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“What 1 particularly admire about
Isabelle Ivan is her perfect polse,”
remarked Allen Linthrop to Bert Iar-
land, his special crony., *“In all the
months of our acquaintance 1 have
never scen any exhlbition of ‘nerves.’
And 1 have been with her when a
mouse, a cow, & snnke and a heavy
thunderstorm appeared on the scene—
not all at once, of course, but upon
four separnte occaslons, She was not
In the least rufiled by one of them,
but retalned her usual calm.”

His friend was becoming accustomed
to these eulogies of the young woman
mentioned, and answered good-
humoredly:

“In fact you begin to think that at
last you have found the perfect
woman, and 1 suppose the next step
is to discover If she will not change
her final initial from 1 to L."

“It would be the best step I ever
took In my Iife if 1 ecould win her
consent to that change,” declared Al-
len with decelston,

“"But sappose you should discover
that thero really does exlst something
of which Mlss Ivan {8 afrald—1 mean
something within the everyday list of
happenings; wouldn't you have to form
Your opinion of her all over again?"
asked Nert,

“l shall never have to alter my opin-

fon for any such reason,” Allen as-
serted In positive tones, *I have full
faith In her freedom from all the

usual feminine fears.”

When duty forced Bert to leave him,
Allen started out for the lvan home,
and lost all sense of time In ponder-
ing over the perfectior of the fearless
Isabelle,  So deep was he In this
pleasant musing that It only gradual-
Iy dawned upon him the usual qulet
at that hour had becomo a pande-

roses?’ querled Allen later on, when
leaving Isabelle. *'Ihere is a splendid
showing of all sorts, I am told.”
“Indeed 1 shall—! love roses."
When hls chum dropped In lo see
him that evening, Allen proceeded to
give hlm an account of the dog fight,
ending by saying triumphantly, “sSo
you see, Bert, here 1s unother bugaboo

disposed of—nearly all women are
afraid of bull dogs."”

“It certalnly looks as if Miss Ivan
were the exception to the general rule
of womunkind,"” acknowledged Bert,
“But how are you to pluy the role
of protecting strength, if there I8
nothing from which to protect her?"
"I know she was glad of my help
this afternoon,” answered Allen, “Dut
she did not have to go into hysteries

to show it, and that {s an unusual
characterlstie.”
The following afternoon Allen

stopped his handsome palr of bays at
Isabelle's gate, and the couple were

soon speeding on thelr way to the
greal Rose farm., The horses were
fresh, and before the tem miles to

thelr destination were covered Allen
had another proof of hls companlon's
fearlessness,

The rallway cut ttrough o deep
gully at one polnt of thelr route, and
as they nenred the track a shrill
“Toot! Toot!" sounded from an ap-
proaching train, The whistle startled
the young horses, and together they
bolted down the hill, Allen tried his
best to check them, but falled; and
they flew ncross the track at such
close range that the engine almost
grazed the rear wheels,

Gradually Allen regalned control of
hia team, and at the first possible In-
stant he turned to Isabelle. Her lips
were firmly set, but she hac not made
i sound, nor was there any look of
terror on her face. She met his gaze
and smiled,

“You should be proud to own a palr
of horses that can outrun a rallroad
train,” she observed quletly,

Allen answered, "1 am far prouder
to be honored with the friendship of
such a brave woman,"” 1e spoke so
feelingly that Isabelle hastened to
change the subject,

"“Oh see! The roses are coming In
sight on that next slope," she Informed
Allen with delight; and the mass of
color was well worth thelr entire at-
tention,

On reaching the farm the young
people alighted and wandered through
the beautiful place. leld after field,
full of the most perfect roses, met
their admiring eyes, and the asslstant
who went with them plucked for Jsa-
belle a rose from oach bush she

A Cry of Terror Broke From Isabelle.

monfum, Mingled human and ecanine
howls and growls indicated a lvely
dog fight In progress nearby,

The arousea dreamer rushed around
the corner of the high hodge  just
head of hlm, and beheld at g short
dlstance two welllmatehed bull ter-
ricrs in fierce combat. A very small
boy held the end of one dog's leash,
and hopped up and down sereaming,
“Oh, he'll kill Billy!  Ie'll kI iy
over and over at the top of his lungs.

But what winged Allen Linthrop's

/ieel lo reach the spot was tha sight
of Isabelle tugging away at the other
dog's collar, In the vain endeavor to
separate the combatants,

“Don't be seared,” she called to the
child as Allen neared them, "Dilly Is
all right, and I'll soon make them stop
fighting."

Here Allen joined the fracas and
qulckly hauled the dogs apart,

“Loolk's to me as {f Billy were quite
able to holl up his end of the log”
he sald, as the nameless terrler slunk
away, with a decided Hmp, nud strenks
of blood showing on hls coat. Rilly
looked in much the better shape, and
his amall master required Allen's as-
sistanco to prevent his following the
retreating foe.

The youngster thanked Rilly's de-
Hyerer with ardor when peace wns
at last restored.  "Bllly never fought
before, and 1 was afrald he wouldn't
Lknow how,"” was his final remark,

Allen langhed as he replled, *1
Euess Billy knows It all without teach- |
g

"1 think we will get Billy home as
BOOn a8 possible,” sald Isabelle,
“Ireddie and I were (aking a walk,
but we were not looking for an attack.
Ing enemy.” She smiled at small Fred-
dle, without n (race of ngltation in
her manner,

Allen's admiratton of
Yorng woman deepenod,

“I shall be your guard of honor,

this brave

to see that vou have no more as-
saults,” he sald,
Freddle lved on the outskirts of

e town, only a short distance from
Isabelle; and they soon saw him safe-
Iy housed, still holding  firmly to
Billy's leash, while the non-fighting
terrler wore an expression of patient
meckness, hardly In keeping with his |
recent actions, I

“Would you llke to drive out to
Rore farm tomorrow and get some |

thought particularly lovely, until his
arms were flilled.

As they turned back Isabelle sald,
“l should live to keep on gathering
roses forever--thls {8 my fideal of
happiness.”

Part of the roses were tucked un-
der the sgeat of the light buggy, and
the rest Isabelle Insisted on carrying
herself, "They are 50 beautiful [ sim-
ply mus=t look at them," she sald as
the obliging asslstant handed her the
bunch,

They started homeward wlith every
indication of harmony, The bavs evl-
dently felt that they were now on
thefr good behavior, and wenl with n
smooth, even pace,

They had just passed over the ralil-
rond track and were ascending the
hill down whieh the tenm had bolted
when a cry of terror broke from Isa-
belle, and the bunch of roses she
had been holding so tenderly, were
seatlered broadeast on the roadside,
“What has happened?” asked Allen
in real alarm,” and utterly at a loss
to account for the look of horror on
Isabelle's pale face.

“A big black splder!"” she exclalmed,
“It was coming right at me over the
roses!"”

Allen proved himself a real man:
for he did not laugh, but sald sooth-
Ingly:

“A spider would not hurt you, child,

and he Is gurely gone mow wilh the
roges."”
Almost as swiftly as It had come,

the fear vanished from Isabelle's eyes,
and she walled. "I have always been
afrald of spiders, and now you will
think 1 am a coward!" She buried
her face in her hands.

The horses were walking slowly up
the steep ascent, and Allen dropped
the reins 1o take Isabelle's hands.
Gently he drew them away, and dls-
closed a very woe-begone countenanco.
“1 nm truly glad to find that you
have one llttle weakness, dearest, for
I have been fearing vou would never
listen to such an ordinary person as
myself, But that splder has glven me
courage to tell you I love you with
all my heart, Isabelle, and to beg you
will glve me the right to protect you
from the one thing you da dread.”
The look of love In his eyes won
the victory, for Isabelle answered
softly, "I you had laughed, Allen, it
would have hurt me more than you
can guoss, But you were so good, |
know you would make an ideal pro-
tector.”

A Comparlson,
“A horse Is a man's truest friend,”
sald the lover of animals,
“He's more like a relation than a
friend,” replled Farmer Corntosael.
“Ile makes wme think of my boy Josh;
allus ready to eat, an' llable to kick

it you put him to work."

Callivating the

VYoice in Peris

A B —LPUER ~STOLR LESSOY

IRLS preparing for opera in

Paris have got to be comfort-

able, "That 1s why we llve In

an attle.” They laughed glee-

fully as they told 1{t, two

bouncing American girls from Kansas

and Alabama, high-hearted, ambitious,

bubbling witn tho joy of life, yet

keyed down to the speciallst's clear-

seelng intent by two or three years'

study in the [French ecapital, They

have learned the need of money in

lyric Paris. Thelr experience is valu-
able to dreaming home girls.

“It has cost me all of $1,400 a year
to cultivate my volce In Paris; and |
live cheaply in an attic apartment
with a charwoman at 7 cents per hour
to do the heavy work,” afirmed the
Kansas young woman, while the Ala-
bama girl has spent nearly $1,600 a
year—"ineluding vary few new
gowns!"  Doth have trled every way
of llving in Paris—to arrive at the
mansard apartment and the charwom-
an,

“All of which brings us to $7,000
for four years' volce preparation and
the “comfort” that must characterize
them. Of course there are profession-
als and seml-professionals who run to
Parls anud do a great deal of work In
slx months. We are not deallng with
them. Hven the fallures for lack of
time and money go back to America
and earn better pay singing In church.
es and teaching on the strength of
thelr aris tralning. We have nothing
to do with them elther,

“One year [ lived on $1,200,"” mused
the southerner. 1 was taking only
two singing lessons per week from —
(here she named a famous name). 1
paid §5 per half-hour lesson In a elass
of three other girls,

"I was living in a pension bonrding
house for 7 francs per day—$42 per
month, That had to be pald regular-
ly. The rest I took as regularly as
the money would permit. There were
two singing lessons per week at 3856
each; two French diction lessons per
weelk with a coach, at $1 each: two
mise-en-scen (acting)  lssons at $2
aplece; and $2 once a week with a
ierman, learning Schumann and Schu-
bert Heds! It would have brought me
to $1,600 per year without cab fares,
opera, theater, laundry, clothing,
books, postage, hats, shoes, soap, mu-
sle, text-books, rubber shoes, quinine,
headache powders or pennies for the
poor! [ had to cut out some of the
lessons,

“Too many people to bother you In a
pension boarding house; too much
time lost talking; (oo much second-
class soclety. People are all the
time golng off to see the Darls sights.
It 18 annoying to be asked and have
to always refuse. In the ecvenings
they ask you to sing. You never do,
but you hate to refuse again.”

“Again, there are too many con-
genial people at the American girls’
clubs. The girls' clubs of Paris have
the disadvantages of a great penslon,
only more so. They are Immensely
more luxurious and homey. They pre-
sent great advantages., They are
clean, smart, art-furnished, with
steam heat, batbs, afternoon teas, Ii-
braries, Information bureaux, free
medienl attendance, entertalnments,
charming soclety—and all for $5 or
36 per week!

“But we gquit them, It was too con-
genlal, too agreeable, Instead of hur-
rying to my roow to work, I would
stop In Lhe salons, chatting with the
glirls,

“I'rom glrls' clubs to lght house-
keeping, In Parls, Is, thus a natural
evolullon, Two tilny rooms and a bi-
Jjou kitchen, There I8 scarce space for
ten table and plano. That chintz-
covered divan is my bed, My compan-
fon's room, not having the plano, con-
tains our mutual dressing table, Ob-
serve how the wall slants as It goes
up. It is the mansard and makes the
rooms rather warm, at times, In sum-
mer; but the evenings are always cool
and we do not have the excessive heat
of America In Parls.”

Cost of Living.

“With the charwoman three times a

week to clean up, it costs us about $560

per month, $25 aplece, Including gas,

]
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rough laundry and the rent of the
plano. We have good steaks and

chops and an American variety of
fresh vegetables, warmth, light, lels-
ure, freedom, sllence—and pocket
money!

“T'he dlstances are great In Paris;
but we take cabs only when we are
late for a $5 singing lesson, or when
it is stormy. One must not eatch
ccld—that Is another ruin! QOur fine
laundry costs us each 75 cents per
week—much cheaper than In America.
Our economles go to opera and thea-
ters, cabs, music and books.

"And clothes? One must have a
smart evening gown and a fancy tailor
for afternoons, when invited out. That
Is all. I'or the rest, most Amerlcan
girl students come to Paris to wear
out thelr old clothes. I have been in
Parls three years and still have some
of the things I brought with me. I
wear them still. Students are not ex-
pected to dress.”

The dally routine of the songstress
Is full of pleasant activity. Care of
her physique Is of eapital importance.
Her chief cares are not to cateh cold
or grow fat.

On rising, the future Patul takes a
tub—unknown objeet In the Latin
Quarter, though there Is sald to be
one in the Boulevard Montparnasse,
but as the girl lives very retired, fow
have seen It. Breakfast must be only
a cup of coffee and a roll. Then you
read the soclety columns of the Parls
Herald, Mail and Ameriean Register—
fmportant to a girl whose life on the
edge of high soclety becomes almost
. business proposition. In the after-
noon more singing.

The first concert Is a great scheme:
there are men students who repeat it
annually. [ confess, the girls employ
it less. \

The only expense I1s printing and
malling the complimentary tickets.
You send them hroadeast to the rich
and famous Americans, English,
I'rench, South Americans, Russlians,
Germans, Italians and Spanish  of
Paris—wlith the word “Complimen-
tary” rubber-stamped in big letters,

Such rieh folks are unwilling to ac-
cept a “compllmentary” from an un-
known singer; but they think you
must have met them somewhere, and
hate, also, to throw back tho offered
seats In your face. Therefore they
mall you a postal order for the price
of each, $2—3%4 In all-——and never at-
tend your concert.

Once a yvear the preclous volee must
be heard by the real critics. For the
meritorious, this long-dreaded, long-
wished-for audition d'eleves Is a con-
gecratlon. The voice s heard by the
critieal Parls public. It {5 judged not
only by c¢rities, but by gathered 1im-
presarios. After such a hearing the
girl may be offered an immediate en-
gagement In such a swell opera house
as the Monnale of Brussels, as [ have

known to happen to American girls
nine times In the past ten years.
Une reason why our girls pay g5

aplece for half-hour lesons from tho
famous but negligent old tralners who
recelve social callers in  the class
hour 18 that they make up for all neg-
lect at thelr auditions, great functions,
In which they have the power of draw-
Ing the elite of the profession, Less
famous tralners—better, perhaps, for
the volece—cannot get that crowd to-
gether,

1Zach student slngs two pleces, and
into thelr rendering is put the train-

The hour has come, One by one the
girls pass to the ordeal. And It Is
finished. They have been heard. They
have sung in Paris, Thelr perform-
ances wlill be noted at length In the
daily as well as the professional pa-
pars, The Impresarios of all the
world will know of them by magic,

It 15 to this sort of thing Parls owes
{ts vogue as a volce center. Fewer
new operas are brought out In Parls
than In many a German city, Parle
engagements are notorlously {1l paid
The Paris publiec does not love musle.
Some of the great tralners are Ger
mans, some Itallans, some Spanish
‘Yat they must teach In Parls. Paris
{s the center for the cultivation of the
! volce; and It suflices,

£ WIBUR D. MBI e

Some go to Hlllcrest-by-the-Pool,
Some go lo Glenview-by-the-Lake

In search of somewhere that s cool
And there they stew and fret und bake,
I have a qulet summer place

That's not llke Bandhill-by-the-Sea—
Across the lawn my path I trace

And stop at Hammock-by-the-Troee,

At this resort one ls surprised
To find that all the prospects please,
Home comforts, Just as ndvertised,
And constantly a coollng breeze;
There one may look up at the sky
That Ia as blue ns nny aea
And count the eloudshlps saillng by—
It's fine at Hammoek-by-the-Tree,

No pert-mouthed children flounce about,
No gossips sit In rovking chairs,
No bellhoys clatter in and out,
No gay grass wldows put on alrs,
There 18 no rush to be the first
To reach the tables during meals,
No orchestra may do Its worst
With shrieking flutes and fiddle-squeals,

And there nobody rocks the bhoat,
But one may sall the Sea o' Dreamas
And all eontentedly may tlont
Adown the babbling funcy streams;
There Is no land in all the ecarth
That In this spot one may not roam:
He may have all the day is worth
And safely make the port of home.

My baggage Is o plpe and book

And there T travel every day;
I find the qulet little nook

Where lnughing breezes come to mlay.
It la the corner of content,

A place that has o charm for me—
There my vacation wlll be spent;

I'll stop at Hammock-by-the-Tree,

At the Bookstand.
“Is that next month's Rustler may;-
azine?" asks the patron, Indicating the
perfodical in question,

"Yes, sir, but It Is a back number
now," says the dealer.

“A back number? Why it s onl)-i
the first of this month, and that mag- |
azine Is dated for next month."” |

“lI know, but nowadays tho maga- |
zines for two months from now come |
ow the week Dbefore the ecurrent |
month, and a magazine that is only a |
month ahead of time is really .-sixl
weeks old.” i

She Wanted It All,

“I wish I could figure It out,” broogd.
ed the man.

We bent over his table and saw that |
he was drawing a sketch of a wagon |
of pecullar build. '

“What Is it?" we asked. |

“I am trylng to invent a vehiclo |
that may be used as a coal wagon, |
moving van, and lee wagon." |

Realizing that we were In the m-nsa-l
ence of a Napoleon of finanee, we hur-
rled away, clutehing our ;wckvt.'
book.

Enjoyable Outing.

We meet our frlend who has been
spending two weeks at the resort |
famed for Its scenery and outdoor at-
tractions.”

“Have a good time?" we ask,

“Great,” he replics.

"They say Upp-There-by-the-Lake s
a pleasant place for a vacation.”

“It certainly Is. Why, (he night
olerk at that hotel I8 the best partner
at bridge 1 ever found."

Conslstent,

“The girls In the cooking schook
have organized a baseball team and
they lInsist that the games must be
played on the football grounds."

“That's odd. Why do they want (o
do that?"

“They clalm that the batter ean't

ing of long weeks. The hall 1s packed. |

get out unless he Is started on the
gridiron.”

The Smile,

“I wonder, “mused the gentle girl,
“why the face of nature Is always sald
to wear a smile?"

“Because it does,” explained the un.
gentimental man, “Don't mint and
rye spread all over the face of no-
ture?”

Businesslike.

“And this, T presume, wil be a
‘charge? " asks the visitor to the stu-
dlo,

“Well, sir)” answers the Impecunt-
ous artlst, “I'd lke to favor you, but
In my present state of finance 1 am
compelled to Insist upon cash,”

[

OTTUMWA
CURED

By Lydia E. Pinkham'’s
Vegetable Compound

Ottumwa, Iowa.—*For years I was
almost a constant sufferer from female
AR trouble in all its
dreadful forms:
shooting pains al
over my body, sick
headache, spinal
weakness, dizzines
depression, an
everything that wasn
horrid. I tried man
doctors in differen
garta of the United
tates, but Lydia E.
Pinkham's
\ ble Compound has
done more for me than all the doctors.
I feel it my duty to tell you these
facts, My heart is full of gratitude to
{'ou for my cure.’’—Mrs. HARRIET K.
VAMPLER, 024 8. Ransom Street,
Ottumwa, Iowa.

Consider This Advice.

No woman should submit to a surgl-
cal operation, which may mean deat
until she has given Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound a fair trial.

This famous medicine, made only
from roots and herbs, has for thirty
ears proved to be the most valuable
fonio and invigorator of the female
organism. Women residing in almost
every city and town in the United
Btates bear willing testimony to the
wonderful virtue of Lydia I Pink-
ham’s Vegetable Compound.

Mrs. Pinkham, at Lynn, Mass.,
Invites all sick women to write
her for advice. Her ndviceis free,
confidentinl, and always helpful.

egeta-

IL.ove, which is the essence of God,
is not for levity, but for the total
worth of a man.—Emerson.

Eat for the Fun of It.

According to Mr, Herbert W, Flsher
in World's Work food Is of no use to
us unless we enjoy it. Mr, Fisher does
not, however, recommend us to be
gluttons. le says the less we eat the
more pleasure we might get, The prin-
ciple is that if we eat little we shall
taste much, And the taste of food,
not the amount, is, after all, the lure
of It.

T

Too Dajngerous.

In the struggling days of Tuskegee,
Booker T. Washington found that he
would have to ‘use an old chicken
house for a schoolitoom,

“Uncle,” sald he \to an old colored
man, "1 want you tdy come down at
nine o'clock tomorrowg ™°N#.s and
help me clean out a henhouse.”

“Law now, Mr. Washington,” the
old man expostulated, “vou-all don’t

| want to begin cleanin’ out no henli-
| house roun’ yere In de day time.'—

Success Magazine.

THE MA

RTYR.

Polly—So Mrs. Highmere's husband
has developed bad habits. How did
You hear about 1t?

Dolly—Oh, Mrs. Highmere invited

| us all to an afternoon tea so she could

tell us how she suffered In silencsl

A SPOON SHAKER.
Stralght From Coffeedom.

Coffee can marshall a good squadron
of enemlies and some very hard ones to
overcome. A lady in Florida writes:

“I have always been very fond of
good coffee, and for years drank it at
least three tlmes a day, At last, how-
ever, I found that it was njuring me,

“I became blllous, subject to fre-
quent and violent headaches, and so
very nervous, that I eould not lift a
spoon to my mouth without apliling a
part of its contents,

“My heart got ‘rickety’ and beat so
fast and so hard that I could scarcely
breathe, whilo my skin got thick and
dingy, with yellow hlotches on my face,
caused /hy tho conditlon of my liver
and ‘blood.

“I made up my mind that all these
afllictions came from the coffee, and I
determined to experiment and foe,

“80 I quit coffce and got n package
of Postum which furnished my hot
morning beverago, After a little time
I was rewarded by a completo restora-
tlon of my health in every respect,

“I do not suffer from biliousness any
more, my headaches have dlsappeared,
my nerves aro as steady as could be
desired, my heart beats regularly and
my complexlon has cleared up beautl-

fully—-the blotches have heen wiped out

and it {8 such a pleasure to be well
again Name given by Postum Co.,
Baitlo Creek, Mich,

Read the little boolk, “The Road to

Wellville,” in pkgs, “Thero’s a reason.”

Iiver read the nhove letter? A new
ons appenrs from time to time, 'They

are genuine, true, and full of human
Interent.
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