
than yours. It is for you to decide-”
When Mr. Levine reached home that

night he found Abey Harris and Sophie
laughing merrily. For a moment he

jaltered—they looked so happy. But
then came the thought of the prestige
he had won through securing the trade

of Katzenstein and Cohen, and the dread

of losing it -hardened his heart.

‘‘Sophie,” he said “—and you too,

Abey—listen to me. If you marry each

other 1 lose Katzenstein and Cohen’s

business. Air. Cohen wants to marry

you, Sophie. If he doesn't he will

‘buy from Blumberg and Miller, Then

the whole trade will laugh at me. So

be a good girl, break oil with Abey

Harris, and marry Cohen. You know

you always said you would do what I

wanted.”
■Sophie put her handkerchief to he:

eves. “it is terrible,” she said.
“How about the partnership'” asked

Abey.
Mr. Levine jumped at the opportu-

nity. ‘‘Be a good boy, Abey, and give
her up and you can stay in the firm.

Though, of -course, you can't expect a

percentage of Katzenstein and Cohen’s

orders because I’m getting the business

myself.”
Abey scratched hi-s head thoughtfully

and looked at the floor. “It’s a big busi-

ness,” he said slowly, “and 'I d hate to

see our firm lose it.”

Mi1. Levine seized his hand. “That s

the right way to look at it, Abey. I’m

glad you put the firm before everything
else. What do you say, Sophie?’

“Oh. if Abey is willing, I’m willing.
Jf he gives me up so easily 1 would just
as lief get engaged to Mr. Cohen. ’

“Business before pleasure, Sophie,”
said Abey. “We ean’t- afford to lose

Katzenstein and Cohen.”
The next day Cohen called and pro-

posed to Sophie, and Sophie smiled upon
him.

"Why. certainly I will marry you. Mr.

Cohen,” she said.' "You write me a let-

ter ami ask me to marry you. and JH

write to you and say yes.” Cohen in

the seventh heaven of delight, insisted

upon writing the letter immediately, and

then, advancing boldly, attempted to

kiss her. But Sophie held him back.

“Not yet,” she said, “Not for two

months. I didn’t let Abey kiss me until

we were engaged two months.’

■Which was a lie, but did not Worry
Cohen half so much as the thought that

Abey had kissed her at all.

“All right, Sophie,” he said. “What-

ever you say goes. But .1 want to warn

you that I have a terribly jealous na-

ture, and the very thought that another

man ever kissed you makes 'me feel ter-

rible.”
"You mustn’t be jealous,” Sophie

eaid. “Lots of men have kissed me.”.

Cohen winced, but said nothing. He

had won her, and he must be content.

That very night he wrote to his partner
announcing his engagement and inform-

ing him that he had doubled his order

for tea-gowns for that month. So

Sophie and Cohen were engaged.
Abey took his defeat quite good-na-

turedly. “You sbe,’’. he explained to Air.

Levine, “I am so much interested in the

business that I would not let anything
interfere with our success. Some day,

when you pay off the people who are iu

the company with you, I will be so valu-

able that you will make me an equal
partner aiul change the name of the

firm from Levine and Co. to Levine and

Hanis. Don’t you see?”

Mr. Levine nodded. "1 am beginning

to think a great deal of you, Abey,” he

said. “If yon will always keep the busi-

ness first "in your mind and bring in a

whole lot of orders, who knows but

•what it will all come out just as you

say!”
Cohen, in the meantime, was doing his

utmost to entert lin 'his fiancee, taking

her out to dinner every night or to the

theatre or for an automobile ride, and

Sophie seemed to be enjoying herself

hugely. To be sure, she would not per-
mit him to hold her hand or to become

at all demonstrative in bis affection, but

upon the whole she seemed to be happy

in his company, and he was satisfied

until until the canker-worm of jealousy
legan to gnaw into her heart.

It began about the end of the first

week of their engagement. They were

•lining in a restaurant on Broadway

when a lather good looking young mm

approached their table ami stopped in

sti rprise.
“Well. If it isn't Sophie Levine!” lie

cxchiimed. "How are you, Sophie? I'm

awfully glad to see you! ’
Sophie uttered an exclamation of de-

light. “If it isn’t Sammy Levy!” she

cried. “I'm awfully glad to see you,

Sammy! ’

< For a while they clasped hands and

looked into each other’s eyes. Then
Sophie,' still holding the young man’s

hand, introduced him to.Cohen, omitting
to mention the fact that she was en-

gaged to Cohen. • i' ’ brfi
“Sit down, Sammy,” she said. “Have

you had your dinner? I’m sure Mr.

Cohen will be glad to have you dine with

Air. Cohen was not glad, but he could
do nothing else than murmur an unin-

telligible -assent.
"Say, Sophie,” said Sammy Levy, -‘do

you remember that day you and .1. '.vent
to the picnic and ”

“S-h-li-h!” said Sophie, placing her

finger on his lips “you mustn’t tell

tales!” Then they both laughed, and

Cohen had to bite bis lips to keep from

screaming out aloud. (In the way honid
that night he upbraided 'Sophie for her

conduct.

“Yon seemed to like him better than

you do me,” he said reproachfully. "You

never even put your finger on my lips.”
“I’m sorry I hurt your feelings, dear,”

Sophie said lightly, "but 'I ean’t help
Sammy being so good looking, can I?

He’s an old friend of mine. Don’t you
think he 'has the loveliest eyes?”

Cohen hardly slept a wink that night.
Jealousy, you know, is a very terrible—

alas! I must be short.
The next night Cohen was sitting with

Sophie in the parlour when the bell

rang and the maid announced Tony

Seligman. Sophie became quite excited.
“I’m just crazy to have you meet

Tony,” she said to Cohen. “He was my

first beau when I was a little girl.”
Tony entered clad cap a-pic in auto-

moboile armour. “Hello, girlie!” he ex-

claimed eluserily. “I came to take you
for a spin in the ■•ar.

_

Come along.”
Sophie took Tony’s hand and led him

to where Cohen sat. “This is Mr. Cohen,

my 'fiance/' s’he ‘ said, holding fast to

Tony’s hand. "You won’t mind if I go
out for a little ride with Tony, will you,

dear?”
Cohen was bursting with jealous rage.

“Suppose I go along?” he said. “YY ould

I be in the way?”
“It’s a racing-ear,” said Tony, "and

there are only two seats. I’ll be glad
to take you out some other time. Hurry

up, girlie, and get your things on.”
"Do you mind if I go?” Sophie asked.
“Of ’course he doesn’t,” vouchsafed

Tony. “He doesn’t look like the jealous
kind.”

What could Cohen do but assent?

(Sophie went for the ride after promising
to be back in an hour. She returned in

exactly three hours.

•*T was awfully hungry,” she explained,
“and we had supper in Central Park.

Tony is a perfect dear. Don't you think

he looks terribly strong and handsome?’’

For two weeks Cohen s life was a per-
fect agony of jealousy. Wherever be

went with Sophie he met Sammy Levy

or Tony Seligman, who, apparently ob-

livious of his frowns and his surliness,

would insist, upon joining [them and

would bask in the sunshine of 'Sbphie’s
smiles. Not that Sophie, for a single
instant, ever overstepped thy hounds

of strictest propriety ; but the sparkle in

her eyes ami her rapt attention to every

word of these young men' and her com-

plete ignoring of Cohen s suffering kept

her fiance upon the rack, day after day.

"Promise me, Sophie,” he said one day.

•‘never to speak to Sammy Levy or Tony

Seligman again and I will be the happi-
est man in the world.’

“Oh. very well,”. answered Sophie
airily. “If you are jealous of them I

will not speak to them.” And Cohen

never saw Tony Seligman or Sammy

Levy again. Hut when, the next even-

ing,'lie called to see Sophie lie found her

daneing in. the parlour with a young

man whom she introduced as Charley
Samuels.

"Charley is teaching me the new two-

step,” she explained. “Can’t yon play
something for ns while we dance?’

Cohen .could not play, but lie watche.l

them dance, and he cursed Charley and

his new two-step from Dan to Beersheba.

Never hid he seen a two-step thrit in-

volved so much hugging of a girl’s waist.

When he could stand it no longer Cohen

proposed to Sophie that they go oiit for

a walk.
"Sure,” said Sophie. “Y’ouTe not too

tired for a little walk, art* you, Charley ?”
While they were walking Sophie told

Charley that bis new suit was very bc-

I'Oiniiig. Ami she made Cohen feel Ihe

muscle' of- Charley's right arm.

“It’s like iron, isn’t it?" she asked in-

nocently. .j ~

The incidents that led to Hie final coL
lapse of Cohibi wonhl fill a book. I would

dearly" love to recount them, step by

step. But 1 will indulge in the luxury
of one philosophical remark.

If you pile burden upon burden on a

dromedary’s back you will eventually
reach the limit of the dromedary’s en-

durance, and then, by adding just a

single straw, you can break the drome-
dary’s back!

Cohen and Sophie were alone. Sophie
was gazing at her folded hands in silent
reverie. She had not spoken for ten

minutes.
“What are yon thinking about?” Co

hen finally asked.

Sophie looked at him with a bright
smile. “I was wondering how Charley is

feeling to-day. You know he said he had

such a headache last night.”
Cohen sprang to his feet, shook his

fist in her face, and danced with rage
before her. “I’m done with you!” he

cried. “Marry your Charley! Marry
your Tony! Marry your Sammy! Do

you think I’d marry a girl who’s always
thinking about other men? You’re crazy

about men! 1 never want to see you

again!” Ami seizing his hat he rushed
out of the house, banging the street door

behind him.

An hour later, while he was packing
his trunk, Abey Harris, accompanied by
a man whom lie introduced as Mr Ehi-

steiu, called to see him. Alley’s face

was very long and solemn.

"Mr, Cohen,’’ be said, “I'm surprised
to hear what I have just heard. Miss
Levine’ is broken-hearted. So am L

So is Mr Einstein, who is Miss Levine’s
lawyer. Do you mean to tell me that
it is possible for a gentleman like you
to break your promise to marry a lady?”

“I wouldn't marry her,” cried Cohen,
"if she was the only woman on earth.”

Abey Harris sighed. “Then it has come

to the worst,” he exclaimed. "Go ahead,
Air Einstein.”

“I am sorry,” said Mr Einstein in a

lugubrious voice, "but I am instructed

to bring a suit against you for breach of
promise. Y’ou have broken a noble lady’s
heart, and she will get. heavy damages.”

Cohen turned pale. This was an aspect
of the matter that had not presenter!
itself to him before. He remembered bis

written declaration to Sophie, ami he

groaned. What would his friends in
Milwaukee say? How eonld he face the

ridicule, the newspaper notoriety; ‘and

the scandal that was bound to ensue?

The perspiration stood upon his fore-

head.

“ilsn’t it possible to compromiseask-
ed Abey Harris of the lawyer. "It will
look terrible in the newspapers. Sup-
posing Air -Cohen pays the lady fifty
thousand dollars in cash or agrees to buy
regularly from Levine & Co.?”

The lawyer shook bis head. “It is im-

possible,” he said. “Miss Levine is

heart-broken, and she has told mo to

put it in all the newspapers.”
Abey Harris pleaded with him, begged

him to relent, implored him to compro-
mise the matter for the sake of the firm,

and in the end the lawyer’s stony heart

relented.

“Are you willing,” he thundered at

Cohen, “to sign an agreement to buy all

your New York goods of Levine ami Co.

if my client is merciful enough to with-
draw her suit ami release you from your

eoiitraet?”
Cohen, pale ami willed, nodded <■ iger

“I don't know if,she, will <lo it,” sail
the lawyer, “but for the sake of my
friend Abey Harris I will argue With her.
If she does, you can thank your lu.ky
star for a very narrow escape.”

Did Sophie Levine relent? Yes, Sophie
Levine relented. And to this day Kat

zenstein ami Cohen buy all their tea-

gowns of the linn of Levine and Harris

(formerly Levine and Co.). ' ' ' > 1
When Sophie and Abey Harris were

married, Sammy Levy and Tony Selig
man arid Charley Samuels “functionat-
ed” (according to the newspaper-) as

ushers.

A Murder a Day.
New York maintains its rep? .itipn

for doing everything better than any

other city in . the world. Ne.i :di in

Mafiaand Pari-i.ui Apache fade into

insignificancy laisido the' Lupo oo ell.i

band of New Y oi‘k; The London iloo’i

gan is a plaster saint by comp n
- >n.

These rascals ihru murder a day. ami

(the Sir.'iet Police know til! abou. them,
but keep the secret lieciiuse to tale pro

■ reedings would involve the expo-it and

probable extinetiou of their infm in ■ nts.

The Liiponioielli have their privat>- I iry

ing-grmind. : w iih—:it is likely emoigfi -

. their eh.iplpiiii that all things in,it be

done ilee'ently “and in order. Why did

Sir William Schwenk Gilbert quit this

planet a year too soon?

Avarice and Generosity.

MR. DOOLEYS OPINION.

“ I nover blame a man f’r bein' avaric-

yous in his ol’ age. Whin a fellow gits
so he has nawthin’ else to injye, whin
ivrybody calls him ‘sir’ or 'mister,’ an’

young people dodge him an' he sleeps af-
ther dinner, an’ folks say he’s an ol’

fool if he wears a buttonhole bokay, an’

Iris teeth is only tinants at will an’ not

permanent, fixtures, ’tis no more thin
naeh’ral that he shad begin to look
around f’r a way iv keepin’ a grip on hu-

man s’eiety. It don't take him long to

see that the on’y tiring that's vin'rable

in age is money, an’ he proceeds to ac-

quire anything that happens to be in

sight, takin’ it where he can lind it. not

where he wants it, which is th’ way to

aeeumylate a fortune.
.“Money won't prolong life, but a few

m’dlyons judieyously placed in good
banks an’ oeeas’nally worn on the per-

son will rayjooce age. Poor of men are

always older thin poor rich men. In th’

almhouse a man is decrepit an’ mournful

looking at 60, but a millyoimire at 00 is

jus’ hi th’ prime iv life to a friendly eye,
an’ there are no others.

“ It’s aisier to th' ol’ to grow rich thin

it is to th’ young. At making money a

man iv 00 is miles ahead iv a hi’iid iv

25. Pollytics and bankin’is th’ "on'y two

games where age has the best ,jv it.

Youth has bettlier things to attui to,

an’ more iv thim. I don’t blame a man

f’r bein’ stingy anny more thin I blame

him f’r havin’ a bad leg. 5 e know th

doctors say that if ye don't use wan iv

ye’er limbs f’r a year or so ye ran niver

use it again. So it is with gin rosily.

A man starts arly in life not bein’ gin’-
rous. lie says to hinisilf. ' 1 wurruKesl
f’r this thing, an’ if I give it away I

lose it.’ lie ties up his gin'rosity ill

bandages so that th’ blood can’t cirey-

late in it. It gets to be a superst itioh

with hint that he’ll have bad luck if Im

iver does annything f’r annybody. Au’

so he rakes in an’ puts his private mark

with hi» teeth on all th’ movable money
in th’ wurruld. But th’ day comes w’liin

he sees people around him gettin' a good

dale iv injyemint out iv gin'rosity, an’

somewan says: 'Why don’t ye, too, be

gin’rous? Come, ol’ green goods, unbelt.

lo«sen up, be gin’rous.' ‘Gin'rous?’ saap

he. ‘What’s that ?’■ ‘ It’s th- best spoort
in th’ wurruld. It’s givin' things io

people.’ ‘But I can t-,’ he says. I

haven’t annything to do it with,' he says.

‘ I don’t know th’ game. 1 haven’t anny

gin’rosity,’ he says. ' But ye have, says

they. 'Ye have as much gin'rosity as

anny wan if ye'll only use it,’ says they.

• Take it out iv th’ plaster cast ye put
it in an’ ’twill look as good as new,’ says

they. An’ he does it. lie thries to use

his gin’rosity, but all h* life is out iv it-

It .rives way undher him, an' he falls

dovvn. He can't raise it fr’m th’ ground.
It’s ossylied an’ useless. I’ve seen manny

a fellow that suffered fr’m ossylied gin'

rosity.
“ Whin :> man begins makin' money

in bis youth at anything but games iv

chance he niver can become gin'rous la jo
in life. He may make a bluff at it. Some

men are gin’rous with a crutch. Sonm

men get the use of their gin'rosity back

suddenly whin they ar’re in danger. Winn

Claney, the miser, was caught in a lire

in th’ Daisied Sthreet Palace Hotel ho

bowled fr’m a window: 'l'll give twinty

dollars to anny man that'll take mo

down.’ Cap’n Minehan put up a laddher

an’ climbed to.him an* carried-him to th,
sthreet. Half-way down th' ladder th’

brave rayscooer was seen to be chokiit

his helpless burdhen.’ \Ve discovered af-

therward that Clancy had thried to be-

gin negotyations to rayjooce th rewaid

to live dollars, llis gin'rosity had !>«•-

come suddenly par'lysed ngtwn.

“So if ye'd stay gin’rous to th' mid.

niver lave ye'er gm rosity idle too long.
Don’t run at ivry hour at th' top oy its

speed, but fr’m day to day give it a little

gintie exercise to keep it supple an',
hearty, an’ in due time ye may iiijie it.’

A Good Idea.

I*'or some time in Y’ienni -'r <' >.icinc<

banks have been in vogue with e.m-idei

able success. These saving- kink- are

an' adaptation of the penny in the •‘lot

ntavliinc. Anyone passing \>i’h ng i tb

po«it a small >uin drop-* hi* into

theidot. Instead <4 receiving bon Ihhk or

chocolate in return, he get* a ticket lor

the « oiii deposited. The th k» - are liter

honuin'ei! oti present*'ti<»n at a <«o\prn-

nleul di'p.sftmeiit. Encimive.al by ths

success of the Vienna e\|ieriii>enl the

peiqile of Paris are to introduce the sama

system into their streets.
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