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Jean Draper waltsed Into the shabby
Uttle room with a copy of the morn

Ing paper In her hand, “There!"” she
cried exultantly, “Read that--read It
alond, child!"

The “chlld” was much older and
largor than the young woman who ad-
drossed her and far more sedate, Bhe
had apother name- Mary Brandon—but
It had fallen Iote “lovocuous desue-
tuda" since the advent of Jean, whe
mothered every one, from the milk-
man's boy to the minister,

“You read 1t," Mary sald, "my throat
s like n nutmeg grator this morning.”

The anlmated look faded from Jenn's
faco and the distracting little dimple
ln her loft cheok wtopped work lmme
diately, "ObL" she crled regretfully, 1
forgot your cold! You can't do It, after
all. Just listen to this: ‘Wanted—-An
educated olderly lady to rend nloud to
young may, Apply 2171 Dale avenue,
Dto 10w m'"

Mary Brandon looked up from the
button holes she was making at so
much-or so Httle - a dogen and laughod
hournely

“Binee when," sald she, “bas your
‘ehild’ beecome un ‘elderly lndy,' Jean?"

“Oh, I know you wouldn't do as you
are, but you make up so beautifully!
Remember when you were Barbara
Frietchie ut the Whittler soclal? You
bave that wig now, haven't you, child?
But you're hourse, nnd o'

“And so you ean apply,” Mary Inter
rupted her

“I7  You know what n miserable
reader 1 nm -gnlloping nlong one page
and balking at n long word or Freuch
phrase on the nest, If | could choose
my owu hook
and Two Byllubles, For Beginners,' or
something like that  1I'd think It no sin
to decelve the unsuspecting youth, |
belleve I'll do It  They really don't
need me now al the ‘Chiropodist's Par
lor.! Dir. tray Intimated ax much yos
terday ™

Mary Inughed derixively. “Try It 'f
you llke,” abe sald. ‘“There may be no

necesalty for nn elaborato makeup, n
ba needs & reader It's probably because
bis eyes bhave given out-glasses, my
wig, an elderly manner, and there you
are! Nolhing will glve you away un.
loas It Is your laugh, Jean. It sounds
80 young! But you haven't lnughed
much Iately, I've noticed." Mary look-
ed steadily luto her friend's soft brown
nyes,
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Sisted 0N COmMING Bere L0 GdEn yeur
Wying—poor, ithe Hving! If you had
It to do over, wouldn't you"-—

“Never mind what I'd do, child”
Joun sald guickly, the wirm color
flooding her telltnle face, “What you
are about to do Is of wore Importunce
now. Behold your loy fOgure! Make
of me what you will"

A half hour later a trim “elderly®
Indy wont forth to sesk a position sa
render, ‘I'wo hours later the lady re-
turned. Bhe falrly few loto the room
and sunk on the old couch, laughing
aod erylng 1o the same breath,

Mury laMd down her work. “Didn't
you get the place?”’ she asked, “Aren't
you engnged "’

Jean lnugbied hysterically, “Yes," she
sald; “yes, I'm enguged.”

"Well, then, why nre you crylog!
Where I8 your wig, and"—

Jonn stopped her with a little ges-
ture,

“Child, chlld,” she cried, “you'll ney-
or guess who advertised. [ didn't, even

J

f “TELL MR, ARE YOU MARNIEDY

wuen o saw ois sign! Whitiey 1s not
| AR uncommon name, you know"
! *Dr, Whitney!"” Mary gasped, “Tom
Whitney In this clty? Obh, Jean, what
| did you dot"

“Went In, of course. A mald ushered
me Into a dimly lighted room where a
man sat In & reclinlug chalr with a
bandage over Lis eyes. He wan big
and broad shouldered, with a littio wave

@at 1t was Tom, pot s0 sad faced ang
subdued that | could bave cried to see
Mm.
*Luckily he didn‘t ask my name, and
fear of detection changed my volce 8o
that my owm mother wouldn't bave

recoguised it. ‘Please be seated’ he
sald quietly, ‘my eyes have been badly
uweed and are ou a strike at present
I'm under orders to humor them for a
fow weeks.'

“Then be lifted & book from the table
at his elbow and asked me to read. It
was i aclentific work - somebody's bor-
rid modical essays. | stumbled through
the first puge, and when [ looked vp,
my face crimson with embarrassment,
be was fxziog his baodage, and the sad
look had left his face. I'm sure there
was a smile hiding at the corner of hie
mouth |

“'You needn’'t read any mere’ he
#ald, ‘but your volce Is 8o soothing that
I wish you'd talk'

“'Pttalk, [ stammered.
what?

"1Oh, the duys of your youth or any
old thing,' he sald with such a boylsh
laugh that I knew be had recognized
me, The bandage had been moved to
some purpose! He nesded punishment
~dldn't he, child?7—and I promptly ad.
ministered 0"

“Oh, what did you do?' Mary asked
anxlously.

"I adjusted my wspectacles with a
grandmotherly alr and sald, ‘1 will tell
you of somethlng that happened long
ago. 1 waan't married then, and"—

“My listener came suddenly to an
upright position and sald sternly: ‘Are
you now? Tell me, are you marrled
now?

"iINol' T eried In m panle. ‘No, In-
deed! Please lio down, and I'll=I'll re-
clte momething.'

“Yen,' he sald, after & moment's hes-
Itation, and there was o laugh In his
volce, ‘recite the “Prisoner of Chil-
lon." '

“You know It beging ‘My halr is
white, but not with years? Well, I'd
recited just that far when he reached
out and lifted wig, bonnet and all from
my head. *No,' be cried, ‘It Jsn't white
with years,' and then he-1 meap 1"—
Jean laughed, blushed and came to a
full stop

“Yeu?' Mary sald encouragingly,
“What did you do, dear?”

"I—well, you remember I told you
that I was ‘engaged? "

‘About

Henry Clay's Great Memery,

It Is sald that no man ever bad a
more marvelous memory for faces
than Henry Clay. The (nstances giv-
en to prove this are numberiess. On
one occaslon he was on his way te
Jackson, Miss, and the cars stopped
for n short time at Clinton, Among

i me %o L can nee your profile,” sald Mr,

|

had lost one eye,

“Where did I know you?' asked Mg,
Clay, fixing a keen glance on this man,

“In Kentucky,” wan the reply.

“Had you lost your eye before then,
,Or bave you lowt It since? was the
next question,

“Bince,” answerad the old man,

“Turn the wound side of your face te

Uiny peremptorily, and the man obey-
od, I have It!” wald Mr. Clay after
A moment's werutiny of the profile,
“Didn't you give me a verdict as juror
st Frankfort, Ky., in the famous case
of the Unlted Btates versus Innls
twenty-one years ago?"

“Yew, alr!” cried the old man, trem-
bling with delight,

“And lsn't your name Hardwicke?™
querled Mr. Clay after another min-
ute.

“I told you he'd remember me!” cried
the old man, turning to the crowd,
“He never forgets a face; never for
gets a face!”

The Harp of Brian Borolhme.

In the museum of Trinity college,
Dublin, thers are hundreds of thow
sands of rellew, but the one in which
moat people take the greatest Interest
Is the harp which onee helonged to
Brian Borolhme, or Brian Boru, as he
i most commonly called,  Brian
Borolhme wun the Irish monarch whoe
was killed In the great battle at Clon-
tarf In the year 1014 A. ). Brian left
bis harp and his erown to his son
Donagli, who sueceeeded an king., Soon
after Donngh was depowed by & war
like nephew and was foreed to retire
to Rome. He took his father's crown
and harp with him, and they were
kept In the Vatlean eollection for sev.
eral centuries, the crown, which Is of
masslve hammered gold, being still
numbered nmong the pope's treasures.
The harp, bowever, wis sent to Heary
VIIL, and he presented it to the first
Earl of Clanricarde. It was deposited
In the museum mentioned in the open-
ing in the year 1872, The harp 18
thirty-two Inches high rod of good
workmanship, the earving on the oak
frame belng equal to anything that
could be done today, It Is well pre
served and does not look to be an In.
strument upward of 1,000 years old.

Children's Answers,

A young teacher in one of the publle
schools was telling a friend of hers
about the humorous answers made by
some of her puplls. Here is the an-|
swer of a bright boy In the geograpbhy
class: “The mariner's compass was in-
vented by a man always pointing to-
ward the north.” In another instance
the teacher had said to the class, “No
matter what the size of the cirele, what
does It always contaln?' She meant,
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other boy, In answer to a question re-
garding the use of the human trunk,
sald, “The triunk |s that part of your
body which keeps you from being legs
all the way up to your meck.” The
teacher, In distributing pens for a
writing lesson, happened to give one
chlld a stub pen. The child walked up
to the desk and, looking earnestly Iu
the teacher's face, sald gravely,
“Pleans, Mins ——, | can’t use this here
pen; it's a subatitute pen.”—Philndek
phla Record,

Opponents think that they refute os

when they repeat their own opinlons
and take no notlce of ours.—Goethe.

A Pralseworthy Record.

Rev, Bproggins—I'm pleased to hear
your grandson is so well behaved, Mrs,
Buoddle.

Mrs. Buddle—Ah, sir, he's jist like
his pore, dear futher, He always had
a bit took off Lis sentence for good be
havior.—Tatler.

The Tables Turned,

Mrs, M. bad corrected her four-year
ola son five times within the hour,

“Robble, dear,” she had pleaded after
the last offense, “I hate to punish you
#0 often. Why don't you try to be
good 1’

“Why, I do, mother,” the child re-
plied, “but you don't know bow hard
it Is. I just wish you'd try It and see
for yourself some time.”"—Lipplocott's
Magnzine.

Eguator on a Tear.

They were holding midyear examina-
tions In one of the public schools. The
subject was geograpby. One of the
questions was, “What |s the equator?”’

“The equator,” read the answer of &
pine-year-old boy, “1s a menagerie llon

Going to Bed.

TELIL you what, when svarything
Is slazling In my head

‘Bout pirates or & storm at sea

Or Injun scouts or battles-—-ges|

I hate to go to bed!

1 want to know, 8o awful bad,
Juat what the end will be,
n' when that loud old clock goes whisl
keop an still—I never stir—
But mother looks at me

An' sayn: “My dear, IU's Umas for bed.
You know we can't allow

This sitting up.”* But then I tease:

“Aw, jJust this one short chapter, please!
It's so exolting now!"

Then ‘tain’t & minute tl dad sayms,
"A langthy chapter, son!"’
An' mothar says, “Come, coms; snough!”
An' dad ha says: “That boy's a bluf!
Come, youngwter, scuttle—run'"

An' then dad chases ma upstairs
To makes me go 1o bed
An' spanks me, an’ I thump him back,
An' then he gives me one more whack
An' stands me on my head.

I hate to start to go to bed,
The sama way avery night,

But dad, he makes it all & game—

I have to mind, though, just the same;
I toll you, dad's all right!

Then mothar comes an' hears my prayers,
An' dad gets me a drink,
An' then dad hugs us both real tight,
An' we hug back with all our might—
It'a kind o' nice, 1 think.
—Edna Kingsley Wallace In Woman's
Homa Companion.

Nimrod at Home.

A certaln Deacon Sam Kpowlton n
his day bad the reputation of being s
great hunter. At the beginning of ev-
ery hunting season he would go Into
Cumberland county, and on his return
he was always laden with many storles

| In which he figured as bero. But the

fact remained that while his supply of
stories was always large his game bag
was usnally empty.

One of his neighbors, a physiclan,
heard his stories until he was tired.
One evening at a soclal gathering the
matter was being discussed.

“Deacon Knowlton a great hunter!
Of course he Is," exclalmed the doctor.
“He Is the greatest hunter In the state
of Pennsylvania, but darn me If he
was ever known to find anything!"—
Philadelphia Ledger.

The Retort Courteons,

A patronizing young woman was re-
cently being shown through one of the
government schools for Indlans, when
she came upon a fine looking Indlan
girl of perbaps sixteen years of age,
The Indlan girl was hemming napkins,
and the other girl watched for some
moments in silence, Then she asked
the Indlan, “Are you civilized.”

The Sloux raised her head slowly
from her work and glanced coldly at
ber interrogator. “No,” she replied, as
her eyes again sank to her napkins,

wd who
“Come now,” she wald, *‘fess | n his hair that reminded me of Tom, : :::oroul o :ml:m:; ;: of course, 860 degrees. A boy, with n l'unl?.x Jlmnd the center of thel. . you?'—Woman's Home Com
up, dear, that you care more for Dr., Whas \e twrrea o «ogak 10 me | saw Mr. Clay would recognise him. He alr of wisdom. vrompty replied, “A | earth.”-Jodge. ———
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~ HERE YOU ARE=—

Morning Astorian Every
Day in the Month For 65¢

The Astorian Wants 500 New Subscribers
And in Order to Do This the Price Has Been

Reduced From 75¢ to 65¢ a Month

Be Loyal to Your Town and Begin the New Year by

Taking Astoria’s Greatest
DELIVERED BY CARRIER TO ANY PART OF'THE CITY

FOR 65 CENTS
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