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Alan Fought for His Own Hap-

piness—And Won,

By CATHERINE COOPE.

l&msm. 106, by the MeClure Newnpa-

per Byndionte.)
Doble sighed heavily aa he
hung up the telephone, He hud ring
# flancea’s studio, only to find
0 hoe toald that Mortha was
d not return untll din-
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ftwell, an? W hurt
realize that ths gifl whom
oxpecied (o cail his wife and
all his foture had been
her happincss
in his love, Martha
time to time during
engagement, hit never he-

aftections had been jeopar-
Now, howovor, it seomed that
Martha had really beon lost to him,

80 completely absorbed  was
Martha (o the worship of John Ward
that she had painted a most
besutiful minintare of the actor
from a magasine photograph and
wore it almost every hour of the
day. The exqnisite lttlo locket lay
against her heart, a constant source
of pain to Alan Doble. Martha did
nol koow that Alan had stolen a
glance into the locket during =
chance moment, nor thal he wished
with wll his heart that she could
mest the aoctor. Poerhaps the dis-
Hluslonment would follow, and it
not then certainly his fate would be
sealod In regard to Martha's affec-
tions,

But & mesting did not coma about
oevén in the atmosphere of the
studio. Martha worshipoed In secret
and in secret Alan grieved. He felt,
a8 time wore on and there senmed no
lesnening of the interest his sweet-
heart was showing rogarding the act-
or, that he must do something to
mmm an outcome to the situa.
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Alan had never from the begloning
thken the position of adviser to Mar-
tha, nor had ho felt called upon to die-
tate her actions. Perhaps had he been

more strict, in n gense, Martha's affac-

tions wouid have been secure. Sho
might have feared to arouse jealousy
in the bosom of her easy-going Alan,
Al it was shie went her way firting
‘where she chose and only feeling n
cortain sense of reourity about Alan
and her future. She did not trouble
espectally to welgh her emotions nor
to spoculaje as-to what another day
might bring forth. '

Through genuine (alant Magtha bad
mado for herself an envinble position
among minldture painters. Had she
been a mere nobody In the Intellee-
tunl world Alan would have consldered
himealf capable of gulding her, but
she had won success entirely unalded
and he felt It unnecessary to advise
her, much ns he thought she needed It.

Alan realized, with o sinking of
the heart, that Martha's Interest in
John Ward was doveloping rather
than waning. A crisin was surely at
hand. Alan was not the man to marry
u girl who only balf loved him. Ho
must alther broalt with Martha or win
her entire sell,

It was during one of Martha's popu-
lar Sunday afternoon teas that she
firat digcovered the loss of hor prized
locket with the minlatire of John
Ward in L. Her haart pounded
againgt her alde when she dlscovered
that it wns gone and in lwoagination
e anw herself taunted by hor sscret
admiration tor an actor. All of her
friends would learn of her infatuntion,
for no oneé could fall to know that the
mininture wns hor own., Her famous
touch was not to be denled. For once
fn her life Martha shrank from the
fame that was hors and the disclos
ures followlng fn tho wake of the find-
ing of her locket.

Instinetively she reallzod that Alan
Doble would ot waut to take up hia
iife path with a girl who wore an-
other man's ploture. 8he shrank, too,
from his soorn aud for a mecond
blamed John Ward for tho entirely
unconselous vart he was playlng In
her lifo manruvers,

Martba refrnined from making ine
quiry about her lockes, but after her
gueats had departed made minute
aearch fa evory remote corner of the
studin, Thae Incket, however, was lost
and with it had gone Marthn's peace
ol mind, The four gripped her that
it might il into the hands of John
Ward and Martha's shame would
know no end. Natnrally, ons finding
it and recognizing the well-known
notor, the first lmpulso would be to
dispateh it to him,

It was with no Hitle misgiving
that Martha walted tho turn of
eventa. Of course, sha could, if John
Ward recelved tho lockot and In turn
brought It to her, havieg rocognized
Ler touch, disclaim any kiowledge of

At the thought of her idol making
himself known to her, Marths quite
rotonoiled herself to the loss of the
minfature, and her hoart lost & beat
as she anticipated the prospect of be-

timo belng Alan was forgotten. She
thovght oaly of the Joy of meeting
4 end perbaps— But Mar-
mot 1t her thoughts go fur

enting.
before the balf ex.
The great matinee
the locket, and he
to Martha Helder's

mﬂﬂwﬂuﬁmm

g way in the world was
’ ! all-

witich bad baenh toul ahonymously o
him led the wctor to wake his way
leinuroly towdrd that address.  He
had donned his most becoming habll
Imnts and hig mopt entrancing may.
ner, Burely & girl.who bad so loi
hor heart to him was worthy at least
o call of Inspection. Hhe would ba
guite overcome upon seeing him. Of
that Ward was cortaln,  He thought,
deep in hin boart, that porhaps the
girl herself, wishing to know him,
had ment the Jocket In the hope that
ho would present himself at hor
studio door,

Murtha, bolng guiltlesn either of|

the flattery or the [ndiscretion of
seeking an Introduction to her idol,

controlled the wild beatlng of her

heart when hin card was presented
to her, and went in to meet him.

Whon he bad Introduced himself,
which was jquite unnecessary, and had
hold Martha's hand an unnecessary
length of time—the while he smiled
softly nta hor eyes—John Ward drew
forth the locket.

"1 am fattered that one of our great-
st minlature painters should bave
chosen so wnworthy s subject for
the expression of her art,” he sald,
and smiled that pecullarly fascinat-
ing smile, “This locket contalning
my lkenesy was sent Lo me anony-
mously, and, fnding an address en-
graved within, 1 took the lberty—"

"Addross! What addresa?” ex
clalmed Martha, while a spot of red
flamed in either cheek.

The actor drew unpardonably near
to her and showed her the line en-
graving within the locket. Martha'a
name and address had been dellber
utely carved thereln,

She drew a awift breath and her
steady eyos held off the fHowery
speoch that was on John Ward's lips.

“l have no Idea how my address
came to be engraved thers, | have
painted minfatures of all our well-
known actors for a friend of mine
who In an Inveterate collector,” Mac
tha led glibly, She knew that the
situdtion required drastlc measures
it she wore to extricate herself
gracefully. “1 will have to take that
fvory out of the locket now."” Bhe
looked quickly at John Ward and
laughed wsoftly as If at a good Joke,
“How very funny," ahe added. "It
almost looka as If somo person was
trying to make trouble between my
finnce and myself as well as putting
you to n great deal of trouble to re-
turn the locket."

John Ward bowed himself not un.
gracefully out of Martha's studlo, He
felt, and not without reason, that he
had made o great mistake In think.
Ing the girl cipable of a hopeless pas-
plon for himself. Martha had played
her part well,

When the elevator had descended
with her caller Martha dropped Into
the nearest chilr and pondered with
all her might. Who had taken her
locket from her studlo with the de
Iiherate Inténtion of bringing John
Ward and her together? Someons
whao desired to see her engagement to
Alan Dablo broken. Of that Martha
was certain, She never quite knew
what prompted her to go Immediately
to the telepbone and call up Alan,

“Do you happen to know anything
about my miniature of John Ward?”
she askied with the frankness that
had firat endeared her to Alan,

“lI am ke George Washington,"
Alan's volee laughed back at her
“Did he turn up? 1 was anxlous to
to hear how my little scheme worked
ott, 1 have known all nlong, Martha,
that you wanted to meet him, You
ara not angry, are you?!" Alan had
vontrolled his volce so that Martha

felt only that he was desirous of

her happiness and not that he wus
fighting for his own.

“Do you want to—to get—to break
our engagemont—so badly?' In spite
of hersell Martha shrank frowm what
Alan's loved volee might say, She
gripped the recalver with hands grown
suddonly weak. After all thore waa
no one ke Alan In the whole world,
and all the wetors on Droadway were
not worth one halr of Alan's head.
It Alan, blg, generous Alan, who had
flung his happiness to the wind and

striven for her own, dlid not love her
onough to come stralght up and el

her o, then—Martha ceased to think
rationally and found that she was put-

ting her thoughis into words over the
telophone snd that Alan would be

with ber as goon as & taxl could bring
him,

It Certainly Was.

“And you are afrald of Lthe dark,

Tommie?"
“Yes, ma‘am.”

“But there's nothing In the dark to

hurt you."

“Well, what's pop Umping around

for?"

“Ohb, he fell over a chalr when he

came home lute last night.”

“Well, that was In the dark, wasn't

e

Starting the Trouble,

Mr. Bacon—When it comes to fight
Ing you'll always find women at the

bottom of It

Mrs, Bacon—I think you are all

Wrong.

*“Why, look hers, thig paper says 76
per cent of the work of manufactur
fng rifle ammunition for the United
States army and navy is done by wom-

en.

Good Guess.

Redd—Been out in your new auto

mabile?
Greene—Yes

out.

coming back we didn’t make & stop,
“l see; you wore lowed home.”

Hud

She Quit,

Mr. Btyles—Whom were you speak:

Ing to wo sharply just now?
Mra. Stylos—The cook.
“Did ehe sit up and take notlea?™

“No; she stood up and gave notice.”

A Phllanderer,

Jack (vigiting friend's room)—What
a lot of photographs you have, old

man.  Lady friends of yours?

Tom—Those are the pletures of the

only girl 1 ever loved.

Misplaced Compliment.
Friend—1 hear, Mrs. Smith,

man.

Mra. 8, (mournfully)=Yes, and the

baby takea after him.

trouble golng
We stopped several times, but

that
your husband Is such a wideawnke

HE American who would know
his country must know its
most characteristle summer
playground, Coney  Island,
which 18 thus pictured by &
writer In the New York Evening Post:

There was an endless, surging tide
of people, n crowd which would be
degeribed next  day as  “record-
breaking,” for it was a Sunday after:
noon In June, and thousands hnd es
caped from thelr hot clty apartments
and were spending It at Coney laland.
There may be some persons left who
want to rest on the Sabbrth day, but
not 8o those who journey down to this
fagcinating place, wherp the slghts and
the sounds wre enovgh to keep them
perpetunlly stimulated. Many of the
people you puss upon the street look
us If they had worked hard for the oth-
er alx days of the week, but now they
are determined to have some fun 10
mile up for it, and have chosen the
nolstest, most crowded, and the gay-
eut place within reach

“Wow," ahouts o man in red coat,
who stands before a aldeshow, the pli-
enrds of which declare that it will re-
yeal the wonders of the Orient
"Wow, coms In and have a look. Ney-
or saw anything lke it, Indles and
gents. Wow, come in and have &
look."

Aund he {8 only one of ten In his im-
medinte vicinlty, ench of whom !s
blessed with strong expletives, strong
lung eapneity and o marvelous lnelina-
tlon toward hospltality,

Subtiety Versus the Obviouns,

If Coney were & place of silence or
of merely mild spound, the visitor would
pever be inspired to do the things
which he finds himaell nerved to do
when exclied by the roar about him.
It bears him along, he la deafened by
It, and soon finds himsel! shouting
with the others, Inughing uproariously
ut the wpectacle of & solemn man wear
Ihg n small red felt bhat about as LIE
né a tencup over one ear, although s
i matter of every<lay cholee, he pre
fory a somewhat subtler appeal to bu-
mor,

The crowds take you along; you
Inugh with them, you push and shove
with them. You feel yourself closer to
human nnturs than ever before, even
fit the subway at rush hour, This
ecrowding and pushing mob la very dlf.
ferent from the subway crowd, tired
after a day's work, cross and hot and
Inckndaisienl. Thig 18 0 gay and so-
clable and contented, uproarious gath.
ering which beirs you along on the
wave of its enthusinsm. Even If you
come alove pnd join the crowds, you
feel at once pecompanied and befriend-
ed.

In such a mood of comradeship and
bolsterousness you love to watch the
man who ls passing out buga of pop
corn to those who proffer the neces-
sary niokel, while the popeorn ftself
pops white Inside a glass case, show:
ering down like a fountain. And fur
ther on there 18 the attraction of the
gmoking plate, on which hot dogs are
belng cooked till thelr skins burst, ns
they are lald between two rolls and
laved with mustard. And certainly
It 18 the most natural thing In the
world for the person who at other
times and in other places has & care
of what he eats, to order one with the

A Curlous “Risk.”

Nearly every business or oceupation
contributes bits of specialized knowl
edge to the common fund, It will
strike most people as A curlous plece
of Information that plate glass Insur
ance companies class windows with
black lettering on them as “extra
bazardous” risks. The explanation
glven Is that a black surfnce absorbs
the sun's rays. By this means, it s
polnted out, an unequal expansion Is
produced throughout the plate, and un.
der the influence of a sudden gust ol
cold or auy other quick change of tem:
perature a strain is developed which
may break the glass.

Asbestos,

Most of us koow little more of as
bestos, the strange rock dber that is
almost us soft nnd pliable ns cotton or
woolen fabrie, than thut it s used In
making freproof theater curtaing  In
other ways it is fast coming Into use
ps a “safety first” buildiog material
Not only does it protect against Hre,
but 1t 18 also & nonconductor of heal,
and 18 therefore useful Iy preserving
an even temperature. Most of what
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resl of the crowd, snd to work his
wiy along the street with it in his
hand, eating it as the others mre do-
ing. Sometimes the faces above the
hot dogs seem Incongruous enough.
They are the faces of those who are
intelligont ns to dietetics, but have
been swept on past the bounds of eaw
tlon by the enthusiasm of Coney's
surging multitude,
Mob Spirit and the Tickler.

The mob spirit In the place ls con-
taglous, What else would have per-
suaded that dignified, elderly man to
buy a ticket for the Mammoth Tick-
ler or for this contrivanca which hurls
you about at a break-neck speed, rack-
ing your nerves as you sit erouched
in seats just large enough for two.
Bometimes the watchers see some of
the merrymakers come off that roller-
coaster with a white line about the
mouth and a stralned look in their
oyes, It s not thelr Instinetive idea
of pleasure to he rushed down a steep
slope with such terrible force that
thelr breath |8 beaten out of them and
they gnsp and cringe. But what If
they are pale and shaky as they step
off, there I an expresglon in the line
of thetr closely drawn lps  which
shows that they have determined that
what must bo must be, and they are
on pleasure bent, suffer what tortures
they may.

The fact that this was the playland
of adults came over me after seeing
gome hundreds of children on this
particular Sunday afternoon, who were
plainly there Jjust because their fa-
thers and mothers had wanted to
come. Never have | seen such ntter
boredom and weariness written on any
faces nd was depleted on those of the
muany children who pushed thelr tired
way along, down among the Knees of
the erowd, while thelr elders, with
thelr heads In the alr, took In the de
lghts of the place. Some were belng
carried, too utterly exhausted to do
anything but droop heavily over thelr
father's shoulder, not curing to open
an eye to sce the snalecharmer as
the parent stopped fasclnated before
her.

You couldn't help gealng on the
train coming home that it was the pa-
rents, not the children, who must have
wanted to come and for whom Coney
Island was & wonderland The former
lay Nmp In thelr parents’ laps, sound
asloop, while the grownups talked and
laughed over thelr heads. It was the
children who had been patient and
longauffering, and It waus the parents
who had really enjoyed themselves.

A small boy, with light hair, a snub
nose, and a frashly freckled face,
burles his head deeper In the curve of
his mother's arms and glves a long,
gleepy slgh as hld parénits crunch
crackerfack over his unconsclous lit-
tle head.

English Superatition.

It s a favorite superstition in Eng-
land that the bacon of swine killed
during the waning of the moon will
wasta away In the process of curing or
cooking much more than bacon of
hogs killed while the moon is growing.
This superstition 18 akin to that which
impresses upon farmers the necessity
of planting root crops “in the dark of
the moon.™

e e e e A i IS NSNS NININININE

wo use In this country comes from
Canads, but Arizoba is now beginning
to produce asbestos of excellent qual
{ty.~—Youth's Companion

One Nulsance New York Lacks,

Whielk I8 London’s nolsiest nolse?
It takys a tram strike to afford us
the necessary tranquillity for suech a
refloction.  For where the tramless
mills glint In the epring =anshine an
almost sylvan calm relgns. lo the dis
tauce we can hear the rumble of the
motorbus and the Inslstent "honk™ of
the motor horu. Put even these base
discords are less offensive to the Lon-
doner's ears than (he shrill noise of
the cub whistlers wlo baunt day and
night the porticoes of fat apd hotel
Oh, for & prologged strike of cab whis
tlers!—London Daily Chroutele,

Remarkable Clock.

A clock made entirely of straw and
willow withes has been completed re
cently in Switzerland The chimes
are made of straw put through a spe
clal process to give a ringing sound
Not a bit of metal was used io the
unique clock

HE WOULON'T BE DISTURBED

While Mabel Petted and Coaxed Him

Jack Wan Listless—Footsteps of
Father Arcused Him,

Mabel moved closer, “Juck, what's

the matter? she asked softly.

Jack looked at bher lapguidly and

goueed again Into the Are,

“Jack!"

Juck turned Hatlessly.

“] think you're very rude” pouted

Mabel,

Juck looked st her inquiringly.

"You haven't pald the slightest at

tentlon to me this evening,” she sald,

drooping her shoulders dejectedly. I

hate you!"

Suddenly It occurred to Mabel that

porhaps Jack was nol well, and she

reproached herself for her attitude

toward him.

"Dear,” she said contritely, running

her hand through his halr, "are you

mm

Jack leaned slightly. Mabel sighed.

The front door onened, and there was

a sound of heavy footsteps in the hall-

way. Jack was off the sofa In an in-

stant,

“It's only father,” sanid Mabel

Juck barked and jumped up beside

Mabel agaln.—Judge,

The Reason,
“Eh-yah!" confessed J. Fuller Gloom,
the prom'ment pessimist. “1 have
changed entirely the plans of the
house I sgm going to bulld In spite of
the fact that the architect, my wife
and varfous other sensible and well
posted people sgreed that It was ns
near perfect as it could be made and
1 myselt was thoroughly pleased with
it
"Then why—"
“Oh, it didn't sult the nelghbors!™
—Judge.

NEW VERSION,

"A muan is as old as he feels.”

"But how rbout a woman?"

"Oh, she Ig generally as old as other
people feel sbe 1s."

It Didn't Work.

“1 ean't get by with anything.”

"What's the matter?"

“1 invited a girl to go to the the-
ater. When it came time to buy the
seats 1 wos broke, so 1 told her the
house was sold out for that night and
promised to fake her next week."

“Well?"

“Her aunt took her down on the
very night we were to go and they and
two other couples were the only peo
ple In the parquet.”

Took the Hint.

"At 11: 30 the beautiful Miss Flibber
rose with etately grace and put a rec-
ord on the phonograph. The strains
of & famous aria filled the room.

“Ah!" exclaimed Mr. Boresume.
"Magnificent!" What plece [# that,
mny I ask?"

“That."” sald Miss Flibber, signifi-
cantly, “ls Tosea's ‘Good:-by.' "

Shortly thereafter Mr. Boresum wis
saylng “Good nlght.”

Gentle Sarcasm,

Blondine—lsn't Gerty Glddigap
keeping company with young Bean-
brough any more?

Brunetta—No; she declded he was
nltogether too extravagant and she
passed him up.

“lg that so?”

“Yes; one evening he wanted to
take her to a moving pleture show in
a Jitney bus.”

Blightad Ambition,

“8p your daughter has decided to
marry the count?”

“Yeos," replied Mr. Wadly, with a de-
Jected alr,

“You don't eeem plensed.
prised.”

“You needn't be. 1 was hoping to
get a sondindaw who would be an as
sot Instead of labllity.”

I'm sur-

Not Encouraging.

“I have called,"” said the hdngry
looking puarty with the unbarbered
halr, “to see if there |8 a vacaney In
your joke department.”

“There will be,” replied the over-
worked editor, “as soon a8 the office
boy gets time to emply the waste baa-
ket.”

What We All Think,

“I'm glad to know that you llked my
sermon,” sald the ministgr to an en-
thusiastic member of his flock.

“Indead 1 did. It was so true and
50 to the point. ' wish a nelghbor of
mine could have heard it. I koow it
wag Intended just for him."

Such Is Life,

Mre. Styles—I see the average os
trich lives thirty years and ylelds from
two to four pounds of plumes

Mr. Styles—And yet It does sot put
on ue many frills as the woman with
one solitary plume.

And 80 Many Animals.
“Pop!”
“Yes, my son.”
“Were there two of each kind In the
ark ™
"Yes, my boy."
“QOnly two fleas, pop?™

Its Kind.

*“8o the practical politiclans man-
nge to get a plank in the party plat-
form to their own interest.”

“Yes; what you might call a gang
plank.”

UGS N HSTOM

Symbols Have Been Subject to
Many Changes.

Fhose of Today the Reault of Slow
Growth Through Centuries—Sara:
cens Given Credit for Intre-
duction of Banner,

The Unlon Jack, the honner under
which Englishmen, Scotehmen, Irish
men, Welshmen, Cuavadians, Australl
ans, East Indiang sid men from other
purts of the great omplrs on which
the sun never seta are now fighting on
the bloody fields of France, was de-
mlgned 307 yewrs ngo, in 16040, The
orlginal Dug of England, the banner
of 8t George, whito with a rod cross,
was incorporated then with tho bnoe
nor of Seotland, which was blue with
B white dingonal cross. This comblna:
tlon obtalned the nume of “Unlon
Jack,"” In allusion to the union be
tween England and Seotland, and to
the name of the moperch who brought
about the eonsolidation of the crowns
This wan James | of England and VI
of Scotland, the word “Jack" belug o
corruption of Jacobus, the Latin word
for James, The original arrangement
of the Union Jack continued until
1801, when following the union with
Ireland, the banner of St. Patrlok,
white with a diagonal red eross, was
nmalgamated with it. The red Mal
toso cross of Bt. Patrick was placed
over the white cross of St. Andrew, so
that a thin white line on elther side |8
all that remains of the Scottish cross.
The many nationalities comprising
the empire of Franz Jose! Hight under
a common fag of red and white, the
colors of the Hapsburg dynasty. There
are red stripes at the top and bottom
of the bannor, and on the central
white stripe appeors the Austrian coat
of arms, The German, Austrian and
Russlan banners, like the English,
represent a slow growth through many
conturies and with frequent changes.
Sines anclent times men have ciarriod
distinguishing emblems in battle, but
it was not until the sisth century that
the fleag acquired its present forin In
Spain. Before that it was just a small
square of cloth carried on a lnnce,
The modern flag s siid to have heen
{ntroduced in Spain by the Saracens.

CLAIMS MOST PERFECT LENS

German Opticlan Says He Has Pro
duced a Glass That Has No Equal
in the World,

In the “Punktal” Dr. Moritz von
Rohr of the scientifle staff of the Carl
Zelss works, n famous German optical
establishment, claima the invention of
the perfect lens. I is sald to be su-
perior to elther the Torle or Menls:
cus lenses, both recoguized as great
Improvements over the old stylo fat
glasses,

In old-style lenses, when the eye Is
rotated to one gide, the line of sight
passes through the lens obliquely. Thia
defect was only partially done away
with by the Torle or curved lens, In
working out the new lens, Dogtor von
Rohr computed formulas for grinding
lenses which differ from every differ-
ent power.

Heretofore all lenses have been
ground on one side with one or an-
other of & sot of established base
curves. Belleving It was Impossible
to produce & perfectly corrected lens
in this way, Doctor von Hohr estab-
lished differont formulas for each side
of every kind of lens required.

The result of his experimertation

” o o~ 1
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VP A |-'|l\|'u'rf-‘“IF
THROUSW ORIMIA
I.?l‘!.

TYPE AS V|EWED

THEOJGH
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and work Ig the "Punktal” lens, In
which the line of sight passes through
at the correct angle, no mattor to
what position the eye 1s revolved in
ita socket.

Nathing in Them.
“Willlam," sald the good wile, look.
fng up from her paper, “here | sce an
article that savs o 'mun out in Kansas
fs sulng his wile for divoree, slmply
beeause she went through his pockets
after he was asleep. Goodness Knows,
Willlam, probably the poor woman

husband in any other way!"™
“Uh; hub," reptied Willam.

. "Willlam," ecame from his better
half, "don't you dare sit thore and
‘uh-huh’ me In such a manner! What
would you do If you woke up and
found me golng through your pock-
ets?"

of course, my dear!"—Judge.

Nonsmokers' League Is Slow,
The Nonsmokers' League of Amer
fer in national convention assembled
at San Franciseo unanimously decided

suggested n matrimodlal boyeott on
smokera.

taken oath never, never to have any-
thing to do with young men, or old,
who smoke. Why was Ransas, whenee
all good reforms come, not répresent-
od at the San Francisco convention?
0ld Bill White (s neglecting his duty
again—New York Sun.

Can This Be True?

average married woman 8 always so
anxious to be seen with ber husband
in publie?

The Spinster—! don't kunow, of
course. but [ imagine It'e becauss a
public place Is the only one in which
a woman can Induce ber husband o
treat her with due consideration.

When the sweat glrl graduate casts
her bread upon the waters she ex
peots It to come back fn the shape of
& wedding cake

fever got & cent from the brute of a

"“Who—me?" asked the sleepy hus
band, who had already turned over hla
pay envelope to the boss of the house.
“Why, I'd get up and help you search,

that "wives should not permit their
hushands to smoke In the houvse" and

Every town in Kausas has
Its anticignrette band, girla who have

The Bachelor—1 wonder why the

STEWED APPLES AND CREAM

Walter Followed Instructions to Let-
ter and Maker of Bad Joke Had
to Saottie the BIliL

The joker who mukes a bad joke

desarves it turned on him, as It very
often Is,
A man who dined at a restaurnnt
was asked in the ordinary way by the
waiter what he would have for the
next courso,

“You may bring me stewed apples
and some cream.”

“Yes, sir."

“Only let me have them without the
oream,"”

“Yes, sir; most certainly, sir”

“And without the apples, please.

The waiter disappearcd and soon
returned with & plate on which lay
n spoon and a little powdered sugar.

The customer looked surprised.

“It's your stewed apples and
eream, sir, without the stewed ap-
ples, and without the . cream,” sald
the waiter, The Itom figured on the
bill just the saume, and the customer
had to pay it

Feminine Consistency.

* “What's the matter, Hawkins?"

“Matter enough! You know somse
lime ngo 1 assigned all my property
to my wife to—er—to keep It out of
the hands of people 1 owe, you koow."

“Yeu"

"Waell, she's taken the money and
zone off—says she won't live with me
beenuse I've swindled my creditors.”

No Gardener,

“What are you foollng with there?”

“Asparagus. First, you trench It
next you get it started, then you trans.
plant it. In a couple of years you will
have & fine erop. Hetter plant some."

“Not for mine. I don't see why any-
body should go to all that trouble
when you can buy it for 13 cents a
can.”

Juvenile Imagination,

“Don't you know that you ought to
be careful not to leave finger marks
on your books,” said the teacher who
was trylng to encourage neatness,

“Yes,” replied the small boy. “Bill
Jonkins told me about that. BSome
day the habit Is llable to put the de
tectives on your trall”

Needed a Silencer.

*What will you have next?" naked
the walter.

“Why, 1 gave you the whole order,”
replied the lady.

“Yes, but the gentleman with you
was taking his soup, and 1 couldn't
hear you."

Doubtful,
“Arthur secms a bright, capable fel-
| low. I think he'll get on”
| “Well, he's certainly a worthy young
! man, but 1 doubt whether he has head
enough to fill his father's shoes."”

DODGING TROUBLE,

Miss Bigmitt, the Stenog—Did you
Nre me just 'cause | misspell & few
words now an' then an' sometimes get
balied up in my notea?

Mr. Littleton—By no means. You
see, | have an unreasonably jealous
wife, and she won't allow me to keep
a pretty young stenographer in my
office,

Fond of Sweets.

“Didn't 1 see you kissing my daugh-
ter in the couservatory?” sald the en-
raged parent.

“Nno, seir” stammered the young
man. *1 wasn't kissing her. Somebody
told me she had & sweet volee and §
was only tasting It."

Unfeeling.
Judge—This is the tenth time you
bave come before me, Kelly.
Prisoner—I'm sorry, judge; but the
cops don't seem to care how much
work they make you—Puck.

Euphemistic,
“Here's n dealer advertlses a sale
of hereditary mahogany furtiture”
“Just what does he mean by that?™
“That's merely a polite way of say:
Ing second-hand."

On Probation,
“Have the DBounderbya got {nto
socfely yet™
*Well, they've taken their wraps
off, but there's ne telling bow m;
theyll stay.”




