'd come up tonight, maybe, If
you're going to be at home.” Or,
"Watson wants you to keep Friday
night for him. He has a theatre par-
ty on. He said he'd see you to make
errangements when he comes up
some night this week to look at my
new flahing teclkle.’

‘“But iast night was the cHmax. You
see, Mr. Walker——"

The other girl's eyés marrowed and
her lips twitched Inowingly. This
was whal she had beon walting for.

“Well, Mr. Walker came and didn't
even ask for me. It used to be differ-
emnt, you remember.”

“Indeed I do,” cooed the girl in the
npew browm coat.

“Bod took him into the library and
1 was sitting tn the room just across
the hall. Now, I was in that room
before Mr. Walker came and it was
my own father's house and I didn't
see why I had to ™un away just be-
cause a man happened to call on my
brother. Besides, Bob ought to have
taken him up to his own room {f they
meant to talk secrets. So I sat still,
not to listen, of course. I tried hon-
estly not to. But the first thing I
knew Mr. Walker was telling what he
called a joke and Bob was chuckling.
1, for one, don't see the humor of it,
but—well, I heard Mr. Walker say:
‘Yes, went into the store to send her
the candy and when I tried to give
the clerk her address, fior the life of
me, I couldn't remember her name. It
had gone from me &s oompletely as if

I had never heard it. And you know,

Bob, how meny boxes of candy I've
sent her——'""

“The villain!” broke in the pgirl In
the drowm coat. ‘“Why,
eending candy to you, too, till—-"

“Yos, But letsn. I wain't sav
dropping. | just couldn’t help hear-
iIng. And Mr. Walker said: ‘So I told
the clerk to hold the package 111 I
went for the sadress and I walked the
street for an hour before I remember-
od her name. And yet, honestly, Bob,
I'm ewlully fond of her.’

“At that instant the doorbell rang
and I flew up to my room, and they
were laughing, so they didn’t notice
me as | went past. And the maid just
then brought up & perfectly beautiful
box of canvdy with Mr. Walker's card.”

“So you must have been the girl
all the time!” gesped the caller.

“I believe s0,” agreed Isobel, de-
murely. “But I don?t know whether
to out him dead for forgetiing my
pame or amile on him because he con-
fessed to Bob that he—he liked me.”

“I think I know which you'll de,”
said the girl in She Prowa coat.—Chi-
oago News.
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WELGOMINQ AMERICAN T&Rﬁ.
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Rousing Reception by People of Cape |
Town o Our Sailors.
There was nothing half-hearted
about the entertainment given the of- '

' ficers of the ¥U'nited States navy when

with |
: touched at Cape Town.

the south Atlantic squadron recently .
Lieut. E. B,
Manwaring of the Atlanta has written |
some interesting letters telling of
their experiences. When the squad-
ron arrived at Cape Town “every boat
for miles around was chartered for
the occasion to give us a hearty wel-
come, &ll flying American colors. The
towy is all @draped with our flags and
the newspapers devote a page & day
to us. Cabs have been assigned each
ship and the name of the ship painted
on the outside. We are lying alongside
dock and drills are suspended. Mon-
evening ‘'Arizona’ was played by Fraw-
ley at the Good Hope theatre, in honor
of the squadron. Tuesday evening box-
es were placed at our disposal for
‘The New Barmaid.' Wednesday af-
ternoon a garden party was given for
us by the American residents at the
Mount Nelson. Thursday there Was
& reception on the flagship by the
squadron,”

Started on the two weeks' trip to
the dtamond mines Lieut. Manwaring
writes another letter from Kimberley.
He says: “Having the time of our
lives. The admiral and seventeen of-
ficers as guests of the De Beers com-
pany left Cape Town Saturday even-
ing by special traln and arrived here
Monday noon. Since then we have
spent every minute at balls, garden
parties, banquets and looking over the
diamond mines. This entire hotel is
reserved for us, each having & suite of
rooms. Automobiles are st our dis-
posal every minute, ag well as the
train, each officer having a state room.
We go to Johannesburg as the guests
of Lord Milner. This trip will cost
the De Beers company alone at least
$50,000.

In still another leiter he says that
the train consists of two locomotives,
8 baggage car, wine car and three
coaches, and that from all he can find
out the whole of South Africa has
been purchased for the benefit of the
American officers. He says: “This
trip surpasses anything of the sort
ever enjoyed by human beings., The
chief caterer on the train has been
begging us all day to help him by
drinking more champagne. He says
that unless he can induce us to use
morse he will lose his position at the
end of the run.” In the conclusion of
this letter he says that the party had
reached Johannesburg and 30,000 peo-
ple were out to see the Americans,

Some Curious Caves.

“Spelaeclogy” is scientific cave
hunting. There ia a society for that
purpose with headquarters in Parls
which recently investigated the caves
in the Mendip hills in England. These
caves are of vast extent, perforating
two masses of limestone, lying on ei-
ther side of a core of old red sand-
stone, forming the center of the Men-
dips. Some are “swallet holes,” ab-
sorbing rivers, others stalactite cav-
erns. Ome, called Wookey hole, marks
the emergence, in the form of the
river Axe, of two streams “swallowed”
some miles away. One of these swal-
lets {8 500 feet deep. Another cave,
called Swillon's hole, i8 draped with
wreaths and festoons of pure white
stalactite. Lamb’s l.alr, on the noth-
ern side of the hillg, i{s the most mag-
nificent stalactite cavern {n QGreat
Britain; while adjoining Wookey hole
another chamber has just been found
with 1,2000 stalactite pendants, all of
dazzling whiteness. The famous
spring which gives its name to the
town of Wells is belleved to come
through hidden caverns from the
higher parts of the Mendips.

Tennyson's Worries.

Aubrey de Vere has written some
interesting limes concerning a pertod
in Tennyson’'s life of which the public
knows but little. He says concerning
an unexpected morning call: “On
my way in pajd a visit to Tennyson,
who seemed much out of spirits and
said he could no longer bear to be
knocked about the world and that he
must marry and find love and peace
or dilee. He was very angry about a
very favorable review of him. Said
that he could not stand the chatter-
ing and conceit of clever men or the
worry of society or the meanness of
tuft-hunters or the trouble of poverty
or the labor of a place or the preying
of the heart on itself. He complained
much about growing old, and said he
cared nothing for fame and that his
life was all thrown away for want of
a competence and retirement. Said
that no one had been 8o much harass-
ed by anxiety and trouble &z himself.
I told him he wanted occupation, a
wife and orthodox principles, which
he took well.”

Founding German East Afrca.

At the international geographical
congress meetng in New York recent-
Iy Dr. Joachim Graf von Pfeil un
Klein Ellguth, a noted German ex-
plorer, stated that he and two com-
panions, while traveling in At
- rlca in ‘1884, seized all that territory
in the name of Germany. They had
borrowed $10,000 to finance the enter-
prise, struck =moross Zanzibar to the
African coast, signing treaties of ces-
sion with the native chiefs as they
went along, and when they reached
the ocoast the doctor's companions
went to Germany to negotiate, leaving
him slone, the only white man within
1,000 miles to await their return. The
proposition submitted by his compan-
fons was eagerly accepted by the Ger
man governmeont, warships were sent
to the scene, the region, equal to Ger-.
many in area, was seized, and thus,
according to the story, German East'
Africa came into being,

Camera Artists,
He—So you think love is like a pho-
sographic plate. And why?
She—Why, it takes a dark room to
laveiop 1t.--l’:aslie’s_ Weelkly. |
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THER DREABFUL DAY

When Tom came us'o last night he
was told by an awed mald that Miss
. Polly was in the den. He strode tor
' ward the back of the ball with a
queer feeling about his heart; its di-
' reet cause being the manner of that
! half-frightened maid. What was the
matter with Polly?

He entered a room whose lowered
light spelled headache—and possibly
tears. He beheld Podly buried in a
nest of pillows, with a tiny wagd of
damp linen in the opne hand. On the
floor beside the couch lay a pathetl-
cally empty fudge box.

As he took speculative hold of her
shoulder Polly sat up suddenly and
surveyed him sadly, She was not
crying, hut even in the dim light Tom
could plainly see that she had been
weeping to excess.

“Who's dead, Polly?” he asked, in
a tone of deep sympathy.

“Nobody, Tommy,” she repiied, “but
all day long I've been wishing 1 was.”

“What's the matter?” Tom asked.
He swept about forty pillaws to the
floor and sat down beside her, “Who's
been cutting up rough or glving you
the worst of {t?”

“Not a single thing has happened at
all,” said Polly, atill serlously. “But

don’t you remember, Tommy, my tell-
ing you that once every six months
or 30 I just cry 2nd e¢ry all day loag
without anyihing special being the
the matter—except everything?”

Polly’s hand with the big diamond
solitaire went up to her eyes and her
volce trembled. Tom is & young man
of resource. With qulck and skillful
treatment the threatened attack was
averted.

“There, now,” he said at length,
‘as long as you can't seem to get
your mind off of it, tell me all about
it, Polly, from the very beginning,
and see what that does for you.”

“Well,” mused Polly, with pathetic
indifference to what was demanded of
her, “I suppose it all came about be-
cause my kitten got stubborn this
morning and wouldn’'t eat its catmeal
out of my saucer. Perhaps that
wouldn't have mattered if Billy hadn't
laughed and mother smiled a Httle.

Isn't that enough to make any girl
think the whole world is against!
her? 8o I shut myself up here, and |
then it just developed into one ot
those blue days, Tommy, when you
cry and cry and think and think, and
Just want to die.”

“Why did you go on thinking about
the cat and its feed?” demanded Tom.
“l do think, Polly, that for a sensible
‘11": you—"'"

“T didn’t,” sald Polly, with just o
trace of her wonted spirit. “I thought
about }ots worse things—about all the
troubles [ ever had in all my life. I
cried quarts of tears over my old rag
doll that Billy hacked up when I was
€ years old, and about the party Mol-
lle gave when I was 8 and had the
‘mumps. Wiy, I've cried about that
to-day till my face ached worse than
mumps ever made it. Then after I'd
gone over all my sorrows I began to
remember my past joys. That was
woree than ever, because I saw that
nothing nice would ever happen to
me again. I remembered about my
first long dress, and my first silk one,
and boarding school and Mollle end
Jimmie Benham and my first box
party at the theatre——"

“Say,” remarked Tom with interest,
“who’s Jimmie Benham?”

“He’s just a boy I knew once,” sald
Polly swiftly. “So then I began to
remember future sorrows—things that
would happen. I mean—and it was
all just as gray as all day has been.
I saw myself old and wrinkled and
lving wth relatives because every-
body else was dead and 1 was en old
maid. I knew it would ¥e with Con-
sin Mary and I just bate her and her
sistar-—Bess Is meaner than Mary—
and they hate me. 1 saw, too, that |
was going to be—sorribly fut, Tom.
my. I'd just pet futtor and falter a»
I got old till I'd be & sight. That's
the reason I'll be an oM maid, and
you'll have stopped loving me—-—"

“Suffering Jeremiah!” cried Tom.
“You've got ’'em, haven’t you? But
don’t you suppose I cast an eye on
your mother before I let myseilf fail in
love with you, just to get an idea of
what you'd be at 45? Anyway, forget
it, and tell ebout that Benham fel-
low.”

A faint gleam came into Pollys
eyes. She straighteped herself and
turned on Tom alluringly. Her head
was thrown to one side, and her
glance struck him at an angle of 4§

stinct was roused at last.

“I haven't told you ell my old joys
yot, Tommy,” she said, with a seduc-
tive primness.

80 the geme was on and Polly's
dreadful day was at en end.

'Y

’L“B w‘ L 35
i e S

',:t

e

Naturalist fnsists That the Insest
Possesses a Mind.

Lord Avebury, the naturalist, insist® * pyrntturs for a bride m‘

that ants possess minds and uiaspzw
& high order of Intelligence. “The s

cial habits of gnts afford a.rguments
whieh seem conclusive,” he SRyse
“Take first their relations with other
fusects. Those between ants and aph-
ides, which have heen called ant-cows,
are indeed most remarkable, It is not
merely that the ants milk them, tend
them, defend them from atiack, some-
times protect them by earthen inclos-
ures from too great summer heat, hut
aver and above all this they coliect
the eggs in autumn, keep them
through the winter and plant them
out an their proper plant in the spring
Some of the root aphides may always
be found in ants’ nests, but I was
much puzzled vears ago by finding in
ants’ nests some black eggs, which
obviously were not thosé of ants.
Eventually 1 ascertained that they hes

longed to & species of aphia which |

lives on the leaves and leat stalks of
plants,
“These eggn are laid early in Oc

tober on the food plant of the insect,

They are of no direct use to the ants,
yet they are not left where they are
laid, expesed to the severity of the
weather and to innumerable dangers,
but are brought into thelr nesty by the
ants and tended by them with the ut.
most care through the long winter
months until the following March,
when the young ones are brought out
and azain placed on the young ahoots
of the daisy. This seems to me &
most remarkable ckse of prudence.
Our ants may not perhaps, lay up food
for the winter, but they do more, for
they keep during six months the egga
which will enable them to produce
food during the following summer, &
case of prudence unexampled in the
animal kindom.”

Dr. Forel gives these examples of
the mentsl processes of ants: "While
success visibly helghtens both the au-

dacity and tenmcity of the ant will, it

is possible to observe after repeéated
failure or In conscgueoncs of tho sud
den and unexpeotcd attacks of pow-
erful enemies, a form of dejection

which may lead to & neglect of the-

most important instincts, to cowardly
flight to the devouring or casting
away of offapring, to neglect of work
and similar conditions. There is ac-
;ne disconragemefit when a combat is
ut‘l'

A Mighty Preacher.

John Ross was a Scotch minister
who flourished in the early part of
the seventeenth century. Tales of
his wonderful deeds are told to thls
day In his former parish of Biair. At
one time the reverend gentleman
walked to Mause a distance of about
three miles for the purpose of seeing
a certain farmer and if poasible in-
ducing him to come to church, where
he had never been. He found him
fishing in the river and asked to be
allowed to have a cast. “l never lend
my rod to anybody"” said the farmer,
“But,” replied the minister, “I have
come all the way expressly to see you,
and I must have a cast.” The farmer,
who was a very strong man and had

never been beaten in a fist fight, of-

“All right,” sald the minister, and

he gave the farmer such a mauling
that he was glad to give up his rod.
fered to fight for {t .
But it was different kind of fishing
that the minister had come for, He
asked the farmer to keep the rod and
conduct him to his house at Mause.
When they arrived the minister sild,
“Now, you g0 on your knees and pray™
telling him that he would leave till he
did so.” i

S0 the farmer fell on his knees and
cried: *“Obh, Lord, deliver me from
this man.” “Stop!” safd the minister,
“That is very good. I hope you may
always
you have to promise to come to the
kirk next Buaday.”
did. Not long afterward he became a
leading elder.

“Othello” In Malay.

A traveler thus describes a perform-
ance of “Othello” in a Malay theatre:
“It was all In Malay, of course, but
where they got the Huropean cos-
tumes from I cannot imagine. 'They
were of all kinds and descriptions.
Othello was dressed as & toreador,with
tennis shoes on; Cassio, a8 Henry
VIII.; Iago, in a black velvet court
suit, with a barrister's wig well down
over his nose; Desdemons, in a short
Spanish dancing girl’s dress; Roder-
igo, a greem druid’s gown, with pink
stockings and tanned boots, But the
joke of the whole thing was the mu-
slc. There was a Malay orchestra of
banjos, mandolins, etc., but they play-
ed scarcely any native music. They
all simply love European musice, to
which they set their own Malayan
words., The play was interspersed
with songs, like our comic operss.
The gem of the evening was when
Othello says to Casslo, 'Never more
be officer of mine,’ and Cassfo throws
himself at Othello’s feet. The band
struck up, ‘Her Golden Hair Was
Hanging Down Her Baek,’ snd Othel:
1o sung to 1t pliﬂonltoly!"

Archbishep Out of Mis Head.

Archbishop Thompson was grestly’

surprised when he was given the areh-
diocese of York. Hé had been suf-
fering acutely from toothache, and
upon medical advice had resorted to
narcoties.
night he set out for his doctor, though
his wife had besought him not to sab-
mit to further narcotics, as after them
he was “not himself” for some hours,
On the way he met the postman, who
handed him a letter announcing his
preferment from Gloucester to York,
He rushed back and burst excitedly
into the house, the toothache all for.
gotten. “Zoe, Zoe!” he cried, “what
do you think has happened? I am
archbishop of York!"” “There, what
did I tell you,” rejoined his wife,
“You've been taking that horrid mamn
cotic again, and are quite out of yout
head.”
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be able to do as well. Now,.

This the farmer

After a particularly bad;

| “Theyre nice. solid

| Bt. Louts. 1t there was &

Six mph&e #eld

} were not going to keep housel
"found the articles dumped in the
vard of their homrding plece the
after the wedding. Besiles that thh;g
found chiffoniers and drossing tablew
end chairs and couches amd e

chairs. T

furniture business al} my e,
£ee, most of my friends.deal
staft,” commented Young:
ruetuny, a8 he studled, mm
Iater in the @ay.  “But youwr. gix. et
ters of thanks for those dinl
sots ar¢ works of art, Doty hg adds ;
ed. “I'm gladl I'va got yvou if voul
did bring an avalanche of mum am: *
glblas‘n 1 ¥
.“Come, Rex, be sensible and i\e}y Pk
me now,” responded the gixk at ;
deak. “Tve thanked people Jor-svery
single thing except th podiix.
Can't you decids who
& prodess of sliminaticn ,
Graham  drew m,?m: b ie -

“Very. 'Oolopiil pat Patte

“They“e lrogi some of 0y relu‘ti bt
ﬂg conrser £ L v :

“The only reason I think »' i“i
ceuze mine are all- mnmntéd«u&
yours syen't!™. . s de g

“Clever tuen,. Datt;t.zdon sS4y they ]
came from St.:louis?: -Why iildn"i ‘
she chumps pend ‘s.cavdl’s ¢

“Pm deathly afraid they 'rhg
apoons came witle | was dge ting
the wedding and al} ¥ Know Ia”
the girls sild they werq pos
mﬁ \n

I ~%

ml’ 8
“Well; ‘there aie mﬁmmmsu w
my Stackhouse relstives Iiving there
and ot oiie'ol- tHem Rt wuFEhing ™t Y gy
“And there-arethoms. jhree-jovelyd
Bt Louls girla | wat. s&&hg,l&ke In
ammer, (00, | hadn't an, | ¢
their giving me a gmugtsken . aen
tham an invitation, but what if they|
stould have. dope it .1 cant mlm.
how awful that would bel®
“Well, I'll tell you what I'll ﬂo wlth
the Stackhonses. I'll pen them & lim
like this: ‘In obecking off relatives
who have made good on my Jat.o
wedding presents I find yon draw a
blank. If there is suy mistake about

e

“Ridiculoust But, reslly, wait :
minute. Bes what you think of this|w
n a form that might be sent to each |

thom—-—varled a little, of courye: |

& oot of the lovelleit spoons I ever ',
saw, dent without any ndine, 4nd I've |
been racking my braing to Kuéss who|
oould have sent them. Can.it be pon-|
sible that you oould havs dore W« :
thing wo generous and swset? !
“No—hush, Rex{-not that exuotly. '
but momething ke this: *T meéver|
once dreamed of your being =0 lovcl:r :
as to send me anything at =ll, piuch-
lesg——" No, not that efther, of
course, but walt—I have it now: ‘Can |
you help me to solve the mystery? Do

idee.’ How's that?" o
“Great head, Dottyl! Get lt oft}|”
the same lines to my Suokhouu peo:
ple.
Four days lator the morning mlll
brought the following 1ettermll :
from 8t. Louls: :
“My Dear Nephow!

ding day, snd I'm glad your inquiry |
sbout the spoons reminded me. No, I} ¢
didn't send them, but I am atarting i

good wishes, yous uncie. . 4
“RICHARD STACKHOUSE" |
“Dedr Cousin: Yourw recelved. Y]’
bave no ldea wbout thé wpoihis youl
mention, but T sxy wending Yyou -
parior lamp, which drings wy dob-
gratulations, thoughi it <otties & Yitile
te. Dewotadly. X g
“OLARA. STACKHOUSE."
“Dear Rex:

ding day. I inclosé check for $16,]
which I should Hke to have you ii-
vest in & cheir for your bride. 1 do
it this way, because I know, being in |
the business, yoi can select bhetter
and get more for the money theap I
could. Your affectionate uncle,
“JOHN STACKHOUSH"
“Doar Old Fellow: None of us sénd’
the spoons, but if you eee a big
leather chalr coming down the strest
you may kKnow it came from all of us:
together. We lave ordered It fromi
Bradley's, in your town, and hope.
yowll like t. Congratulations wandj '
fove from uws all. Youwr couslm, - {7
“BOB STACKHOUSE» ]
“Dear, Dear Dorothy: We thréal
Alirls have hsd the grombest time try.
ing to deaide what to et for-yon-and}
ot lnwt hmve it upen the Ken of e
dering & big green . duygmport, .fusk
Itke mm.ummwmm -
much up st the Jkke Inst sumoer;. It 1
8 very Iate in mm,mwim
oouldn’t declde any wooner. With
Jouds of love from us all. ‘
"GLADYS,
“BIORTHA,
“P. §-—We receivéd your Inguiries
about the spoome. None of us knows
& word about them." i
Dorothy looked at Rex and m B!
looked at Dorothy. . R
“Dotty,” he uid, soleninly, “we've]
held up St. Loufs.” &
“l should &gy we had!™ she gasmd.
“And now, who sent thome spoong!” |
“Hang the sposna!l ‘We won't ask
another soul about them ztlmt’e bn!e
sure thing! Green davqnporie:
!omwr eh‘lm l .

“That's what comes of bejng in the | SCUl

thin Kindly-— | 0
al o

" Dear Se-and-Bo: I have recelved | yion

give me a suggostion if you hnvs an | Mr

quick and I'l write something along{

1¢ ot sitpped’| 24
my mind that the 28th was your wed~} y

to-day a plece of cut glaas, whivh, £ |his fr]

§trust, will reach you safely. With all i

I'm oot guficy avout}]
the spooms, and don't know who dn, | -
but I am gulity of being very Inte tn{ ' [
sending & remembrence for your wad-1 .
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