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Copyright, 1016, the Oincinnati
Enquirer

Be Keerfull
The heat may rile,
‘The sun may scoff,
But walt mwhile,
Don't take ‘em off.

The Wise Fool.
“Fortune is fickle,” sighed the sage
“But you can always depend on mis-
fortune being on the job,” added the
fool.

Ooofl
There was an ol fellow named Hughes,
Who used to drink plenty of bughes.
Said he, "I like drink,
It belps me to think,
But some men are just common stughes.”

The Byplay Minstrels.

“Mister Interlocutor, cau you tell me
the difference Letween a watchmaker
and a jaller?™

“No, Mr. Bones: | canvot. WIill you
explain the diference?”

“Opne wells watches and the other
watches cells.”

“As soon as those who were rendered
unconscious bave responded to pulmo-
tor treatment Mr. Ghronyn Ghrunt will
render that beautiful ballad "1 Didn’t
Raise My Girl to Be a Chicken.'™

You Know Them.
The world contains a lot of men
Who llke to gab and spout;
They fall In with a man and then
They have a falling out

The Stork Rubs It In.

Born Monday night to Steve Manley
and wife near Reynoldsville a pair of
red headed girls. A similar thing hap-
pened in Mr. Mapley's family once be-
fore, dnd, while Mr. Munley I8 not on
the best of terins with the stork, when
we suw him he seemed to be standing
the ordeal like u hero.— Exchange

Betchal
“With education that is free
We're blest,” sald Mr. Gores,
“For we'd feel mighty tough If we
Could not read baseball scores.”

The Delirious Bociety Editor.
With the Opes sisters Monday even-
ing was a gathering in of friends and’
around the bridge tables a gleaning of
pleasure for the nonce and days to be.
Half or 'more of this evanescent ele-
meont is in the retrospection.—From an

Exchange.

Another Wallop From Foster’s Cross-
ing.
Dear Luke:

We used to think that you had something
new on tap,

Until we read where you had sald we
were not on the map; -

We want to tell you that's stple
We heard all that before,

But it was at Foster's Crossing that Noah
first saw shore.

—B. M., Foster's Crossing, O.

Names |s Names.

B. 7. Bee llves at Goose Creek, W
Va. e
Things to Werry About.

The naval observatory officials have
just discovered a sun spot that is 100,

000 miles long.

Our Daily Special.
Always try to.look as if you were
having your photograph taken.

Luke McLuke Says:
When a pretty girl is talking about a
homely girl she is always generous

enough to admit that the homely girl |

has a beauotiful disposition. >

If girls used as much eare In choos-
ing husbands as they do In choosing
hats there would be about one mar
riage a month.

A lot of men who last fall made up
their minds to buy a new automobile
this spring have already compromised
on a Dew lawn mower,

The man who looks as though he
needed one of the pompadour combs
that the little giris used to wear has
no business grinning when she sees
a girl who looks as though she needed
a safety razor.

There are lots of men in this coun-
try who do not know how to spell but
who have to use up $10 worth of
stamps a day on business correspond-

ence.

After a girl gets on the shady side of
-five she would appreciate a
y absent more than a birthday
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Edgar Beverly, from the time he
was born, was all boy. There was ab-
solutely pothing feminine about him.
When he was three years old a doting
aunt presented him with a doll. His
father was not in symphthy with this
gift, averring that dolls were exclu-
sively for girls. But the aunt insisted
that boys, as well as girls, in their in-
fancy played with dolls. So a doll
was provided, with a china head, flax-
en locks and a pair of beautiful blue
eyes. Edgar accepted it, but showed
a lack of intelligence as to what it was
for. Ten minutes after it had been
given him he took it by the ankles
and brought the head down on a stone
step, scattering fragments of the china
head over the garden wakk,

When Edgar was ten years old be
lost his mother and was turned over to
a bachelor uncle of thirty. Rdbert
Cooledge, the uncle, had been a wild
fellow and was just beginning to re-
alize the chances he had taken and the
time he had wasted in sowing his wild
oants. He had barely escaped losing af
the gaming table a fortune he had 4n-
herited and had just iff time put a
check on himself in too close associa-
tion with the bottlee. He had madly
loved three different women, any one
of whom, If he had married her, would
have wrecked his life,

When Robert Cooledge assumed the
care of his little nephew he had be-
come fully aware of his own imperfec-
tions and realized by what a narrow
margin on many occasions he had es-
caped calamity. His experiences with
the women he had loved, or thought
he loved, had caused him to Belleve
that he was a very poor judge between
good and bad womep. Nevertheless he
considered matrimony, the wife being
a good woman, as a sheet anchor for
men. Having convinced himself of his
own inability to discover the good or
the bad-in a woman, and being horri
fled at the mistakes he had made, he
eschewed matrimony for himself, while
he advocated it for others.
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dangers In their true light. The fas-
cination of danger inherent in a manly
man had passed and left him a splen-

fact that very young men are more

gar Beverly accompanied her.

A few days later Mr. Cooledge
informed that Miss Dudley had
ed to his request, and Mrs. Jernegan
suggested that he call upon the y
lady for the purpose of talking the
matter over. He lost no time in mak-
Ing the eall and found Miss Dudley in
a very complaisant frame of mind.

“1 was much pleased with your neph-
em, Mr. Cooledge,” she sald, “and since
our mutual friend, Mrs, Jernegan, has
apprised me of your intentions, we
may as well begin where she left off.
If I am to win your nephew I can'only
do it by being thrown a good deal In
his company. This, of course, egunot
be without management. Now, I pro-
pose that we mmke up a little party
for the balance of the summer to go
to the mountains. That there may be
two men and two women | propose to
Invite a lady friend of mine—for chape-
roo It you lke—and I feel great confl
dence that your plan of marrying your
nephew will succeed before the end of
the summer,”

Mr, Cooledge fell In with the plan,

domesticated in a-mountain hotel, Mr.
Cooledge was somewhat surprised to
find the lady who was added to the
party to be several years younger than
Miss Dudley, but the latter explained
that she was the only one of her
friends whom she could get to make
up the party. Bhe was scarcely out of
her teens and a very attractive young
woman. She was Introduced as Kate
Millard, and the name Kate s often
synonomous with the word fascinating.

The quartet passed a very shjoyable
month -together. But (rom the first
the plan to marry Beverly to Miss Dud-
ley went awry, because he preferred
Kate Millard. (ooledge wasd much put
out at the turn the affair Bad taken,
for he approved very highly of Miss
Dudley, but considered her friend of
very light caliber, Instead of Lis neph-
ew being attentive to Miss Dudley he
was devoted to ber friend. This left
Cooledge and Miss Dudley In constant
companionship. Cooledge after awhile
lustead of belng troubled at-this turn
of his intentions was so dellghted with
Miss Dudley’s companionship that
when one day his nephew Bwung to
her from his friend he showed his
spleen perceptibly.

Not only did Beverly noties hls un-
cle’s being ruffied by his attentions to
Miss Dudlky, but Kate was immensely
delighted with it. “The two youuger
persons were evidently out for a frolic,
and if they could get any fun at the
older man's expense they were guite
Incline to do so. Beverly would for a
time leave Miss ‘Hydiey quite free to
recelve the atteutions of Mr. Cooledge,
then he would veer about and appro-
priate her to himself. To make mat-
ters worse, Miss Dudley made no ob-
jection to being monopolized by the
young scapegrace, and when he was
devoted to ber his uncle. was left out
in the cold.

And so the gnme went onx Mr, Coo-
ledge when Lis nephew was devoting
himself to Miss Dundley declared that
the plan was working out admirably,
but he felt like throwing the young ras-
cal over a precipice. Then when Bev-
erly swung back to Kate Millard and
left the field to him he voted the boy
a fool, but In his heart was delighted.

When the autumn came round and
the party returned to the city Mr,
Cooledge one day received a message
from Mrs. Jernegan asking why he
had not ecalled™pon her. He at once
put in an abpu\unco. and the follow-
ing dialogue ensued:

“How did the plan for marrying

your nephew work?" asked the lady.
. “It didn’t work at all. Miss Dudley
invited a friend of hers, a chit. to be
of our party in the mountains, nnd the
chit got away with Rdgar.”

“Indeed!™ sald the lady. “That was
very hard on Laura, wasn't {t? Who
was the friend that Laura Invited to
complete your party 7

“A Miss Kate Millard."”

“You mean Mrs. Kate Millard.”

“What 7

“Kate Millard Is a widow.”

Mr. Cooledge was thunderstruck.

“You wished to marry off your neph-
ew, and 1 wished to glve yon a wife.
T got up this party for n summer out-
ing myself. It was all arranged be-
forehand that Kate Millard shonld win
your nephew and Laura Dudley shonld
win yon. The plan has been success-
ful in both its parts. Edgar Beverly is

engaged to Lanra Dudley.”

“Well. 'l be jinged!” exclaimed Mr.
Cooledge. “How 4id you learn that?"

“From both Laurn and Kate. It was
too good to keep.”

“The Hint Gentle.

She—1 wonder what mnkes the baby
so wakeful? He — Heredity. That's
what comes of you sitting up at night
walting for me to get home.—Phila-
delplila Ledger. -

Kindness has converted more sinners
than zeal, eloguence or learning.—F.
W. Faber.

The People of China.

There nre nbout sixty different peo-
ples, or tribes, which go to mnke up
the population of China. Practically
nine-tenths of the population & to be
found In China proper, the great ma-
| jority being of the Chinese rice.. With

the exception of a few Iranians and a |

few people of the hill tribes, all of the
Chinese population belongs, physically,

to various branches of the great Mon- |

gol-Tartar fagily.. The govermnent of
the republic recogmnized fve principal
races when desiguing the new flag,
which replaces the yellow dragon of
the old national ensign with five stripes
—crimson. yellow, white, biue and

easty won by women older than them- black—symbolical of the fve mces com- |

prised in the Chinese people. Mongel,
Chinese, Manchu, Mehamwedan and

W v e gy -

and In due time a party of four was {

engaged to Kate Millard. and yon are |
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d the Klgben table, wheréon re-
posed the fe uves of bread which
sbe had bake the Little River foir,.
Big bl‘- were, browned deli-
cately witho inowy white and sweet

iti—perfaglon ' cs of perfect brend
“You silly

silly 8hilo.” smiled Mrs. Fen
wick as she led into the room and
caught Ml the midst of bher gay
dance.

.
tiful
plog brea
ber mot}

“Never
Fenwick,
“When

U ever see such beun-
allenged ‘Milly, stop-
to implgnt a kiss on
cheelg™

¢ Lefore,” said Mrs.
twinkle in ber eyes.

L

“Years agofWhcuil baked my first
loaves for the g™ - -
ot ' of cOtizee you took
“Yes, | did—and | bought my wed-
ding gown with the money.”
~ Milly blushed fur .
© “Well, of course you were engaged

to rather, but 1'mi mot-engaged to any
one, but I know what I shall buy with
the first prize money If 1 get It.” -

“What shall you buy?’ asked Mra
Fenwick induigently.

“Chickens. Yes, I truly am going to
ralse chickens and see If 1 can't make
money enough t& pay off that little
scrap of a mortgafe on the place.”

“Dear cbild,” sighed Mrs. Fenwick,
“it would be the biggest blessing in
the world If you eould "It would be
such a rellef to your father. That little
balance of $200 worrled him for
five years, and capnot seem to get
ahead so he can gay 1t off, It has been
such a bad year, be has had to hire

so much Belp of hislliness.”
“You can’t say anything that I bave
not already th of," protested Mil-

Iy as she butteted the crusty loaves
and tossed a white napkin over them.
“I'm only afraid that Sadie Lownes
will carry off the prize. 8he certululy
is a good cook.” . . Y ;

“She can't make handsomer loaves
than those,” asserted Afrs. Fenwick

“Well, we will see. I'm golng up
stairs to get ready, mother, and then
I'm going to take the bread over to the
tent,” sald Milly. And she flew out of
the room with a“whisk of her pluk and
white skirts, -y

“It's too bad for Baddle to carry off
first prize In everything.” mused Mrs.
Fenwick as she steppéd briskly about
her tasks. “Every year she's carried
off prizes for baking and faney.work.
ir 't carried off

for folks say
Barlow. 1 r
it was that |
see Milly ali
to think =
afrald she

s engaged to Frank
“eould understand why
_stopped  coming to
sudden. He seemed
my girl, and I'm
m too well.”
wick reached the big
ual connty fair was

BADIE '_"‘
beld she found Saflie Lownes buzzing
around the table @ domestic exhibit
ke a slim wals ‘Wasp. Sadie was
very tall and thinf@md ordered every-
body about in aggimpudent, good na-
tured manmer thgl® Was very taking

lossing her dark. :
vas thin and (reghk and ber nose
a8 too large for @ beauty.

Milly set down JF blg basket and.
lenning ngainst om@ of the poles that’
supported the ten 1 her flushed
face with her han '

“Milly Fenwic

_her_face

il

ﬁu‘ni

beet™ exclaimed Cdarting at
Milly's basket. _have you got
in here?™ 2 3 . 1

“Powe dou't » sa)d Milly. |
-“1 shall open It pp & i

{ Badie puiled up K
i towel nud peered Sk
| erdel, her Lizek oii
“Lo §
the ouniy eomsjed
prize T Ederrtuxiy
cake.”
i “Indeed?” ashod
! Busan Brown laggh
“Fuuugy. nin't 1§98
my Lireiber Lea
_ that be didn't (b

{ eltement.

prize as well. |

g7
£
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the Little River prize.” =
That was the meanest thing

ted It Instantly.  Not only did the scar-
let of anger spread over Sadle's narrow
face, but there was another listener.

ment, and his griy eyes met Milly's
depths. ;

Badle called him to assist ber at
other table, and so ui‘n?qu:

“1 JE8' HAD TER COME AN'BER WHUFFORE
DAT GHILE TOOKEX DE ¥Us' PRIZE FEE
DEM MEASLY NUBBINS OF BREAD.”

alone when she arrangéd Ler beaultiful
loaves of bread on the table which had
been arrauged ip the form of a snowy
pyramid on which were pinced canned
truits, Jellies, Jamws, pickles, cakes and
pneedlawork of -every description, for
every woman and girt in Little River
made It a point to cnter something In
the competition for domestic prizes,

Milly placed the card beasbug ber
name in the preper place among her
four handsome loaves and then went
away to join her friends at the other
énd of the tent. It was a busy after-
ooon and and it was not un-
th closfng time
to go and take’another look at her
! precious loaves.

To ber delight the judges were group-
ed around her exhibit, and she over
heard several flattering remarks.

“It's my bread, mother,” sbe whis
pered, pluching her motber's arm.

“l want to see it. dear,” said Mrs
Fenwick as the judges moved away.

For -a long time Milly Fenwick and
her mother stood thére and stared ut
the four big loaves of bread that bore
the card of Badie Downs. Milly Fen-
wick’'s name was on the three Httle
sogzy lonves plled near by.

“Milly. that’s not Badle’s bread!”
erled Ars. Fenwick tndignantly.

“] know it, mother. Please don't say
auything now. Ceme away.” whisper-
ed Milly wervously, and she drew her
mother aside as Sadle Lownes e to
the table with ber band in Frank Bar-
low's arm.

““There, Mr. Barlow! What do you
think of that for prize bread?" asked
Sadle darlngly. Her eyes shot an im-

| pudent. glance at Milly's scornful face

“I declare, Frank,” she added in a low-
er tone. “Milly Fenwick acts so mean
and jealous mbout this bread of mine!
Really it makes me feel quite uncom
fortable!™

Frank Barlow sald nothing, but his
eyes followed Milly's graceful form as
she accompanied ber wother from the
tent. When he turned townrd Miss
Lownes' animated fuce there was a
stern look about his mouth that made
the frivolous B8adle quite uneasy.
Frank Barlow was the most well to do
young farmer In Little River, and mar-
riage with bim meanc a life of com-
parative ense for his wife. The Bar-
lows were the moneyed people of Lit-
tle River, and Sadie Lownes was ambi-
tious.

“You haven't sald that you admire
my bread.” Badie. s

1" “This is the Bnest bread 1 bave ever |

seen.” snid Frank gravely.

“There! 1 am complimented!” cried
Sadie. “Come! Take me home, Frank.
I'm tired to death! There goes Milt
Roberts. 1 suppose he's going home
with Mily."

among her friendfsnd quite disarm- 1 he did uot noti

ing to her enemie was not pret- mﬂ“?ﬁiﬁmmm tceomplllﬁ::
ty, but she had. : fascinating | 41 Susan Brown to her bome and
manner of using Mige biack eyes and | pe4 Mijly Fenwick drove soberly home

mmmr. PURRNT. =X

The Fenwicks decided to say nothing
gbout the change Badle Lownes bad
made In the cards, and Milly winced

the hard little loaves that bore bher
name.

i

passed ‘that brazen
young woman with contemptuous

that would not be banished. The win-

, md the prize meant %0 mueh to
Fenwi

enwick., while to Sadie Lownes

-hed
i

prize in Jellles and cake
as bread this year. :

;
i

3

awanled. Ererrbody had made

i

Lownes hai carried off firsg

5t

ty.  “Ie. m%",“: W;ci
“““fﬂx.h. o
Fenwick had ever said, and she mm-_ .‘

Frank Barlow was passing at the to- |
with a puzzled expression In their eool | |

t Milly found umﬁ lashes.

more than once at the sly laughter of |
her acquaintances when they examined '

I

|

ol &

But sbe .did not speak to Mh]
J 8he !

eyes, in which slumbered a resentment l
!
L
!

the last day of the falr the prizes nouncement? :
' “Yon made it, didn't you?"
rounds of the tents, nud they knew |

* remnembered that In private Ife I a
ﬁnq)]:nm. . |a butcher and sabsage maker
: N_M:II}!O'.“E

wather. indigunut at-the- Bess Extensions’ "

“Ruobbish! suorted Aunt Hepsey
sharply.

The judges lvoked uveasily from -one
to unotber, “If there has been any
mistike” ~ besitnted Dr.. Lamson,

Fruuk Barlow spoke in a low toue to
the judges. '

Thouse close by could bear and the
words rau like fire through the teut
<"1 lappencd to witness the changiug
of the cards.” smild Frink. “1 was guite
unseen at the tiwe and [ supposed It
was a jest, but F find It was not I
believe these lnrge louves were baked
by Mixs Fenwick. Miily, nre these not
really your loiuvesY' be nsked
= Milly wodded ber bead, Tears were
very viose tv Ler eyes. Sadle Lownpes
vrried off the affalr with a high band
und her friends sald it was a good
Joke ou Milly Fenwick, but Mily's
friends were fndiuant, although the
girl_ bad not w woerd to say against the
daring Sadie,

Frauk Barlew weut bome with Milly
that ¢veniug und. be lenrmed that M-
ton Koberts had Leen engaged to Sn-
san Brown for a year and that Milly—
well, Milly Feuwick earvied off the first
prize for irend and the Grst matrimo-
oial price o

As for Sadie lownes, she simply
would not be vauguished.

She niways pointed to Frank Barlow

made that mateh™
What's the Use?

A bideous green caterplilar was
crawling slowly ind loathsomely along
a spitzelwood twig, writes the novelist
of the Detroit Free Press.

Its eyes were plok and without

it had a horrid Tuzzy spine runping
from its yellow ears all the way to its
termination,

Unsightly purple whiskers almost
hid its face.

“Never mind,” thought the ecater-
pillar. *“1 know | am ugly and dis
agreeable now, but walit, Just_walt.
" Soon I shall weave a cocoon about my-
self and take a nlce long pap. and
when | wake the cocoon will open and
.1 sball emerge a dazsling, beautiful
butterfly! | know the other inseets
look down on me now. but let them
walt, that's all; let them wait!™

And in time. sureée enough, the um-
wightly and unhappy eaterpllinr dsap-
tpeared inside a smooth cocoon. .

And then—a bewhiskered bugologlst
grabbed the cocoon with a howl of de-
light and plunged it in preserving al
cohol. . Ve

CAPTURING A MODEL.

A -Complexion That Delacroix Could
.Neot Lot Escape.

Delacroix, the painter, was walking
out one day in Paris with a' friend of
his when he fell Intp a brown study.

“What is up with you now?" said the
friend. ;

“| can't get a certain shade-of yel
low,” replied the artist.

“What sort of yellow?"

Just then a cab drove past.

“The very thing!” the painter gasped
out. “Stop, stop!"" *

“l am engaged,” the cabby replied
withount stopping
. Delacroix started In pursuit and at a
steep place in the Rue des Martyrs
overtook the cab. Opening the doer,
he said In tones of entreaiy to the pas.
senger inside:

“Do please tell your driver to stop.
| want ye : xion for a painting
color merchant close at hand. T sball
not detain yon above five minutes, and
In acknowledgment of the service you
render me I will present you with a
sketch of my picture.” 1 .

The bargain was struck. Delacroix
got his yellow, and a few months later
the *“fare” recelved a sketch of his
“Assassination of the Archbishop of
Liege.”

At a Chinese wedding the “begga

- L:o _matter

“Certainly I did. but you should bave
m

mmmmamét‘#

is
it
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and lLis wife uinl safid: “There, girls, 1 { Wyseif. |
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| Mm and hix rival, Alfred Beale. One
day | was sitting tn the drawing room
of the plantation house with Bdgar,
My bacl as well as his was toward the
door opening Into the great hall, while
my face was townnl a large mirror
restivg on the mnotel over the fro-
place. J eanght a glimpse of the re
flection of Alfred Benle in the hall,

Me xaw both Edzar and me sitting
tocether  Ile pansed nud looked at us,
making no eovpd to Indicate to us that
e wns there.  Indeed, he was caves-
dropplog. but T thouciw liitle of that
I weo wrant in the idea of being un
olject of strife between two youug
men nudd was tempted to see what
would happen betwecn them should
purposely Increase thelr antagonism.

T hed been expecting n proposal from
Edgar and now gmave him every en-
couragement. e was placing an arm
arouind iy walst and his face was
pear mine when 1 gave a little shrick
aud drew away from him, assuming to
be Indizurnt. DBenle stepped luto the
room and. claring at Edear. apbralded
him. Rdgar looked an appeal to me to
exoner:te him,

It 1= lwpossible to give reasons for
the freaks that enter the héads of
young persons, especially young girls,’
in the matter of coquetry. Instead of
tnking the blame of Edgnr's aet upon
walked out of the room.
leaving my admirers to settle the con-
troversy in their own way. [ Lad no
sooner left them than it occurred to me
that 1 bad acted nbominably. If 1 had
gone directly back and confessed the
situation ight have been saved. 1
wns nboumt 1o do s0 when | remembered
that such an acknowledgment would
bring down upon_ e the comtempt of
botlr men—that is. If it Wére belleved,
which 1 doubted. .

While I' was deliberating | heard
both men go out of the house. 1
started to call them back, but hesi-
tated, and before 1 had made uwp my
mind what to do they were out of
hearing :

1 wondered what would come to pass
between them. It did not occur to mo
that they would fight a duel Dueling
by this time had largely died ount in the
south, and | was too young to bhave
beard much of an obsolete custom.
What chiefly cobcerned me was that |
had so deeply wronged the man 1
loved. 1 wns not only suffering from
consciousness of baving done him an
Injustice. but was panle stricken lest
he should never forgive e,

The aflair began in the afternoon,
and from then until bedtime | was in
a state of dread, not that anything se-
rious might oceur between the rivals,
but that | had lost my lover. In the
widdle of tihe night my father came
into my room and nsked we for an ex-
planation of what Bad happened, for he
had heard of it. Instead of telling him
the truth. I left him with the lmpres-
sion that Ldgar bad rranscended his
rights and Alfred had resented his act.
| ‘asked father what had come of fit,
and he replied that 1 would learn the
result in the morulng; then he left me.
This was the first lutimation | had
of anything serious between the two
men. Suddenly it flashed upon me
that they would fight. 1 trembled. 1
lay turning the wmatter over i my
brain. which was like a bolling cal-
dron. With the first light of dawn |
arose, dressed myself, stole down the
great staircase.and out on to the ve-
randa. Looking out from behind a vine,
| saw Edgar and two other young
men riding by the plantation. Going
1 eannot dwell on the rest. It I tou
painful. 1 was some time In finding
where they had gone. When | reach-
ed them they had fought a duel with
pistols, and Alfred Beale was lying on
the ground, while n surgeon was bend-
ing over him. I hurried to Dim to see if
he were dead and was assured that his
wound would not be fatal. 1 turmed
to Edgar. He gave me a look that
| has haunted me ever since. | saw in
it that I had lost him forever.

You have heard my story May it be
n lesson to you that love i« not a gnme
for passing the time that young persons
regard it. Love 18 a =erlous matier
nnd shoujd-be treated serlonsly. Better
the Europenn method of matches made
Ly parents than the follles committed
by some voung men and women when
eft to thalr awn cfprlm i

. Ea¥y Worriey, .
In Chesterton’s “Tremcndons Trifles™

i .MW ‘ .-Vm':hf*:a\m_' of wiue who was vis-
ant nothing save the good opin- | “what did ¥ou mean by printing as
k Barlow, for she had car | you did this announcement of my eah-

itng a poor wewman W lcreavement
and casting about for some phrase of
consolation that should not be either
Insolent or weak sald at Jast: 1 think

{one can live through these great sor-

rows and even be the better. What -
wears one I8 the little worrics.” .«
“That’'s quite right, mom.” answered
the old woman, with emphasis, “and 1
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