\f\_.',_-,.}"._,[ man filled Elso May
JUBRATY 1 with dread. With
N a M Y wretched con-
science she knew
__tkat he was bring-
ing her anothep
ttick envelope. She
bad received =o
nany thick enve-
i lcpes Jately.. And
|, -sztmnn W28 so crually chireless
B s e droppad one Into the box for
2% e was a nice lcoking young
an, teo, Wwith fresh colored
. Ar4 hoe usually whistled. It

_pore about with him the where-
",.I;.ﬂ ;> wreakine gentle hearts.

" sostnan loped in toward the
rc,‘“,‘dfur and Elsa turned from the
gindo™. =

e ran out of the room and down-
S, The thick envelope was there,
"5&; pamphlet of some kind careful-
¥ apped. She slipper the envelope
e the pamphlet just in time to
» ;p-'_[l it, for the landlady’s daugh-
:.ﬂmw-;lg coming downstairs. The land-
e wore stylish clothes

Vi
nter

piy's daus

ITH a burst of noise
and light an ele-
vated train passed.
Ten blocks awaya
peal ¢of bells broke
ivxe chimes—"Neea -
e~y —Zod—te —
The,’ Kirmy
groaned and thrust
lier heaa under the

- vaqciothes. 14 was

{golaek, and s*e had mot had ~ wink

bi sicaD.

“| gnall gc crazy.” the sobbed. “I

pow T shall. My bea'n goes like w

miate  I've *hought »f tkings to-

peh 1 telieved ware forgotten years

i Last nieht was almost as bad.

vl Jout sieer tomerrow nlght—"

Bie sau-ilerad.

™43 prer:e in the big apartment

baess Legsl to stir. The janitor be-

no to thrmp the furnace, for the Oc-
eher nightz hiad turned so chill that

y Hght fira was necessary. At 6

veloel: things were regularly active,

Izd Kirmy got up. She went into her

tte and made some strong

She avoided her own face in

?

Le."
wive

HE sight of the post-- as

‘stairs.

.the glass,

a 4

and had lomg bright earrings gan-

g‘llilgg tromithe edge, of her talr“g:fr.
8e earrings twinkled m

she nodded at Elsa. i i

" you’ve been down. Good
news, I hope?’ She went om. Three
steps below Hisa she turned. “Oh, by
the way. Miss May, if you,could pay
your rent today just as well as not,
mother says she would be so much
obliged. She hates to crowd ¥ou, but
she’'s got some bills to pay and—"

“I've got the money right here.”
Elsa took her little thin purse. out of
her sweater pocket. “One week back
and one in advance—$5. There you
are!” She tried to smile as gayly as
if she were made of $5 bills. And
she felt that she had succeeded when
she saw Miss Larsen stare.

“Oh, thank you. I'll take it right
in to mother and. see she puts it on
the book,” the girl said.

And Hisa, humming airily, ran up-

_But once she had shut the
door behind her, her poor, make-be-
lieve nothing-to-worry-about manner
fell from her and she sank upon the
bed, white and shaky. She had parted
with her last dollar! But ian the
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meantime how was she to live? And

it was already near dinner time,
which reminded her that no breakfast
of tea and crackers can last forever.
The thick envelope and the other
bit of mail slid to the floor as she
leaned forward with her face in her
hands. Her head whirled. S8he was
afraid for the months before her in
Wwhich to make her fortume by her
poor little wits. Back home her writ-
ing had brought her some money. She
had believed if she could get to the
city—to the very center of things—
ghe could do better work. But she
had fafled steadily until she had come
to this! There was no help to be had
from home, fer her grandmother had
written two-days before for a little
money with which to pay the.taxes.
And Elsa had sent it, of course, trust-
ing te this wonderful satory of hers
;vhlclr now fay in-the envelope beside
er. o
She: reached down. her hand for it
presently, but she breught up the
pamphlet instead—what she believed
was a pamphlet. Absently .she tore
away the wrapper and saw the word
“Prospectus.” The Cosmepolita had

~
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sent her a prospectus! After all her
stories it had returned, too! Thecrisp

pages parted in her hand, and there in.

ood black print was her own name.

ith a gasp Elsa sn:tched the pros-:

ectus closer. It was her own name
rated among all the names of the
glariously successful as a contrib-
utor for the year. And underneath
ber name was a briefiy explanatory
note—“Migs Elsa May, a writer upon
thé. editorial staff of ‘Perley’s Maga-
zine’” It ' was unbelievabls. She
stared at the words and the color rose
in her face. How beautiful it would
have been to her if only it had been
true! :
But it was not true! That thought
leaped before =nll others. How had
théy made such a mistake? Should
she let it go? Perhaps no one would
learn the difference and it might mean
much to her. And -yet to let.it go
woild not be honest. Above al thihzs
Elsa was honest. Back and forth
flew her reasoning between conscience
and desire. She. would let it go—it
was not her fault. But then it was
not . fair to let it go; it was purely a
mistake and she must alter it “I

it looked so fine. And the was
done. Would the editor thank her for
calling-his attention 1o hls -owh m¥is-
take? . .. v Sl I gRibRE fir ol
She ' made herssit' - résdy for the
street. ‘Tn her -dark blue - #yit Had
small black velvet hat—both extrava-
gances which she had repented after
ward—sghe looked:itke = really Bus:
cessful Jittle - woman ' writer pgeoltig
forth to win:fresh victory. - After nine
months of :trouble and worry -snd
scanty fare her cheecks were still
pink and her eyes clear 2 PR R

It was a full mile: to the office of
the “Cosmopolite,” but awakened hopé
and the tangy breeze shoved Elsa
along rapidly.

She gave her card to the office boy.

“I think Mr. Trelawney has goae
out,” he said. *“I'll see.”

Elsa’s heart went down like lead.

“No, he’s in. And he’ll see you—"
said the office boy returning. He held
the door open and Elsa went in.

Mr. Trelawney rose from his desk.
She had never seen him before, and
it occurred to her that she had not

o T o

Igish hind tﬁ

seutsd.”:  Thon bé. sat: déws. fo ‘i
own Bhalr and leumea forward a little,
siling mmmmm-guow what'is

o Eiva vepliods "10% tate" Ahe
n - “Nogs Elga replied: "It's fhis.” AN
#06 iaid -tho open. prospeetus delore
&im. « “f-don’t belong there. I'm got
a writer for Perley's and T've oniy
hiad oné story.eecepted- by the *Cos-
-mopgllte,'mal Alat was ® loag time
‘to_h”_.‘, ez g 3 1 3

" Mr. Trelawney looked #ivriled, -Anq
't‘hen"hn fa\lgl'le‘. at TmoaE ' -
"1 see—I see. Miss May. I thank
you for calling my attentien ¢5 W'z
error, which I may adi is iere's
typographical. Miss Flgla oy ie tis
way it-should read. Strange il:a} e
pnames should be s2 much slike &
the way, you ssv a8 gnes nab'isums
a story nf yorrs¥ Whal wag ‘ti"

Elsa told him. “A verv good vlo*~
too.,” he said, Trear:™e, “%Harg you
pever sent g anvihing sjea?”

Fls& told him that she had manv
timeg. “Bui theyve all come back., T

She knew that she looked
frightful.

“I can’t write today,” she said to
herself. “They’ll have to wait for the
story and X'll have to wait for my pay.
Heavens, how my head. feels! All
cone up in twine, bound as tight as it
c«n be drawn. Oh, dear!”

Having drunk her coffee, she dropped
into an easy chair and walted miser-
ably. Yet she had nothing in the
world to wait for—unless it was the
postimun. He came presently and the
janitor brought her mail—a singie tet-
ter, ; )
“I'm glad there 1is no more. I
couldn't have attended to it,” Kirmy
thought.

She fingered the letter listlessly.
Should she dress and go to see Dr.
Brant again? She felt he did not
sympathize with her—that his medi-
cine was doing her no good. Yet, aft-
er all, he had a kindly way of as-
suring her that it was nothing but a
“kink in her subconsciousness.” “Your
sublimal self is out of sorts,’” he said,
in his quiet, half teasing: . way. “No
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it isn’t overwork or anything, but just
you. I can't give you a different
‘superior psychism,” and that's exact-
ly the preacription you need.”

After that it didn't seem possible to
Kirmy that she could go to see Dr.
Brant again. What, then, should she
do? She was getting beyond the pos-
sibility of self-control. She drank
more black coffee, which she felt she
needed to brace her, and read her let-
ter. It was from Marianne Hardick,
the girl who had once promised . to
excel her as writer, but who had
fallen,in love, run away and was now
living in a country village with the man
of her heart, whom she still loved in
spite of the fact that he had never
read a page of Shakespeare in his life.

“I"m so sorry to hear about the sad
state of your nerves,” Mariaane wrote.
“But, of course, you can't expect them
to be- better while you stay in the city.
You say the seashore did you no good.
No wonder. Why can’t you realize
that you need quiet—country quiet? I
wish you would come out here and
make me a good, long visit, I can
make you very cosy, and, at least,

¥/
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you’'ll be away from thé noige.”

Like a bit of ice in a feversd motth,
Marianne's invitation brought hope
and relief. Tears came to Kirmy’s
tired eyves. “I won’t wait for another
sleepless night. I'll go now. Let me
see., There ought to me a train about
noon. That will bring me to Arles
at 10 o'clock. Can 1 get ready? I
will if 1 have to go without a sec-
ond shirtwaist.’ :

At 10 that anight when Kirmy got
off the train Marianne was there to
greet her. She had a cab waiting. “I
thought veu'd oe too tired to walk,”
she said. “My dear, I'm s0 glad to
welcome you to this country peace
and quiet.”

It was still with the stililness that
hurts one’s ears used to vast commo-
tion. Kirmy felt queer. No pavement,
no chimes, no thunder oY traffic, no
roar of trains. All was dark calm
under the trees. The darkness and
calmness grew all the way to. Mari-
anna’s little house—one of a double
row of little houses. She took off her
coat and made Kirmy some hot choe-
olate. There were other things, but

Kirmy was too exhausted te gat. She
tumbled into bed without even opening
the window and slept like dead unfil
9 o'clock next morning.

“What made you let me do it?”’ sbs

gcolded Marianne when sghe came
down to a late breakfast. "“Eleven
hours! 1 haven’'t slept as much &3

that in any one week for ages.”
“It's the quiet,” sgald Marianne.
“You can’t help sleeping here.”
They had a pleasant, rather dull day
and retired early. Therec was votiing
to sit up for. Besides, Martianaie sa'<
Kirmy had come to sleewn, «n' shae
must sleep. The wealher had growan
warm and Kirmy raised ho*h her win-

dows. The room was zalmort a8 close
a8 her bedroom in the cii>. And pro-
foundly quiet! How nice. Sha ar-

ranged her pillow and closed Licis ayves.
Suddenly they sprang wide oncn. In
the distance a clock was siriving tl:e
hour, in small, evenly distinct tones.
That clock ended and anotheor began.
Then another and another and ancti-
er, each louder than the last, until
Marianne’'s own houscheld timepiece
got ready to take up the tale from
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could have such s nice,

T Lo
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“What was it?’

* "The Sapphire.’”

#«* The ‘Sepphize!” I never siw #f
It euald not have passed the r-ndes
I wish-I'hed seen it. I—"

“I%e got.it right hers”  &iessn
voles trembled. Her- hand tremsled,
tos, @8 she Iald the story sefsre hiw,
"I was poing to try e se'! i to thd
‘Comrade’ on my way home, but i
Fou wWant to look at fe*

The editorr unfold=d the mannuw:-ip*

read ‘a dosra line~ turne: %' tho last
siteal, read ihat s ey smiled.
“This locks nromising “f ~ou c.t wal*
& -faw  omants unitl ' read it

throngh—" he salc.

Flva waited. It s«"mc+ te her thal
¢t~ ~afted o= Sonrs, davs, yoars. And
than se glare~d t vard her. Even
lrefor~ ‘e ep~ke she knew that “The
fanphire” " ad found acceptance

There «~ 3 great . =al mos ‘o thil*
story. Byt perhaps “ou can gucas 1
=ithot -y -elling it—how Elsa wrots
story after sio~* “*+r the - Cosmopo
Lty ¢amch +n i=epirer 1s hope and
jey) and how finally rhe married Mr
‘Trelawne .

~
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the ¥y alarm clfock in the kitchén to
the mahts! pet over the fireplace. And
last of all Lthe 1ittle gilt clock which
Kirmy nad noticed on her own bu-
rean skappat o 9 and brought Kirmy
sut of bed wi*th a leap.

"'} f% you,” she muttered. She
shock *hic ‘nnocent gilt top angrily
and ersrumeagd it into the bottom of a
bures #rawer under all her lingerie,
whire B ticked lo=dly and cheerfully
wi» vident resolve to be heard if not
SwNT,

Kirmy slept litile all night. She
had just worn out the clock and
fallen into exhausted slumber when
the roosters began to crow. It seemed
that everybody in Arles, even Marian-
ne's husband, kept fowls.

“Well?” guestioned Marianne, smil-
fng, at breakfast.

Kirmy was pale and hollow-eyed,
but brave. “Oh, I slept some,” she
evaded. To herself she said, “I'll try
it one more night, then—"

In reality she tried seven more
nights. She could not go without of-
fending Marianne. Bat she did not

sleep. First clocks and then roosters,
and then some idiot girl next door
who would sit up these warmn moon-
light nights with her beau and was
very merry z2bout it, too.

“There’s no place for me any-
where,” sighed p>or Kirmy. And back
she fled to the city.

The weather had turned cool agaln
and she had to leave her window
down all but a crack. There were no
clocks and no roosters. And how she
slept! Every night she expected to be
awake but every night unconscious-
ness found her. If she halt awoke
to hear the elevated rushing by or
distant chimes singng she smiled
gratefully to think they were not
roosters and clocks.

“Well,” said Dr. Brant, meeting her
on the street one day. “how are you?
Country do you good?”

“Untold good,” replied Kirmy.

“I gan see that. Cured, eh? Sublim-
inal Belf under control, eh? Eyes
bright and cheeks rosy. Wonderful!
Wonderful!”

Kirmy smiled discredly.

By Els’e Endicott

RS. WLITERS was
excited. She passed
from bedroom to
gitting room partly
attired in her best
black silk and with
her mouth fuil of
pins.

Three days be-

fore, Susan Cook

= had died and the
lmeral was to take place today.

At last she was dressed. Her bon-

tet strings were tied exactly In the

tight place, her black mitts were
longed, and the pause for a moment

b give final instructions to Becky, her

byear-old daughter, who was to be

léft at home alone.

“Now, Becky,” directed Mrs. Win-

ers, “if anybody calls, tell ‘em your

B2 ain't to home. Be sure and don’t

fo far from the house.”

Becky listened attentivliey to her

bother's instructions, promised obe-

lience, and soon Mrs. Winters depart-

. She had walked perhaps a hsalf-

gl =

CAN'T, dear; I just
can't do it; you must
see that yourself. I
want, some beauty
in my life, boy. I'm
starving for ease
and luxury and free-
dom.” The girl’s
eyes Wwere BSOrrow-
ful but firm.
o , Rodney Taft,
iNg, slim, boyish, turned away in
itleved bewilderment.,
ke‘tl Week later Clairabelle Kent prom-
~4lo marry Thomas Atwood, her em-
POYer, who was president of the
“mpany, and a very nice man in-
5?:‘1- Even Rodney agreed to this.
wa Food was middle-aged and @
5 ® thick at the waistline, and one
Fould Scarcely notice that his hair
@ thinning, He would not let Clair-
tUs go to the office any more, but
'?Nuyed & lank young man in her
i He urged an immediate mar-
288, but Clairabelle pleaded for
°¢ months’ delay. “I've mnever
v cuBaged before,” she protested,
4 I want to taste every single ex-
Pi;r_-r;ca other girls have.”
Ity .S began a regular story book
X for the 1little stenographer, for
h;;‘-l“’ood did it up in perfect form.
L he brought~ her the ring—a
#Wous golitaire pearl like a
g 1 “ubhle. Clafrabells gasped at
Lt b'ul'.i_‘.‘ of the great gem, nThey
5 are .nlucky,” she mur-
=% 46 fitted it upon her finger.
[y A_""'j‘*‘jl laughed. He was not
Yo 1903 by signs and tokens.
W An TS nice to them, at least
Wi, o2@s  people were. Claira-
po .~ “BIY a fragile little mother,
e zloas ovar her girl's

¢ e A
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.mile when she suddenly. thought of

Becky's imported hat.

Suppose she should take it out of
the box!

The mere thought was enough to
send her back to the house. She hur-
ried in, grasping for breath, to say to
the surprised child: “Becky, I hap-
pened to think of your best hat and
came back to tell you not to touch
it.” Mrs. Winters then gave a few
more instructions and agaln depart-
ed. Left alone, Becky wandered from
room to room, searching for some-
thing with which to occupy her time.
Suddenly an inspiration came. The
hat! The very thing. -

True, her mother hag forbidden her
to go near it, but then—she would
enly just look at it.

Becky's father was a sea captain
and on one of his voyages had bought
for .Becky this wonderful hat. The
hat was laid away for use only on
state occasions. Becky "would prob-
ably never have thought of looking at
it had not her mother admonished her

romance, while secretly disappcinted
that the hero should be so near her
own age. )

They were invited to many dinner
pafties, where everybody petted
Clairabelle and paid her compli-
ments. Small wonder they admir-
ed her, slenderly fashioned, quaint
of mannner, with doves’ eyes, and a
delectable profile. She spoke in low
throaty tones. which pulled at the
hearer’'s heartstrings.

By the time Clairabelle found her-
self at ease among Mr. Atwood's
friends she began to be a trifie bored;
they were 8o much older than she
was, and the call of youth to its kind
is the strongest note in nature. She
was delighted one evening when Mr.
Atwood suggested that they might
with propriety dine at some public
place, since ‘they had no other en-
gagement for the night. They went
to- the newest and most luxurious ho-
tel in the city, where the orchestra
was composed of individual artists,
and the dancers and singers were
world renowned. There were softly-
shaded lights. beautiful Women ia mi-
raculous frocks and exquisitely worn
jewels; handsome, smoothly groomed
men and velvet-footed waiters. Clalra-
belle was so charmed with the en-
chanted atmosphere that her escort
promised to take her to all .the best
places in town. F

So it came to pass that rhany even-
ings they .patronized some famous cafe
or hotel, jolning the pleasure-mad
throng, vyet unmistakably removed
from any real participation in the
merriment. Always Clgirabelle  felt
herself to be an outsider, a looker-on
at the fun of nthers.

One night at tha close of their din-

to gtay away from it. .

Accordingly, -upstairs she went and
lifted the hat carefully from the box.
How pretty it looked! Since she had
gone thus far it surely would not mat-
ter if she. tried it on. She raised it
to her head and then pushed a chair
before the bureau that she might see
her reflection in the mirror. She
stood for a few moments quietly ad-
miring herself, and then thought
“what a pity it was that no one else
could see her.”

Who could she show the hat to?

There was no one in the house, nor
yard—nor—. The pig! Of course.

She would show the pig how pretty
she looked. She callied out to the
pen, holding up her skirts as if she
were quite a young lady. She reach-
ed It at last and stood on tiptoe, that
the pig might have a better view of
her finery. She was enjoying herself
immensely when—O, horror of hor-
rors! The beauiful imported feit hat
fell from her head to the pen. The
animal made a sudden rush, planted

ner--Mr. Atwood narrowed his eyes,
litting :one of the rainbow bubbles to
the light. “Rather good glass service
they have here, don't you think?”

Clairabelle tore her attention from
a laughing group of young people at
the next table, who were exclaiming
over a dance trophy one of the party
had just wor. *“Very pretty,” she said
politely.

“We might nick up scme of this for
our nouse,” he suggested.

Clairabelle started. "“Are we going
to have a house?” she faltered.

“Why, yes, I thought so, when we
tire of traveling and settle down.”

Her eyes were once more irresist-
ibly drawn to that other table, where
the voung folks were now in a per-
fect fury of mirth, but again her
fianice's voice droned its way to her
attention. “What color should you
choose for your reception room?” he
was asking. - > .

Clairabelle dug her teeth into her
lips and listened patiently. She did
not yawn once, but when at the end
of the evening he genutly kissed her
good-night, and she foAnd herself in
her own shabby little boarding house
hall bedroom, she heaved a deep sigh
of relief.

The flaring gaslight beside her
dressing mirror/ reflected her wora,
white image with startling distinct-
ness, and she leaned forward with a
horrified ery. “How old and faded I
look,” she thought in dismay, and,
could it be possible? Yes, at the out-
er corners of her eves were faint
sprays of wrinkle lines. “It's not
making me happy,” she moaned.

Thea deliherately Clairabelle sat
herself down to think of the future
whinh satratnhed basfara her—a long,

his foot.on the hat  and tore.it to
pleces right before her very ¢yes. She
stared for & moment and them walked
slawly and sorrawfully back. to the
homa’ i A .
How .could she break the news to
ber mother? It wouldn’t be so bad
"if her mother had not warned her,
but when she had journeyed an extra
mile just for that purpese—oh, it was
terrible to think of! - : _.
The rest of the afternoon passed
slowly away and Becky waited nerv-
ously for her mother's pétarn. As the
clock struck 5 Mrs.” Winters was seen
walking sedately up the padis. Becl;(’s
heart ' 1€aped to 'her’ mouth. er
mother looked tired. She would prab-
ably be cross, so she décided to delay
the telling of her story, L
After changing the black slik for a
blue calico. Mrs. Winters said:.. “I
saw Mirandy Hicksd and she -taid she
was coOoming over soms ‘@ay next week
to see yvour imgported hat’ . =
“Er—mother,” began Becky, “I—er
—1 thought you wouldn’t mind if I

o/ F "

slow futyre like one of those formal
dinners. She would go to live in a
very correct house with a conven-
tional reception room, and would have
people .in to tiresome entertainments,
Thomas, Mr. Atwood, weuld always be
very, very good te her and never deny

—er—only just looked at the hat, so
1 did, and then I showed it to the pig,
and he—er—et it up!”

Mrs. Winters stared. She seemed to
be -searching for words. “Do you
mean to say that you went anc let
the pig eat up your imported hat aft-
er I tramped back half a mile to tell
you not to even look at it?”

Mrs. Winters' voice was tragic.

“Yes’'m,” said Becky meekly.

Her mother grabbed the *‘cat” which
hung by the chimney and was about
to use it when her sister, Mrs. Smith,
entered, accompanied by her adopted
10-year-old son Jack.

The whipping was of course de-
layed. Mrs. Winters and Mrs. Smith
adjourned to the sitting-room to talk,
while Becky entertained Jack with the

'story of her hat.

J“You saved me, Jack,” she sald
gratefully. “Mother was just going
1o use the ‘cat’ when you entered.”
“Huh! That's nothing,” scoffed Jack.
“I'm pgedng to save lots of people
when I grow up. I'm going to be a

B
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her
promised that much, but he would
never laugh witk her over nothing,
as those boys and giris at the other
table were laughing, as she ached
to laugh. He was the best man in the
world,. but there were no dreams in

J ust Smiles

] H_ar%io' pel.”. ”

Capt. Kidd lowered liis blick fldg.
“The boarders are coming in!"” he
shouted. “AMe to the open water,
where the Naucy Jane car show her
heels.” ) '

“But you used to repel all board-
ers?" bantered the pirate crew.

“Ah., but you doun't know summer
boarders, my lads. - You couldn't re-
pel them with an eartiiguake, [ they
get aboard 1here won't be encugh
fond ieft rar tha pet parrot.”

For long before his piratica! carear
Capt. Kidd ukeq (o rarn a Pezgealu)
coantry baardicy LBous: and has Ynew
what summer bimrilers were, '

i e = b

' _ Wavte of CThaic

Mizerly—My wife i3 alSietea with
a wasting disecase.

Wizem—Wasting disease:

Mizerly-—Yes; she has a bac case of
the shopping habit.

_‘_Ci— ™
Foree of Habit.

“"What did that voung ‘cub’ report-
er follow up before he came with us?”
askeéd the mansging editor.

“Believe he . was a deantist,” respond-
ed the assistant.

“Ah, I thougbt sol”

B
"

“Why, Las be been writicg anything
about dentistry?”

“Yes, rather suggestive of it. In de-
scribing a storm on the lake he wrate
that the ships had i diffcult time
‘pulling nut of the teeth of the gale.'”

L
Stung.

“You look sick, pard!”
the tall messeager boy.

“Auaa 1 feel sick,” growled the short
messergar bor.. “De supe glves mé a
messzyge nud 8ays: ‘Hurry this along
and you!! be 'n tinie to see de big
seme. 1 thenght it ! was & bzsehall
fxme and ran (wenty blecks” .

“Great smnkaz! And was {* a1 base-
el gume?”

““Naw, it was a milk-and-waler gama
of bridge between a bunch of socie
goils.”

remarked

b
Eand

Easy Unele Sam, =
Stubb—Great Inventor.
Penn—Indeed! What did he invent?
Stubb—Why, he invented an air-

ghip. It went up in the air twe miles,
then came gown in the water and
sunk.” :

~ Penn—What did he do with it?
Stubb—Why, he sold it to the gov-

arnmant a8 ¢ rnbmarine bnat

anything. she wanted—he had

doctor. : o

Years have passed and Becky is a
young woman. At present she is seri-
ously ill in the hospital. The doctors
have told her that nothing can save
her life.

One day, however, a strong, hand-
some young man entered -the ward:
He spoke a few words with the house
doctor and then advanced to Becky's
bedside. In a few words he told her
that he was the noted Dr. Smith, the
—greal surgeon, and that he belleved
he could save her by an operation.
Would she ccnsent?

She willingly consented and the op-
eration was performed. As she slow-
ly recovered from the effects of the
ether she murmured: “The pig ate
my jmported hat.”! 5 ’

Many of the doctors smiled, while
Dr. Smith asked guickly, “What is the
young lady’s. name?”

“Miss Winters,” replied the house
doctor. *“She is a stranger in the
city.”

Becky rapidly recovered after the

operation and one afternoon Dr. Smith
entered the warid. Fe walked over o
her and said, “Misa Winlers?”

“Yes,” sald Becky wopdreriagiv.

“Miss Winters—Beckv—dea't wen
remember Jack Smith?’ smniled t(hat
person.

“Are you Jack Smith?” cricd Becuty,

“l am,"” replied the great surgcon.

“How can I thank you for caving
my life, Jack?" sald the girl, and th=a

before he could reply she asked, “How

did you recognize me?”

“When you were recovering con-
sciousness after the operatioa,” he
explained, “you murmured, “The plg
ate my imported hat.'

Backy laughed. *“I think 1 vas
more grateful that day than I am for
having my: li’e spared,” she said.

The doetor then departed, but =s-
turncd each day. for the next monty,
much to the surprise of other doectors,

The old friendship was renewed
and it soon became apparent to all
that it had developed into somethin’
closer than friendship.

"By Walt Gregg

his eyes, and -ne: thrill in his touch;

Impulsively she wrote a note to
todney Taft asking him to come to
her, and ‘the next morning, when
phoning Mr. Atwood as usual, to
thank him for his flowers, she told
him rather peremptorily not o call
that evening.

At 8 p. m. Clairabelle, garbted in
one of her oldest and shabbiest frocks!
me! the bewildered youtn in the stiff
parlor, hat on and wrap In hzand.
“You're to take me to the movles,”
she declared; at sight of him a ra-
daut giow had suffused ber luminous
pallor.

Even as they descended the front
stoop Clairabeile begat to pretend

just as in the days before bher en-
gagement. “We're -eloping.” she
whispered, “dnd there’s your hated

rival passing across the atreet; he's
hurryicg so that you wau't catek a
glimpse of hls face.”

Fodney ever quick to respnnd, In-
stuntly caught her mood: “let's
averteke Bimm and sse 't he wil] dare
dafyv un.” ¢ :

Ané =5 tho Aged-uld game of youth
was en sgain, «ad Matrabelle obate
tered and y'ggied. wad played sllly
jokes vl they cof baak 22 N hogrt
irg housao.

"1 suppose this Is the last time,” ‘he
gaid, “I—I thank you, dear, for the
evening.” ;

Clairabelle held him with a bewil-
dering smile. ‘‘Do. you stilE like me
a Iittle bit?” she asked provokingly.

His arms shot out, but swiftly elud-
ing hiny, she ran up the front.gtoop.
“1'1l ‘telepbone ¥you in the mormning,”
she whispered back. “I can’t say any
more B¢, beCausg, you see, I'm still
angaged tn him " )

4

= Phat might when Claitabelle turnew
up the sputtering gas Jet u glorifdsa
visior answered her smiles. Sharpiy
she peered a: ber sk swmooth skiu.
but thé falnt spraves of wrinkie linex
had been driven away My the avening's
laughter.

“Oh!” she sighed ecstaticaily, "fhis
is the happisst way,” snd & thrill tin.
gled to her fingertipa a (e Mozt
of todnéy’s slith boriskr-.x 20t the
dreams which slapt in Bi= p'o pirvagy
eyes.

e @
Making the CandiAnta Hpefle,
“Candidates coming thransh dmn
ming up voles, eh?" 3431 -~ hroowm
peddier. "l supposa ™i; nre Rinatng
babies, as usual?”
The farnuar's wife = .6 oM @2%
ted sunbonnet langhad
“Kissing bables ia Sl4 mister™ sie
respobided. “The last seudidsts rhet
stopped belped *c WU bhlden- Aud
thes washed “wmh-a Now, [f th., ras=t
one Axpagla (o wel 3n; voves oud =f
hia famlly N7l okeve € Locn the
adarn. efa st S, DU prite gt
cat Balf & Al if v ed wiwk s
more prectical than RLoTuv Pelise.
strangen” N :
By the 014 Gate.
“When the old farmer asked v,
where you were last night T heard y:u
tell him you were piaying with tvg
farm hands,” remarked the first board-
er from the city. P
“You bet 1 was,” lauched the sec«
ond boarder from the city.
“\What were you playing? Cards?™
“No, *just playing Cupid's zame o}
hands. You see, these farm hands
belongec to the pretty dzushter of the
ald farmar.” o

b s s e rx




